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- 42-year-old David thinks he has the perfect life with his perfect wife, Shaye. But when an unexpected divorce turns his world upside down, David finds solace in an unlikely place— the arms of his ex-wife's younger sister, Kayla. This eager blonde bombshell has lusted after David for years. Living in the guest house at David's beachside home, Kayla will finally get to live out her fantasies with the man she adores.




But even as sparks fly with Kayla, another wanton woman is determined to get a piece of David. Shaye's best friend Isabel has long harbored her own forbidden desires for her bestie's husband. Now that David is divorced, this kinky brunette won't let anything keep her from getting David out of her dreams and into her bed.

Things get even hotter when Shaye finds out Kayla and Isabel are both enjoying her ex-husband. Will she try to destroy their torrid sexual affairs… or will she join David's growing harem?


BEACH HOUSE HAREM is a harem adventure series. It contains graphic scenes and unconventional relationships. 18+ only.





BEACH HOUSE HAREM






Book 1






Chapter 1






“Welcome home!”







The sun was scorching hot on my skin as I walked down the bustling streets of Bangkok, my phone pressed to my cheek. I wiped the sweat from my brow as I weaved through the crowd, my shirt clinging wetly to my torso. I'd been in Thailand for four months but had never gotten used to the heat and humidity.

Bangkok was an amazing city, but I'd hardly seen any of it during my time here. Instead, my entire focus had been on my work. At age 41, I was about to close a deal that would see me acquire generational wealth. The opportunity to secure my future spurred me on through all the challenges of being in a foreign city.

The thought of seeing my wife Shaye again also kept me going. If I could make this deal happen, my wife and I would be set for life. All the years of busting my ass for crumbs were finally about to pay off.

"When do you think you'll have those schematics ready, David?" my partner James asked me over the phone.

"A couple more days," I said.

"Fantastic. I'm almost done with the proposal to address the supply chain issues Mr. Shinawatra asked about. But it's those schematics that matter most. Mr. Shinawatra was insistent about that."

"I have it under control," I assured him. "I know how critical these schematics are."

"I know I can count on you, David."

"Hell yeah! We're going to close this deal, James. All our work is going to pay off, buddy."

I finished the call on a high note, eager to get back to work. My mood rose even higher when I got a message from my wife, Shaye.





"David,"


 
the message began,

 

"I've been thinking a lot lately, and I can't do this anymore. I want a divorce."





The words cut through me like a knife, leaving me stunned and unable to comprehend what I was reading. I froze on the sidewalk, gaping at my phone. People grumbled and cursed as they moved around me, but I didn't notice. My entire world had shrunk down to the message on my screen.

As I stood there in shock, another message appeared.


"I've sent the papers to you. They should arrive in a few days. I'm sorry it has come to this, but I hope we can behave like civilized adults during this process."


My hands shook as I read the messages over and over again. A dozen responses ripped through my mind, each one more hysterical than the last. I wanted to dismiss what she had written, to deny that this was happening. But, deep down, I couldn't say I was surprised.

For months before I left for Thailand, there had been a growing strain in our marriage. Shaye had become cold and evasive, avoiding me even in our home at The Perch. She'd denied me her body for months before I left, claiming she was too tired or not in the mood.

At first, I thought it was just a rough patch we would work through. Now it seemed clear that it was the start of her leaving me. The message on my phone was undeniable proof that Shaye had checked out of our marriage long before I left for Thailand.

"Fuck," I muttered under my breath, trying to hold back the tears that threatened to spill.

Shaye had always been my dream girl. Smart and beautiful, with a smile that made my heart stutter. Now all we had shared was ending? What was once a vibrant and loving marriage had crumbled to nothing?

"Hey, you okay?" a passerby asked me, noticing my distress.

"Yeah, just… got some bad news," I managed to say.

"Ah, life's full of surprises, isn't it? Keep your head up, mate," he said before walking away.

Surprises didn't even begin to cover it. Taking a deep breath, I messaged my wife.


"Is there anything we can do to repair this, Shaye?"


Her answer came swiftly.


"No."


I slipped my phone into my pocket and stared up at the cloudless sky. I knew I had to rush to the airport and catch the next flight back to the USA.

I was thinking about how to break this news to my partner when an old man jostled me and spat at my feet for blocking the sidewalk. The anger on his face shook me out of my jumbled thoughts.

Barely aware of what I was doing, I rejoined the bustling crowd, letting them carry me to wherever they were going. Eventually, I ducked out of the unrelenting heat and stumbled into a bar. I ordered a whiskey and tossed it back, enjoying the burn in my throat. I ordered another one from the smirking bartender, the harsh alcohol like a trail of fire trickling down into my belly.

Through the alcohol haze filling my head, I looked around and realized that I was in the red-light district, a part of Bangkok I had never been to before. The surrounding bar was a blur of noise and flesh, scantily clad women eyeing me from every corner. Once, their hungry gazes would have thrilled me. Now I only felt numb.




My phone buzzed again and I snatched it up, pulse racing.

 

Please, Shaye. Don't do this.





The message wasn't from Shaye. It was from my partner, reminding me of an important meeting in two days.

I switched off the phone and waved the bartender over, ordering another drink. Work? What did it matter now? My life was ruined, my heart torn to shreds.

A warm hand slid onto my arm. I glanced over to see a young Thai woman in a tight red dress smiling at me.

"You look so sad," she said. "Maybe I cheer you up?"

Her boldness shocked me, but underneath the shock was a spark of interest. When was the last time a woman came on to me so strongly?

I studied the woman, taking in her curvy figure and pouty lips painted bright red. She was a far cry from Shaye's statuesque blonde beauty, but there was an earthy sexiness about this woman that stirred me. I could feel my dick hardening against my thigh.

What the hell? Shaye wanted her freedom? I'd give it to her.

I leaned in close, breathing in the woman's scent. "What's your name?"

"Anong. But you can call me whatever you like."

A smile tugged at my lips. "Well then, Anong. Looks like it's my lucky night."

The ache in my chest eased, replaced by a hunger I hadn't felt for ages. Tonight I'd lose myself in this woman, and when I awoke tomorrow, I'd start my new life.

A life without Shaye.

***

Anong was the start of a month where I lost myself in warm female flesh and cold alcohol. It was like Shaye had reached into my chest and ripped out my still-beating heart, leaving a gaping hole in its place. I tried to fill that void with anything I could— drinking, nightclubs, the company of strangers. In the chaos of Bangkok's nightlife, I searched for an escape from the pain.

"Another round!" I slurred one night, raising my glass to no one in particular.

My newfound "friends" cheered me on as I drowned my sorrows in whiskey and beer. The nights blurred together, punctuated by hazy memories of laughter, fights, and vomit-stained sidewalks.

Sex became another crutch, a way to forget the emptiness inside me. Every night, I wandered the red-light districts, seeking the warmth of a woman's embrace. Their faces and bodies were interchangeable, just fleeting moments of pleasure that left me feeling even more hollow afterwards.

"David," a sultry voice whispered in my ear one night, "you want three tonight? We can make your dreams come true."

"Sure," I mumbled, desperate for anything that would distract me from my sorrows.

That night I fucked three women, their firm young bodies writhed around me, lips pressing against my skin and hands exploring every inch of me. I entered them all, filling them with my cock as I sweated and groaned like a beast. And yet, despite their best efforts, I felt nothing but numbness, our twisted dance leaving me feeling dirtier than ever before.

When morning came, I crawled out of bed, sore and exhausted. As I stumbled towards the bathroom, I caught sight of myself in the mirror and froze. My reflection stared back at me, bloated and worn out, a shadow of the man I used to be. Dark circles ringed my bloodshot eyes and my body sagged with the excesses of the past month.

"Jesus Christ," I whispered, taking in the surrounding squalor.

The room reeked of booze and sex, discarded food containers and used condoms littering the floor. The place was a pathetic testament to my self-pity and degradation.

"Is this what you've become?" I asked myself, staring deep into my own eyes. "Is this the man Shaye once loved?"

As I examined the wreckage around me, something within me shifted. A spark of determination flared to life, burning away the fog of despair that had clouded my mind for so long. I knew, in that moment, that I couldn't let the loss of Shaye define me any longer. I had to make a change, to rebuild myself from the ashes of my broken marriage.

"Enough," I murmured, clenching my fists. "This ends now."

That day, I severed ties with my self-destructive habits, leaving the alcohol and the prostitutes behind. It was far from easy, but I knew I had no other choice.

My work had suffered greatly, and I could see the concern in my partner's eyes when we met for our weekly progress reports. Determined to turn my life around, I threw myself into my job, focusing on every task with a newfound purpose.

"David, you've really stepped up these past few weeks," my partner remarked one day. "You had me worried there, buddy."

"Sorry, James. I was neck-deep in shit," I replied. "I'm over it now. I'm 100% focused and ready to make this deal happen."

"My man," James laughed, clapping me on the shoulder.

My journey of self-improvement didn't end with work. Seeking a new outlet for my energy, I joined a local Muay Thai gym. The first few sessions were brutal, leaving me battered and bruised, but I persisted. I knew I would never be a great fighter, but that didn't matter. What mattered was the way the training made me feel— alive, strong, and focused.

"Good kick, David!" my trainer shouted as I landed a solid blow on the heavy bag with my shin. "Again! Keep going! Don't stop!"

"Yes, Kru!" I panted, sweat pouring down my face as I kicked again and again. "I won't give up!"

Every weekend, I finished my work week with a trip to the beach and long swims in the ocean. The saltwater cleansed my body, washing away the grime of the day. Every night as the sun set over the horizon, I felt at peace, confident in my decision to stay in Thailand. After all, nothing was waiting for me back in the States.

And so, when snags in my business deal caused my six-month stay to extend for another six months, I didn't mind at all. I had found purpose in this foreign land, and I wasn't ready to leave it behind just yet.

***

A year had passed since I'd arrived in Thailand, and with my business deal successfully completed, I finally returned to The Perch. The stout beachside home my grandfather built stood wedged into the cliffs overlooking Raney's Cove, its wooden walls weathered by time and the salty sea air.

Three stories tall with a pool and a guest house, The Perch had been Shaye's and my home for over a decade after my father moved into a retirement community and offered the place to us. Our divorce was finalized and our possessions split, but since The Perch was still in my father's name, it was not part of our settlement.

"Hello again, old friend," I murmured as I stepped inside, the memories washing over me like the waves on the sandy beach below.

The house was empty now, devoid of Shaye's laughter and the warmth of our shared lives. There was a stillness in the air that spoke to rooms unoccupied, a house unused. As I wandered through the house I'd shared with Shaye, my mind filled with fleeting glimpses of the life we'd once had together— the nights spent tangled in each other's arms, the lazy mornings sipping coffee on the patio, the passionate evenings when our desires consumed us.

I ran my hand along the smooth wood of the kitchen counter, remembering all the times I'd bent Shaye over this counter, her hands gripping the polished wood as I pounded her firm ass from behind.

"Can't keep living in the past," I muttered to myself.

I continued my exploration of the house, noting sadly how all traces of Shaye had been removed. Our bedroom looked much the same as when I left, but now the closets were empty. Shaye had always loved the amount of closet space she had. Seeing those closets filled with nothing but empty hangers drove home the finality of our divorce.

A sudden weariness swept over me. I closed my eyes, slowing my breathing like I'd been taught by my Muay Thai trainer. I relaxed my muscles, focusing on just breathing in and out, in and out. It was a way to center my mind, to anchor myself in the present moment.

My thoughts stilled and clarified. I knew that wallowing in the past was bullshit. I may have lost my dream girl, but I still had a life to live. I had a ton of money sitting in my bank account, a beautiful house by the beach that my grandfather built, and time to do whatever I wanted. All the training and clean living in Thailand had left me more fit and healthy than I had been since I was in college. Lean muscles rippled beneath my tanned skin, callouses covered my knuckles and shins. I was 42 but felt like I was 22.

Why should I feel sorry for myself? This sadness was unnecessary and unproductive. I was jet-lagged and out of sorts. I needed to clear my head.

I needed to swim.

"Damn red tide," I muttered, looking out at the ocean from the back porch of The Perch.

Raney's Cove was a secluded cove accessible only from the cliffs around it. My grandfather had built one of the first houses here back in the 1940s. Since then, newer and more luxurious homes had sprung up on the cliffs, people drawn to the secluded beauty of the place.

I watched the waves lapping the sandy shore of the cove. The water was off-limits for swimming, but I desperately wanted the cool embrace of the sea to wash away the lingering sadness that clung to me like a second skin.

With a sigh, I turned my gaze toward the backyard pool— not quite the same as the ocean, but it would have to do until the red tide passed. The pool had the advantage of privacy, though. Stripping off my clothes, I welcomed the freedom of being naked in the open air after the confinement of a 19-hour flight.

I dove into the pool, feeling the refreshing chill envelop me as I plunged beneath the surface. The water invigorated me as I swam lap after lap, letting the rhythm of my strokes clear out my muddled thoughts and melancholy regrets.

Floating on my back, I gazed up at the cloudless sky and let my thoughts drift idly. I'd loved my stay in Thailand, but nothing beat coming home to The Perch. I was going to spend the rest of my life in this place. It was up to me to make the most of it.

Feeling calm and collected, I climbed out of the pool and flopped down on one of the poolside lounge chairs. As I basked in the sun's warm rays, my thoughts turned back to Shaye— to the wild, passionate nights we'd shared, to the times when our love had burned so urgently. I remembered one particular night when we'd fucked like animals right here by the pool, taking each other with a hunger that seemed insatiable.

The memory stirred something within me, an ember of desire that had lain dormant. Unable to resist the urge, I closed my eyes and wrapped my hand around my growing erection.

"Shaye," I groaned.

The sound evaporated into the warm air as I gave in to the pleasure that washed over me. My strokes grew faster, more insistent. Within moments, I exploded, my orgasm splattering onto my stomach in thick ropes of hot cum.

Panting, I sprawled back in the lounge chair, letting the sun bathe me in its warmth as I reveled in contented relief. I hadn't been with a woman in seven months. This release was badly needed and very satisfying.

"Wow, David!" a female voice suddenly exclaimed, startling me from my reverie. "That was a huge load!"

I glanced up, my heart pounding in my chest.

"Kayla!" I stammered, trying to cover up my still-rigid cock.

Shaye's younger sister grinned down at me, her blonde hair shining in the sunlight, her tongue slowly licking her full lips.

"Welcome home!" she giggled.




Chapter 2






“Turnabout is fair play.”







Kayla stood with her hands on her hips, her blonde hair tied up in a messy bun and her green eyes sparkling with mischief. She held a towel in her hands and offered it to me with a knowing smile.

"Here," she said, as if nothing was out of the ordinary. "You might want to clean that up."

She gestured towards my belly, smirking at the globs of pearlescent cum smeared across my abs.

"Damn it, Kayla!" I sputtered, snatching the towel from her and covering my still-erect penis. "What the fuck were you doing skulking around like that?"

"I wasn't skulking!" Kayla protested. "I just saw how much you were enjoying yourself and didn't want to interrupt."

"How long were you watching me?"

"From your first stroke to that messy finish," Kayla chuckled. "You must have been hella backed up, David. Your dick was like a freaking geyser! You came so hard that I think you might have lost some brain cells. Better be careful, a little bit of your gray matter might be mixed in with all that baby batter."

I had to fight to keep from laughing with Kayla. She had always had a raucous sense of humor. In truth, the realization that she had secretly watched me masturbate was a huge turn-on. My face was flushed with embarrassment, but I couldn't deny the arousal I felt from her presence.

"Skulking," I mumbled again, frowning theatrically as I wiped myself clean, making sure to cover my jutting cock.

As I cleaned up, Kayla sat down in the lounge beside me. Finally getting a good look at her, I was stunned at what I saw. Kayla had always been chubby, her body kept hidden under baggy clothes. Kayla had always been self-conscious about her weight, especially compared to her gorgeous sister, Shaye.

But now? It was like I was looking at a whole new person. Since I'd last seen her, Kayla had shed fat and gained muscle. The baggy hoodies she favored had been replaced by a tight T-shirt knotted beneath her large breasts, exposing a flat and toned stomach. A diamond stud glittered prettily in her bellybutton. Kayla's legs were well-muscled and shapely, on full display beneath the gauzy sarong she'd tied around her waist. Kayla's wide hips and thick ass made her look like one of those 50s pin-up models you saw drawn on the nose of some fighter aircraft in World War II.

But it was Kayla's face that really startled me. With the baby fat gone, Kayla's high cheekbones and full lips accentuated the sparkling green eyes she shared with her sister. Kayla was only 5'6" to Shaye's 5'10", but in all other aspects, she looked like a younger version of her sister, right down to the freckles sprinkled across her nose. Kayla was only 24, but her resemblance to my ex-wife shook me deeply. Looking at Kayla was like looking at the girl I'd married a decade earlier.

Kayla caught me staring at her. She cocked her head, smiling at me quizzically.

"Uh… so, what are you doing here?" I asked, forcing myself to look away from Shaye's younger sibling.

"Just wanted to welcome you home, David. I want to hear all about your adventures in Thailand."

"There's a lot to tell," I replied. "But you didn't have to come all this way just to welcome me back."

"I didn't have to come far at all," she said. "I've actually been staying in The Perch's guest house. I've been cleaning and maintaining the main house and property for you."

"Really? I didn't know you were here," I said, genuinely surprised. "How long have you been staying?"

"About six months now. Didn't you know?"

"The lawyer mentioned that there was a caretaker for The Perch while I was gone. I didn't know it was you."

"Yup. After Shaye moved her things out, I figured your father might need some help keeping the place up. Instead of hiring a stranger, I volunteered my services. He was all for it."

My heart sank at the mention of Shaye.

"How is Shaye?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

"Uh, well, she's living with Alberto now," Kayla said hesitantly.

"Alberto?"

"Yeah," Kayla said, clearly unhappy about her sister's choices. "He's a male model and part-time DJ. 22 years old, so quite a bit younger than her. Younger than me, even."

"Sixteen years younger," I muttered, feeling a wave of sadness wash over me.


Alberto? Is that who she left me for?


Kayla seemed to sense my pain. Without hesitation, she wrapped her arms around me, pulling me into a hug. Her body pressed warmly against mine. Despite the comforting gesture, I couldn't help but be deeply aroused by the contact with her.

"I'm so sorry," she murmured. "You didn't deserve any of this, David."

"Thanks, Kayla," I replied, my voice muffled by her shoulder. I pulled away, looking into her eyes. "I really appreciate you being here. It's good to see a familiar face after being gone for so long."

As we sat there, our bodies still close, I was acutely aware of the tension between us. It felt like an electric current, buzzing just beneath the surface. And even though I knew it was wrong, I couldn't help but want her, this beautiful girl who looked so much like my ex-wife, but was entirely her own person.

Kayla cleared her throat, her eyes lowered as we sat together, not speaking.

"Have I told you how amazing you look?" Kayla asked, cheerfully breaking the awkward silence between us. "You look like a brand new David!"

"Thanks," I said, basking in her appreciative gaze. "Clean living and exercise do wonders."

"Apparently so! You've got muscles on top of your muscles. You look like you're ready to film an action movie or something."

"You look amazing as well," I said. "What the hell happened to you, Kayla?"

Kayla struck a playful pose, fluttering her eyelashes.

"Clean living and exercise do wonders," she said, imitating my voice. "Like what you see?"

"Any man would. You've transformed yourself."

"You mean I'm not fat anymore?" Kayla teased.

"More than that," I said seriously. "You're goddamn radiant, Kayla."

Kayla patted my arm and looked away, trying to hide the blush creeping up her cheeks. Kayla wasn't used to male attention like my wife had been. Kayla had grown up in the shadow of her more glamorous sister. Shaye being 14 years older had created a gap between the two siblings that Kayla always seemed to struggle with. The chubby girl with the bubbly personality was a persona Kayla had embraced early in life. Now that she had blossomed into this incredibly sexy young woman, it was fascinating to see Kayla adjusting to her new reality.

With a shy grin, Kayla stood up and stretched her curvy body.

"God, I'm dying to cool off," Kayla said. "This pool has been my oasis all summer. Not only is the water fresh and cool, but the privacy here is a nice bonus."

Kayla looked at me with a mischievous smile as she peeled off her T-shirt and sarong. My eyes widened when I realized she had no intention of stopping there. Within moments, she stood before me completely naked.

"I figure since I've already seen you naked, turnabout is fair play," she said.

"I won't argue with you," I replied with a grin.

I was shocked by the transformation in Kayla. She had always been chubby and shy around me, hiding her body beneath shapeless clothes. But now her newfound confidence was clear as she revealed her incredibly lush new figure. Her tits were full, round and firm, the twin nipples rock hard. Kayla's nipples and areolas were bigger and darker than Shaye's, a difference that made Kayla's nakedness even more erotic to me.

Unlike Shaye, who kept her pussy bare and smooth, Kayla had a neatly trimmed patch of blonde curls over her mound, the hair glistening in the sunlight. The sight of Kayla standing there, so vulnerable yet so self-assured, sent the blood roaring through my body as my cock stiffened again.

Kayla could see my eyes drawn to her pussy. She playfully ran her fingers through her pubic hair.

"I was thinking of sugar waxing, but I'm scared of the pain. What do you think? Should I leave it?"

"I think so," I replied. "I like it."

"I do too."

Kayla bent over, giving me a full view of her swaying tits as she reached under the lounge chair.

"Would you mind putting some suntan lotion on my back?" she asked sweetly, handing me a bottle. "I'll take care of the front."

"Uh, sure," I stammered, my voice cracking slightly as I struggled to maintain control.

Kayla had already seen me ejaculating all over my stomach, but this simple request created an erotic tension between us that was even more charged. As I squirted some lotion onto my hands, Kayla turned her back to me, offering me the warm expanse of her smooth skin. Freckles spangled her shoulder, a few golden hairs resting against the damp nape of Kayla's neck.

Trying to keep my breathing steady, I gently placed my hands on her shoulders and rubbed the lotion into her skin. I shifted uncomfortably, my cock aching as my fingers glided over Kayla's soft flesh, moving lower and lower down her back until I reached the top of her ass.

"Mm, that feels nice." Kayla sighed as I massaged lotion into her hard ass cheeks, my thumbs spreading her so I could see her puckered asshole and the folds of her damp pussy.





I can't believe this is happening


 
, I thought as Kayla slathered lotion over her front, oiling up her tits and belly.




"Thank you," Kayla murmured, turning to face me with a warm smile. "Now I'm ready for a swim."

She giggled as she pranced away from me and dove gracefully into the pool. I watched her toned body cut through the water, feeling both captivated and confused. I had never entertained any sexual thoughts about Kayla before, but now I couldn't help but lust for her. Why was she offering herself to me now, when I had just divorced her older sister? Was this something she had planned, or was Kayla acting on instinct?

While Kayla swam, I took a moment to process my desires and fantasies. I couldn't deny how much I wanted her. The thought of our bodies entwined made my cock throb. But she was Shaye's younger sister, and that made everything so much more complicated. Her resemblance to my ex-wife just added to my confused emotions.

"David?" Kayla called out, interrupting my thoughts. "Why don't you join me? The water feels amazing!"

"Maybe in a bit," I replied, trying to keep my voice casual as I attempted to sort through the whirlwind of emotions coursing through me. The beckoning tone in her voice only heightened my arousal, making it even harder to resist the temptation before me.

As I watched Kayla splashing in the pool, I couldn't help but wonder— could I really pursue this sexual opportunity with my ex-wife's younger sister? Was it worth risking the complications it would undoubtedly bring? And most importantly, did Kayla want me, or was she just playing with my loneliness?

The minutes passed slowly as I sat at the poolside, still covering my dick with the towel Kayla gave me. I could have easily slipped back into my clothes or at least my underwear, but I chose to stay as naked as Kayla was. The sense of possibility was too enticing to resist.

The sun cast a warm glow on Kayla's glistening body when she finally emerged from the pool, droplets of water cascading down her curves. She reached for the towel I had used earlier, quickly uncovering my penis. I didn't bother to hide myself from her, letting Kayla take in my cock nestled against my thigh.

"Uh, that's the towel I wiped myself with," I informed her.

With a mischievous grin, she quipped, "I'll try to avoid the sticky spots."

"Hilarious," I replied, enjoying the way she was staring at my dick. Yet again, I was growing hard just looking at her. My cock swelled beneath Kayla's leering gaze.

"Sorry," I laughed. "I can't help it."

"No worries, David. I take it as a compliment."

Kayla handed me the towel back after drying herself off. The pretense of modesty had been discarded by both of us and I openly ogled her amazing physique as she lay down in the lounge chair next to mine.

"Hey, remember that time Shaye tried to make her own wine?" Kayla asked suddenly, giggling as she recalled the disastrous result.

"Ugh, yes! It tasted like someone stomped on rotten grapes in dirty socks," I laughed, joining in on the memory.

We chatted amiably about our shared past, recalling incidents when Kayla had joined Shaye and me for lazy summer meals by the pool. Even back then, Kayla's love of The Perch had been obvious.

"You still working at Zachary's?" I asked.

"I am," Kayla nodded. "Since we reopened, we've had more business than we can handle. The price increases and the trimmed-down menu haven't stopped people from booking tables. I guess folks just want to get out and have fun."

"I know the feeling," I said.

"So, do you have any plans now that you're back home?" Kayla asked.

"I honestly don't know yet," I said. "I'm just taking it one day at a time, I guess."

"One day at a time sounds like a good plan to me," she said with a smile. "Guess what?"

"What?"

"I made you a Welcome Home meal!" Kayla said, clapping her hands. "Why don't you hop in the shower and put on some clothes while I finish the preparations?"

"Really?" I asked, surprised by her thoughtfulness. "That's very kind of you, Kayla."

"Of course! As you know, I've always loved cooking," she beamed.

"Do you need any help?"

"With the cooking, no. With other things? Well… we'll just have to see." Kayla patted my thigh. "Now off you go. I'll get the food ready."

"Gotcha," I said, hauling myself up from the lounge chair. I could feel Kayla's eyes on me as I headed back to the main house.

"Oh, and by the way," Kayla called after me, "the contractors who fixed that attic window? You know, the one smashed by the seagull? They found an old box beneath a loose floorboard. I had them leave it in your bedroom so you can look it over."

"An old box?" I frowned, curiosity piqued. "Okay. Thanks for letting me know."

Inside the house, I headed upstairs to the master bedroom, my thoughts lazily circling inside my head. It was astonishing how so much could change in just a few hours. When I stepped off that plane and headed back to The Perch, I had no idea about the adventure I was about to begin. Now I was right in the middle of it.

"Kayla, you naughty girl," I mumbled to myself, enjoying how my cock swayed and jostled as I climbed the stairs.

Outside, the sun was setting and the first stars would soon rise over Raney's Cove.

I was eager to see what the night would bring.




Chapter 3






“The evening's too pretty to be sad about the past.”







I stepped into my bedroom and paused. The air was heavy with memories. The walls were stripped of the pictures that used to adorn them, pictures of me and my wife in happier times. The empty closets that once housed her belongings were now just a reminder of her absence. My heart clenched as I recalled the intimate moments we shared in the adjoining bathroom, the laughter and moans of pleasure that echoed through these now silent spaces.

I couldn't help but think back to the first time we made love after moving in together. Shaye refused to sully my father's bed, so we rutted like animals on a blanket on the floor. Our fucking back then was passionate and raw, not the lifeless chore it had become in the months before Shaye divorced me.

Now I imagined Kayla in Shaye's place, her full curves pressed to my chest, blonde hair fanned across the rug. My cock stirred as I pictured Kayla's eyes gazing into mine, her soft lips parting in ecstasy as I thrust into her tight pussy. Would Kayla feel different from Shaye? Would her juices taste different from her older sibling? These thoughts both excited and terrified me.

"Damn it, David," I muttered under my breath, shaking my head and grinning at the thought of fucking my ex-wife's younger sister.

It was then that my eyes caught sight of the old wooden cigar box perched on my dresser, tied up in fraying twine. My curiosity aroused, I approached the box, wondering about its contents.


Money? Stock certificates? Maybe a treasure map?


"Only one way to find out," I whispered to myself, picking up the box and feeling its weight in my hands.

I set the box back down, figuring I'd open it after I took a shower and got dressed. There was probably nothing important inside, but the anticipation of finding out was a pleasure I wanted to prolong. It wasn't often that a genuine mystery presented itself. Real life was often disappointing. Like buying a lottery ticket, most of the pleasure lay in imagining what could happen.

I stepped into the shower and turned on the water, allowing the warm spray to cascade over my body. The heat seeped into my muscles, relaxing them and easing the tension in my mind. As the water flowed, my thoughts turned to Kayla downstairs— her infectious laughter, her radiant smile, and the alluring curves of her now-fit body.

I chuckled as I recalled the way Kayla casually and openly eyed up my erect penis earlier, joking about the semen on my belly. My dick tingled at the memory and what it implied for tonight. Kayla living in the guest house meant we were going to be spending a lot of time together. She'd already made an effort to prepare dinner for me and welcome me back. Was it just sisterly affection or a promise of something more?


Christ, what am I doing? This is Shaye's little sister, not some stranger I can just fuck and forget.


But Shaye was gone. She'd made her choice. Now I had to make mine.

I finished rinsing off and stepped out of the shower, wrapping a towel around my waist. As I dried myself, I examined my lean frame in the mirror. The physical changes from my time in Thailand were clear— my flabby arms were now hard and muscled, my belly flat, my chest bulging. It was still strange to see how much my body had transformed during my time abroad.

My suitcases were still downstairs, so I grabbed some clothes from my dresser. The linen pants hung loose on my hips, a poor match for the leanness I'd gained in Thailand. The shirt gaped at the collar, an echo of the flabby man I used to be. The familiar scent of cedar and sea salt lingered in the air as I stood before the dresser, a scent that was unique to the handmade furniture at The Perch. The old wooden cigar box tied up in yellowing twine sat before me, patiently waiting to be opened.

I let my curiosity build inside me before retrieving a pair of scissors from the drawer. The sense of anticipation made me grin.

"Let's see what secrets you hold," I whispered to myself.

I carefully snipped through the twine and set it aside. Undoing the metal clasps and lifting the lid, I discovered several old letters inside, their envelopes worn and edges softened by time.

I took out the letters, handling them gingerly. They were addressed by hand in writing that was looping and feminine. The postmarks dated back to 1946. Each letter was addressed to my grandfather, Peter Smith. The return address was from someone named Catherine Anderson at a house number I did not recognize. Oddly, the letters weren't sent to The Perch. Instead, they were directed to a P.O. Box at the local post office.

"What the hell…" I muttered to myself.

"Everything okay up there?" Kayla called from downstairs.

"Fine. Just found something interesting. Be down in a minute," I replied, knowing Kayla was curious about the box and its contents. It would be fun to share this discovery with her.

"Take your time," Kayla responded warmly, her tone soothing and inviting. "Food is almost ready. I hope you like salmon."

"You know that's my favorite!"

"Yeah, I guess I did know that!"

Kayla's delightful laughter chimed up the stairs as I gathered the letters and put them back in the cigar box. As I shut the clasps, I wondered what stories those letters held within their fading pages. Who was this Catherine Anderson? Why was she writing to my grandfather Peter at a P.O. Box? And most of all, why did Peter hide these letters in the attic?

I trotted downstairs, the cigar box tucked under my arm. As I reached the patio, I saw Kayla by the pool. She looked stunning with her sarong tied around her waist again and her T-shirt knotted below her big breasts. She had not bothered to put her bikini top back on and her nipples strained against the thin cloth.

The patio table was set with a light meal of bread and salad and bottles of sparkling water. Kayla was busy grilling salmon on the grill.

"Anything I can do to help?" I called out, setting the box of letters down on a nearby chair.

"Just relax and enjoy the view," she replied, flashing me a flirtatious smile. "Sunset over Raney's Cove is always inspiring."

"I'm enjoying the view tremendously."

Kayla playfully wiggled her ass, knowing full well I was staring.

"Did you find out what was in the box?" she asked.

"Some old letters. I haven't read them yet. It's weird. They were addressed to my grandfather, but not here at The Perch. A P.O. box in town instead."

Kayla's eyes widened. "Really? What did people use P.O. boxes for back then?"

"Same as nowadays," I shrugged. "Anything they wanted kept private. Letters, financial transactions, dealings they didn't want easily traced."

"Sounds mysterious."

"I guess."

"Maybe we can read them together," she suggested, her voice soft and inviting.

"I'd like that."

The music playing from her Bluetooth speaker set a fun vibe, courtesy of the alt-country trio Dirt Road Debutantes, their raunchy lyrics adding to the already charged atmosphere between us.

"Hey, I bought your favorite whiskey," Kayla said, pointing to a bottle on the table. "Thought you might like to enjoy some tonight."

"Ah, that's sweet of you, Kayla. But I haven't touched alcohol in months," I admitted, feeling a twinge of guilt for rejecting her thoughtful gesture.

"Really?" she said, raising an eyebrow in surprise. "Well, more power to you. I'll save it for a rainy day. For now, we'll just enjoy this salmon with some sparkling water."

"It smells delicious! This looks like an amazing spread you've prepared."

"Thank you," Kayla replied, her cheeks flushing with pride. She carefully picked up a piece of salmon with her fingers, holding it out to me. "Here, try it."

I eagerly leaned forward, my lips wrapping around the tender morsel as I felt her fingers graze my skin. Unable to resist, I gently licked her fingertips clean, causing Kayla to let out a soft giggle. The salmon was delicious, and I couldn't help but think back to my time in Bangkok.

"God, this reminds me of the seafood in Thailand," I said, taking a swig of ice-cold water to cleanse my palate. "Fresh fish and fresh fruit every day. It was amazing living there."

"The restaurants must have gotten to know you real well!"

"Hey, I did a lot of my own cooking," I protested. "I know my way around a hot stove. Shaye never learned to cook, so I prepared all our meals."

"I know. My sister hated to cook," Kayla said, twirling a lock of her blonde hair around her finger. "Well, it's nice that you can still take care of yourself in the kitchen. That will serve you well in your new life as a bachelor."

"Life as a bachelor? I should probably stock up on clean towels," I joked. "Single guys love to date Rosie Five-Fingers, as you just witnessed."

Kayla shrugged. "A hard man is good to find. You seem to have no trouble in that department."

"Clean living and exercise," I said, patting my flat stomach.

"And good, healthy food!"

With the sun setting over the horizon and casting a warm orange glow across the patio, Kayla brought the perfectly grilled salmon to the table. The aroma of the seared fish mingled with the ocean breeze, leaving my mouth watering.

"You've outdone yourself, Kayla."

"Dig in, David. I made this all for you."

The way she said it and the look in her eye made me grin with delight. Coming home was turning out to be as big an adventure as my time in Thailand.

But even as we enjoyed the grilled salmon and engaged in playful banter, I couldn't help but glance at the box of letters. My mind raced with questions about Catherine Anderson and my grandfather's connection to her.

"David, are you okay?" Kayla asked, noticing my distant gaze. "You seem lost in thought."

"Apologies," I replied with a sheepish grin. "These letters have gotten me intrigued. I can't help but wonder about them."

I reached out and squeezed her hand. My gesture of comfort turned into something more when Kayla squeezed me back, her fingers stroking my wrist. Impulsively, I raised her hand to my lips and kissed it. The look on Kayla's face made my heart race.

We finished our meal quietly, both of us sneaking glances at each other and grinning. I felt like a kid on his first date with the school's hottest chick. It had been a long time since I'd felt so exhilarated to be sharing a meal with a woman.

"Would you like some dessert?" Kayla asked as I finished the last of her delicious salmon.

"Absolutely," I replied, curious to see what else she had prepared for our impromptu dinner. "What do you have?'

"Watermelon," she answered. "Flown here from Japan. A lady at the Marina let me taste a piece. David, I swear you have tasted nothing like this melon. It's going to knock you sideways."

"Well, damn. Now you've got me all revved up over a slice of watermelon. Can't wait to try it."

"Back in two shakes," Kayla said as she gathered up the plates and disappeared into the kitchen.

While she was away, I turned on the fairy lights strung over the backyard. The sun was almost gone and dark was encroaching over The Perch.

I could hear Kayla humming loudly as she cut up the melon. A sudden worry struck me. What if the letters were about something ugly or boring? The last thing I wanted was to bring down the mood of this wonderful day with some angry letter complaining about an easement or something.

I decided to make a quick check of what the letters contained. Opening the box, I pulled the first letter out and pulled it from its envelope. The page was small and ragged on one edge, as if it had been torn from a notebook or journal. The handwriting was the same loopy, feminine scrawl as the address.

I scanned the letter beneath the warm glow of the fairy lights overhead. My guts churned at what I was reading. Frowning deeply, I folded the page and put it back into its envelope.

"Melon time!" Kayla called out as she emerged from the kitchen with a platter piled high with watermelon slices.

She set the platter down on the table and pulled her chair close to mine.

"Here," Kayla said, offering me a piece of watermelon.

"Looks amazing," I said appreciatively.

The watermelon had a thin black rind and ruby-red flesh. The sugary smell of it was almost like roses and honey. The flood of sweetness that filled my mouth when I took a bite was marvelous.

"Wow!"

"See? Told you!" Kayla laughed.

"This is too good," I said as I took another bite.

Kayla grinned as she nibbled on her slice. She looked at the letter on the table with undisguised curiosity.

"I saw you looking over that letter," Kayla said. "You didn't look too happy with what you read."

"It was… unexpected," I admitted.

"Do you still want to read it to me? You don't have to if you don't want to."

"No, I want you to hear it. I'd like to know what you think."

I wiped the sticky juice from my hands and took the letter out. Kayla leaned into me, her warm body pressed against my side as she rested her face against my shoulder.

I smiled down at her, thinking how nice it would be to kiss those pillowy lips. She must have been thinking the same thing. Neither of us was ready to take that step, though. Not yet, at least.

I cleared my throat.









My Dearest Peter


 
, I read.





I put pen to paper, my heart sodden with both desire and regret. Last night's storm, so wild and fierce, seemed to embody the turmoil within me, and I can no longer keep these thoughts to myself.



What we did was a sin. I do not deny this, but nor do I regret it. Amidst the thunder and rain, we found solace in each other's arms. Your touch, your voice, the way you looked at me in the lamplight. I dwell on these singular moments again and again, defying all reason. For reason falters before the depth of my feelings.



My heart aches with guilt for betraying William, your best friend, the man I vowed to be faithful to. I am torn between my love for him and the fire that burns for you. I fear the consequences if our secret were revealed. Scandal, heartbreak, shattered lives. We both know the perils of what we have done, yet I long to do it again. I know you feel the same.



Know that your mark on me is indelible. Know that in the quiet moments at night, when I lay beside my devoted husband, I whisper your name, Peter. I can't foresee what the future holds for us, but I pray we find a way to navigate these treacherous waters.



I will be with you again, darling. You will again fill me completely, flooding me with your desire until it runs out of me.



Until then, know that you live within my thoughts and my dreams.



Yours,



Catherine



11/8/1946








I set the letter aside. Kayla squeezed my arm, snuggling closer to me.

"My god," Kayla breathed. "So your grandfather slept with his best friend's wife?"

"It seems that way," I sighed.

"It's like something out of a romance novel. A dark romance novel."

"I wouldn't know."

Kayla looked into my eyes, seeing the hurt there.

"David, what's wrong?" Kayla asked, concern etched across her face.

"The date this was written," I muttered, my voice barely above a whisper. "Grandpa Peter was married to my grandmother Evelyn when this letter was written. Grandma was six months pregnant with my father at the time. My grandfather fucked another woman while his wife was carrying his child."

The revelation left me feeling uneasy, the weight of my family's hidden history settling uncomfortably on my shoulders.

"I'm sorry, David."

"Yeah, me too. I can't believe my grandfather did that. My memories of the old man feel like they've been sullied."

"Let's not worry about that now," Kayla suggested, sensing my distress. "The evening's too pretty to be sad about the past."

"You're right," I said, putting the letter back into the box and closing it. "The rest of the letters can wait for another time."

"Just promise you'll read the rest with me? I'm so curious."

"I'll only read the letters with you, Kayla. I promise."

Kayla took my hand and pressed it to her lips. I gave her a wan smile.

"I think I know a way to cheer you up," Kayla whispered.




Chapter 4






“Shaye always said you were blessed.”







Kayla took out her phone and turned up the Bluetooth speaker. The air filled with soft, soothing music.

Kayla let out a contented breath as she snuggled back against me, clutching my arm to her chest and holding my hand. I tried my best to let the revelations of the letter slip from my mind and instead focus on the beautiful girl pressed against me.

The two of us stared out across the bay, watching the blush over the horizon where the sun had finally set. A few moths bumped against the fairy lights while the swells in the bay smoothed out and became glassy.

"I'm enjoying this time with you," I said, looking into Kayla's green eyes. "It's unexpected, but nice."

"We've known each other for years," Kayla replied. "Like you said, it's good to see a familiar face after being gone for so long."

"You're more than just a familiar face," I said softly.

"I hope so," she replied.

I squeezed her hand and returned my gaze to the horizon. The peacefulness of the moment intertwined with the surprising behavior of Kayla. I would never have guessed it would be her that made my return so memorable.

"Feeling relaxed?" she asked.

"Very," I said.

"You know, dancing can also be very soothing," she said, her voice almost a whisper. "Are you game?"

"Up for anything."

"Mmm, that's what I like to hear."

Kayla fiddled with her phone. I expected something upbeat, but Kayla had other ideas. Sexy R&B music began to play, the bass heavy and sensual. I grinned and shook my head, wondering if I had stumbled into some made-for-TV romance movie.

Kayla stood and held out her hand. I rose and guided her away from the chairs to the edge of the pool.

With no hesitation, Kayla pressed herself to me tightly, draping her arms around my neck as my arms encircled her waist. We swayed to the music, our bodies perfectly in sync with each other.

Kayla's hips moved against me. Her body was warm against mine, her breath was hot on my neck. I could feel my dick hardening as she pressed herself into me. I knew Kayla could feel my erection straining inside my linen pants. She didn't seem to mind, clinging even more tightly to me.

As the music continued to play, Kayla's hands wandered over me, exploring the contours of my body with a skill that made me sigh with pleasure. She trailed her fingers down my head and around the nape of my neck, tracing the muscles of my back and teasing me with a touch that promised so much more.

"Your body feels so different," Kayla whispered. "So much harder and stronger."

"You feel amazing as well. I never thought I'd be holding you like this."

Kayla responded with a soft chuckle before twirling in my arms and pressing her back to me. She held my hands in front of her, letting them rest against her warm cleavage. I breathed in the smell of her hair as I nuzzled her neck.

"I always loved watching night fall over the cove," Kayla whispered. "I wish I could live here forever."

Swaying to the music, Kayla ground her ass hard against my cock. I pulled away, uncertain if she wanted me touching her like that, but she just arched her back more and pressed tight to me.

"Don't shy away, David," she said, her voice low and teasing. "I like how that feels. Besides, I've already seen you getting your tummy all messy, remember?"

Her playful attitude won me over. I let my hips jut forward, enjoying the slow and sensual way Kayla continued to twerk her ass on my dick. The sensation was both exhilarating and intoxicating, causing my heart to race and my breath to catch in my throat.

"How'd you learn to dance like this?" I asked.

Kayla giggled. "One way I lost weight was by doing 'stripper aerobics'. Yoga and pole dancing worked wonders."

"Wonders," I repeated softly sliding my hands over her flat, hard stomach.

"Would you like me to show you what I learned?" Kayla asked.

"I'd love that."

Kayla guided me to a patio chair and instructed me to sit down. Once I was settled, Kayla began her striptease. Her body moved perfectly to the music, giving me glimpses of her flesh only to draw it away once more. She smiled knowingly as I watched her, her hips swaying as her hands ran up and down her breasts, teasing her nipples through the fabric of her shirt.

"More?" she asked.

"More," I demanded.

My cock throbbed painfully as Kayla slowly lifted her top over her head and cast it aside. Her heavy breasts tumbled free, swaying and jiggling with every sensuous move Kayla made.

"Fuck," I murmured as Kayla cupped and caressed her tits, her nipples jutting out like red gumdrops.

"Would you like a lap dance, sir?" Kayla said, pretending we were in a club. "Specialty of the house. No charge for the first one."

"Fuck yeah," I grinned. "Show me what you got."

Kayla danced closer to me. She gently spread my legs apart and got between my knees. Licking her lips, she lowered herself down to me, letting her breasts rub against my chest. I fell back against the chair as Kayla's body caressed mine.

"Suck them," she urged.

I lowered my mouth and licked across her taut nipple. Kayla shivered as my hands cupped her breasts. I kneaded them as I sucked and licked, loving the firm texture of her nipples in my mouth. Kayla ran her hands through my hair as I traced a path of wet kisses down her stomach.

Kayla turned and pulled off her sarong, presenting her ass for me to admire. The thong bikini bottom she wore barely covered her holes, the fabric wedged up tight between Kayla's pussy lips.

My cock ached painfully within my pants as Kayla lowered her ass against my crotch and writhed against me. I hissed with pleasure at the feel of her ass rubbing up and down and side to side across my cock. I ran my hands over her hard ass cheeks, spanking them appreciatively and making them jiggle.

Kayla arched her back and rode me, her breath deepening from exertion as my breathing grew ragged.

I groaned as I felt my orgasm rumbling inside me. I knew I couldn't last much longer, my balls aching for release.

I stood up and turned Kayla towards me, kissing her hard. For a moment, her lips parted and our tongues caressed. I tried to pull Kayla into my arms, but she abruptly pushed me away.

I was surprised by her reaction, but when I saw the look in her eyes, I knew I had made a mistake. The playful lust that had filled Kayla's gaze had been replaced with shock and apprehension. She looked like someone who had just woken up from a vivid dream.

"Wait," she whispered, stepping back.

"Kayla, I'm sorry," I stammered, desperate to bridge the gap between us. "I didn't mean to—"

"David," she interrupted gently, placing a hand on my chest. "It's okay. It's just… what are we doing?"

"Enjoying each other's company," I said, trying to reassure her. "We're both single adults, right?"

"Sure," she replied hesitantly. "But… you were married to my sister. Remember?"

Her words hit me like a punch to the gut. I couldn't help the bitterness that laced my voice as I responded.

"It would be hard for me to ever forget that, Kayla."

"David," she whispered, her eyes searching mine for understanding. "I didn't mean it that way."

"I know."

"I just… I need to think. I don't want to hurt you or Shaye."

"I don't want to hurt you either."

"Maybe… maybe we should call it a night," she suggested softly, her voice thick with emotion.

"Alright," I agreed reluctantly. "Whatever you need, Kayla."

Kayla's eyes dropped to my crotch, taking in my erection jutting in my pants.

"I can't leave you all worked up like this though," she sighed. "I got you this far. I should finish the job. Let me help you release that tension?"

"Are you sure?" I asked, searching her eyes for any sign of hesitation.

"Absolutely," she replied, giving me a determined smile.

She stepped to me and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of my pants. I wiggled my hips as she tugged down, setting my cock free to bob obscenely between us.

"Your cock is so beautiful," Kayla murmured as I stepped out of my pants. "I've wanted to see it for years. Shaye always said you were blessed. She was right."

I soaked up Kayla's adoration as she gently pushed me back down onto the chair. She kneeled in front of me, gazing up at me through lowered lashes. I opened my mouth, but no words came out, my mind blanking at the sight of her on her knees.

Kayla wrapped her hand around the base of my shaft and leaned in, spitting on my cock and getting it slick with her saliva. Kayla's mouth being so close to my dick made me tremble. I groaned as her hand slid up my cock, her fingers tight as she pumped steadily, her other hand massaging my balls. The sensation was amazing. I shuddered, pleasure coiling in my belly.

"You like that, David? Am I doing it right?"

"Your hand feels amazing, Kayla. You're stroking me just right. Your mouth would feel even better."

Kayla peered up at me, her eyes narrowed.

"I can't. Not right now. I just want to relax you, David. Is this enough to get you off?" she asked.

"Yes," I said, petting her thick blonde hair. "It's so good."

Kayla bent her head to my throbbing cock. Her hot breath washed over me, inflaming my lust even more. A low groan erupted from my throat as her skilled hands worked their magic.

"Oh fuck, Kayla. You're good at that."

Kayla reddened at my praise. I slid forward in my chair, giving her more access to my cock as I thrust into her slippery hand. Kayla pumped steadily, matching the rhythm of my thrusting.

The sensation was fantastic, and I couldn't help but thrust harder. Kayla breathed on my cock, the wet heat washing over my sensitive skin. Her grip tightened and she swirled her thumb over my cockhead, intensifying the pleasure until it was almost unbearable.

"Cum for me, David," she urged me.

I groaned as she took me faster and faster, pushing me to the point of no return. I gritted my teeth, knowing I couldn't hold back any longer.

"Where do you want it?" I growled.

Kayla answered by cupping her breasts together, her hands overflowing with firm flesh.

"On my tits, David. I want to feel your hot load all over me."

I didn't need to be told twice. I leveled my cock, aiming for her dark red nipples.

"Do it, baby," she urged me. "Cum all over my tits."

Her words were the final push I needed. I grunted loudly as my orgasm ripped through me. I exploded onto her, painting her tits with my hot, spurting cum, coating her erect nipples with globs of sticky sperm.

Kayla moaned as I worked over her breasts, taking her nipples between my thumb and forefingers and squeezing and twisting while I stroked my dick.

"Come on, baby. Come harder," she urged me, her eyes closed. "I know you have more for me."

I did, my hips quaking and my cock pulsing as my balls emptied their last drops onto her chest. I rubbed the head of my dick over her tits and then squeezed it into her cleavage, slapping it against her warm skin.

Kayla purred and squeezed her breasts around my cock, milking the last of my cum out of me.

"I love the way you look when you orgasm," she said, lifting her hands to her tits to smear my load over her skin. "I love how hard you cum."

I grinned at the sight of her coating her tits in my cum, rubbing it in.

"Come here," I told her, trying to pull her close.

But Kayla shook her head.

"That's enough for tonight, David," she said regretfully. "Maybe too much."

She stood and stepped back, my cum still dripping from her tits and oozing down her flat belly. That look of apprehension and doubt was back on her face.

"I'm not married to Shaye," I reminded her gently. "You're not my sister-in-law anymore, Kayla."

"I know. And I know you wanted to do more. But I'm not ready for that."

I closed my eyes, frustration warring with disappointment.

"Of course," I said hoarsely. "I don't want to push you."

Kayla stepped over and kneeled down, pressing her cheek to mine.

"Good night, David. And welcome home. It's so good to have you back."

I held her tight, breathing in her scent and luxuriating in the silky feel of her face against mine. Kayla kissed my cheek warmly before finally releasing me.

My heart was still racing and my breathing was still ragged as Kayla left me. Still reeling from what had just happened, I watched her retreat into the guest house, closing the door firmly behind her.




Chapter 5






“Let's get you a new ride.”







I stared at the ceiling above me, looking at the familiar pattern of shadows made by my bedside lamp. Memories of my life here with Shaye fluttered through my head. The bed was the same, the sheets still smelled like Shaye's body wash and shampoo. I buried my face in her pillow, the familiar scent overwhelming me with memories. How many nights had we curled up together in this bed, sated and exhausted, our sweaty limbs entangled as we drifted off to sleep?

Yet everything felt different now. I couldn't shake the memory of Kayla's touch on my skin, the way her fingers wrapped around me as she skillfully worked my cock, the look in her eyes as I shot thick ropes over her heaving tits.

As if on cue, my eyes were drawn to the window where I could see the lights on in the guest house where Kayla was living. Despite what we did by the pool, I was worried about her. She seemed so uncertain of herself.


Was she right, though? Had we maybe gone too far?


I knew I couldn't sleep without some word from Kayla.





"Hey, just checking in,"


 
I texted.

 

"Let me know your okay."





It wasn't long before my phone buzzed with a response.


"I'm fine, David. Just needed some time to think things over. Thanks for asking."


Her message ended with a smile emoji. I stared at it, trying to decipher its meaning. Kayla was not the same chubby, self-conscious girl I'd always known. She'd blossomed into a beautiful woman who took my breath away, literally. She'd changed in so many ways.


I guess I have, too. At age 42, I'm still learning new things about myself.


My gaze shifted to the old cigar box on my dresser. I considered reading more of the letters, but the weight of my jet lag was settling heavily on me. My mind, clouded with fatigue, could not process the contents of the letters properly. I'd also promised to read the rest of the letters with Kayla. I intended to keep that promise.

With a sigh, I set my phone aside and shut off my bedside lamp, grateful for the soothing darkness.

It seemed like only a few moments had passed when I woke up. The morning sun peeked through the curtains, casting a warm glow across the room. I stirred and stretched out, enjoying being back in my own bed again. I groggily reached for my phone, the weight of sleep still clinging to me. I wanted to see if Kayla had texted me.

Instead, a message from Shaye lit up the screen.


"Welcome back, David. Maybe we could meet soon to sort out some remaining matters? Hope you're doing well."


I read over the coolly impersonal message. I could still sense Shaye's desire for our interactions to be "civilized" and "cordial", terms she had insisted upon throughout the entire process of our divorce. She always liked to have control over how things played out in her life, even when she was the one throwing everything into chaos.

Still, Shaye had ended our marriage with a minimum of fuss. She had been fair in her terms and given me no reason to feel like I was being cheated or taken advantage of. Shaye was a very successful real estate agent and the division of our assets was done amicably. She even congratulated me on closing the Thailand deal, making no effort to include it as part of our divorce.

Everything had been very civil. Cold. Bloodless. Like the last months of our marriage.





"Sure, let's talk soon,"


 
I replied, stifling a sigh.




Despite the smooth divorce, resentment still bubbled beneath the surface of my facade. After all, I never wanted to get divorced. It was entirely Shaye's idea. To find out my ex-wife was now shacking up with some boy toy almost young enough to be her son? Well, that was just the shit frosting on this shitty cake.


Bitterness will eat you up inside. Let it go.


I took a deep breath, centering myself. What was done was done. Dwelling on the past helped no one. Shaye was not my enemy. She was just someone I used to love. That was over now, and we both had moved on. I could handle being a rational adult around Shaye.




Shaye texted back,

 

"BTW, I know you are in the market for a new car. I've asked Isabel will get in touch with you. She has something you might find appealing."









"Thank you, I appreciate that,"


 
I responded politely before setting the phone down.




As I sat on the edge of the bed, memories of Shaye and our life together flooded my thoughts. We'd always talked about having children, but Shaye constantly resisted the idea. The Perch would have been the perfect place to raise our kids. Shaye had simply declined to entertain the idea.

Now, as I faced the reality of our divorce, I couldn't help but feel grateful that no innocent kids would have to be caught in the crossfire of our broken marriage. There was no collateral damage here, just two civilized adults getting an amicable divorce.

Yet whenever I saw families with young children laughing and playing, a pang of sadness tugged at my heart. The desire to be a father had secretly consumed me for years. Now, at 42 and newly divorced, I wondered if I'd missed my chance.

"Damn it," I muttered under my breath.

Shaking off those melancholy thoughts, I pulled myself out of bed and began to prepare for the day. I was back in the USA and I was financially set for life. It was time to focus on the present and embrace the opportunities awaiting me in my new life as a single man.

Kayla had already given me one pleasant opportunity to explore my options. There would be others. And who knew? Maybe one of those opportunities would lead to the family life I'd always craved.

As I was buttoning my shirt, the buzzing of my phone caught my attention. A text from Kayla appeared on the screen.


"Hey, I made you breakfast and left it in your fridge. Loved seeing you last night and can't wait to do it again soon."


Relief flooded through me. It seemed like Kayla had dealt with whatever anxiety she'd felt last night, or so I hoped. The night we shared was still almost unbelievable to me. I wanted to see Kayla again. I wanted to go deeper with her in every way.

Kayla's thoughtfulness was also a refreshing contrast to Shaye's distant nature. Her making me breakfast while I slept was a kind gesture that struck me deeply.





"Thanks, Kayla,"


 
I replied, my fingers flying over the screen.

 

"Looking forward to seeing you, too. We still have those letters to read, right? Like two detectives cracking a mystery."





I hit send and within seconds, a response arrived— another smiling emoji. A grin spread across my face at the simple, almost childish way Kayla responded. It dawned on me that Kayla made me smile a lot. Even before the divorce, when I still thought of her as just Shaye's little sister, Kayla had always been a bright spot in my life.

Entering the kitchen, I discovered a delightful breakfast awaiting me. Freshly sliced melon and strawberries, pineapple chunks with cottage cheese, orange juice squeezed just this morning, tomatoes vibrant in their color sprinkled with olive oil and rock salt. The enticing smell of coffee filled the air.

Kayla had truly outdone herself. I pulled the rashers of bacon from the warming oven and popped a bagel into the toaster, marveling at the care she had taken in preparing this meal.

As I ate, I pondered the differences between the sisters. Although they shared the same striking appearance, their personalities were worlds apart. Kayla, genuine and warm-hearted, was a stark contrast to her bold and impulsive sister. As I savored the juicy sweetness of the melon, I felt myself drawn to Kayla's softness. The way she mingled raw sexuality with a gentle and playful personality made for an irresistible combination.

Mid-bite, my phone buzzed again. This time, it was a text from Isabel, Shaye's best friend.


"Hello, David! If you're available, I'll pick you up in an hour to take you car shopping. Sound good?"


I recalled Isabel's stunning looks. She was a sultry Latina beauty who met Shaye when they both were on the dance squad for our local NFL team. Married to a football player for years before getting divorced, Isabel now owned one of the most successful electric car dealerships in the state.

Like Shaye, Isabel was a ravishing beauty with a sharp intellect to back up her good looks. My attraction to her had always been undeniable, but her close friendship with Shaye meant I'd kept our interactions strictly professional.





"Thanks, Isabel. See you soon,"


 
I texted back.




For a moment, I wondered if Shaye was sending her closest friend to check up on me and report back, but I quickly dismissed the idea. Shaye simply didn't care enough to pull a stunt like that.


Civilized. Rational. Amicable.


I shook my head sadly. As I finished my breakfast, one thing was obvious— I had a lot of decisions to make now that I was home. I didn't have a wife to consult or a partner to offer counsel. I was on my own.

Whatever happened next was up to me.

"Look at me, I am the captain now," I mumbled to myself as I sipped my coffee.

An hour later, the sound of a car pulling into the driveway snapped me out of my thoughts. I peeked through the window and saw Isabel stepping out of her sleek electric vehicle. She was just as beautiful as ever, her large breasts and curvy figure accentuated by a tasteful but sexy outfit that hugged her hips and left little to the imagination.

"Hey there," she greeted me with a warm smile as I opened the door.

To my surprise, she wrapped her arms around me, enveloping me in a tight hug. I could feel her soft body pressing against mine as the scent of her perfume filled my nostrils.

"Welcome back from Thailand," she said, finally releasing me.

"Thanks, Isabel," I replied, trying to ignore the growing heat in my cheeks. "It's good to be home."

She looked around, noting Shaye's absence.

"I haven't been here in awhile. Looks a little spartan."

"Shaye took her decorations. She always cared about the decor more than I did."

"Yes, Shaye does have her own particular sense of style."

"Definitely."

"Looks like Kayla has been keeping the main house well-maintained."

"She has," I said. "I'm very grateful for everything Kayla did while I was away."

"You look amazing, David. Like, really amazing. Even with that shirt on, I can see how ripped you are."

"Uh, thanks. Clean living and exercise."

"Indeed."

An awkward silence fell between us as we stood in the doorway. Isabel was openly staring, her eyes appraising me. I looked back, unable to ignore the deep cleavage Isabel was displaying.

A sudden memory flashed through my mind. Early in our marriage, Shaye had once told me how she used to share bras with Isabel when they were on the dance team. Both of them wore the same size, 32 DD. It felt weirdly intimate to know this woman's bra size, like a secret I wasn't meant to know.

I cleared my throat and looked away, but Isabel seemed to be enjoying the moment. She cocked an eyebrow, a crooked smile on her full lips.

"You know, this is the first time we've been alone together at The Perch without Shaye," she remarked casually.

"Is it?"

I hadn't realized, but now that she mentioned it, I couldn't recall any instances of spending time with Isabel that didn't also involve Shaye. The revelation got my pulse going.

"David," she said, her tone softening. "I missed you. I'm really glad you're back."

Her words startled me. We had never been particularly close, so hearing Isabel express such affection caught me off-guard. I wondered if there was more to our relationship than I'd previously thought.

"Thanks, Isabel. It means a lot to hear that," I managed, feeling a strange mix of excitement and uncertainty.

"Come on," she said, motioning toward her car. "Let's get you a new ride."

As we walked outside, Isabel promised to give me a good deal on a vehicle that would suit my needs perfectly.

I couldn't resist teasing her. "And how do you propose I repay your generosity?"

She shot me a lustful look, her brown eyes smoldering with desire. "Oh, I'm sure I'll think of something."

My heart raced as I followed her to the car, my gaze drawn to her luscious ass flexing beneath her tight skirt. I suddenly realized Isabel wasn't wearing panties, and my excitement only grew. My mind kicked in overdrive, conjuring up all sorts of images as I playfully wondered what kind of test drive Isabel might offer me today.




Chapter 6






“Don't keep me waiting too long, David”







I slid into the soft leather seat of Isabel's LX340, running my hands along the sleek dashboard. The interior smelled of new car and Isabel's perfume, a heady mix of leather and spices.

"Isn't she lovely?" Isabel said as she put the car into drive. "EV of The Year for the last three years running. We don't even bother with leases. Our customers want to own these vehicles outright."

"It's very futuristic," I said.

The vibrations of the LX340 beneath me felt more like a gentle purr than the roar I was accustomed to. The quiet was a little unnerving at first, but I quickly grew to appreciate it. As I settled into the plush leather seat, I took in the sleek design and advanced ergonomics around me. Isabel caught my gaze and grinned.

"I can see the technolust in your eyes already," she said, her dark eyes shining with pride. "Everyone who drives our vehicles gets the same look. Pure lust."

I raised an eyebrow at the dark-haired beauty beside me. Isabel had undone one button on her top, revealing even more of her generous cleavage. The lace trim of her bra was red, the cup transparent. I could envision the firm breasts that bra was barely covering.

"Let me give you the grand tour," Isabel said in a husky whisper, and for a moment I thought she was about to strip off her top.

Instead, as we pulled out onto the highway, Isabel pointed out the car's various features.

"We've got 120-volt outlets for all your charging needs, one-pedal driving for super efficiency, and even a Surge button for that extra burst of power when you need it."

I was never much of a car guy, but Isabel's enthusiasm was contagious and I grew more and more interested in these innovations. I could see why she had become such a successful automotive executive.

"And get this," she continued, "wireless charging stations are being set up throughout the city. At our dealership, we offer custom installation of wireless home chargers, too. No more plugs, ever. We're the only ones in the state with the capacity to do that for our clients. Everyone else refers you to some fly-by-night contractor. We do everything in-house, fully transparent and with total accountability. That's how we ensure the highest possible quality."

"That's quite impressive," I said honestly. "I can see why your business is doing so well. I remember how tough it was for you in the beginning. Being a woman in the car business and trying to sell an unknown EV brand? You overcame a lot."

"Fuck yeah, I did," Isabel growled.

My eyes widened comically at this outburst from Isabel. She looked surprised herself, a deep blush rising across her tanned skin.

"I mean, I overcame some unique challenges to achieve a synergistic relationship between consumer and retailer," Isabel said primly, exaggerating her professional demeanor.

As the two of us laughed together, a swell of admiration for my ex-wife's best friend filled me. Here was a woman who knew what she wanted and went after it, letting no one hold her back. It was a quality I had always tried to develop in myself.

"You were always encouraging and positive about my ambitions," Isabel said. "That meant a lot to me."

"Just being honest. You're a remarkable woman, Isabel."

Isabel bit her lip, nodding. "I know you're starting over without Shaye. Believe me, I know first-hand how difficult these transitions can be. I want to help you in any way possible. You deserve it."

"I appreciate that," I said, genuinely moved by her sincerity.

"I always thought you were a good man, David," Isabel confessed, her voice softening. "I don't know why Shaye would leave you."

Isabel must have realized what she was saying. She quickly added, "Of course I support her decision! She's my best friend."

"I understand," I said gently.

"It's just… now that we can talk more freely, I have to admit… I've always wanted to get to know you better."

Her honesty surprised me, but I found myself drawn in by her warmth and openness. This was a side of Isabel that I hadn't seen in all the years I had known her as Shaye's best friend.

"I'd like that too," I said softly.

As we continued our drive to the dealership, a heavy silence fell between us, charged with an unspoken tension that hummed in the air. It was as if we both knew we were on the brink of something. I shifted in my seat, suppressing an excited grin as we rolled down the freeway.

A few minutes later, the gleaming glass facade of the dealership loomed before us, reflecting the golden rays of the late-morning sun. The building looked as though it belonged in a high-end magazine, all sleek lines and modern design.

"Ready to see the car I picked out for you?" Isabel asked.

"Absolutely," I replied, curious to see what she had in store for me.

As we entered the dealership, salesmen and staff greeted Isabel with deference, their eyes full of admiration and respect. I was impressed by the aura of power and control she exuded as she navigated the showroom floor.

"David, meet your new ride," she said, leading me to a gleaming LX360 displayed beneath a spotlight.

It was a magnificent vehicle, a sports coupe slung low to the ground like a crouching cheetah ready to charge forward. The deep blue of the car seemed to sparkle under the lights. I felt a shiver of excitement run through me at the thought of driving such a beautiful machine.

Isabel leaned against the car, pride shining in her eyes. "I put a lot of thought into choosing this car, David. I wanted to make sure you got the best vehicle for your new life."

"It's amazing."

She paused and looked me in the eye. "I know how much you like the color blue. This coating is a custom shade that I based on the waters of Raney's Cove."

"You're kidding," I exclaimed, realizing why the blue looked so enticing.

"Custom colors are another exclusive feature we offer. There's a six-month waiting list for this model, but I saved it just for you. And I promise to sell it to you at MSRP, no markup. I know the price doesn't concern you after the deal you made in Thailand, but it's my way of welcoming you back home."

I was flustered, overwhelmed by her generosity and the knowledge that Isabel had gone out of her way for me.

"I don't know what to say."

"You can say you'll take it for a test drive." Her eyes gleamed. "I'll even come with you, show you what this machine can do."

"Absolutely," I said. "How can I refuse?"

"You can't!" Isabel grinned, white perfect teeth flashing. "The drive back to The Perch has some excellent twisty roads that are perfect for this car. Why don't you drive us back there?"

She dangled the keys before me. "If you dare, of course."

I took the keys, pulse pounding in my ears. "I dare."

Isabel had the staff open the showroom doors as I settled into the LX360's driver's seat. The car's dashboard was surprisingly simple, all the complexity distilled down to the large screen in the center console. Isabel slid into the passenger seat and showed me how to start the motor.

"Slow and gentle at first," she urged me. "Ease into it, find your rhythm, then go hard and fast."

"We're still talking about driving, right?"

Isabel's laughter was a delight, as was her hand playfully patting my thigh.

I carefully guided the silent car out into the parking lot. Despite the quiet, I could feel the vehicle's power curled up beneath me, ready to be unleashed.

"David?"

"Yeah?"

"Punch it!"

I slammed the accelerator and we shot forward, whooping with delight as we were pressed back into our seats.

As we drove away from the dealership, Isabel suggested we take the back roads back to The Perch so I could experience the car's handling on winding and steep roads. As we rocketed through the streets, she showed off the car's sound system by blasting Dirt Road Debutantes. I rolled down the window to let the warm air come rushing in.

We laughed and sang along to the music as we drove, our hair billowing in the breeze. Glancing over at Isabel, I noticed she had undone another button on her top, exposing even more cleavage than before. I couldn't keep my eyes off her beautiful tits, now almost completely exposed.

"Eyes on the road, David!" Isabel laughed, slapping my thigh playfully… and leaving her hand resting there.

"Ready for a little thrill?" she asked with a mischievous smile as we approached the long hill leading to The Perch. "Floor it!"

I didn't hesitate, slamming down the accelerator with a grin. As the car sped up the hill, both of us shouted with pleasure, our laughter echoing off the surrounding hillsides. At that moment, all the pain and anxieties of the past seemed to fade away, leaving only the exhilarating rush of driving a fast car with a beautiful woman beside me.

I pulled into The Perch's driveway, the LX360's tires squealing as I came to an abrupt stop. I shut off the motor and the car and exhaled, utterly invigorated by the drive. Isabel turned to face me, her dark eyes gleaming with a mix of excitement and anticipation.

"So, David, did you like it?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Absolutely," I replied without hesitation. "I want it… but I also want a couple of days to think it over. Is that okay?"

"Of course it is."

Isabel patted my thigh again. Her fingers grazed my cock through the fabric of my pants, and a surge of lust shot through me. With her windblown hair and breathless grin, Isabel looked like she had just had a quickie in the backseat of her car. She caught the look in my eyes and licked her lips.

"Let's go inside and share a drink to celebrate this test drive," she suggested. "Though just sparkling water for me since I have to drive this car back to the dealership."

"Sounds good. I don't drink anymore either," I admitted as we exited the car.

Taking a risk, I gently placed my hand on the small of Isabel's back, guiding her towards the entrance of The Perch. She stepped into me, walking close so that her shoulder brushed against my side.

Once inside the kitchen, I busied myself making her a glass of sparkling water with lime. Isabel wandered over to the French doors, looking out at the pool. The sunlight cast a warm glow over the backyard. Below, the waters of Raney's Cove were choppy and flecked with white spray.

"Remember those meals we used to share with Shaye and Kayla around the pool?" Isabel asked, her voice tinged with nostalgia. "We had some good times out there, didn't we? You, me, Shaye, and Kayla."

"It's been a while."

"Feels like just yesterday."

"Yeah," I replied, joining her by the French doors and handing her a glass of sparkling water. "So are you still dating what's his name? Jared?"

"We're on a break," she answered, her eyes not leaving the pool. "A permanent break."

We sipped our water, both of us looking out into the backyard, lost in our thoughts. I placed my hand on the small of Isabel's back. She leaned close to me, letting her butt rest against my crotch.

Looking over her shoulder, I could see her breasts fully exposed in her open top. Through the transparent fabric of her bra, Isabel's dark brown nipples were jutting out, hardened with excitement. Her breathing had slowed and deepened. The glass in her hand trembled a bit, the ice cubes clicking softly.

My ex-wife's best friend was deeply aroused.

So was I.

Being this close to Isabel brought back lots of memories. I chuckled as I recalled a particular one.

"Isabel, do you remember that time you got too tipsy and fell into the pool and I dived in to rescue you?"

"Oh, yes. I remember it well."

"I thought you were going to drown."

Isabel smirked. "You do know that I was only pretending to struggle so you would come to get me, right? I'm an excellent swimmer, even after a few drinks."

"Wait, what? You were pretending?"

"Of course! I wanted you to come and carry me like I'd seen you carry Shaye."

"Really?" I chuckled. "You could have just asked if you wanted me to carry you."

"David," she said, turning to face me, "there are things I've wanted from you that I was too scared to ask for."

Puzzled, I raised an eyebrow. "What things?"

In response, Isabel leaned in and pressed her lips against mine. Our kiss was long, passionate, and filled with years of unspoken desire. As our hands roamed over each other's bodies, our tongues danced together, teasing and exploring. I inhaled sharply as Isabel stroked my cock through my pants.

Finally breaking the kiss, Isabel looked into my eyes, breathless. "I've wanted to kiss you for years, David."

Before I could respond, she glanced at her watch and sighed. "To be continued. I need to get back to the dealership."

Not saying a word, I walked her out to the car, still reeling from what had just happened. She kissed me again before sliding behind the wheel.

"Let me know what you want to do," she said with a wink. "But don't keep me waiting too long, David."

I watched her drive away, shaking my head in wonder. Was this really happening? First, my ex-wife's younger sister jerking me off onto her tits, and now my ex-wife's best friend kissing and groping me in my kitchen?

What the hell was coming next?




Chapter 7






“We should hang out.”







The taste of Isabel's lingering kiss on my lips and the ache in my balls from her feeling me up stayed with me as I returned to the backyard. I was lost in a torrent of different emotions, excitement and arousal mixing with confusion and apprehension at what had happened to me since coming back to The Perch.

In many ways, life had been simpler in Thailand. After that month of debauchery, my days had fallen into a calm pattern of work, Muay Thai sparring, and swimming in the ocean on the weekend. Every day was the same, a healthy pattern of activity that I didn't have to think about. The simplicity of a routine made my life easy to manage.

Life at home was so much more unsettled. I reminded myself that I had just come back and was still settling down. With the deal done and my divorce complete, it was up to me to structure my days.

I took a deep breath. I truly was confident about making my life my own from now on. My year abroad had forced me to change, to abandon the soft comfort of a limited life. I'd worked hard and disciplined myself. After reshaping my body and mind, it was now time to reshape my world.

It was all up to me.

A quick glance at the guest house let me know Kayla was still out. I wanted to see her again and wondered how she would react after the night we shared.

To clear my head, I decided to go down to the secluded beach at Raney's Cove. As a kid, I'd spent so many summers in the cove, long sunny days when it seemed like I had all the time in the world to explore life. My summer stays at The Perch were something I always looked forward to.


Strange knowing the kindly old man who used to give me licorice bites was banging some woman named Catherine while Grandma was pregnant with Dad.


My thoughts turned back to the letters in my bedroom. Maybe there was something in them that might explain my grandfather's actions? Some mitigating circumstance? I couldn't imagine what that might be, but perhaps there was something in those pages that would help me understand why Grandpa Peter had acted so recklessly.

I took off my shoes and slipped on some sandals before heading to the edge of the backyard. As I descended the steep stairs cut into the cliff, I marveled at the craftsmanship. Eighty years old, those stairs, but as sturdy as the day they were constructed.

My mind drifted back to a day when Shaye had dared me to carry her piggyback up these very steps. I recalled how I had given up halfway, both of us laughing breathlessly. Now I rubbed a hand over my hardened abs, a grin tugging at my lips. Months of Muay Thai in Thailand had left me fitter than ever. I knew I could haul Shaye's curvy body up those stairs without breaking a sweat. I vowed to maintain my fitness here at The Perch.

At the bottom of the stairs, I kicked off my sandals and dug my toes into the sand. I sighed with pleasure as I stepped onto the beach and breathed in the ocean air.

"I'm home," I muttered to myself.

I walked along the shore, feeling the cool sand between my toes and the gentle breeze against my face. As I strolled along that familiar beach, I couldn't help but look up at the mansions surrounding Raney's Cove, their ostentatious displays of wealth a stark contrast to the more simple lines of my grandfather's house. It saddened me to see the area become so exclusive and wealthy.

At the same time, I couldn't deny the relief I felt knowing I could afford the property taxes and upkeep of my grandfather's house, now worth several million dollars.

I set those thoughts aside. The beach was no place for such distractions. Gulls bobbed along the cliff faces and the waves crashed softly ashore, their rhythmic dance providing the perfect backdrop for an introspective stroll.

I let my thoughts drift back to the countless days spent with Shaye on this very beach. The sunburns we'd laugh about, the sandcastle competitions that always ended in a playful draw, the way her eyes sparkled like emeralds when she looked at me. I couldn't help but feel a mix of nostalgia and sadness as those memories washed over me.

"Goddamn it, Shaye," I whispered, wondering if she was happy with her new boyfriend.

A pang of sadness pierced my heart as I wondered if she'd found love again with her new boyfriend. We'd managed to remain civil through the divorce, but I still felt a trace of bitterness at how swiftly she'd moved on. Despite it all, I wanted her to be happy. To find someone who could give her what I couldn't.

Inhaling a deep breath of ocean air, I felt the finality of our marriage's end settle within me. Yet, there was also an undeniable excitement brewing inside me, knowing that one door had closed and another was opening. My mind turned to my recent erotic encounters— Kayla's heaving breasts glistening with my sperm and the passionate kiss I just shared with Isabel as she felt up my cock.

"Change is the only certainty," I said. "Along with death and taxes."

Kneeling down in the sand, I sought a moment of relaxation and solitude. I turned my face up to the sun and closed my eyes. I ran my fingers through the warm sand. The rough grains clung to my skin, grounding me in the present and reminding me of the opportunities that lay ahead.

Suddenly, a burst of movement and excited barking startled me from my meditation. Two beautiful Vizsla dogs bounded up to me, their tails wagging as they showered my face in slobbery kisses. I threw back my head and laughed, ruffling their soft fur.

"Hey there, you two!" I said, grinning as I scratched their heads. "Where did you come from?"

"Chai! Latte! Come here!"

I looked up to find a stunning young Asian woman hurrying toward me, leashes in hand, her long black hair billowing in the breeze. The dogs immediately stopped their play and bounded over to her side. She quickly leashed them and shot me an apologetic smile.

"Oh gosh, I'm sorry about them," she said as she reached me, her brown eyes warm and apologetic. "They can get a bit carried away sometimes."

"No worries at all," I replied with a smile, still feeling the dog's affectionate licks on my face. "It's hard not to enjoy the company of dogs as beautiful as these two. Vizslas, right?"

"Spot on!" she beamed. "Purebred Vizslas and former show dogs. They don't usually approach strangers, but they seem to like you."

"I'm flattered by their approval. You raised them?"

"Oh, I'm not their owner," she laughed. "I could never afford dogs like these. I'm actually house-sitting for the owners of that mansion over there."

She pointed to one of the new grandiose homes lining the cove.

"Ah, I see," I said, nodding and trying to keep the disdain off my face. "Well, it's nice to meet you and your temporary canine companions. Chai and Latte? Fun names."

"Yeah, I enjoy calling for them. Feel like I'm shouting an order at a barista who's ignoring me or something."

Her smile lit up her face. I couldn't help but grin back, entranced by this lovely girl.

"I'm David, by the way." I gestured up toward The Perch. "I live right up there."

"Really?" Her eyes widened with genuine admiration. "I love that house. It looks so unpretentious and sturdy, not like all these flashy new mansions built around here."

I chuckled. “My thoughts exactly. The Perch has been in my family for three generations. Wouldn't trade it for any of these.”

“A man after my own heart. But… The Perch?”

"Just a name my father came up with when he was a little boy growing up there. He used to pretend he was a superhero and The Perch was his secret headquarters."

"That's adorable. The Perch!"

"I like it, too," I laughed.

"I'm Tracey Chaichana," she introduced herself, her voice melodic and sweet. "It's nice to meet you, David."

I shook her outstretched hand, being careful not to grip too hard. Tracey was a tiny girl, barely 5 feet tall and probably 95 pounds soaking wet. Her thick black hair framed a heart-shaped face, her eyes widely spaced, her lips full and sensual. She wore a brightly patterned sundress that hung loosely over her lithe figure.

"Chaichana… Are you Thai?" I asked, intrigued by her last name.

"Yes, I am," she confirmed, her smile brightening even more. "Born and raised in the States, though."

"Interesting," I mused, my mind racing with memories of my recent journey. "I just returned from spending a year in Thailand."

"Really?"

Tracey's eyebrows lifted in surprise, but I could see a hint of skepticism in her eyes as she regarded me. I knew that look all too well. She was probably thinking I was a sex tourist who visited Thailand for the beautiful women.

"I was working there to broker a new manufacturing and export business deal," I said quickly, hoping to dispel any misconceptions she may have had about my time in Thailand. "And I also trained Muay Thai while I was in Bangkok."

"Muay Thai?" Her eyes widened with interest, and I could sense her suspicion beginning to fade. "That's interesting. It's such a beautiful and intense sport."

I grinned, feeling a surge of pride at her compliment. "It really is. The discipline, the skill— I've never experienced anything quite like it."

I shared more about my training and the dedication it required, describing the early mornings spent running along the streets of Bangkok, the feel of the heavy bag against my fists and shins, the sweat that poured down my face after hours of sparring. I wanted her to understand that my love for Thailand went beyond its exotic allure, that it had become a part of me.

Tracey listened intently, her brown eyes filled with a warmth that drew me in. I enjoyed the way her slim figure swayed gently with the ocean breeze and the delicate curve of her neck as she tilted her head to listen to me.

"You know, my brother Todd just opened a Muay Thai and MMA gym in town," she said, a playful smile tugging at the corners of her lips. "If you're interested, I'm sure he'd be happy to have you join us sometime."

"Really?" My spirits rose at the thought of continuing my Muay Thai training here, especially if it meant spending more time with Tracey. "I'd love that. Thank you."

"Chaichana MMA," she said. "Just look it up online. His web page has all the information."

"Excellent. I'm hyped to get back to training."

"I also lead yoga classes there. Helps me earn some cash before I head back to college. Maybe you could stop in some time?"

"I'd like that," I said.

Our gazes held for a moment, the spark between us undeniable. The dogs bumped against Tracey's legs, breaking the spell.

“I should get these two back before they cause any more trouble,” Tracey said.

I kneeled down and patted the dogs. "Chai, Latte, it's been a pleasure. If you ever need a change of scenery, my place is dog-friendly, and I make a mean cup of tea. Just saying."

Tracey giggled at my lame humor. Feeling the warmth of shared laughter between us, I took a deep breath and decided to seize the moment.

"Tracey, I've enjoyed talking with you. I'd love to get to know you better and maybe play with these beautiful dogs again. You should give me your number so we can stay in touch."

Tracey's brown eyes sparkled as she looked at me, clearly considering my request.

"I'd like that too," she finally replied.

"Cool," I said, keeping my tone light and casual as I handed her my phone.

I played with the dogs as Tracey called her phone from mine.

"There, now you've got my number," she said, handing back my phone. "I'm around for a couple more months until I head back to college. We should hang out."

I gave her a friendly wink. "I'll be in touch."

I waved as Tracey jogged with the dogs back toward the other end of the cove. A buzz of exhilaration was running through me. Tracey was maybe 19 or 20 years old, young enough to be my daughter. Despite the age gap, she had made her interest in me clear. Besides the tremendous ego boost, I was stunned at how natural it all felt.

"Why wouldn't a hot college girl want you?" I mused. "You're hot as fuck, dude."

Laughing at the absurdity of it all, I headed back to The Perch. As I put on my sandals at the stairs, I glanced back across the cove. In the distance, I could see Tracey and the dogs on the switchback trails leading up the cluster of new mansions.

"Tracey Chaichana," I said aloud, enjoying the feel of her name on my lips.

Feeling the need to exert some energy, I stripped off my shirt and began sprinting up the stairs from the beach to The Perch. My muscles rippled beneath my skin, a powerful sense of pleasure surging through me as I felt the strength and fitness that I had worked so hard to achieve.

As my legs propelled me up each step, thoughts of the sweet and pretty Tracey filled my mind. I couldn't help but imagine what she looked like without her clothes on, how it would feel to fuck such a slim beauty. Vivid images flooded my thoughts— my cock driving into her tight pussy, her moans echoing in my ears, painting her pretty face with my cum just as I had done with Kayla's tits.

Reaching the top of the stairs, I stopped and stretched, relishing the pull of muscle and sinew. As my heart raced from both the physical exertion and my vivid fantasies, I stepped into my backyard, eager to see if Kayla had returned.

Squinting into the glare, I suddenly froze, my breath catching in my throat.

Sitting at the patio table was my ex-wife, Shaye.




Chapter 8






“The heart is a fickle thing, isn't it?”







"David," Shaye called out softly, her green eyes meeting mine for the first time in what felt like an eternity.

I swallowed hard, trying to regain my composure. It had been a year since I'd last seen her. Her beauty hadn't changed one bit. Shaye was still the tall, voluptuous blonde I'd fallen in love with all those years ago.

"Shaye," I replied, trying to sound casual despite the turmoil within me. "Didn't expect to find you here."

"Neither did I," she admitted, looking over my bare chest with obvious appreciation. “You’re looking terrific. All that time in Thailand has done you well.”

Her gaze swept up and down my body, hot as a caress. Heat flooded my groin again as I remembered all the times we fucked right here beside the pool, Shaye's cries echoing under the night sky.

But that was a long time ago, back when we were still husband and wife. Now, Shaye was my ex and all those nights were just memories.

I tamped the arousal down and shrugged. “Keeps me out of trouble.”

“Does it?” Shaye’s smile turned coy. “Somehow I doubt that. Especially in a place like Bangkok?”

I snorted, refusing to rise to her bait. We had always enjoyed playing these games.

“What can I do for you, Shaye?”

“I brought some papers for you to sign.” She waved a manila envelope. “Just a few minor legal matters concerning our joint accounts and such. Nothing urgent, but they require your signature. I thought it was better to bring them in person and save you a trip into the city.”

"Thanks, I appreciate that," I said, taking the envelope from her hands.

Our fingers brushed against each other, sending a jolt of electricity through me. Shaye looked up from her seat and I hesitated, not sure if I should sit down at the table or remain standing.

"Would you like a drink?" I offered, trying to ease the tension.

"No, thank you," she declined politely, folding her hands in front of her.

The awkward silence that followed seemed to stretch on forever. Shaye was quite comfortable not saying anything, just looking me over as if she were evaluating one of the condos she sold. I returned her gaze, still struggling to accept that I was looking at the woman who I'd planned to spend the rest of my life with. A year apart had changed so much, but her beauty remained as compelling as ever.

Shaye inhaled and let out a slow breath as she looked around The Perch.

"I missed this view," she admitted softly. "I almost forgot how clean the air is out here on the coast. The ocean breeze always makes me feel alive."

"Yes, it's something special," I agreed, breathing in deeply as I sat down at the table.

"Kayla's lucky to live in the guest house," Shaye continued, her tone turning slightly envious. "Is it okay with you that she stayed here while you were in Thailand?"

At the mention of Kayla, I couldn't help but guiltily recall the intimate moment we'd shared the day before. I swallowed hard, pushing the memory aside.

"Of course. I'm happy for her to stay as long as she wants. The Perch is big enough for everyone."

"Thank you, David," Shaye said. "Kayla loves living here. I know it means a lot to her."

As we sat there, the weight of our shared history pressed down on us. While we had both changed, there was still so much left unsaid between us. Maybe it was for the best, though. Our shared future was over. Was there any need to linger on what we had?

I looked over at my ex-wife and still felt a powerful attraction to her. How could I not? But I also wished her the best in her new life. Shaye was right. We could be civilized adults, even after our marriage ended.

"So, how are you liking your new place with Alberto?" I asked casually. "Kayla filled me in. Are you enjoying the change of scenery?"

"It's lovely!" she replied, her voice infused with a cheerfulness that didn't quite reach her eyes. "You really should come over sometime and meet him. He's such a charming young man. Perhaps you could give him investment advice. Lord knows he needs it."

I cleared my throat and managed a pained smile.

"Thanks, but not just yet," I said gently, attempting to let her down easy. "I'm not quite ready for that step. No offense intended, of course."

"None taken," Shaye assured me, though I could see the disappointment in her expression. "I just want us to keep our relationship cordial, that's all. And I truly hope you find happiness and contentment, like I have with Alberto."

Her words seemed sincere, but there was an artificial quality to her cheeriness that set off alarm bells in my head. Was everything as perfect as she made it out to be? Or was there more to the story than she was willing to share?

Before I could dwell on that thought any further, Shaye quickly changed the subject. "So, did you get in touch with Isabel about that new car?"

"Ah, yes," I said, momentarily distracted by the memory of Isabel's lips pressed against mine. "We went for a test drive earlier today. The car is amazing, like nothing I've ever driven. The color she got was just perfect."

"Isabel has always had great taste," Shaye agreed, seemingly oblivious to the attraction her best friend had for me. "So when do you take delivery?"

"I haven't bought the car yet. I just need a day or two to think it over."

"You'll get the car," Shaye teased. "Isabel can be very persuasive."

I nodded, suppressing a grin. "Yes. I discovered just how persuasive she can be."

"Well, I'm glad she could help you. She's always been a good friend."

"Indeed," I replied, my mind still lingering on the kiss. "I don't know anything about EVs, but she was great at helping me discover all the options."

"Speaking of discoveries," Shaye said, her eyes gleaming with sudden curiosity, "did you ever open that box the repairmen found in the attic? I remember Kayla mentioning it."

"I did open it," I replied, my mind shifting gears. "It contained old letters between my grandfather Peter and a woman named Catherine Anderson. I've only read the first one. From what I can tell, it seems like they might have had an affair back in 1946."

Shaye leaned forward in her chair, her interest piqued.

"A family secret?" she mused, clearly excited by the idea. "You know how much I love a good secret."

Her hand brushed against mine, sending a thrill up my spine. For a moment, I was transported back to the days when we shared our most intimate thoughts and desires.

"If your offer for a drink still stands," she said, "why don't we crack open a bottle of wine and read the letters together?"

The eagerness of Shaye's voice reminded me of the adventures we used to share, her delight in the random side trips that took us to places we never would have found otherwise. I hesitated, torn between the pull of nostalgia and the need to maintain boundaries. The scent of her perfume wafted around me, stirring memories of lust and heartache in equal measure.

"I promised someone else that I'd read the letters with them," I finally said.

"Who?" she asked, her voice tinged with hurt.

I hesitated, not sure how much I should say. Kayla was an adult who could make her own decisions, but she was also the sister of my ex-wife.


I don't need to explain myself to Shaye anymore.


"It's personal," I replied, gently.

Shaye scowled, a look I knew well. Gorgeous, smart, and imposing, Shaye was used to getting her way. Still, I couldn't help but wonder why she seemed so affected by my answer considering we were no longer married.

The atmosphere grew tense as we sat there, the distance between us widening both physically and emotionally. Shaye's disappointment was palpable, her eyes downcast and her posture slightly slumped. She tucked a loose strand of her golden hair behind her ear as she let out a resigned sigh.

"Anyway, I should get going," she said, forcing a smile. "You know how the traffic can be heading back to the city."

"Of course."

She glanced around The Perch one last time, admiration and longing clear in her gaze.

"I really miss this place, David. It's so beautiful here."

"Thank you for coming by with these papers, Shaye," I replied, trying to keep the conversation light and courteous. "I appreciate it."

We rose from the table. To my surprise, Shaye stepped forward and enveloped me in a tight hug.

"It's so good to see you again, David," she whispered into my ear, her breath warm and soft. "I'm sorry things ended the way they did. The heart is a fickle thing, isn't it? I'm just glad we can still be friends."

As she pulled away, I nodded, feeling a mixture of relief and sadness wash over me. "Me too, Shaye."

We parted, exchanging small smiles. I walked her to the driveway, enjoying the familiar sight of her hips swaying gracefully with each step. I held the car door open as Shaye got inside. She tapped her horn and waved as she pulled away, another familiar gesture that made my heart ache.

As her sedan disappeared down the winding road, a strange hollowness filled my chest. Seeing Shaye again had been bittersweet. I didn't feel the closure I wanted. Things still felt incomplete. It didn't help that Shaye's tone had been so strained when I asked about Alberto. Was their relationship as perfect as she portrayed, or were there cracks beneath the facade?


Not my concern anymore. Shaye's a big girl and can handle her own life. I just need to focus on myself.


I looked up into the cloudless sky, letting the warm afternoon sunshine wash over me. In the distance, I could hear the low rumble of the surf washing into Raney's Cove. The sound reminded me that life never stood still, it was always moving forward. If you didn't move with it, you would get left behind.


"Keep going! Don't stop!"


The words of my Muay Thai trainer echoed through my mind. It was good advice, both in the ring and outside of it.

"Keep going," I told myself. "Don't stop."




Chapter 9






“I don't want to wait any longer.”







I stood in The Perch's kitchen, lost in thought while making my favorite protein smoothie. The rhythmic whirring of the blender seemed to blend with the sound of the waves crashing outside, creating a soothing soundtrack to my introspective mood. Methodically, I added a scoop of vanilla protein powder, a dollop of yogurt, a handful of frozen berries, and a splash of almond milk to the mix.

I'd found all the ingredients in my well-stocked fridge. Kayla had made sure my return home would be a comfortable one, anticipating my needs. I wondered if she had consulted Shaye for what I liked, or if she had simply known from being around me. It was an intriguing thought. Had chubby, self-conscious Kayla been quietly studying me all those years I was married to her sister?

"David?"

As if summoned by my thoughts of her, I turned to see Kayla standing in the entryway. Her blonde hair fell in gentle waves around her face, framing those hauntingly familiar green eyes. She looked vulnerable yet achingly beautiful, as if she was finally coming into her own skin after years of self-doubt.

"Hi, Kayla!" I said, smiling brightly.

"I hope you don't mind me dropping by."

"Of course not," I assured her, pouring the smoothie into two glasses. "Just having a late-afternoon snack, thanks to all the great food you stocked for me. Here, have some."

I handed her one of the glasses, our fingers brushing ever so slightly. Despite what we had done the day before, there was still an awkwardness between us that I found charming and deeply arousing.

"Thank you," Kayla murmured, her eyes meeting mine. She sipped the smoothie appreciatively. "Mmm, delicious."

I reached out to wipe a few stray drops from the corner of her mouth, sucking it off my finger. Kayla's eyes crinkled with pleasure.

"My favorite smoothie," I said. "How'd you know what ingredients to get?"

Kayla shrugged. "I notice things."

"Well, your powers of observation impress me, young lady."

"Gee, thanks, Grandpa!"

We chuckled together, our shared history dissolving away any lingering awkwardness.

"I passed Shaye driving up to The Perch," Kayla said casually. "You two have a nice reunion?"

Now it was my turn to shrug. "Yeah, she just dropped by to deliver some paperwork."

"How did it go? Seeing her, I mean. After everything that happened."

I drained my glass and set it down. Kayla watched me, trying to mask the anxiety that had crept into her voice. Some of the old insecurities Kayla had toward her sister lingered in Kayla's faint smile.

"It was… jolting to see Shaye," I admitted. "It's been a year. Last time we were together, we were still husband and wife, you know? But we've both moved on. That's the most important thing. The past is the past. She still wants to be friends."

"And do you want to be friends with her?" Kayla asked softly.

I nodded. "Yeah. We're both in our forties. At our age, we can act like civilized adults with each other. No need for unnecessary drama."

My feelings were more complicated than that, but I didn't feel the need to burden Kayla with them. I could deal with my emotions on my own.

"Did you… um…"

Kayla was biting her lip anxiously, her hands fiddling with her empty drinking glass.

"Did I what?" I asked, puzzled.

"Did you tell her about us?" Kayla whispered. "I mean, what we did last night."

I put my hand on her arm, reassuring her. "No. It's none of her business what we do together."

Kayla nodded, relief flooding her gorgeous face. "Thank you, David. It's not like I'm ashamed or anything. I just want to keep things private. I don't regret it, though. Do you?"

"I regret a lot of things, but not last night," I laughed. "Shaye asked about the letters, though. She wanted to read them with me."

Kayla's face clouded. She looked away from me as she took our glasses to the sink.

"So, what did the letters say?" Kayla asked in a dull voice.

"I have no idea. I told Shaye that I promised to read them with someone else."

Kayla turned to me, her eyes wide. "You two didn't read them together?"

"Of course not," I replied, my voice firm. "I promised you, remember? And I meant it."

Kayla looked up at me, her green eyes searching for truth in mine. Her almost child-like vulnerability touched something deep inside me.

"Ah, okay," Kayla spluttered, trying to put on a lighthearted facade. "Yeah, that's very cool of you."

She turned back to the sink, busying herself running water into the smoothie glasses. I couldn't see her face, but I could tell Kayla was close to tears.

I stepped up behind Kayla and rested a hand on her hip.

"Hey," I said gently. "What's going on?"

"Aw, don't mind me," she blustered. "I'm just hormonal right now. Getting close to a visit from Auntie Flo, you know?"

Her voice was cheerful, but I could tell Kayla was struggling with something. I turned her away from the sink to face me.

"Kayla," I said. "Talk to me."

She had a hard time meeting my eyes. I waited patiently, letting her find her words at her own pace.

"Thank you for waiting to read the letters with me," she finally said. "It means a lot."

"Sure. It's no big deal—"

"No, it is a big deal!" Kayla interrupted me. "Sorry. You've always been so thoughtful and kind, even when I didn't deserve it. I just… I want you to know how much it means to me."

"I understand."

"I guess I'm just not used to someone prioritizing me. Over my sister, I mean."

"Kayla…"

"It's just the way we grew up. I'm not blaming anyone. Shaye was so much older than me. And smarter. And prettier. And more talented. I envied her, of course. But I got used to Shaye getting all the attention. I was just happy to be along for the ride."

I ran my fingers down the side of Kayla's face. She took my hand and pressed it to her cheek.

"Is that why you were anxious last night?" I asked.

Kayla nodded. "I've wanted you for so long, David. All those years hanging around with you and Shaye was like torture. I had to pretend to be all happy and funny, but inside I was dying. Why did my sister get to have you and not me? Why did Shaye get everything she wanted? I knew those thoughts were gross and wrong, but I couldn't help myself."

"I never knew you felt that way."

Kayla bit her lip. "Did you ever think of me like that?"

"Kayla," I said softly, wrapping an arm around her waist and pulling her closer. "You've never been anything less than gorgeous, both inside and out. But I have to admit, I never saw you in a romantic light before. You were Shaye's kid sister and I loved you, but not in that way. Now, though? You're absolutely stunning, and not just because of your looks."

"You always say the right things," she smiled. "That's another reason I got scared last night. As much as I want you, I'm scared it might ruin our friendship."

"I'll always be your friend, Kayla."

"Even if we become lovers?"

"Especially if we become lovers," I laughed.

"Thank you, David," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

As she stepped closer, I could feel the warmth radiating from her body. Kayla reached out and placed her hand on my chest. Her eyes flickered down to my lips for just a moment before meeting mine again.

"David," Kayla said, her voice barely audible above the sound of our breathing. "I waited so long for this. I don't want to wait any longer."

My gaze locked onto hers. I could see the raw lust burning in her eyes.

"I'm right here," I challenged her.

Her lips curled into a delicate smile as she nodded, her hands reaching up to cup my face. She pressed her lips against mine hungrily, our mouths moving together and our tongues exploring each other's depths as we clung to one another.

"Let me suck your dick, David. Can I? Please?"

I kissed her forehead. I understood what she wanted from me. Guidance. Permission. Validation.

"You can suck it, Kayla. I want to feel that pretty mouth on my cock."

She grinned at me as her fingers deftly unfastened my belt, her other hand slipping beneath the waistband of my pants to grasp my throbbing erection.

I grinned back at her, my hands resting lightly on her shoulders in a gesture of encouragement.

I saw her eyes widen as she grasped my thickness, her thumb caressing my swollen cockhead.

"You're hard already," she marveled, stroking me.

"You've got me this way," I told her. "Now get on your knees for me. Show me how much you want me."

Kayla giggled. She dropped to her knees and dipped her head eagerly, her soft mouth engulfing me. I hissed as her tongue slithered across the underside of my shaft.

"That feels so good," I muttered as she licked my balls then took my cockhead back in, my body fighting the urge to thrust into her warm, wet mouth.

"Mmmph," Kayla moaned with her mouth full of my meat, her eyes fixed on mine as she took me deeper.

I placed my hand on the back of her head, using it to push my cock deeper into her throat. Kayla gagged slightly before opening her throat for me and taking me in until my cockhead bumped against the back of her mouth.

"Oh fuck," I groaned, pulling back and letting her breathe. "That feels so fantastic."

"You taste so good," she panted, her eyes bright and her cheeks flushed. "You drizzle so much precum, David. So sweet and clean."

Her words inflamed me even more.

"I want you to gag on my cock," I ordered, my voice hoarse with lust. "I want to feel your throat wrapped around my dick. Can you do that for me?"

Kayla's eyes sparkled as she nodded.

"Good girl," I growled.

I took her by the back of her head. She closed her eyes as she took the entire length of me into her throat.

I felt a surge of animalistic pride, knowing how much trust it took for Kayla to let me do this. This was more than just a physical act for her. She had given herself over to me completely, putting her body and trust in my capable hands. I felt like I had claimed her as my own. I wanted nothing more than to fill her belly with my seed.

I grabbed the back of Kayla's head with both hands and slammed my cock into her mouth with long, powerful strokes. Her throat pulsed with every thrust, her nostrils flaring as she breathed through her nose. My balls slapped against her chin, my cock pushing into her throat until she gagged.

I pulled out, letting her breathe. Tears streamed from her eyes as she stared up at me. Kayla took a few ragged breaths, then pulled me back into her drooling mouth. I kept my cock shoved down her throat, her lips grazing the skin of my smooth, hard shaft. I could feel every constriction of her throat. I could feel her tongue sliding against my sensitive underside.

I felt a surge of cum building up in my balls, ready to explode into my sweet girl. I pulled back and let Kayla breathe again. She panted, her face shining with saliva and precum as she stared up at me with wide, adoring eyes.

"Good girl," I whispered, tousling her hair affectionately. "I want to come in your mouth. Can I do that?"

As if in answer, Kayla opened her mouth like a baby bird ready to be fed, her jutting tongue glistening and slick.

"Do you want to swallow it all?"

Kayla nodded urgently.

"Then tell me, Kayla."

"I want to swallow your cum, David!" she panted. "Please!"

I groaned, feeling a surge of lust as those words came from my sweet girl's mouth, the hungry look on her face pushing me to my limit.

"That's my good girl," I whispered. "Open wide."

Gripping her hair to hold her head still, I thrust myself back between her lips. Kayla lapped hungrily at my cockhead as I crashed into my orgasm, lashing her throat with ropes of hot cum, her throat spasming with each powerful spurt.

"Mmm mmm mmm," she groaned wildly.

I flooded my beautiful girl's mouth, filling her until my seed ran down her chin and down the front of her neck. Kayla's eyes were closed and tears ran down her face. I could see her swallowing desperately, trying to take in every drop.

When I was done, I let go of my grip on her hair. Kayla pulled off my cock, cum and spit drooling down her face onto the floor. I stroked her hair, my chest heaving as I caught my breath.

"You look so beautiful right now," I told her.

She smiled. Her cheeks were flushed bright pink as her eyes fluttered. She looked up at me with a look of pure adoration that made my heart melt.

I pulled her up into my arms and crushed her to my chest.

"Thank you, David," she whispered. "I can't tell you how much that meant to me. I've wanted it for so long."

"I just want to make you happy."

"I am happy," she said. "Now take me to bed. Please, David."




Chapter 10






“Still making up your mind?”







I buttoned up my pants and took Kayla by the wrist. I led her towards the stairs leading up to my bedroom, but she pulled back, stopping me in my tracks.

"David," she whispered, her voice filled with an unexpected vulnerability. "Not there. Not in the same place you shared with Shaye."

Her green eyes met mine, and I understood her hesitation. The things she had said about living in the shadow of her sister revealed so much about Kayla. To use the bed Shaye and I had shared for so many years was not what Kayla wanted.

"Alright," I agreed. "Where?"

"My place."

I allowed her to lead me outside. We stopped at the edge of the pool, both of us taking in the sun hanging low over Raney's Cove below us.

"Beautiful," Kayla sighed.

"Yes, you are," I said, nuzzling her neck.

Kayla's giggle filled the warm air as she led me into the guest house. Upon entering, I immediately noticed how Kayla had transformed it into her own personal sanctuary. Gone were the remnants of my grandfather's old-fashioned taste. In its place was a vibrant and cozy haven that bore Kayla's unmistakable touch— throw pillows and knitted blankets in shades of teal and aqua, seashells lining the windowsills, the faint scent of jasmine from an essential oil diffuser.

"Wow, you've really made this place your own," I remarked, taking in the bright, inviting colors and the artfully arranged furniture.

Kayla beamed with pride.

"I've always loved living here," she confessed. "When you and Shaye were married, I secretly dreamed of staying at The Perch full time. So when Shaye asked me to look after the place while you were in Thailand, it was like a dream come true."

"Ah, well," I teased, raising an eyebrow, "I might have to start charging you rent then!"

She smirked playfully and stepped closer, her fingertips brushing against my chest as she whispered, "I'm sure I can think of a perfect way to earn my keep."

I reached for the hem of Kayla's shirt. Our eyes locked as I slowly lifted the fabric over her head, exposing her full breasts encased in a delicate lace bra. My hands ran down her sides, running my fingers over her ribcage, the warmth of her skin sending shivers through me. Kayla leaned in for an open-mouth kiss, her tongue dancing playfully with mine, while my fingers worked on unfastening her bra.

"I love the way you touch me," she whispered. "I need you so badly."

With her bra now unclasped, I took a moment to admire the beauty before me. Her large breasts spilled out, her nipples hard and begging for attention. My mouth found its way to her neck, licking and sucking at the tender flesh there. The moans that escaped her lips were low and keening.

"David, please," she whimpered, guiding my head down to her chest.

I eagerly complied, enveloping one of her nipples with my mouth while my hand massaged the other breast. Kayla arched her back, pushing herself further into my eager mouth.

"Suck them, David. Suck them hard!"

I sucked and nibbled at Kayla's tits, filling my mouth with her firm flesh. She ran her fingers through my hair, her long nails gently raking over my scalp.

"Make me cum, David," she panted, pulling me up for another searing kiss. "Make me scream."

She led me to the bed, lying down and spreading her legs wide for me. Her panties were soaked, and I couldn't wait to taste her. Peeling the damp fabric away from her body, I was greeted by the sight of her glistening pussy. I leaned over and inhaled sharply, savoring the warm, musky scent of her, loving the way her blonde pubic hair felt against my lips. Kayla stared down at me through slitted eyes as I pressed my face between her thighs, my tongue immediately seeking her swollen clit.

"God, yes!" she moaned, her hips bucking against my face as I continued to eat her out. Her taste was intoxicating. I couldn't get enough.

"Fuck, David, don't stop!"

She ran her fingers through my hair, tugging gently as I drove my tongue into her wet slit, lapping up the sweetness while simultaneously nibbling at her clit.

"I'm gonna cum," she moaned. "I'm gonna cum so fucking hard for you."

Her lower half jolted as she reached her climax, bucking my face with savage thrusts as she screamed out in pleasure. I continued to eat her out, lapping up her juices, the sloshing sounds of her arousal driving me wild.

"That was so good," she whimpered, placing her hand on my head and pulling me up, gently coaxing me towards her breasts.

I extended my tongue to take one of her dark red nipples into my mouth, rolling it around with my tongue and savoring the taste of her pussy on my lips. Kayla reached into my pants and caressed my cock.

"Oh my god," she gasped. "You're hard already?"

"I can't get enough of you," I murmured, kissing her neck.

"I've never been with a guy that can go so quickly again. Did you take a pill or something?"

I roared with laughter. "Clean living and exercise do wonders!"

Kayla laughed with me, her face full of joy. She rolled me on top of her and spread her legs wide, inviting me into her warmth.

"Fuck me, baby."

Not wanting to deny her any longer, I quickly removed my pants and positioned myself between her legs. The head of my cock brushed against her slick entrance.

Kayla gasped as I thrust deep within her. We both gasped at the intensity of our connection, our bodies moving together like a well-rehearsed dance. Kayla's pussy was perfect— tight and warm and dripping wet.

I started slowly, allowing us both to savor the feeling of being inside her. Soon, however, I began to thrust harder and faster. Kayla threw her head back, her legs wrapping around me and the cords in her neck straining as I pounded her.

"Harder," she urged me. "Fuck me harder, David!"

With a growl, I flipped Kayla over onto her hands and knees and took her from behind, my thumb slipping into her tight asshole as I continued to hammer her pussy.

"Pull my hair," she begged, and I happily obliged, gripping a handful of her long blond locks and tugging her head back. My other hand snaked around her waist, fingers teasing her clit as we moved in perfect rhythm with one another.

The bed creaked beneath us, mingling with our groans and the wet sounds of our fucking.

"David, I'm cumming again!" Kayla cried out, her walls clenching around my cock as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her.

Unable to hold back any longer, I felt my orgasm building within me. With one last thrust, I flooded her pussy with my cum, painting her insides with my sperm, our moans filling the room as we collapsed together, utterly spent.

As we lay there, sweat-drenched and entangled in the soft sheets, Kayla traced gentle circles on my chest with her fingertips. The warm sunlight flowing through the window cast a golden hue over us, illuminating the curves and contours of our exhausted bodies.

"That was worth the wait," Kayla whispered into my ear, her hot breath washing over my skin.

"You're amazing," I said, kissing the top of her head. "It's been months since I fucked a woman."

Kayla playfully slapped my chest. "Stop lying!"

"It's true," I protested.

"You're telling me you weren't banging Thai hotties while you were in Bangkok? I don't believe you."

For a moment, my mind flashed to Tracey Chaichana walking on the beach, the breeze rustling her black hair.

"Haven't been inside a woman in over seven months," I replied truthfully.

"Well, then… I'm glad I was the one to break your dry spell."

"Yeah. Me too."

A sudden heavy, leaden feeling came over me. Combining jet lag with the excitement and physical exertion of the last two days, I was truly exhausted. Despite sleeping in, I needed some rest.

"I need a nap," I told Kayla.

"I'll join you."

We snuggled together, both of us still buzzing with the contented afterglow of a good, hard fuck. I closed my eyes and drifted off, listening to the sound of Kayla's breathing rising and falling in time with my heartbeat.

I awoke a couple of hours later, blinking groggily in the dim light. I sighed and stroked Kayla's hair as she slurped on my cock, her wet mouth waking me from my much-needed nap.

"Mmm," I groaned. "That's a nice way to wake up."

Kayla kissed my cockhead and then licked my balls. My cock was semi-hard, which was about all I could manage after cumming two times already.

I patted Kayla's back, my fingers running up and down her spine.

"As good as that feels, I don't think I'm going to be able to get it up, darling."

"I figured," Kayla murmured. "I just like sucking on your dick."

Kayla climbed back up to me and planted a kiss on my chest.

"I'm going to run a bath for us," she said. "We could share it and then go out for dinner at Casmiro Steakhouse. You always loved it there."

"That sounds like an excellent idea," I replied, lazily stroking her breast. "Did I ever tell you what excellent tits you have?"

"The way you fucked me told me all I needed to know."

"Fair enough."

"Stay here and relax. I'll let you know when the bath is ready," she said, pressing a quick kiss to my lips before slipping out of bed, leaving me to admire the tantalizing sway of her hips as she glided toward the bathroom.

I stretched my limbs, trying to shake off the last tendrils of sleep. Outside, the sun had set and night was creeping in over Raney's Cove. Through the window, the smell of the ocean drifted in with the cooling air.

Wondering what time it was, I leaned over the side of the bed and grabbed my pants, taking my phone from its pocket. Two messages were waiting for me.

The first was from Tracey Chaichana:


"It was nice meeting you today, David. Let me know if you have any questions about my brother's gym. I've already told Todd to expect your call. BTW, I'll be walking Chai and Latte on the beach around the same time tomorrow. If you're available, let's walk together. I'd love to hear more about your time in Thailand."


I ran a hand through my hair, smiling at the thought of seeing Tracey again. I hadn't expected her to contact me so soon. I sent her a quick reply.


"I'd love to see Chai and Latte again. I'll text you tomorrow."


Shaking my head at the thought of flirting with a college girl, I scrolled down to my next message. My eyes widened when I saw it was from Shaye.


"It was good seeing you again, David. After a year apart, it felt like we had so much to catch up on. I'd like to connect with you again, if possible. Please let me know when you have a few hours free. We can have a picnic in Raney's Cove, like we used to."


I stared at the message for a long time. Why did Shaye want to see me again? Had she felt something when we met? I remembered the look on her face when I asked about Alberto. Her cheerfulness had struck me as forced and fake. Was something wrong between Shaye and her young lover? Was Shaye having regrets about divorcing me?

I forced the thought away, closing it off from further speculation. Our marriage was over. Shaye was my ex-wife. There was no point in entertaining idle fantasies.


Then why did she mention a picnic in Raney's Cove? That used to be our favorite thing to do when we were a couple.


"Cut it out!" I scolded myself, shutting down any further thoughts of Shaye.

I left her message on read and scrolled away. I'd reply to Shaye when I'd had time to think it over. There was no urgency in getting back to her. I was back home and there was plenty of time to reconnect with people, Shaye included.

I lay in bed listening to the rush of water from the bathroom and the cheerful humming of Shaye as she prepared the bath. I took in a deep breath and told myself to focus on the gorgeous blonde I'd just fucked and not dwell on her sister's text message.

Shaye was the past. Kayla was my present.

I was startled when my phone buzzed in my hand. I checked it, wondering if Tracey had already responded to my message.

It wasn't a message from Tracey Chaichana. It was from Isabel.


"I haven't heard from you about the car. Still making up your mind? Maybe this will help you decide?"


"What the hell?" I mumbled, trying to figure out what Isabel meant by her message.

My question was answered by Isabel's next text. It was a photo of the LX340 parked in the driveway of a luxury home. Isabel lounged in the driver's seat, her top pulled down to expose her heavy breasts and dark brown nipples. Her skirt was rucked up and her hand was between her legs, covering her naked pussy.

"Fucking hell," I muttered under my breath.

"Bath is ready!" Kayla called from the bathroom, her voice laced with seductive mischief. "Are you coming?"

"Wouldn't miss it for the world," I replied, setting the phone aside and rising from the bed.

As I crossed the room, I could only shake my head at the twists and turns my life had taken. I was 42 and newly divorced, but it seemed like my adventures had only just begun.

In the bathroom, Kayla sat on the edge of the tub, naked and ready for me. A wide grin broke over her face as she gazed at me.

"Oh, David. It looks like you're ready for more fun."

I glanced down, not surprised to see my cock hard and jutting, a drop of precum already glistening on my tip.

I nodded at my beautiful girl.

"I'm ready for whatever comes next."




Coming Soon








After finally taking Kayla to his bed, David's life gets even more complicated as Isabel offers him a deal he can't refuse. This kinky Latina may be the best friend of David's ex-wife, but Isabel won't let friendship stand in the way of getting what she wants. But even as David struggles to satisfy both lusty women, his ex-wife Shaye will make a shocking request. Can David handle the erotic demands of his growing harem?
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