
        
            
                
            
        

    


Bonne Chance






Part 1






Tate Bull





Copyright © 2024 Tate Bull



All rights reserved



The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.



No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.



Printed in the United States of America



Part 1




‘Hello!’ I call out as I brush aside the thick curtains of cobwebs that cover the walls of the old building. Using the word building is actually being generous. This place is more like a shack and one that’s clearly on its last leg. I recognize the tables and chairs, the old wooden bar and the posters that line the walls, but I can’t believe that it’s fallen into such a miserable state of disrepair in so short a time.


It’s not a short time. It’s been almost ten years.


My father’s brother was the cool guy- the one who did whatever he wanted and lived with no regrets. My dad was always jealous of his exploits, being stuck at home with a wife and kids while Uncle Bob traveled the world, sending us postcards from places I didn’t even know existed. When he settled down, he didn’t do it half-assed. He bought a beach bar on Bonne Chance, a picturesque island located in the southeastern part of the French Caribbean, and turned it into a legend.

I came to visit after graduation and fell in love. Every part of me wanted to stay, to enjoy the good life with Uncle Bob. The good life basically revolved around gorgeous bikini clad women, cocktails and sun. When my dad threatened to yank away my college tuition, I knew it was time to get back to the real world and told Bob I’d return as soon as I graduated.

Unfortunately life happened and I got married, separated, hired, fired and realized that not staying with him all those years ago was the biggest mistake of my life. A loud crash echos from the corner, pulling me out of my reverie.



‘

 

Merde!


 
’ I hear a woman’s voice coming from another room and start walking in that direction. I’ve been in touch with my uncle’s lawyer, Joie, via email and assumed I was speaking with a man, but now I’m wondering if I was wrong. We’re scheduled to meet about now to go over the details of the estate and I had proposed meeting here, assuming that it was the same place I remembered.



‘Hello?’ I shout out again as I see a stack of boxes fall down and a woman emerges from behind the chaos.



‘Oh!

 

Bonjour


 
.’ My jaw drops to the floor when she walks into the dim light and I get a better look at her. She’s blonde, tall and has blue eyes that bore into me and make me feel like I’m stuck to the floor. She’s clad in a white linen shirt and shorts that barely cover her ass. I see that she’s in heels and can’t help but wonder what she was thinking wearing this outfit to a run down beach bar.



‘Hi, uh, I’m Cole. Is Joie here?’ I manage to stutter as she comes closer.

‘I’m Joie.’ She sticks out her hand and I take it in mine, shaking it softly as I try not to stare at her sharp nipples poking against the flimsy white fabric of her shirt.

‘Ah, ok. I’m so sorry.’ I smile like it was all a simple misunderstanding and move on, hoping she won’t take it personally. ‘I’m here about the, uh, bar.’



‘Of course.’ She pulls a tablet from her purse and turns it on looking for a place to sit that’s not too dusty. I pull out a chair, throw my jacket over it and motion for her to take a seat. ‘

 

Merci


 
.’ She says as her face scrunches up and she gracefully lowers herself onto the rickety chair.



‘This shouldn’t take too long, right? I have a flight out of here tomorrow morning and want to settle everything by then.’ She pulls off her sunglasses and gives me an incredulous look.

‘The details of the estate are quite complicated and I’m fairly certain that settling them properly will take longer than a day.’ She scrolls through some documents and taps the screen a few times.

‘I can’t believe that. I mean Bob barely had two nickels to rub together.’ I lean against the bar and watch her read the documents.

‘He had significantly more than two nickels, Mr Ryan.’ That information comes as a shock to me and I wonder if there’s some sort of mistake.

‘Are we talking about the same guy? Bob Ryan, the owner of this place.’ I emphasize my words by running my finger through the thick layer of dust on the bar.

‘I knew your uncle quite well, Mr Ryan.’ A shadow crosses her beautiful face and I wonder how well. ‘It was his wish that this establishment be passed on to you.’

‘Really? I mean, I barely knew him.’ I realize that maybe I should keep my mouth shut. The last thing I want is to give her a reason to find another relative to give this place to. It’s not much, but it’s better than the piles of debt I have back home. ‘I mean, you know, he moved around a lot and I only came to visit this place once…’

‘He was well aware of that fact, Mr Ryan…’

‘Call me Cole.’ I interrupt and she cocks her head as she gives me a devastating smile. Her patience is wearing thin and I motion for her to continue.

‘Ok, Cole.’ She says my name, edging it with her light French accent and it gives me the chills. Everything about her is so sexy and I briefly wonder if she’s married. ‘Your uncle was a very wealthy man.’

Her words hit me like a speeding freight train.

‘Really?’ I had no idea.’ I’m genuinely shocked. From everything my dad told me, Uncle Bob just bummed around and lived off of his wits.



‘

 

Oui


 
. I am not aware of the specifics of how he acquired such a large sum of money, but this is the current statement of his bank account.’ She shows me her tablet and I see a balance of over three million dollars. My heart jumps and I wonder what the hell he was doing to save so much money.



‘Wow.’ I say as I swallow, still having trouble believing that this is actually happening. ‘And he’s leaving it all to me?’



‘

 

Oui


 
. Minus my fees, of course.’ Joie says as she offers me another incredible smile. I’m dumbstruck and cross my arms over my chest. I had assumed that I would show up here, liquidate his assets, which consisted of this shack and a few Hawaiian shirts, and be left in the hole from the airplane ticket. This is absolutely not how I expected this situation to play out.



‘The bar is currently in some disrepair since it took me several months to track you down after his death. Also, the recent hurricane did cause some minor damage.’ I immediately feel guilty for not being here. If I had known, I would’ve come to help out. It’s not like my life back in Illinois is going anywhere and I could’ve used an excuse to leave it all behind. ‘But buildings in this location are quite valuable. If you would like to sell it, I can assist with that or we could discuss other …’ She pauses as she searches for the right word. ‘Possibilities.’ The way she says that sends a chill through my body and I realize that any opportunity to spend more time with her would be incredible.

‘Uh, yeah.’ I say as I realize that I haven’t even booked a hotel. ‘I need to find a place to stay while I figure everything out.’

‘His condo is quite nice, but I understand completely if you would prefer to find alternative accommodation.’ I can’t even imagine what the hotels here cost, but then I remember that it doesn’t matter anymore.

‘I’ll stay there.’ Even as I say it, I wonder if I’ve made the right decision.


Part 2




‘Here we are.’ An hour later, Joie is unlocking the door of a condo on the top floor of a relatively new mid-rise apartment complex and motioning for me to enter. The space is large and open and nothing like I imagined. I throw my bag against a wall and stare at the collections of artifacts and trinkets that cover the walls.

‘Wow. Uncle Bob lived here?’ When I came to visit, he had booked me a dingy hotel room and I assumed he had something similar, but I never saw where he lived.



‘

 

Oui


 
. It’s quite nice, is it not?’ She opens the door to a large balcony and walks on to it. The ocean breeze caresses us and I stare at the waves crashing on the white sand below. The building itself is positioned on a scenic point and the blue waters of the Caribbean accent the view perfectly.



‘How long has he owned this?’ I ask as Joie takes a look at the tablet.

‘Nearly twenty years.’ I shake my head, wondering why he didn’t want me to see it.

‘Guess Uncle Bob had a lot of secrets.’ Joie nods her head slightly and walks back inside. She places her expensive purse on the table and pulls her blonde hair back into a low ponytail. I take the opportunity to get a better look at her body and can’t help but wonder how much of it was bought and paid for.

‘We all have secrets, don’t we?’ She notices my gaze and I look away, not wanting to come off as some sort of creep.

‘Yeah, that’s true.’ I pull off my baseball cap and throw it on the counter and look inside the fridge. ‘Want a beer?’ I ask as she shrugs casually.

‘Sure.’ She perches on one of the stools and takes the bottle I offer. ‘Cheers.’ She says as she smiles and takes a drink. I do the same and wonder if this will be the last time she visits me here.

‘So, what’s the process? What do I need to do to take care of, uh, everything?’

‘I have all of the paperwork in my office. If you want to come by tomorrow, I can ensure that everything is signed. After that, it can take a few weeks to work through the courts, but I don’t see any impediments.’ I watch as she leans back and crosses her long, tanned legs. The reality of my new situation is making me feel bold and I decide to go for it.

‘Would you like to grab something to eat tonight?’ I give her the slightly awkward smile that’s always worked for me in the past, hoping she falls for it. ‘I’m new in town and don’t really know where to go.’

‘Is that true?’ She says seductively as she gives me a knowing look.

‘Yeah.’ I reply as I feel myself getting turned on by the way she leans forward slightly and gives me a better view of her cleavage.

‘I might be able to recommend a place.’ She says as she stands up and straightens her skirt. ‘Would you like to meet me there in an hour?’

‘Sure.’ She grabs her phone and types something in and I hear a message.

‘See you soon.’ She winks as she gives me one last look before walking through the door.

Thirty minutes later I’m freshly showered and getting dressed. I realize that the shorts and t-shirts I brought along for my short island vacation aren’t going to cut it for a fancy restaurant, so I take a look inside the bedroom closet to see if Uncle Bob left behind anything decent to wear. I feel slightly guilty about going through his things, but everything is clean and freshly pressed, as though he’ll be back any time.

I rifle through the clothes and decide on a linen shirt and a pair of pants. The quality is impeccable and none of this lines up with the bits and pieces I knew of the man. From what I remembered, he was a laid back guy who wanted to spend the rest of his life surfing and working in his shitty beach bar. The person who wore these clothes would do neither of these things.

‘You bastard.’ I say as I pick up a photo of him standing next to a gorgeous woman. She has to be thirty years younger than him and his arm is wrapped around her waist as she kisses him on the cheek. I put it down and take a look at another one of him and my father. They look so similar, but couldn’t be more different. I realize that I should call Dad and tell him about all of this, but decide to delay it for as long as possible.


I deserve to enjoy myself for once.


‘Wow, you look incredible.’ I stand as Joie walks into the chic restaurant and pull out a chair for her to sit. Her blonde hair cascades over her shoulders and she’s wearing a plunging black dress and heels that make her legs look like they go on forever. Most of the women I’ve met could never pull off an outfit like that, but on her it looks completely natural.



‘

 

Merci


 
.’ She sits and waves over the waiter. I can tell this isn’t her first time here and by the waiter’s reaction, I realize that she’s most likely a regular. ‘

 

Bon soir


 
, Phillipe.’ The elegantly attired man nods and glances at me before returning his attention to her. ‘One bottle of champagne and something to nibble on please.’ He bows slightly before turning back towards the kitchen.



‘Everything in the flat was alright?’ She says as she arches her eyebrow.

‘Yeah. It’s amazing.’

‘Good. When I learned that you were coming, I ordered a complete cleaning.’

‘He didn’t, uh, I mean he wasn’t in the apartment when-’ I don’t want to be too explicit, but I hadn’t considered the fact that Bob may have died in there.

‘Oh, good God, no.’ She presses her fingers against her mouth as she tries to stop laughing. ‘Robert didn’t die of natural causes. It was a spearfishing accident. I thought I had told you already.’ I feel a sense of relief wash over me, but I also feel slightly guilty about not asking earlier. ‘His body was never found, but the court declared him dead a few months ago and that’s when I set about locating you.’

‘I should have asked, but the entire thing was so sudden. I just assumed it was a heart attack or something.’ The waiter returns and presents me with the bottle and I’m not sure what to do. I shrug and stare at Joie.



‘It’s fine, Phillipe.’ The waiter nods and pours a glass, handing it to Joie. She takes a sip and gives her approval and he pours one for me. ‘

 

Merci


 
, Phillipe.’ She holds up her glass and I follow her lead before taking a drink.



‘So, how long did you know Bob?’

‘Only five years or so, but he was one of my first clients. I came here from France when I was twenty five and decided the moment I stepped foot on the ground of Bonne Chance that I would never leave.’ She says as she traces her finely manicured index finger along the stem of the glass.

‘Were you and Bob, uh…’ I’m trying not to be too intrusive, but if she and my uncle were together, I'll need to take this conversation in a completely different direction than I had originally planned.

‘No, no. He was my client first and then we became good friends. Nothing more.’ A look of regret colors her eyes and I wonder if she had hoped for more. The waiter brings a plate of hors d'oeuvres and menus. I take a look, but it’s in French.

‘Uh, I’ll have whatever she’s having.’ I say as I point at Joie who laughs at my ignorance. She says a few words to the waiter and he replies. Another short discussion ensues and I have a chance to look around. The bar is elegantly low key and the other patrons appear to be incredibly well off. A cool breeze from the ocean wraps itself around us and I realize that this is the happiest I’ve felt in a long time, maybe since I was here before.

‘Ok, two then. Thank you, Phillipe.’ The waiter bows slightly before leaving and Joie motions towards the plate in front of us. ‘Try one, it’s delicious.’

I pick up one of the pieces of bread topped with some sort of seafood and take a bite. She’s right and I grab another before returning to our conversation.

‘Sorry for the intrusive questions. I’m just realizing that I didn’t know my uncle as well as I thought I did.’

‘Of course, I completely understand. I’m sure this has all come as a complete shock to you.’ She takes a sip of champagne and settles back into her chair, staring at the sun as it sets over the horizon. ‘So, are you married?’

Her question catches me completely off guard and I try to figure out how to answer. Do I tell her about the separation? My ex wife? The possibilities rush through my head and I find myself demurring.

‘I, uh…’

‘I suppose I’m the one asking uncomfortable questions now.’ She says as a wicked smile curls her lips. Everything about her is so intensely sexy and I never in my wildest dreams imagined that I could ever have a chance with a woman like her.

‘No, it’s uh…’

‘Complicated?’

‘Yes. She left me for another woman and honestly, it’s been tough.’ I knew something had been going on but assumed it was with a guy. When she sat down and told me, I couldn’t decide if I was pissed or happy for her.

‘That must be difficult. But you know it’s not your fault, it’s the way she was born.’

‘I know. I told her that we could try to work it out, you know, stay married and she could have sex with other women, but she told me that she couldn’t stand to hurt me that way.’ I explain and the pain and frustration rush back with a vengeance.


It still hurt.


‘I’m terribly sorry, Cole.’ She says and I feel like she means it, but want to get out of this conversation with my pride intact and am relieved when the waiter returns with our food. ‘I hope you like tuna.’

‘Yeah, absolutely.’ It was nice getting that off of my chest and I watch as she maneuvers the piece of fish around her plate, inspecting it before cutting off a small slice. ‘What about you? Are you attached?’

‘No.’ She tsks. ‘The men here are only looking for one thing, but I need more.’ She takes a bite of the fish and nods her approval before taking another drink. ‘Unfortunately most nights it’s just me and my vibrator.’ She covers her mouth in shock, clearly unable to believe she just said that. ‘Oh my God, I’m so sorry. The champagne must be going to my head.’

She’s so much more interesting than I would have thought and our discussion veers into decisions and regrets and by the time we’re finished with our meal, it’s completely dark outside. I pay the ridiculously expensive bill, realizing that it’s worth every penny and offer my arm to her as we leave. The night is quiet and I can feel my heart racing, wanting to kiss her so badly but unsure of how she’ll respond.

‘Where do you live?’ I ask, ready to escort her, but as a black car pulls up to the curb I realize that she’s already got a ride.

‘Just down the street.’ Her voice is breathy and she turns to face me. Her full lips are slightly parted and I realize that I need to kiss her. I lean closer, fully ready for the inevitable rejection, but as I press my lips against hers, she returns the motion, moving her mouth against mine as my body responds. She presses herself against me softly before suddenly pulling away and touching her lips with her fingertips.

‘Oh God.’ She says as her eyes sparkle and she grabs the handle of the car, opening the door and getting inside. ‘See you tomorrow at my office?’

‘Yeah, absolutely.’ I can’t wait to see her again and watch the car as it drives off.


Part 3




The bar is in worse shape than I could have imagined. I can’t believe it’s only been six months since Bob died- the place looks like it’s falling apart.

My mind keeps wandering to Joie and that kiss and every time I think about it, I want to see her again. I’m not paying attention and bump into a wall as I’m carrying a box of glasses across the room.

‘Fuck!’ I scream as a large African mask falls directly onto my big toe. I manage to hoist the box onto a table before keeling over to check my foot and cursing my clumsiness.

‘Are you ok?’ A woman calls out and I immediately stand up. I hope it’s Joie, but the voice is tinged with a flat American accent.

‘Yeah, I uh…’ I step over a few boxes and grab one just as it’s about to tip over onto the floor when my eyes lock on to her. I can’t help but stare for a few seconds at the absolutely beautiful woman that just walked into the bar. ‘I was just moving some things around.’

‘Good.’ She says. ‘I mean I’m glad someone’s going to open this place up again.’ She shoves a few strands of short brown hair behind her ear. ‘I have some really good memories here.’

‘Really? How long have you been on Bonne Chance?’ I ask, wanting to learn more about her.

‘Two years now. I came for the waves, but stayed for the incredible atmosphere.’ A giggle escapes her throat and I realize that she has the most incredible eyes I’ve ever seen.

‘Wait. How long has the bar been closed?’ She gives me a weird look and I realize that it’s an odd question.

‘Almost two years. Like I said, I came when I first arrived and loved the vibe. The guy who owned it was really sweet, too.’ She looks around and crosses her arms over her torso. I just now realize that she’s wearing a tiny bikini that looks like it’s molded to her tight body. ‘You know, you kinda look like him.’

‘Yeah,’ I reply, shrugging casually and trying to not look like a creep. ‘He was my uncle. He died recently and I’m here to take over.’

‘That’s great.’ She pauses as a raging flush creeps across her face and she immediately tries to backpedal. ‘Not that your uncle died, I mean it’s great that you want to reopen this place.’

‘Yeah, it’s ok- we weren’t that close. I only met him once myself, but it seems like he was a really great guy.’ We stand there awkwardly for a few beats before she gets to the reason why she’s here.

‘So do you need any help?’ She asks as her face brightens into a smile. ‘The place I was working at closed a few weeks ago and I’m looking for a job.’

‘Do you have experience?’ I didn’t assume I would be hiring someone so soon, but I really don’t want to let her get away.

‘Yeah, I’ve been working as a bartender since I graduated from college.’ Her eyes sparkle as she comes closer, clearly hoping to seal the deal with a little bit of flirting. I definitely don’t mind and let her continue. ‘If you’ve never run a bar before, I think I could be helpful.’

She knows exactly what to say. I might have spent a lot of time in bars, but I’ve never run one before and don’t know the first thing about it.

‘You’re hired.’ She jumps up and down, clapping her hands as she squeals and I try to not ogle her bouncing breasts. ‘Can you start now?’

‘Thank you so much, you won’t regret this.’ She says as she sticks out her hand. ‘I’m Abby by the way.’

‘I’m Cole. Nice to meet you.’ We shake and she suddenly realizes that she’s still in her bikini. She wraps her arm around her waist and holds up her finger.

‘I’ll go change and be right back, ok?’ I nod and keep my eyes locked on her perfect ass as she leaves to get dressed.

We spend the rest of the afternoon chatting and attempting to get the place cleaned up and I suddenly remember my appointment with Joie.

‘Sorry Abby, but I’ve got to go.’ I say as she tosses a few rags onto the bar. It’s looking much better and I’m pretty sure we can have it ready to go in a day or two. It’s a beach bar, not a swanky cocktail joint so the clientele won’t be expecting too much.

‘Ok sure. See you tomorrow?’ Her eyes sparkle and when we shake again, she lingers slightly longer than necessary.

‘Absolutely. See you then.’ I lock the door behind us and my eyes follow her as she walks down the sidewalk and into town. I pull my mind out of the gutter and realize that I’m filthy, but I only have five minutes to get to Joie’s office and flag down a taxi and give him the address.

Her building is fairly close, but I pull up to the front door just in time. Until about ten years ago Bonne Chance was a typical Caribbean island that tourists visited when they wanted idyllic seclusion. When the government decided to create a tax haven, everything changed and the donkeys and huts were replaced with Rolls Royce’s and million dollar condos. The new money fueled a surge of growth and now the island has one of the wealthiest populations in the western hemisphere.

‘Hi.’ I walk through the hall door and smile at the cute secretary behind the desk. ‘I have an appointment with Joie.’

‘You must be Cole.’ She stands up and I feel slightly self conscious about the way I’m dressed as she eyes me. ‘Would you like something to drink?’

‘Water, please.’ I take off my hat and try to fix my hair as I walk by a mirror in the hallway. The young woman leads me to a door at the end and knocks lightly.

‘Mr Ryan is here.’ I hear a few things moving around inside.

‘Ok, come in.’ She opens the door for me and I see Joie stand up and walk towards us, completely ignoring my shabby state as she extends her hand. Her office is large and elegant, with large windows behind her wooden desk and books filling the shelves lining the room.

‘Sorry, I was working at the bar and lost track of time.’ I explain as she manages a smile and motions towards the seat. The secretary returns with the glass of water and closes the door softly behind her.

‘You remind me so much of Robert, it’s uncanny.’ She says as she shakes her head and sits behind the desk. I was worried things would be awkward after the kiss but she acts as though it never happened. I guess she’s not a woman who likes to mix business and pleasure.

‘So, let’s discuss the estate.’ She produces a folder and pulls a stack of papers from inside. ‘Your uncle was not the most digitally savvy person.’ I laugh as she arches her eyebrow and sorts the stapled stacks on her desk. ‘The entire estate, including the bar, condominium, yacht as well as stocks, bonds and other assets comes to just over 7.5 million US dollars.’

The number hits me and I can’t believe that this is actually happening.

‘You are lucky that all of his assets were located here. There is no inheritance tax on Bonne Chance, however, if you decide to liquidate and move the monies to the United States, you will be taxed at approximately fifty percent of the value.’

‘Ok, so I should leave it here?’ I ask, having zero idea what to do and hoping that she knows what she’s talking about.

‘Currently the assets are linked to the bar, but to avoid liability, he created a shell company. It’s complicated, but the short answer is that I would recommend retaining a similar arrangement.’ She says as she leans back in her chair. ‘If you would like, I can represent you moving forward.’

‘Yeah, uh- you’re hired.’ I throw my hands up as I say it and she smiles. I’m relieved that I won’t have to deal with any of this.

‘Good. I’ll send you my fee structure and a contract and we can formalize the arrangement.’ She says before standing and staring out of the floor to ceiling windows. ‘Now that the business is out of the way, I want to discuss what happened last night.’

A chill runs through my body and when she turns to face me, I notice how her blouse is unbuttoned just enough to reveal the tops of her breasts. The lace of black bra presses against the white material and my thoughts immediately turn absolutely filthy.

‘What do you want to discuss, exactly?’ I ask, placing my dirty baseball cap on her desk and watch as she inches closer. Her finger slides across the edge of the wood and I can’t keep my eyes off of her. I can tell she’s enjoying the tension and I keep it going, wanting to hear what she has to say.

‘I enjoyed our talk last night.’ She perches on the edge of the desk and I can feel my heart racing out of control. I want her so badly, but it’s been almost a year since I’ve been with a woman and I’m worried I’m going to fuck it up. ‘And the kiss.’

‘Me too.’ I say as she reaches towards her top button and unfastens it. The movement stirs the air and I breathe in her expensive perfume as it wafts towards me.

‘I’ve always found that men who kiss well are the best in bed.’ Her voice is sultry and her accent curls sexily around her words. She loosens the next button and I swallow, trying to stay casual, even though my dick has other plans. ‘Do you think I’m sexy?’

‘Yeah!’ I realize that came out way too quickly and immediately try a course correction. ‘Of course, you’re a beautiful woman.’

The third button is now undone and the fabric of her blouse is falling away from her body, giving me a look at one of her large breasts and the black lace that’s doing its best to cover it. A primal urge takes over my body and I stand, pulling her knees apart and kissing her full, pouty lips as she gasps.

It’s even better than last night and she wraps her legs around me, pulling me closer as I reach down and finish unbuttoning the delicate material. I pull it away from her body and stare for a few seconds, admiring the way her large breasts jut out and her small waist flares into full hips. She’s perfect in every way and I’m about to fuck her and I can’t believe how lucky I am.

‘I wanted you from the moment we met, Cole.’ Her words are breathy as she kisses me and I reach behind her, unfastening her bra and pulling the lacy fabric away to reveal her breasts. They’re round and full and peaked with thick peachy nipples that are just waiting to be sucked.

‘Did you want this?’ I ask teasingly. She gasps as I lean over and take one into my mouth, biting lightly as I suck and causing her to swear in French as my hand works its way up her thigh and towards her soaked pussy.

‘Oh God, yes.’ I move to the other breast as she pulls me closer and as I push my fingers into her panties, stroking the slick flesh lightly and eliciting a low purr from her parted lips. She lowers onto her back as I work off her skirt and remove my shirt. I work out, but haven’t been as vigilant as I should have over the past year, but she doesn’t seem to care as I pull off her lace panties and bury my face in the pink skin between her legs.

She pushes her hips towards me as I roughly grab her thighs, spreading them further apart as I run my tongue through her slit. She tastes like peaches and honey and I can’t get enough. When I reach her clit, she pulls my hair, pushing my face closer and I shove my finger inside, making sure she’s ready for me. When I slide in a second one, she trembles and calls out my name and I can’t wait any longer.

‘Do you want me to fuck you now Joie?’ She pulls her body up and locks her lips to mine, licking off her juices and reaching into my pants. Her fingers wrap around my cock and she spreads her thighs invitingly and I take that as a definite yes.

I give myself a few short strokes before burying myself inside of her tight pussy, inching in and enjoying every breathy moan that’s released from her throat as she invites me further. When I’m fully inside, I close my eyes and try to think about anything else, but her moans of pleasure keep bringing me back and I pinch her nipple, causing her to tremble as she screams out my name.

I feel like I’m about to come so I pull out and try to calm down. She slides off the desk and kisses me again, pressing her breasts against me as she grabs my stiff cock with her small hand. She strokes it gently before getting on her knees in front of me and smiling wickedly. I watch as she runs her tongue across my veiny shaft, eagerly licking away her juices before delicately kissing the tip with her full lips.

The motion almost sends me over the edge and I grab onto a nearby chair as she takes me into her mouth, sucking me dry. Her mouth and tongue are working overtime and she takes me into her throat as she massages my heavy balls.

I can’t wait any longer and pull her off of her knees and bend her over the wooden desk. Her ass is perfect and I slap my hand against it, enjoying the sharp sound the motion makes before I spread her apart. She’s so wet and as I slide inside of her again, my finger traces her puckered asshole as she cries out. I grab her hips and thrust forcefully, causing her to cry out as I pound her harder with every stroke.

I feel her clench around me and go limp right before I pull out and shoot a thick rope of cum onto her back. I stand there for a few seconds, absolutely exhausted as I stare at the mess I’ve made and realize that I’m feeling absolutely incredible.

A laugh escapes her lips and she stands up, supporting herself on the desk as she stares at me. She reaches out and brushes my cheek before kissing me lightly.

‘That was nice.’ I feel her steady breath drift softly across my bare chest and brush her tangled blonde hair away from her face. Her phone rings and the moment is broken. ‘Sorry, I have to take this.’  I watch as she speaks to someone and try to find my clothes. She’s still naked and I realize how incredibly gorgeous she is as she paces around the office, completely unashamed. By the time she gets off the call, I’m dressed and she gives me an apologetic look.

‘I apologize, Cole, I need to meet a client in a few minutes.’ She approaches me again and kisses me once more, this time more possessively. ‘I’d like to do that again, though.’

We agree to have dinner and I leave, no firm plans in place but an understanding that we’re both interested in a repeat performance.


Part 4




‘So, what do you think?’ I ask as Abby surveys the work we’ve done over the past few days. I hired a contractor to fix a few of the more glaring issues, but for the most part, it looks like a beach bar in a James Bond movie and I’m pretty sure that’s what Uncle Bob was going for when he set it up.

‘I think you’re ready for a Grand Re-Opening blowout.’ She laughs as she squeezes my arm and I enjoy her touch. I haven’t really spoken to Joie since we fucked in her office and I’m assuming that she wants to keep it casual. Abby and I have gotten closer over the past few days and even though she’s working for me now, I’m on the verge of asking her out.

‘Would you be willing to plan it for me?’ I ask as I lean across the bar and grab two cold beers. She looks surprised at the question and as I hand her one, she shrugs and nods.

‘Sure.’ She says, holding up her bottle. ‘What about this Friday?’

‘Sounds good.’ I’ll leave it up to her since she seems to know what she’s doing. ‘I, uh, I wanted to ask you something.’ She stares at me with those dark eyes and suddenly I have cold feet.

‘What?’ Her lips crook into a smile and I abandon ship as she tilts her head and puts her hand on her hip.

‘How much do you think it’ll cost?’ I can tell she’s disappointed, but I still have that nagging fear of rejection left over from my ex.

‘I don’t know. Maybe a couple grand.’ She replies, looking slightly frustrated and I can’t blame her. I’ve learned a lot about her over the past few days and I’m pretty sure that if I don’t make a move soon, she’ll probably move on.

‘That sounds good. Let me know what you need and I’ll take care of it, ok?’ I say before taking a quick inventory and heading out. She waves me off and I curse myself for not making a move. As I leave the bar, I check my phone and see a message from my dad.


Hey Mike. How’s it going over there? Did you run into any issues?


I’ve been intentionally vague, telling him that I decided to stay to deal with a few lingering issues, but I haven’t said anything about the money.


It’s taking longer than I thought. I’ll let you know once I’m done. Tell Mom hi!


I don’t think I’ll tell him that I have no intention of heading back to my miserable life anytime soon. I walk the short distance back to the condo and let myself in. Every time I stroll through the modern interior, I wonder what Bob’s life was really like. How did he end up with all of this and what else was going on that he was able to afford such an incredible lifestyle? I look through the photos again, searching for an answer when I hear the intercom buzz.

‘Yeah?’ I click the intercom button, wondering who it could be.

‘Hey Cole, it’s Abby. Mind if I come up for a few minutes?’ I press the entry button and wonder what the issue could be. I thought we had covered everything that needed to be done when we were at the bar. I open the front door and duck into the bedroom to change. I’m filthy and pull on a clean shirt and some shorts before I hear her voice calling out.

‘Cole?’ She calls out timidly as I hear her sandals clacking on the marble floor.

‘Come on in. I’ll be there in a sec.’

‘Ok.’ I hear her steps as she wanders around and consider putting on some cologne or something. ‘Wow, this place is incredible.’ The balcony door swishes open and I decide to go without it. I’m almost positive that women don’t like it when you try too hard, so I run my hand through my sandy hair and take one last look at myself before emerging. She’s changed into a pretty white sundress and I like the way the wind is blowing it around her tan legs.

‘When you told me you were living here, I had no idea it would be the penthouse.’ She’s staring at the ocean and I can’t keep my eyes off of her.

‘I guess my uncle had good taste.’ I say as she nods in agreement, covering her eyes with her hand as she stares at the sun setting in the distance. The warm breeze wraps around us and I motion towards one of the lounge chairs. ‘Have a seat. Can I get you anything to drink?’

‘Water would be great.’ She says and I head back inside to the kitchen and pour two glasses. I’m happy she’s here, but I wonder why she decided to pay a visit. I sit next to her on the sofa and hand her one of the glasses, deciding to let her talk first.

We sit in silence for a few minutes and she starts to say something a few times, but it never materializes.

‘So, why here?’ I finally ask. She’s told me a lot about herself and her life, but never why she decided on Bonne Chance specifically.

‘I love to surf and this is the best place for it in the Caribbean.’ She takes a sip of water and stares at me as the sun dips below the horizon and the sky begins to darken. ‘I had some… uh, trouble at home and this seemed like a great place to just get lost.’

‘I think my uncle felt the same way. To tell you the truth, I’m starting to want to get lost here as well.’ I stretch my arm across the back of the sofa and I’m emboldened when she doesn’t move away.

‘Yeah, you’re divorced, right?’ She asks and I shrug. No woman wants a divorced guy, they always assume you’re tainted goods or something’s wrong with you.

‘Mostly. I really didn’t want it and haven’t signed the papers yet.’ Abby pulls her legs beneath her and leans against the back of the sofa so she can look at me.

‘What happened? If you don’t mind me asking.’ I like that she’s so blunt. It’s refreshing.

‘My wife decided that she didn’t want to be with a man. She prefers women.’ Abby crinkles her nose and I can’t tell what she’s thinking.

‘Well, that’s not so bad. At least it wasn’t your fault.’

‘You’re right, but it still hurts.’ I confess as I take another drink and stare at the horizon. I need to sign the papers, especially now that I have something to lose. I’ll take care of it tomorrow.

She stares at me for a few seconds and leans closer, pressing her lips against mine as she gives me the sweetest kiss I’ve ever experienced. My heart races as she tilts her head, moving her mouth against mine and pressing her tongue between my lips. I close my eyes, but feel her moving closer as her fingertips brush against my face.

I’m sad when she pulls away but can tell by her short breaths that she’s as affected as me.

‘That was nice.’ Her voice is low and breathy and I nod in agreement. I’m not sure what to say, but a few seconds later, she’s straddling my lap and leaning down to kiss me again. Her body is light and lean and I wrap my hands around her waist as she grinds herself into me, and I can feel myself responding.

‘Do you want to fuck me, Cole?’ She leans back as she whispers softly and pulls down the straps of her dress, revealing her cute breasts. I stare for a second and lightly pinch her nipple and she gasps before leaning forward. I take the tight pink nub into my mouth, lightly sucking it as I pull her closer, wrapping my hands around her trim waist. Her moans are doing things to me and I realize that I’ve been wanting this since we met.

‘Yes.’ My mind shifts to Joie involuntarily and a slight guilt surges through me. I realize we’re not exclusive or anything, but as Abby leans down to kiss me again, the concern dissipates and I relax as I run my thumbs over her stiff nipples. While Joie is soft and feminine, Abby is taut and firm and as she rubs her pussy against my stiff cock, I realize that I enjoy the contrast. Her tanned skin is soft and smooth and I wrap my arms around her, wanting to revel in the moment for as long as possible.

‘Let’s go inside.’ She whispers as she stands, shedding her dress and reaching out to grab my hand and pull me off of the sofa. I follow like a horny puppy, enjoying the view from the back. ‘Which room is yours?’

The condo has four bedrooms and I chose the largest for myself. I motion towards the door and lean against the doorframe and watch her as she walks inside and crawls onto the bed.

‘Are you coming?’ She sits on her knees and looks over her shoulder seductively, waiting for me to join her. I manage to get naked in record time and I think she approves of what she sees. I lay on the bed next to her and she leans down, kissing me deeply as the peaks of her nipples brush lightly against my chest. Her hand drifts down my torso and when she curls her fingers around my already rock hard cock, she pauses.

‘This is nice.’ The tip is already glistening slightly and she wipes the fluid across the head with her thumb, brushing it teasingly with her short fingernail before wrapping her lips around it and sucking lightly. I can tell she’s not as experienced as Joie, but I tangle my fingers in her short hair and push myself further into her soft mouth, feeling more confident than yesterday. She pulls away and wipes her lips, smiling as she looks at me.

‘Do you like it?’ Her eyes are sparkling and a smile teases her lips as she licks the shaft and kisses the skin lightly before squeezing my balls. I wince and she immediately apologizes. Maybe she’s even less experienced than I realized. ‘Did I hurt you?’ She asks and I want to reassure her that I’m fine.

‘No, it’s ok. Maybe don’t squeeze so hard. They’re kinda sensitive.’ She bites her lip and stares at my cock intently before leaning over to suck it again. It feels good and I reach out to twist one of her nipples and she moans, giving me exactly the response I wanted. There’s nothing I love more than a woman with sensitive nipples and I watch excitedly as she rubs her thighs together, clearly enjoying it.

‘I want to taste you, Abby.’ She nods and I maneuver her onto her back, pulling off her lace panties and spreading her thighs apart. I trace the full lips of her pussy and run my finger through her slick slit before flicking it gently across her clit. She moans in bliss and I stop her from closing her thighs.

She sits up slightly as I lower my lips to her pink flesh and run my tongue across her skin and I feel her gently wrap her thighs around my head, pulling me closer. I love the way she tastes and how she arches her back against the mattress as I push my finger into her slit.

‘Oh God, yes.’ She cries out and I realize that I want to be inside of her. I kiss her again and lean down to bite her nipple as I tease her entrance with my cock. She’s tight and wet and as I ease inside of her, her expression changes to one of pure bliss. Each thrust feels incredible and she wraps her legs around my hips pulling me inside of her as she meets my rhythm exactly.

I roll over, pulling her on top of me and wrapping my hands around her hips as she rides me slowly. The air conditioning is off and the breeze from the ocean blows through the apartment, but a sheen of sweat appears on her body as she shifts her hips.

‘You’re so beautiful, Abby.’ She flushes slightly as I say that and leans over to kiss me again, pressing her body against me as she begins to move faster. I can feel myself about to come and roll her over again, pinning her hands above her head and leaning down to bite her small nipples as she moans and I feel her tight body clench beneath me.

I’m on the verge and after a few more strokes, I pull out and cover her stomach with my cum. She giggles and I collapse next to her, pulling her into my arms and holding her tight. Her heart is racing and I want to lay there forever. I kiss her head lightly and take a few seconds to think about how incredibly lucky I am.


Part 5




‘Want to get something to eat?’ I ask as I roll over and pinch Abby’s exposed nipple, causing her to squeal before she wraps her legs around me and pulls me close.

‘Sure.’ She kisses me languidly and ruffles my hair before I manage to lug myself out of bed. I stare at her for a few seconds, realizing how much I like her and hope that this isn’t a one off thing for her. ‘Where do you want to go?’ I fish out some clothes and get dressed as she tries to find what she was wearing when she got here.

‘Pizza?’ I shrug and nod and wait for her to finish getting ready as I check my messages.


Hey. Are you free to talk?


It’s Tiffany. I’m in a great mood right now and I don’t want to spoil it so I ignore the text. I spent the last year trying to talk to her. She can wait a few hours for me.

‘Ok, ready.’ Abby is dressed and smiling and I grab her hand as I lock the door behind us and steal a kiss before the elevator opens. We get inside and I press the button for the first floor. When the door opens, I’m surprised to see Joie standing there with a shocked expression on her face.

‘Oh! Joie, hi. This is, uh…’ I expect her to reach out and slap me but she simply extends her hand to Abby and they shake.

‘Abigail, how are you?’




What?


 
I would never have imagined that the two of them knew each other.



‘Joie, hi!’ We step out and they kiss cheeks and the elevator door closes behind us. I feel incredibly awkward as they chat and Abby invites her to get pizza with us. ‘That sounds wonderful. I need to drop off some papers with one of your neighbors, but I’ll see you when I’m done.’ She winks at me and enters the elevator with a quick wave. Abby grabs my hand and pulls me through the lobby and once we’re outside, my curiosity gets the better of me.

‘How do you two know each other?’ Abby smiles and I wonder if something fishy is going on.

‘We used to, uh, see each other.’ I feel my brain struggling to comprehend exactly what she’s saying.

‘Like what, like dating?’ I ask, unsure about how I want her to respond. Flashbacks of my issues with Tiffany resurface and I’m not sure if I want to go through that again.

‘Yeah, fucking, you know.’ She stops when she realizes why I might have a problem with that. ‘We’re both bi and it’s a small island so…’ Abby wraps her arms around me and stands on her toes to give me a kiss. ‘Don’t worry, it’s not the same as it was with your ex.’

Her words calm me down slightly and I start thinking about the two of them together and then the two of them together with me and I relax into the fantasy. It’ll never happen, but it doesn’t hurt to dream, right?

Abby grabs my hand and pulls me down the beach and towards the pizza place. I feel relieved that it’s casual and we slide into a booth and the waiter hands us menus.

‘What do you like?’ I ask as I look through the list of options and settle on a pepperoni.

‘Easy. Pepperoni.’ I break into a grin and lean across the table to give her a kiss not noticing that someone’s standing next to us.

‘Am I interrupting something?’ Joie’s arms are crossed and I’m worried that she’s pissed, but her lips break into a smile as she slides into the booth next to Abby and I can tell that she’s not upset at all. My head is swimming with the possibilities, but I decide to focus on the task at hand.

‘What kind of pizza do you want?’ We order and relax into the evening. Joie and Abby chat and when the food arrives, I realize that I’m starving. I grab a piece and notice that a gorgeous redhead at the bar keeps staring at me.

‘How’s the renovation going?’ Joie asks as she bites into a slice and I shrug, staring at Abby.

‘Ask the boss.’ I reply flippantly as Abby giggles.

‘We’re planning on having a grand opening in a week or so. I think it just needs a few more touches and everything will be perfect.’ Abby leans over and whispers in Joie’s ear and the two of them get out.

‘We’re going to the toilet. Be right back.’ Joie says as Abby drags her towards the back of the restaurant.

Now that I’m alone, I take the opportunity to get a better look at the woman seated at the bar. She’s wearing a white linen blouse and shorts and her paleness is in complete contrast to the deeply tanned skin of the surrounding tourists. She uncrosses her long legs and shifts slightly, giving me a look at her incredible body as she takes another long look at me.

Suddenly, she stands and walks in my direction, reaching into the bag slung over her shoulder as she pulls out a photo.

‘Are you Cole Ryan?’ She asks in a calm voice that has a slight accent. Her pale eyes bore into me and I feel a chill pass through my body.

‘Yes.’ I say, realizing that honesty is probably the best policy. Something about her makes me realize that this isn’t a casual pickup.

‘I have information about your uncle.’ She says as she hands me the photo. ‘Don’t discuss this with anyone. My number is on the back. Call me when you’re alone.’ She turns and leaves and my eyes follow her as she walks out. I glance down at the photo and see Bob. He’s older than I remember and wearing a suit and sunglasses. He appears to be unaware that a photo is being taken as he chats with another man at a cafe.

The image could have been taken a week ago or two years ago, I have no idea, but when I hear Abby and Joie’s voices, I quickly tuck the piece of paper into the pocket and try to look casual.

‘Did we miss anything?’ Abby slides into the other side of the booth and takes a sip of her beer.

‘No, nothing at all.’ I say as I realize that I won’t be able to stop thinking about the photo until I can call the woman and find out what all of this is about. ‘I just realized how tired I am.’

‘I have an early day tomorrow, too.’ Joie says as she calls the waiter over to pay. I can tell that Abby’s disappointed that the party is breaking up so early, but as we leave I give her a kiss and she gets into a taxi with Joie.

I’m disappointed as I watch them drive off, but I wouldn’t be good company for either of them tonight.

Once they’re out of sight, I pull out the photo to get a better look, but realize that I don’t know what I should be looking for. When I flip it over, I notice a scrawled note and a phone number with a country code I don’t recognize.


Call me. We need to talk.



Lina



________________________
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The Farm Life




A Hometown Harem Series



Sometimes you find the thing you need the most in the place you least expect it.







After moving back to my hometown to take care of my family farm, I began to wonder if this was the life I really wanted to live. All of that changed when I met Kate. She's gorgeous, smart and wants to go out with me.





When a fight breaks out at a bar on our first date, I'm worried that it's going to ruin everything, but instead I meet Chloe. She wants to get to know me better and who am I to say no?
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Family Business: A Sexy Italian Adventure










Never again.







That's what I told myself when my wife left me. All I wanted was a motorcycle and the open roads of Tuscany. That changed when I met Gianna. She was gorgeous, sexy and completely into me. Once she decided to thank me for a random act of kindness with the most incredible night of my life, it was all over.






Then I met Bella...






Now I'm questioning if I want to return to my old life or stay here and see what happens with these two incredible women.
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