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Part 1





‘Nice turnout.’ The volume in the room is a low roar and the DJ that Joie hired is still spinning even though the party was supposed to end an hour ago. The crowd looks like they’re enjoying themselves and I take a moment to think about how happy I am right now.

‘I have you to thank for that.’ I say as the beautiful woman standing next to me takes a sip of her drink. The evening air is warm and the crowd is flowing out onto the beach. ‘I’m worried someone is going to complain about the noise, though.’

‘You’re not in Illinois anymore, Cole. No one here cares if the party goes loud or late. The only thing they’ll complain about is running out of booze.’ Joie’s words reassure me and I wrap my arm around her and pull her close. Her striking blue eyes pierce through me and as thoughts about what we were doing a few hours ago flit through my mind, I can feel myself wanting her again.

‘Where’s Abby?’ Joie looks around for the other woman in my life and just thinking about her causes a chill to ripple through me.

‘I think she’s working the bar.’ I nod towards the back room and a beautiful brunette emerges, carrying two bottles of expensive wine that someone ordered. When she sees me she smiles and gives the bottles to the waitress with detailed instructions.

‘I’m so glad I decided to send her over to meet you.’ Joie says as she grins slyly and I finally realize that I was set up from the beginning.

‘I knew it.’ Something about the way Abby just showed up at the bar as thought she was looking for me had always struck me as odd. Abby confided that they had been significantly more than casual acquaintances and Joie knew that I desperately needed help reopening the bar. I did need help and Abby was an experienced bartender, so I guess I can’t get too upset.



‘What’s the problem?’ Joie whispers as she strokes my cheek softly. ‘It all worked out,

 

non


 
?’ As I lean closer to kiss her I feel a tug on my arm.



‘What did I miss?’ Abby slides onto the stool next to me as she keeps close watch on the crowd. My eyes skim over her and I wonder how I ended up with both of these women. A few months ago, my life was a disaster. My wife had left me for another woman and everything that could go wrong had. It all changed when I got an email from a sexy French lawyer who told me my uncle had died and left me everything.

‘I finally told Cole that I, uh, arranged your meeting.’ Abby glares at Joie and I wonder why they kept it a secret. I shake it off and shrug.

‘All’s well that ends well, right?’ Abby pops an olive into her mouth and leans towards me for a kiss. It’s amazing that they’re both ok with this. The three of us haven’t been together, but I’m hoping that my luck doesn’t run out and it happens soon.

Just thinking about it makes me hard.

A loud crash sounds on the other side of the room and Abby pops up, rushing towards the crowd that’s gathered around whatever happened. With so many people here, something was bound to get broken. It’s getting late and as I stifle a yawn, I realize that I’m ready for the festivities to start winding down.

I grab my glass and tap a knife against it in an attempt to get everyone’s attention. I’ve never been great at toasts, but it seems appropriate and I feel like I need to say something about the man who made all of this possible. I look out over the crowd and smile at the people I recognize, happy to have such great support.

‘It’s been fantastic having everyone here tonight.’ A cheer goes up and I hold up my glass. ‘Like all of you, I’m sad that Uncle Bob can’t be here tonight, but I’m sure he would want us all to have a good time.’ A few people whistle and I look at his photo on the wall. ‘I really appreciate you all coming and let’s raise our glasses to Robert Ryan.’ Everyone cheers at the toast and we all drink.



Part 2





‘That was really incredible.’ I say as I send home the last of the wait staff. Abby hoists herself onto the bar and nods as she finishes counting out the cash from the evening. The door towards the beach is open and the cool evening breeze drifts inside.

‘You’re telling me.’ I peer outside and notice that the darkness is fading as streaks of pink color the sky above the ocean. ‘This should cover the renovation costs and the first few weeks of operations.’

‘I had some great help.’ I say as I grab the pile of cash and stuff it into my backpack at the end of the bar. ‘Thank you both so much for everything.’

Abby flushes slightly as she smiles self consciously. ‘Joie did a great job sprucing the place up. I swear it went from being a rickety shack to the swankiest bar on Bonne Chance.’

‘I don’t know about that, but I’m happy with the result.’ Joie says as she pulls her blonde hair back into a loose ponytail. ‘Maybe I should give up the law and go into interior design.’

‘Yeah right.’ Abby quips as she narrows her eyes. ‘You love being a lawyer more than anything. Arguing with judges, suing people for ungodly sums of money, locating wayward nephews to tell them about their uncle’s untimely demise...’ Joie shrugs, not denying that she’s definitely found her calling.

‘Well, the last one is my favorite.’ She blushes, suddenly realizing what she said. ‘Sorry, I didn’t mean…’

‘It’s ok, I know what  you mean.’ I pull the ethereal blonde into my arms and give her a kiss. As much as I hate that my uncle died, none of this would have happened if he was still around and even though I’m not really a religious person, I like to think that he’s somewhere cheering me on.

Joie’s lips are soft and sweet and as she presses herself against me, my body responds. She’s insatiable and between her and Abby, I’m exhausted. I hear Abby clear her throat, so I turn and give her a kiss as well. They’re so different in terms of looks and personality, but complement each other perfectly.

‘So you two never talk about when you were together.’ I try to egg them on. Just imagining Abby buried between Joie’s thighs is getting me hard and I’ll do whatever’s necessary to see it for myself.

‘It was brief.’ Joie states and I worry that the conversation is over, but she continues. ‘But very passionate. It was Abby’s decision to end it.’ I turn my attention to Abby and can see that her cheeks are flushed.

‘I… I was going through a weird time and had some doubts.’ She says as looks down at her drink. ‘I mean, it wasn’t that I didn’t love fucking Joie.’ She glances at the other woman and I can see her eyes sparkle as she grins shyly. ‘I mean, that part was amazing, but I had some other issues that I needed to deal with before I could invest in a serious relationship.’



‘I wish you had told me that,

 

cherie


 
, we could have worked it out together.’ She leans over to move a few pieces of hair away from Abby’s forehead before putting her fingers under her chin and giving her a kiss. Electricity sizzles through the warm air as Abby leans closer, tilting her head slightly as she returns the kiss, clearly enjoying it. As they part, I feel all of the blood in my body rushing to my dick, but don’t want to interrupt whatever’s happening.



‘I think Cole’s feeling left out.’ Abby says as she gets up and walks towards me. I pat on my lap and she perches on my knee, wrapping her arms around my neck as she leans against me.

‘You should do something about that, then.’ Joie leans back in her chair and gazes at her friend with a feral look in her eye. Abby leans over and kisses me, pushing her tongue into my mouth as her hand creeps down my chest. ‘That’s very sexy.’ Joie’s voice is like velvet and I crack open my eyes and see that she’s moved her hand between her legs.

Abby brushes against my rock hard cock and as her fingers find my zipper, I shift slightly so she has easier access. Her lips are soft and flutter against mine as she pulls my shirt over my head. Abby pauses as she glances at Joie and the other woman seems disappointed that the show isn’t continuing.

‘Don’t stop for me. I’m completely self sufficient.’ She says, smiling wickedly as she slowly unbuttons her blouse and pulls it aside to expose her incredible breasts. They’re round and full and tipped with pink nipples she pinches lightly. I moan as Abby pulls out my dick and begins stroking me slowly so that Joie can see.

‘Mmmm.’ Joie murmurs. ‘I like that.’

I’m so fucking turned on right now and untie the string that’s holding up Abby’s skimpy brown halter top. The material falls down, revealing her small, perky breasts and I roughly pinch one of her nipples, causing her to gasp. Her lips find mine and she leans into the kiss as she straddles my thigh and grinds herself against me.

Her hand is still working and when she grips my cock a little too tight, I squirm uncomfortably. Sex with her is amazing, but she doesn’t have much experience and I feel bad correcting her. When she lowers herself onto her knees in front of me, I breathe a sigh of relief and exhale as she takes me into her mouth.

‘Fuck.’ It feels so good and I tangle my fingers in her short brown hair, pulling her closer as she swallows me. It feels incredible, but I can tell that she’s having trouble finding a good rhythm. Joie notices and tsks lightly.



‘You’re doing it wrong,

 

cherie


 
. Let me show you how to do it properly.’ Abby flushes awkwardly as she wipes her lips, but she moves aside as her friend joins her on the floor in front of me. Joie brushes aside a few strings of Abby’s brown hair and cradles her face in her hands. When their lips meet, I can feel my balls getting tight and ready as I prepare myself for what’s coming. Joie smiles at Abby, then turns her attention to me.



‘First, you need to look him in the eye to let him know that you’re going to take care of him.’ I swallow as her hot gaze caresses me. Her accent is so sexy and the way the words fall out of her mouth is doing things to me that I can’t explain.

‘Tease him a bit and make him want it more.’ I watch as she brushes her lips against my shaft, causing a rush of chills to permeate my body. ‘Pay attention to the head here,’ She brushes her finger across the tip and I grip the chair tightly. ‘That is where all of the nerves are and men enjoy it when you kiss it.’ Joie leans down and presses her lips against the wet flesh, then motions for Abby to do it too. The other woman scoots closer and I bite my lip as Abby gives me a sultry smile and does as she’s told.

‘Good girl.’ Joie purrs. ‘Now,’ I feel like I’m about to come and try to think about anything else other than what’s happening right now. ‘You see how he’s straining?’ Abby nods her head as a giggle escapes her lips and I roll my eyes teasingly, ready for Joie to get on with it. ‘Now is when you take him into your mouth.’ Joie kisses the tip again before wrapping her lips around my shaft and sucking lightly. She rocks her head a few times and gently cups my balls in her hand before pulling away.

‘Suck a little bit, but not too much, then take him as far into your throat as you can.’ I look away as she pulls me into her mouth and I feel her swallowing me.

Abby strokes her friend’s hair as she moves her head up and down, finding a rhythm that takes me to the edge. She’s giving me the best blow job of my life and I’m having a hard time holding back. I look through the windows and see the sun peek over the horizon and feel a jolt of pleasure pulsate through me.

I can’t take anymore and pull her off her knees and onto my thigh. Her blonde hair is loose and cascades around the lightly tanned skin on her shoulders as she turns her head to kiss me. I spread her thighs and explore the glistening pink skin nestled inside. As my fingers find her clit, I can feel Abby’s hot gaze boring into us as she leans against a chair and pushes her fingers into her panties.

Joie eases herself onto my rock hard cock and she gasps as I slide inside of her tight, wet slit. She straddles me and I spread her thighs apart with mine as my hands explore her body. Her breasts are large and firm and I roughly squeeze her hard nipples, causing her to cry out.



‘

 

Mon dieu.


 
’ She whispers and I spread her thighs further apart as Abby positions herself in front of her. I massage Joie’s breasts, roughly pinching her nipples as Abby teases her clit with her tongue. Joie inhales sharply as her moans fill the large room and I can feel myself on the verge as Joie’s soft, warm body writhes against me. I feel her clench around my cock as I explode inside of her, panting as her body relaxes and she arches her back against me.



‘Wow. That was really fucking hot.’ Abby says and I have to agree. My heart is racing and I’m exhausted.

‘Poor Abby.’ Joie stands and joins her friend, running her fingers through her before kissing her softly. Her fingers trace the other woman’s cheek before sliding down her neck and towards her breasts. When she bites at her nipple, Abby inhales sharply and looks over at me.

‘Do you think he can go again? I’d be sad if I didn’t get a turn.’ Abby says as she bites her lip.

‘I think he’s up for it, if you ask nicely.’ Joie winks at me, then takes a look at my dick. It’s already getting hard again, but it could use a little help.

‘Make sure Abby’s ready. I don’t mind waiting.’ I wink at Joie and she laughs as she gets on her knees in front of the other woman.

‘Like this?’ She laughs and I wink at her as I give myself a few strokes. I can see Joie’s tongue darting into Abby’s pussy, expertly flitting across her clit as she grabs onto a chair for support. I realize that I can’t wait any longer and push Abby onto a nearby table. She spreads her thighs and gives me a seductive look as I stare at her tight body, enjoying the sight of her spread out on the table.

She wraps her legs around me and pulls me closer and as our lips meet, I slide myself inside of her slick hole. Each thrust causes her to gasp and Joie gives her a kiss before leaning over to suck one of her nipples. Her moans grow louder and as she clenches around me, I explode inside of her, panting like I’ve just run a marathon. After a few seconds, she pushes me off of her and sits up, looking around at the mess we’ve made. The place is a disaster and I try to find my clothes that are strewn all over the bar.

‘I think we have some cleaning up to do.’ I joke and the three of us laugh before heading back to my apartment for some much needed sleep.



Part 3





The late morning sun pierces through the window and I realize that I’m not alone. A blonde head is resting on my arm and I carefully pull myself away, sneaking out as I take one last look at the two gorgeous women in my bed. I smile like an idiot as I think about what happened last night. I realize how thirsty I am and  grab a bottle of water from the fridge and take a deep drink before starting some coffee. I’m so distracted that I don’t hear a pair of feet padding closer.

‘Wow, it’s late!’ Abby is wearing nothing but one of my old t-shirts and smiles brightly as she stands on her toes to give me a kiss. She grabs the bottle of water from my hand and takes a drink before checking on the status of the coffee.

‘How did you sleep?’ I ask as flashes from last night continue to fill my mind. I know that the two of them had been together, but experiencing it was something I could have only dreamed of a few months ago.

‘Great.’ She pulls herself onto the marble countertop as she grabs a banana and starts to peel it. ‘The bed is a little small though. If you want to have regular sleepovers, it might not be a bad idea to upgrade.’

‘Yeah, I’ll take care of that today.’ I say as Joie joins us. Judging by the annoyed look on her face, I can tell she’s not a morning person.

‘God, could you two keep it down?’ For some reason, Abby descends a fit of giggles and I shrug as I wrap my arms around Joie. She found a ratty robe somewhere and her hair is wild and tangled, but she’s still one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen.

‘Sorry.’ I apologize as I kiss the top of her head. ‘Do you want some coffee?’ She nods grumpily and Abby jumps off the counter and retrieves three mugs, clearly awake, even if the rest of us aren’t.

‘You like it black, right?’ Joie nods again as Abby slides the mug across the counter and pours one for me.

‘Any plans for today?’ I ask. Now that the bar is officially open, Abby and I will need to spend regular hours there, but I’m not sure exactly how we’ll work that out.



‘I have a meeting at…’ Joie glances at her watch. ‘

 

Merde!


 
I have to go.’ She suddenly looks panicked and storms into the bedroom to get dressed. Abby rolls her eyes and takes a sip of coffee before Joie rushes out and gives me a kiss.



‘I’ll see you later, right?’ She nods and squeezes Abby’s hand before leaving. I watch her go and turn back to Abby, who shrugs, clearly not surprised about Joie’s sudden departure.

‘That’s why it never worked out with us. She’s an absolute workaholic.’ Abby says as she gives me a grin.

‘Someone has to bring home the bacon, right?’ Abby bursts into laughter and she stares at the liquid in her cup for a few minutes. The silence is comfortable and the sound of the waves crashing outside fills the space and calms me.

‘What do you want in life, Cole?’ Abby asks as she focuses her gaze on me.

‘Isn’t it kind of early in the day for questions like that?’ I joke, trying to brush it off, but she’s not having it and clears her throat expectantly. ‘Uh, well…’ I trail off, genuinely unsure of how to answer. That question has followed me for years, but for the past few weeks I haven’t even considered it. My life has turned into what I wanted and for the first time I can remember, I feel content. ‘I don’t know, I mean, I think I’ve found it.’

Red lights go off in my mind as I realize how absolutely corny that sounds. To my surprise, Abby smiles and jumps off the counter, padding across the marble floor towards me then stands on her toes to give me a kiss.

‘That’s actually really sweet, Cole.’ Her lips brush against mine and I can feel a surge of electricity race through my body.

‘What about you?’ I ask as she steps away and pours herself some more coffee. She leans over the counter and my t-shirt barely covers her ass. It’s so sexy and I can’t stop leering like a perv.

‘You know I was married, too.’ I’m surprised by her confession. She never hinted at being seriously attached to anyone before.

‘Yeah, I didn’t have much of a choice, but as soon as it happened, I knew that I had to get away.’ She says as she takes a sip of coffee and looks towards the ocean. ‘I was, uh, raised in something like a cult.’

‘What? Wow, really?’ I’m stunned and completely unsure of how to respond. It’s a serious confession and I’ve never known anyone in a situation like that before. ‘How did it happen?’

‘We didn’t see it that way, but now that I look back, I’m pretty sure that’s what it was.’ She pauses, clearly upset about the memories that are being dredged up. ‘My parents got pulled in when I was five. The guy convinced them that he was in contact with aliens and that we needed to prepare for the invasion or whatever.’ She laughs, but I can see that she’s having a tough time. ‘It sounds so ridiculous now that I’m talking about it. I mean, who would believe something like that?’

‘People do crazy things, Abby.’

‘I know. They were looking for something, but I wish they didn’t pull me into their bullshit along the way.’  She says as she scoffs. ‘I had to marry this guy, some sort of elder, when I was eighteen. That was when I realized how crazy the whole thing was and I managed to get away. An organization for cult victims helped me escape- the first few months were tough, but I realized that I made the right decision.’

‘I’m sorry that happened to you.’ I attempt to comfort her as I pull her close and give her a bear hug. She wraps her arms around me and squeezes tight.

‘I haven’t really told anyone about it before. It’s just too fucked up.’ I rub her back and we stand there for a few minutes. I can only imagine what something like that must have been like, but the only thing I can offer her is my support.

‘Look, I’m here for you, alright?’ She pulls away and stares at me with wet eyes. ‘Whatever you need- if I can do it, I will, ok?’ She nods and I’m really glad she felt comfortable enough with me to tell me about her life, as painful as it is. Suddenly I hear the buzzer and I can’t believe the absolutely miserable timing. I want to ignore it but Abby motions towards the box on the wall.

‘You should get that.’ She says as she wipes her eyes, giving me a faint smile before padding towards the bedroom.

‘Coming!’ I yell to no one as I manage to find a shirt and pull it over my head. It’s still fairly early and I have no idea who it could be. I press the button on the intercom and yell into it, furious that whoever it is had to come right now.

‘Hi! Uh, is this Cole Ryan?’ My stomach drops to the floor as I hear a familiar voice.
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I feel like I’m in a daze as I open the door to the hallway. The elevator is slowly making its way up to my floor and I can feel my blood pressure spike as it gets closer. The door opens and a woman casually strolls towards me.

‘Tiff?’ My ex wife smiles casually, acting as though we haven’t just gone through a traumatic divorce. I take a quick look back into the apartment and move into the hall, closing the door quietly behind me. The last thing I want is for Abby to witness the inevitable confrontation. ‘What the fuck are you doing here?’

‘Are you upset?’ She looks heartbroken and I shake my head. We were together long enough that I can read her like a book. Her green eyes are confused and she brushes a few strands of her long auburn hair behind her ear.

‘No, I… I just…’ Looking at her is dredging up emotions that I don’t want to deal with right now and I lean against the wall and breathe slowly, trying not to let my anger control me. ‘This really isn’t a good time.’ I need to get her out of here now. ‘Where are you staying?’

‘Yeah, I mean… I thought I could just crash with you. Your dad told me you were here and I thought maybe we could talk before finalizing everything.’ My mind is racing as hot anger rushes to the surface and I can’t believe she’s standing here telling me that she wants to talk.

‘This divorce is final, Tiffany, and what do you mean, talk? I tried talking to you for months but you never answered your phone.’ My words are jumbled as I blurt them out. She takes a few steps back as I continue. ‘You completely ignored me unless you wanted something or to remind me to sign the fucking papers. The papers are signed and sent- what the fuck do you want now?’ I immediately feel guilty about my outburst and try to calm down. The look on her face is breaking my heart and even though I’m bitter about the entire situation, I wish I could take back what I said.

‘Cole?’ I hear Abby’s voice calling out from inside the apartment and wish this wasn’t happening right now.

‘Yeah, I’ll be back in a minute.’ I shout, but the door opens and Abby peers into the corridor to see what’s going on.

‘Oh… hi.’ She says hesitantly as she looks at Tiffany. Her gaze shifts to me and I can tell she’s embarrassed. ‘I can leave now if you want.’

Tiffany is speechless for once as her gaze shifts between Abby and I. Clearly she wasn’t expecting me to be with someone. ‘You have…company?’ Her pretty face crumples slightly and I’m worried that she’s going to start crying.

‘No.’ I say to Abby and lean down to give her a kiss. ‘Wait for me inside, I’ll explain everything in a few minutes.’ When I return my attention to Tiffany, I can see the rage on her face and I hear Abby close the door softly behind me. I motion for Tiffany to join me at the end of the hallway. Abby doesn’t need to hear this and I don’t want to give Tiffany the satisfaction of having a screaming match in front of another woman.

She follows me the ten steps towards the elevator and as I turn to face her, I can tell she’s hurt and upset. I catch a glimpse of why I fell in love with her, then remember the pain she caused me and harden myself against her assault.

‘What the fuck is going on here, Cole?’ She points at the door and I can’t believe what I’m hearing.

‘Tiffany, you need to get a grip, alright? We are divorced and I have a right to move on with my life.’ I blurt out as I lean against the wall and pinch the bridge of my nose, trying to fight the headache that’s pressing against the front of my skull. ‘You wanted this; I don’t know why you’re backtracking now.’ Her eyes tear up and I hate that she’s doing this to me.

‘I don’t know, I… I’ve just been thinking a lot about us and the time we spent together.’ She bites her lip and gazes at the floor. ‘I realized that you’re a really great guy and I hate to let what we had together go. Maybe we could talk about it?’

I’m actually listening to her and despise myself for giving her this much time. I think about Abby waiting for me inside, and I realize that I don’t want to risk what I have now. I’m with two absolutely incredible women and the last thing I want is to drive them away because my crazy ex-wife decided that she made a mistake.

‘Look, Tiffany.’ I try to keep an even keel, even though my heart is racing. ‘I have a lot going on right now, I can’t deal with this today. There’s a hotel down the street called La Soliel, tell the owner you’re with me and he’ll get you a room.’

‘Ok.’ Her green eyes study me and a chill rushes through my body as I realize that I still have strong feelings for her. ‘When can we talk?’

‘I’m expecting some deliveries at the bar in an hour and need to be there. Go to the hotel, get some sleep and maybe we can meet for coffee later?’ I say, offering her a rope and wondering if she’ll take it. Joie assured me that once the papers were signed and delivered, the divorce was final, so she can’t be here for the money. That thought makes me feel slightly better and I relax as she considers my offer.

‘Fine. I’ll see you soon.’ Her words hang in the air as she turns and retreats into the elevator. My mind races as I walk back inside the apartment.

‘What was that?’ Abby is sitting on the counter and I have no idea where to begin.

‘That is my ex-wife.’ I say as I pour myself a cup of coffee.

‘She seems a little crazy.’ Abby smiles as she swings her legs and I cock my eyebrow.

‘Yeah, that’s a fairly accurate assessment.’ I say as I laugh. My pulse is finally slowing down and I put the mug on the counter. ‘How are you feeling?’ I don’t want her to think she’s being put aside.

‘I’m fine.’ She says as she bites her lip and leans over for a kiss. Her touch relaxes me and a wave of intense lust takes over. ‘I’ve been thinking about last night, though, and Joie’s, uh, demonstration.’

‘What part are you thinking about exactly?’ I ask teasingly, putting extra emphasis on the last word.

‘You know,’ She whispers, her breath brushing across my skin. ‘How to give a better blow job.’

‘Oh, yeah…’ I kiss her again and she wraps her legs around me. ‘Want to go practice now?’ The drama with Tiffany has completely left my mind and I pick her up and carry her to the bedroom then toss her onto the bed. She squeals as I crawl next to her, my hand gliding up her thigh and towards her drenched pussy. My fingers weave through her flesh as she kisses me and when I reach her clit, she gasps.

‘No, it’s your turn.’ She says as she gets on her knees and strips off the t-shirt she was wearing. I take a moment to stare admiringly at her slim body for a few seconds before she begins undressing me. Once I’m naked, she grasps my dick in her hand and I can tell that she’s trying to remember what she saw Joie do last night.

‘Relax, Abby.’ I say as she stares at my cock intently, grabbing it in her small hand as she begins to stroke. When her grip gets too tight I squirm and she notices.

‘Sorry.’ Her face flushes and I feel bad for correcting her.

‘It’s ok, just… you know… it’s sensitive.’ I give her an apologetic smile. ‘Don’t stress about it, I love being with you and it doesn’t matter.’ She pouts as she crawls on top of me and leans down for a kiss.

‘I love being with you too, Cole. I just want to make you happy.’ Her smile is bright and warm and I caress her face, wanting to tell her how much I love her but worried that I’ll drive her away. I roll her over and kiss her small breasts, sucking her dusky nipples as she cries out. I leave a trail of kisses down her stomach, pulling apart her thighs as I bury my face between them. She tastes so sweet and good and I take my time, lingering on her swollen clit and she writhes beneath me.

‘You make me very happy.’ I murmur as I linger between her thighs, exploring the glistening folds as I tease her unrelentingly. Her skin is soft and warm and I can’t get enough of her scent.

‘Mmmm.’ Her lips are parted as she arches her back against the mattress and I slide a finger inside of her, crooking it slightly as her eyes fly open and she spreads her thighs further apart. When I push another one inside of her, she gasps and her moaning intensifies. As I rub the top of her slit, she clenches around my fingers as she cries out and then relaxes.

‘Did you come?’ I’m pretty sure I know the answer, but wait for her to nod before sliding myself into her. She’s wet and tight and I let her roll me over and take control.

‘I could stay here like this all day.’ She leans over to kiss me before grabbing my wrists and forcing them over my head, holding them in place as she slowly twists her hips, driving me crazy. ‘Maybe I’ll tie you up like this and make you my fuck toy.’ She laughs wickedly and kisses me again.

‘I like the sound of that.’ I say, absolutely serious about my willingness to go along with her proposition. I sit up, wrapping my arms around her as she kisses me deeply. Her body feels so good against mine and she wraps her legs around me as she glides up and down on my cock. I can’t hold it any longer and release inside of her, falling back onto the mattress as she crawls next to me and kisses my forehead gently.

‘I’ll always be here for you, Cole.’ Her words are exactly what I want to hear and I relax into the sounds of the ocean and the warm breeze as she pulls me close and holds me tight.



Part 5





‘So you’re sure the divorce has been finalized?’ I ask. Joie is sitting across from me at the bar and casually sips a glass of wine as I tell her about what happened a few hours ago.

‘Yes. You signed the papers and they were successfully delivered to her lawyer’s office. Your marriage is dissolved according to the state of Illinois.’ I breathe a sigh of relief as she reaches across the table and grabs my hand. ‘You owe her nothing, but you might regret it later if you don’t tell her exactly how you feel. This is most likely your last chance.’

‘Yeah, you’re right.’ I say as I shake my head. I haven’t mentioned how good seeing her felt or how I actually considered the possibility of getting back together with her for a few brief moments. ‘We’re having coffee in an hour. I just hope she doesn’t make a scene.’ During the last few months of our relationship, she would lash out about the smallest things, even if we were in public.

‘I just don’t understand why women do that. Why would you want to embarrass yourself in an attempt to humiliate another person?’ Joie says as she daintily takes another sip of wine. ‘Have some dignity.’

‘That passion is part of the reason I fell for her in the first place, but it’s too self destructive and caused a lot of problems.’ I say as I look around the bar. It’s still early afternoon, but the place is bustling. There’s a mix of tourists and locals and Abby has the whole thing under control.



‘Business is good,

 

non


 
?’



‘We’ve only been open for a few days, so I’m sure that some of it is just curiosity, but we’ll see how it’s going once the novelty wears off.’ Even though I have a nice stash of cash in the bank now, it’s good to have something coming in. ‘I also have a great manager.’ I say as Abby approaches the table. ‘And a shark lawyer.’ I wink at Joie and she smiles proudly.

‘What are you two talking about?’ Abby pulls out a chair and joins us.

‘Business and divorce- you know, fun stuff.’ I take a sip of water as I look at the clock. ‘Shit, I’d better go.’ I give Joie a light kiss and notice that Abby is playfully pouting. I move to the other side of the table and lean down to brush my lips against hers. ‘I’ll see you in a few hours. Wish me luck!’

‘Don’t let her take your balls!’ Joie calls out behind me and she and Abby burst into a fit of laughter. I wave as I walk through the door and down the sidewalk to the cafe where we agreed to meet. The air is warm and the breeze lifts my spirits as I try to steel myself for what’s ahead.

Our relationship had always been great. Tiffany was over the top and a little bit crazy, but I liked that. When I say that her decision to leave me came as a surprise, I absolutely mean it. We were friends first and lovers second and I guess that was ultimately the problem.

The cafe is half full and I take a seat on the veranda. If things get heated, I don’t want the entire island to have an intimate knowledge of our relationship issues.

‘Cafe Americano, please.’ The waiter nods and I sit by myself, scrolling through some old messages as I wait for her to arrive. My coffee comes and I look around, wondering if she didn’t see me. Suddenly my phone beeps.


Sorry, running late- be there in 5.


If there’s one thing I remember about Tiff it’s that even in a life and death situation, she will always be late. I calm down slightly and continue to scroll, realizing that there are two messages from an unknown number.


Cole- it’s Lina, we really need to talk.



It’s me again. Please contact me on this number as soon as possible. It’s very important.


I only have a few seconds to think about that message before someone plops into the seat across from me.

‘Hey, sorry. Mom had a panic attack when she found out where I am.’ Tiffany is flushed and I waive the waiter over. She adjusts her top and throws her purse on a nearby chair before returning her attention to me. I take a minute to drink her in. She was always beautiful, but now I remember why I fell so hard for her. Something about her was, and still is, intensely appealing.

‘How’s Eloise?’ I ask. Her mom and I were always close and I think she was more upset about the divorce than Tiffany.

‘Good, she sends her love.’ My ex wife places her order and returns her attention to me. There’s an awkward silence as we try to figure out what needs to be said. Finally she shakes her head and looks down at the table. ‘You seem different. In a positive way.’

Part of me feels flattered, but I can’t help but wonder what the hell she wants and I decide to get straight to the point. ‘So, why are you here?’

An uncomfortable silence descends on us and I don’t know if she’s trying to decide what to say or if she’s genuinely upset and wants to make it better. We stare at each other for a few minutes, each sizing up the other as we attempt to determine the direction of the conversation. She runs her hand through her long auburn hair and when she shifts, her shirt parts slightly and I can see the curve of her full breast. A rush of lust pulsates through me and I force myself to remember what she put me through to keep from doing anything stupid.

The stalemate is broken when the waiter returns with her coffee and she pours in too much sugar, then stirs. She takes a sip and I can tell that she’s stalling. I’m in no hurry and wait patiently.

‘Honestly? I don’t know.’ She confesses as she stirs the drink again. ‘The way it ended, the fact that I wasn’t honest with you from the beginning… everything. I always saw myself as the victim, but I never stopped to think about how you must have felt, having your life uprooted that way.’

I’m honestly surprised that she’s being so introspective. I loved Tiffany with all my heart, but she had always been dense when it came to other people’s feelings. Part of me wonders if she’s finally grown up or if this is all just an act because she learned I have money now.

‘Look, Tiffany, things have changed and you’re right, I’m not the same guy.’ I motion for the waiter to bring the bill and pay. ‘I have options now and I’ve finally found my place. I don’t know what this is, I mean, I thought you wanted to be with women.’

‘I do…’ She leans forward and rubs her temples, looking for the right words and I’m worried she’s just going to tell me what I want to hear. ‘It was something I had always felt, but didn’t really understand and I needed to satisfy that curiosity before it was too late.’

‘I get it, Tiff. We were young when we got together, but why didn’t you tell me earlier? I was actually fine with opening the marriage so you could fulfill that…need. You were the one who decided to leave.’ She leans back in her chair and stares at the ocean as her pouty lips curl into a subtle smile.

‘It’s really beautiful here, Cole.’ She’s not answering and the frustration comes rushing back. I don’t feel like dealing with this again.

‘Listen, it sounds like you still have some shit to work out. I can only assume that you’re here because you want some sort of reconciliation. If you want it to work, you’re going to need to make a serious effort to convince me. Otherwise, I think it’s best if we go our separate ways.’ I say as I stand to go. That’s obviously not what she wants to hear, but something in her eyes tells me that this isn’t over.



Part 6





I insert my key into the door and my heart stops when I realize that it’s already unlocked.

‘Shit.’ I mumble to myself. I must have forgotten to lock it when I left this morning. I walk across the large, open space and throw the mail on the counter and head towards the bar to pour myself a drink. My adrenaline is still in overdrive from my meeting with Tiffany and I need something to calm my racing mind down. I pour a shot of whisky into a glass and right as I’m about to put the decanter back in its place, I hear a low and sultry voice from the other side of the room.

‘I’ll take one too.’

I freeze, instantly realizing who it is.

‘Ice?’ I ask.

‘Neat.’ She replies and I pour her a glass.

‘I was going to call today, but something came up.’ Flashes of my conversation with Tiffany randomly sprinkle my thoughts as I turn to face her. ‘So, what was it that you wanted to speak with me about?’

I walk slowly towards the incredibly gorgeous and beguiling woman seated at the heavy wooden table on the other side of the kitchen. Her sharp eyes read me subtly and I can feel myself giving into a weird lust that’s beginning to permeate my body as I stare at her creamy shoulders and the swell of her breasts. I manage to hand her the glass and smile as I hold it aloft.

She lifts her glass and takes a drink before placing it on the counter and pulling out her phone. I watch as she scrolls through a series of images, clearly looking for something specific. The whisky feels good going down and I patiently wait for her to finish, not bothering to ask what the hell she’s doing in my apartment. A month ago, I would have thought this was insane, but at this point it seems like a perfectly normal turn of events.

‘This,’ She hands over the phone as I take a close look at the picture on the screen. ‘Is what I’m looking for.’ I stare at the image for a few seconds and realize it’s one of the several dozen small figurines in the bedroom. I hand back the phone and eye her carefully. ‘I need to return them to their rightful owner.’

‘Who are you?’ I finally ask, stunned by how gorgeous she is. Her reddish hair cascades like silk over her shoulders and her pale skin is a stark contrast to the bronzed tourists I see daily.

‘Robert and I were… friends.’ The way she emphasizes friends makes me wonder if there was more. She shakes her head as though attempting to dislodge the memory and continues. ‘We worked together on several… projects and this one in particular has caused some problems.’ Her words are cryptic and I wonder if there’s more to this whole thing than a mixed up business venture.

‘Listen, I really feel like I should speak with my lawyer about this.’ I say as she takes another sip of whisky. ‘You break into my house and make demands and I’m not even sure if I have what you want.’

‘They’re in the bedroom.’ Her words are clipped and impatient and I feel like I’m treading on thin ice. Something in her eyes tells me that is a courtesy and she’ll take the figurines whether I give them to her or not. ‘I don’t want to take something that doesn’t belong to me, but I will if I have to.’ Her voice changes and a smile tugs at the corner of her pink lips as her dark eyes pierce through me. ‘I’ve retired from that… line of work.’

‘Why don’t you show me what you’re talking about, ok?’ I say, trying to buy some time. Something about her is dangerous and I don’t want to piss her off. I motion for her to lead the way and she struts across the apartment. She’s tall and lithe and the way she swivels her hips as she walks is mesmerizing. We enter the bedroom and I take another look at the collection. I had always thought they were cheap knick knacks from Bob’s travels, but the way she eyes them makes me realize that there’s something more. My eyes glance over the photo of Bob and the gorgeous woman and I realize it’s her.


Maybe she is telling the truth after all.


‘Here.’ She says as she picks up one of the smaller carvings, a wild boar. Her eyes sparkle as she turns it in her hand and lovingly traces the smooth edges.

‘What is it?’ I’m curious as to why she’s so interested in something that looks like it came from the flea market.

‘These are netsuke- an accessory that was popular with men in the Edo period in Japan.’ Her voice is calm as she repeats the details and I nod, interested but confused as to why Bob would have these. ‘This one is wood.’ She hands me the tiny boar and picks up another one in the shape of a rabbit that’s white. ‘This one is ivory. They were all created by a master craftsman and that’s where their true value lies.’

‘Why would Bob be interested in this stuff? He liked fishing and diving, not art or whatever.’ Lina replaces the object and turns to face me, crossing her arms in front of her chest defensively.

‘Your uncle was a complex man.’ I feel like I’m the only one who didn’t realize that.

‘Ok.’ I say before pausing, trying to figure out what to ask next. ‘Why do you want them?’

‘I need to return them to their rightful owner.’ She closes the distance between us and I can feel her hot breath drifting across my cheek.

‘Who is that?’ I ask as I inhale her floral perfume.

‘A gentleman who misses them very much. Maybe we could work something out.’ Lina whispers as she leans forward to kiss me. Her full lips are soft and warm and I lean into her even though it feels so wrong.

Suddenly I hear the door open and a pair of heels clack confidently across the living room.

‘Hello?’ Joie’s voice calls out and Lina pulls away, moving back towards the carvings.

‘Doesn’t anyone ever knock?’ I mumble to myself before calling out. ‘I’m in the bedroom.’ I hear her throw down her bag as she approaches and notice that Lina is scowling.

‘Oh. I didn’t realize that you have a guest.’ Joie says as she narrows her eyes at Lina. ‘And she’s found Robert’s collection.’ She crosses her arms in front of her chest as the two women glare at each other.

‘Are you acquaintances?’ I ask.

‘Yes. She was friends with Robert.’ Joie’s words are clipped and I hope she tells me more about what the hell is going on. ‘But they had a falling out over an art deal.’

‘That’s a lie.’ Lina says sharply as she carefully places the wooden carving back on the shelf and takes a few steps towards Joie. I hold up my hands, not wanting this to escalate.

‘Let’s go outside and talk about this. I seem to be the only one who has no idea what’s going on here.’ I attempt to diffuse the situation and Joie leads the way to the bar and pours herself a drink. Clearly she’s not happy about this development and I would love to get her alone to find out why. When they’re both seated on the sofa, I stare at them and hope we can amicably settle whatever is going on here.

‘Ok, so Lina wants these nets… uh…’

‘Netsuke.’ She interrupts and Joie starts to speak. I hold up my hand and she leans back into the sofa, pouting silently.

‘Lina wants the netsuke figurines.’ I pause as I shift my attention to Joie. ‘Did Bob tell you what he wanted to do with the carvings?’

‘Yes, in fact he was adamant that Lina not be allowed to access them when we spoke a few weeks before his death.’ Joie takes a drink from her nearly empty glass and glares at the other woman. ‘She’s nothing but a gold digging…’

‘Ok, that’s enough.’ I don’t need Joie’s personal opinion clouding the situation further. ‘I think we should all take a break and think about this.’

‘That collection is worth a lot of money, Cole.’ Joie says, as she stands and walks towards me. She looks deadly serious and I wonder why this is so important to her. ‘It was stolen decades ago and Robert went through a lot of trouble to reassemble it.’ My attention shifts to Lina and I wonder who’s telling the truth.

‘Was he involved in the theft?’ I can’t imagine that Uncle Bob would steal something.

‘He didn’t steal it.’ Joie says sharply as she turns towards Lina. ‘She did. And now she wants to return it to the people she stole it from, who weren’t the original owners either.’

‘You’re partially right.’ Lina is slowly softening as her hard facade slowly evaporates. ‘I was wrong to take them.’

‘They’re not the original owners, Lina. These objects were stolen almost fifty years ago and the only reason Robert hired you was because he wanted to repatriate them. I will do everything I can to make that happen.’ Joie reveals the shocking information and the room descends into silence as Lina attempts to come up with an explanation. Her green eyes scan her surroundings before resting on me and I can clearly see that she’s becoming upset.

‘I… I…’ I can see tears threatening her dark eyes, but Joie scoffs, clearly unmoved.

‘You what? Stole a priceless collection of art from a known criminal, were discovered and now you feel bad?’ Joie gets up and pours herself another drink. I’ve never seen her this worked up, but I like it. Lina crosses her arms in front of her chest and turns towards the large, open doors that lead to the balcony.

‘If I return it, they promised they would leave me alone.’ Lina says as she shifts her gaze to me, her eyes pleading for help. ‘I could have just taken it from you, but I didn’t. I’ve learned my lesson.’

‘Psst…’ Joie hisses and walks towards the balcony. ‘Those objects need to be returned to Japan, Cole. You would be insane to give them to her.’

‘But if they’re stolen…’ I’m trying to make sense of this whole thing, but honestly have no idea what’s going on. Lina looks at her phone and a panicked expression clouds her face.

‘I, uh, have to go.’ Her eyes dart towards the door and I hope that she isn’t planning on bringing whatever trouble she’s in here. ‘Cole, you have my number. I’ll get the sculptures either way, but I would prefer to have your blessing.’ She walks towards me and kisses me lightly and I can feel Joie’s eyes burning a hole through me as the other woman leaves.



Part 7





‘There’s a reason your uncle severed his relationship with her, you know.’ Joie gets up and saunters towards me. ‘She’s wildly unpredictable and now she wants to draw you into her troubles.’ What Joie says makes sense, but I also don’t want anything bad to happen to Lina. I barely know her, but she seems alright.

‘I don’t know, I mean- if they’re stolen, they should go back to their rightful owner.’ I say hesitantly, still unsure what the hell is going on here.

‘Listen, Cole, your uncle was involved in some things that I’m unable to discuss, but if you give those figurines back to Lina, you could cause more trouble for yourself. I suggest that you change the lock, get an alarm system and if she returns, contact Interpol.’ Joie raises her eyebrow as she says this and I wonder what else could be going on here.

‘What do you mean?’

‘I mean that there is a lot more going on here than you realize.’ Joie comes closer and I can smell the alcohol on her breath as she traces her hand down my cheek. I want her to tell me more but I can’t think about anything else right now except the way she’s looking at me. My heart is racing with lust and I want to kiss her more than anything.

‘I need a shower,’ She softly kisses my lips and I feel myself getting hard as she presses her body against mine. ‘Want to join me?’

I really want to talk about what just happened, but as Joie unbuttons her blouse and throws it on the bed, my mind empties and I can feel my attention drift. Her tight skirt is next and she stands, staring at me with open desire, wearing nothing but her expensive lace lingerie and heels. She’s so beautiful and I walk towards her, wrapping my arms around her tiny waist as I lean over to kiss her. My hand drifts to her back and I release the hooks on her bra and let the flimsy fabric fall to the floor.

‘I’ll never get tired of looking at you, Joie.’ I say and she smiles shyly before grabbing my hand and pulling me towards the bathroom, turning on the shower and stepping inside. I stare at her incredible body as the water streams over it and join her, gently push her against the marble wall, kissing her deeply as I press myself against her and let her know what she does to me. Her tongue darts into my mouth as she closes her slick thighs around my cock. It’s slick and smooth and we stand there for a few minutes as we kiss, the steamy water covering our bodies.

My hand drifts towards her pussy and I shove a finger inside of her, causing her to gasp sharply. I’m still worked up from the earlier confrontation and a wave of lust takes over my body. She’s ready for me and I spin her around and push myself forcefully into her. She’s tight and wet and as I thrust harder, her moans grow more intense. I circle my hands around her waist and as I feel her body shake, I give her one more pump before I let go.

‘Oh God.’ She murmurs as she turns around and leans against the wall as I kiss her again. Her tongue is cold and she runs her hands through my wet hair, pulling me closer as she lingers. After a few minutes, she pecks my lips sweetly and grabs the soap, washing me thoroughly before lathering herself. I throw her a towel before drying myself off and watch as she makes her way towards the bed.

‘So, are you going to tell me what the deal is with Lina?’ I ask. My head is clear and I lay down next to her as the sky darkens outside. Her gaze rests on the figurines and she crawls over me, giving me a light peck before walking towards the shelf. She runs her finger over the heavy wood picking up several before choosing one and bringing it back to the bed. She holds it up to the light and I wonder what’s so special about these things. I probably would have just given them to Lina if Joie hadn’t objected so strenuously.

‘What do you see when you look at this?’ She asks as I take the small carving from her and examine it closely.

‘I don’t know, some kind of animal.’ I’ve never been into art and I hand it back, thoroughly unimpressed.

‘It’s a tiger.’ She says as she stares at me incredulously and I lean over to kiss her lightly as returns her gaze to the trinket. ‘This particular one was carved by Ikkan, one of the masters of the craft. Robert was particularly interested in that artist and of pieces carved from boar tusk.’

‘Ok…’ This is all very interesting, but I’m still not completely sure what it has to do with me or Lina or what happened this afternoon. My gaze drifts towards her breast and I lightly pinch her exposed nipple. She laughs as she slaps my hand away and I smile sheepishly. ‘I can’t help it. Smart women really turn me on.’

‘God, Cole, you’re insatiable. I’m trying to tell you that you can’t just give these to Lina. Their monetary value pales in comparison to their historical significance and your uncle was planning on donating them to a museum in Japan… to repatriate them.’ I turn my attention to her neck and kiss it lightly. I can see her skin pebble and she inhales sharply, clearly enjoying what I’m doing.

‘Ok,’ I murmur, delicately kissing her earlobe as my hand snakes between her thighs and into the soft, sticky skin nestled at the apex. I move closer, kissing her stomach before returning my gaze to her. ‘As my lawyer, what do you suggest I do?’



‘Mmmm, I would, uh…’ Her eyes roll back in her head as I gently kiss her clit. ‘I would…
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…’ She places the small figure on the bedside table and spreads her thighs for me as I suck on the tiny bundle of nerves. Her hands pull at the sheets as I run my tongue through the pink folds of her pussy and her moans echo through the room.



‘You would what?’ I can’t help teasing her a bit as she shoots me an evil look that dissipates once I return to the task at hand. She tastes like honey and I can’t get enough as her body shifts beneath me and a frustrated whimper escapes her throat. I push my finger inside of her, then another as she arches her back and curses me in French. Her panting grows more desperate as I continue and as she cries out before releasing a stream of slick liquid onto my hand.

She rolls over and laughs and I join her on the pillow and pull her into my arms. The drama with Lina can wait and as Joie begins lightly snoring in the crook of my shoulder, I pull her close and brush my lips against her forehead.



Part 8





The bar is busy tonight and as I walk in, I wave to a few of the patrons that I recognize. I freeze in my tracks when I see who’s at the bar chatting with Abby.

‘Jesus.’ I mutter to myself, not happy with this particular turn of events. They spot me and wave and now I’m stuck.

‘Hi Cole.’ Tiffany has clearly had a few and I can smell the alcohol on her. Abby winks at me and returns to their conversation.

‘So, Tiffany was telling me about how the two of you met before you so rudely interrupted us.’ Abby says teasingly as she winks at me. Even though my ex-wife looks calm, the last thing I need is for her to make a scene so I decide to humor her.

‘Tell us, Tiff.’ I say as Abby leans forward to hear the juicy details.

‘I had just broken up with this awful guy, Travis. You remember him, right?’ I nod, vaguely recalling the guy who inadvertently pushed us together.

‘Yeah, he was a real piece of shit.’

‘You’re being way too nice.’ Tiffany says incredulously as she widens her eyes and continues. ‘He basically told me that if I didn’t marry him, he would make it so no one else would want me, whatever that meant.’ I recall that night and how terrified she was and how I fell for her, hard.

‘Cole had just come back from visiting his uncle here and he was all tan and buff and hot…’ Her words trail off as she stares at me and I remember that night. We were at a bar and the asshole she was with was making threats. I never realized it was that bad, though. ‘And he stepped in and told Travis to leave me alone and that I was going home with him.’

‘I didn’t really mean it, I just wanted him to leave you alone.’ I feel myself softening towards my ex and can only imagine how terrifying that whole situation must have been.

‘Well, I did go home with you, but we just cuddled and you were so sweet and told me I could stay with you as long as I needed to get back on my feet.’ Her voice trails off as she takes another drink. ‘I never left, well until…’ A guilty look crosses her face and Abby chimes in.

‘Cole is a good guy.’ I feel myself flushing slightly at her praise.

‘Anyone would have done the same thing. It was a fucked up situation.’

‘Yeah, but you were the only one who actually spoke up. When we started having problems, I always thought about that and felt so guilty about what I was doing to you.’


God dammit.


I can’t believe she’s making me feel bad for her.

‘I need to go check on something in the back.’ I  say lightly as I get up and walk away, not ready to forgive her yet, but feeling on the verge of giving in. I hear footsteps behind me as I walk into the storage room and turn around angrily.

‘Look…’ When I realize that it’s Abby, I calm down slightly and take a few deep breaths. ‘Sorry, I’m just annoyed that she’s worming her way into my life again. I thought I was finally over her, but now that she’s back, I’m not so sure anymore.’

‘I can’t understand what she put you through, but she told me that she feels terrible about it and wants to try to make it work again.’ Abby is so sweet and trusting and I don’t want to disappoint her, but I’m still not convinced that bringing Tiffany back into my life is the right thing to do.

‘Abby, I appreciate that you want to be a peacemaker, but you don’t know what it was like.’ I lean against the shelves and cross my arms. Today has been absolutely insane and I don’t feel like dealing with this right now. When the door opens behind us, I sigh in frustration and walk towards the rear of the room.

‘Sorry, I don’t want to interrupt…’ Tiffany comes towards us and even though this is the third time I’ve seen her today, I still can’t believe she’s here.

‘Listen, Tiffany,’ I don’t want to hurt her, but she needs to know that it won’t be easy to earn my trust back. ‘When you left, I was devastated. I had built my life around you, I wanted children with you, but you said that it wasn’t working anymore, that you needed to leave me behind. Do you understand what that feels like?’

She looks towards the ground as Abby puts her hand on my back and a weird, calm silence fills the room. I feel like I’ve finally let it all out and maybe now we can move forward.

‘Do you want me to leave?’ Tiffany’s voice is weak and sad and I genuinely feel sorry for her. She’s so beautiful and I always wondered what she saw in me, but I’m just not sure if I can go through her rejecting me again.

‘I don’t know.’ I say as I lean against the wall. The small room is hot and I can feel myself starting to sweat as the stress of the situation crests. ‘You see my life now, is it something that you can accept?’

She peers at me from under her lashes and nods slightly.

‘I think this is what I always wanted, Cole.’ I see her glance nervously at Abby, who clasps her hand and smiles at me. I love that Abby wants to make this work and shrug, finally ready to move on if Tiffany is. The truth is that I never wanted our relationship to end and part of me is happy that we’re getting another chance to work it out.

‘Alright, but consider this a trial period, ok?’ It sounds weird saying that but I want to have a way out if it looks like she’s going to start causing drama.

‘That’s so sweet.’ Abby’s eyes are sparkling and she looks pleased. ‘You two should kiss to seal the deal.’ I roll my eyes, but Tiffany stares at me and memories from our relationship flood through me. We were best friends and partners and until she left, I loved her more than anyone else in the world. My heart starts racing and I realize that those feelings are still there.

She stares at me in the way that I remember and my pulse starts racing. I lean closer and kiss her, just planning on a peck, but all of the emotions come racing back and I lean in, suddenly realizing how much I’ve wanted this. When she pulls away, I look at Abby and lean down to kiss her too.

‘Happy?’ I ask and Tiffany shrugs before reaching out and tracing my cheek with her finger.

‘Yeah, I think so.’ She glances at Abby and I can see that wicked sparkle in her eyes that I missed so much. ‘He’s fucked you, right?’ Abby flushes and I scoff.

‘What the hell, Tiffany?’

‘Just checking. I need to know where I stand.’ She looks at Abby again and winks. ‘Did you like it?’

‘It was nice.’ Abby says as she glances at me and smiles. ‘Really nice.’

‘That would be what? A four star review?’ Abby smacks my arm and laughs.

‘No, it’s just that it’s always… perfect.’ Her words are sincere and I feel my heart melting as I look at her. ‘You know, just what I need.’

‘He’s good at that.’ Tiffany says as she takes over and it’s my turn to feel embarrassed. ‘One thing I could never fault him on is the way he fucks, sorry…makes love.’ She deepens her voice for the last part and we all burst into laughter. Memories of our years together come flooding back, but this time it’s the good parts and I’m glad that she’s back in my life, even if my reservations about the situation haven’t completely dissipated.

There’s a commotion outside and Abby springs into action.

‘Shit. I’d better make sure everything’s alright.’ She winks at me and looks over her shoulder before closing the door behind her. ‘Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do, ok?’

‘So…’ Tiffany stares at me and I feel an odd excitement creeping through my body.

‘Yeah…’ I trail off, feeling awkward as she stares at me expectantly. ‘Did you mean what you said about me being good at, you know.’

‘Absolutely…at least when we were together.’ She says as her eyes sparkle. ‘It has been a while, though. Maybe my memory is a little rusty.’ I lean closer, kissing her softly as she pushes her tongue into my mouth. It feels so familiar and nice and I’m glad that we’re giving this another chance. The past is behind us and I’m ready to move on.

She wraps her legs around me, pulling me closer as her tongue presses against mine. My pulse is pounding and I help her pull off her tank top, taking a look at her gorgeous tits as they bounce out of the restrictive fabric. I lean down to take one of her rosy, pebbled nipples into my mouth and bite it softly as I roughly pinch the other.

‘Oh God.’ She breathes as she runs her fingers through my hair. Her breaths are short and sharp and I can feel how badly she wants me as she pulls me up to kiss her lips again. This time it’s more needy and as her hands inch down my chest and fumble with my zipper, I realize how excited I am.

‘You don’t know how much I missed you, Tiff.’ I murmur as her fingers encircle my dick and she brushes her nail against the slick tip. Her eyes are wide with excitement and I can’t wait any longer. I lift her off the counter and bend her over it, roughly pulling down her tight pants and pushing my fingers into her slit. Part of me worries that the patrons can hear her frenzied moans, but the other part of me doesn’t give a shit as I tease her clit and she whimpers, begging me to hurry up.

‘I need you, Cole.’ She cries out as I ram myself inside of her, going balls deep in one forceful motion. I rest my hand against the back of her neck and press her against the hard surface as I thrust- slowly at first, and then faster as she begs for more. I feel like I’m releasing all of the frustration I’ve felt over the past year and she’s more than happy to take it.

When I pause, she straightens herself, pushing her body against mine and I grab her hip with one hand and squeeze her full breast with the other. She forces her thighs together and I pull her tight as I pound into her relentlessly.

There’s a chair in the corner and she forces me towards it as she pulls off the rest of her clothes and mounts me. She shoves her tits into my face and as I suck on her nipple, she grinds herself onto me, riding my rigid cock the way she always loved. As she slows down, the only thing I can hear in the quiet room is my heart racing.

‘Are you happy, Cole?’ She whispers the question as she brushes her lips against mine and I don’t know how to answer.

‘What do you want me to say?’ I ask teasingly. Her large tits are pressed tightly against my chest and she twists her hips again as she kisses me.

‘I want you to tell me that you’re happy I’m back in your life.’ She grinds into me again and it takes all of my self control to keep myself from coming. I remember the good times and wonder if we’ll ever be able to get there again with all of the baggage from the divorce.

‘I’m happy, Tiff.’ I whisper, biting her lower lip as I reach up and push a few strands of hair away from her forehead. ‘But like I said before, you’re going to make an effort to win me back.’ She shoots me a dirty look and I can tell that’s not what she wanted to hear.

I pull her off of me and push her over the counter again, staring at her perfect ass before raising my hand and slapping it forcefully, causing her to cry out. The sharp sound echoes through the small room and I lean over to whisper into her ear.

‘That’s for what you did to me.’ She smiles wickedly and I ram into her, not holding back and as an orgasm rips through her body, I pull out and shoot a thick rope of cum onto her back. Suddenly, the door cracks open and Abby walks through, smiling as she looks at the two of us.

‘Can you two keep it down? People are starting to ask questions.’ She crosses her arms in front of her as she shakes her head and I grab a towel to clean the cum off Tiffany’s back.

‘Sorry, we had some things to work out.’ Tiffany says as she tries to find her clothes.

‘Sounds like it.’ Abby stares at me and grins, then shifts her gaze to Tiffany. Licking her lips as she stares at her luscious body. ‘Is everything settled?’

‘Mostly.’ Tiffany says as she laughs softly and we get dressed and return to the bar.



Part 9





When Joie joins us a few hours later, I introduce her to Tiffany. She narrows her eyes suspiciously, but shakes my ex-wife’s hand before turning to give me a passionately possessive kiss. Tiffany takes it well and continues her conversation with Abby as Joie sits next to me at the bar and pulls out her phone, clearly not in the mood for casual conversation.

‘Cole, something’s happened.’ Her voice is low and I can tell that she’s concerned.

‘Tell me.’ I assume that it’s related to Lina and the netsuke. She scrolls through her messages and opens one to show to me.


Joie. I’m sorry that I had to lie to you, but we need to talk. They found out about Cole.


I look at the contact listed at the top and my heart stops.


Robert Ryan


‘Is this who I think it is?’

‘I don’t know.’ She exhales as she runs her hand through her blonde hair. A worried expression tugs at the corner of her eyes and as she chews her lip, I can tell she’s concerned. ‘Maybe someone stole his phone from the boat or is spoofing his number.’ She rests her forehead on her fingers. ‘I just don’t know.’

I take the phone from her again and stare at the message.


Is Bob still alive?




Find out when Bonne Chance (part 3) is coming out, download a free short and more when you visit tate-bull.com
 .
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The Study








Things haven't been going great for Michael Sprouse. His girlfriend left him and if he can't get his grades up, he'll lose his scholarship at Sun Valley University.





When he finds an ad in the school newspaper looking for test subjects, he assumes he'll get a few shots, do some blood work and end up with a nice paycheck for his trouble. Everything changes when he meets the gorgeous study director Dr Birn. She explains exactly what's involved for participants and he can't believe his luck.





Now he's being paired up with a series of gorgeous women and they only want one thing from him. When he meets the woman of his dreams, he'll need to decide if he wants to continue the study or give it all up for her.
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The Farm Life









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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