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‘H
 ello!’
 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.
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‘H
 ere
 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.
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T
 he
 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.
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T
 he
 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.
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‘S
 o,
 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.
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‘W
 ant
 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














Abby
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‘N
 ice
 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.
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‘T
 hat
 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.
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T
 he
 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.
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‘S
 o
 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.
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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.
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‘T
 here’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…merde
 …’ 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.
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T
 he
 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.
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W
 hen
 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?













Lina
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T
 he
 large
 boat
 slips
 silently over the gentle waves as I gaze out over the blue waters of the Caribbean. I turn my attention to the stunningly beautiful captain at the helm of the luxury yacht that, until yesterday, I had completely forgotten that I owned.

‘Is there anything you can’t do?’ I stare at Joie as she expertly steers the large vessel, checking the instruments carefully before sitting in the captain’s chair and turning to face me.

‘I’m a terrible cook.’ She says as she winks and loops her finger into the waistband of my shorts, pulling me closer as she puckers her full lips. I bend down to kiss her and my heart flutters slightly as all of the blood in my body races directly to one place. Her mouth is like velvet and I linger longer than I should. When we hit a wave, I’m thrown back and grab onto the railing for support.

‘You need to work on your sea legs, Cole. You’re in the Caribbean now.’ Joie teases me and I shrug.

‘I’ve been on a boat maybe twice in my life, cut me some slack.’ Even when I was here ten years ago visiting my Uncle Bob, I somehow managed to avoid any boat related activities. When Joie reminded me about this floating house, I realized that I should probably check it out.

‘Lunch is ready!’ Tiffany’s voice calls out brightly from the lower deck and I wait for Joie to steer us closer to the small island that I’ve been informed is our destination. Once she’s happy with our position, she lowers the anchor and takes my hand, giving me a light kiss before descending towards the rest of our small group.

A few months ago, I never would have imagined that this would be where I ended up. My life was a disaster. I was in the final stages of a nasty divorce and resigned to the fact that I would be a miserable wreck for the rest of my life.

All of that changed when I received a message from Joie. The news was bad: my Uncle Bob had died and I would need to come to the small Caribbean island of Bonne Chance to settle his affairs. When I arrived, I was told that he had left everything to me and that everything was a lot.

‘What do you want to drink, Cole?’ Abby sidles up to me and I lean down to give her a kiss. She showed up in my life at exactly the right time and helped me reopen Bob’s old beach bar, transforming it into the hottest gathering place on the island.

‘Just water for now. It’s really hot out here.’ I grab my baseball cap from the pile of clothes on the lower deck and cover my head.

‘No shit, Cole.’ My ex-wife, Tiffany, is busy putting some food on a plate and hands it to me. ‘You’ve always been a master of the obvious.’ She teases before pursing her lips expectantly. Our divorce was brutal and I had assumed it was over, even though we had always been best friends. Her decision to leave me rocked my world and devastated me completely. When she showed up at my apartment a week ago, I was in complete shock. The divorce was final and she was the last person I wanted to see.

When she told me how sorry she was, I decided to let her back into my life, but she’s still on probation and will need to win me back if she wants to stay.

‘God, it’s incredible out here.’ Tiffany has been in a mild state of euphoria since she arrived and I can’t blame her. Life is perfect and I wouldn’t change a single thing.

‘I’ve got to get in the water, it’s calling me.’ Abby surfs and loves to swim. She pulls off her ratty t shirt and I gaze at her lithe, athletic body as she walks towards the back of the boat. Her life before coming to the island was rough, but she’s one of the happiest, most well-adjusted people that I’ve ever met and I’m so glad she came into my life.

‘Don’t forget to put down the steps.’ Joie shouts out from underneath her ridiculously wide brimmed hat.

‘Yes, mom.’ Abby says sarcastically as she winks at me. I watch her complete a perfect dive off the back and when she surfaces, takes a few smooth laps around us before climbing back in and grabbing something to eat. The four of us lounge on the sofas as the sun climbs higher in the sky and the waves gently caress the side of the boat.

‘We’ll probably need to head back soon, the bar opens in a few hours and I’m not sure if Henri is ready to handle things on his own.’ I appreciate that Abby cares about the bar as much as I do.

‘You hired him so that you could take some time off. Enjoy your time away. Relax.’ Joie is the last person who should be counseling someone to relax. She’s a lawyer and a complete workaholic. She cuts her eyes at my ex-wife and lowers her voice. ‘Besides, Tiffany should be dealing with it. I thought she was supposed to be the assistant manager.’

Even though I’ve been happy with my decision to bring Tiffany back into my life, Joie hasn’t been as accepting and when the four of us are together, I can definitely sense some tension.

‘Look, it’s fine. We’ll stay out here for a few more hours.’ I try to prevent the situation from spiraling out of control. ‘I trust Henri and we’ll be back before it gets too busy.’ Tiffany looks slightly hurt but brushes it off and plops down next to Abby. They’ve become close and I get the impression that Joie’s jealous of their friendship.

‘So why exactly are we here?’ I look at the small, sandy outcrop topped with a few trees and can’t believe that we came all the way here for this.

‘That island is said to be the resting place of Red Legs Greaves, the infamous Scottish pirate.’ She smiles at me and I shrug.

‘That’s it? Is there a buried treasure or something at least?’

‘No.’

‘So we spent three hours on a boat to look at an island that may or may not be the final resting place of some pirate that I’ve never heard of?’ I joke. Joie pouts, clearly insulted by my lack of interest.

‘Maybe if you read something besides comic books, you would find it interesting as well.’ I love it when she teases me. ‘Why don’t you do something useful for once?’ She winks at me as she hands me a bottle of sunblock. I squirt some on my hand and begin rubbing it into her soft skin.

‘You weren’t saying that last night.’ I whisper into her ear. She bursts into laughter before reaching up and untying her bikini top. She casually throws it to the side before turning around and giving me a look at her amazing breasts.

‘I think you missed a spot.’ Her voice is breathy and low and I can feel my heart racing as her expression changes.

‘Really? Where?’ She gives me a sly smile and points at her rosy nipple, running her finger over the taut skin as she smiles.

‘The skin is very sensitive here. I don’t want it to burn.’ Her eyes are inviting and I lean down to kiss the puckered nub as she gasps. Abby and Tiffany are in the water next to the boat and something about this feels sexy and wrong and so hot that I can’t stand it. I put down the bottle and wipe the rest of the lotion on a nearby towel before parting her thighs and running my finger across her covered slit.

‘What are you doing?’

‘I just want to make sure you’re completely covered.’ I whisper and she leans against me. A throaty moan escapes her lips and I hear footsteps on the deck behind us.

‘What’s going on here?’ Abby asks as she drags Tiffany towards us. They’re both dripping wet and their eyes are glued to me.

‘Joie needed some help with her, uh, sunblock.’ I grin and Abby kneels next to us.

‘I could use some, too.’ Abby winks and unties her bikini top, tossing the wet material casually onto the floor. She grabs my hands and places them over her small breasts, forming my fingers around her sharp, dusky nipples as she pushes me back and straddles my hips. Joie looks on, smiling as Abby leans down to kiss me. Her lips are salty and as she twists her hips slowly, Joie reaches out and unties the strings that hold the bottom of her bathing suit on.

My erection is pushing against my swim trunks and Abby notices, pulling out my cock as she pushes me flat against the deck. I glance at Tiffany, wondering what she thinks about it. The three of us haven’t been together yet and I know that she had some jealousy issues in the past, even though she was the one that cheated. An odd look flashes across her face as she watches Abby leave a trail of kisses down my chest and wrap her lips around my stiff cock.

Abby was never great at blow jobs, but she’s been eager to improve and I let her practice as much as she wants. She looks into my eyes and winks as she slides her head down and uses her tongue to lightly tease me.

‘Very good, cherie
 . There’s no need to rush it.’ Joie coos and I can feel my balls tighten as Abby wraps her fingers around them, squeezing lightly as I run my hand through her hair. ‘She is better now, non
 ?’

Waves of bliss rush through my body and I nod, unable to form the necessary words for a verbal response. Joie reaches out and twists the other woman’s nipple roughly and I can feel the moan from her throat as it passes through me. Abby moves her lips around my shaft and as I enter the back of her throat and I see Tiffany walk away, clearly not happy with what she’s witnessing.

Abby and Joie are too distracted to notice her absence and I just let her go, not wanting them to stop what they’re doing. As Abby continues to suck and tease my cock, I can’t think of anything except how incredible this feels. The boat rocks softly beneath us and Joie leans forward and kisses my lips, softly at first and then with more urgency. She tastes like sweet wine and as her tongue probes my mouth, I wish I could stay here forever.

‘How is she doing?’ Joie asks as she pulls away. I’m not really in the mood to give a performance evaluation right this second.

‘Great, uh, yeah…’ I trail off as Abby pulls away, then kisses Joie and I watch as their lips linger against each other. They both love fucking me but were a couple before I came into their lives. That familiarity shows as Joie pushes the other woman to the deck and pins her hands to the floor before covering her small breasts with kisses. I could watch them all day and stroke myself absentmindedly as Joie trails kisses down Abby’s torso, stopping just short of her smooth lips to look at me and smile.

‘Go ahead, I’m just enjoying the show.’ I say. It’s the truth and as Joie uses her fingers to pry Abby apart, I maneuver myself to get a better look. Joie sucks on the other woman’s clit lightly, causing her to cry out and I realize that I can’t wait any longer. Her perfect ass is in the air and her wet, pink flesh is calling out to me as I run my fingers through it, pushing one inside as she arches her back.

I position myself behind her, holding her hips as I slide balls deep into her tight slit, careful not to disturb her as she feasts on Abby’s glistening pink pussy. She’s so wet and the sounds that she’s coaxing from Abby are making it difficult to restrain myself. The other woman’s hips twist and turn as she arches her back against the teak floor and when I see a stream of clear liquid squirt out onto the deck, I can’t hold myself back.

‘Fuck!’ I begin pumping furiously and pull Joie close as I squeeze and pinch her large breasts and run my fingers towards her swollen clit. My knees are pressing against the hard wood, but I don’t notice the pain, only the pleasure that I’m getting from her incredible body. She pushes me against the floor and mounts me, riding me until her throaty moans are the only sound I can hear and I explode inside of her, my heart pounding as she collapses on top of me.

Our bodies are covered in a beads of sweat as she crawls off of my spent body and pulls herself onto one of the sofas. I desperately need some water and gulp down a bottle by myself as Abby grins at me.

‘That was really hot.’ She’s still naked and turns to dive off the back of the boat into the shimmering water as I collapse next to Joie. I hand her the bottle and she thanks me before giving me another kiss. I can hear Abby splashing next to us as Joie runs her hand through my hair and I relax completely.

Out of the corner of my eye, I can see Tiffany furiously typing on her phone, but I try to ignore the sinking feeling in my gut and enjoy the rest of this gorgeous day in peace.
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I
 t’s
 almost
 five
 by
 the time we get back to Bonne Chance and as Joie hands the keys over to the harbor pilot to park the boat, I feel exhausted.

‘I’m heading back to the apartment to get a shower.’ I say as I gather my things.

‘Ok, I’ll go to the bar. See you later?’ Abby gets on her toes to give me a kiss before turning to leave.

‘Of course.’ I slap her ass and she squeals before rushing off.

‘I have a few things to take care of at the office. Also,’ Joie comes closer and brushes her lips against mine before leaning towards my ear and finishing her sentence. ‘I have an update on the message we received from your uncle. We need to talk about it.’ She glances at Tiffany before returning her sharp gaze to me. ‘Alone.’

‘Sure, I’ll come to your office in an hour?’ She nods before giving me another kiss and strutting off. My eyes follow her and Tiffany clears her throat.

‘Coming?’ I ask and she shrugs. She pulls out her phone and starts typing and I want to ask who it is, but I’m trying to not be the kind of guy who’s constantly suspicious. Even though I’ve forgiven her, there’s still a lingering tension between us and I wonder if things will ever return to the way they used to be.

‘Ok. Let’s go.’ I bought an old Jeep off of a guy that was moving away from the island. It’s a piece of shit, but perfect for getting around. I load up the cooler and the blankets as Tiffany tosses her stuff in the back and we make the twenty minute drive in silence.

I park in the basement garage and we head upstairs. I can tell she has something on her mind, but she doesn’t say anything until we’re inside the apartment.

‘Does Joie dislike me?’ I grab a bottle of water and try to figure out how to respond. The truth is that I don’t know. As much as I love being with Joie, she’s a complete brick wall when it comes to emotions and even though I suspect that Tiffany is right, I don’t want to make any unfounded assumptions.

‘She’s not like you, Tiff. She’s more reserved.’ I take a drink, hoping I can leave it at that. I suddenly need some air and walk onto the balcony. The ocean has an immediate calming effect and I sigh as Tiffany joins me, not wanting to let the subject go.

‘I’ve tried to be nice to her, but she keeps blowing me off.’ I’m already sick of talking about this, but she continues. ‘She and Abby get along fine.’

‘Joie and Abby have known each other for a while,’ I try to explain. I know what I say next is going to get me into trouble, but I need to be honest. ‘Also, when Joie and I first met, you and I were still at odds. I may have told her some things about you that weren’t exactly… nice.’ I prepare myself for the maelstrom and am surprised when Tiffany just scoffs.

‘That’s fair, I guess.’ Her words trail off and I’m shocked that she’s being so reasonable. Maybe she has changed. ‘I want her to like me. Do you know what I can do to change her mind?’ I don’t feel like having this conversation right now and shrug.

‘I think you’re trying too hard, Tiff. You and Abby get along fine. Joie will come around at some point- you just need to give it some time.’ She nods and looks out over the waves before kissing me. I wonder if she wants more, but instead she turns and walks towards her room, shutting the door behind her.

She’s left her phone on the table and I move towards it hesitantly, glancing at her door before picking it up and inputting the code she used when we were together. It doesn’t work and I put down the device as a wave of guilt washes over me. I should trust her, but something about the way she acted earlier is reminding me of the way she behaved before we split.

I realize that it’s getting late and take a quick shower before leaving. The walk downtown gives me a chance to clear my head and I enjoy the warm breeze as it dances across my skin. I try to push the issues with Tiffany out of my mind and start to whistle as I shove my hands into my pockets and cross the quiet street next to the mid-rise building where Joie’s office is located.

When I arrive, I ring the buzzer and enter when I hear the lock click. The doorman has gone home and my footsteps echo in the marble covered foyer. Bonne Chance is affluent and this building houses the investment companies and law offices that serve the various businesses looking to take advantage of the tax loopholes that are gained by incorporating here. When the elevator arrives at her floor, I get out and knock softly on her office door.

‘So, what’s going on?’ I ask as she lets me in and as I walk inside, I notice a worried look creasing the delicate features of her beautiful face. Her soft perfume fills the air and she looks clean and refreshed in a dangerously diaphanous white dress. Even when she’s being casual, she’s one of the most stylish women I’ve ever met.

‘The news is mixed, Cole.’ She motions for me to sit down in the conference room and perches on the long table in front of me. ‘I sent a response, but he hasn’t received it. I was also in touch with a few mutual friends and they haven’t seen or heard from him.’

‘This whole situation is crazy.’ I want my uncle to be alive, even if it means that I’ll lose everything. None of this would be possible without him and even if I’m sent packing back to Illinois, I would love to be able to thank him for the most incredible month of my life. ‘Maybe someone else was given his number.’

‘I doubt it. That number is… managed.’ The way she says that makes me curious about what else she’s not telling me.

‘Joie, I need you to come clean. This is important.’ I say as I stare at her pleadingly. If Bob is still alive, we need to find him. She slides off the table and walks towards the large windows, looking out as she speaks.

‘I’ve contacted everyone I know who can help. Now all we can do is wait. If
 he’s alive and wants to be found, he’ll be in touch.’ Her words are both comforting and frustrating, but I’m sure she’s doing her best. If there’s one thing I know about Joie, it’s that despite her steely exterior she’s a genuinely caring person.

‘I really appreciate you taking care of this for me.’

‘Robert was important to me, too. The fact is that they never found his body so there is a chance that he’s still alive and in hiding, even though it’s not likely.’

‘Maybe he doesn’t want to be found.’

‘That’s a possibility, but he made contact with us.’ She says and I think about the photo that Lina showed me when we first met and wonder if he was forced into hiding for some reason.

‘Ok.’ She leans forward to kiss me and I need to get the issue with Tiff off my chest. I don’t want to deal with stupid drama and the easiest way to avoid it is to be completely open. ‘I had a discussion with Tiffany when we got back to my apartment.’

‘Yes?’ Joie urges me on and I feel absolutely ridiculous even bringing this up. I pause as she comes closer, leaning against the table with her arms crossed protectively in front of her body.

‘She thinks that you don’t like her.’ It sounds even more ridiculous when I say it and I can’t believe that I’m having a conversation like this with someone like Joie.

‘Really?’ She smiles almost imperceptibly. ‘Well, she’s right, I still have reservations about her motives and to be absolutely frank, I don’t think she deserves you.’

‘Wow, ok.’ I stall, unsure of how to respond. She relaxes her stance and strokes my cheek with her thumb before continuing.

‘Listen, I will do my best to be nice to her but I can’t promise that we’ll ever be best friends. Is that good enough?’ She leans down to kiss me and I give in as her soft lips press against mine. Her kiss becomes more urgent and I feel her hands working on my buttons before running her hands down my chest. My pulse is pounding and she lowers herself onto my lap, putting her finger under my chin as she forces me to look into her eyes.

‘It’s nice to have you all to myself.’ Her voice is barely above a whisper and I feel chills run down my spine as I’m reminded of the first time we were together. Her fingers slowly release the pearl buttons of her dress and as she pulls the thin, expensive material aside, exposing her bare breast. Her fingers pinch her hardening nipple and I shift my hips, attempting to relieve the pressure in my shorts.

‘You called me
 insatiable.’ I say. Her wicked laugh turns into a moan as I lean down and suck on the puckered flesh and she pulls me closer, running her hand through my hair as she kisses the top of my head. She’s grinding her hips against me and I want to hold off as long as possible, to enjoy being alone with her.

‘I just can’t get enough of you.’ She whispers as I pull up her flowing skirt and push her soaked panties aside. I can’t believe how wet she is and as I kiss her soft, smooth neck, she closes her eyes and smiles.

‘That feels so good, Cole.’ Her voice is low and the only sounds in the room are her short, faint breaths as I continue to weave my fingers through her pussy. When I reach her clit, she moans loudly, breaking the silence and causing me to lose it completely.

In a quick motion, I bend her over the desk, pulling up her skirt so I can see her perfect ass. I rest my hand against her back, pushing her onto the dark wood and fall to my knees, needing to taste her. I spread her thighs apart and finger the wet skin before burying my face inside of her. My tongue finds her clit and I tease her, enjoying her sweet nectar, before standing and slapping my hand against her bare bottom. She’s quivering as I tease her with my fingers and begs me to fuck her, but I want to hold off.

‘What do you want, Joie?’ My dick is positioned at her opening and I try to stay cool as she whimpers, begging for me to fill her. Normally she’s so calm and collected, but when she’s aroused, she turns into an unhinged, feral creature and I love to watch the transformation.

‘I want you to fuck me.’ Her words are frantic and needy and I slap her ass again. She cries out and I make her wait for it, teasing her with my fingers as her pants grow more desperate. My body is on fire and listening to her breathless pleading is driving me crazy. I can’t wait any longer and bury myself inside of her, thrusting forcefully as she braces herself against her desk. I’m balls deep in her soaked pussy and she squeezes her thighs together making herself even tighter.

I feel her clench around me and I give her one last pump before letting go, filling her with my cum as her mouth curls into a satisfied smile. As I pull out, I see the white fluid seep out and run down the inside of her thighs. She straightens herself before leaning closer to kiss me, pushing her cold tongue into my mouth as the sun sets outside.
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B
 usiness
 is
 slow
 tonight
 and when two men in dark suits stroll in, I immediately take notice. They don’t look like my normal clientele and as they approach, I can feel my pulse speed up. One of them is thin, with sharp features the other looks like a brute whose cauliflower ears indicate that he’s seen more than a few violent altercations.

‘Are you Cole Ryan?’ I’m behind the bar with Abby and realize that they’re going to be a problem. None of this has anything to do with her and I don’t want her to get hurt.

‘Go to the back room and stay there, alright?’ I whisper. Her eyes are wide with concern but she does as she’s told and discreetly grabs her phone before walking away. I casually smile as I wipe down the bar and hope I can diffuse whatever situation is unfolding here. ‘Yeah, that’s me.’ I hate confrontations and I have a sinking feeling that these guys are looking for one. ‘Can I help you?’ I smile casually, hoping that whatever problem they have with me can be solved with a free drink.

‘We’re looking for someone.’ The guy who’s talking has a thick accent, but I have no about its origin. He slides a photo across the counter and I immediately recognize Lina. It looks like some sort of official photo and she’s a few years younger, but that’s definitely her. I attempt to stare at them blankly and shrug.

‘Never seen her. Is there anything else I can help you with?’ The skinny guy looks at his friend and laughs.

He says a few words in another language to the ugly guy before reaching into his pocket and retrieving a piece of paper. He carefully unfolds it and slides it across the wooden surface of the bar. I take a quick look and try to contain my shock when I see myself and Lina standing in my apartment. ‘I’m gonna give you a chance to change your story.’ I want to stall, but I also need them to leave now. The few customers I have right now are glancing nervously in our direction and I don’t want to chase them off.

‘Oh yeah,’ I grin casually, trying to act like it’s an honest misunderstanding. ‘I didn’t recognize her in the first photo. She came by my apartment, but she didn’t say what she wanted.’

‘She didn’t mention some little, uh,’ He pauses as he searches for the right word. ‘Wood carvings?’ I try to act like I have no idea what he’s talking about but I was never that good at poker and I’m pretty sure my expression is giving my lie away completely.

‘Um, no.’ I say, trying to appear completely compliant. ‘If that’s all, I’ll just get back to what I was doing.’

‘Look, we know who you are and things will go a lot smoother if you just cooperate with us.’ I see the door open out of the corner of my eye, but don’t pay attention to who it is until I hear a familiar voice.

‘Gentlemen. I believe you’re looking for me.’ My attention shifts and I stare as Lina glides towards the bar. Her long strides are confident, but I can feel a nervous energy emanating from her as she winks at me and settles her attention onto my unwanted guests.

She’s wearing wearing a black, flowing dress that’s cinched around her thin waist and heels that look impossible to walk on. Her reddish hair cascades around her shoulders and her large tits bounce uninhibited beneath the thin material. I wish I could just sit here and stare at her, but unfortunately, these guys need to be dealt with.

‘Ah, yes, perfect timing.’ The thin guy says. She perches casually on the barstool across from me and waits for them to continue. ‘There are some things we need to discuss. Would you prefer to go somewhere more private?’

‘No, he is aware of everything.’ Lina says as she tilts her head towards me.

‘Everything?’ The one doing the talking arches his eyebrow and she shrugs.

I genuinely have no idea what’s happening right now, but try not to look as ignorant as I feel.

‘Are we going to talk or sit around jerking each other off?’ Lina asks as she arches her eyebrow, causing the thin guy to laugh and I feel the situation de-escalate slightly. The big guy pulls out a cigarette and lights it before inhaling deeply and blowing a large cloud of smoke towards us.

‘Your friend here has something we want.’ The thin guy gets to the point as he motions towards me.

‘Yeah, the Nets…’ I volunteer as Lina shoots me an irritated look and I immediately shut up.

‘Yes, but I thought we could possibly make a deal. Your employer was also interested in something else in my possession that is far more valuable.’ She subtly winks at me and I wonder what the hell is going on here.

‘I wasn’t informed of any change in the terms.’ He glances at Lina, then me. ‘I’ll need to contact him first, of course.’

‘Yes, please do.’ Lina appears absolutely calm and I want to get her alone to find out what’s happening. The one who’s doing the talking leaves and the big ugly guy stays planted on his stool, his eyes darting suspiciously between the two of us. Lina pulls out her phone and begins typing furiously. When I hear my phone buzz a few seconds later, I pick it up and take a look at the message.


Just go along with me. I have a plan.


‘Want something to drink?’ I ask as I glance at the big guy. He nods at me and I give him a half grin.

‘Yeah, something strong.’ His voice is heavily accented and I pour him a shot of vodka.

‘Thanks.’ He says before downing it in one drink. The three of us then wait in silence until the thin guy returns.

‘My employer says that he’s amenable to your offer, but he’s not convinced that you can deliver it.’ The thin guy sits down and they stare at each other, each measuring up the other.

‘He’s right to be suspicious.’ She pauses and thinks for a minute. ‘I can send him a photo of the front page of the document if he’s not convinced. Have him contact me directly with the details.’ The thin guy nods once and looks at the brute, motioning towards the door.

‘It was a pleasure doing business with you.’ He takes a long look at Lina’s lithe body and licks his lips before standing to leave. ‘I really mean that.’ His jacket moves as he shifts and I see a gun discreetly tucked in a holster. I breathe a sigh of relief as I realize that this entire situation could have turned out differently.

Abby rejoins us a few minutes later and glances at Lina, who is typing furiously on her phone. I remember they haven’t met and realize that I should probably introduce them.

‘Abby, this is Lina.’ She eyes the other woman suspiciously as Lina nods and extends her hand.

‘Pleasure to meet you.’ Abby softens her gaze and smiles, clearly charmed by the other woman.

‘I’m Abby, nice to meet you too.’ She says before looking at me again and lowering her voice to a whisper. ‘What the hell was that?’

‘Honestly, I have no idea. Maybe Lina could shed some light on the situation.’ I say as I motion towards her.

‘I can’t get into the details, but I may have found a solution to our Netsuke problem.’ I feel a sense of relief wash through me, and while part of me wants the dirty details, I also realize that in this case, that could be a liability.

‘Take me to your apartment, Cole.’ Lina puts down her phone and stares at me, her eyes sparkling.

Normally I would be thrilled to hear those words, but right now I’m not so sure.

‘Abby, would you mind keeping an eye on the bar. Tiff should be here soon.’ As soon as I say that, I see my ex-wife walk through the door. Abby gives her a disgusted look and immediately shakes her head. I wonder if she knows something, but I brush it aside as I motion for Lina to follow me.
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I
 hail
 a
 cab
 and crawl into the back seat next to Lina.

I have so many questions, but my feeble attempts at conversation are met with silence as she appears to be lost in her own thoughts. We arrive ten minutes later and after I throw some cash into the front seat, we walk into the lobby. I nod at the doorman as we wait for the elevator and once we’re inside she finally talks.

‘There’s a safe in the master bedroom closet with some important papers. I need to see them.’ We arrive on my floor and the elevator door opens. I immediately push the button to close it.

‘What?’ I ask incredulously, completely unaware that there was a safe. ‘Why didn’t I know about this?’ Lina averts her eyes and leans against the back wall crossing her arms in front of her as she starts to explain. Suddenly we begin to descend. When the door opens on another floor and an older couple gets in, I move closer to her and smile at them.

‘Going down?’ The man asks and I nod. As we start to go back down, my mind races. Did Joie know about this? If she did, why didn’t she tell me?

We reach the lobby and the couple gives me a nod as they exit. I press my floor again and we ride in silence. When we reach the top, I motion for Lina to leave. I put the key in the door but pause before opening it. The hallway is quiet and I want to clear up a few things before we go inside.

‘I need to know exactly what you’re looking for, Lina. Be honest with me, please.’ She comes closer and brushes her manicured fingernails across my cheek.

‘Do you really want me to be honest?’ Her words are breathy and her light lavender scent is driving me crazy. I’ve wanted her from the first minute that I saw her, but now isn’t the time to be thinking about that.

‘Yes. You keep barging into my life and I don’t even know who you are.’ She answers me with an intense kiss.

Her lips are soft and her perfume drifts around us as she wraps her arms around me, pulling me closer and pressing her breasts against me. I’m getting hard and she knows exactly what to do. My heart speeds up as she snakes her hand into my pants and strokes me, pushing me against the wall.

‘That’s nice.’ She murmurs as she bites her lip and probes my eyes with hers. I run my hand down her arm before cupping her breast lightly. She’s not wearing a bra and as I twist her hardened nipple, she gasps and I can’t hold back any longer. I pull away, letting us into the apartment and closing the door behind us as she walks into the large open space, then turns to face me.

‘Do you want me, Cole?’ She pulls the dress over her head and as she stands there in nothing but a pair of lace panties, I realize how badly I’ve wanted this. I rush towards her, planting my lips against hers and frantically pulling off my clothes as she presses her body against mine.

‘Yes.’ I pick her up, carrying her to the bedroom and throwing her on my rumpled sheets.

Her breasts are full and round and her light pink nipples harden to sharp points as I join her in the bed, kissing her ivory skin as she writhes beneath me. Before I know what’s happening, I’m on my back, with her body on top of mine. She leans over, running the fabric of her panties against the length of my dick as she pins my hands above my head and kisses me softly.

‘What do you like?’ She breathes and I realize that I don’t know what to say as her lips work against mine and her tongue explores my mouth. Her nipples are brushing against my chest and the gentle movement of her hips is driving me crazy, so I roll her over and pull off her panties before leaning down and kissing the soft skin between her thighs.

‘I like this.’ I use my fingers to pry apart her smooth lips and fondle the delicate skin nestled between them. ‘I love this.’ I lean over and taste her, running my tongue through her slick folds as she grasps the sheets and releases a feral moan. Her juices are like honey and as she parts her thighs, I go further, pushing a finger inside of her as my tongue dances across her clit.

‘I like that too.’ Her words are breathless and she arches her back against the sheets as I push another finger inside of her, crooking it slightly as I rub the top of her walls. I reach up to pinch her nipple as she writhes beneath me, twisting it between my fingers as she screams out my name.

‘Fuck me, Cole.’ She doesn’t need to ask twice and as I slide myself inside, I lean down to kiss her, easing inside of her tight, wet hole. I go slowly, not wanting to rush it as she stares at me expectantly, her body pressed against mine as she wraps her legs around me and gasps as I fill her completely.

‘God, it’s been too long.’ She murmurs and she rolls me over, pinning me to the mattress as she writhes on top of me. I cup her full breasts in my hands as she rides me, bringing me close to the edge as she leans over and lightly wraps her hands around my throat. I feel like this is something she’s done before, but likely with different intent.

She braces herself with her hands as she rolls her hips, driving me to the edge with her controlled movements and breathy moans. I grasp her hips and when she leans down to kiss me again, I roll her over, latching on to her nipple as her breath slows.

I thrust slowly, kissing her body as each pump brings me closer to ecstasy. She wraps her legs around me, pulling me towards her as her body clenches around me and a sigh escapes her lips. I pull out, giving myself a few strokes before coming on her flat white stomach and rolling onto my back. She traces her fingers through the pool of viscous fluid and brings it to her mouth for a taste.

‘Mmm. Delicious.’ She says as she smiles and I burst into laughter.

‘Sorry, I didn’t know where else to put it.’ I lean over to kiss her before using my sheets to wipe her off. My heart is still pounding and we lay there for a few minutes as she grasps my hand. ‘So, where’s the safe?’ I ask. I’m covered in sweat and roll over on the wrinkled sheets to face her, resting my head on my hand as I stare at her.

‘What, you trust me now?’ She teases me as she kisses me softly. ‘If I had known that fucking you was all it took to get you to go along with me, I would have done it sooner.’ I roll onto my back and laugh as she straddles my torso and leans down to kiss me again.

‘It wasn’t that good.’ I say as she lightly slaps my cheek and crawls off me before going into the bathroom. I hear the water run and she pads barefoot across the bedroom, grabbing one of my t-shirts off the floor and pulling it on before waving for me to join her in the large closet.

‘The safe is in here.’ She calls out and I get out of the bed to join her. ‘Move those boxes.’ I slide some of the things aside and see a panel I’ve never noticed before. She pushes it and it comes open, revealing a digital safe. The anticipation is killing me and I want to know what’s inside, even though I still have doubts about handing it over to her. Even if he’s dead, this is Bob’s property and I’m still not sure what she plans on doing with it.

‘I had no idea that was here.’ I repeat and Lina smiles as she inputs a code. When it doesn’t open, she frowns.

‘Fuck, he must have changed it.’ She has an exasperated look on her face and I wonder why she has the combination to my uncle’s safe.

‘When was the last time you accessed it?’ I ask, wanting to know more and she stands up, pulling my shirt tightly around her as she thinks.

‘Right before he, uh- disappeared.’ Her expression changes and I can tell her mind is racing.

‘What are you looking for, exactly.’

‘Some papers related to a recent sale.’

‘Of the Netsuke?’

‘No, the art was only a hobby. His real business was ar-’ She catches herself and pivots. ‘Much more dangerous.’ She places her finger over my lips, then stands on her toes to kiss me. ‘It’s better if you don’t know too much.’

‘Why does everyone keep telling me that?’ I’m starting to get exasperated as she leaves me in the closet, staring blankly at the keypad. I follow her into the kitchen and watch as she stands there silently, clearly lost in her own thoughts. The late afternoon sun casts a golden glow on her pale skin and I could just stay here watching her all day. Suddenly I remember that I promised Abby that I would go back to the bar.

‘I have to go, Lina.’ I say as I walk towards her, wrapping my arms around her soft body as she kisses me lightly. ‘If you want to keep working on the safe, you can stay.’

‘Ok.’ She looks crestfallen for a few beats, then her eyes brighten and she holds up her finger. ‘Wait one minute. I think I know what it is.’ I follow her into the bedroom and watch as she inputs a code. When I hear the mechanism turn, I can’t believe it and hold my breath as the door swings open.

Inside are several folders filled with papers with a handgun resting on top. She gently moves it aside and retrieves the documents.

‘What the fuck is that?’ I point at the gun and she shrugs, clearly more interested in what’s inside the brown manila folders. She hands me the discarded ones and I take a peek. They’re obviously contracts, but in multiple languages. I recognize some of the words as I try, and then fail, to put my two years of college German to use.

She continues flipping through the stack of documents, then puts her hand over her mouth and laughs as she waves one of the sheets in front of me. ‘This is what I was looking for.’ I watch as she gets dressed and plants a kiss on my lips. ‘I need to see Joie. This should take care of our problem.’ She rushes out and I’m left with a pile of papers and no clue about what to do next.
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I
 t’s
 been
 a
 few
 days and I haven’t seen Lina since she retrieved the document from my apartment. Joie has been tight lipped about the whole thing, but reassured me that everything would be fine. I’m at the bar right now and can tell that Abby has something on her mind.

‘Cole.’ I turn to face her. She’s clearly upset. ‘There’s something I need to talk to you about.’

I’m immediately concerned. ‘Did something happen? Are you alright?’

‘No,’ She says as she gives me a weak smile. ‘I’m fine, but something’s going on with Tiffany.’ I see Henri standing at the far end of the bar.

‘Hey man, can you take over for a few minutes?’ He nods and I grab her hand and take her to the supply room. ‘What’s wrong?’

Her eyes fill with tears as her bottom lip shakes and she buries her head in my chest.

‘What’s wrong, Abby?’ I ask as I stroke her hair and attempt to calm her down. She’s crying now and I can feel her tears soaking through my shirt. ‘Sshh, it’s alright. Tell me what’s wrong.’

‘It’s,’ She sobs again and I wait patiently. ‘It’s Tiffany. I think she’s cheating on us.’

Her words cause a chill to rip through me as a wave of fury takes over. ‘What do you mean? Did you see something?’

‘I think so, but I’m not sure.’ Abby pulls away and wipes her eyes. I hate seeing her upset and my heart is breaking into a thousand pieces as she tries to keep it together. ‘She- she had a phone that I didn’t recognize and I saw a message from someone named Phil. It said that he was waiting at the hotel in room 22.’

‘Phil?’ The name doesn’t ring a bell.

‘Yeah, I’m so sorry, Cole. It’s my fault that- that…’ She breaks down again and I pull her close as she cries and I feel anger and sadness invade my body.

‘It’s not your fault, Abby. I wanted her back, to have everything the way it was before we divorced.’ Abby wraps her arms around my chest and I need her to know that it’s ok. ‘It’s her fault, not yours.’ I lean down and kiss her and can taste the salty tears on her lips.

‘I love you so much.’ Her eyes are wet and as she stares at me, I feel a glowing warmth consume my body.

‘I love you too, Abby.’

It takes a few beats to realize what I’ve just said and I try to adjust to the fact that I said it, even though it’s the truth. I love her so much that it hurts and I hate that my ex-wife is ruining my life again. I lift Abby onto the counter and kiss her, all of the pain from her revelation dissipating as she returns the kiss and begins fumbling with my zipper.

‘I’ll never hurt you like that, Cole. I promise.’ She whispers softly and I believe her.

I tilt my head towards hers and her forehead rests lightly against mine. She stares into my eyes and I slide my hand across her thigh, needing to let her know that I could never be upset with her for telling me the truth.

I’m already hard and my hand explores the inside of her thighs, pushing aside her panties as she spreads her legs. Her skin is slick with desire and my fingers weave through her soft flesh as she quivers, wanting me as much as I want her. I rip off the delicate material and push myself inside of her as she wraps her legs around me, pulling me closer.

She’s tight and wet and all of the problems surrounding me disappear as I bury myself inside of her. I thrust, slowly at first, then with more urgency as the sound of slapping flesh fills the room. She bites her lip and attempts to suppress her moans and I lean down, sucking her nipple and watching as she writhes with pleasure.

I haven’t felt this close to anyone in so long and saying those words released something in me that I had almost forgotten about. Abby clenches around me and I can feel myself getting close to the edge as she throws her head back and cries out my name.

‘Oh God, that felt so good.’ We’re both panting and I’m still buried inside of her as she covers my face in light kisses. Her hands cover my cheeks and she stares into my eyes. ‘I want this to last forever. I want to have a baby with you, Cole.’

Something about the way she says it and the excitement of realizing that I want it too spurs me on and as I come, my body relaxes and I pull her close, stroking her back as I kiss her again. I’ve never felt so loved or so happy or so ready to spend my life with someone.

Tiffany is working tonight and as I leave the small room, I realize that I need to have this discussion with her now. A range of emotions are coursing through me and I try to calm down, taking a few deep breaths as I see her chatting with Henri.

‘We need to talk.’ A strange look crosses her face as Henri goes back to work and she turns her attention to me. ‘Come outside. I don’t want to do this in front of everyone.’ Tiffany cuts her eyes at Abby, who’s standing behind me and I realize immediately that what Abby said is true.

‘What’s going on?’ My Tiffany asks as we stand near the side entrance. The sun is setting and she squints her eyes as she stares at me.

‘Abby told me that you were meeting someone named Phil.’ Her expression shifts and I can see her attempting to make up an excuse. It’s a familiar reaction and I can read her like a book

‘Why would she say that?’ Tiffany shoots me an innocent smile and places her hand against my chest flirtatiously. I feel like I’m having deja-vu and can’t believe I’m going through this again.

‘Is it true that you have a second phone?’

‘I- I…’ She trails off and looks at something across the sand as she crosses her arms over her chest defensively.

‘I told you that I needed you to be completely honest with me, Tiff. Why are you keeping secrets again?’

‘I still have a phone with my US number. I wanted to stay in touch with my friends there and I don’t know what Abby thinks she saw. Maybe it was a wrong number or…’ I hate that I’m having this conversation. I’m not the kind of guy who’s naturally suspicious and jealous and I never wanted to be, but I also can’t deal with her dishonesty.

‘Can you just tell me the truth for once, Tiffany?’ Her expression is filled with fury and now I understand why she was acting so weird on the boat.

‘You’re fucking two other women. Why can’t I have some fun on the side?’

‘That’s not how this works, Tiffany. You knew the deal coming in and unlike you, I never tried to hide what was going on.’

I can tell that I’m not getting through to her and I realize that this whole thing is hopeless, that we’re two different people now and I need to let go of the past and move on with my life.

‘Look, Tiff. I’m not trying to control you, but I also need you to understand that I won’t put up with your bullshit again. I’ve given you a new life, taken you in and offered you a second chance. What we have here should be enough, but if it’s not, I think you need to go.’ I expect her to unlock the phone and hand it to me- to prove that it was all a misunderstanding, but instead she turns to leave.

She pauses after a few steps as if she expects me to stop her. When I don’t, she walks away and I’m surprised at how emotionless I feel. I’ve spent enough time mourning her loss; it’s time to move on and not look back. I return to the bar and Abby wraps her arms around me.

‘I’m so sorry, Cole. I feel like this whole thing is my fault.’ I pull her close and kiss the top of her head.

‘It’s not your fault, Abby. You’re just a good person and you want to see the best in everyone. Tiffany has problems that she needs to deal with and we tried to help, but she has to figure it out on her own.’ Abby turns to look at me and I lean down, pressing my lips against hers as an odd relief washes over me.

The door opens at the end of the bar and Abby pulls away to get back to work. I turn my attention to the man walking towards us and am absolutely floored when I realize who it is.
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‘B
 ob?’


I’m in shock as I see my uncle heading straight towards me, acting as though everything is perfectly normal. It’s like a ghost has entered the bar and when he gives me that familiar shit eating grin, I rush over and give him a hug.

His white hair is slicked back and he’s wearing a pressed linen suit, which I’m fairly certain I’ve never seen before- even in family photos. He looks the same as he did ten years ago, just a little older and I don’t know what to say. I stand there, speechless as a thousand questions race through my mind.

‘Bar looks great, kid. Can you get your uncle a drink?’ His crabby voice is exactly like I remember and I nod as I stare, mouth agape at a man that I thought was dead. I duck back behind the bar and pull out a bottle of rum as he tosses his Panama hat on the wooden bar and produces a cigar out of thin air. He lights it, taking a few puffs as the room fills with the strong odor and it stirs memories of when I was here before.

‘What…uh…’ I have so many things I want to ask but can’t seem to get my mouth to cooperate as I attempt to form the words. I slide the rum towards him and pour one for myself.

‘It’s complicated, we’ll just leave it at that.’ He says as the door opens and I see Joie rush towards us, a radiant smile brightening her face.

‘Robert!’ Joie gives my uncle a brilliant smile as he leans over for a kiss on his cheeks. ‘Ça va
 ?’ She winks at me and I can tell she knew that he would be here.

‘Très bien, ma cherie
 .’ He says as she squeezes her arm and he returns his attention to me. ‘I’ve given instructions to my beautiful lawyer here about how to handle the Netsuke. I had planned on sorting that out before my, uh’ He searches for the right word before continuing. ‘Disappearance, but some events had already been set in motion and I needed to push the timeline forward.’

It’s all incredibly cryptic, but I don’t really care. I’m just happy to see my uncle again. Then I realize what his return might mean and I’m immediately brought back down to earth.

‘So, uh, I guess you’re moving back then?’ I feel like a complete asshole for asking, but my life is here now and I can’t imagine going back to Illinois.

‘Nah, I’ve got some other assets that I need to deal with. This is all yours Cole.’ He winks at me and looks at Joie. ‘How’s he doing?’

I’m surprised to see her flush and when she stares at me, goosebumps crawl across my skin. ‘Wonderful. I think you chose your heir very wisely.’ Abby walks out from the storeroom and her eyes brighten when she sees Bob.

‘Is that…’ She stares at me in shock and I nod.

‘Yeah, it’s my uncle. Bob, this is Abby.’ Abby reaches out her hand and he takes it, kissing it lightly as she laughs.

‘He’s a charmer.’ Bob shrugs and Lina casually waltzes in, completing the reunion. Bob turns towards her and pulls her into his arms, planting a kiss on her cheek.

‘You handled the situation perfectly, my dear.’ Lina smiles and grabs my uncle’s hand, pulling him back towards the bar and sitting on the other side of him. ‘These two have gotten me into more trouble than you can imagine. Don’t let them pull you into their bullshit, Cole.’

‘What?’ Joie says as she slaps my uncle on the arm playfully. ‘I’m the one pulling you out of the bullshit that she drags you into.’ She points at Lina and gives her an impish scowl, their earlier animosity seemingly forgotten.

‘So, Joie, how do you know Lina?’ I’m definitely curious about their relationship and hope I can finally get to the bottom of it now that we’re all spilling secrets. ‘Like, were you friends before you came here or what?’

‘They’ve been in each other’s orbit for years. I think you kids call that type of relationship frenemies?’ When Bob says that, Lina slaps his arm.

‘We’re friends, just not in the traditional way.’ Lina winks at Joie and I wonder how well they know each other.

‘Anyway,’ Bob finishes off his rum and slaps the counter. ‘I’ll be around. I’m not dead and you shouldn’t have any more unwelcome visitors.’ He winks at me. ‘At least not on my account.’

‘That’s it?’ I’m confused. I thought he would hang around for a few days at least.

‘Yeah. I’ve got some business to deal with and my flight leaves in a few hours. Take care of them,’ He motions towards the girls. ‘And I’ve cleaned out the rest of my belongings, so the apartment is all yours. My contact info is on your kitchen counter if you need anything.’

‘What, uh..’ I want to spend more time with him, to get answers to the questions that have been piling up since I got here. ‘Can’t you at least clear up a few things for me? Like what business are you in? And how did you make all of this money?’ I want to learn more about him, but he just shakes his head.

‘Kid, the money is the result of living a life that I’m ashamed of. I’ve done some bad shit and the least I can do is hand it over to someone who can appreciate it.’ He stands and dusts off his panama hat, then looks at Lina and Joie. ‘Thanks to these lovely ladies, I’ve mostly been able to move on, but the things I’ve done are going to haunt me for the rest of my life.’ He shakes his head before placing the hat on his head and turning to go.

‘Should I tell Dad…’

‘That bastard can keep thinking I’m dead. Serves him right for never coming to visit.’ He cackles before casually strolling out, leaving me speechless. Part of me wonders if this whole thing actually happened and I pinch myself, but I don’t wake up.

‘Ok.’ I grab a glass and pour myself a shot, then down it as I look at the three women he’s left me with. ‘Well, that was interesting.’ I’m fairly certain that Joie and Lina are fully aware of what’s been happening behind the scenes, but I leave it there. They can tell me if they want and if not, that’s ok, too.


I’m just happy to be here.
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‘S
 o,
 I’m
 still
 unclear
 about the timeline. Did the two of you know each other before coming to Bonne Chance?’


It’s 4am.


We shut down the bar and we’re back in my apartment. I’m sitting on the sofa with Joie on my lap and Abby and Lina sprawled out on the loveseat across from us. Abby is absentmindedly braiding Lina’s hair and I can tell that the gorgeous redhead is enjoying the attention.

‘You’re too nosy, Cole. Why can’t you just let things be?’ Joie says as she runs her finger across my ear and kisses it lightly, sending a thousand lightning bolts through my body. ‘Sometimes, the mystery is more exciting than the reality.’

‘I’d like to know, too.’ Abby pipes up. ‘For what it’s worth.’

Joie leans forward to grab her glass of champagne and leans back against me, nestling in my arm as she looks at Lina. ‘Will you tell them or should I?’ Lina shrugs and lazily motions for Joie to continue as she lays down on Abby’s lap.

‘We met in…training. It was shortly before I arrived here. We were paired up and things happened and I regret nothing.’ Joie clears her throat and I have a feeling that she’s through explaining even though her response just gave me a thousand new questions. ‘Anyway, it’s very boring and I would rather talk about what happens now.’ She finishes the glass of sparkling wine in one gulp and places the glass back on the table before returning her attention to me.


She’s right. The past is in the past and I’m ready to move forward.


‘So, what happens now?’ I ask. Joie leans forward and brushes her lips against mine, making my head swim as my hand creeps up her thigh.

‘I think you deserve something nice for everything you’ve been through over the past few weeks.’ Joie glances at Abby and Lina, who are staring at us with interest. ‘What do you think?’

‘That sounds good to me. Any suggestions?’

‘I call first dibs.’ Abby blurts out as she jumps up and skips towards me. ‘What? You always tire him out and he doesn’t have enough energy left for me.’ She teases Joie, who cedes her spot on my lap to her friend. Abby perches on my thighs and wraps her arms around me. It’s been a crazy month, but I can’t imagine being anywhere else.

She presses her warm lips against mine and kisses me passionately as she twists her hips against me. Her thighs part slightly and I can’t help running my fingers across the smooth skin, wanting to go further, but holding off. I turn to Joie who rolls her eyes teasingly before indulging me with a soft kiss- exactly what I would expect from her.

‘You know, Lina did an amazing job with this whole thing. I think you should reward her.’ Joie giggles as she bites her fingernail and winks at Lina.

‘Well, the entire situation was partially my fault, so I’m not sure how much credit I really deserve.’ She pulls up her skirt slightly, giving me a look at her ivory thighs and as she spreads her legs, I see she’s not wearing panties.

‘Enjoy, Cole. She tastes incredible.’ Joie winks at me as she pushes me off the sofa. I finally have the answer to one question about their past and grin as I walk towards Lina, shedding my shirt along the way. I hear Abby whisper something to Joie and they burst into laughter as I get down on my knees in front of the gorgeous redhead and pull her legs apart. Suddenly, the other two women flank Lina and I watch as they pull down the straps on her dress, exposing her breasts. Joie licks her pink nipple and bites it softly as Abby kisses her lips.

I’m so turned on right now and as I push my face between her legs, a loud moan escapes her throat. I feel Joie’s hand tangle in my hair as she pushes me into Lina’s sticky, sweet folds.

Joie pinches her nipple and I feel her quiver as I run my tongue across her clit.

‘C’est bon, non
 ?’ Joie slips back into French as she whispers into Lina’s ear. I can’t hold out any longer and pull Lina closer, unzipping my pants and freeing my cock. I’m hard and ready and Joie and Abby hold her as I push myself inside, inching slowly into her tight hole. Abby leans over Lina to kiss Joie and I have to close my eyes as Joie carefully pulls down the strap of Abby’s thin tank top and bites her nipple.

‘Are you ok, Cole?’ Abby smiles as she leans forward to give me a kiss. Joie’s fingers creep towards Lina’s clit and as she begins rubbing the tiny nub, I can feel her walls tighten around my cock. Her cries grow louder and as her body shakes, I can feel her relax. I give her a few more pumps before pulling out.

‘Who’s next?’ I grin and Abby pushes me to the ground, mounting me like a wild animal in heat as Joie tends to her friend. My mind drifts to this afternoon and everything that happened with her and Tiffany and a small pang of regret fills me even though I’m absolutely in love with this girl.

I sit up, resting my body against the sofa as I pull Abby close, kissing her lips and biting her small nipples as she shivers and wraps her arms around me. Her eyes bore into me as she runs her fingers through my hair and kisses my forehead lightly.

‘I meant what I said earlier.’ She whispers into my ear and I kiss her again, wrapping my hands around her hips as I help her move on top of me. I imagine a life with her and Joie and Lina and I feel warm inside and can’t imagine being without them. She’s tight and wet and her thin body moves in perfect rhythm with mine.

I can’t hold out any longer and give her a few more pumps before releasing inside of her. I can tell Joie’s disappointed and as I lay on the floor panting, I watch Lina push her thighs apart and bury her fingers inside of Joie’s slick folds. Abby takes me into her mouth, sucking skillfully as she brings me back to life. It feels so good and I stroke her hair as I watch Lina kiss Joie’s perfect breasts and stroke her glistening pussy.

‘That feels good, Abby.’ She smiles at my praise and glides her tongue across my shaft as she purrs softly.

‘My turn.’ Joie crawls towards me and kisses Abby before taking me into her mouth. Her blue eyes hold mine as Abby strokes her hair. I pull her towards me, kissing her deeply. I taste Abby’s juices on her and it spurs me on as I force her to her knees and bend her over. Her pussy is slick and ready and I shove myself inside, thrusting slowly as she moans. She arches her back towards the floor and Abby urges me on.

I don’t hold back and my body shakes as I release inside of her, feeling like a new world has opened up to me and I’m only getting started. Abby yawns as she stumbles towards the bedroom and I follow, with Lina and Joie right behind me.

They’re all happy and I’ve done my job and as we fall asleep, I realize that I might be the luckiest man alive.
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Harem Air


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DHR4DJLC






My life took a turn when I decided to move back to Alaska, but I had no idea how incredible that turn would be.




Aviation is my life. 
 I learned to fly before I learned to drive and it felt like I never really had a choice. When my dad got sick and I returned to my hometown to take care of him, I figured that my chance at escape was over and I would end up old and bitter and alone in the frozen north.



All of that changed when my new mechanic, Hannah
 , walked into the picture. She's smart, gorgeous and is making me excited to fly again. Of course, our arrangement might fall apart now that an old flame, Meg
 , has moved back to town. I don't know what she's looking for, but everything about her is exciting and I'm ready to go wherever she takes me.



Everything seems to be working out until a hot airplane broker comes into my life and makes me an offer that's going to be really hard to refuse. Should I take her up on it, or will what I've found be enough to keep me happy?
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The One Offs


https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DP3MVTRS





Enjoy this high steam collection of shorts featuring five previously published stories including: The Convert
 , The Hike
 , FIT
 , Family Business
  & The Favor
 .



Get up close and personal with hikers, personal trainers, film stars and more in this collection of high heat short stories.
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