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Unexpected Reunion


I’d seen the campus in a hundred sponsored Instagram reels and a dozen glossy brochures, all promising eternal sunshine and a sea of beautiful people. But nothing hit quite like stepping off the shuttle and having that almost-unnatural blue of the Pacific smack you in the face. The salt was everywhere, on my tongue, sticking to the back of my throat, even threading itself through the air like a warning.

The main campus glowed, white stucco and red tiles flashing against cloudless sky, but the real showstopper was the Aquatic Center: a futuristic glass fortress perched right at the cliff’s edge. Imagine a spaceship, but make it wet and expensive. Floor-to-ceiling windows glittered like ice, and the whole structure looked like it could launch itself into orbit if the surf wasn’t good enough down here.

I slung my battered camera bag over my shoulder and let my eyes roam. The place pulsed with energy. Girls in tiny sundresses and oversized sunglasses strutted past groups of shirtless athletes, their bodies turned gold by the sun. You could practically taste the money and ambition in the air. Some guys checked me out, probably weighing up the competition; some of the girls checked me out, too, or at least looked at my camera, wondering if I was someone who might get them noticed.

Before I could orient myself, the world exploded in a blur of motion and cologne.

“Donovan!”

Tyler Keene came at me like a friendly missile, all big arms, blinding white smile, and enough fragrance to earn his own weather system. He wrapped me in a bear hug and thumped my back so hard my ribs might’ve cracked.

“Thought you’d get lost and miss the main event, huh?” Tyler said, steering me away from the main quad before I could protest. “We’re going straight to see the Queen in action. She’s up in five.”

Queen, of course, being Summer. His little sister, former high school daydream, and, in my personal, extremely biased opinion, the only reason to watch competitive diving instead of nap on the beach.

I tried to play it cool but my blood pressure spiked. Summer. Live. On deck. I hadn’t even gotten my student ID yet.

Tyler moved with purpose, slicing through the crowd like he owned the place. We skirted fountains, breezed past a sprawl of bronzed undergrads basking on the grass, and shot toward the northern edge of campus where the Aquatic Center practically vibrated with activity.

The closer we got, the louder it got, static and chatter and the bounce of some house remix leaking from every open door. My shoes squeaked on immaculate stone as we jogged up the steps and right through the blazing glass entry.

Stepping into the lobby hit me like a punch. Inside, the facility was an altar to excess: polished marble floors, award banners everywhere, the air thick with the smell of chlorine and ambition. Every surface gleamed, reflecting the sunlight in a way that made your eyes water.

We snagged a pair of passes off the check-in table, thanks to Tyler’s campus royalty status, and slipped into the main pool area just as the announcer’s voice popped over the sound system.

“…representing Golden Coast University, please welcome Summer Keene!”

The bleachers were jammed with bodies, even at midday. Near the front, a patch of obviously Greek-affiliated girls shrieked and waved signs, while three rows behind them, a handful of swim team guys took bets on finals outcomes. Everyone looked half-tanked on Red Bull and hope.

Across the expanse of blue, the Olympic-sized pool rippled under the spotlights. The platforms rose high above, gleaming white against the glass-and-sky background. It looked… unforgiving. Each edge precise. Even the water felt sharper, meaner, like it’d swallow anyone who so much as hesitated.

I barely had time to take a shot before Tyler jabbed my ribs.

“Eyes up, dude!”

There she was, Summer, poised at the top of the ten-meter platform. She wore the classic GCU one-piece, navy with gold piping, the logo tight across her chest and hugging every inch of her body like it was custom painted on. Blonde hair slicked back, little beads of water still clinging to her skin. Even at this distance, I could see the flex in her calves and the way her arms looked like they could snap steel.

Summer paused at the edge of the platform, bouncing slightly, perfectly in rhythm with the muted thump of music from the PA. She was focused, but then, yeah, she spotted us.

Her gaze cut through the crowd, searching, and landed on me.

The moment stretched. I lifted my camera. She blinked. I smiled. Game over.

Summer’s lips parted in surprise, like she’d just been caught talking in class. Her chin dipped, shoulders tensed, and just for a second, that Olympic composure melted. I saw her waver before she forced herself through the routine.

She launched. But her feet were off, arms misaligned. She twisted, way too late, and hit the water at a brutal angle. The splash reached the first two rows, some influencer girls squealed and scrambled to shield their phones.

Damn.

The crowd sucked in a collective breath, not quite sure if they were allowed to laugh or mourn the error.

If Summer looked mortified, it was nothing compared to the guy stalking the pool deck in head-to-toe GCU colors. Maxwell “Max” Hargrove, a.k.a. the Drill Sergeant. I’d heard rumors, seen his post-game rants online, but nothing prepared me for the live spectacle.

He was built like an ex-Marine, broad, scarred hands, buzzed hair, the posture of a guy who hadn’t smiled since 1982. Even standing still, he radiated command. The other divers shrank away as he approached, probably hoping to avoid the splash zone of his temper.

“Keene! Get over here!”

His voice could’ve sandblasted the walls. Summer’s face went sheet white, then dark red, and she trudged over in a wet, shivering huddle.

Coach Hargrove didn’t wait for privacy or mercy. He lit into her right there on the deck.

“What the hell was that?” he demanded. “We’re not running a circus, Keene. Three more inches on your arms and you would’ve stuck the entry. Instead, you embarrassed yourself in front of every scout here!”

From my vantage, it sounded like a sniper rifle. Each word clipped, calculated, designed for maximum effect. I felt the heat of humiliation radiate from Summer’s skin, even through the glass. People in the stands tried not to stare, but everyone was watching.

He jabbed a finger toward the platform, voice dropping to an icy whisper, a move even more intimidating than his drill sergeant bellow.

“That wasn’t a mistake, it was a collapse. You’re not focused. I expect better.”

Summer mumbled something, but he cut her off. “Again. You’re going up again. Don’t choke, Keene.”

She gulped and backed off, eyes glued to her bare feet.

Beside me, Tyler looked like he wanted to throw a chair at Hargrove, but he kept his lips pressed together.

“Unreal,” I said.

Tyler shook his head. “He’s a dick. He’s banking everything on Summer making Olympic trials this year. If she tanks, he’s toast. But fuck, he doesn’t need to humiliate her.”

I watched Hargrove stalk away, still vibrating with authority. It wasn’t even personal; he did it to every athlete in his sights. But I recognized the type, guys who needed the world to fold around them, or else. The ocean didn’t care about your plans, but Hargrove tried to bend reality anyway.

Summer’s next attempt played out on autopilot. Her movements were sharper, almost angry, but you could tell her head wasn’t clear. She nailed the entry but lacked her usual fire.

I kept shooting photos, muscle memory, and caught the flush on her cheeks as she climbed out of the pool. Even when drenched and humiliated, she looked magnetic. The rest of the team watched her, some out of sympathy, some pure awe.

In the stands, people started buzzing about the “hot blonde diver” screwing up her routine. Half of them missed the beauty in her lines, too obsessed with the fail. Typical.

As the competition wrapped, the sun shifted, splashing golden light through the tall windows. The pool shot back diamond sparks, and for half a second, the whole natatorium looked like a movie set.

I pocketed my camera and took one last look at Hargrove. He was pacing, muttering into a clipboard, refusing to acknowledge Summer’s presence even as she dried off on the sidelines. Classic power move.

The stink of chlorine clung to everything. My skin prickled, my head buzzed. In some ways, it was the perfect welcome to GCU, competition, drama, and enough sexual tension in the air to start a riot.

But my focus kept coming back to her, Summer Keene, glancing toward the stands with that bruised look in her eye, bravely pretending she didn’t care who’d seen her fall apart.

She could have had any guy in the state. But right now, she looked at me.

And I had no idea what I was supposed to do about it.

***

I barely had time to process the chlorine hangover before Tyler yanked me down to poolside. He flashed his pass and the event staff parted like it was his birthright. We camped by a stack of fresh towels, both of us scanning the deck for Summer.

It only took a second.

She was still in her suit, hair soaking wet, water droplets tracking down her neck and tracing highways along those insane shoulders and arms. The GCU logotype stretched tight across breasts that, there was no polite way to put it, defied all memory. Even from a dozen feet away, I could see the deep curve of her waist and the way the suit hugged every inch, not even pretending at modesty.

If she noticed the rubbernecking from every direction, she hid it behind a smile. Still, her eyes caught on me like we were the only two people hanging around.

She slowed as she reached us, pushing clinging strands of hair behind her ear. Her smile started cautious but bloomed instantly, turning the entire mood sunrise warm.

“Hey, stranger,” Summer said, her voice slightly husky from the earlier embarrassment.

“Hey, Sunshine.” I couldn’t help myself.

We both hovered, then she dove into a hug. It was meant to be quick, but her arms lingered behind my back, hands pressing against my shoulder blades harder than I expected. She was damp, nearly shivering, and I could feel the full length of her body against mine, even the quick rise and fall of her chest brushing my ribs, breasts crushing between us for one daring heartbeat longer than platonic would allow.

She pulled away, her cheeks pink, but there was mischief in her eyes now.

Tyler cleared his throat theatrically, but before anything could get awkward, another missile hit the scene, this time in the form of Zoe Ramirez, Summer’s teammate, every bit as dazzling in her own way.

Zoe had her dark curls wrangled into two tight buns, droplets still clinging to her neck. Her team suit was just as tight as Summer’s, showing off a softer, curvier build and a flash of thigh where the leg opening sat dangerously high.

“So this is the West,” Zoe said, sizing me up with a grin that could trigger car alarms. “Because, babe, you seriously undersold his good looks in your stories.”

Summer’s eyes snapped wide. “Zoe!”

Tyler looked at me, grinning. I shrugged, trying not to look too smug.

“Don’t worry, your secret’s safe with me,” I said to Summer, but she just covered her face with both hands and squeaked.

Zoe cackled. “You didn’t tell us he was some kind of surf god, Summer.”

“She left out the part where you fumble your dive if you see him in the stands, too,” I added, only half teasing.

Summer shot me a wounded look, then flicked water at my knee. “Sabotage. Total sabotage. You’re supposed to wait until finals to mess up my concentration.”

“Well, next round I’ll bring a disguise,” I deadpanned.

“Don’t,” Zoe said, wagging a finger at me. “I want to see if you can actually make her combust on the podium.”

Summer groaned, pulling her knees to her chest. Even curled up, she was pure distraction. Wet hair, legs shiny with droplets, skin steamed nearly dry by the sun streaming through the atrium. Every guy on deck eyed her out of the corners of their eyes, but nobody else existed for her in that moment. Just us.

Tyler finally stepped in, all big-brother energy. “Alright, alright—take it easy on her. She’s got another round to dominate, remember? And the sooner she wins, the sooner we can hit the burger shack.”

He grinned at Summer, but the tension, old and new, buzzed in the air.

Summer’s smile softened just a hair. There was a story in her eyes, some old hurt, but I didn’t push.

“Thanks for coming,” Summer said, her voice low enough that only I’d really hear it.

“Anytime. Wouldn’t miss a front-row seat,” I replied, and the look she gave me after that could’ve lit a match.

But then the world crashed back in.

“KEENE!”

Coach Hargrove’s voice bulldozed the moment, shattering whatever energy was building. Summer winced at the sound and shot to her feet, glancing over her shoulder at the imposing figure stalking the dive well.

She hesitated, not ready to leave. Looked at me, then at her brother, then at Zoe.

Zoe nudged her. “Go show him who’s boss, chica.”

Summer grinned, pure bravado, no fear, and jogged off, hips swaying, leaving a path of jealousy and confusion in her wake. She looked back twice more before joining her teammates at the far end, dropping instantly into alpha mode.

Even when she wasn’t the tallest or loudest, Summer commanded every inch of the space. Staff, athletes, randos, they all turned in her wake, like her gravity pulled everything into orbit.

A male diver with a towel slung around his neck stopped a few feet away, tracking Summer’s retreat with undisguised interest. “She’s unreal, man,” he muttered to his teammate, not bothering to lower his voice.

Zoe elbowed me. “You’ve got a fan. Don’t screw it up.”

I just shook my head, trying to play off the fact that my brain was still melting from the feel of Summer pressed against me.

Nothing like old history, a tight swimsuit, and a little public shaming to get the blood pumping.

The Queen was officially back.

***

It was almost a relief to get out of the chlorine cloud and back into open air, even with the heat ramped up like a convection oven. We left the Aquatic Center behind, glass, steel, and drama in our rearview, and stepped onto a palm-lined path that split the campus in two.

Golden Coast University in late summer was a flex, pure and simple. Every angle begged for a camera: sunlight burning off the water, white columns holding up red-tiled roofs, and those Mediterranean courtyards where the fountain spray seemed to hang in slow motion. Even the students looked airbrushed, wandering between buildings in packs, everyone trying to out-hot the next group.

Tyler was in his element, loping alongside me like a golden retriever who’d just discovered an unguarded barbecue.

“So,” he said, voice back to full strength, “what’d you think?”

“Of the campus?” I shot him a look. “Or your sister launching herself off a platform like a human rocket?”

He grinned, then dropped his voice a notch, going confidential. “That was classic, wasn’t it? But, listen, don’t let her fool you. Summer might look like she’s living a rom-com, but she’s cold-blooded when it comes to competition. There’s a reason the coach loses his shit anytime she slips up.”

We cut through a stone arch shaded by climbing jasmine, the scent thick enough to drown out last traces of chlorine.

“She’s got a reputation?” I asked, mostly for the hell of it.

“Reputation? Dude. She’s left more broken hearts across Greek Row than busted beer bottles.” He winked, but there was a flash of genuine warning underneath. “She doesn’t have time for relationships. It’s eat, sleep, train, and destroy. If anyone thinks they’re gonna ‘fix’ her, they’re an amateur.”

I smirked. “Noted. Olympic dreams over frat house hookups. You want to warn me off personally?”

Tyler barked a laugh, then leveled me with a look. “West, if you ever even thought about dating my little sister, I’d have to kick your ass on principle. I mean, I’d probably lose, but it’s the brother code.”

“I’m not planning anything. She’s got bigger fish to fry than a transfer student with mediocre credit,” I said, hands up. “Besides, after that hug, pretty sure my brain’s never gonna function again.”

He snorted. “Sure, sure. You realize you just witnessed the most direct physical contact she’s had with a male in, like, months? Feel honored.”

We looped past a main quad where dozens of students lounged in activewear, phones out, drinks in hand. Tyler was half tour guide, half mayor, shouting greetings at passing girls (“Hey, Lila!” “Looking good, Kay!”), fist-bumping dudes who probably didn’t even know each other last semester.

He made introductions on the fly. “This is West, transfer from South—killer surf team, amazing photographer. You need promo work, hit him up.” Honestly, I’d barely set foot on campus and I was already in four group chats I hadn’t agreed to join.

But my mind kept flickering back, always back, to the Aquatic Center.

From the upper path, I could see straight through the glass walls to the pool inside. There was Summer, center of the storm, surrounded by teammates and training staff. She’d tied her hair in a knot now, but even across hundreds of feet I could feel the aftershock of her energy, how every movement drew attention, how other women seemed to orient off her, like she set the pace for the whole damn universe.

She was grinning at something Zoe said, totally locked in. No trace of shame, just focus and that stubborn, intoxicating drive.

“Honestly,” Tyler said, catching me staring, “I don’t know how she does it. I’d crumble under half that pressure. But Summer, she just gets better the harder they push her.”

“Yeah,” I murmured, more to myself than to him. “She always did.”

We kept walking, Tyler sliding into his influencer mode, filling me in on every GCU tradition and unspoken rule.

“This is the Academic Crescent. Don’t bother with the library before noon, it’s dead.” He pointed at a domed building with patio umbrellas. “That’s the student commons, best cold brew on campus, but avoid the muffins.” He led me around a sculpted lawn. “If you hear music at two a.m., it’s probably coming from The Quiver, party house for Beta Tau.”

By the third landmark, we’d picked up two more people, a girl with lavender hair, shifting between a nervous smile and checking me out, and a guy built like a linebacker who offered Tyler a vape pen and asked if I surfed Mavericks.

“Not since last summer,” I said, and suddenly the group was in a debate about local breaks, campus legends, and which weekend parties were worth risking academic probation.

The way Tyler worked a crowd, I barely had to say a word. It was like being drafted into a family I didn’t know existed, everyone operating on inside jokes and instant-status currency.

But behind the chatter, my focus circled back to Summer.

Even now, I could imagine her, half a campus away: prepping for her next round, posture perfect, glare so intense it might shatter a camera lens. The way she stood, undiminished even after public humiliation, was a master class in defiance. She was what everyone here wanted to be: driven, magnetic, untouchable.

“Still with me, Goldie?” Tyler asked, elbowing my side as we skirted the edge of Greek Row. The mansions perched with ocean views, banners draping every balcony and strings of lights already prepping for nightfall.

“Yeah,” I said. “Just getting my bearings.”

He grinned. “You’ll fit in, man. Trust me. GCU’s a beach, and you’re built for the waves.”

I played it off, but the truth was, Summer’s gravity was already screwing with my orbit.

If I was honest, I didn’t just want to capture this place. I wanted to see if I could keep up with her.

And as the sunlight flared off the Aquatic Center’s glass spine, painting the campus gold, I realized I’d just started the wildest ride of my life.


The Cliff House


Tyler whistled low as he stepped out of the car, sneakers crunching on the gravel drive. “Dude, you undersold it. This isn’t a surf shack, it’s a fucking fortress.”

He wasn’t wrong.

The cliff house squatted at the edge of the world, all battered cedar and wide, salty windows reflecting sky and water like it was built to outlast every storm. The wraparound deck hugged the place in a lazy half-circle, already catching the gold and shadows of late afternoon.

I opened the driver’s side, grabbed my camera bag and box of clothes, and froze for a heartbeat. The air here was different, cleaner than campus, brined and electric. The breeze cut straight off the Pacific and slammed into my senses, blowing away any leftover chlorine brain fog.

I had to hand it to my late uncle: if you wanted a place to escape the bullshit, this was it.

Tyler shoulder-checked me, a whiff of his cologne mixing with the scent of sea spray. “You gonna stand there looking tragic, or are we moving in?”

I smirked. “Just trying to absorb the vibe before you start redecorating.”

He barked a laugh, striding ahead to the porch. “This place doesn’t need a facelift, West. It needs a keg, a speaker system, and like fifty screaming co-eds. You see that deck? You could host the Greek Olympics out here.”

The wood creaked under our weight as we stepped up. There was a rhythm to it, the house talking back with every step, old, solid, but never tired. I unlocked the door, half-expecting the inside to smell like dead memories. Instead, it was all warm cedar, faint ocean, and the ghost of coffee and bourbon.

Home, if you liked your home with a view of infinity.

Tyler looked like a kid hitting Disneyland for the first time. “Damn. You see this?” He spun in a slow circle, arms wide open. “You could start a cult in here. GCU would die of jealousy if they saw the living room.”

I let him rant and stepped inside, dropping my gear by the sectional. The place was exactly as I remembered: battered black leather, lived-in cushions that promised to swallow you whole. A driftwood coffee table scarred with old water rings. Over the fireplace, a massive black-and-white photo claimed the wall, my uncle, back in his heyday, taming a wave so big it looked like a dare from God.

The light through the west windows was unreal. It cut through everything, painting lines across the stained floorboards and making dust motes glow like static in the air.

Tyler did a victory lap around the kitchen, popping open cabinets and checking the fridge. “Score, leftover Stella. I should move in and charge rent.”

He started opening every door, narrating as he went. “Bedroom one, king bed. Bedroom two, office, check that desk, man, you could run a Ponzi scheme from there. And the bathroom! Holy hell, is that a jacuzzi tub?”

He peeked his head out, grinning. I didn’t have the heart to tell him I’d crashed here plenty of times as a kid, sneaking beers and pretending the ocean was my own.

I took a second, let the place wrap itself around me. All the campus perfection melted away. The house wasn’t trying to impress anybody. It just… existed. Real. Reliable. Every corner had a story, even if I hadn’t written most of them yet.

Out on the deck, the air was even thicker with salt, and the sound of the surf hammered steady from below. The coastline spread out to the north, campus roofs visible in the distance, but here it felt like the world belonged to us.

Tyler leaned on the railing, gesturing like a TV host. “Picture it: semester kickoff bash, sunset over the water, Summer’s dive team and my Greek sisters battling it out in beer pong. You, me, and a hundred beautiful strangers.”

I laughed, unable to help it. “You’re dreaming big, Keene.”

“Go big or transfer home,” he shot back. “We don’t get a crib like this every generation.”

I turned, let my hands rest on the deck’s smooth, sun-bleached rail. It hummed with old heat. “You think anyone from GCU ever even made it out here?”

He shrugged. “Not unless they dated your uncle.” He waggled his brows in a way that suggested the rumor might be real.

Inside, the main room drank in the light. I padded across the living room to the sliding glass, popped it open, and let the breeze batter through for a second. The entire house filled up with ocean, pure and uncut. There was no scent like it. You could bottle a thousand air fresheners and never replicate this.

Tyler trailed me, poking his head into what would be my bedroom. “Plenty of space in here, man. More than enough for you and…let’s call it a rotating cast of ten. Or twenty, if you’re feeling ambitious.”

I grinned. “Still aiming for that harem legacy, huh?”

He smacked my shoulder. “Hey, I’m just saying, the legend starts here. You and your camera. I’ll handle crowd control.”

I dropped my duffel on the bed, the mattress bouncing slightly as it landed. The room was all windows and shadows, curtains barely there, casting bands of gold and indigo over the hardwood floor. Out front, the cypress trees leaned in against the wind, green and stubborn.

I started unpacking, clothes, a random mess of surf gear, and finally my camera collection. Each camera had a story, too: Morocco, Rio, or mornings spent freezing my ass off on the fog bank up north. I set the old Nikon on the bedside table, lined up the lenses in a row, and let my mind flip through memories, none of them quite as sharp as the image of Summer ten meters above the ground, body coiled and trembling.

Tyler glanced over, eyeing the camera gear I was meticulously arranging. “You better not be planning to shoot my sister for your portfolio.”

I kept my focus on the lens I was cleaning. “Just unpacking.”

“Bro,” Tyler said, stretching out the word like a yoga instructor. “I saw your face at the pool today. Remember our deal from high school? Summer’s off-limits.”

I picked up a lens and twisted it, hearing the satisfying click. “You gonna lecture me about boundaries, or are you gonna help me find the Wi-Fi password?”

He laughed and flopped back onto the bed, hands behind his head. “Just making sure we’re clear. You can photograph every other hot girl at GCU, but Summer stays out of your viewfinder.”

His words echoed, sticking harder than I’d admit. Was I that obvious? Probably. The way Summer looked at me, genuine, raw, had nuked my internal firewall. I could still feel her against my chest, that split second where nothing else in the universe mattered.

I shook myself, forced a grin, and started sorting memory cards from tangled pairs of socks. I wasn’t ready to deep dive into my emotional state, not with Tyler around. Hell, maybe not ever.

He stood up, already bored of my introspection, and prowled back into the living room. “Come check this out, seriously, you have to see the lighting in here at this hour. It’s like…what’s the word? Cinematic.”

He wasn’t wrong. Sunlight slanted through the west windows, spotlighting every scar on the wood, every old photo frame, every dented piece of furniture. The place was alive, breathing.

I wandered over, watching shadows lengthen across the deck as the sun drifted lower. Every surface was warmer, more inviting. The house wasn’t perfect, but it didn’t need to be. It just had to hold secrets and not rat you out to the neighbors.

Tyler pointed to the far end of the deck. “That right there? Prime spot for a hot tub. Or a hook-up nook. Or both.”

I barked a laugh. “You planning to run a brothel out of my uncle’s house?”

He shot me a killer smile. “You provide the scenery, I’ll bring the guest list. Give it a month and people will whisper about this place.”

The salt air did something to you, made everything taste sharper, made every sound and memory last longer. Even the distant hiss of surf sounded more deliberate here, steadier.

I drifted, letting him talk, letting the afternoon slip away. At some point, Tyler started rattling off party themes and VIP invite lists, already plotting which sorority needed a private tour first. I tuned in and out, the way you listen to rain when you’re trying to sleep.

My real focus was the deck, the way it hovered over the cliff, the way the horizon seemed to promise a better tomorrow if you just sat still long enough. If GCU was all about surface, this place was about depth.

I ran my thumb over the battered rail, closed my eyes, and let the past and future collide. Summer in the pool, this morning’s chaos, the wild promise of everything still to come.

Golden hour stretched out its arms and wrapped the house in amber. I didn’t know if I’d ever really belong here, but for the first time since stepping off the campus shuttle, I wanted to try.

Tyler threw open the fridge and found a couple more bottles left behind. “Victory beers. To house, history, and whatever the hell is coming next.”

I took one, clinked it against his.

“Whatever the hell is coming next,” I echoed.

We both drank, and for a moment, everything else fell away.

The party hadn’t even started, but the possibilities were already driving me half-crazy.

***

I was hip-deep in a mess of charging cords and battered lens caps when the sound hit, one of those sharp, hollow thunks, way too intentional to be the wind.

Tyler looked up from the kitchen, eyebrows high. “You expecting a delivery?”

“Not unless Amazon does drone drops off cliffs now,” I said, but the curiosity had me moving. We both drifted toward the sliding glass, drawn by the same magnet.

Out on the deck, the breeze had picked up, snapping the world into clarity. Down by the guest house, a girl in a tight black tank and spandex shorts braced a pair of surfboards against her hip. She was all legs and focus, hands steady on the rails, shoulders cut and sunlit, even from this far she had the kind of presence that made you look twice.

She didn’t glance up, didn’t even hesitate as she lined the boards along the deck rail. Her hair was dark but tipped with raw gold, evidence of long days in sun and salt. Every move was deliberate, each muscle working in sync, no wasted motion.

Tyler nudged me, voice low but loaded. “Tell me that’s not the new tenant.”

“She fits the ad,” I murmured, caught somewhere between voyeur and host.

We stepped out into the light, making some noise to avoid the whole “creepy neighbor” vibe. She turned, finally noticing us, and her eyes lit just a flicker, not shock, not fear, more like calculation. She sized us up the way you check a set at low tide, looking for hidden rocks.

“Hey there,” I called out, doing my best impression of approachable. “You must be Isabelle?”

She nodded, sticking with the boards like they might try to escape. “Oui. I mean, yes. I am Isabelle. But Bella is fine.”

Her accent was soft, easy to miss if you weren’t listening for it. French, but with a sunbaked California twist. She wore reserve like sunglasses, kept her distance, but didn’t flinch.

I grinned, trying to dial down any threat. “I’m West. This is Tyler. We’re just moving me into the main house.”

A pause. I caught the way she readjusted her grip on the fins, subtle flex in her forearms. Strong hands. Fast mind.

She offered a smile, brief but real. “Nice to meet you, West. Tyler.”

Ty was already in full charm-offensive mode, leaning over the railing, acting like he’d never seen a surfboard before. “Those yours? What do you ride, long or short?”

She gestured down, one board, classic log; the other, a stubby quad with an aggressive shape. “It depends on the waves. You surf?”

“Mostly when he wants to show off,” I cut in, half a joke, half truth.

Bella’s eyes flicked to me, appraising. “And you?”

“Since I was tall enough not to get rolled by a shore break.” I shrugged. “I heard you’re on the GCU surf team?”

That did something. Her posture relaxed, shoulders falling half an inch. “I am. Just…arrived this week. It’s my first time in California. Everything is so…” she searched for the word, lips pursed, “bright.”

I laughed. “You’ll get used to it. Sunburn is a campus tradition.”

She grinned, teeth flashing for the first time. “I know sunburn. But not like this.”

The wind caught a curl of her hair and twisted it into her face. She didn’t seem to notice, too busy lining up both boards with perfect precision.

Tyler tilted his head. “You racing this season, or just here for school?”

“Both. I study business, and I surf.” She looked up at me, eyes blue with something dark behind them. “You are also on the team?”

I nodded. “Transfer from South. Mostly stay out of the drama, but I hear Golden Coast takes surf very seriously.”

She rolled her eyes, like she’d seen every poseur on the continent. “Campus boys like to talk. I think you and I, we know the real game.”

“Yeah? What’s that?” I couldn’t help myself.

She shrugged, a subtle flex of her frame. “Ride the wave, don’t chase the fame. I watched your set online, last summer, Malibu Classic?”

Caught off guard, I almost choked on my own ego. “You stalked the competition?”

Bella shrugged, not embarrassed at all. “I am prepared. You surf with power, but also style. Most people cannot do both.”

I felt heat crawl up my neck, unexpected and not unwelcome. “You say that to all the campus boys?”

She shook her head. “Most campus boys do not impress me.”

Boom. If she’d wanted to telegraph interest, that was about as obvious as you could get without taking off your bikini top.

Tyler whistled, picking up on the tension faster than Wi-Fi. “Watch out, West. She’s got you scouted.”

Bella ignored him, stepping closer to the main deck. She balanced the longboard under one arm like it weighed nothing, every muscle moving in smooth agreement. Golden light hit her skin, showing off a tan that screamed hard work rather than spray booth.

She gave me a look, something between challenge and invitation. “Maybe we surf together, after you finish…moving your stuff?”

“Wouldn’t miss it,” I shot back. “I’ll show you the secret beach.”

Her lips curled, a slow, private smile. “I think you like secrets.”

I shrugged, unable to resist the volley. “Depends who I’m sharing them with.”

Silence for a beat, just the wind and the sound of surf. I could see her weighing the moment, deciding if I was worth her time.

Apparently, the jury decided yes.

Bella gathered her quiver, careful not to scratch the wax jobs, and stared hard at me over her shoulder. “Tonight, they say, the swell comes in. Maybe see you at sunset?”

“I’ll bring the beers,” Tyler offered, desperate to wedge himself into history.

Bella finally acknowledged him, expression somewhere between amused and unimpressed. “You bring the party, I will bring the surfing.”

She turned, walking back toward her guest house, glancing only once more at me. My chest tightened, way more than I expected. She was a walking contradiction: pure, physical confidence wrapped in a velvet rope of distance. Every step promised something worth chasing.

Tyler waited until she was out of earshot before elbowing me so hard I nearly lost my balance. “Dude. That French girl is trouble.”

I smirked. “You say that like it’s a warning.”

He leaned in, voice dropping. “No, I say that like she’s gonna eat you alive and Instagram the bones.” Then, louder: “Don’t do anything crazy your first week, King. Let the dust settle.”

He eyed me, all knowing older brother even though we weren’t related. I knew what he meant, but honestly, resisting the pull sounded even dumber than ignoring it.

Behind us, the sun was straight-up painting the house gold, making every angle look sharper, more dangerous. The wind kicked up, rattling the deck boards and reminding me that everything here was borrowed time.

I ducked back inside, pulse quick and senses keyed up. Bella and her boards, already stuck in my brain, right next to the memory of Summer’s wet skin and that wounded look in her eyes.

There was never going to be a dull moment at the Cliff House.

And after that first exchange, I wasn’t sure I even wanted one.

***

Bella’s door closed with a soft click and the deck fell silent, minus the low hum of wind over sun-bleached planks. If the house hadn’t felt alive before, it definitely did now, charged, like the first second before a big swell breaks.

Tyler fixed me with a look, somewhere between proud older brother and circus hype man. “You’re not wasting time, huh? Day one and you’re already collecting international talent.”

I rolled my eyes, acting like my pulse wasn’t still scrambled. “She’s a neighbor. She surfs. That’s it.”

He barked a laugh. “You think I don’t see the way you eye-fucked her from thirty feet away? Come on, man. I’m not blind.”

I picked up a beer from the counter, twisted it open, and let the bubbles fizz for show. “You want to run the Vegas odds on whether I can keep it in my pants until midterms?”

Tyler shot back, “I’ll take action on that,” raking fingers through his hair as he paced the living room. His eyes narrowed. “I’m just saying, Bella’s already circling, and who’s next? The hottest sorority girl on campus, Victoria Sinclair? Or that super-hot volleyball chick? I thin her name is Skylar. You setting up a world tour, or just starting your own Bachelor franchise?”

I shrugged, unwilling to give him the satisfaction. “Maybe I’m just making friends.”

He pointed at me, actually wagging his finger. “No way. I know that look. It’s the same one Summer used to get whenever Coach Hargrove benched her, half murder, half genius plan. Just don’t blow yourself up on week one.”

I smirked. “Wouldn’t dream of it. Besides, you’re the one with the wild house party blueprints.”

Instantly, Tyler perked up, switching tracks like he’d been dying for an excuse. “Oh, it’s happening. You heard her, Bella expects a party, and I’m not about to let a guest down. Picture this: ocean backdrop, string lights, fire pit blazing on the deck, body-painted cheerleaders doing shots with the surf team. Maybe even the legendary cheer captain herself, Samantha Calloway. That would be epic.”

He swept his arms wide, like he could summon the guest list by willpower alone. “This place is perfect, think about it. Ocean view, deck big enough for a dance floor, enough indoor space for…fuck, a pop-up silent disco, if we wanted to. And, wait for it, private beach access. Nobody can out-party us now.”

I just grinned and let him riff. There was a kind of poetry to the way he built his social empires out of nothing but ego and a nice view.

He was off, already dictating theme options: “Toga party, but like, Greek God edition. Or maybe a GCU vs. the World mixer. VIP cove for the inner circle. You know everyone will be dying to get an invite. And once word gets out about the Cliff House…yeah. Legend status.”

He spun around, features flushed with excitement. “You in? Tell me you’re in.”

I answered by clinking bottles with him again. “Let’s put this place on the map.”

He grinned so wide I thought his face might crack. Then, in classic Tyler move, he checked his phone, muttered something about “spreadsheets and first picks,” and started texting like a quarterback at halftime.

In and out, he didn’t even have to say goodbye. One minute he was pacing the house, the next, he was gone, off to build the fantasy.

The silence was a whole different vibe.

I cracked open the deck door and stepped outside, beer in hand. The last sliver of sun was hanging low, painting the whole Pacific in neon orange and navy. It hurt, how good it looked. Like the universe was flexing for my camera and knew I didn’t have the guts to raise it right now.

The breeze came in hard, wild with salt and the metallic edge of night. Every inhale tasted like adrenaline, every exhale pushed out just a little more of the day’s drama.

I leaned against the rail, boots grinding on sand-dusted planks, and stared out at the horizon.

Inside, the house clicked and settled, old beams and bones talking to themselves. The party hype was gone, but it felt like every room was waiting, holding its breath for whatever came next.

I was, too.

My mind kept boomeranging from Summer, her in that suit, eyes locked on mine, every curve and secret she tried to hide, to Bella and her surfboards, the way she moved, the accent, the challenge written in every flex of her body. It wasn’t just lust, though there was plenty of that. It was the promise of not knowing what would happen, of being surprised, maybe even caught off guard for once.

The surf below rolled in steady, impossible to ignore. You could pretend, on a campus like GCU, that status mattered most, but out here, the only thing that mattered was whether you could hold yourself upright when the next wave hit.

A shiver went through me, half cold, half anticipation.

I drained half the bottle and watched as gold bled into blue, then the house faded into shadow and night took over. The last of the day’s heat clung to the deck, but the world was already shifting, readying itself for whatever legend Tyler was bound to start.

I let the silence stretch.

Tomorrow, maybe there’d be a message from Summer. Or Bella might show up at the door, barefoot and cocky, ready for a surf-off and a battle of egos. The only thing certain was that everything was about to get complicated-fast.

And honestly? I was ready for it.

I finished my beer, set the bottle on the rail, and just stood there. Let the dark come down, let the breeze lick at my skin, and pretended for a minute that I was exactly where I belonged.

At the edge of everything, daring the universe to up the stakes.


Territorial Waters


The tide was just starting to shift, flattening out into that easy, glassy glide surfers pray for and Instagram tries to fake. Out on the deck, the last of the sunlight burned through the cypress branches, painting stripes of molten gold across the rail and whatever skin it could find. I was halfway through waxing my board when I heard the sharp, familiar snap of rubber sandals from below.

If the campus world felt curated, this moment was something else, raw, charged, and dripping with possibility.

Bella appeared at the bottom of my steps like she’d materialized out of a Blue Crush fever dream, carrying her battered quad under one arm. She wore a navy-blue bikini that rode low on her hips, the kind of athletic cut that left nothing to question about what she brought to the table. Her abs flexed with every movement, lean and tight, but my eyes landed (and stuck) on her chest.

Her breasts were just as perfect as I imagined, big, round, natural, with the kind of bounce that made physics look like a cheap parlor trick. Even just standing there, she was a walking contradiction: built for power, but all curves and soft promise.

“Board ready?” she called up, voice daring me.

“Always,” I shot back, catching the way her nipples strained against the Lycra even from a whole flight up.

Bella grinned, flashing a mouthful of white teeth. “Don’t keep a girl waiting, West.”

She didn’t wait, either. By the time I reached the sand, she’d already padded barefoot across the last stretch of sun-warmed planks, her ass a masterpiece of muscle and roundness, every step radiating effortless control.

I stripped down to my swim trunks, muscles tensed from anticipation more than cold. The wind was all salt, sun, and a hint of smoke from somewhere down the beach, a tease of the party to come. Bella never flinched, never looked away. If she noticed me staring, she didn’t call me on it. She just grinned wider.

No one else existed on the sand in that moment.

She eyed the break and arched an eyebrow. “You want to race for first paddle, or do you concede the inside to the new girl?”

I matched her smile and shouldered my board. “We’ll let the sets decide. Best lines win.”

She snorted, low and suggestive. “Typical American boy, scared to take the first risk.”

“Is that a challenge, or do you always talk this much trash in a bikini?”

Bella shifted closer, her breasts bouncing lightly with the motion, and her grin sharpened. “You haven’t seen my best trash talk yet.”

I let her take the lead, mostly so I could watch, and followed her across the sand. Footprints trailed behind her like secrets. The water was cool, biting at my ankles, but I barely felt it over the thump of my pulse.

We paddled out together, cutting through the last dregs of sunset. Golden light slicked over her shoulders, deltoids popping as she powered forward. Even duck diving, she was poetry, her body slicing the blue and then popping up, hair streaming and chest glistening, beads of water emphasizing the deep, mesmerizing cleavage between those full, perfect breasts.

If I lost count of how many times I checked her out, it was because every new angle was an upgrade.

We floated in the lineup, scouting the horizon. Bella straddled her board effortlessly, water beading on her bare skin. Her bikini barely bothered to cover the goods, the cups stretched tight over her tits, nipples pushing hard enough to gamble they’d rip clean through the fabric if she arched just a little more. I stared, then forced myself to pretend I was only looking at the waves.

She noticed, of course.

“See something you like, Donovan?” she teased, accent deepening around the edges.

“Just appreciating world-class form,” I volleyed back, letting my gaze linger on her nipples.

Bella barked a laugh, slid her hand down to adjust the bikini top, and for a fraction of a second, her thumb brushed directly across the peak. Her breasts jiggled temptingly, pure distraction.

We caught the first set practically on instinct. She whipped into position, paddling with the kind of raw power that left the local boys for dead. I matched her stroke for stroke, unwilling to eat whitewater on my own turf. Bella took off first, dropping in with a low crouch, her ass sticking up and every muscle engaged. The board carved hard, water spraying, and she twisted into a tight cutback that left me with pure envy.

Watching Bella ride a wave was like watching an athlete in her sexiest element, pure confidence, pure hunger. Her breasts moved with every shift, slamming together at the bottom of each turn, bouncing free at the top. The bikini seemed to exist solely to accentuate every inch of her performance.

She pulled out of the ride, flashed me a victory V with her fingers, then paddled right back to the lineup.

“And you said you surfed?” she called, treading water. “I barely saw you out there.”

“You’ll feel me on the next set,” I promised, voice low.

Her lips quirked, and she splashed water in my direction. “Words. Show me.”

I did. The next wave, I dropped in deep, cut across the glassy face, and steered right into her line just for the thrill of watching her react. Bella shifted, rolled her hips, and arched high, her chest thrown forward. Her bikini top sagged, showing more curve, practically daring a wardrobe malfunction.

She saw my eyes and just waggled her tongue at me, pure European fuck-you energy.

We caught three more sets, back to back, the routine evolving into a mutual tease-off. I’d paddle in closer, intentionally crowd her, forcing her to twist and shift. She responded by lifting her torso, showing off even more of her incredible tits, beads of water sliding down to catch in her cleavage.

At one point, she popped upright mid-ride, straddling the board with both legs draped wide, her breasts bouncing as she rode out a long, lazy finish. I felt my cock lurch at the sight, trapped under thin fabric, entirely at her mercy.

Bella grinned, reading me perfectly. “You like what you see?”

“You going to make me beg to touch?” I volleyed, only half-joking.

“Maybe,” she said. “Or maybe I’ll just make you suffer.”

We drifted, letting the lull stretch. Below us, fish darted in the shallows, and out on the sand, the bonfire started to really burn. The air filled with the thump of bass, laughter, and shouts of competition. A crowd had gathered around the flames, the party swelling in size and energy.

Bella ignored it, all focus on the next set. We both paddled hard for a wave that built from nothing, steep and mean, and I felt the surge of adrenaline as I dropped in. Bella was right behind me, riding my tail. She cut up, overtook, and for one wild moment, we shared the wave, her body just feet away, every muscle straining, breasts bouncing in time with the board, hair plastered to her face in a way that was anything but accidental.

She outlasted me, flicked the board with a little shimmy, landed in the foam, and tumbled off in a splash that sent her bikini top just a little sideways. When she surfaced, her nipples were on clear display, dark and pebbled, water sluicing over them like something out of a fevered dream. She adjusted the top with one quick swipe, but the damage (to my sanity) was thoroughly done.

“Not bad, Donovan,” she called, voice throaty as she slicked hair out of her face. “But you still can’t catch me.”

I paddled closer, closing the gap. “That your best trash talk, or you saving something for the morning?”

She grinned, lazy and lethal. “If you can wake up that early, maybe you’ll find out.”

The sun was practically gone now, sky bleeding navy behind the cliff house, the bonfire below a blast furnace of orange and yellow. The music, some remix of eighties pop, thumped so hard I could feel it in my chest, even out on the water.

Bella nodded to the shore, where silhouettes danced wild in the firelight.

“Your place always this busy?” she asked, eyebrow up.

“Not sure, honestly,” I admitted, “but apparently campus royalty likes to party where the sand’s free.”

She made a face. “Overrated. I prefer dawn patrol, no audience, no music.”

“Yeah?” I asked, letting my gaze drop to the water sheeting across her chest. “Looks like you could pull off both.”

Bella looked me dead in the eye, hooked a finger at the side of her bikini, and tugged the fabric just enough to show an extra hint of curve. “You watch closely enough, you’ll always get a good show.”

Despite the cold, my blood roared. It took every ounce of discipline not to reach out right then and haul her across the boards.

Instead, we caught one last set, a double-up I barely managed to stay upright on. Bella rode it perfectly, shoulders squared, chest thrust forward like she owned the Pacific. When she finished, she didn’t even look back at the party. She just waited for me to paddle in, every line of her body telegraphing challenge.

We waded up through the shallows together. Each step, water sheeted down my back in cold rivers, drops sliding down my abs and thighs. Bella was ahead, her body sparkling in the dying light, every muscle defined, breasts jiggling with abandon as she moved. Her bikini bottom clung to her hips, cut perfectly to frame her curves and accentuate the long, confident stride of a woman who knew damn well she was being watched.

The bonfire crowd noticed, all right.

By the time our feet hit the dry sand, it felt like every pair of eyes at the party was trained on us. There was a ripple effect, a trio of sorority girls, dressed in barely-there tank tops and matching gold sandals, peeled off from the fire and beelined in our direction.

Bella clocked them instantly. She slowed, sidled in close, and laid a wet, seawater-cold hand on my bicep. The contact sent an electric hum through my entire body.

Her lips brushed my ear, soft and intimate. “Sorority girls aren’t my thing,” she murmured, the French accent cutting deeper. “I’ll see you tomorrow. Before sunrise. You keep up, West.”

She didn’t wait for a response. Bella squeezed my arm, lingered for one more heartbeat, and then turned, stalking across the sand with dripping hair and a body that left every guy at the fire speechless. She barely glanced at the party, even as half the crowd rubbernecked to watch her ass sway back toward the guest house.

I watched her go, pulse hammering, breath shallow.

Then I turned toward the women closing in.

If surfing with Bella was wild, I had a feeling nothing at Golden Coast would ever be simple again.

***

The air thickened as soon as Bella disappeared into the shadows. Even with the party in full swing, her exit left a wake, like someone yanking the music down mid-chorus. Three sorority girls strode through the sand, heels in hand, eyes slicing across the crowd and pinning me as their new target.

The girl in front moved with influencer precision: every step measured, every flash of smile camera-ready. I recognized her instantly, Aria Navarro. She’d DM’d me back when my surf photos trended, and half of GCU seemed obsessed with her content. Up close, she was pure California: dark brown hair styled in loose, perfect waves that caught copper highlights in the bonfire glow, beach-glow skin, athletic curves poured into a white and gold bikini top and scrap of matching skirt. She was made for sunlight and screens, and she knew it.

She reached me before I could towel off. “You’re West Donovan, right?” Her voice was fun, bright, already tuned to story mode. “I’m Aria. That’s Olivia behind me, and Victoria hanging back there like she’s too good for this. I’ve been trying to get your attention all year.”

A hint of sunscreen and fancy perfume clung to her, orange blossom and cashmere and just enough sweat to smell alive. She gave my body a once-over, eyes pausing at my chest, then dropping lower, lingering a half-beat too long on my abs.

Behind her, Olivia wore a black crop top with matching shorts, hair slicked back severe and neat. Not as loud as her friend, but her gaze hit harder, eyes scanning every inch of me with fast, analytic precision. She looked like she could catalog every scar on my arms and still remember what song was playing.

Victoria Sinclair kept her distance. She perched at the edge like someone avoiding a photographer, arms folded, posture perfect, eyes never quite meeting mine despite glancing my way twice. I recognized that calculated poise, the same rigid control she’d maintained after I’d captured her mid-laugh backstage at the art showcase, mascara smudged, hair falling loose. That candid had won me the Westridge Prize. Her jaw tightened when I looked directly at her, the same way it had when she’d seen her unguarded moment displayed in the exhibition hall. She seemed content to pretend she didn’t know me, and I wasn’t ready to call her out in front of her friends.

Aria didn’t bother with small talk. “Your surf content pulls more likes than any of the frat stars down here,” she said, practically vibrating. “How are you not already riding the collab train?”

I smirked, running a hand through salt-wet hair. “Guess I missed the application deadline.”

She laughed, then, a clear, sharp bark of sound, and in one move, wriggled closer, phone magically in hand. “Let’s fix that. My brand needs your touch. And, I mean, it wouldn’t hurt if you were in a few shots too. Pure engagement bait.”

She gave my abs a little nudge with her phone, fingers grazing just above my waistband. All confidence, no hesitation.

Olivia flanked her, eyes on my shoulders, the lines of my torso. She didn’t say much, but every little inhale stretched her top tighter over her chest, showing off high, perfect breasts and a tan that said she wasn’t afraid of the sun. I caught her gaze, sharp, hungry, then caught her looking at my hands. Like she was picturing them somewhere better.

Victoria still hung back, letting the other two absorb the risk. But she watched everything, the party, the dynamic, and especially me. The glint in her eye said she remembered high school as well as I did, even if her lips suggested total ignorance.

Aria barreled ahead. “Let’s set up a shoot this week. We could start at golden hour, maybe get you on a board, maybe something a little more…spontaneous.” She flashed perfect teeth, her tongue flicking over her lip, daring me to say no.

Olivia finally spoke, her voice soft but edged. “Do you shoot only surf, or people too? Because I think you’d make anyone look better.” She gave a tiny, loaded smile, then leaned in and murmured something to Victoria, words too soft to catch.

Victoria’s response was a scalpel. “Shut up, Liv.” Her tone was sweet but lethal, and it left Olivia grinning like she’d just scored a point.

Even from a few feet away, Victoria’s gaze dragged over me, cataloging everything, remembering what she wanted to remember. I held her eyes, just long enough to let her know the mask wasn’t working.

The spell broke as more girls drifted over. A streak of laughter, then two more bikini-clad bodies drew in, orbited by the promise of drama. The bonfire crowd was buzzing, everyone pretending not to stare but failing spectacularly.

Aria spotted the attention and doubled down. “You’re a hot commodity, Donovan. Don’t make me fight my friends for you.” She thumbed open her phone, screen already on the new contact page. “Seriously, put your number in. If you ghost me again, I’ll block you on every platform. Even LinkedIn.”

I grinned, played along, took her phone. It was warm from her hand. I typed slow, letting her watch.

Olivia leaned in, peeking at the name I entered. “I’ll remember that,” she purred, voice barely above the party noise.

Victoria stepped closer, finally breaking her aloof wall. She stood just inside my personal space, scent subtle and expensive, posture perfect. She looked down her nose, classic Sinclair, and hit me with a cool, “New on campus, but already making an impression. Typical.”

I couldn’t resist the bait. “Didn’t think you’d be slumming it with underclassmen, Victoria. Or is this your idea of talent scouting?”

She didn’t blink. “We recruit from all over, but only the best. You should know that. Or did you forget the last time you tried to shoot my good side?”

Her eyes flickered, just for a heartbeat. A memory: backstage at a high school photo awards, her in a dress she hated, me snapping a stolen moment when she thought nobody saw her drop the pose.

I let the moment hang. “I don’t believe in bad sides. Just missed opportunities.”

Victoria’s lips twitched. “Well, I always get what I want.”

The girls around us started talking, not to each other but at me, all at once.

“How do you know her?”

“Wait, Summer’s training here, right? Is it true she—”

“Are you seriously single, or is that just a myth?”

The night turned blurry, bodies circling in, the heat of the fire at my back and the promise of a thousand stories in every glance.

But even as Aria nestled closer, her hand sliding along my bicep, and Liv sized me up like a job interview, it was Victoria’s stare I felt most. Calculated, amused, hungry for the next move.

Aria nudged me again. “Say yes to the collab. Or at least say yes to a drink. You’re coming to the afterparty, right?”

Before I could answer, a shadow crossed the sand. Someone new was coming, a whole new set of challenges inbound. But in the eye of the hurricane was Victoria, watching, calculating, maybe plotting her next opening.

For a guy who thought he could hide at the edge of campus, I’d made myself ground zero for every social fuse waiting to blow.

That rush? Better than any high I’d known.

And I hadn’t even dried off yet.

***

The rhythm of the party shifted like a sneaker wave. One second, it was just heat and music; the next, a wall of bodies closed in, and the temperature spiked about ten degrees. The three girls barely had time to circle me before the frat boys made their move.

The lead guy, massive, tanned, and reeking of whatever body spray they were pushing this year, barreled forward. He wore a backwards cap and a tank so tight it read like a warning label, Greek letters screaming across his chest. His boys fanned out behind him, smart enough to let him take point, cocky enough to think numbers still mattered.

He squared up, blocking the light from the bonfire. “This is a private party, bro,” he said, voice all gravel and challenge. “Maybe head back to wherever you came from.”

The guys at his flanks mirrored the tough act, arms folded, square jaws set, like they thought intimidation was still a valid currency after sunset.

I didn’t move. I let the saltwater drip down my shoulders, let them all see I had zero fucks left to give.

“Actually,” I said, friendly as you please, “this is my property. The line runs about fifteen yards past that rock formation.” I pointed to the ragged outcrop, sharp in the firelight just beyond the bonfire pit. “Pretty sure the beer pong table is on my side.”

For a second, nothing happened.

Then, the leader’s eyes flicked from the fire to the landmark, doing the math. One of the other guys broke formation, peeking over at the rock. Bravado wilted, fast. A little ripple of uncertainty ran down the line.

Somewhere behind me, a girl giggled. I didn’t have to turn to know it was Aria.

The power shift was beautiful. One minute, the jocks owned the sand, the next, they were just guests at my pop-up kingdom.

Victoria clocked it too. From the edge of the crowd, I saw her whole posture change: shoulders back, chin up, gaze locked on me like I’d invented sand and sunsets. Every hint of disinterest she’d worked so hard to project just fell away. She didn’t say a word, but the focus burned hotter than the fire.

The lead guy swallowed, then tried to rally. “Didn’t know anyone lived up there,” he said, pitching his thumb toward the cliff house.

I shrugged, easy. “It’s private, but the deck does have the best view.”

That earned a nod and a little backpedal. The threat was gone, replaced with uneasy respect. Beautiful.

Aria seized the window, all hustle and gold. She put her phone in my hand, screen already primed. “Let’s lock it in before your fan club gets bigger,” she said, winking hard enough to shade a whole classroom.

Olivia shot a look at the frat guys, then at me, as if tallying the new odds. “Did you just checkmate the entire Greek system?” she murmured, barely loud enough to carry.

Victoria finally moved in, just close enough that I caught the soft brush of her perfume, expensive, grown-up, nothing like the syrupy stuff from the party crowd. Her eyes didn’t leave mine. “Guess you’ll have to host the next one, Donovan,” she said, voice silk over razors.

“Only if you’re not too busy running the universe,” I replied, giving her the same energy right back.

Around us, the party reoriented, fast. New girls slid into the periphery, drawn by the drama and the open space next to me. Guys from the losing team drifted off, pretending they didn’t just have their hype man folded by an out-of-towner.

But Victoria stayed anchored, her focus on me so sharp I could feel it against my skin. The other women noticed, too, sharing glances and whispered bets. Suddenly, nobody wanted to leave the beach.

Aria held her phone up, waiting. I took my time entering the number, making sure her hand brushed mine again. She laughed, then pressed her body closer, as if to mark her territory. “Don’t forget, next week, pick the day,” she said. “We’ll shoot at the Prism. I’ll send you the details.”

Olivia trailed a finger along my forearm, eyes all secrets. “Try not to get distracted on your way out. The cliffs get tricky at night,” she said, and I got the sense it was both a warning and an invite.

Victoria watched every move, lips close to a smile. She didn’t reach, didn’t rush, just let every word and glance build the tension. If the party was a game, she was already rewriting the rules.

I pocketed my phone, let my eyes sweep the crowd, and stepped back. The girls parted, savoring the chase but not ready to give it up.

As I climbed the path, the bonfire faded to a smear of orange behind me, but I didn’t look away until I hit the first switchback.

Victoria was still there. She hadn’t moved. Everyone else was talking, jockeying for status, but she watched me like nothing else existed.

The last smear of sunset painted her hair gold and silver, and the focus in her eyes said it all:

This wasn’t over.

Not by a long shot.


Night Visit


The house felt different after dark, like the salt in the air got sharper and the shadows grew bold enough to walk on their own. I’d just managed to shower off half the bonfire smoke when I heard the low thump of footsteps coming up the cliff path. At this hour, in this part of the world, you expected a raccoon, maybe a stray surfer who’d lost their keys, not the reigning Queen of the GCU dive tower.

But there she was.

Summer Keene appeared on the edge of my deck, hair pulled back in a loose, messy bun that had survived both her morning drills and the long day since. Her cheeks were pink from the winding hike through the cypress. She wore tight GCU shorts painted onto her ass, and an oversized GCU swim and dive sweatshirt, sleeves rolled high to reveal tanned, corded arms. Her legs, bare and golden and dusted with faint shimmers of sand that clung stubbornly hours after she’d left the pool, flexed as she stepped up onto the planks.

She paused halfway in, outlined by the soft honey light bleeding from the kitchen. For a second, we just stared at each other, no script, no audience.

“Is this a bad time?” Summer’s voice sounded rough around the edges, softer than I remembered from the pool deck.

I grinned, grabbed a towel, and padded barefoot out to meet her.

“There’s never a bad time for surprise visitors,” I said. “You need a beer, or a crash course in house rules first?”

She shot me a look, equal parts grateful and daring. “Beer. Definitely beer. And maybe a little forgiveness if I say something insane.”

God, I’d missed this.

I grabbed two from the fridge, the glass sweating instantly in the night air, and led her to the far edge of the wraparound deck. The Pacific sprawled below, moon-bright and mean, every wave smacking the rocks like it had something to prove. The breeze whipped at the loose strands of Summer’s hair, throwing gold into her eyes.

She dropped onto the battered sectional like her muscles had finally reached the end of their rope. Her legs sprawled, knees pressing out, totally unselfconscious. The old wood creaked, registering her weight and maybe her exhaustion. I sat beside her, leaving just enough space to keep things on the right side of platonic, until she shifted, closing the gap.

Summer looked even better up close. The leftover flush from her training still colored her cheeks, her lips looked pillowy, and her collarbone glistened faintly with sweat and salt. She wrapped both hands around her beer like it was a lifeline and took two long pulls.

For a minute, neither of us spoke.

Out here, the world sounded different. Every break of the surf carried up the cliff, deeper and rawer in the dark. A string of lights down the coast marked some late-night party, but up here, it was just us, two halves of an old story we’d both tried and failed to rewrite.

Summer shot me a sidelong glance, then exhaled hard, like she was prepping for a ten-meter dive.

“It’s weird being here. I used to imagine what it’d look like from the inside.” She thumbed at the battered cushions, then at the endless ocean. “You ever think we’d actually end up like this? Me, you, a six-pack, and no one breathing down our necks?”

I shrugged, but there was a catch in my voice I couldn’t hide. “Honestly? No. I figured you’d be off training in Colorado or wherever Olympic hopefuls go to lose their minds.”

She grinned, a touch of old mischief flickering through. “Turns out, I only lose my mind around you.”

That hung in the air. Electric.

We sipped, letting the silence do some of the heavy lifting.

After a minute, Summer straightened, her body all tense lines and barely contained energy. She hooked her hair behind her ear, the move she always did when she was nervous but determined to bulldoze ahead anyway.

“I thought about not coming,” she admitted, voice low. “After tonight, after the dive… honestly, I felt like I needed to see you more than I needed to sleep. I don’t want to mess around, West.”

She twisted the beer so hard in her hands the label threatened to peel clean off. “We wasted so much time in high school pretending not to care. I’m not interested in another year of pretending.”

She turned, full body angled toward me. The way the moonlight hit her face, you could see every fleck of blue in those eyes, every ounce of raw, unguarded honesty.

“I want you, West. Do you want me too?”

Her fingers whitened on the bottle. She waited, breath barely daring to move, as if the answer was the hardest dive she’d ever thrown.

I sat there, stunned, letting the words and the want pulse between us. The urge to just grab her, to bridge the tiny space separating us, was nearly overwhelming.

But before I could say a single thing, the universe, predictably, decided to screw with us.

Three silhouettes glided across the deck, all perfume, heels, and careful calculation.

First through the open slider was Aria, her phone already out, flash set to “kill,” filming a story as she glided toward us. Victoria Sinclair followed, walking like she was getting paid for it, back ramrod straight, pale blonde hair twisted into a style that belonged in a magazine, pearly nails wrapped around a bottle of imported water. Olivia brought up the rear, smaller and sharper, eyes darting first to Summer, then to me, the assessment happening so quickly it was almost invisible.

Aria didn’t even blink at the impromptu porch party. She bounced onto the sectional, hip to hip with me, warm leg pressing against mine.

“Okay, pause everything. I cannot believe this view!” she blurted, angling her phone to capture both the coastline and my face. “West, how dare you not invite us to sunset from your deck? This is Influencer Central.”

Victoria didn’t sit. She hovered in the background, gaze critical, lips set in a perfect smile that didn’t touch her eyes. Her clothes looked like they cost more than my camera, a white silk blouse off one shoulder, tailored pants, and the kind of minimal gold jewelry that screamed generational wealth. Even the ocean breeze seemed to obey her, barely ruffling a single hair.

Summer clocked it all with a look. She straightened but didn’t let her body move away from mine.

Victoria let silence stretch, then spoke in a tone designed for cutting glass. “I didn’t realize this was a group hang. No warning, Donovan?”

She made my name sound like an accusation and an inside joke.

I shrugged, playing it off. “You know me. I don’t send calendar invites.”

Olivia smiled, finally sitting on the deck rail, legs swinging. “This is the inner circle now? We need to up our game.”

Aria was oblivious, pawing at my arm to get a shot. “Move closer, West. There, perfect. The light on your jawline is actually criminal. We could shoot content here every night and never run out of magic hour.”

Victoria finally joined us, lowering herself onto the far end of the couch, as far from Summer as possible. She perched, knees together, posture so precise she could have balanced a full champagne flute on her thigh. She eyed Summer’s windblown hair, the rough cotton of her sleeves, and smiled the way predators smile at the zoo.

If Summer noticed the scrutiny, she didn’t let it show. She just arched an eyebrow and deliberately sipped her beer, refusing to be intimidated.

Aria went straight for the kill. “Big news, by the way, we’re locking in that Prism shoot, West! Imagine the vibes: you, me, blue hour, maybe some behind-the-scenes. Think of the engagement.”

She leaned in so close her hair brushed my neck, the scent of her perfume a hard, flirty punch of citrus and something sweet. “We could collab with Summer, too. She’s basically a legend already. I want to know what it’s like getting actual sweat in the shot instead of just, you know, spray-on highlight.”

Summer laughed, caught off-guard. “I sweat plenty, Aria. Not sure I can pretty it up for the camera, though.”

Aria twirled around, her phone ready to capture every word. “Are you kidding? You’re flawless. People would kill for your quad flex.”

Victoria tsked, shaking her head. “It’s not about flawless, it’s about authenticity. Real power is showing the cracks.”

She reached across, her perfectly manicured hand landing on my forearm, just above the wrist. Her skin was cool and dry, deliberate. “You have a gift for shooting people in their real moments, West. I’d love to be your subject again sometime. But this time, I get to pick the shots.”

She said it with full eye contact, her gaze never even flicking toward Summer, like she wasn’t even there.

I felt Summer physically bristle, her knee hitting mine with extra force.

Olivia caught it all, grinning. She raised her beer in a silent toast. “There it is. The Reigning Queen versus the Golden Girl. I knew this semester was going to be fun.”

The energy on the deck was pure gasoline, one careless spark and the whole house might burn down.

Summer reclaimed her spot, shifting so her thigh pressed right up against my side. She angled her body toward me, her hand draping casual over my shoulder, the message clear as glass.

Aria picked up on the tension, but she only seemed to double down on her enthusiasm. She rattled off a dozen content ideas, casual surf shots, romantic sunset pairings, maybe a “campus royalty” campaign starring Victoria and Summer as dueling icons. The more she leaned in, the more intense Summer’s grip around my shoulder became.

Victoria didn’t cede an inch. She pivoted each suggestion into a compliment for me, always sliding her fingers across my wrist or letting her gaze linger a second too long.

“If you have time between all your social obligations,” Victoria purred, her voice low and private, “I’d love to do a one-on-one session. Something less… staged. I think we could make magic.”

The moonlight caught her eyes. They looked bottomless, dangerous, and hungry.

Summer countered by nudging even closer, curling her legs up under her, her smaller frame radiating stubborn heat. She searched my face for a response, the need behind her eyes wild and unscripted.

Olivia’s amusement just grew. She sipped her drink, watching the tug-of-war with open delight.

Every line was being drawn, every statement loaded.

Aria jumped right back into influencer mode, phone already open on the Notes app. She crowded in close, her thigh pressing against mine as she launched into a pitch worthy of a VC meet-up. “Okay, West, picture it: content to die for. We could shoot you at sunrise, mid-surf, raw and sandy, or lean into the mysterious loner vibe. Or get moody—shirtless in the studio, all shadows and abs.”

She punctuated the image by poking my stomach, laughing, then swiping her phone to show a photo grid of poses she wanted to try. Summer snorted, amused despite herself, and leaned over to get a look.

“This literally looks like a Calvin Klein ad got lost at the beach,” Summer said, half-mocking, half-impressed.

Aria pouted, tossing her hair. “I don’t hear you complaining.”

“Maybe I just want to see him soaked, not staged,” Summer volleyed back, drawing a laugh from Olivia, who toyed with her hair and gave both of us a secretive grin.

Victoria watched it all from her corner of the couch, posture flawless. She barely moved, queen at a chessboard, waiting for the right moment to strike. When she did, she slid in with the grace of someone who had never been denied anything in her life.

She reached for my arm, fingertips resting soft and cold just below the bend of my elbow. “Don’t let them typecast you, West. Your work, especially what you did in the gallery last spring, wasn’t about exteriors. I’d love to see what you’d make of me, if you were looking for something… deeper.”

She held my gaze, eyes bottomless and dark, not even glancing at Summer.

“I’d love to be your subject again sometime,” Victoria said, every syllable loaded.

The words hit the table and just sat there, sizzling.

Summer’s jaw flexed, but she didn’t back off. She shifted even closer, her arm draping casual but deliberate over my shoulders, her hand ghosting up behind my neck. The scent of her shampoo, chlorine and wildflowers, wrapped around me, earthy and familiar, so different from the cool, metallic notes of Victoria’s perfume.

“That’s cute,” Summer said, her tone honeyed but edged. “But I don’t think West ever needed a model to make his photos interesting.”

Olivia barked a sharp, delighted laugh. “You two are gonna combust before midterms.”

Aria just shrugged, always down for the drama. “Victoria, you should totally let West shoot you. We’ll do a full campaign. Summer, you can judge if the poses are too ‘extra.’ Or maybe just jump in the shot and make it a whole power trio. Once we drop the first set, everyone at GCU will lose their minds.”

Victoria finally spared Summer a glance. Her lips twitched, not quite a smile, not quite a sneer. “I’m fine sharing the lens. As long as it’s clear who’s in focus.”

Summer didn’t flinch. She gave Victoria a slow, up-and-down scan, unimpressed. “Guess we’ll see what the camera loves, won’t we.”

If the couch had been any smaller, someone might have gotten tackled.

Olivia watched the whole scene, eyes gleaming, chin in hand. “This is better than reality TV,” she stage-whispered, not caring if anyone heard.

The banter bounced back and forth, escalating. Aria riffed on shot ideas, Victoria sharpened every compliment into a challenge, and Summer never let her energy drop. She pressed herself fully along my side, her thigh flush against mine, body language telegraphing that I was hers, at least for the moment.

Victoria’s hand stayed on my forearm, thumb tracing tiny invisible circles. “Don’t let the noise distract you. I know talent when I see it.”

She let the comment hang, daring me to respond, but I just smiled and let Summer’s fingers tangle in my hair, her touch grounding me in the madness.

After a few more volleys, Aria’s “we should do a sunrise set with just you and me,” Victoria’s “if you want to get serious, you know how to find me,” and Summer’s flat-out “he’s already booked for the dive meet”, the stand-off finally collapsed.

Aria checked her phone, yelped about an early-morning shoot, and started gathering her stuff at lightning speed.

Olivia stood, stretching, and gave Summer a low, respectful nod. “Don’t let them steal all the fun.”

Then she turned to me, her tone loaded with possibilities. “Let me know if you ever want a second set of eyes for something fresh.”

Summer just smirked.

Victoria took her time. She rose from the couch, straightening every line of her outfit until she looked like she could walk right onto a billboard. Before she left, she leaned in, lips just inches from my ear.

“Remember what I said. Don’t settle for the obvious.”

She flicked her eyes to Summer and back to me, a spark of genuine challenge in her gaze.

Then she swept off the deck, heels rapping across the boards as if she’d already claimed the territory.

I found myself staring after her, the electric crackle of her presence not fading even as she rounded the corner.

Summer watched, too, no jealousy, just fire. Her energy was kinetic, wild, as if every barb from Victoria only made her more determined.

When the silence finally settled, it was as thick as the mist coming in off the water.

The battle lines were drawn: Victoria with her ice-cold ambition and curveball seduction, Summer with her blunt force honesty and unfiltered want.

And I was stuck deliciously in the middle.

The truth? I’d never wanted anything more.

***

The second Victoria’s heels faded into the night, Summer spun to face me, her eyes burning.

“No dodging this time,” she said, voice a husky dare. “You want me, or am I just another photo op for your highlight reel?”

She was so close I could count the freckles on her cheeks.

I took a breath, feeling the bourbon warmth of her body beside mine. “Summer, if your brother finds out, he’ll feed me to the sharks.”

She snorted, that signature Keene bravado cutting through. “Let me worry about Ty. You worry about what’s happening right now.”

Summer didn’t wait for my answer. She straddled my thighs in one lithe, athletic move, knees bracketing my hips, her ass settling into my lap with the kind of confidence only years of platform dives could build. Her hands found my neck, fingers threading up into my hair, pulling me toward her until our foreheads touched.

“Say it,” she whispered, breath curling hot over my lips.

“I want you,” I admitted, voice raw. “Always have.”

Something hungry flashed across her face.

The kiss exploded, her lips on mine, tongue darting, all power and zero hesitation. She ground herself against my crotch, hips rolling, and even through layers of cotton I could feel her heat, every flex of her thighs telegraphing just how badly she needed this.

She pulled back just enough to look at me, eyes wild. Then, with a quick jerk, she grabbed my wrists and shoved my hands under her oversized sweatshirt. No bra, just the slick, sexy heat of her bare skin.

My palms found her breasts, full and perfect, better than any fantasy. They felt incredible in my hands, firm from athletic conditioning, but soft, giving, so much more than I could possibly cup at once. Her nipples were hard as pebbles, and she arched into my grip, moaning low.

“You ever thought about me like this?” she asked, gaze locked on mine.

“Every damn day,” I said.

Summer grinned, bit her lip, and stripped off the sweatshirt in one smooth move. She tossed it aside, letting the moonlight spill down her body. Her chest heaved, bare and unbelievable, the line of her waist tapering to shorts that rode up so high they threatened to vanish entirely.

I couldn’t keep my hands off her. I kneaded every inch, thumbs circling her nipples until she shook, her head thrown back. The salt wind whipped across her body, raising goosebumps on her golden skin.

She leaned in to bite my earlobe, her breath warm. “Still worried about Ty?”

“Not even a little,” I growled, finally honest.

She laughed, a pure, sex-drunk sound, then reached between us to tug her shorts off. They left her in nothing but a sliver of midnight-blue fabric, already soaked through, her pussy lips outlined perfectly beneath. She wasted no time yanking those off too, kicking them away until she was naked in my lap, curves and power and absolute confidence.

“Your turn,” she commanded.

Summer grabbed the waistband of my shorts and shoved them down. My cock sprang free, thick and hard and already dripping precum. Summer’s eyes widened, pure appreciation. She took me in her hand, stroking from root to head, twisting her wrist just to watch me twitch.

“Bigger than I thought,” she teased.

“Maybe you just bring it out in me.”

She snorted, rocked her hips, and lined herself up. Her pussy parted over my head, the lips slick and hot and so fucking wet I nearly lost it right there. She slid down slow, impaling herself inch by inch until I was buried balls-deep, her ass pressed flush to my thighs.

The feeling was insane. She gripped me so tight I could barely move, her inner walls milking me as she adjusted to my size.

Summer watched my reaction, delight flickering through her exhaustion. She started bouncing, slow at first, lifting until just the tip remained inside before slamming back down. Her tits jiggled with every movement, mouth parted in a breathless moan.

“God, you feel so good,” she panted. “Better than I ever imagined.”

She rode me with a force that made me want to believe in destiny. This was what Summer Keene had been built for: not just the perfect lines in a swimsuit, not just flawless flips in slow-motion highlight reels, she had been engineered, at a molecular level, to ride a man into oblivion. Her thighs locked around my hips with predatory certainty, squeezing, flexing, driving every ounce of power from her body straight into mine.

She angled her hips forward with each bounce, a move that made my vision go white at the edges. The way she moved, straddling pleasure and punishment, was almost clinical in its precision, except nothing about it was cold. Each time she crashed down, her ass smacked my thighs with a satisfying, echoing crack; her tits, perfect and unashamed, bounced in the cold night air, catching moonlight like runway spotlights. I grabbed at her waist, fingers digging into the shape of her obliques, and she just laughed, actually laughed, a sound that was equal parts challenge and invitation.

“Is that all you got?” she taunted, a growl built into the syllables.

I met her rhythm, thrusting up as she came down, and the jolt nearly bucked her off. That only charged her more. She leaned forward, planting both hands to either side of my jaw, caging me in. Her lips slammed into mine, the kiss brutal and needy and laced with adrenaline. She nipped my lower lip, then sucked it into her mouth, all while rolling her hips in figure-eights that put Olympic floor routines to shame.

I reached up to thumb her nipples, circling and pinching, and she shuddered so hard I thought she’d break. Her hands fisted in my hair, yanking my head back so she could look me in the eyes.

“You want to come?” Summer demanded, not as a plea but a dare.

I could only nod, the words locked somewhere between my brain and my cock.

She rocked back, sat upright, and ground down on me, taking every inch until our hips locked together like gears. “You’re gonna come for me,” she said, and the authority in her voice was nuclear. She arched her back, hair flying, the line of her throat wild and exposed. I watched a bead of sweat race down from the hollow of her clavicle, tracing every muscle on its way to the valley between her breasts.

I tried to slow her down, hands fighting for control at her hips, but she wanted none of it. Summer took my wrists, slammed them into the cushions above my head, and pinned them there. She planted her knees, lifted herself almost all the way off my cock, then crashed down so hard I thought the deck would splinter. She repeated the motion, faster, harder, until my whole world collapsed into the point of contact between her and me. Every part of her radiated: the heat, the smell, the unholy friction.

We were animals. No, she was a force of nature, and I was just lucky enough to be caught in her slipstream.

Our bodies slammed into one another, the rhythm frantic, breath mixing in wild gasps. The wind off the Pacific lashed her back with goosebumps but she barely felt it. Summer was lost in the blaze, driven by something older and more primal than any hormone or training regimen.

She bent down, lips at my ear, voice so low it threatened to detonate every nerve in my body. “Fill me, West. I’m safe. I want to feel you come inside me so deep you forget who you are.”

I didn’t say a word. I just let go, tilted my hips up and fucked her with everything I had left, every ounce of self-preservation vanished in the animal need to merge, to lose ourselves in each other. Her thighs quaked with the effort, her hands splayed across my chest, nails biting into skin.

“Jesus, Summer—” I choked, barely able to breathe.

She rode me harder, and her next words came out as a command: “Come inside me, baby. Don’t hold back.”

Her pussy clamped down, milking me with a rhythm that was almost greedy. She bit my neck, and the pain sent me over. I grabbed her ass with both hands, slammed her down onto my cock, and emptied myself inside her with a growl that scared even me.

My head spun, vision swimming as I buried myself inside her, cock pinned deep. There was nothing left in my mind but the instinct to claim her, to stake my mark for good. The need roared through me, tightening every muscle as I erupted, thick ropes of sticky cum flooding her, spurting again and again, each pulse driving it deeper. My hands clenched her hips and I watched, dazed, as I filled her to the brim. Her body trembled around me, perfect and spent, and all I could think was that she was mine now, marked forever.

She screamed, full-throated, no shame, her own orgasm detonating at the exact second I pumped her full. She trembled, her hair wild around her face, eyes squeezed shut as if she could see every nerve ending lighting up inside her. Her body milked me, every muscle wringing me dry, until it was too much for either of us to handle.

We collapsed together, chests heaving, sweat mingling. For a moment the only sound was the dull booming of blood in my ears and the faint slap of waves against the cliff.

But Summer wasn’t finished. She rolled her hips, so slow it bordered on torture, coaxing every last drop out of me. The sensation was insane: so sensitive I could hardly stand it, yet desperate for her to never stop.

“God,” she moaned, voice barely more than a breath, “I love the way you feel inside me. So fucking warm. It’s addicting.”

She leaned in, laid her forehead against mine, and for a second we just breathed each other in, the brine, the sweat, the lingering smoke of forbidden thrill.

Neither of us moved to get dressed. The porch light cut a golden arc across her bare shoulder, catching the glint of old sweat and new, and she looked like a goddess carved from some ancient, unknowable element.

I brushed my thumb along her jaw, feeling the aftershocks of the quake still rippling through her. “Been wanting to do that for a while?”

She gave a wicked laugh. “You have no idea. It’s all I thought about during training today. Couldn’t wait to get out of the pool and onto you.”

“Guess we’re even, then.”

She pulled herself off with a slow, wet sound that was indecent, and immediately flopped down next to me, grabbing the old wool blanket and yanking it over us both. Her thigh draped over mine, skin still humming with heat.

She ran her hand down my chest, fingers tracing the lines of my abs like she was reading Braille. “You should see your face right now.”

“Yeah?” I tried to sound cool, but my voice was thrashed.

She grinned, sated but wild, and kissed me hard.

I just held her, pulse racing, her body still trembling around my cock.

The ocean roared its approval, and the rest of the world faded away.

***

After the fireworks faded, Summer curled into me and pulled the threadbare blanket over our naked bodies. The world shrank down to the steady thump of the surf, the scratchy feel of the old throw, and the solid, addictive weight of her naked body resting half-on, half-against me.

For a minute, neither of us spoke. Her skin was hot from sex, but the ocean breeze found any exposed patch and made her burrow even closer, tucking her head beneath my chin. I stroked her back lazy circles, fingers catching here and there on a subtle ridge of muscle or freckle.

She let out a long, satisfied sigh and nuzzled my jaw.

“You know I’ve wanted this forever, right?” she said, her voice small but totally honest.

I smiled, letting my hand drift to her hair, tangling my fingers through. “You could’ve just said something. Would’ve saved us a couple years of sexual frustration.”

She laughed, the sound muffled by my neck. “Are you kidding? I was a dork. You were, like, the hottest guy at every surf meet, but you never even noticed me.”

I groaned, half incredulous. “I noticed, Summer. Trust me, I definitely noticed.”

She propped herself up on one elbow, hair wild and eyes wide with wonder. The blanket slipped down, revealing the full curves of her breasts, impossibly perky despite their generous size. I couldn’t resist running my thumb over one nipple, watching it harden beneath my touch as the weight of her shifted with each breath.

She shivered and leaned into my touch. “You’re gonna get me hooked on this,” she whispered, kissing my jawline, then my cheek, then the corner of my mouth.

I caught her lips, tasting the promise of all our future mistakes. For a second, it was just us, no school, no pressure, no brother in the next room plotting my demise.

But reality crept in with the salty air.

She drew a line across my chest, tracing my abs. “You know my schedule’s insane. Hargrove’s got me training like six hours a day, not to mention school. And Tyler… he’s, well, Tyler.”

I snorted, remembering his threat. “Yeah, he might actually kill me if he finds out.”

She grinned, wolfish. “He never has to find out. We keep this casual. No headlines, no drama, just… secret hookups whenever we need them. You’re my pressure release, West. I don’t have time for boyfriend games or guys who get weird about my life.”

There was no flinch in her words, but I caught the tiniest hint of hesitation in her eyes.

“You sure that’s what you want?” I asked, thumb tracing circles on her hip.

Summer bit her lip, thoughtful, then nodded. “Honestly, right now, yeah. I can’t afford to get derailed. But I don’t want to spend another year wishing I’d at least tried.”

She buried her face against my neck, breathed deep, and let the silence answer the rest.

I held her tighter, not wanting to let go.

“Guess that makes us, what, friends with ocean views?” I teased.

She snorted and swatted my chest. “More like friends-with-really-epic-benefits.”

We both cracked up, the laughter tangled in soft kisses and gentle groping. Her hand dropped low, testing if I was up for round two; judging by the twitch under the blanket, I absolutely was.

She pulled back, cheeks flushed. “Seriously, West. There’s no one else I trust to take care of this side of things. Other guys? Drama. You? You get it. You don’t crowd me, and you don’t need me to pretend.”

Her fingertips drifted up to my hair, mussing it with lazy affection. “If you ever need… whatever this is, I’m your girl. Just text. I’ll find you.”

I closed my eyes, savoring the weight of her. “I will.”

There was nothing more to say. We drifted, entwined, slowly letting the post-sex haze fade while the ocean kept time.

But somewhere in the back of my mind, doubts and quiet longing pressed in. Maybe “casual” was enough. Maybe it was the only way to survive a place like GCU.

But already, I wanted more.

And from the way Summer clung to me under the blanket, I was pretty sure she did too.

The night rolled on, the world outside getting smaller and warmer, and for the first time in a long time, I felt at home in the chaos.

Tomorrow would bring more rivals, more secrets, and more games.

But tonight? She was mine.

And I was hers.


Making Waves


By day four, the deck of the cliff house had started to feel like home, if your home was the launch pad for every bad and beautiful decision you were bound to make. My phone buzzed at 5:30, one word from Bella: “Now.”

That was all the warning I got.

I threw on my suit, grabbed my board, and kicked down the stairs, nearly eating it on the last step in my rush. The world was still blue around the edges, but the horizon screamed gold and pink. Bella waited by the waterline, half a silhouette with salt wind ripping her hair loose.

She’d ditched the dawn patrol sweatshirt for a wetsuit, but the zipper was already down to navel level, showing enough cleavage to turn sunrise into a sex tape. She stretched, watching every move I made as I crossed the sand.

“You finally show,” Bella called, voice lazy, loaded. “I thought California boys liked to sleep.”

I grinned, jogging over. “Wouldn’t miss it. Thought you’d already be paddling out, figured you didn’t like to waste a good set.”

She eyed my board, then me, top to bottom. “Maybe I was waiting for better company.”

I barely had time to answer before she kicked off her sandals, every motion pure precision. The wind was wild, sand stinging exposed skin, but she barely noticed. She stalked toward the water with a swagger I’d only ever seen on pro athletes and wild animals hungry for the next kill.

I hustled to keep up, adrenaline spiking as the surf roared a promise just offshore.

We hit the shallows together, foam licking at our ankles. There was no crowd, no influencers, nothing but the cold bite of the Pacific and the sound of our breathing.

Bella threw herself into the water; I followed, never letting her get more than a board length ahead.

The lineup felt empty and infinite; just us, glassy water, and the big, slow thump of waves building behind the reef. Out here, Bella dropped every pretense. She was pure focus, eyes locked on the sets, body arched and flexed over the board.

She barely looked at me, but her smirk said everything: keep up or get buried.

The first set rolled in. Bella paddled hard, arms flashing. I matched her stroke for stroke, feeling the burn in my shoulders, the wind in my hair, and the throb in my chest that had nothing to do with cardio.

She caught the first wave, carving low, then snapping up the face before slicing back across the glass. I watched her, mesmerized. Even in a wetsuit, she moved like she was naked, fluid, powerful, thighs flexing at every turn.

She finished the ride and shot me a look, full shark smile. “Your turn. Impress me, Donovan.”

“Thought you’d never ask,” I volleyed, and dropped into the next head-high right.

I worked it, hard. Cutbacks, smooth lines, a little showboat at the end, trying to look like I wasn’t trying, even though every nerve was on fire. Bella hooted from the shoulder, definitely not unimpressed.

We traded sets for an hour, never letting up. Sometimes we’d race for the same wave, once, our boards collided, and our legs tangled underwater. When we surfaced, she flicked saltwater in my face.

“You trying to drown me, West?”

“Just want to see if you’re as good as your DM game,” I shot back, breathless.

Her eyes flashed, pure challenge. For the next three rides, she upped her game, hitting every section sharper than before. Her ass looked insane when she popped up, and the zipper on her wetsuit dipped lower with every run.

I don’t know if she did it for me, or just because she could.

By the last set, we were spent and high on adrenaline. Every muscle buzzed, every glance a double-dare. When our feet finally hit the sand, Bella kept her pace up, tossing her board ahead with a thud.

She peeled halfway out of her wetsuit, letting it hang at her waist, baring arms and shoulders worth worshipping. Her chest heaved, part exhaustion, part anticipation.

She looked over her shoulder at me, every inch a dare.

“You want to warm up?”

I’m not sure if my brain or my body answered first, but I was moving before the words registered.

Bella’s guest house was tucked against the far edge of the yard, just enough distance from the main place to make it feel off limits. She didn’t bother with small talk; she just pulled the door wide and let me follow the trail of wet footprints inside.

Her bedroom was pure Euro-chic, white, blue, touch of old wood, barely any clutter. The window faced the ocean, and the bed was made, but not for long.

Bella turned the lock with a click, then faced me full-on.

She reached for her wetsuit, tugging it down in one smooth, practiced motion. Underneath, she wore nothing.

Her tits were a masterpiece, full, gravity-defying, and perfectly tanned, the nipples dusky and stiff from cold surf and anticipation.

She let me look for a heartbeat, then crooked her finger.

“Your turn,” she commanded, accent thick. “Strip.”

The word hit like a whip. I shucked my suit, letting it fall, and my cock sprang to full attention instantly.

Bella’s eyes widened, a quick flick of tongue over lip. “You brought that to the lineup?” she teased, stepping closer.

I shrugged. “Some people need extra motivation to win.”

She barked a laugh, low and throaty, then closed the distance. Her skin was cool, slick with salt and sweat. The scent was wild, brine, coconut from the wax, and something earthy that made me want to take a bite.

She grabbed my cock, stroked it slow, eyes locked on mine.

“Lie down,” she said.

I obeyed, falling back on the sheets without protest.

Bella wasted no time. She climbed on top, straddling my hips, her breasts swaying tantalizingly close. I reached up, cupping their weight in my palms before drawing one taut nipple between my lips. The salt of the ocean lingered on her skin as I circled my tongue around the hardening peak, feeling it tighten against the roof of my mouth.

She reached between her legs, lined me up, and rubbed my cock along her slit, just teasing herself with the tip.

“You want to fuck me, West?” she purred, voice all velvet and claws.

I groaned, watching her tits bounce as she tormented me. “Hell yes.”

She slammed down, taking me inside all at once.

Wet, tight, and hot as hell, her pussy wrapped around me like a fist, squeezing, milking every inch. The friction was perfect. She started to ride, slow at first, then faster, building momentum like she was riding a wave.

Every pump bounced her tits and sent a jolt through her body.

Bella leaned forward, bracing her hands on my chest. She glared down at me, daring me to break first.

“You good?” she goaded, breath hitching as she took me deep.

I grabbed her hips, holding on for sanity. “You don’t even know.”

She clenched her inner muscles, controlling the rhythm like she owned it. Every time she ground down, I swear I saw stars.

Bella was an athlete, every movement was power, intent, and pure pleasure. She fucked like she surfed: no wasted energy, all hunger, no apologies.

I watched her breasts bounce, watched her hair whip wild around her shoulders. She arched back, hands on my knees for leverage, and pounded herself up and down, taking me in balls-deep with every slap.

Her jaw slackened, and she moaned, sound raw and honest.

It was fucking nuts. My cock pulsed, straining to keep up.

She leaned in, kissed me hard, messy, tongue forceful, almost biting.

Suddenly, she pulled off, panting, and spun around. She braced herself on the headboard, ass up, legs spread. A single bead of wetness slid down her thigh.

She looked back, hair all in her face. “Take me. Fuck me from behind.”

I scrambled up, moved behind her, and lined up. Her pussy was red and swollen, slick with need.

I plunged in deep, burying myself to the hilt.

Bella threw her head back, gripped the headboard so tight her knuckles whitened. I pounded her, rhythm fast and merciless, and every smack of our bodies echoed in the minimalist room.

She urged me on, switching between moans and curses in French, then English.

“God, yes. Like that. Harder, West, fucking harder—”

I obeyed, grabbing her hips, pulling her back every time I thrust forward. On impulse, I landed a sharp slap against her right cheek, the crack echoing off the walls. Bella’s answering groan vibrated through her whole body as her pussy clamped down around me like a vise, the sudden pressure almost making me lose my rhythm.

The sound was obscene, wet and slapping, skin on skin. Bella’s ass trembled with every impact. Each time I hilted inside her, she tightened around me, milking my cock, getting closer to the edge.

Her climax built fast, her body locking up as she came, screaming into the mattress.

But I wasn’t done.

I flipped Bella onto her back almost without thinking, the animal part of my brain running the show. She let me manhandle her, her grin all teeth, her body eager and slick as I crawled over her, pinning her to the mattress.

The view was ridiculous, her hair wild across the pillow, eyes hooded but burning, those perfect tits rising and falling with each gasping breath. I lined myself up, the head of my cock sliding against her soaked folds, and she didn’t even try to play hard to get. She hooked her legs around my hips, cinched tight, digging her heels into my ass.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered, but there was nothing soft about it. Her voice was a fucking threat. “Fill me up. I want all of it.”

It didn’t matter that I’d just pounded her from behind, or that my quads still burned from the paddle out. I started fucking her again, slow at first, letting every inch slip in and out, watching her react.

Her pussy was on fire, clamping down, greedy for friction and heat. I was sweating already, the salt and sun from the ocean mixing with the new sweat, every movement slippery and real. The morning sunlight arced through the window, spotlighting us in a way that felt too cinematic to be accidental. Bella’s skin glowed gold, her eyes all blue and hungry, watching my face for every flicker of control.

She raked her nails down my back, hard enough to sting, then wrapped her arms behind my neck and pulled me down to her. Her mouth found my ear, breath hot and ragged. “You fuck better than you surf,” she hissed, then rolled her hips up to meet me, taking me deeper with every thrust.

I laughed, or tried to, but her pussy was so tight it knocked the wind out of me. “That supposed to be a compliment?”

She bit my earlobe. “It means you’re not finished. Give me more.”

I gave her everything, long, deep strokes, then short, hard snaps that made her tits bounce and her breath hitch. She took it all, no flinching, just open challenge in her eyes, daring me to break her or be broken first.

The bedframe wasn’t built for this kind of abuse. With every slam it groaned under us, but I barely noticed. We moved in sync, every push and pull amping the tension. I watched her face, every micro-expression, every time her jaw went slack and her eyes rolled back, every little gasp or curse in French or English. It was addictive, a feedback loop of pleasure and pride, fucking as competition, and she played to win.

At some point she shifted, bracing her feet against the mattress for more leverage, arching into me until our hips collided at the perfect angle. The friction was insane. Each thrust, her pussy milked the head, then sucked me back in, all heat and slick and muscle. Her inner walls fluttered around my cock, and I felt her building, ratcheting up with every stroke.

She lasted longer than anyone I’d ever been with, no fake moans, no theatrics, just the raw, rising need. I could tell when she crested the edge because her whole body went taut, arms flexed, nails digging into my shoulder blades. She looked up at me, eyes gone glassy, lips parted.

“God, you’re perfect inside,” she said, voice barely there. “Every inch. Fuck, don’t stop, you’re going to make me come again—”

I slammed into her, harder. Her thighs clamped around my waist, her body almost lifting off the sheets as she started to shake. When she came, it wasn’t subtle. Her cunt pulsed around my cock, squeezing and milking, her whole body bowing off the bed. She fisted the sheets and bit down on my shoulder to keep from screaming.

It was enough to push me right to the edge. The heat built at the base of my spine, liquid fire, every stroke closer to the point of no return.

Bella sensed it. She licked sweat from her lip, then dragged me down, locking our eyes together. Her glare was almost feral, a dare, a demand.

“Come inside,” she growled. “I’m protected. Do it. Come in me, West, please—”

That gutted me. I lost it, control shattering, slamming into her as my cock swelled and released. Orgasm flooded through me, a blackout, my balls clenching so tight it hurt as I exploded inside her. I came, hard, thick ropes pulsing into her while she writhed around me, milking every drop. The euphoria was nuclear. I felt every pulse, every spasm, every microsecond as her pussy squeezed me dry.

We shook together, locked in a sweaty, desperate embrace, riding the aftershocks as the sunlight painted everything gold and white and holy.

I collapsed onto her, our bodies fused, the sheets a mess of sweat, saltwater, and other fluids.

For a long second, I couldn’t see straight. The light through the window was blinding, painting her skin gold.

Her chest heaved against mine. I felt her pussy still twitching, milking the last drops out of me.

She kissed my jaw, then my lips, soft this time, almost grateful.

“Damn,” Bella said, breathless. “You fuck like you surf.”

I just grinned, letting the rush settle. “You’re not so bad yourself.”

We lay together, tangled and sticky, while the sun took over her room.

My cock softened inside her, but neither of us moved to break contact.

Outside, the distant crash of surf echoed up the hill, keeping time with our ragged breaths.

Bella finally shifted, rolling me onto my back so she could sprawl across my chest. She looked up, hair wild, lips bruised, and grinned like a girl who’d just found treasure.

“You ever get tired of winning?” she asked, tone pure mischief.

I laughed. “Pretty sure you had me beat three times out there.”

She nipped my shoulder, playful. “Not in here. Next time, maybe, but for now, you take the crown.”

We melted into the mattress, letting the breeze cool our skin. Morning light poured through the window, painting patterns across her bare ass and my thighs.

For a while, nothing mattered except the heat trapped between us, the ache in my muscles, and the memory of how wild and raw it felt to let Bella take me under, then drown together at the finish.

If there was a better way to start a California day, I hadn’t found it.

***

Midday blasted the Athletic Complex like someone turned the sun to eleven. The white concrete outside practically glowed, bouncing heat and ambition off every surface.

Inside, it was a whole different energy. Glass walls, polished floors, and athletes everywhere, every hallway a catwalk for the genetically blessed.

I hunted down the surf team’s training wing, but the beachside entrance sucked me in before I could get there, a wall of noise, laughter, and the thump of music mixing with the rush of salty air.

They’d set up a pro-level cheer squad pit right on the sand. GCU banners snapped overhead. The team, a dozen or so bodies in matching crop tops and barely-there shorts, worked a full routine to the pounding remix blasting from the speakers. Front and center was Sam Calloway.

She moved like there was a spotlight on her. Every step, every hair flip, every flex of her abs was designed to draw the eye. The gold in her ponytail caught the light; her ass might have been carved from marble, and the tight top did her chest every possible favor.

I stopped at the edge of the sand, just close enough to see the sweat and the #1 Captain patch on her crop.

The whole scene was a trigger, pure, instant flashback to senior year. Back then, Sam was the school’s main event, captain, homecoming queen, not just hot but magnetic. What people didn’t know? She’d set her sights on me. Not the quarterback. Not the future Ivy guy. The surf-nerd with a camera and a chip on his shoulder.

It was wild, intense, sex-on-a-timer for three months straight, until she called it, claiming the “full college experience” was calling, and I was “too serious.” That one stung. I’d never completely shaken it.

Old wounds or not, the way she led those girls on the sand? Still top-tier.

Sam clocked me immediately. She wrapped the routine, barked a couple pointers, then jogged over, wiping sweat from her brow.

“West!” she called, beaming like I’d handed her the MVP trophy.

I grinned, pretending she hadn’t just thrown a grenade into my internal server.

“Sammie. Didn’t know you were still running the kingdom.”

She smirked and pulled me in for a fast, genuinely warm hug. Her body was heat and sunshine, soft but strong, and the full press of her chest against mine was a flashbang straight to the memory deck.

“Please,” she said, grinning. “You thought I’d let anyone else have the crown?”

Before I could answer, a pair of squad girls closed in, one petite, in glitter-trimmed gold, the other a curvy powerhouse with warm brown skin and bracelets that jingled with every move.

The curvy one came in hot, eyes all over me. “Oh. My. GOD. You didn’t tell us West was like, an actual model in person.”

Sam rolled her eyes. “Jade, control yourself.”

Jade ignored her, brushing sweat-stuck hair from her face. “You were crazy to ever let this one go,” she said, giving Sam a sidelong grin that was pure mischief. “If he was mine, I’d never let him out of bed, let alone out in public.”

The tiny one, Kaylee, judging by the name stitched onto her top, giggled. “Seriously, Sam. We can’t compete.”

Sam squeezed my shoulder. “Good thing this isn’t a competition. West is an old friend.”

Jade raised an eyebrow. “Yeah? From what you told us, you two were more than ‘friends’ back in the day. You trying to win him back, or can I have a shot?”

Sam cut her off. “We’re working,” she said, but the flush across her cheeks was real.

She steered me away from the group, past the edge of the sand and into the cool shadow of the complex’s west wall.

I let her lead, curious where she wanted to steer this.

She stopped cold, braced herself against the concrete, then pinned me with a look that left nowhere to hide. “West, I want to apologize for the way I ended things our senior year.”

“Sammie, you don’t owe me—”

She cut me off, her voice trembling but resolute. “Please. I need to get this off my chest. When I saw your post about transferring to GCU, it brought everything back. Most of it was great, but some memories, the ones I self-inflicted, they still sting.”

I clamped my mouth shut, letting her spill it out. There was nothing I could say that would make this easier for her. For me, the wreckage of what we’d been was already far behind, just a distant smear in the rearview. But Sammie had to feel every last shard, and I owed her that much: to stand here and listen, even if the past had already lost its grip on me.

“I was a total idiot,” she said, her voice turning soft. “I thought I had the world figured out. All I wanted was to be free, to be wild, and I just… walked away from the most amazing guy I’ve ever met.”

She laughed, no filter. “I didn’t realize until I got here… every guy I’ve dated since? They just want a cheer captain or a fuck toy. Nobody ever wanted the real me. Not like you did.”

I let it land. The old pain was still there, dull but not entirely gone.

“We were kids, Sam,” I said. “You wanted to explore. I get it.”

She swallowed hard, like the apology was stuck. “Still. I should’ve said something, at least. Not just ghosted you before graduation then broke up over a text.”

I shrugged, but there was a catch in my chest I hadn’t expected. “You’re saying it now. That’s worth something.”

She looked up, hope flickering. “Could we be friends? Or is it too late?”

The answer was easy, even if the rest was complicated. “Sure, Sam. Friends.”

Her smile hit like a spotlight. She let out a breath, the tension leaving her shoulders.

“Good,” she said. “Because I actually need a favor. The school wants sideline action shots for the cheer squad, but nobody can make us look good in motion. Would you do it? We can pay, but, uh, not a lot. You’d get a campus pass, field-side access, and…” She let the last part hang, grinning. “A cheer captain in your corner.”

I barked a laugh. “You had me at field-side access.”

She smacked my arm, playfully. “You’re the best.”

The old Sam was still there, but it felt… less urgent now. She respected the boundary, even as Jade and Kaylee eyed us from a distance, plotting their own moves.

I took one last look at Sam, seeing the real person under the makeup and muscle.

Honest, raw, maybe looking for something she’d thrown away years ago.

I wouldn’t give her my heart again, but the thought of her smiling at me from the sideline, knowing we’d made peace? That felt like winning.

I left the sand with a new gig and zero regrets.

Sometimes, you just had to let the past stay in the rearview.

***

I was still brushing sand off my calves when the volleyball coach cut across the quad like she owned the place.

Coach Callahan was a legend in tight shorts and a windbreaker, stride confident, shoulders built, and a gaze that could freeze a riot.

She clocked me and Sam, caught the tail end of our cheer talk, and smiled with zero bullshit.

“Heard you’re the new hotshot with a camera,” Coach said, arms crossed, voice straight to the point.

I nodded. “Trying to pay the rent.”

She grinned, sharp. “You want a real challenge? Try keeping up with my girls. Beach volleyball’s more intense than half the sports here, but nobody seems to get the shots right. We need PR, recruiting, highlight reels, the works. You in?”

Before I could answer, she was steering me toward the open sand courts, her hand surprisingly strong on my shoulder.

“Let’s introduce you,” Coach said.

The courts overlooked the ocean, sand like talcum powder under your feet, and the pairs on the net were a study in contrast.

Two players dominated the court. The taller one moved like a force of nature—golden tan, wild braid whipping behind her as she leapt, legs coiled with raw power before each explosive jump. Her partner was all calculated precision, leaner, darker, utterly locked in as rivulets of sweat traced paths down her arms when she dove for another impossible save.

They played so hard it felt like the ground was shaking. Every leap, every clash at the net, was a flex, abs, arms, more abs. I swear I could see every muscle firing.

Coach blew her whistle, called the drill, and the girls jogged over, breathing hard. “Ladies, meet West Donovan. He’ll be shooting our matches this season.” She gestured to the taller blonde first. “Skylar Bennett, our outside hitter, broke three school records last year.” Then to the leaner brunette. “And Reese Alvarez, best defensive specialist in the conference.” Both women sized me up with different flavors of the same predatory interest.

“I know who he is, Coach C.” Skylar’s eyes raked over me, lingering just long enough to make it clear she wasn’t shy. “Don’t look so surprised, Donovan. Your highlight reels have been plastered all over the athletics board for weeks.” She nodded toward my face. “That cocky grin’s hard to miss, even when it’s dripping wet.”

“Cocky grin is it?” I volleyed, “I’d put my surf skills up against your spike shot any day.”

Skylar barked a laugh. “Bet you can’t read the waves the way I read a court. You ever wanna try, I’ll show you how it’s done.”

Reese stepped in, eyes sharp, and nailed me with a look that went straight through. “We might even team up for something a little more interesting,” she said, her words low and absolutely intentional.

Skylar shot her a smirk. “You just want West to take your picture when you’re all sand and sweat.”

Reese didn’t flinch. “You telling me you wouldn’t pose?”

Skylar gave me a deliberate slow-burn once-over. “I’d win that shoot. Easy.”

The charge in the air was almost visible. Even Coach Callahan picked up on it.

She rolled her eyes and grinned. “Ladies, you might want to take a cold shower before you melt the lens. Save some for the next match.”

Skylar’s response was pure challenge: “Only if West promises to catch the good angles.”

Coach C jabbed a thumb at me. “He’s booked now. Courtside, first beach game of the season. Make it count.”

Reese pumped her fist, triumphant. “Game on.”

Coach turned back to me. “You good with that? I like folks who don’t scare easy. There’s a lot of drama, but I just care about results.”

I grinned. “I don’t run from drama. I just document it.”

Skylar let out a low whistle. “Photographer and philosopher. Bet you have all the girls lined up already.”

I shrugged. “Just here for the view.”

She snorted, but her eyes said she liked it.

Coach Callahan slapped my shoulder. “You’ll fit in fine. See you at the courts.”

I made my way out, senses buzzing.

By the time I hit the main path, I had two new photography gigs and enough flirt fuel to last a semester.

The Athletic Complex sparkled all around me, glass and steel and sunlight hitting every beautiful body that crossed my line of sight. I couldn’t walk ten feet without tripping on a rival or a would-be muse.

But the volleyball court burned in my brain: Skylar, all legs and grit, and Reese, with her calculated hunger. The shrapnel of their banter still stuck to my skin.

I was the new asset on campus, and the word was out. Tomorrow, the surf team. After that, the world.

I powered up the stairs, already picturing the shots, action, sweat, smiles, the raw edge of ambition that made every story worth chasing.

Under the golden sun, Golden Coast University felt less like a school and more like the center of the universe.

And in this universe, I was officially in play.


Picture Perfect


The Boardwalk felt different before noon, quieter, like the whole place was hung over on filter-perfect sunrise and caffeine. The marine layer burned off as I made my way up the weathered steps, camera bag dragging my shoulder into my promised shoot for Aria.

Aria’s studio was perched above it all: whitewashed walls, giant windows slamming the space with West Coast light, and a polished concrete floor clean enough to lick (if you were into that). Inside, the world was stripped down to the essentials, expensive lights on chrome stands, seamless backdrops rolled tight, and a curated row of outfits that looked like they’d been alphabetized by algorithm.

I barely had a moment to take it in before Aria herself materialized from behind a privacy partition. She wore cream joggers with mesh panels that flashed just a tease of skin, and a cropped hoodie that hugged the kind of abs you only got from either pure discipline or never skipping Pilates. Her hair was in a high pony, loose waves glossy and deliberate. The whole look said: I could run a 10K or launch an empire, your move.

She caught my stare, and her lips twitched into a smile. “Hey, Golden Boy. Early is impressive, but not as impressive as that camera bag. Is it vintage, or did you just borrow it for the influencer points?”

I shrugged. “Runs in the family. The gear’s older than half the apps on your phone, but it pulls its weight.”

She laughed, a single, bright snap, and crossed the room, hand extended. Her nails were painted a subtle blush, almost too faint to notice. “Aria Navarro,” she said, like I could’ve forgotten. “Welcome to my happy place.”

I dropped my bag on the nearest bench and shook her hand. Her grip was business-strong, no hesitation. A hint of perfume, orange blossom, with something sharper beneath, lingered as I let go.

The tension in the air wasn’t just professional. It felt like two dogs circling a bone, or maybe two sharks eyeing the same wave.

“Want the tour?” she asked, already spinning on her heel. “Or just here for the talent?”

I smirked. “I like to know the lay of the land before I start breaking the rules.”

She led the way, pointing out the wall of glass that faced the Pacific. The ocean breeze edged past gauzy curtains, kicking up a swirl of cool that made the pro lighting even more intense.

“It photographs like a dream,” Aria said, gesturing at the window. “But you have to fight the glare if you want real color. The vintage trick is to bounce with gold reflectors, but I like the natural blue shadow.”

I blinked. She clocked my interest and grinned wider.

“Surprised? I’m not just a pretty face, West.”

“Didn’t think you were,” I volleyed. “But I’ll pretend to be impressed if it helps your brand.”

She rolled her eyes, then handed me a digital release form, all business. Her phone flashed with notifications even as she calibrated the first lighting rig.

“If you want basics: top left, that’s a daylight-balanced LED, soft but not flat. Main wall’s hand-painted, not vinyl, because the color temp reads so much cleaner. I have three set-ups ready, but the main client is a wellness label, so we start with something chill and athletic, then go full swimwear for the big finish. Sound good?”

God, the way she dropped lingo. She could bury most of the marketing majors in my seminar under a pile of content jargon and not even break a sweat.

“Lead the way,” I said.

She hopped onto the backdrop and struck the first pose: strong, statuesque, one hip canted and chin tipped just enough to catch the light. I watched the way she laced her hands at her waist, deliberate, but not forced. She didn’t just know her angles. She owned them.

I raised the camera, let the click fill the silence.

“You always start this confident?” I asked.

Aria grinned. “Only when the lens operator has a reputation. I did my homework on you, West. Half those surf shots could be hanging at MoMA.”

“That’s generous,” I said, lining up the next frame. “Most people just see abs and spray.”

Another click, another pose. This time, she twisted, stretching her arms overhead. The hoodie rode up, flashing the band of a white sports bra and a hint of olive skin. It was innocent, but the effect was anything but.

“I see a story,” Aria replied. She checked the preview monitor, instantly scrutinizing the results. “People buy product, but what they want is to buy into a moment, or a lifestyle. That’s my edge. I know how to sell an emotion, even in pixels.”

The perfectionism was borderline clinical.

She stepped off the backdrop, phone already in hand, and zoomed in on her reflection. Her eyes flicked over every detail: hair, crop, even the position of a pinkie finger. She frowned, swiped, then caught me watching.

“Sorry,” she said. “I get obsessive. We have about 3.4 seconds to lock someone’s attention before they scroll. That means the smallest screw-up becomes a meme in someone’s group chat.”

I shrugged, sympathetic. “Pressure’s a bitch. But honestly, you nail it on the first shot more often than most ‘real’ models I’ve met. Less diva, more operator.”

She looked at me, the edges of her smile softening. “Operator. I kind of like that. The secret is, it’s all about control. The image, the narrative, who gets to post first. If I lose that for even a minute, the sharks go nuts. But sometimes, I wish I could just… let it rip. No edits, no filters.”

I gestured at the set. “We could try a ‘Let It Rip’ series. Just you being you, not a brand ambassador.”

I caught the flash of panic and longing in her eyes before she laughed it off.

“Maybe,” she said, “but let’s not scare the sponsors first thing Monday.”

She ducked behind the partition for a wardrobe change, voice trailing through the wall.

“Most people don’t get it. They see the content, not the work. I have six brand deals this week alone. Every one of them comes with a contract thicker than my old SAT study guide, complete with morality clauses and bullet-pointed shot lists. One client tried to specify how high my smile could go. No, seriously. I had to smile ‘medium-wide’ or I’d get flagged for being ‘off-message.’”

She emerged in a bright lemon tank and matching micro-shorts, outfit number two. Her hair was a little looser, cheeks flushed from the quick change. I could see a bead of sweat working down her temple. She wiped it away with one graceful swipe.

“Guess that’s why you’re obsessed with the details,” I said, snapping a test shot. “Miss one and you’re out a paycheck?”

She nodded, but then her face twisted with unexpected mischief.

“Or I get glammed up by people who think ‘natural’ means twelve pounds of foundation. Last week, a stylist tried to contour my abs. I fired her before she finished the second line.”

I snorted.

She winked, then held a kettlebell for the next round of shots, power-girl, strength, hustle. I directed her to turn, shift, exaggerate a flex. She hit the beats, and for one second, the kettlebell slipped and nearly took out her toe.

Instead of panicking, she burst into real, unguarded laughter, a rich, shocked sound that instantly lit the whole room. I caught the moment, snap, snap, rapid-fire. That was the gold the brands could never replicate.

“Not my best move,” Aria said, still giggling as she wobbled.

“Actually, that’s my favorite look so far. Makes you seem human.”

She mock-glared, then peeked at the display. The shot was perfect: hair wild, lips parted, smile just a little crooked.

“God, I hate how much I love that,” she confessed.

We rolled through outfit changes and lighting tweaks, each transition more streamlined than the last. She could switch personas like a DJ, but every ‘mistake’ let out a little more of the real Aria.

I found myself wanting to chase those moments instead of the staged ones.

As she changed into a ribbed navy crop and tennis skirt, she started talking about a charity she was building, a mentorship fund for high school girls who wanted to break into content creation. Her words came out fast, animated, hands painting circles in the air.

“It’s wild, how many girls DM me asking how to get started,” she said, breathless from a transition. “But nobody teaches you about contracts, or personal safety, or even how to price an ad for toothpaste. Most of them get taken advantage of by agencies, especially the ones who aren’t already loaded. If I can give them a boost, even just one, it’s worth every all-nighter.”

The passion was raw, totally unscripted.

“Ever thought about doing photojournalism?” I asked, genuinely curious.

Aria paused, her face open. “I did, once. But these days, everyone wants viral, not vérité. Unless you’re you. Your work is different. You catch people when they think they’re invisible.”

I shrugged it off, uncomfortable in the spotlight.

She caught my hesitation and grinned. “What, you can’t take a compliment?”

“I prefer to document the moment, not be in it.”

She looked at me for a full beat, then stepped in close, closer than before. “Kind of wild, right? We both hide behind the lens, but for totally different reasons.”

For a split second, the masks dropped. She wasn’t The filter queen or a brand; just a woman who’d built a wall and maybe wanted to peek over it.

She checked her preview again, softer this time, then pointed at a frame I’d just shot.

“That one. Can we use that for the main campaign? No retouch? I don’t care if it’s not ‘perfect.’ It feels like me.”

I nodded, locking eyes with her. “Deal.”

For all the image control, all the sharp-edged banter, in that moment the power belonged to the woman searching for something real.

I couldn’t wait to see what she’d show me next.

***

The moment Aria flipped the switch from “pro” to “daring” was so subtle it almost got lost in the shuffle. She returned from her next quick-change in a slouchy gray hoodie and a pair of minuscule bike shorts, the kind that looked painted on by someone with a grudge against modesty. Her hair was down now, the waves messier, perfectly imperfect.

She didn’t even bother to explain, just tossed her phone onto a table and stalked to the backdrop with a grin.

“You ready for part two?” she called, tugging the hoodie hem up just enough to flash her lower abs.

I raised the lens and nodded. “Pretty sure the world’s not ready, but I’ll risk it.”

She laughed, real and sharp, and squared up to the camera. This time, the energy on set flipped, a heat simmered beneath the fake lighting, bleeding out with each pose. Aria arched, twisted, stretched her legs to max out the line, but the best shots came when she dropped the act. When she forgot to play content queen and just… existed.

A lock of hair fell over her cheek mid-pose. She snorted, tried to brush it away, and ended up snickering as it stuck to her lipstick. That’s when I caught her, raw, unguarded, beautiful in a way you couldn’t manufacture with a sponsorship.

“Careful, Navarro. You’ll ruin your fake-girlfriend rep if you keep smiling like that,” I teased.

She rolled her eyes but didn’t bother reaching for her phone. Instead, she leaned against the seamless and stretched her arms overhead, hoodie riding up until her ribs flirted with daylight.

“Everyone thinks I’m more fun online than in person,” she said, letting the words roll out slow. “The real me is kind of a dork. The brand me is a cybernetic social experiment. Two out of three West Coast fintech boys couldn’t tell the difference if you gave them a manual.”

“I could,” I said. “Noticing people is kind of my job.”

That rattled her. She blushed, cheeks pink and honest, before hopping down for a water break. She ignored the bottle and wiped her sweat with the sleeve, eyes searching for mine.

For a minute, neither of us bothered to fill the silence.

She finally broke it. “You ever get sick of everyone seeing you as the effortless guy? Like you just wake up tan and talented, no filter required?”

I barked a laugh. “If only they knew. Most days, I’m just aiming not to tank my GPA or blow my cover as a functioning adult.”

Aria snorted. “Solid plan. But really, I’m jealous. Your photos, even the surf stuff, have this grit I can’t fake. Half my content is shot through four apps before it goes anywhere public. Sometimes I don’t even recognize myself.”

The confession caught me off guard.

“Maybe you’re just working with the wrong shooter,” I volleyed, voice softer than I meant. “Like I said earlier, we could try something unfiltered, if you’re game.”

She cocked her head, curious. “You think you can capture ‘real’ in this place?”

I grinned. “Challenge accepted.”

I had her ditch the hoodie and retie her hair, no styling, no fixing the smudge on her lip. Aria eyed me with a mix of panic and hope, but she stood dead center in the light, waiting.

This time, I shot slow. No poses, just moments: the way her hip cocked, the faint dimple slicing her cheek when she smiled for real, the tension in her wrist as she fidgeted between frames. With each click, the pressure on her shoulders seemed to melt.

Then she hit the last wardrobe switch.

She walked out in a white bikini, cut high on the hips and low enough in front that it was basically a dare. Her body was pure summer, soft curves, golden skin, the kind of look you could sell on billboards. But the set in her jaw told a different story: nervous, determined.

“Not too late to fake a wardrobe malfunction and end up on TikTok,” she joked, voice brittle.

I shook my head. “You look incredible. But you don’t have to prove anything. This is just for you.”

She took a breath and stepped into the light.

I shot fast, chasing the slips, the glint in her eyes, the way her whole face softened when she thought I wasn’t watching, the curve of her mouth as she caught the scent of ocean riding the breeze in through the open window. The breeze made the curtains billow, gave her hair a wild halo, and lit her skin with a glow I couldn’t have faked if I tried.

The magic happened when she stopped posing, when she just stood, arms down, letting the sun hit her bare shoulders.

I showed her the display. Her fingers trembled as she took the camera from me.

The screen flickered with raw shots: Aria, windblown, skin flushed, eyes wide. She scrolled, lips parting, silence drawing out long enough I almost apologized.

She touched the screen, voice suddenly tiny. “I’ve never looked so… real.”

There was awe in her expression, the kind you couldn’t stage.

For a second, she just breathed, blinking back something that looked suspiciously close to tears. Then she spun, and crashed into me with a kiss, hot, impulsive, unstoppable.

Her lips parted, and she shivered. The urgency behind it was pure animal, no branding required.

When she pulled away, her cheeks were scarlet.

“Oh my god,” Aria whispered, springing back. “I’m sorry. I’ve never—I don’t do that with photographers, ever.”

She bit her lip, trying to steady herself.

“But I feel so connected to you, West. Like you get me on a level nobody has before. I know that sounds cheesy, but…”

I cut her off with another kiss: deliberate this time, letting her know I wanted her. There was no hesitation.

“Trust me,” I said, voice husky from want, “I feel it too.”

She grinned, unsteady but intoxicated.

All the shots, all the ideas about control, went flying out the window. Every inch of her body hummed, hungry for something more.

***

One second, Aria was pressed tight to me, her chest heaving as she caught her breath from our collision, lips swollen, eyes wild. The next, we were all hands and mouths, lost in the churn of need, neither willing to slow it down for even a heartbeat.

She yanked me out of my thought spiral by grabbing the front of my shirt and nearly tearing it off over my head. The move was primal, hungry, and, honestly, hot as fuck. My t-shirt tangled with my camera strap before hitting the polished floor. Right behind it went her tiny bikini, untied with one panther-smooth move. She straddled my thighs, bare, golden, and slick with sweat.

For a second, we just stared at each other. The heat in her gaze burned. Her nipples stood taut and dark against her olive skin, begging for my mouth. I reached up, cupped both breasts, and let my thumbs circle over the peaks. She growled, actually growled, then caught my mouth for a kiss that threatened to short every circuit in my brain.

She ground her hips forward, her pussy dragging against my shaft, wet and open and already greedy for more. The friction made my cock pulse harder, thick and slick from the anticipation.

“God, you feel amazing,” Aria gasped, her breath stuttering as she rutted against my tip. “I never thought this would—mmm—fuck, yes, right there—”

She didn’t finish the sentence. Instead, she grabbed my cock, lined it up, and dropped down in one perfect, needy slide. Her pussy took me all at once, squeezing so tight I saw stars behind my eyelids.

There was nothing slow about it.

Aria rode me hard, using me as leverage and a lifeline. Her ass bounced on my lap with every drive down, the slap of skin and the squeak of the vinyl bench echoing off the white walls. My hands found her waist, then her hips, then her ass, couldn’t get enough of how perfect every curve felt in my palms.

The studio’s ring lights threw exaggerated shadows, turning every curve of her body into something epic. Her hair lashed across her cheek, sweat beading in the hollow of her throat. She looked all wrong for the sponsored campaigns and all right for my private gallery: unfiltered, wild, a goddess mid-storm.

The ocean breeze hit our skin, cool and electric, making the sweat turn chill and teasing her nipples even tighter. Aria braced her hands on my shoulders and rode me, fast and precise, never breaking eye contact except to drop her head and bite at my jaw.

“Harder,” she begged, voice hoarse. “I want to feel all of you, West. Don’t hold back.”

I didn’t.

I kissed her harder, tasting sweat and lip balm and something that could only be Aria, and grabbed her ass with both hands, fingers digging in so deep I knew she’d wear my marks for days. Her skin was blazing, velvet over iron, and she gasped when I pulled her up and then dropped her down, impaling her onto me with a force we both felt in our bones.

She cried out, voice breaking, as the full length of my cock slammed into her. The walls of her pussy squeezed me so tight I lost track of my own breathing, pleasure so sharp it bordered on pain. Aria’s legs locked around me, thighs flexed, heels digging into my back; she wanted every inch, wouldn’t have accepted anything less. The rawness between us set off something animal in me. I thrust up into her, meeting her downward drop, and she arched back, her tits catching the light as they bounced and begged for attention.

The whole room seemed to vibrate with the rhythm, our bodies slapping together in time with our ragged breaths. The ring lights around us flickered, transforming each frantic motion into a reel of perfect, impossible moments. Her hair whipped against my face, against her own, slick with sweat and alive with static from the friction. She clawed at my shoulders for balance, leaving red crescents in my skin.

I angled my hips, searching for the spot that made her gasp louder, and when I found it her whole body recoiled, the pulse in her neck visible and frantic. She started to tremble, her rhythm breaking, and I knew she was close. I slowed, changed the tempo, wanting to push her to a higher peak before either of us gave in. I reached up, grabbed a fistful of her hair, and pulled her face to mine. She didn’t hesitate, devoured my mouth with a kiss so desperate it almost hurt.

Her pussy was pure heat, wet, hungry, relentless. Every time she bottomed out she squeezed, milking my cock, her internal muscles spasming around the length. I could feel her building, every muscle in her body going taut.

“Fuck, West, I—” she started, but the rest was lost to a scream, loud, primal, echoing off the glass and the photo backdrops. She came so hard her whole body convulsed, pussy clamping down so tight I nearly blacked out. The bench under us squeaked and groaned, barely able to handle the abuse.

That’s all it took. My balls tightened, and the pressure that had been building all afternoon detonated. I slammed up into her, buried to the hilt, and let go. I emptied myself, every pulse of my cock unloading deep inside her. She felt every spasm, and it set her off again, a chain reaction of orgasms that left us both ruined and gasping.

Aria didn’t stop riding me, even as she shook and whimpered, her lips at my ear, her hands clawed in my hair. She wanted every last drop. I held her there, impaled and shaking, until the aftershocks faded.

She melted onto me, arms limp, forehead pressed to mine. For a few breaths, we just clung there, stunned, the only sound our heartbeat and the distant rush of the ocean out the window.

The world could have ended outside that studio and I swear neither of us would have noticed.

She was the one who finally broke the spell, slumping sideways, giggling in shock.

“Holy shit,” Aria whispered, voice shredded to a rasp. “That was—fuck, I’m actually seeing stars.”

She pulled back and looked at me, eyes huge and shining. Her cheeks were pink, hair an electrocuted mess, mascara streaked like warpaint. She looked more beautiful than any of her sponsored shots.

I glanced down between us. Our bodies were tangled, our skin slick, my cock still twitching inside her. I could see the evidence of us, her inner thighs painted with cum, riding down in lazy zigzags.

I slid my hand up her back, drawing lazy circles, and she shivered again, giggling as she nuzzled my neck.

“Is it weird that I kind of want to do that again, like, right now?” she murmured.

“Not even a little,” I said. “Next time, though, I want you on top of the lighting rig.”

She snorted, then smacked my chest. “You’re incorrigible.”

“Guilty,” I said, and kissed her again, softly this time.

We stayed like that, tangled on the studio bench, as our breathing evened out. Sunlight glared through the glass, dazzling off the white backdrop, and made it impossible to pretend this was just a spontaneous hook-up.

Aria shifted, still impaled on me, and laughed at the mess. “God, someday the custodial staff is going to find all the stains in this room and just… know.”

I grinned. “Let them. It’ll raise the property value.”

She looked at me, suddenly serious. “Do you think we’re crazy?”

“Absolutely,” I said. “But isn’t that the point?”

She kissed me again, this time longer, deeper, like she was making a decision with her whole body.

When it finally crashed to a halt, we sagged against each other, sweat and ocean air and sex filling every inch of space.

Aria was the first to move. She grinned, sly and brilliant, and shimmied off my lap, my cock slipping out with a lewd, wet sound. She glanced between her legs, smirking at the mess, totally unashamed.

“That was…unexpectedly perfect,” she said, wiping sweat from her brow. “You break all your models this fast?”

I shook my head, still catching my breath. “You’re the first who ever made me forget we were shooting.”

She barked a laugh, then pointed at a blinking red light across the room.

“You know that cam was still on, right?”

We both froze, then cracked up. Aria padded across the room, stark naked, body still glistening, grabbed her phone, and tapped the camera’s display.

She played the first seconds of footage. The video showed us, bodies locked together, fucking like sex was an Olympic event. The angle was perfect: it caught the flex in her thighs, the wild look in my eyes as I tried not to lose it. It was dirty, electric, hotter than anything I’d ever seen online (and I’d seen plenty).

Aria hopped back to the bench and handed me the phone.

“We make a hot couple,” she said, voice low and intimate.

I had to agree.

She kissed me, softer now, head falling to my shoulder.

After a minute, she got serious.

“Look,” Aria said, voice dropping to a whisper. “GCU is a jungle. Everything about status, rumors, and who’s up or down. I can’t risk letting the world see what just happened, at least, not until the right time. But I don’t want this to be a one-and-done, West. I want more. We vibe like crazy, and I trust you.”

She wrapped her arms around my neck, gaze searching mine.

“I propose a deal,” she said, playful again. “We keep things strictly professional on the surface: business, content, campus collabs. But in private, you’re mine, and I’m yours. We can make our own rules.”

I grinned, loving the idea. “Double life? I can work with that.”

Aria nipped my lip, hungry. “It’s hot, right?”

I nodded, palming her breast, loving the heat in her skin. “Fucking scorching.”

She giggled, tension dissolving.

“Next time,” Aria promised, wagging a finger, “we try for more angles.”

We watched the video again, this time with less embarrassment and more pride. She looked so damn satisfied in the footage, real, unguarded, everything she’d tried to hide from the rest of the world.

It was too good not to replay.

We eventually cleaned up, Aria slipping back into a sundress (braless, of course) and me pulling on my shirt and shorts. She retied her hair, flashed a conspiratorial grin, and led me out of the studio, every inch the influencer again.

But as the Boardwalk swallowed us up, she grabbed my hand for half a second, linking our fingers before letting go.

Just long enough that I knew she wasn’t playing for the camera anymore.

We parted ways with a private smile.

And as I walked back into the sunlight, every nerve still humming, all I could think was how this secret might be the best story on campus.

And next time, I’d bring more batteries.


Surf Team


The world looked bleached and empty at this hour, all color washed out except for the hint of blood-orange sky peeking over the Pacific. The GCU Athletic Complex loomed above the sand like the headquarters of some beach cult, glass walls already flashing with security lights. You could almost hear the ghosts of last night’s party still echoing through the halls, but out here, the only soundtrack was the hush and crash of pre-dawn surf.

I kicked my flip-flops onto the damp sand and inhaled, lungs filling with salt, ozone, and the faintest hint of eucalyptus from the landscaping. The ocean didn’t give a damn if you were awake or not. It just kept rolling in, break after break, cold and merciless and honest.

Coach Mick Murphy was already on-site, pacing the shore like a man who’d misplaced both his patience and his winning lottery ticket. The dude looked like someone had carved him out of driftwood, every wrinkle a story, hair a sun-baked sandy gray, and a walk that said he’d seen better decades. At his feet were boards, a rainbow of fiberglass, wax, and old sponsor logos, lined up like a firing squad.

“Let’s go! Sun’s up, you’re not!” he barked at the team, voice carrying over the waves.

I didn’t even have time to adjust my suit before I saw her.

Bella.

She was already in the water, maybe thirty yards out, paddling through the break like Poseidon owed her money. Even from here, you could see the work happening under the surface. Her strokes were all power, shoulders knifing up, hair slicked back, chest barely contained by a razor-thin bikini under her wetsuit. She duck-dived a foam line and popped up on the other side, then turned to watch the rest of us like the Queen of Dames.

Around me, the rest of the surf team funneled in, rubbing sleep from their eyes, trying to look like dawn was their favorite hour. It wasn’t lost on anyone what Bella was doing. Every now and then, someone tried to scope her without making it obvious, but she made it impossible: a perfect cutback here, a snap turn there. The main event before breakfast.

Mick spat into the sand, then started his walk down the line.

“Nakamura! You bring that new pop-out, or are you still trying to impress the sponsors?” His gaze hit Kai, who grinned, not the least bit embarrassed.

“Brought two, Coach. Gotta have options,” Kai called, sunlight snagging on the tribal ink along his forearm.

Keilani Kekoa stood next to him, arms crossed, her long dark hair braided tight. She looked even more imposing in person, the kind of definition you only got from a childhood spent chasing monsters across reefs. Next to her, half the guys looked like they still needed a permission slip to enter the ocean.

Mick stopped in front of me, squinting like he couldn’t decide if I was trouble or just another ghost from his own past.

“You ready to make your old man proud?” he said, voice low enough that only I would catch it. “Jack Donovan used to outrun me on this break, and your uncle, damn, the guy was a legend. Don’t embarrass the line.”

Typical Coach.

I shrugged. “No promises, Mick. Ocean tells the truth.”

That got a grunt. Approval, maybe.

“Hit the water, all of you! Paddle out to the far buoy, circle back, and next one to sand gets first pick of board racks for the meet! Move!”

We stampeded for the waterline. Sand was cold, biting like little teeth, but adrenaline chewed up the doubt. My board felt right, familiar, like the only thing I’d ever trusted to keep me above the mess.

Every muscle popped awake on the first paddle, arms pulling hard, chest burning. Kai ripped forward, streamlined as hell, torso flexing with every reach. Keilani went wide, using angles most didn’t even see, her line straight and brutal. Bella, already set up, watched us approach and actually barked a laugh as I matched her pace.

“You try harder now? I thought California boys like to be pretty, not fast,” she called, accent slicing through the wind.

“Guess I can multitask,” I volleyed, flashing a grin. We pulled even for a second, then she dropped her chin and poured on the speed. I matched her stroke, refusing to eat wake.

Out past the break, the current whipped sharp. I duck-dived a monster of whitewater, popped back up, and sucked air. Beside me, Bella’s form was poetry in blue, shoulders rolling, back arched, legs flutter-kicking just enough to keep on course. For an instant, I just watched her move, pure physics and hunger.

We hit the buoy together, hands slapping fiberglass.

Kai zipped up a second later, then Keilani, then the rest of the pack, already wheezing.

Mick was waiting when we got back, stopwatch in hand, scarred arms folded.

“Bella, nice pace. West, you’re not your old man yet, but you’re not slow. Kai, you’re overthinking the current. Read the ocean, not just the clock. Keilani, clean as always. Let’s see you all actually surf now.”

He pointed seaward. “Ten minutes, free ride. I want to see how you milk a set before we bother with drills. Impress me, or don’t bother packing for the opener.”

Easy as that.

We paddled out, the four of us breaking away from the pack. Morning haze clung to the line-up, making every silhouette a little ghostly.

Bella claimed outside position, cool and calculated. Kai hovered next to her, already talking up the shape of the next set.

“Look at that left, coming in fat,” Kai said, his voice humming with anticipation.

Keilani just laughed, low and rich. “You going to surf it, or just talk about it all day?”

This time, Bella caught the wave first, carving into the face with a low crouch. Her board snapped around the crest, water spinning off the rails in perfect arcs. She cut back, slashed again, then launched out the lip, riding the foam with a pop worthy of a highlight reel.

No fear, just want.

Kai paddled after her, kicked into the next monster, and threw down a string of maneuvers straight from a competition tape. His style was calculated, every shift perfectly timed, a technical beast. He worked the wave like he had a PhD in hydrodynamics, if that was even a thing.

Keilani watched, then picked her set with the patience of a hunter. She lined up, timed the break, and let it build under her before dropping in at the last possible moment. Hell of a payoff. Her ride was all muscle, rhythm, and this natural instinct for speed. She just made it look easy.

Now, my turn.

I let the other three go, watched the angles, then picked a shoulder I had scoped yesterday. The wave built slow, lazy, but with some menace underneath. I dropped in late, tucked low, and let the board do what it was born for. The speed was nuclear. I leaned into the curve, water shearing off my tail like comet dust. And for a split second, every worry fell away: no coach, no campus, no crowd, just the pulse and the roar and the heat of wanting, needing, to win.

I carved hard, rode out the whitewater, then let go and bailed just short of the sand. The crash was worth it. For one second, the world made sense.

Onshore, Mick was waiting, face blank except for a twitch of lip, maybe respect.

“Decent lines,” he said. “West, you got your uncle’s balls but your dad’s finish. Don’t get lazy at the end. Kai, more risk, less showboating. Bella, keep milking the transitions. You could squeeze an extra second if you push your top turns. Keilani, not one wasted motion. Textbook.”

He didn’t give us time to bask.

“Everybody up! Paddle sprints, now! We’re running duck-dives at the outer reef. Don’t get caught, or you’ll eat sand for breakfast. Let’s see who can survive a set without crying.”

Back to the grind.

We hit the water again, alternating between pure speed and pure exhaustion. Every time I tried to coast, Mick was there, barking criticism or rare, gruff praise. He pushed us through paddle relays until my shoulders begged for mercy, then made us practice drop-ins where the only reward was not wiping out in front of all the pretty people on campus.

I lost count of how many times I duck-dived, but I knew the exact moment I won Mick over.

It was late in the session, arms noodles, legs burning, and Bella and I both gunned for the same wave. Instead of backing off, I kicked up, slotted right into the pocket, and threaded the peel with just enough finesse to hang on. When I hit the sand, heart slamming, Mick actually clapped—twice.

“See, that’s what I’m talking about! That’s a goddamn Donovan move, right there. Don’t slack off.”

Nobody said anything, but you could feel the shift. Even Bella shot me a side-eye, a ghost of a grin sneaking onto her lips. Kai whooped and whistled as he crashed onto the sand, and Keilani dragged her board up, pride obvious in her grin.

Practice blurred after that: carving cutbacks, timing sets, drills on reading the current, cross-stepping for style points. Mick ran the show like a drill sergeant with a personal grudge against mediocrity.

Every so often, he’d single me out, comparing a line or a drop to something my dad or uncle once pulled. Sometimes it felt like he was daring me to fail, but other times, I caught a hint of something softer, like he wanted to see if I’d actually measure up.

By the time the sun finally made a real appearance over the horizon, the world had turned gold and blue. The beach glittered with the ghost of sweat and salt, and every limb ached in the best way.

Mick finally relented, calling a halt to the drills with a wave of his arm.

“Hit the deck,” he called, voice just a little softer. “Boards up, review in five. If you got something left, you weren’t working hard enough.”

The four of us collapsed on the sand, boards scattered like conquered trophies. My forearms buzzed, legs rubbery, lungs on fire. But damn did it feel good.

For a moment, nobody talked. We just sucked air, watched the sunlight burn off the last scraps of morning fog, and let ourselves be animals fresh out of the water.

Mick watched from a distance, silent for once. Maybe even satisfied, in a way only old legends could be.

I wiped the salt from my eyes and looked down the line: Bella, wiping beads of water from her face, looking more alive than I’d ever seen her; Kai, grinning like he’d just won the lottery; Keilani, calm, queenly, hair wild but eyes sharp. The new crew.

If there was a better way to start the day, I couldn’t name it.

And if Coach Murphy wanted a Donovan to raise hell on this break, I wasn’t about to let him down.

The morning had just begun.

***

The aftershock of practice was always the best part: that lazy sprawl across hot sand, bodies drained but brains still buzzing, boards tossed wherever, and the whole universe condensed to sun and salt, water bottle getting passed like a peace pipe after battle.

Bella flopped next to me, salt still flecked across her chest, hair a wild mess that somehow made her look even more dangerous. She pulled the water bottle from my hand, took a long draw, then eyed the rest of us with a grin that bordered on predatory.

Kai crashed down on my other side, instantly talking. “You see her last cutback? If she’d stayed tighter on the inside rail, she would’ve put us all to shame.”

He aimed the line at Bella, but the “all” was pure performance. His gaze stuck to Bella’s face for a split second too long before he recovered and turned it into a joke.

Bella shot him a look, eyebrow arched. “I won the sprint, Nakamura. You have opinions, but I have results.”

Keilani, perched cross-legged at the end of the circle, grinned. “She got you there, Kai.”

Kai made a wounded face, flopping dramatically onto his back. “The new girl’s got claws. Maybe I like it.”

Bella shrugged, unimpressed, then stretched her legs so her bare feet nudged my thigh. “Next time, you can draft behind me. It might help your time.”

The tension was friendly, but there was always an edge to it, a little crackle of challenge, especially when Bella was in the room.

Keilani finally fixed her attention on me, voice gone soft and curious. “You ever surf this hard at your old school, or is GCU just another level?”

She said it casual, but her eyes scanned me, curious, almost…hungry. Maybe sizing up the competition, or maybe something else.

I shrugged sand off my shoulder. “I surfed for South Coast, but half our team couldn’t even read a swell pattern. We’d crush local comps and think we were heroes until we’d face schools like Pacific Tech or Westridge and get absolutely destroyed. Here?” I gestured toward the water where Mick was still pacing. “GCU’s in a different universe. Conference champions three years running for a reason.”

Keilani’s smile flickered, genuine. “You handle yourself well. Some guys talk a big game, but you…” She let the thought trail.

“Look, Donovan’s not even winded,” Kai said, pivoting from his defeat to amp up the banter. “Probably because he was raised on secret training methods from Dono Senior and the ghost of some long-lost surf king. Admit it, West, you’re just here to make the rest of us look bad.”

I laughed, letting the words bounce off. “If I was, I’d be posting ab shots instead of riding waves.”

Bella snorted, then, with zero warning, draped her arm across my shoulders and leaned in, lips at my ear. “He promised to show me the hidden break north of the cove. Maybe next time, catch up if you can?”

The way she said it, so effortless, so final, sent a jolt through the circle.

Kai’s smile cracked for a second before he recovered. “Damn, West. Leave some for the rest of us, yeah?”

Bella just shrugged, fingers stroking the back of my neck like she’d always had dibs. “He shares waves. Everything else, maybe not.”

Keilani caught the move, her posture tightening, the smile faltering just a hair before it came back, practiced and polite. She didn’t say anything about it, but the temperature of the air changed, barely noticeable but real.

Kai let the moment play out, then elbowed me, all grin. “Guess I can settle for breakfast instead. Lani, you in? We could raid the café, swap surf horror stories, maybe get West to spill his secret training diet.”

Keilani glanced at Bella’s hand on my shoulder, then at me, her expression slipping from playful to something a little more measured. “Only if he promises to give up the secrets. Otherwise, it’s just carbs and campus rumors.”

I squeezed Bella’s thigh, more as a thank you for the assist than a real answer. “Someone’s gotta save face for the old guard. You want the inside scoop, you’ll have to catch me when my mouth isn’t full of sand.”

Kai’s comeback was instant, voice lowered to a stage-whisper. “Or you could just ask Bella, since she’s apparently got the inside line on all things Donovan.”

Bella’s smile sharpened, but she didn’t let go.

The conversation drifted, looping through best waves ever caught, the physics of shoulder pain, and who could shotgun a bottle of hydration mix faster. But every few seconds, I caught Keilani’s glance, almost assessing, maybe recalculating odds.

Kai leaned into Bella’s space a few more times, teasing her about French technique, but she shot down every volley with practiced ease.

The sun inched higher, painting sweat onto our necks, and for a moment, we felt like the only four souls in the world, stranded somewhere between rivals, friends, and something a little more complicated.

That’s when the thump of feet hit the sand, and the world came rushing back.

But for a few beats, it was just us, soles raw, bodies loose, every word a warning and a promise.

And the only thing more intense than the surf was the game happening above the waterline.

***

The peace shattered like a champagne cork.

Tyler Keene hit the beach at a dead run, two guys in GCU sweatshirts trailing in his wake. Both built like linebackers, they radiated “weekend energy” even half-awake, the frat version of caffeine. One had his hat backward, the other clutching what looked suspiciously like a still-cold beer. They moved with the confident swagger of guys who’d definitely gotten banned from at least one freshman dorm.

“Dono!” Tyler yelled, voice booming over the break. He didn’t so much jog as barrel across the sand, zeroing in like he was the main event at a pep rally. The slap on my shoulder was loud enough to scare off nesting gulls.

“Knew I’d find you out here,” Tyler said, dropping to a crouch and ruffling his hair like he’d just scored a touchdown.

Kai propped himself up on his elbows, instantly alert. Bella, not missing a thing, adjusted her grip on my shoulders, her body shifting closer into my space. Keilani sipped the last of the water, eyes cool but clearly clocking the new players.

I made quick work of intros. “Surf team, meet campus royalty. That’s Tyler, my partner in crime since day one. The other two are…?”

Tyler beat me to it. “Jason, future senator, current party animal. Marcus, unofficial DJ and beer pong legend.” The two grinned, flashing teeth like it was a recruitment video.

Tyler’s gaze found Bella instantly. “Look who it is, the French surf prodigy from the guest house. Still terrorizing the waves?”

Bella’s lips curled, cool and unreadable. “Still pretending you know how to surf, Tyler?”

“Just telling these guys how West can’t keep up with your trash talk,” Tyler volleyed, eyes twinkling. “I see nothing’s changed since move-in day.”

She just nodded, but her hand flexed subtly at the back of my neck, staking her claim without so much as a word.

Jason and Marcus went full-court press for Keilani, breaking out stories about shotgunning beers on Greek Row and “saving three cheerleaders from a stuck elevator last semester.” Keilani rolled her eyes, clearly unimpressed, but let them talk.

Kai eyed Tyler, already plotting the social math. “You guys always work weekends?”

Tyler flashed a devil grin. “Only when there’s history in the making. Speaking of, you’re all coming to the party tonight, yeah?”

I stared. “We’re having a party?”

Tyler barked a laugh. “At your place, bro! It’s already trending. I sent the details to the invite list. Don’t sweat it. I’ve got cleanup, guest list, security. You just show up and look pretty.”

Marcus fist-bumped Jason, who added, “Dude, everyone wants to see the cliff house. You’re basically hosting the afterlife for every social climber on campus.”

Bella’s eyebrow spiked, her focus lasering in on me. “You like big parties, West?”

I smirked, deflecting. “Depends who’s there.”

She leaned in, voice a velvet shot. “Then invite the right people.”

Without missing a beat, Bella pivoted to Kai and Keilani. “You two should come. If the party’s at West’s place, it must be worth the trip.”

Kai perked, all ego and appetite. “Yeah? Is this a VIP thing, or will campus security shut us down before midnight?”

“Probably both,” I said, earning a laugh from Keilani.

Keilani’s smile was cautious, but she nodded. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen a real cliff house party. Count me in.”

Tyler clapped his hands, satisfied. “Boom. See? Effortless. We’ll handle the kegs, the food, the music. West, you just make sure the deck doesn’t collapse under the weight of all that reputation.”

Bella shot Tyler a lazy, amused look. “You are very… organized. Like a politician, but with beer.”

He winked. “I take that as a compliment. French girls know what’s up.”

She said nothing, but her thumb traced circles on my shoulder, small and possessive.

Kai watched the exchange, lips twitching. “Guess we know which power couple headlines the invite graphic.”

I just shook my head, already resigned to the oncoming disaster.

Tyler’s crew started running plays: logistics, DJ options, crowd control for the cliff steps. Every plan was bigger than the last. Marcus wanted a flame juggler, Jason was pitching bikini beer pong, and Tyler was working the angles like he owned the patent on fun.

The surf team started gathering their stuff, shaking out wetsuits, knocking sand off their gear. Keilani slung her board with easy grace, but stole a look my way, half curious, half skeptical about tonight’s plan.

Bella lingered at my side, clearly enjoying the show. “If the house survives, maybe we do a surf brunch tomorrow,” she whispered for my ears only.

“Assuming no one falls off the deck,” I whispered back.

Kai rolled his eyes, fake-exasperated. “If we’re going to be party legends, at least let me help pick the playlist.”

“You’re on,” Tyler said, clapping him on the back. Just like that, the lines were drawn, old friends, new blood, and the promise of a night nobody would forget.

As the sun finally took over the sky, the beach cleared, the energy shifting from exhausted to electric. The promise of a party, hell, a takeover, was alive in the air.

Bella walked ahead, hips swaying, voice floating behind her. “Don’t be late, Donovan. I want first look at the view when the place gets wild.”

Kai and Keilani followed, trading banter about who would last longer on the dance floor versus the beer pong table.

Tyler hung back just long enough to give me a look, half warning, half pride. “This is it, man. You’re the king now. Enjoy it.”

He was gone before I could volley a comeback.

I jammed my board under my arm, sand already drying to salt crust, and let myself imagine it: house packed to the railings, every rumor and secret ready to detonate. And me, somewhere in the middle, trying not to get swept under.

The quiet was definitely over.

Game on.


Cliff House Chaos


By the time the first keg got tapped, the weathered cedar deck was already body-to-body, and the throb of dance bass rolled down the cliff and out to sea. String lights ran the railings like electric veins, lighting up every tan, sweating face on the wraparound deck. The place absolutely vibrated, music, ocean, and the scent of spilled beer and perfume blending into one massive, horny buzz.

If Malibu threw a yacht party and forgot to close the guest list, this was it.

Tyler worked the crowd like a cruise director hopped up on Red Bull and manifest destiny. Every time I tried to duck into a corner, he’d herd a new batch of campus celebrities my way, all hungry for a piece of the “Golden Boy” story. The house had never seen this much chaos at once, fifty, maybe seventy bodies, more when you counted the overflow down the bluff, every one of them desperate to say they were here when the legend started.

Not that anyone would ever forget.

The deck itself creaked and shivered under the weight. Decades of salt and sun had faded the boards to a smooth, silvery gray, and every time a new surge of laughter or music hit, you could feel the whole thing tremble, alive in a way the prefab Greek houses could only dream of.

Everywhere I turned, someone jostled in: a spark of bright hair, a grin, a flash of cleavage, a hand curling around my arm with just enough heat to make its claim.

First up was Aria, in a slouchy, off-shoulder number that showed every inch of golden skin she’d spent her life perfecting. She pressed up, all warmth and reckless confidence, phone already in hand.

“West, you did not tell me your parties were this insane,” she said, pouting just enough to make it stick. “This is instant content. I’m putting you on my story.”

She didn’t wait for permission, just angled us together so the light hit my jaw and her lips at the same perfect moment. The phone snapped, and she squeezed my waist under the table.

I grinned, feeling the heat. “Careful, Navarro. Next thing you know, you’ll have to start a fan club just to keep up.”

She smirked, eyes dropping to my chest. “Maybe already did.”

Before I could throw a comeback, she vanished into the current, her perfume lingering behind.

In her wake, Olivia materialized, smaller, sharper, every inch of her watching and cataloging. She had a drink in hand and her black hair slicked back in a way that displayed the perfection of her cheekbones. She slid up close enough that her hip brushed my leg.

“You get used to being the center of gravity on this deck?” Olivia asked, her gaze all calculation.

I shrugged. “Just documenting the moment.”

She sipped her drink, never taking her eyes off me. “If you want better shots, invite us in for an after party sometime. Cameras optional.”

The implication was plain as sunrise. Then she was gone, a shadow trailing after Aria.

The crowd pressed in, each minute louder than the last, string lights flashing over faces I barely recognized from the first week of classes.

Then the main collision hit.

Bella.

She cut straight through the crowd like a shark through baitfish, hair loose and wild, lips cherry red, cleavage so deep it threatened to swallow sunlight whole. She wore a tight white tank that barely contained her chest, and shorts that hugged her curves like a second skin.

If there was any question who owned the room, Bella answered it with one crooked smile.

She didn’t even pretend to be subtle. She walked right up, shouldered Aria and Olivia out of orbit, and circled my waist with both arms.

“Is your party always like this, or is it special for me?” Bella purred, pressing her tits against my side so hard I felt it through the fabric.

I grinned, letting my hand drift down to cup the top of her ass. “Only break out the good chaos for select guests.”

She leaned in, lips grazing my ear. “I want to taste you again. But first, let everyone see what they’re missing.”

She spun me, grinding her ass into my crotch, and planted a kiss on my jaw that sent a full-body shiver down my spine. The crowd loved it. Three sorority girls squealed, several guys scowled, and more than a few rival queens shot me looks that could peel paint.

Summer was near the keg, talking to Zoe and Victoria. I saw her clock the Bella scene, and her jaw set in a way that made it clear this was far from over.

Victoria, to her eternal credit, didn’t flinch. She just watched, assessing, lips curved in a cryptic not-smile that promised future payback.

Skylar and Reese posted up on the far rail, both in GCU beach volleyball crop tops and shorts so tight you could practically see the fiber count. But their eyes? Locked on the action, sizing up the odds.

Sam and Jade worked the beer pong table, Jade’s bracelets flashing as she made bets that involved removing layers for anyone who missed a shot. Jade’s laugh was wicked, the kind of sound that said she’d already decided who she wanted and how tonight would end.

Kai prowled the edge of the deck like a tiger with a personal playlist, sunglasses on even after dark, and a girl from the swim team braced on each arm.

Tyler and Marcus played hosts in the kitchen, but every few minutes Tyler shot a concerned glance my way, probably worried about his sister getting caught in the undertow.

I didn’t care. All that mattered was Bella’s grip on me and the heat of her body burning a warning right through my jeans.

She shoved a solo cup in my hand and pulled me toward the deck’s shadowed corner, away from the thump of music and the herd of would-be witnesses.

The air over here was cooler, tinged with salt and the scent of wild rosemary that grew by the path. The moon painted the deck boards silver.

Bella pressed me against the railing, her hands working under my shirt before I even caught my breath.

“You like watching them watch?” I asked, voice low.

She grinned, grinding her hips into me. “Fuck yes. Every one of them wants you, but I get to do this…” She yanked my head down and kissed me, open-mouthed, her tongue darting past my lips and owning the space.

We made out like crazy, hands everywhere, her breath hot, her tits mashed into my chest. I squeezed her ass, hard, and she moaned, then bit my ear.

She pulled back, breathing heavy, eyes wild. “It makes me so fucking wet, knowing every girl in there is jealous of me. Or maybe, jealous of you. I’d watch you fuck half of them, and then I’d want you even more.”

I barked a laugh, honest and shocked. “You’re insane.”

Her hand slid up, palming my cock through my jeans. “Keilani’s curious. She’s never been with a guy and a girl at the same time, but she’s already talking about it. If you want, I’ll set it up. Not tonight, though. She’s a little shy when it gets loud.”

I shivered at the thought. “Damn, Bella.”

She kept stroking me, gentle, just enough to make me twitch. “She’s staying with me in the guest house tonight. Girl talk, surf gossip, all that. But next time?” She leaned in, voice so soft only the ocean could hear it. “You’ll get both of us, and trust me, Keilani’s a fucking animal when you break through her shell.”

I kissed her hard, needing it. She melted in, tongues tangled, her hands never stopping.

For a minute, time didn’t exist. Just my body, her body, and the rush of knowing we were right in the middle of a powder keg and lighting the fuse.

Bella finally eased off, lips slick, her chest heaving against me. She smoothed her tank top, grinned, and pecked my mouth one more time.

“Go enjoy your harem, King. But don’t forget who gets you first tomorrow,” she said, then vanished into the dark like a Bond girl with unfinished business.

I braced myself on the railing, catching my breath.

The party hadn’t even peaked, and already I felt like the most hunted man on campus.

Back in the crowd, the energy had gone full nuclear.

Victoria prowled the deck, collecting her own orbit of admirers. Summer, who’d clearly changed out of the team hoodie into a sundress that clung to every muscle, stalked near the drinks, radiating challenge at anyone who thought of stepping into her lane.

Aria snapped a dozen more shots, tagging me every time I crossed her line of sight.

Skylar and Reese found a perch overlooking the cove, their laughter as loud as any speaker. Every so often, Skylar winked and made an obscene gesture, just to see if I’d look.

Jade wowed the crowd by doing a standing backflip while holding a beer. She landed it, to wild applause, and then threw an arm around Sam, daring her to top the move.

Inside, the kitchen was all elbows and ambition. Tyler tried to play it cool but kept checking the glass doors to make sure Summer wasn’t getting too friendly with the local trouble. Jason and Marcus worked the food like they had a four-star Yelp rating to defend.

I pushed into the main room, caught a dozen more “accidental” brushes and touches, hands on my arm, fingers in my hair, a pressed breast against my shoulder that lingered too long to be an accident.

Even the air buzzed with anticipation.

But the taste of Bella clung to my lips, and the promise of more, of all of it, roared in my blood.

I drifted through the party in a haze. Every time I looked up, someone new was gunning for my attention.

Olivia caught me in the hallway, yanking me aside for a whispered confession. “I collect secrets. You just became my favorite. Text me if you want to trade.”

Then she was gone, skirt swirling around perfect legs.

Aria intercepted me by the deck stairs, all business on the surface, but her hand lingered on my bicep just a tick too long.

“You cleaning up tonight, Golden Boy?” she teased, flashing a screen already loaded with tagged photos of the party.

“Just documenting the moment,” I volleyed.

She shot me a loaded look. “Someday, you’ll have to show me how you really see me.”

And then she was off, phone already flying.

Skylar and Reese made it a two-for-one attack. They cornered me near the long side of the deck, demanding selfies and volleyball promo shots.

“We need beach content, like, yesterday,” Skylar said, pushing her chest up so it gleamed under the fairy lights. “You in, or are you scared of a couple athletes in spandex?”

Reese deadpanned: “Scared of losing focus. But if you can handle it, West, we’ll make it worth your while.”

Their chemistry was off the charts, somewhere between sibling rivalry and lovers’ quarrel, and both sets of eyes said they wanted a piece of me as much as they wanted a win.

I agreed to the photos, but not before Skylar squeezed my arm and Reese winked, real slow, real deliberate.

Hell.

Even the ocean seemed to be getting off on the heat.

As the night wore on, the deck turned into a dance pit, bodies pressed close, sweat and lust building an atmosphere so thick you could slice it with a fin. The old house held up, every beam and floorboard adding to the authenticity the campus crowd couldn’t fake even with unlimited trust funds and two years at a private college.

It wasn’t curated. It was chaos.

And it was mine, for at least one night.

Near midnight, I stepped out to the railing for a breather, just as Bella and Keilani brushed past, hip to hip, a matched set. Keilani shot me a look, sultry and mysterious, the corner of her mouth curling as if she already knew the plan Bella had whispered earlier.

I shivered, loving the way the women moved in packs, alliances shifting and forming every five minutes.

Back inside, the couch looked like a scene from a music video: Summer with Zoe on one side, Victoria with Olivia and Aria on the other, all trading glances about who would make the next move.

Jade and Sam were running a dare circuit, and I caught Sam nodding in my direction more than once. When I made eye contact, she just winked, then did a suggestive little tongue move that made my cock twitch.

Thank god I’d cut loose from the regular world. Nothing back home even came close to this.

Finally, as the party peaked, Bella found me one last time, pulling me into the laundry alcove for another molten, deep-throat kiss.

She bit my lip, wild and honest.

“Don’t forget me, West. I want you even more when you let the others have their turn. But remember, I get you first tomorrow.”

She was gone before the words even landed, but the mark of her lips lingered, proof I was claimed and returned to play.

On the far edge of the deck, the string lights burned against the dark, and the salt air roared up off the cliffs, promising more adventures than any one night could possibly contain.

It wasn’t a party. It was an opening salvo.

And I was the king in the middle of the storm.

Next up? Whoever wanted it more.

***

It took exactly seven minutes for the party to go from legendary to absolutely unhinged.

Everywhere I turned, another jaw-dropping woman was loading the chamber, aiming straight for the soft spot between my legs. If this was what harem life looked like, I was either going to die young or live forever.

Aria made her move first, as if perfect timing was a sport and she invented the rules.

She caught my eye through the crowd, all business on the surface. Tight tank, hair wild from the ocean air, tan lines barely hidden by a wrap skirt that would’ve gotten flagged at any country club in America. She didn’t even pretend not to look.

She waited for a lull, maybe she anticipated the music dip, maybe she just read my mind, then took my hand and led me down the half-lit steps, just out of sight of the packed deck.

The darkness only made it hotter.

Aria pressed me to the slatted wall, her body electric. “I shouldn’t do this,” she whispered, but her mouth was already on mine, lips melting, tongue slick with need. Her hands explored my chest, then dropped to my belt, dragging her nails just above the buckle.

The kiss was instant hard-on territory. She mashed her tits to my ribs, letting my hands roam her lower back, then her ass, which was fucking perfection in the blue glow leaking through the string lights overhead.

“God, you drive me insane,” she hissed, nipping my lip. “I try to stay chill around you, but you’re all I think about. It’s fucked up.”

I didn’t even try to play it cool. “I think about you too, Aria. Pretty much every hour.”

She giggled, honest and desperate, then pulled my hand straight to her thigh, shoving the wrap skirt higher. “I’m not wearing anything under this,” she admitted.

I slid my fingers up, and sure enough, bare skin, soft and hot. I edged my touch closer to the slick heat between her legs, and she moaned, low in her throat, hips pumping shamelessly against my palm.

We made out like we might die in the next sixty seconds. My fingers found her clit and circled, slow, not even caring if anyone happened by. Aria squirmed, breath stuttering.

She braced herself, grinding down hard against my hand.

“Can’t wait till I get you alone again,” she breathed. “God, I could make you come right here—”

I squeezed, building the tension, and she bit my tongue, shuddering, her pussy dripping onto my fingers. She clung to my neck, then finally broke away before we lost all control. Her hair was a mess, lips puffy, face flushed.

She straightened, breathless, and smiled.

“Be ready, West. Next time, we go all night.”

She vanished up the stairs, fixing her skirt at the last second. Leaving me with a cock so hard it hurt and the taste of her still on my mouth.

I had about two seconds to recover before Summer found me. Of course.

She had her hair wet and wild, cheeks still pink from the party. She wore a dress that barely qualified as legal, the hem skimming her thigh, the neckline near rebellion. She looked feral, eyes sparkling.

Without a word, Summer grabbed my wrist and hauled me down the hall and into my bedroom, slamming the door behind us.

She crashed into me, tongue already pushing for access. I spun her to the wall, her ass in my hands, and kissed her so deep she moaned, every muscle in her body tightening.

“You’re so fucking hot tonight,” she whispered, voice shredded. “I can’t stop thinking about last time. I’m super fucking horny right now and if you don’t fuck me right this second, I might melt.”

Her hand went down, grabbing my cock through my jeans, urgent, desperate. She yanked my fly down and wrapped her fist around my shaft.

“God, you’re so hard already. Did I do that?”

She jerked me, slow and rough, her knee sliding up between my thighs.

“With the way you look? You could kill a man,” I groaned, jacking my hips into her grip.

Summer made a hungry sound. She shoved her hand under her own dress, pulled her panties to the side, and ground her soaking pussy against my cock, skin to skin.

“Want you inside me. Now.”

I lined up, teasing just the head in, but before we could finish the thought, a knock blasted through the door.

It was Tyler, sounding pissed and nervous. “Hey, Summer, you in there? Zoe says she saw you walk this way.”

We froze, both panting.

She glared at the door like she could vaporize it. “Fuck. I told him to back off tonight.”

I buttoned up, adrenaline still hammering, and she reassembled her dress just in time.

Summer opened the door, face pure innocence. “What’s up, Ty?”

Tyler eyed us, trying to look casual but failing. “It’s past midnight. You have 5 AM dryland. Coach Maxwell will have your head if you show up hungover.”

She rolled her eyes. “Fine. Drag me back to the nunnery. But I’m not done with you, West.”

She mouthed “text me,” then followed Tyler, whose suspicion was now at nuclear levels.

I sagged onto the bed, my cock still leaking, my brain still replaying the feel of Summer’s dripping pussy milking my shaft, even through the chaos.

This was getting dangerous.

I didn’t even have two minutes to catch my breath before Sam pulled me into the stairwell, her hand hot on my shoulder.

She was in a white crop top that ended just below her sports bra line, paired with denim shorts so brief they disappeared completely when she turned. Her hair was pulled into that high ponytail she always wore for games, swinging like a pendulum with each movement. Abs gleaming with a hint of body oil, cleavage pushed up and out, and a smile that promised more than friendship.

“West, if you’re free before the first home game, I want you to shoot something wild for me. Not just the normal sideline stuff. Candid shots, me getting into the gear, maybe a little early-morning weirdness. Think you can handle it?”

Her hand dropped to my chest, smoothing over my tee, fingers dragging just above the waistband.

“Remember how you shot me at prom, with that lens nobody else could get to work?”

“Yeah. I remember a lot about that night,” I said, smirking.

She pressed closer, tits against my ribs, not shy at all. “I want you to remember it all, especially the part where you bent me over the back seat and made me scream.”

I grinned, playing along. “You weren’t exactly quiet.”

Sam laughed, the sound rich, unfiltered. “Guess the acoustics are better here. Maybe after the next session, you help me test out the bedsprings in your guest room?”

I loved her confidence. “It’s a date. But you have to do the hair flip at least once for the camera.”

“Deal. You get the shot, I’ll do… whatever you want.”

Jade breezed by, catching the vibe instantly, and winked. “Don’t break her, West. We need her hips for nationals.”

Sam just stuck her tongue out, then leaned in, pecked my cheek, and vanished, hips swinging. I watched her ass all the way up the stairs.

The deck was a blur: bodies, music, neon, wafting smoke. Beer-fueled karaoke had broken out on the south end, with Kai leading a train of volleyball girls through a raunchy version of “Stacy’s Mom.” It was peak GCU.

Skylar and Reese locked onto me near the grill, both still in their team gear, nothing but matching GCU crop tops, sand-dusted shorts, and bare feet. They looked like the poster for every California fantasy I’d ever had.

“Photo op?” I asked, raising my phone.

Skylar snorted. “Not unless you want to get schooled. We’re shooting for the team site tomorrow, but we wanted some action shots tonight. Something with grit. You in?”

She draped an arm around Reese, pulling her tight to her side. Their abs flexed in sync, gleaming in the party light.

Reese’s eyes went laser-sharp. “Make us look hot, Donovan. And if you can’t, you’ll have to make it up to us with a rematch on the sand.”

I snapped a few selfies, but then Skylar went for the jugular. She spun me so I was pinned between her and the house, her body flush to mine, abs hard, tits mashed up against my chest.

“You ever shot with models this tall before?” she whispered, breath hot.

I grinned, cocky. “It’s all about angles. You and Reese together are basically a force of nature.”

Reese closed in, her hand on my back, sandwiching me. “We could show you a storm, West. Just say the word.”

I laughed, loving the energy. “Let’s do a promo at dawn. Sometime next week. I’ll bring the camera, you bring the attitude.”

Skylar slapped my ass, bold. “Count on it, Golden Boy.”

They peeled away, but not before Reese shot me a look that absolutely promised more.

The night just didn’t quit.

At some point I found myself back at the rail, sucking air and wishing I had a clone just to keep up momentum.

Every woman who’d cornered me tonight had left a mark, lipstick, bruises, memories, and the very real threat that the next round would be even wilder.

I watched the swirl: Aria holding court near the drinks, Summer dancing with Zoe, (who had apparently not left despite her brother’s insistence) Victoria doing power moves on the upper deck. Sam and Jade started a dare-off in the kitchen, and from the looks of it, Sam was winning.

Even minor players circled in: Olivia, Victoria’s shadow, gave me a wink and a sly, “Don’t get tired. I’ll want my turn, too,” before retreating to the bar.

This was a gauntlet, no question.

And I fucking loved it.

Every glance, every touch, every loaded word was fuel for the fire.

But I knew the main event was just getting started.

Tonight, it was all about claiming territory.

And the war was heating up.

***

The party had been pure rocket fuel for hours, but nothing compared to the voltage when Summer and Victoria finally collided at center stage.

It started with a stare-down across the deck, the energy rolling between them like thunderheads over the cove. Summer, in her tiny dress, legs tanned and already marked with fresh finger-scuffs from our bedroom collision. Victoria, statuesque and cold fire, hair flawless, posture broadcasting that she didn’t just win, she decided who did.

People sensed the shift and formed a kind of unintentional arena: half the party orbiting close to see the fallout, the other half sipping from the sidelines, hoping to catch a live highlight for their group chat.

Aria and Olivia flanked Victoria with the grace of backup dancers. Zoe, loyal as a wolf, circled Summer, whispering and ribbing but never letting her out of sight.

The first volley was verbal but carried the kind of blade that could leave a scar.

Victoria, cruising the drinks table, blocked Summer with a single, elegant pivot. “Orange slice or lime? I know you prefer the performance edge.”

Her voice was perfect, but the subtext was all claws.

Summer didn’t blink. She grabbed a wedge, snapped it in two, and lobbed back, “I’ll take both. That way, I’ll win regardless of how the judges score it.”

I saw Victoria’s lips twitch, almost respect, almost rage. She angled her body, closing off my access from Summer’s side.

“Impressive stamina, Keene. Don’t they have you in bed by eleven?” Victoria drawled, making it sound like both an insult and a dare. Her eyebrow arched.

Summer’s hands went to hips, her body line drawing every male gaze within ten yards.

“West says my best moves come after midnight. That must be why you never see me on your schedule, V.”

Even Zoe giggled at that one, then snapped a pic, murmuring, “This is going viral. Please, please, keep fighting.”

Victoria’s rebuttal was so dry it practically needed a chaser. “Some of us have real commitments. Not just, you know, a highlight reel and a hashtag.”

Summer leaned forward, blue eyes all fire. “Some of us do both and still get the guy.”

Forgot the open flame; this was a house fire.

I couldn’t even breathe without feeling the heat.

Zoe bumped Summer’s shoulder, whispering, “You’re killing her. Finish the play.” But Summer didn’t need help. She sidestepped Victoria with a dancer’s grace and pressed up on my right, looping her arm through mine.

Victoria pivoted, not to cede ground but to double down. She matched the move, body pressed up along my left side, her perfume cold and clean beside the wild heat of Summer’s sweat and coconut lotion.

With the two of them so close, I felt like a wishbone about to snap.

I tried to play it chill, but the tension was a physical thing, crawling up my skin.

Olivia, master of the burning whisper, summed it up for the crowd: “He’s going to break before they do.”

Aria just grinned, phone up, already immortalizing the moment.

Then, like a twist in a reality show, Tyler crashed the triangle, eyes wild and voice pitched lower than usual.

“Summer, you need rest. Coach Maxwell will rip you apart if you tank tomorrow’s practice.”

Summer didn’t move. “I’m good, Tyler. Chill.”

Victoria, sensing blood, slid her hand onto my bicep. “Maybe she just hates being outperformed. It’s not for everyone.”

Summer recoiled, and the next words came out ice-cold: “Better to be real than to be perfect and empty.”

Victoria’s jaw flexed, but she refused to drop her gaze.

I braced for war, but Tyler edged in, blockading Summer from Victoria’s side. “Come on,” he said, voice tight. “Zoe, help me get her out of here.”

Zoe obliged, but not before squeezing my hand and whispering, “Text her. She’s just playing tough.”

The trio peeled away, Summer with one last look over her shoulder, half longing, half “I’m not done yet.”

That left Victoria.

The exodus was on. Party animals trickled out, the music faded, Kai and the surf team loaded into Ubers, and Skylar left with Reese and a promise to “see me at low tide.” Jade and Sam did a final dare lap, then vanished with the last drift of the crowd.

By two a.m., the deck was scattered with red cups, confetti, and the memory of more heat than the house had seen in a decade.

I started cleaning, muscle memory from a hundred family gatherings, sweeping the empties and silencing the speakers. The hum of the fridge and the roar of the Pacific filled the silence.

It was almost meditative, this weird, quiet loneliness after so much chaos.

That’s when I heard the click of designer heels on soapstone tile.

Victoria.

She’d changed, hair down, white blouse unbuttoned just enough to hint at the lace beneath, pants swapped for a cream linen skirt that caught the light from the stove.

For once, she looked less like a CEO and more like, well, someone who wanted to be seen.

She didn’t speak right away, just watched me from across the island, hips cocked and arms folded.

“Everyone gone?” she finally asked, voice low.

“Just me and the aftermath,” I said, tossing a bag of empties by the door.

She walked to the sink, poured herself water, drank half in a single, delicate tilt of her throat. Then she set the glass down and fixed me in place with her eyes.

“They all want you, you know,” she said, not a question.

I shrugged. “It’s a weird new world.”

Victoria circled the island, closing the gap with a pace that didn’t match her calm. She stopped a foot away, close enough that the air between us crackled.

“Isn’t that what you wanted?” she challenged. “To be the center?”

I laughed, letting the tension bleed off. “I wanted to be left alone, last I checked. Tonight just… happened.”

She stepped in, pressed her palms to my chest, tracing the lines of my shirt. “It happened because you let it. Maybe you like it more than you admit.”

She looked up, softer now, eyes vulnerable, almost pleading.

“Or maybe,” she whispered, “you just like being needed.”

I didn’t have an answer. Not one I could give without sounding like a total fraud.

Victoria leaned in, her mouth right by my ear. Her breath was clean, mint, a hint of something floral. “Tonight, just let it be you and me. No games, no crowd.”

I pulled her in, and her arms went around my neck. We kissed, slow and hungry, weeks of tension burning down in seconds.

She flattened herself to me, chest to chest, her body melting into mine. When I pressed my tongue to her lips, she opened instantly, giving me everything.

The water glass slipped from her hand, barely hitting the counter before I spun her, lifted her up onto the slab. Her skirt hiked and her thighs wrapped my hips, the heat of her soaking straight through both our clothes.

Victoria clung, fingers twisted in the back of my shirt. She moaned into my mouth, all that perfect posture breaking apart.

“You want to go upstairs?” I murmured, already knowing the answer.

She nodded, speechless and wild.

I gripped her ass with both hands, lifting her until her legs locked around my waist, her skirt bunching around her hips. She clung to me as I carried her from the kitchen, up the steps, her fingers threading through my hair, nails scraping my scalp with each unsteady step. The heat of her pressed against my stomach, damp through the thin fabric of her underwear.

For the first time all night, the house felt truly empty, but nothing about her was missing.

I laid her on my bed, breath caught somewhere between panic and thrill.

For once, Victoria wasn’t the queen.

She was just a woman who needed to be wanted.

And I was ready to give her all of it, every ounce, every second, until the sun was up and the world started over.

***

We hit the bedroom in a tangle, her riding high on my hip, my hands full of the world’s best ass, both of us half-drunk on adrenaline and defiance.

The second the door clicked shut, Victoria’s queen act fell apart.

She clung to my shirt, desperate, then tore it over my head, nails raking the skin below my collarbone. I yanked at her white blouse until the buttons gave way, then pushed her linen skirt up around her waist, every move getting hungrier, less coordinated. The fabric parted, and for a split second, I just stared.

Victoria’s skin was flawless, pale, smooth, and cold to the touch, her nipples dark and stiff against the pale lace cupping her perfect tits. Her stomach was flat, traced by lace, navel pierced with a subtle emerald stud that matched the heavy ring she always wore.

I kissed her neck, her collar, the line of her shoulder, savoring the clean soapy taste of her. She arched into me, the mask shattered, moaning openly now, her hands everywhere, always clutching for some anchor.

She jerked at my belt, pulling it free, working my jeans down my thighs like she’d waited months for this. My cock sprang free, already leaking, and she let out a sound that was half-laugh, half-feral.

“God, you’re so big,” Victoria blurted, then bit my jaw.

“Waited a long time?” I asked, guiding her backward onto the mattress.

She grinned, but the confidence slid into nervous hope. “I always wondered what it would be like if you really wanted me.”

I let my answer speak for itself.

I pinned her to the sheets, hands roaming down her ribcage to her waist, then up, one hand cupping her breast, thumbing the nipple until it was hard as a pebble.

Victoria gasped and grabbed at my wrist, her thighs squirming together.

She tried to lock her legs around my hips, but I wanted her wrecked first.

I knelt between her knees and dragged her panties down, slow, savoring the way her lips parted at the center, glistening and pink, already soaked. She wore her secrets like jewels, neat, waxed, with a single beauty mark so close to her slit I couldn’t help but kiss it.

She shivered, gasped, and reached for me.

I pried her thighs open, wider, ignoring her mock protests.

“You’re not in charge tonight,” I murmured.

She laughed, high and breathy, but the edge in her eyes softened. “I don’t want to be.”

I leaned in, tongue flat, and licked a line from her entrance to her clit. Victoria bucked, almost coming off the mattress.

I worked her slow at first, savoring every damn sound. She bit the back of her hand, eyes pinched shut, desperate not to give in too soon. I flicked her clit, then sucked it between my lips, drawing tiny circles with my tongue until her whole body was trembling.

When I slid two fingers inside, she nearly screamed.

She tasted clean, almost fruity, heat and honey and something distinctly her own.

I ramped up, tongue and fingers in perfect rhythm, never letting up. Victoria twisted the sheets, both hands knotted in the linen.

She tried to roll her hips, tried to boss the scene, but every time she did, I pinned her flat with my free hand and just teased her clit until she begged.

And beg she did, voice shredded, all the polish gone.

“Please, West, god, I need it, please, don’t stop—”

I didn’t. I doubled down, pumping my fingers, licking hard until she detonated, shrieking as the first orgasm ripped through her. Her nails raked my scalp, her thighs squeezing my head tight.

I kept going until she collapsed, breathless and gasping, her pussy still fluttering against my mouth.

When I finally came up for air, Victoria looked absolutely ruined, hair wild, makeup smudged, chest heaving, hands still clutching the pillow like she might drift away.

I wiped my mouth and crawled over her, kissing her lips so she could taste herself.

She moaned, and the sound was thank you, and more.

I lined up, head of my cock teasing just between her lips, sliding up and down the mess I’d made.

“Ready?” I warned.

She reached down, grabbed my shaft, and aimed it herself.

“I want it,” she whispered. “All of you.”

I pushed in slow, savoring every microsecond as her pussy spread around me, hot, slick, impossibly tight. Inch by inch, I filled her, letting her feel every single ridge.

Victoria grabbed my ass and yanked me deeper.

She wrapped her legs around my back and started humping up, grinding her clit against the root of my cock every time I buried myself to the hilt.

She was pure motion, no wasted tension, just desperate need, channeling years of composure into every thrust.

“God, West. No one’s ever—fuck, you feel so good. You make me crazy.”

She was usually so guarded, but now? She let it all show.

I found my rhythm, steady and relentless, pounding her hard enough to bounce her whole body up the bed with every thrust. Her tits rose and fell, the nipples flushed dark and stiff, perfect peaks framed by the tangle of her hair. She reached up, grabbed at my shoulders, nails digging tight enough to sting, drawing little crescents down my arms and back. It was the kind of pain that radiated, driving me to move faster, deeper, harder.

Her breath came in ragged bursts, sometimes gasping, sometimes a wordless jolt of pleasure, and every time she pressed her hips up to meet me, the friction set off something electric in my spine. It wasn’t delicate or polite, it was desperate, an avalanche, a surrender and a dare. Every time I pulled out, she clawed me back in with her legs, heels digging into the small of my back, like she needed to keep me inside or else she’d shatter.

We kissed through it. Open-mouthed, savage, our tongues dueling for control. Sometimes she bit down, sometimes she whimpered, always wanting more. I could taste the mint on her breath and the sharpness of her need, all those years of being untouchable burning away into raw want.

Beneath me, Victoria trembled. At first I thought it was nerves, but then she started shaking for real, a full-body shiver that had nothing to do with cold. Her moans sharpened, turning into little cries that spiked every time I bottomed out.

I felt her start to tighten around me, those velvet walls milking my cock with every thrust. She tried to push me over the edge with her hips, but I held back, slowing the pace to keep her right on the brink. I liked the way she begged, the way her voice lost all its polish when she wanted it enough.

She started talking, the words tumbling out in a rush, barely coherent, each one a confession:

“Don’t stop—oh god, West, more—harder—please—”

She was babbling, half out of her mind, but I loved it. I wanted to see how far she’d go before she broke.

I reached down, thumbing her clit as I fucked her, and she went utterly wild. Her hands tangled in my hair, yanking me down so she could bite my neck, my jaw, my ear, anything to anchor herself against the tide. Her pussy clenched, spasmed, dragged me to the edge with her, and then she detonated, loud and helpless, body arched off the mattress, teeth bared in a silent scream. Her orgasm went on forever, every muscle in her locking around me, pulling me so deep I thought we might fuse together.

I didn’t let up. I kept fucking her, driving through the aftershocks, wringing every last ounce of pleasure out of her until she was sobbing with it, writhing beneath me, shaking her head like she couldn’t take anymore.

“West, I—oh fuck—I can’t, I—”

But she could. She did. She came again, not as loud but more intense, her nails raking my back, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes. It was beautiful and savage and real as hell, and there was nothing left of the queen in her, just a woman who wanted to be ruined.

When she went limp, boneless, I slowed, kissing her throat, her lips, brushing the hair from her damp forehead. The look she gave me was pure wonder, like she’d never been touched before, and I felt something crack open in my chest.

She traced my spine with her fingernails, gentle now, and then pulled my face down to hers. “I want you to come on me,” she whispered, raw and honest. “Mark me as yours.”

I nodded, heart pounding in my ears. I sped up, the heat building, pressure coiling at my base. She reached between us and grabbed my cock, guiding it just right, making me feel every inch of her.

I felt myself teetering, the edge so close I could taste it. Her hands roamed my body, my chest, my face, my hair, like she needed all of me at once.

“Let go,” she whispered. “I want to see it.”

I grunted, losing the last of my control, pounding her with everything I had. The orgasm crashed over me, white-hot, blinding. I barely managed to pull out in time, jerking my cock over her tits and chest as I exploded, thick ropes of cum splattering across her perfect skin.

Some hit her chin, her neck, and even her lips. Victoria looked down, dazed and a little wicked, then up at me with a smile that was equal parts smug and satisfied. “Now, I’m yours,” she said, voice husky and amused.

I grinned, breathless and high from the rush. “Every queen needs a crown.”

She laughed, wild and honest for the first time, and scooped up some of the cum with her finger, swirling it over her nipple before sucking it clean. The sight alone nearly made me hard again.

We collapsed into the sheets, sweat and need and satisfaction brimming between us.

Victoria curled into my chest, the outside world gone.

She was warm, vulnerable, and so fucking beautiful it almost hurt.

I stroked her hair until her breath went slow and deep.

For a while, nothing moved but the surf and the shadows on the ceiling.

I woke to sunlight slicing through the cypress, spilling gold across Victoria’s bare back. Her body was slotted into mine: pussy pressed into my crotch, her tit in my palm, her leg thrown over my thigh like she’d always belonged.

She stirred, soft, then rolled her hips back and let out a tiny, needy moan.

I kissed her shoulder, hand drifting up to cup her breast again, thumb grazing the nipple.

She shivered, arching into my palm.

“You’re insatiable,” I whispered.

Victoria twisted, climbing over me, hair a perfect mess, eyes glassy with want.

Her hips straddled my waist, pussy hovering over my cock, and she grinned, evil and slow.

“I want to feel you come inside me this time. I’m safe,” she promised, voice husky.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.” She lined me up, hand steady, and impaled herself, taking every inch at once. The heat, the squeeze, the pure friction, it was a drug.

She started moving like she was born to it, nothing shy or tentative, just a raw, rolling grind of hips that made my whole body tighten. She braced her hands on my chest, fingers splayed, nails biting down hard enough that I knew they’d leave marks. Her hair swung over her face and for a second she looked almost wild, mouth open, cheeks flushed, eyes fixed on me like she wanted to memorize what I looked like under her.

I grabbed her waist, anchoring myself to her, but she was the one in control now. She rolled her hips in slow, relentless circles, making sure I felt every inch of her. Each time she lowered herself, her tits bounced and jostled, nipples rubbing against my chest, and the friction made me groan. She kept her eyes locked on mine, almost daring me to look away, to flinch, to break before she did.

The pace wasn’t frantic at first, more like she was savoring the sensation, greedy for every ripple of pleasure. She’d ride down until her clit mashed against the base of my cock, then flex her thighs and grind in a way that made her whole body shudder. I felt every squeeze, every pulse, every flutter of her pussy, and it was driving me out of my fucking mind. I could see her holding herself right at the edge, chasing the buildup, refusing to let go until it was absolutely necessary.

I couldn’t stop touching her, hands on her ass, her hips, her waist, then spanning up to her back and shoulders, needing to feel the sweat and muscle under her skin. Sometimes I’d trace the curve of her hipbone, or slide a thumb over her nipple just to watch her gasp and shiver.

She was gorgeous like this, no pretense, no filter, just desperate and luminous and completely herself. The way she moved was pure hunger, a need that had been pent up and denied for too long. When she finally started to lose control, it hit like a tidal wave. Her hips jerked, pussy clamping down on me so hard I thought I might black out. She threw her head back and let out a cry that was part pleasure, part relief, part animal. I saw her whole body tremble, every muscle tensed, her skin sheened with sweat and the flush spreading from her chest all the way up her neck and cheeks.

But she didn’t slow down, not even a little. If anything, the orgasm made her more ravenous. She rode me harder, slamming her hips down, grinding in tight little circles, drawing out every last pulse of her climax. I felt the wet heat flood down my cock, soaking the sheets beneath us. She reached one hand down, pressed her fingers to her clit, and started rubbing frantically, chasing the aftershocks.

She looked at me through the curtain of her hair, eyes glazed and glassy, lips swollen and bitten red. “Come inside me, West,” she begged, voice hoarse and trembling. “I want it. I need it, please—”

The way she said it, all cracked open and honest, just shattered me. I felt the heat build at the base of my spine, a wild, volcanic surge that wouldn’t be denied. She squeezed me, milked me, and the pressure got impossibly tight until I couldn’t hold back any longer. I shoved up into her, burying myself as deep as I could go, and then I was shooting inside her, pulse after pulse, so much it spilled out around my cock and dripped onto the sheets. She gasped when she felt it, her whole body seizing, and then she collapsed forward, breasts flattening against my chest, arms trembling with the effort to hold herself upright.

We stayed like that, fused together, her pussy still fluttering around my cock, the heat of her soaking me as we both shook through the afterglow. I could feel the mess leaking out and running down my balls and thighs, but I didn’t care. She pressed her face to my neck, breathing ragged, and let out a sound halfway between a laugh and a sob.

“God,” she whispered, voice muffled against my skin. “That was—fuck, West. I think you broke me.”

I wrapped my arms around her, stroking her back, feeling the sweat and the frantic pound of her heart. She tucked her head under my chin and let herself go limp, let me hold her up. There was nothing left of the queen in her, just a girl who’d let herself be completely undone, and didn’t regret a damn second.

We stayed locked together, fused.

Her hair tumbled down, and she smiled, soft and genuine. “I don’t want to move. Ever.”

I kissed her, loving the taste, the honesty.

God, she was perfect, wild, ruined, and mine.

Victoria finally rolled off, content, her body slick with sweat and satisfaction.

She curled into my side, one leg draped over mine, a lazy hand tracing patterns across my abs.

The phone alarm chirped, bright and way too early.

She groaned, then grinned.

“Tell me you’ll let me have you again before the world gets out of bed,” Victoria said, already plotting her next play.

I just laughed and pulled her close.

Queen of the castle, for now.

And if this was how wars were fought, I never wanted peace.


The Dive


The Aquatic Center was a cathedral of glass and water, every angle built to catch the sun and bounce it back twice as hard. Walking in with my gear bag slung across my body, the glare nearly blinded me. The late afternoon did things to the light, made the pool burn blue and the white tile go almost silver. Even the air shimmered, heavy with chlorine and ambition.

It was loud, too. Not party-loud, but the sound of bodies hitting water hard enough to echo, whistles, sneakers squeaking on wet floors, and, above it all, Coach Hargrove’s bark. The dude ruled the deck like a man possessed. The legend was he’d been a monster in the pool until a bad break cut him down, but now he wore his whistle like a badge and ran this place like a boot camp.

I’d barely stepped inside before Hargrove clocked me from fifty feet away. The glare started at the lenses in my hand and worked its way up. One fist already white, knuckled his clipboard. If body language could file restraining orders, I’d need a lawyer.

Didn’t matter. I came to shoot brilliance, and there was only one show worth watching.

High above, Summer and Zoe owned the platform.

They were already in perfect sync, side by side in sleek GCU team suits, hair scraped back, muscles slicked and sparkling. Watching them climb was like watching jungle cats walk on a wire: deliberate, no wasted motion, eyes so ahead of the game you knew it was less nerves and more pure adrenaline.

They chatted as they moved, private, but every now and then, Summer’s laugh would float down over the hum of the pool, bright and aggressive.

They lined up at the edge, toes curled over, nothing but empty air and expectation stretched between them and the blue below.

Coach Hargrove’s voice thundered: “Make it count. Three and a half, tight twist, no hesitation. If you cheese the entry, it’s a restart.”

Summer gave the most barely-there nod. I could see the tension in her arms. From here, her triceps looked like they belonged on a Marvel poster. Zoe just tuned out the world, laser-focused, maybe stealing a glance at my camera.

The count was silent. Then, with a whip-crack of motion, they launched.

For a half second, nobody breathed. They rotated together, bodies coiled and uncoiled, hair fanning in slow-mo as daylight caught on drops of water still clinging to their skin. It was all power and polish. Then, a flash of muscle, an arched back, and they knifed through the surface in perfect tandem, barely a splash, nothing wasted.

I snapped a burst, catching the moment they hit: hair trailing behind, fingertips cutting the blue, suits stretched tight on thighs and ass. Even underwater, the lines were epic.

Coach Hargrove’s next words vibrated up the walls, barely waiting for them to breathe: “You call that a free leg? Hold that extension, Keene, or you’re running platforms all night!”

Summer surfaced first, grinning despite the onslaught. Zoe popped up right after, shaking the water from her eyes and flashing me a split-second smirk.

Camera up, I clicked as they swam to the edge, arms breaking across the tiles, water sluicing down every inch of them. Their suits left nothing to imagination. GCU’s competition gear was famous for its “hydroform” fit, and on Summer, it painted on every curve. Zoe’s suit clung to her hips and accentuated her flare, especially as she climbed the ladder out like it was a stage.

Summer noticed the lens right away. She posed for half a second on the ladder, arching her back, chest out, then glanced over her shoulder at me, lips curling into a dare.

Zoe wasn’t shy, either. She had the kind of smile that invited trouble, and as she climbed out behind Summer, she pretended to fix her suit… and for just a heartbeat, tugged it down enough to flash the perfect slope of brown-skinned cleavage.

They knew I was watching. They loved it.

Coach didn’t.

I could hear his teeth grinding from across the water. He stalked closer, clipboard at the ready.

“Reset! We’re escalating. Full 10-meter, double twist, stick the entry this time or you’re running dryland until your legs give.”

Summer didn’t even flinch. She shared a look with Zoe, pure, silent communication. The two headed for the stairs, and I caught every step. Water trailed down their bodies, pooling on the tile, mixing with the harsh scent of disinfectant and the muted ozone of a late-day storm rolling off the ocean.

When they popped up onto the top platform, the spectators on the far bleachers stopped pretending to check their phones.

Coach Hargrove eyed me the whole time. Every time Summer snuck a glance my way, his jaw tightened. He basically growled when he barked, “Focus, Keene! No distractions on this deck.”

Summer put her game face on, but her eyes flicked to me again, challenge plain as day.

She perched at the edge, arms up, pose perfect. The way her suit rode up at the back should have been a violation. Her ass, tight and tan, flexed with every micro-movement, water beading and then chasing lines down her thighs.

This time, Zoe gave the count.

“On three… one, two, three!”

And they flew.

A blur of muscle and color against the glassy blue, twisting, bodies locked in symmetry. The extra flip was a showboat move, pure exhibition. I tracked the motion, grabbed the shot right as Summer hit the apex, hair fanned out and chest leading, nipples visible through wet fabric. She landed hard, slicing the surface.

Zoe followed a half-beat later, neat as a razor, toes pointed, legs impossibly straight.

The impact echoed off the walls, then silence. Until the girls popped up, laughing, water streaming off their faces.

I caught the moment: Summer shaking her hair, drops spattering her chest, a flash of nipple as her suit shifted. Zoe pulled herself out with one arm, rolling her hips, and this time, as she turned to give Coach an innocent smile, she popped the strap on her suit and let it drop for a heartbeat, just long enough for my camera to catch the high, full curve of her bare breast before she “fixed” it and hustled back to the boards.

Coach nearly lost his mind.

He stomped the deck, voice going full banshee. “You think this is a joke? You want to train with the Olympic Development squad, then EARN IT! Keene, Ramirez, you’re up again. Better. NOW!”

It should have rattled the girls. Instead, I saw a flash of pure, shared adrenaline in their eyes.

This time, they went up wet, no towels, no time to reset. The beads of water on their skin caught the dying sunlight, turning their bodies into works of art. Abs, legs, every inch coiled and ready.

Summer went first. She didn’t just line up, she gave me a look over her shoulder, full come-and-get-it. Then she dove.

For half a second, she arched pure vertical, back bowed, chest high, suit stretched so tight I could make out the precise outline of her nipples. Then torque and explosion: twist, flip, and arms slicing above her head as she hit. The entry was so clean there wasn’t even a ripple.

Zoe bombed after her. Her move was pure power, more coil in her hips, more flare, more drama as she spun. She aimed for the big splash on exit, and nailed it. I got the shot with her ass completely framing the GCU logo, suit basically swallowed between the cheeks.

They swam to the wall, bodies close, and when they climbed out, things got interesting.

Summer hoisted herself up, but instead of going straight to the towel, she flopped onto her back, stretched, and gave a slow, lazy arch that made her abs pop and her chest rise. For a split second, her suit rolled down, and her nipple flashed out, pink and perfect, before she yanked it back into place.

She looked right at my camera and winked.

Zoe, meanwhile, went for the “bend over to wring out your hair” move, which just happened to pull the back of her suit so high it exposed the crease of her ass entirely. She didn’t bother to correct it, just flicked water at Summer, who mock-screamed and rolled to dodge.

I caught all of it.

Coach Hargrove was apoplectic. He gripped the clipboard with both hands, glaring holes through me as if I powered the sun with pure horny distraction.

He called the girls over, voice dropped to a seething growl.

“You think you’re cute? You want to waste my time showing off for some photographer? Keene, I expect better. Next: blind reverse, full extension, and you hold the form until I SAY otherwise. You hear me?”

Summer nodded, all professionalism, but under the surface, her cheeks flared pink, excitement, not embarrassment.

Zoe just grinned, loving the show.

They jogged to the platform again. I watched muscles bunch and flex, calves tight, hair plastered back, shoulders slick and powerful. Side by side, they looked like the future of women’s sports, and with the way they played to the camera, the future of every private group chat on campus.

This time, Summer waited until the last second, then, just before leaping, popped the top seam of her suit with her thumb. The fabric slipped a centimeter lower, nipples nearly out, and when she hit pose at the apex, she aimed her chest right at me. I fired off three shots. The result was gold.

Zoe followed with her own trick: a higher jump, more twist, and she used the exit as an excuse to “adjust” her suit, pulling it down at the hips so the curve of her pelvis flashed above the seam.

When they resurfaced, both swam to the edge and rolled out in tandem, chests heaving, water streaming off breasts that had clearly been set free, even if only for a second.

They knew exactly what they were doing, and so did I.

Coach Hargrove saw it all, clipboard now bent at the corner. He looked like he was one bad photo away from hurling me into the pool.

But he couldn’t intervene, not without risking a full-on meltdown.

Instead, he barked final instructions:

“Last round! Show me what makes you champions, or we start drills from scratch! No more stunts. Keene, you lead, Ramirez, don’t drag.”

Summer and Zoe gave twin shrugs, then stalked up the steps, heads high, bodies gleaming.

The final dive was a power move. Summer took a deep breath, then went full kinetic: high leap, arms out, every inch of her flexed, suit split wide at the shoulder so the top of her tit peeked out mid-air. I caught it in the shot, a pure, perfect flash, then shoom, she vanished under the surface.

Zoe followed, her move grit and muscle, water flying everywhere.

They surfaced, leaned against the edge, and when they climbed out, they didn’t bother fixing their suits immediately. For the barest second, both sets of tits were out, Summer’s nipples rock hard from the cold, Zoe’s glistening brown and gold. They giggled, then “covered up,” but not before I filled my memory card.

Coach tried to get the last word in, but even he knew he’d lost the narrative.

“Review in three! Don’t dry off, don’t chat, just line up and listen. Next time I see a slip-up, you’re benched!”

But Summer and Zoe barely heard him. They jogged to the end of the pool, towels forgotten, giving me one last, lingering look.

Coach Hargrove stalked off, muttering curses as he headed for the office.

The girls? They took their time, water dripping down muscled thighs, torsos flushed, lips parted.

If there was a better way to capture the GCU Aquatic Center’s brand of distraction, I hadn’t seen it.

As the light faded, and the pool glowed with that signature golden hour, I kept snapping, a thousand details, a hundred stolen moments, and the promise of what might come after.

The war for Summer’s attention was officially on. And the only thing hotter than the pool was the battle just getting started on the deck.

***

The second Coach Hargrove stomped off, the air in the natatorium changed. Less tension, more heat. The kind that simmered under your skin and made every second feel like buildup.

Summer and Zoe barely waited for the whistle to echo before they made a beeline for me. Both water-slick and bulletproof, hair dripping down their backs, suits painted on. Zoe’s curls clung in wild tendrils around her face, little rivers of water streaming over her collarbones. Summer’s golden hair darkened to champagne in the damp, her skin flushed, her eyes brighter than I’d ever seen.

Neither bothered with towels. Might as well have been a dress code violation, the way the fabric hugged every inch.

“Was he always this intense?” I asked, tongue in cheek as I powered up the camera display.

Zoe barked a laugh. “Max is chill compared to, say, an IRS audit, but more psycho than a freshman on Tinder.”

Summer snorted, leaning in so close her still-damp tit pressed against my arm. “You have no idea what it’s like. That last round, I swear I thought he’d toss my ass in the pool as punishment.”

She said it like she’d enjoy the spectacle, and honestly, so would I.

I scrolled to the first round of shots, dives, water spray, muscles in motion. Both girls craned in to see, faces close enough I could taste the ozone in the air.

“Oh, wow, look at that one!” Zoe squealed, fingertip landing on a frame where she and Summer surfaced, grins wide, suits barely containing the evidence of their excitement. In this light, every bead of water lit up like a prism, drawing the eye to nipples, abs, and the wild shapes of GCU’s finest.

Summer poked in. “You totally did that on purpose. See? You’re popping out of your suit already. That’s a ten for drama.”

Zoe elbowed her. “Not like you, Miss ‘I got the camera right here.’ Watch, he caught your entire chest, nipples and all. Were you even trying to play subtle?”

Summer grinned, no shame. “Subtle’s for scrubs. Besides, West needs content, right?”

They fell into a rhythm, teasing, giggling, humid and conspiratorial. Every new pic was an excuse to crowd closer, torsos pressed to my sides, their hair dripping chill down my neck. The pool chemicals on their bare skin had a weird, dizzying effect, sharper than perfume, cleaner than sweat, but every bit as erotic.

Zoe pointed to a burst shot. “There! You got the moment I flashed the whole deck. Tell me that’s not the hottest thing you’ve ever seen.”

I had to admit, the composition was perfect: Zoe’s breasts, round and glossy with droplets, framed by the deep blue of the pool, her face split by a giddy, devil-may-care smile.

Summer landed her next. “Not to be outdone, check this one when I stretched out after that back-entry, you caught the nipple slip and the arch of my back. My tits look insane.”

She wasn’t wrong. The shot was pure thirst trap, nothing accidental. Even the shadows played along, highlighting the swell and color of her areola just peeking above the suit.

Each time they found a new favorite, the commentary got raunchier:

“God, your ass is out of control. Look at that curve.”

“Yeah, well, your thighs could suffocate a man, Summer.”

“I bet West likes both. Which is more your thing, photographer? Ass or tits?”

I shrugged, loving the attention. “It’s all about composition. But honestly, you two make it impossible to shoot a bad angle.”

Zoe bumped her hip into me, playful. “Nice dodge. But wait till you see this…” She scrolled forward, landing on a shot where both girls hit the water at once, the entry so close it looked like synchronized porn.

Summer howled laughing. “If Coach knew you snapped that, he’d make us do suicides for a month.” She paused, then lowered her voice. “Good thing you’re on our side.”

The banter was a loop: them fighting to one-up the sex appeal, me “judging” the contest with every swipe of my thumb. Each time, they got a little bolder.

Summer leaned in, so close her lips grazed my ear. “You think the admin will print these for the recruiting board?”

I played along. “Only if they want a record number of new prospects.”

That made both of them smirk, like they’d just scored a dare.

It’s wild how even standing still, they didn’t. Summer vibrated with high-octane tension; Zoe’s shoulder flexed with every laugh. I watched their muscles work, the way their suits strained at the chest and hips, untamed, hungry, showing off for me and, maybe a little, for each other.

Coach’s voice exploded from the side hall. “Review’s over. I need the deck clear for maintenance. Keene, office in five. Ramirez, finish dryland.”

We all jumped, or at least pretended to.

The man himself stalked across the tiles, shoes squeaking. He gave the group a once-over, eyes sharp as knives. “You. Glasses.” He meant me, even though I wasn’t wearing any. “Stay out of the athlete spaces. I don’t need you distracting my team.”

He didn’t drop the death stare until Summer piped up, all innocence. “West is just helping with our media project, Coach. We got the AD’s approval.”

“Just make sure you don’t get caught with anything you’ll regret.” Hargrove’s eyes landed on my camera, like he could see straight into the vault. “I have an administrative meeting. You two, straight to recovery after. No detours.”

He stalked off, grumbling into his phone, the echo hanging over the pool like a threat.

Zoe waited for the sound of his door slamming before she relaxed. “Dude, that guy has a stick so far up his ass it’s coming out his mouth.”

Summer shot her a look, then turned to me. “Ready for the next round?”

Zoe grinned. “Follow me, hotshot. The party’s not over.”

We took off, quick and quiet, past the bleachers and the main locker rooms. The further we went, the wilder the energy. It was like sneaking into a forbidden zone, chlorine ghosts, old banners, the faint hush of water through pipes.

Summer led, Zoe right behind. I couldn’t help but watch the way their suits cut into the flesh of their asses, the wet fabric leaving nothing to the imagination.

At the end of a side corridor, Summer stopped, checked behind us, then motioned to a door marked STORAGE.

“Perfect,” she whispered, then yanked it open.

Inside, the world changed again.

No light, save a streetlamp glow leaking through a glass block window. The space reeked of rubber, forgotten sweat, and the tang of adventure. Kickboards stacked to the ceiling. Lane markers coiled like blue and white snakes. Foam mats, resistance bands, old trophies. It was just big enough for three bodies to move, if you didn’t mind touching.

I slipped in, and the girls followed, closing the door with a soft click.

Summer spun, pinning me with a look that was pure mischief.

“Where were we?” she murmured, already pressing in.

Zoe’s laugh was low, hungry. “I think we’re about to find out.”

Every sense went high alert, their wet skin, the musk of chlorine and desire, the promise of everything the cameras couldn’t catch.

I took a breath, steeling myself.

The game had changed, and we were the only three on the scoreboard.

***

The lock barely finished clicking before the girls’ hands were on me.

Summer’s mouth covered mine, her body pinning me against a leaning tower of kickboards, the wet competition suit going slick and frictionless against my shirt. She tasted like chlorine, strawberry chapstick, and barely-contained adrenaline. Her fingers went straight for my waistband, greedy and direct.

Zoe wasn’t shy, either. She pressed up on my other side, her tits rolling against my arm, her own hands hungry and impatient. “You need to lose some layers,” she muttered, already working my shorts down past my ass.

The way they moved was almost choreographed, no hesitation, no awkward shuffle. Summer mashed her lips to my jaw, biting just enough to make it known she wanted control. Zoe, wild-eyed and grinning, nipped at my shoulder while both worked my cock free.

The world went molten.

I barely had the breath to joke before they dropped as one, Summer and Zoe kneeling side by side on a pile of foam mats. The sight alone was enough to short-circuit higher brain function: two insane bodies, damp suits clinging, thighs flexed and tanned, faces upturned with hunger and confidence.

Zoe got the first taste. Mouth wide open, tongue dragging along the underside of my shaft, she hummed around it before bobbing down deep. Her lips sealed perfectly around my tip as she started working a slow, deliberate rhythm. Summer didn’t wait her turn. She stroked the shaft, watching every millimeter disappear into Zoe’s mouth, then leaned in to kiss the head as soon as Zoe let it go.

“Dude, she’s a freak,” Zoe said, flicking her gaze up to me. “She can get her tongue all the way under your tip. Watch.”

She demoed, wrapping her tongue beneath the crown before taking me in, cheek bulging. My knees nearly buckled.

Summer barked a laugh, then went for it. She kissed the tip, sucked it hungrily, her lips gliding lower as she used her hand to jack the base. She wasn’t gentle, she wanted to feel it grow, to taste every drop. The suction pulled a curse from my chest.

They took turns, zero rivalry, just pure hunger and a mutual need to impress.

Zoe gripped my shaft with both hands, twisting against the wetness, and then traded with Summer, who immediately deep-throated the first few inches, eyes wide and shining. I watched her work, watched her cheeks hollow, the muscles in her neck flexing as she refused to back off.

When she popped off, she let a string of drool drip to my balls, and Zoe licked it away, giggling.

“She loves it sloppy,” Zoe whispered, tracing the line with her tongue. “Guessing you do too?”

I could only grunt.

Summer didn’t wait. She bent back in, lips sliding down slow, the tip of my cock vanishing between her lips. She moaned, and the vibration set my nerves on fire. She bobbed, picked up the pace, and then came off with a pop, grinning up at me like she’d just won a trophy.

“You’re so big, baby,” she said, voice a low purr. “It’s a challenge. But I like challenges.”

Zoe nudged her, playful. “You say that, but watch this.” She went deep, swallowing me to the back of her throat, eyes watering, then pulled back with a twist that made my whole body shiver.

The next minute was pure overload. Summer and Zoe alternated, sometimes sucking side by side, both licking and teasing, other times one playing support, stroking my balls or tracing patterns along my abs while the other fucked my cock with her mouth.

They kissed each other, too: a hot, messy exchange of spit and flavor, tongues dancing as they both stroked me.

“We said we’d try this,” Zoe confessed in a rush, as Summer sucked me. “Just didn’t think you’d shoot so hard for the record.”

Summer wiped her lips, saliva trailing down her cheek. “We want to see who can make you lose it first.”

She wrapped my cock in both hands, mashed her tits together, and started jacking me while Zoe licked up and down the shaft, tongue flat, eyes never leaving mine.

It was a war, and I was the main event.

I let it go on, stroking both heads, fingers tangling in wet hair. My cock pulsed, rock hard, the veins bulging against every lap and suck.

But I wanted more.

I hooked both girls under the arms, lifted them to their feet, and palmed their tits through the damp suits.

“Your turn,” I said, voice shredded and raw.

They grinned in tandem, then peeled the tops of their suits down to their waists. The sight was legendary, Summer’s tits big, round, firm, nipples flushed and tight; Zoe’s darker, a little smaller, every line glossy with sweat and pool water.

I took a moment, sinking my mouth onto each, sucking, licking, biting, hands roaming from areola to hip. Both moaned, Zoe loud and reckless, Summer keening softer, but hotter.

Their suits gaped at the waist, barely covering the promised land.

I couldn’t wait anymore.

I spun Summer first, bending her over against the metal shelving. Her ass was a beacon, tight, dimpled, water glinting in every crack. I yanked her suit to the side, exposed her bare pussy, and lined up.

She was already soaked, lips pink and gleaming.

I shoved in, hard, burying myself to the hilt.

Summer gasped, forehead pressed to her flexed arm, her other hand bracing the rack. Pussy clamped down so tight I thought I’d lose control then and there.

Zoe watched, palming her tits, eyes glued to the action.

“Let me see,” she begged.

I pulled out, spun her in, and slammed into Zoe, whose thighs shook as she braced against the shelving. Her cunt was velvet and heat, milking me instantly. She rolled her hips, riding every thrust.

Summer slid down, kissed Zoe’s back, then reached under to finger her clit as I fucked her. The teamwork sent Zoe reeling, her moans bouncing off the cinderblock walls.

We traded again, two bodies, endless permutations.

Summer bent forward, grabbed her ankles, and I drilled her from behind, her pussy sucking me in, thighs trembling with every bounce.

Zoe climbed onto a stability ball, legs spread, and I fingered her pussy, two fingers slipping inside as I made her come in shivering bursts.

Every switch meant new gasps, new sweat, new clutch of muscle around my cock.

I alternated, never letting one get too close for too long.

Summer was all grip and fire, pussy clamping greedier every second, but I forced myself to pull out at the last second, slamming into Zoe, whose body welcomed me like it had been waiting all its life.

There’s a myth about sex with athletes: that it’s all muscle and sweat, a kind of attack, no finesse. That myth is bullshit. If anything, they’re so hyper-attuned to their bodies they can read the micro-tells, the shift of a shoulder, the flutter of a breath. Summer and Zoe had me mapped like a schematic in seconds, every nerve lit up, every edge tested until it was begging to snap.

We found a rhythm that was ridiculous in its excess, a choreography of skin and sound, the wet slap of flesh echoing off cinderblock, the high-pitched whine of foam mats grinding against concrete, the metallic rasp of rack and shelving as bodies collided. Summer’s hair was a riot of golden strands, sticking to her face and my arms, her eyes half-wild as she slammed back against me, absorbing every thrust with hungry, reckless abandon. Her suit had long since stopped pretending, the crotch yanked aside so far the seam dug into her bare hip. Her ass was a red, handprinted monument to everything we’d done, flexing and failing, then flexing again.

Zoe was chaos, all mouth and hands, her nails scoring my flanks, her tongue flicking along my jaw as she jacked the base of my cock, then dove down to taste Summer on my shaft between each switch. She kept ratcheting up the filth, narrating each obscene transition, “harder, harder, god, she’s so tight”, and when I jammed my fingers inside her, she squeezed my wrist and ground down, soaking my whole hand before tearing it away to shove my cock back inside her.

It was a relay race, a victory lap, a demolition derby, and the only rule was no one crosses the finish line alone.

“Fuck, West, don’t stop, not yet—” Summer begged, voice shredded, forehead pressed to the metal rack, sweat puddling at her temples. The muscles of her back rippled every time I slammed in, and when I reached to grab her tits, she arched, bracing her knees wide to let me get deeper. She didn’t break or waver, just met every pump with a whiplash that made her moan tilt into something halfway between pleasure and pain.

Zoe tried to one-up her, climbing onto the stability ball again, legs wide, pulling her own suit to the side and guiding my cock in with both hands. She locked her ankles behind my ass and pulled me off-balance, so I had to grip her hips and fuck her while she bounced, the ball rolling a few inches with every thrust. She giggled through the ragged breaths, then leaned back until her head touched the mat, a gymnast’s flexibility on full display as she let me piston in at the angle she liked.

“Jesus, she’s going to snap in half,” Summer said, but her voice was almost reverent.

Zoe grinned, upside-down and panting. “You wish. Now come make it a sandwich.”

Summer did. She knelt behind, grabbed my balls from beneath, and squeezed as Zoe came, shuddering hard enough to rock the storage shelf. When Summer bent down to kiss Zoe, I felt their tongues duel around my cock, the wet suction and heat almost criminal.

It got competitive fast: Summer and Zoe traded positions, each trying to take more of me, to keep me longer, to drive the other wild just by watching. I couldn’t decide which was better, Summer’s perfect control, her deliberate flex and pulse, or Zoe’s raw abandon, her willingness to break every rule and make a new one on the fly.

They were both on the edge, and I knew it. I could feel Summer’s cunt clamp down, a velvet vice, her whole body tensing as she neared the brink for what must have been her fifth orgasm, then slamming past it until her legs wobbled and she almost folded at the waist. I felt Zoe’s pussy milk me, her body twitching with aftershocks, her hands digging into my back like she was trying to anchor herself to this planet.

But even as they broke, they didn’t let go. They clung to me, to each other, pulling their bodies together, faces close, skin stuck with sweat and spit and the aftermath of everything we’d done so far. I could feel the heat coming off them, the way their hearts hammered, the air gasping out of their chests.

I was close. Way past close. “Get down,” I managed, voice thin and trembling.

They responded in a heartbeat, dropping to their knees like the synchronized divers they were. Summer gripped my cock at the base, squeezing just enough to make the head pulse purple-black, the veins standing out. Zoe cupped my balls, massaging gently, her tongue flicking out to meet every spasm. Both looked up at me, eyes wide, mouths open. There was no pretense, only raw, hungry expectation.

The first spurt landed across Summer’s cheek, splattering her lips and chin. She jerked back in delight, then grinned up at me, tongue out, savoring the heat. The next jet hit Zoe’s nose and upper lip, dripping down in a gooey trail she immediately licked away. From there, I gushed all over each of their pretty faces, coating them with sticky cum. They giggled, trading glances, then turned to each other. Zoe swiped her tongue along Summer’s cheekbone, collecting the mess, then kissed her hard, lips mashing together, hands in each other’s hair.

Summer moaned, the noise rumbling in her chest, then reached out and grabbed Zoe by the back of the head, deepening the kiss. They went at it, licking and sucking, sharing every drop, the taste and texture driving them back into the same fever that started this whole chain reaction.

I just stood, half-leaning on the wall, watching them, my body twitching with aftershocks, cock still half-hard and bobbing in the humid air.

They didn’t stop at the kiss. Summer pushed Zoe onto her back, straddled her face, and forced her to lick the last of my cum from her skin, using her thighs to pin Zoe’s head in place. Zoe lapped dutifully, up and down the ridges of Summer’s abs, then back to her breasts, sucking at the salt and semen until Summer collapsed forward, giggling, her hair a sticky shroud over both faces.

I was still reeling. “This is fucking insane,” I managed, possibly out loud.

Summer rolled off Zoe, landing beside me, and pulled me down by the hip.

“We’re not done, baby,” she said, voice half-muffled.

They tugged me to the mats, pressed their bodies to either side of me: a sandwich, but now the bread was alive, sticky, and still vibrating with leftover electricity.

There was a moment of quiet, just breath and heartbeat, the echo of our racket fading into the corners of the storage room. It felt like floating, the three of us suspended in time, skin cooling in the draft from the window, the air thick with everything we’d just done.

Summer nuzzled her face into my chest, her lips brushing my nipple, her arm snaked over Zoe’s waist to pull her into the huddle.

Zoe, now sprawled with her head on my thigh, looked up at me with that same hunger, but softer around the edges. She grinned, then licked a stray bit of cum from the crease of my abs, making a show of it before nestling in.

Summer spoke first, voice drowsy but still laced with challenge. “So… round two?”

Zoe giggled, then pinched my ass. “After that first one? We might need electrolytes.”

I laughed. It sounded foreign, too big for the small room. “You two—” I started, but Summer covered my mouth with her palm.

“We know,” she said. “We’re the best.”

I didn’t argue.

We lay there, sticky and tangled, the afterglow better than any high I’d ever chased. My mind floated, almost weightless, only tethered by the solid press of them against me.

For a minute, I forgot where I was. Who I was supposed to be.

It was just us, a new gravity, the center of a secret universe.

“Damn,” Zoe said, wiping her cheek. “That was…oh my god.”

Summer just grinned, licking every last drop off her lips. “We should’ve transferred West her last year.”

I sagged between them, arms stretched over both shoulders, every muscle reverberating with the high.

We lay like that, a tangle of skin and satisfaction, barely able to breathe.

The best part? We weren’t even finished.

***

For a few minutes, the world held its breath. Summer, Zoe, and I were tangled on the mats, cum drying on their flushed cheeks, the perfect cocktail of sweat, chlorine, and post-orgasm haze weaving us tighter together.

Summer sprawled half in my lap, her head nestled on my chest, while Zoe lay pressed to my side, drawing lazy circles on my abs.

“God, that was insane,” Zoe said, her voice wrecked with satisfaction. “I wanted to fuck you at the party, but I figured I’d wait my turn. Worth it.”

Summer beamed. She wiped a streak of cum off her chin and sucked it off her finger with zero shame. “Pretty sure I wanted it even more than Zoe did. I kept watching you with Bella, then with Victoria, and all I could think about was how it would feel to get you alone.”

She shot me a sidelong look, open and honest. “Is that weird? That I actually liked it when I realized Victoria spent the night?”

If she was looking for drama, there wasn’t a hint.

Instead, Summer flushed, then twisted in, dropping her lips to my ear. “It kind of turns me on, thinking about you with other girls. And maybe... sharing. Not just Zoe. Maybe even with Victoria, or Bella, if you wanted.”

Zoe laughed, hair wild, cheeks pink. “Don’t give him ideas. He’ll try for four at once.”

I grinned, rolling the thought around in my head. “You think I can handle it?”

Summer’s smile was pure dare. “I think you might surprise all of us.”

The afterglow got sleepier from there. We held each other, bodies slick, swapping stories about who was the best kisser (Summer, by a nose), who had the wildest orgasm faces (Zoe, no contest), and whether any of us could outlast Coach Hargrove’s training schedule.

That was the cue.

Coach’s voice barreled down the hallway, closer than a bad dream.

“I need the meet schedule cleared before the end of day. Yes, I know the AD will bitch, but you tell her it goes through me. Keene is qualifying, that’s final, and Ramirez is top-three material if she doesn’t get distracted! Listen, just make it happen. I’ll be there in two minutes.”

Summer’s body stiffened.

She mouthed, wide-eyed: “We have to WAIT.”

I barely breathed. In the dark, airless box, stuck between bodies and plastic lane markers, every second stretched forever.

Footsteps. The door rattled. It was locked, but even so, my pulse hammered. Coach’s voice boomed through the cinderblock:

“There’s never a goddamn towel when you need one! No, I’m at the storage. Already told you, we need more resistance bands, and send maintenance on the storage door, it’s sticking again—”

He was right outside.

Zoe’s hand found mine, gripping so tight I thought she’d break it. Summer looked like she might faint from the tension.

The monologue marched on, random curses, then silence as he paced away.

Five more minutes ticked past, then the phone ringing in the distance. The coach’s voice faded, replaced by a ripple of regular pool noise: the thwack of a lap swimmer, the squeak of janitor shoes, someone’s playlist thumping EDM in a side hallway.

Zoe whispered: “Now.”

We scrambled, stuffing tits back into suits, wiping cum from our faces, smoothing out hair and yanking everything into place. Summer dabbed at her chin, then checked Zoe, licking away a streak from her lip with a tiny, nervous giggle.

I pulled on my shorts, zipped up, and double-checked the camera, praying I hadn’t left fogged-up glass or any suspicious evidence.

Summer pressed herself against the door, listening, whole body tense.

Then, with a go-signal from Zoe, she slipped out, calm and casual. Zoe followed, then me, doing my best to channel “just another day on campus” energy.

We surfaced back into the main pool deck, none of the smart-mouthed bravado from before.

Summer went straight to her duffel, pulling a towel and mopping her face, fast and furtive. Zoe skipped over to the far side, pretending to inspect the dryland gear, but mostly just catching her breath.

I lingered, packing the camera, shoving memory cards deep into the bag.

That’s when Zoe sidled up, her presence sudden and strange.

She plucked at my sleeve, voice dropped. “Hey. I know you’re busy wrangling the whole campus harem, but you should know something.” She checked to make sure Summer was out of range, then leaned in, whisper-soft: “She’s never risked her diving career for anyone before. Not ever. You’re not just a hook-up to her. So, try not to break her, okay?”

The words landed like a punch.

Before I could answer, Zoe was gone, bouncing back to the lockers.

Camera bag slung, I turned to see Summer, radiant but nervous, drying her hair. She caught my gaze, lips parting like she wanted to say something, but then—

Hargrove reappeared, on the far edge of the pool deck, eyes zeroed in.

The warning was all in the stare. No words, no drama, just a hard, cold reminder: fuck with my star diver and I’ll bury you.

I raised a hand in goodbye, caught the twin flashes of Summer and Zoe smiling, and made my exit.

The sun was down, but the heat from the day followed me out.

And somewhere behind, I knew the stakes had just gone up.


Sideline Action


The walk through the underbelly of GCU Stadium was a trip. Sunlight barely filtered down here, leaving the halls cold and sterile, a world away from the gladiator chaos about to erupt above. You could hear the pulse of the main deck, field crew shouting, bass thumping, the distant metallic shriek of the concession screens turning on, but back here it was just echoes, shadows, and the slow build of anticipation.

My photographer credential got me past a security guy who looked like he could fold me in half for fun. He scanned my badge, then checked his phone, more interested in the betting pool on today’s score than what I was up to. I grinned, did the nod, and slipped down a side hallway that reeked of ozone, lemon cleaner, and, for some reason, the faint memory of coconut lotion.

The cheer squad captain’s changing room was tucked behind an unmarked blue door, set apart from the locker room theater the rest of the squad had to endure. Special privilege for the queen of GCU spirit.

I palmed the handle and went in.

Sam was the only person inside, just as she’d promised in the text last night. She wasn’t in uniform yet. Instead, she sat in front of a light-up vanity, legs curled under, a towel wrapped around her hips and nothing but a tiny black sports bra over her chest. Her hair was chestnut brown, pulled into a loose ponytail that spilled down the back of her neck in glossy waves. The glow from the ring light painted her skin honey-gold, highlighting every contour.

She didn’t look up right away. She just said, “You’re early, West. I like that about you.”

Her voice was low, deliberate, the kind of tone that made you feel like she’d been thinking about this moment since she asked me to shoot her pre-game at the party.

I set the camera bag on a bench and started unpacking lenses.

“Couldn’t risk missing the pre-game show,” I said, keeping it playful. “You know, the one only a handful of people get to see.”

She grinned at my reflection, her hazel eyes catching the light. “That’s the real show, Golden Boy. Not what we do out there with the pom-poms.”

There was nothing frantic about the way she moved. Every gesture was slow, almost meditative. She selected a foundation brush, tapped it in a compact, and swept it across her cheekbones with the smooth confidence of a surgeon. Each pass evened her skin, amplifying the effect of flawless just-so.

Camera up, I started shooting. The first shot hit with the satisfying click of a round chambering.

Sam didn’t flinch. She looked right into the lens, let me have her, then flicked her gaze away, dismissive, borderline cocky.

“You’re here to make me famous, right?” she said.

“I thought you already were,” I volleyed, snapping the next shot as she arched an eyebrow.

She laughed, a soft breath through her nose. “Not in the way I want to be. I saw Aria’s shots. These girls on my feed have nothing on a West Donovan original.”

I rolled with the banter, but she wasn’t wrong. There was a quality to her that had always resisted translation, something the algorithms couldn’t fake. You could stage a hundred TikToks and never touch what Sam did to a room by walking through it.

She went back to her focus, dabbing primer, a sweep of concealer, setting powder. Each motion a ritual, a shield, a build-up to transformation. She worked the brushes in circles, then checked angles, never rushing. I shot in silence, letting the camera do the talking.

Click. The sweep of her jawline, highlighted by the ring light.

Click. The way she pursed her lips before applying liner.

Click. Her fingers, pink-tipped, splaying over the desk as she fished for mascara.

Sam finally spoke without looking up. “You remember how I used to do this in high school? Before games?”

I barked a laugh. “You’d take over my bathroom and leave the counter looking like a beauty influencer’s crime scene.”

She flashed her teeth, that perfect cheer captain smile. “I got better at it.”

She pulled the mascara wand through her lashes, smooth and steady, holding the little brush at the exact angle for max effect. I shot the moment her eyes went wide, locked on her own gaze in the mirror, then flicked to find mine.

She was fucking gorgeous and she knew it.

“Don’t you want close-ups, or are you too distracted by the rest of me?” Sam teased, never missing a beat.

I stepped in, camera nearly touching her temple, and shot her face from just above the cheekbone. The effect was pure pop, long, thick lashes, the faintest hint of a smile, the echo of a thousand old memories.

She didn’t move away. She just held my gaze in the mirror, as if daring me to see through all the layers.

There was a way she did this: every move calculated, every smile weaponized. But underneath, you could always trace the nerves, the want, the unfinished business.

It was impossible not to remember how it used to be. The afternoon sun through her bedroom window. The private jokes, the burn of knowing you’d been chosen, at least for a little while, by someone who could have anyone. The electric silence after a fight, how she’d climb over and straddle me on the bed, hair tumbling down, swear she didn’t even care about whatever started the argument. Her scent, clean skin, vanilla, sweat from cheer practice, clinging to my sheets for days after. God, she was addictive.

She was older now, sharper, way, way hotter, but still Sam.

She capped the mascara, then spread a nude gloss across her lips, rubbing them together with deliberate slowness. Camera up, I got the shine, the tension, the micro-frown of focus.

Behind us, the stadium noise spiked, then dropped back to a low hum.

Sam swiveled on her stool, now facing me directly.

“You getting what you need, babe?” she asked.

She knew damn well that wasn’t the real question.

“Almost,” I said. “You always held out for the final reveal.”

Her eyes flickered down. I followed her gaze: the bare length of her thigh, still goose-bumped from the AC, the dip of her navel above the towel, the slight beads of sweat where her skin met the band of her sports bra.

She stretched her arms overhead, slow and lazy, letting her stomach flex and then relax.

“Get the full body shot, then. Might be your last chance before I’m all stitched into armor.”

I obliged. The camera loved her, long limbs, perfect lines, a heat that came across even when she tried to play it cool.

She uncrossed her legs, shifted on the stool, and leaned forward so the neck of her bra dropped just enough to threaten exposure. It wasn’t an accident.

“If you want the money shot, wait till I start changing,” she said, the words casual but loaded.

That sent a jolt through me. My cock pressed hard against my shorts, instantly and shamelessly.

I kept shooting, letting the lens give me a shield for a second. It was easier to look through glass than through history.

She watched, unflinching, muscles flexed, every inch of her saying, “I know you want this, and I want to be seen.”

We kept this up, volleying small talk, but it was just background. The real conversation was in the glances. The pauses. The fact that she’d invited me here and not just for team media. She wanted me, personally, to have these shots of her. But even more to tease me and tempt me by the woman she’d grown into.

She finished her hair. Swooped it up high, twisted and spiked it into the famous cheer ponytail, then combed her fingers through it, tying it again and again until every stray was in place.

Click. The ponytail snap, action frozen, bicep flex.

Click. The tilt of her neck, light catching along her jaw and collarbone.

Click. The quick, mischievous glance over her shoulder that said “your turn to break.”

She finally stood and let the towel drop, standing there in only the sports bra and a pair of tiny, black boyshorts.

Her body was insane: athletic but sculpted for maximum impact, every line toned, nothing wasted. Her abs bunched as she spun around, posing like she was on the cover of a fitness mag. The outline of her nipples pressed through the fabric, hard enough to read in print. Her thighs brushed as she shifted her weight, giving the illusion of effortlessness but clearly staged for the camera.

Sam placed her hands on her hips. “You want me, West?” she asked, not a whiff of shame in her tone.

I lowered the camera just long enough to meet her gaze without filter.

“You know I do, Sammie. That hasn’t changed.”

She grinned, slow and feral, then gave me the barest nod.

“Then fucking document it, baby. This is all you.”

She moved to the rack where her GCU cheer uniform hung, crisp and perfect on a padded hanger. Next to it, white cotton socks, a pair of low-top sneakers, hair ties, and a clear plastic liner for “no wardrobe malfunctions.” The uniform wasn’t just a costume, it was the suit of armor, the badge of power, and Sam melted into it like a second skin.

But she didn’t rush. For a full minute, she just let me watch. The heat between us, banked for years, flared up in the closed room.

She bent to adjust the hem of her boyshorts, then, without warning, hooked her thumbs and shimmied them down her legs, making sure to keep her eyes on mine the entire time.

That was more than a hint.

I caught it all in the lens: ass round and high, the subtle muscle line down the back of her thighs, the perfect vee at her hips, the sudden bare flash of pussy (neat and bare, just as I remembered).

She stepped out of the shorts, then peeled off her bra, letting it drop with an unceremonious flick.

For a heartbeat, she was completely nude in the bright lights, body not just revealed but offered. Her tits were full and high, nipples dark and hard, standing out against her tan. Every inch of her was show-ready, but the expression on her face was honest: I want you to see me this way.

Sam ran her hands through her hair, then down over her stomach, cupping one breast and rolling the nipple between her thumb and finger.

“Still documenting?” she teased.

I shivered, clicking shot after shot, every second permanently burned to memory card and actual memory.

She finally reached for the uniform, ready to slip it on, but not before giving me a look that promised escalation.

I lowered the camera.

“Told you I’d make you famous,” I whispered.

Her laugh was half-dare, half yes.

She started to dress.

But not before letting me get one last panoramic, full-frontal feast.

The game on the field hadn’t even started, but the real contest? It was right here, in the small white room, no audience needed.

And, for the first time all semester, I was pretty sure I already had the win.

***

Sam put on a show when she changed. It wasn’t just about getting ready, it was about control, about making sure I saw every detail and wanted it even more the second time around.

She started with the squad-issue GCU briefs: white, high-cut, basically a marketing campaign for her ass. She didn’t bother to turn her back; she faced me, legs parted, letting me watch as she stepped in and pulled them slow up her thighs, snapping the waistband right across her hipbones.

“What do you think?” she teased, wiggling her hips a little.

“I think you just broke school photo policy,” I said, camera already firing off shots.

She grinned, not even pretending to be shy. She tugged the briefs higher, making sure they tucked into the crease of her ass just right, and spent a few seconds smoothing them into place. Her pussy was outlined perfectly, the uniform so tight it left zero doubt about her readiness for the spotlight.

Next came the sports liner. She rolled it, tucked it in place, and smirked at me through her lashes when she caught me watching. “Insurance,” she whispered. “We’re not risking wardrobe malfunction on national TV.”

If anything, that just made the anticipation sharper.

Sam reached for the crop top, bright GCU blue and gold, the logo stretched loud across the front. She pulled it on over her head and wiggled her way down, arms up, giving me a flash of underboob before the fabric snapped in place. Her tits bounced, then settled, the tight top forcing her cleavage up and out. The nipples showed through, dark and ready, even with two layers between.

She checked the mirror, then checked me, every move calculated to build tension.

“You getting all this?” Sam murmured.

“Every frame,” I admitted.

She reached for the miniskirt, pleated and starched, barely covering her ass. She bent at the waist, slow and deliberate, giving me a full frontal, then a reverse, so my camera could savor every angle.

The uniform snapped into place, but Sam didn’t drop the act. She just layered on the rest: ankle socks, sneakers, and finally, the jacket with her captain’s stars stitched on the sleeve.

But she didn’t bother to close it. Instead, she stepped in close, crowding my space.

“I think it’s time you put the camera down, West.”

It wasn’t a question. Her voice was hungry, but calm, like she’d already made up her mind before I even stepped through the door.

She grabbed the camera, careful but decisive, and placed it on the bench beside us.

Then she pressed in, body flush to mine, and the real show started.

Sam kissed like she cheered, full send, no hesitation. Her hands yanked at my shirt, dragging it free so she could run her nails down my chest. She popped my fly, freed my cock, and stroked it once, hard and slow.

“Fucking missed this,” she hissed, teeth grazing my jaw. “You’re not getting it back this time.”

I shoved her up against the locker, hands on her waist, then ass, grinding her into the cold metal. She gasped, then bit my lip, her body arching up to meet me.

Her skirt rode high, the briefs vanishing between her cheeks as I slipped my fingers down and found her soaking wet.

“This what you want?” I whispered, teasing the line of her pussy through the thin fabric. “This is why you asked me to come here, isn’t it?”

“God, yes. Wanted it all week. Thought about nothing else since the party.”

I jerked the briefs aside, baring her completely, then lined up my cock and slid in. She was hot, tight, and so ready she almost sobbed.

We didn’t rush. There was no need. The room was all ours, locked and out of time.

Sam clamped her thighs around my hips and rode every thrust, her hands clutching my shoulders, nails digging deep. The sound of our bodies colliding echoed off the tile, wet, raw, honest.

I buried my face in her neck, biting, tasting sweat and vanilla and the aftershock of adrenaline. She moaned, low, breath catching every time I bottomed out.

She spun us, then shoved me down onto the bench and climbed onto my lap, skirt belling around her thighs, Captain Calloway in full command. She impaled herself, slow and deliberate, until I was buried to the hilt.

Then she started to move.

She mounted me with a kind of violence that left no room for negotiation. Even with her knees on the bench, her feet still in those ridiculous white sneakers, she moved with total ownership, riding me in piston-quick bursts, the pleats of her skirt flaring and settling at every bounce. Her body was a living highlight reel, strength and flex and heat, every muscle working in tandem toward this one, sweaty, star-spangled fuck.


The sports bra and crop top gave just enough resistance that her tits reverberated with every thrust, the fabric pulled so tight that it framed her nipples, dark, hard, glistening through two layers now damp with sweat. She didn’t bother to pull the shirt up or off; it was part of the uniform, and the uniform was part of the game. Instead she leaned forward, hair a glossy brown curtain, and grabbed the back of my head, yanking me in to her chest.


She forced my mouth to her breast, not gentle but greedy, grinding the nipple against my tongue through the fabric, daring me to bite. I did, and she gasped, a short, wild bark of pleasure, then pressed my face even harder between her tits. The rawness of it, the way her whole body shuddered around the cock she refused to let out of her, made my hands lock even tighter around her hips.


“You like that?” she panted, voice a dare, like she was calling a play only she knew the outcome to.


“It’s fucking insane,” I groaned, teeth scraping over the cotton, mouthful of her. “You’re insane.”


She laughed, not sweet but savage, all teeth and challenge. “You always said you wanted a real cheer queen, Donovan. Guess what, I’m all in. I’m yours. Only yours.” She punctuated it with a bounce so deep I felt her cervix. She didn’t flinch, just threw her head back and rode it out, captain’s ponytail whipping my cheek in the process.


I couldn’t look away from her face: flushed, determined, lips parted in something between a snarl and a prayer. She was beautiful, but not in a soft-focus way, beautiful like lightning, or a car crash you see coming and can’t do anything to stop. I wanted to devour her and sanctify her in the same breath.


I clutched her ass and arched up to meet her, fucking her harder, deeper, using every inch of leverage I had. She braced herself on my chest, fingers clawing at my shirt, and let out a string of hoarse, wordless moans, each one ratcheting up my own need to finish.


Her pussy squeezed me, milking every thrust, like she could wring out a confession through my cock alone. She started to tremble, whole body vibrating, and for a second I thought she might scream and bring the entire stadium’s attention on us. Instead, she clamped a hand over her own mouth and bit down, the other arm wrapping around my shoulders and holding on for life.


“Fuck—fuck, West, don’t stop,” she hissed through her fingers. “I want it—god, I want all of it, baby.”


She rode me through her first orgasm, then kept moving, relentless. By the time I felt my own climax building, my body was shaking almost as hard as hers. I was past the point of thinking about consequences or holding back.


“Come inside me,” Sam ordered, a guttural sound. “Don’t you dare pull out. I want to feel you all game.”


The words set me off. I let go, hips bucking, every pulse unloading deep inside her. She moaned and dug her nails in, not letting me back off, trapping me in her heat as she convulsed again around my length.


She kept milking it, rolling her hips through the aftershocks, until I was wrung out and panting. For a second, the whole world was just her body, her weight, her breath in my ear. Sweat dripped from her brow onto my cheek. My hands shook on her hips. Neither of us spoke; there was nothing left to say.


Finally, she slumped against my chest, breathing ragged, her hair wild and sticky and tangled in my fingers. I wrapped my arms around her, holding her there, not wanting to let go just yet.


She mumbled something into my neck, words lost, then pushed herself up and looked me straight in the eye. There was no guard left, no captain’s mask. Only Sam, as raw and open as I’d ever seen her.


“God, West…” she whispered, voice shaking between a laugh and a cry. “I missed this. Missed you so much. Missed…us.”


She kissed me then, soft, not hungry, but grateful. Like she was letting herself have something she’d been denying for a long time. I kissed her back, trying to memorize the taste of her lips, the salt of her skin, the way her body fit so goddamn perfectly to mine.

We stayed fused for a minute, sweat cooling, breath mingling.

When she finally stood, my cum leaking down her inner thigh, Sam didn’t bother cleaning up. She just tapped the liner in place, tidied her skirt, and grinned, proud and dazzling.

“Now that’s a pre-game ritual.”

She reassembled herself in seconds flat: hair fixed, gloss reapplied, every detail sharpened to GCU perfection.

But when she looked at me, it was with heat, not just polish.

She kissed me, slow and hungry, then pulled away with one last adjustment to her captain’s jacket.

The crowd outside had no idea.

But I did.

She’d go out there wearing my cum, and the secret was all hers.

We left the room together, but even if the world saw Captain Calloway, I’d know the real Sam, every inch, every pulse, every secret catalogued in my memory and, if she wanted, immortalized on camera.

***

Sam didn’t miss a beat when it came to putting herself back together. A minute ago, she’d been panting, sweat beading on her chest and my cum still warm inside her. Now, Captain Calloway was back: hair tight, lips glossy, not a single smudge out of place.

She licked her lips, then stole a kiss, softer than before.

“I’ve wanted this since we broke up,” she murmured, running a finger down my jaw. “You, me, a locked door. Even when I pretended I didn’t.”

She kissed me again, gentler this time, fingers weaving into my hair.

“No more pretending, okay?”

“Not unless it helps the story,” I shot back.

She giggled, still breathless.

I tucked my shirt, snapped the camera bag shut, and gave the room a sweep to make sure nothing incriminating had survived. She watched every move, hunger melting into a kind of giddy satisfaction.

Before we left, she tugged me close for a final, smoldering kiss, one of those “I’ve got big plans for you later” specials that left me tingling from scalp to toes.

We exited together, fingers laced. The hallway outside was freezing, a tunnel of steel and concrete leading straight to the heart of the stadium storm.

The sound hit first, roaring, wild, the crowd already in rare form even before the teams took the field. You could smell it, too: nachos, spilled beer, the frantic spice of rising body heat. Somewhere above, the GCU band pounded out their opener, brass and drums bouncing off the tunnel walls.

Sam squeezed my hand, then let go just before we emerged. She was in full Captain mode by the time we hit the edge of the field, a switch flipped, zero warning.

Right on cue, Jade spotted her. She must have been waiting for this, posted just inside the gate in a uniform so snug it looked like paint. Her bracelets announced her a beat before she launched, wrapping Sam in a hug that drove their bodies together, chest to chest, arms tight. Jade’s laugh was bright, hungry for gossip.

“God, Sam, you look fire. Is that new lip gloss? You have to let me try it.”

Sam hugged her back, all confidence, then flashed a perfect cheer captain grin. “Only if you help me wreck the other squad tonight.”

Jade’s eyes danced. “If you don’t, I will. Promise.”

Just like that, private magic to public spectacle. The transformation was instant. Sam’s walk changed: shoulders back, hips rolling, voice sharper, as she corralled Jade and started coaching her through the day’s opening routine.

I hung back, camera up, snagging shots of their first move. Jade leaned in, whispering something that made Sam’s eyes go wide for half a second, then they both laughed, wild and real, before switching into formation mode.

I could have shot all day just on the chemistry between them.

But my lens kept coming back to Sam.

The stadium was a living monster, faces stacked row on row, banners catching the last of the sunlight. The field shimmered in TV-perfect color, blue and gold so bright it hurt. Players stampeded the sidelines, coaches barked, but the real performance was down in the corner where the cheer squad built their empire.

Sam ruled the squad. Even in a blur of motion, she moved different, more intent, hungrier, knowing every eye was on her and loving it.

For the next two hours, I roamed the sidelines. Shot every route, every tackle, every acrobatic impossibility tossed by the GCU offense. But no matter what happened on the field, my camera always found Sam.

She caught me, again and again. Sometimes a flash of teeth, a wink, the twist of her body so her skirt flipped up just enough for me to see where my secret was stashed. Every time our eyes locked, I felt the charge, nothing accidental, nothing unearned.

Halftime came, and the air turned molten: lights, smoke, music, the crowd baying for more.

As the squad huddled for a final captain’s check, Sam made a detour right for me, clipping off the last twenty yards at a dead run.

She launched straight into my arms, her body colliding with mine at full tilt, chest to chest, breathless and wild. Every eye in the stadium was glued to the halftime show, but Sam didn’t give a damn who saw us tucked just inside the shadow of the tunnel. She wrapped her arms around my neck, ponytail whipping, the scent of vanilla sweat and coconut lotion hitting my brain like a fever.


“So, did you get your money shot, Mr. Donovan?” she panted, grinning up at me, cheeks flushed and eyes shining.


“I’m not sure the world is ready for these angles,” I said, catching her around the waist. She was all fire and flex, abs tight under my palm, skirt fluttering against my thigh.


Sam hugged me closer, squeezing so tight I felt it in my ribs. “Good. I want you to remember every second. Because today? This is just the start. I plan on making up for every day we wasted apart.”

If today had only been an overture, a glimpse through a narrow keyhole at what waited for Sam and me somewhere ahead, I was already hooked on the promise of it. The anticipation buzzed beneath my skin, sharp and electric. For now, I let the moments unspool at their own pace, content to watch the path unfold and feel every second of it.

Sam grinned, hugged me again, and vanished back to her squad, no trace of the secret left behind except the flush in her cheeks and the promise leaking between her thighs.

I watched her go, heart pounding, cock already plotting its own afterparty.

The crowd roared, and the second half began, but for me, the highlight was set.

The King and Captain Calloway, more adventures to come. And this time, we were all in.


Beach Volleyball


There was a stretch of coastline at the very edge of GCU where the university stopped pretending and just let the California fantasy take over. Palm trees bordered the courts, their shadows sharp on the packed sand, every frond waving like it was hired as set dressing. The wind came straight off the Pacific, cool and aggressive, rolling through the netting and banners with zero mercy for my hair. Everything was set to max saturation: sky so blue it almost hurt, gold sunlight bouncing off every tanned muscle, and the scent of salt and sunscreen thick as a dare.

I arrived early because that’s what the job wanted, but also because I liked the quiet before the action. With my camera bag slung crossbody, I traced the baseline, barefoot, scoping angles. The whole setup was practically begging for content, sideline palms, sand scraped clean except for a few early bird footprints, ocean visible through the open end like a spoiler for the postgame.

“Donovan, you on the clock?” one of the event interns called as she taped GCU logos to folding chairs.

I flashed a grin, camera up. “Always. Any VIPs in the stands?”

She laughed, shrugged. “If you count the Chancellor’s wife and a bunch of reporters, sure. But the real fireworks are on the court.”

I liked that answer.

My phone was already blowing up with group chat pings about the party two days ago, but out here, it felt like a different planet.

I circled once more, dialing through lenses, measuring how the afternoon light slammed sideways off the sand. I was supposed to be impartial, team photographer, capture every spike and scramble with equal love. But everyone knew who the main event was.

Skylar Bennett.

When she strode onto the sand, the rest of the world just kind of faded. She was tall, tan, pure attitude in a GCU crop top and shorts that barely checked the box for legal coverage. Her hair was braided back in a way that made the line of her neck look even longer, and her eyes tracked every motion on the court like she was wired into its central nervous system.

She didn’t move; she hunted. The second the warmup started, she was on, reading the ball before the opposing server even twitched, calling shots, adjusting her partner Reese’s position with a flick of her wrist. There was zero wasted movement, just pure anticipation, athleticism turned up to eleven.

I tried to do the professional thing, shoot the full team spread, spotlight the duo celebrating each point, but my camera kept drifting back to Skylar. The way the sun caught the gloss of sweat at her collarbone, the spike of her laugh whenever she blocked a shot, the flex and power of her thighs as she dove for the impossible dig.

The light loved her. So did the camera.

The match itself was almost unfair. GCU took two sets before the visitors could even settle their nerves. Every rally ended with a slam or a feint, Skylar’s specialty. She’d set Reese, then go airborne, her body stretched perfect in mid-leap, then spike with a viciousness that made the ball sound like a gunshot as it smacked the sand. Even in the breaks, she owned the tempo: smacking hands, cocky banter with Reese, flashing a grin at the crowd like she knew exactly how many people were staring and didn’t give a single fuck.

I prowled the sideline, keeping pace, camera up, snagging her in flight over and over. At one point, Skylar dove for a save so wild she hit the ground and rolled, popping up with sand in her hair and a streak of blood on her knee, but still laughing as if pain was just another stat to collect.

Every point was a highlight reel. GCU’s fans howled. The rivals wilted. By the end, all you could smell was victory and sunscreen.

Match point came on a play that was pure chaos: Reese faked left, Skylar read the misdirection a full second ahead, swung wide, and hammered the ball down the boundary line with enough force to make the front row flinch.

Game, set, absolute domination.

The final whistle blew and the team went wild, collapsing into a group hug that sent clouds of sand into the air. Skylar and Reese chest-bumped, then did this handshake ritual that ended with their fingers interlaced and a shared, toothy grin. The rest of the squad swarmed, shrieking and bouncing in a way that made the camera shake if you weren’t ready.

But even in the chaos, Skylar clocked me.

She peeled off from the celebration, sweat gleaming on her arms, her sun-kissed blonde hair messy, still breathing hard. She headed straight for my corner of the baseline, no hesitation.

“Hey, Golden Boy. Did you get it?” Skylar demanded, crowding into my space before I could even wipe the sweat from my own brow.

She smelled like musk and salt, with a little coconut from hair product that hadn’t survived the last set.

I flipped the camera, scrolled to the preview. “Judge for yourself. You basically broke the law of physics on that final spike.”

She grinned, all teeth and delight. “Can’t help it if the universe likes me better.”

We stood shoulder to shoulder, reviewing the burst shots. Each frame caught her at some impossible moment: airborne, hair fanned out, abs flexed, eyes locked on the ball. Even the sand flying around her made her look like she was born to disrupt the scenery.

She nudged me. “Damn, you make me look pro. You got the backflip dive?”

I paged through, found the shot, and held it steady. It was pure gold: her body parallel to the sand, every muscle screaming challenge.

Skylar barked a laugh. “Fuck yes. The sponsors are gonna lose their minds.”

From over her shoulder, Reese cruised up, still toweling off, her gaze laser-sharp as she clocked the proximity between me and Skylar.

“Donovan getting the postgame exclusive?” Reese asked, voice teasing but efficient. She flicked the towel at Skylar, then at me, eyebrow arched.

“Somebody’s gotta get the good angles,” I volleyed.

Reese just shook her head, smirked, but the look she gave Skylar wasn’t annoyed. It was more like a relay handoff: your play, your prize, your move. She lingered a beat, then jerked her chin toward the showers tucked behind the hedge. The entire conversation happened without a single word out loud.

Skylar caught the glance, grin never fading. “Don’t wait up,” she called after Reese, who just shook her head and disappeared up the path.

Skylar’s eyes cut back to me, unhurried and very sure.

“Come on, I need to get the sand off. You bringing the camera?”

She didn’t wait for an answer, just grabbed my wrist and marched off, still barefoot.

I tucked the camera to my chest, chasing after her, the heat rolling off my skin and the afterimage of her spike still burning behind my eyes.

Whatever happened next, it was going to be a wild shot.

***

We slipped behind the hedge like we’d done it a thousand times before, moving through the tangle of wild rosemary and salt grass into the “athlete’s showers.” Reality: a cluster of concrete stalls open to the sky, each with a canvas curtain that might block view but couldn’t stop a determined audience. Ocean wind buffeted the screens, filling the cracks with sound, distant shouts from the court, the lazy hush of surf, and, underneath, the pulse of anticipation.

Skylar didn’t bother with drama. She shouldered into a stall and twisted the tap, sending a spray of water arcing against the wall. The sun cut through the steam in stripes, gold and clear, painting her skin in highlights.

She turned, quick, and started stripping her top off before I’d even worked out the right settings for the next shot. Sweat-slick GCU crop top, gone. Sports bra, tossed onto the pegs behind us. The flash of brown skin and the hard lines of muscle, clean and raw. Then she yanked her shorts down, standing naked except for a thin stripe of sand at her hip and a few flecks stuck between her thighs.

She saw me watching but didn’t blink.

“You gonna rinse off or just stare?” Skylar said, one eyebrow raised, but she was grinning.

I hiked my shirt off, not even trying to act cool. The camera bag hit the bench, safe but close, and I toed off my board shorts. We were both barefoot already, but the stall floor was packed sand and the grit was everywhere.

For a second, we just stood there.

She stepped into the spray, head tilted back, letting the water run down her neck, over her tits, then lower. Her skin gleamed, every curve alive; the contrast of sun and shadow made her look like she’d been painted on the back of my eyelids.

Skylar scrubbed sand from her breast, then her stomach, completely unselfconscious. The movement rolled her pecs, making the small, tan nipples go hard and dark. Water ran in wild patterns over her abs, then down to her pussy, which was shaved neat except for a tiny triangle above her clit.

I got hard just looking at her.

She glanced down, clocked my cock at full mast, and snorted, delighted. “Hope you last longer than my ex.”

I grinned, stepped in. “Athletes, always obsessed with stats.”

Skylar closed the gap, just a sliver between us now. She wasn’t shy. Her eyes went straight to my dick, then up to my face, like she was sizing up a training partner.

We bumped shoulders as I moved to reach the soap dispenser. She didn’t budge, just leaned in closer so her tits pressed into my chest.

“Can you get my back?” she asked, like it was the most normal request in the world.

I obliged. Lathered my palms, then traced the ridge of her scapula, down the deep V of her back, around her waist. Her skin was warm from the match, but cooling fast under the water, and I could feel the tension in her muscles as she shifted, settling into my touch. I worked down, massaging the points of stress, then cupped her ass, kneading both cheeks. Tight, springy, pure power.

She pressed into my hands, then spun to face me, letting her breasts flatten against my chest.

The next words were barely a breath: “You want this?”

No games.

I licked water from her collarbone, hands on her hips. “Yeah. Fuck yes.”

She hooked a hand behind my neck and pulled me in for a kiss. It was aggressive from the first touch, her tongue darting between my lips, teeth flashing, breath sharp through her nose. Her other hand found my cock and stroked, slow, the grip sure and possessive.

She broke the kiss, then grinned up at me, evil and amused. “You’re bigger than he was, too.”

“Glad to set a record,” I joked, but my voice was shredded.

Skylar jerked my cock once, twice, then aimed it at her thigh, letting the heat rest just above her slit. Water coursed between our bodies, turning every glide into frictionless perfection. She reached down, angled my shaft just right, then twisted to pin her ass against the cold shower wall.

No slow build. She hooked her right knee around my hip, foot braced against the tile, and pulled me flush with her.

Her pussy was already slick, maybe from the water, maybe just raw need. I felt the heat before I even lined up.

She looked me dead in the eye. “Inside. Now.”

The tip of my cock slid along her lips, parting them, then sank in with a single, steady thrust. No resistance, just a greedy velvet clamp that made my vision white out for a heartbeat.

Skylar exhaled like she’d just finished a mega-set. “God, yeah. That’s it…”

Our rhythm went straight to high gear. She pumped her hips, guiding every motion so I hit just the spot she wanted. The shower wall rattled behind her, water adding a soundtrack of smacks and splatter. Her tits bounced with every collision, droplets leaping from nipples as they dragged across my chest.

She was so goddamn strong. Every muscle under my grip responded, thighs flexing, abs braced, arms locked firm around my neck. At one point, she dug her heels into my hips, forcing me deeper, grinding her clit against the bone at the base of my shaft.

She bit my jaw, hard, then kissed the sting away, laughing low. “Fuck, you’re good at this.”

“I just follow your lead,” I panted.

Skylar shifted, using her leverage to twist herself even tighter to the wall. She started rocking in these tight, rapid circles, making my cock slide along every ridge and nerve inside her.

The sounds she made were not for show. Little gasps, then a hissed “oh, right there, don’t stop,” then a moan loud enough that anyone still on the court would have caught the echo.

I didn’t care about the audience, only about the way her pussy squeezed me, milked every thrust, every inch.

Her hands alternated: sometimes locked behind my neck, sometimes palms flat on the wall, sometimes clutching my ass to keep me where she needed. She guided my hand down between us, pressing my thumb to her clit, and didn’t even have to say it.

I circled, slow, then faster, matching her tempo. She trembled, then locked up, her pussy clamping so tight I almost lost control.

If there was ever a time to play it cool, this wasn’t it.

The next minute was all sensation: the harsh bite of chlorinated water on raw skin, the echo of our bodies banging the shower wall, her breath and my name tangled with the sound of surf. I fucked her harder, letting the rhythm take over, my hands pinning her shoulders, her ass, wherever I could find grip. Every part of her moved in perfect kinetic sympathy, legs clamped around my hips, mouth open and gasping, nails digging so hard into my back I’d probably have marks for a week.

She was making noise, too, not polite or contained, but these urgent, ragged shouts that seemed to bounce off the concrete and carry out past the hedge. At one point, I heard a voice from the next stall, laughter? Maybe applause?, but it didn’t register as anything except permission to go even harder. I shifted my angle, burying deeper, and this time when I bottomed out, her whole body seized for a second, head slamming back against the wall so the impact left a wet halo in her hair.

She looked up at me, eyes almost black with the pupils blown wide, and hit me with a smile so full of wolfish satisfaction I couldn’t breathe. “God, you’re unreal,” she said, but then her words dissolved into a groan as she clamped down, undulating around me with a control that felt superhuman.

I started to lose track of time. The sunlight overhead, the salt in the air, the heat of her pussy gripping me with every thrust, it all flattened into a single, endless now. My thighs were burning, her body sweat-slick and impossible to hold, but neither of us slowed down. If anything, the pace picked up, devolving from sex to something more like a contest of will.

She braced both hands against the wall behind her, nails scraping divots through the paint, and started meeting my thrusts head-on, driving herself into me so hard we nearly lost balance. I had to steady her with an arm under her thigh, but she just wrapped tighter, using me as leverage, gasping every time I bottomed out.

Somewhere in the middle of this, Skylar’s hands found my face, palms rough from the court, and she pulled me in for a kiss. It was wet and urgent, all teeth and tongue, and when we broke apart she smeared her forehead against mine like we were teammates at the end of a grueling set. Her voice was all gravel: “Fuck, that’s it, don’t stop, just like that…”

The water beat down on us, filling the bottom of the stall with a mess of sand and foam. Neither of us noticed. At some point, my back hit the opposite wall and she used the momentum to pull me deeper, both arms clamped around my shoulders now, the angle so tight I couldn’t pull out even if I wanted to.

I wasn’t going to last. The friction, the heat, the smoldering look she kept giving me with every pulse of her body, I could feel the orgasm building, curling up from my toes. I tried to warn her, but she must have seen it in my face.

She bit down on my ear, hard enough to make me yelp. “Don’t you fucking hold back,” she said, then punctuated it by slamming her hips into mine with a force that rattled my spine.

My vision went blue, then white, then nothing but the feel of her body locking up around me. She was coming, too, I could tell. Her pussy spasmed, milking me with these hard, rhythmic pulses that yanked the orgasm right out of me. I shouted, not caring who heard, and exploded deep inside her, my whole body shuddering as I emptied into her.

Skylar didn’t let go right away. She rode it out, arms and legs locked around me, her chest pressed to mine so tight I could feel her heartbeat against my sternum. We stood there, shaking, the spray of water slowly coming back into focus, both of us catching our breath in the open air.

She finally relaxed, but not all at once. She loosened her grip by increments, like a python letting go of dinner, and let her feet slide down to the tile. For a second, I thought she might collapse, but she just bent at the waist and laughed, loud and open, the sound echoing off the walls.

She straightened, shook water from her hair, and gave me a look that was equal parts evil and impressed. “Shit, Donovan. That’s how you close out a game.”

I laughed, still lightheaded, and braced a hand against the wall. “Don’t let Coach see, or she’ll demand a replay for team morale.”

Skylar’s grin widened. She turned, presenting her ass for my appreciation, and stepped into the clean arc of the shower spray.

“Not bad for a campus pretty boy,” she said, still catching her breath.

I laughed, hands still locked on her hips. “You want a rematch?”

“After I get feeling back in my legs,” she said.

We stayed in the stall, water cooling, Skylar stretching her arms overhead. She looked so relaxed, so in her element, even half-slick with sweat and cum.

She rinsed between her thighs, not shy, then tossed the spray on me as if daring me to complain.

There was no awkward, just the comfortable buzz of two people who’d gotten exactly what they wanted.

Skylar reached for her towel, wrapped it around her waist, then eyed me up and down, still naked.

“I heard some stuff about you,” she said, tone casual as sin.

I raised an eyebrow. “Yeah?”

She grinned, slow and predatory. “Word is, you don’t really do ‘girlfriend.’ Or maybe you already have a few. Sinclair, for one. And Keene, obviously. I think maybe even Calloway. Am I missing anyone?”

I snorted. “You forgot Bella. She’d be offended.”

Skylar barked a laugh. “Noted. Look, I’m not asking for drama. This?” She gestured to the stall, the nakedness, the sun. “This is all I want. Fun when I want it. If you’re down, great. But if anybody tries the jealousy move, I’m out. That’s not my game.”

She let the words settle, then winked. “Hope your stamina’s as good as your stroke.”

I rinsed off, feeling the thrum of endorphins and her honesty lingering in my blood.

We finished cleaning up and stepped out of the stall, side by side, the ocean breeze already drying us off as we headed back for whatever stories came next.

Out here, there were no claims, no confusion, just the high of living fast, one insane moment at a time.

And something told me, with Skylar, the game was only just starting.

***

We rinsed off and got dressed mostly in silence, a good silence, the kind that means things landed right. Skylar slipped into her training gear, still barefoot, towel looped around her neck. She didn’t bother with makeup or worrying about her hair. Just pulled the braid tight again, checked her leg for scrapes, and grinned when she found none.

“What now?” I asked, genuinely curious.

She shrugged, hands on her hips. “I meet Reese for postgame. Maybe a burger run. Maybe not. You?”

I hesitated, then smiled. “Easy night. I’ll leave you to it.”

She gave me a look, direct and kind of affectionate, but completely relaxed. “You know, you can always hit me up. Just don’t get weird about it, or I’ll ghost.”

“Deal,” I said.

She leaned in for a final kiss, quick, hot, then gone.

Skylar jogged off toward the clump of volleyball girls reassembling across the sand. Reese clocked her arrival and gave a lazy salute, as if the “handoff” had been textbook. I almost laughed, then realized I was already on the move, headed the opposite direction, back up the cut between the courts and the ocean.

The sun was lower now, burning every shadow to amber. I took off my shoes, hooked them by two fingers, and let the sand grind between my toes as I cut behind the rec center. The world felt emptied out, post-match, but not lonely. The hum of the campus was still in the air, laughter, car radios, the distant gasp of a beer can cracking somewhere in the upperclassman dorms.

My body ached, the good kind, the kind that says you just fucked an actual athlete on her own turf and didn’t embarrass yourself.

I had to admit, I liked Skylar’s style. No drama, no slow burn, no “what are we” texts. Just her and me and the moment, whenever she wanted it.

But she wasn’t the only one playing by her own rules.

Bella had marked her territory in every corner of the house party. Summer wanted me, but wanted her freedom more. Victoria played chess with the whole campus, and me? I was the prize she couldn’t quite predict. Even Sam, who’d once owned my entire heart, was back in the picture, wilder, sweeter, and more dangerous than ever.

I wondered what it said about me that I couldn’t walk ten feet in this place without tripping into someone else’s world.

Maybe I liked it. Maybe I was just riding the rip tide.

The ocean stretched beside me, loud and blank and completely indifferent. It didn’t care who got with who, or who won the gold.

My phone buzzed in my back pocket, twice in rapid succession.

Two missed notifications.

For a second, I considered ignoring them. Let the future show up in its own time.

But curiosity won.

I slid my thumb over the screen.

First up: Victoria. “You free? I need you.”

The words hit, sharp and loaded.

There was a second banner, half-blurred from the sand on my fingers: Summer. “Don’t get lost. I want to see you before sunset. :)”

I shook my head, almost laughing. There it was again: the hunger, the chase, and the impossible promise of doing it all without letting anyone down.

Sand stuck to my toes. The sun sucked every last drop of color from the sky.

I opened Victoria’s message, still walking, already pretty sure the answer would be “yes.”

End of day, but definitely not end of game.


Greek Entanglement


Victoria didn’t bother with the slow play. Her text dropped like a lit match in my notifications: “Show up 8:00 pm. Dress for being seen. This is an exclusive invite.”

She signed it with the crown emoji, just in case I missed the point.

Which is how I found myself walking up Greek Row after dark, wearing my cleanest jeans, a black casual button-up, and the vintage camera bag slung cross-body like a shield. The sorority mansion was obscene in the best way—three stories of absolute white, columns so thick you could hide a car behind them, globe lights along the footpath, and a wraparound porch that screamed, “You aren’t even qualified to deliver pizza here.” The air was thick with the perfume of cut flowers, salt breeze, and the faint undercurrent of ambition.

The front balcony glowed under a blanket of string lights, making the whole place look less like a house and more like the headquarters of a tech startup that also ran the state. It was quiet. The party inside was silk, not chaos, voices low and practiced, not a red cup anywhere in sight. Even the music was curated: mellow, confident, old-school R&B that seeped through the open door in a bass-heavy invitation.

I took a steadying breath and knocked, feeling for a second like the entire house was already critiquing my entry posture.

It only took two seconds for Victoria to materialize.

She wore power like perfume. Her hair was pulled back tonight, sleek, every pale strand in place. She wore a cream silk blouse, unbuttoned just enough to reveal a hint of enticing cleavage, tucked into a high-waisted skirt that made her look even taller, and, because she was Victoria, heels that brought her nose to within an inch of mine. Her eyes flicked over my outfit, one eyebrow arching, and her lips curved into a slow, deliberate smile.

“You’re prompt. I like that. Come in, West.”

She didn’t step aside right away. She held the moment, letting me soak in the effect, before finally moving with a catlike twist and ushering me inside.

If the porch was impressive, the foyer damn near reset the bar for luxury.

White marble tile underfoot, framed black-and-white photos of old GCU royalty on the walls, an actual chandelier above me that looked like it belonged in a movie about oil tycoons. The air was cool, dry, with a subtle note of flowers and something cinnamon, probably a hundred-dollar candle burning somewhere out of sight.

Victoria gave me a second to gawk, then leaned in, voice pitched low just for my ears. “Breathe. Nobody bites on the first round. Unless you want them to.”

I grinned, recovered, and squared my shoulders. “Just documenting the moment,” I said, invoking the classic Donovan defense mechanism.

She smirked, then launched into performance mode.

Inside the parlor, an explosion of velvet, gold, and dark wood, clusters of women lounged on couches, perched with practiced ease along the arms, always perfectly angled toward the room’s traffic flow. Every one of them could have modeled for some magazine: hair perfect, makeup engineered for candlelight, and dresses that managed to look both impossibly expensive and barely there.

Victoria guided me forward with a hand on my elbow, immediately catching eyes and curiosity.

“Ladies, may I introduce West Donovan, talented photographer, surf team, and media creative. He’ll be helping us with house campaigns this year.” She said it like it was a press release. Safe, but with just enough ambiguity to keep everyone guessing how he’d landed the golden ticket invite.

The girls played along, some with warm giggles, others with calculated glances. I could feel the silent math, does he belong, is he a threat, who’s already marked him as a prospect.

Victoria steered me to a couch where three sisters sat, each more intimidating than the last. She fixed them with a look, then dropped the first name like a gauntlet.

Victoria’s hand tightened on my elbow. “West, you remember Olivia Chen.”

Olivia’s eyebrow arched slightly at Victoria’s formality. Same sharp features as always, same black hair pulled tight, but tonight with emerald earrings that caught the light beneath the angle of her jaw. The storm-gray dress was new. It matched the familiar chill in her gaze, but the smile she offered me carried recognition, along with something more calculated than our previous encounters.

Olivia’s eyes met mine with a familiarity that Victoria couldn’t have coached. “Welcome back to the spotlight, West,” she said, her voice carrying the weight of shared history. “Still hiding behind that lens?” Her fingers traced the rim of her glass. “Victoria thinks you have an ‘artist’s eye.’ I remember what you actually see.”

Behind her, two other women nodded, taking their cue.

Heels clicked on marble, and a fresh round of laughter rolled in from the entryway. Victoria leaned in, lips poised at my ear again. “Every woman in this room has an opinion on you already. You don’t have to impress them. But you do have to survive.”

I couldn’t help it, I laughed, the sound raw and honest. “Is there a safe word?”

She didn’t miss a beat. “Try ‘emerald.’ But I doubt you’ll want to use it.”

With that, she released me into the current.

For the next hour, it was pure social chess. Victoria drifted through the parlor, always in sight, orchestrating introductions and casual collisions. She never let anyone get too comfortable. Her status was cemented by the way every conversation paused when she approached, the instant recalibration of body language and tone.

I did my best to play the part: the charming outsider, unfazed by the velvet and the pedigree, more interested in the lighting than the legacy. But under it, I watched Olivia, always on the margin of every group, tracking my moves, sipping her drink but never letting slip a single tell. When our eyes met, she’d hold the stare, hint of amusement, then drop back to whispering in Victoria’s ear.

It was kind of electric.

The food circulated on over-silvered trays, all artfully tiny. Drinks were strong, but elegant, nothing that would risk a social faux pas. Everyone talked in a low, conspiratorial murmur, the air full of perfume and the faint whiff of burning ambition.

At some point, Victoria staged a little “networking” pow-wow. I was pulled into a circle with Olivia, a statuesque brunette named Ren, and the social media chair whose entire job was apparently to trend. Questions flew fast, what other campaigns did I shoot, what was my aesthetic, who would I cast as the face of the house if I had to pick tonight.

I volleyed as best I could, playing into the script, but it was clear this was less interview and more showcase. There were undercurrents everywhere.

Victoria sat just outside the circle, regal, letting Olivia run the Q&A but stepping in every so often to correct the record or add a shade of humor. There was a rhythm to their interaction: Olivia would press, Victoria would cool it; Olivia would hint at something sharp, Victoria would sweep in with polish.

It was like watching sparring partners who knew exactly how hard to hit.

Breaks in the action meant more drinks, more slow walks around the grand piano, and occasional breaks onto the balcony where the night air was alive with the distant beat from another house party down the block.

Olivia was a different animal out here, still precise, but the edges softened by fresh air. She leaned on the railing next to me, holding her glass, watching headlights drift up the boulevard below.

“Is it weird, being the only guy in the house who isn’t trying to win points?” Olivia asked, tilting her head.

I shrugged. “Depends on which scoreboard you’re using.”

She grinned, sharp teeth flashing. “Good answer.” She sipped, then eyed me sideways. “Victoria’s a fan of yours. That’s not easy to do. You surprise people.”

I took the compliment in stride, but didn’t miss the real message. “You think she wants me for the project, or something else?”

Olivia let the silence ride, then shrugged, cool as you please. “Why not both? This house is built on multi-tasking.”

She tapped her emerald ring, a match for Victoria’s, but smaller, then turned the topic to travel photography and the best lighting for Instagram versus actual print. I followed her logic, but the way she watched me was pure interrogation.

The party pulsed on. More faces cycled in, but with every round, the crowd thinned. By midnight, the only people left were the core circle: Victoria, Olivia, and a few stragglers who knew how to read a social cue.

Victoria reappeared at my side, her hand snaking around my elbow, nails biting just enough to remind me she was the one setting the tempo.

“Ready for the real tour?” she asked, voice pitched low.

Olivia was instantly at her flank, silent as a ghost, but with a look that promised escalation.

The two of them bracketed me, guiding me up the sweeping staircase. Art lined the walls, photos of past generations, oil paintings, even a few vintage GCU championship banners, perfectly framed. The place was so polished you could have filmed a commercial in the hallway.

Victoria narrated as we walked. “Common room. Library. Most of those books were staged for donors, but some of us actually use them. Piano lounge, reserved for wine nights and strategic alliances.”

Olivia dropped in commentary, dry as gin. “And this is where the last party went off the rails and got champagne stains on the ceiling. Not that anyone would ever prove it.”

We passed the “legacy” wall, photos of old sisters, prim and powerful in black gowns, always the same jewel ring flashing on the finger.

Victoria led with confidence, but Olivia matched every step, her presence quiet, coiling, like she knew the ending and was just enjoying the build-up.

We turned down a carpeted hallway, past a couple closed doors, until we landed at the silhouette of Victoria’s private suite. It was on the corner of the house, the “crown jewel” as she’d bragged at the party.

She paused, then flicked the lock, letting the door swing open.

If the rest of the mansion was performative, this was personal. The suite was big as some apartments I’d rented: living space with velvet chairs, real art on the walls, a king-size bed with white and emerald bedding, and, most gut-punch of all, floor-to-ceiling windows looking out over the whole curve of Greek Row. From this vantage, you could see every party, every rival, every inch of the world Victoria commanded.

She clicked the lock behind us with zero ceremony.

Olivia glided in, not bothering to pretend she hadn’t been here before.

Victoria just turned, stood with her back to the view, and let the air go quiet.

All at once, the house tour was done.

The performance was over.

What was left was three people, a closed door, and a whole lot of expectation.

I grinned, already feeling the voltage.

“Emerald, huh?” I teased.

Victoria’s smile was slow, delighted.

“Not even close,” she said.

Game on.

***

The second the deadbolt clicked, Victoria and Olivia shed their social armor like it was a cheap Halloween costume.

Victoria claimed the center of gravity, stalking in slow, deliberate steps until she pressed me between herself and the window. The city lights flared behind her, glowing in her hair, turning every inch of her into a living power move.

“I’ve been wanting to get the three of us together for weeks,” Victoria said, her voice velvet and knife-edge at the same time.

Olivia circled around, her eyes never leaving me. “Don’t let her fool you. She just hates waiting.”

Victoria’s lips found mine, soft at first, then ferocious. The kiss was pure conqueror. She took what she wanted and dared me to push back. The flavor was mint, gin, a trace of her perfume.

Olivia didn’t wait. She slipped in on my flank, her hands finding the bottom button of my shirt, undoing it slow, then faster. Her mouth found my neck, tongue tracing the line below my ear, then down to my collarbone, where she bit, unapologetic.

The world narrowed: three bodies, four hands, not a hint of hesitation.

Victoria broke the kiss and started on my buttons from the top, so she and Olivia’s fingers crashed in the middle. They grinned, the contact electric, already syncing up like they’d rehearsed.

“Off,” Victoria commanded, her voice more boss than girlfriend.

I let the shirt go, then shrugged out of my jeans. Olivia smirked, her fingers sliding beneath the elastic of my boxers, freeing my hard cock with a deliberate tug. The fabric fell away, leaving me exposed, twitching in the cool air, a bead of pre-cum glistening at the tip.

Victoria’s fingers found the pearl buttons of her blouse, undoing each with deliberate slowness. The silk whispered as it parted, revealing first her collarbones, then the lace edge of her bra, before she shrugged the fabric off her shoulders entirely. She reached behind, unclasping her bra with practiced ease, letting the straps slide down her arms before dropping it to the floor. Her breasts spilled free—full, high, and impossibly perfect in silhouette, nipples already hard and flush against her cream skin. With a knowing smile, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her skirt, dragging it down over the curve of her hips until it pooled at her feet. She stepped out of it, then slid her lace panties down her long legs, leaving her gloriously, confidently naked.

Was it really Victoria Sinclair, or had I stepped into a waking fever dream? The sight of her naked caught every thought in my head and wrenched it loose. Sure I’d feasted on the curves in my bed only a week ago, but I’d never seen her like this. My cock responded instantly, slick with anticipation as pre-cum beaded at the tip.

Her breasts outshone my recollections, round and defiant, large and buoyant, crowned with areolas so delicate, pink, and alive, the perfect centerpieces. My breath caught as I followed the clean line of her torso down, taking in toned thighs and hips sculpted for mischief; together, they cradled an ass that belonged on a pedestal. The kind of ass that could cause a pileup on a busy street, or topple kingdoms if that was what Victoria commanded.

But even all that paled beside her face, her presence; she was beyond ordinary beauty, the kind of woman who made your chest flutter and your hands shake. I found myself wondering, stunned and helpless, if I’d ever seen anyone like her in my entire life.

Meanwhile, Olivia stripped herself with surgical precision, dress, bra, panties in three clinical flicks, and then stood, petite and sharp, dark eyes glittering. No time for stage fright.

Olivia’s body shocked pale in the harsh light, her Asian heritage evident in the elegant slope of her eyes and the silken texture of her skin.

Her small but perfectly shaped breasts stood high and firm, crowned with dark nipples that blended perfectly with her golden complexion. The faint white lines where her bikini had been, a stark contrast against her sun-kissed skin, made my breath catch. Though petite, every inch of her was toned, flat stomach rippling with subtle definition, thighs lean but powerful, and a small, tight ass that curved with mathematical precision, the pale crescent moons of untanned skin there driving me nearly insane.

Her black hair fell messier now, framing sharp cheekbones, while her arms remained tight at her sides like an athlete coiled for release. Without her clothes, Olivia radiated wiry intent, her gaze steady as a blade sliding into its sheath.

Victoria stepped in, one hand threading through my hair, pulling me into a kiss so deep it nearly shorted out my brain. The other hand traced my abs, then lower, down to the line of my hip.

Olivia grabbed my cock, squeezing, then stroked it slow, enjoying the effect. Her glance up was pure dare. “You like this?” she teased, then flicked her tongue over the head, tasting the pre-cum already leaking.

I exhaled, dizzy. “You two are dangerous together.”

Victoria laughed, then pulled my mouth back to hers, this time, softer, savoring it.

The girls pressed together, breasts brushing, lips close, bodies so different but the heat between them matched. Without preamble, they started kissing, hot and deliberate.

The sight of Victoria and Olivia, so polished, so powerful, devouring each other inches from my skin was a furnace.

But they weren’t done with me yet.

Victoria, never one to cede control, spun Olivia to the bed, then pushed me backwards until the backs of my knees hit the frame. Olivia shimmied down, already on her knees, and Victoria followed, both women crowding into the space between my legs.

For a heartbeat, I remembered Summer and Zoe, the way they’d tag-teamed me in the humid dark of the Aquatic Center. But this wasn’t locker-room chaos. This was refined, competitive, perfectly controlled hunger.

Olivia and Victoria got right to work.

Olivia led the charge, tongue tracing slow, careful circles up my shaft, lips teasing only the tip before sliding down, swallowing the head whole. Her mouth was hot, wet, greedy, the suction immediate and intense. Victoria bracketed her, hands stroking my thigh, then leaned in to lick along the length, the two of them working as one animal.

They didn’t rush, they savored. Sometimes Olivia would bob down, taking me deep, while Victoria licked my balls, humming softly so the vibration sent pinpricks of pleasure up my spine.

Then they’d switch, mouths meeting at the tip, sharing the flavor before each dove in for more.

Victoria was more methodical. She’d stroke my cock with both hands, twisting just right, before slowly lowering her lips, tongue swirling the ridge, her eyes locked on mine. Every time I shuddered or tensed, she’d smile, amused, then signal Olivia to up the tempo.

Olivia, by contrast, was wild and improvisational. She’d gulp me down, sometimes gagging herself in a bid to outdo Victoria, then come up grinning, drops of spit and precum painting her cheek.

It was a full-on assault.

They moaned, giggled, even bit at the shaft and traded control back and forth, but the gel between them was pure, unfiltered chemistry.

I reached down, threading fingers through both their hair, anchoring myself to the planet. The feeling was unreal, two of GCU’s power players, naked, lips on my cock, fighting to see which could wreck me first.

Victoria straightened, then kissed Olivia, tongue pushing in deep, each tasting the other’s flavor on her lips. The contrast, Victoria’s pale skin with just a wash of heat, Olivia’s darker, golden, the two of them shuddering at the contact, was a work of art.

They broke, and both dove back to me.

“On a scale from one to ten, where are we?” Victoria murmured as she trailed her tongue up my shaft.

“You’re about to set a new record,” I managed, breath thin.

Olivia winked, then twisted my cock sideways, sucking the tip with such intensity I damn near went blind.

But I didn’t want to finish like this, not yet.

I hauled them both up, spun Victoria, and dropped her to the mattress. She lay back, hair a golden halo, tits up and out, spread-eagled and waiting.

I lined up and started with my mouth: licking up her thigh, teasing the crease of her hip, then burying my tongue in her slit. Victoria arched up, hands grabbing my scalp, nails digging like she needed to own the moment.

Her pussy was a clean, sharp flavor, almost sweet, and she responded to every flick of my tongue with a whimper or a command.

Olivia watched, then crawled over, kissing down Victoria’s neck, then latching onto her nipple. She alternated, sometimes sucking, sometimes nipping, sometimes dragging her teeth hard enough to leave a mark.

Victoria moaned, for once completely undone. “God, don’t stop, West, please—”

I doubled down, tongue-fucking her entrance while Olivia attacked her clit with a fingertip, stroking in tiny circles.

It didn’t take long. Victoria’s composure cracked. She bucked, shuddered, then froze, whole body locking up as the orgasm hit.

She shook, hard, fingers clamped in my hair, crying out as the climax ripped through her. Olivia licked her way down, then kissed me, lips and tongue covered in Victoria’s taste.

We grinned at each other, then went for round two.

Olivia wanted her turn, and Victoria was happy to oblige.

Victoria pinned Olivia to the mattress, lips on hers, then slid two fingers into her pussy while Olivia writhed and begged. I lined up, then shoved into Olivia’s soaking slit from behind. She was so wet it was almost frictionless, her body quivering with every push.

Victoria kept fingering her, working the clit, while I slammed in, cock pounding her greedy pussy. Olivia groaned, then started shaking, her legs locking around my thighs, her whole body pulsing with climax.

She squeezed so tight I could barely move, but I forced the rhythm, keeping her right at the edge until she nearly sobbed.

We rotated, changed positions, and even the pauses were electric.

Eventually, I ended up on my back, the girls bracketing me: Olivia riding my cock, her hips piston-fast, while Victoria straddled my chest, tits in my face, her pussy rubbing against my chin and lips.

I sucked her clit, fingers digging into her ass, and she moaned, twisting her body to get even more friction.

Olivia started slamming down, her pussy milking my cock with each motion. She didn’t bother with subtlety, she wanted to win, to take every drop. Her hands braced on my abs, her hair wild, droplets of sweat rolling down her back.

Victoria climaxed first, soaking my mouth, clamping her thighs around my head and damn near suffocating me before she slumped, boneless, to the side.

With Victoria gone, it was just me and Olivia. The shift in the air was instant. The space between us, hot and frenetic moments before, softened and thickened like the room had been sealed off from oxygen, the pressure changing, every fire turned inward.

Olivia had always been the poised observer, the sniper in the ranks, but now, with Victoria out of the frame, her composure didn’t so much shatter as sharpen. She never lost control, just bent it, hard, to her own use.

She didn’t waste time. Her hands gripped my shoulders, nails biting a little, and she brought her mouth to mine with a hunger that was nothing like the glossy show of before. She kissed as if she was feeding, tongue insistent, teeth flashing, her whole body pressing close, hips grinding into me with a need that was past negotiation.

I tried to match her energy, hands running down her spine, one palm full on her ass, pulling her tighter. She was already riding me, but now she angled herself, took command, set the tempo she wanted. Her pussy was so wet, so hot, that every movement threatened to end things right there. She rolled her hips in small, brutal circles, digging for friction, for depth, for something more than just sensation.

We didn’t talk, not at first. The only sounds were the air going in and out of our lungs, the slap of skin, the obscene, glorious wet noises of our bodies so slicked together. Her hair got in her face, wild and messy, and she didn’t bother to sweep it away; it stuck to her neck, damp with sweat.

Then, out of nowhere, she broke the silence. “You’re going to come for me,” she said, not a question, just a fact, a verdict. “I want it inside. Fill me up. Don’t you dare hold back.”

That did something, something caveman, something that short-circuited my higher reasoning. She was so small on top of me but so strong, her thighs clamped around my hips, her arms tight as a vise around my neck.

She fucked me with no mercy. Her rhythm grew frantic, every downstroke sending me deeper, every bounce a gamble with the edge of coming undone. I felt the shift, the way her pussy tightened, fluttering around me in quick pulses, and I tried not to lose it, not yet, but Olivia was relentless.

She held my face in her hands, forced my gaze up to hers. “Now,” she demanded, and the command, the rawness of it, shattered the last of my control.

I came so hard I saw black around the edges. It wasn’t clean or graceful. My whole body locked up, and I was suddenly aware of every nerve ending at once. Olivia kept moving, milking it out of me, her pussy squeezing, coaxing, wringing every last drop.

I didn’t know if she was coming, too, until I felt the tremors, her cunt spasming, her thighs shaking, her whole body going rigid. She made no sound except a single, feral gasp, then slumped forward, her head dropping to my shoulder, our slick skin sticking together. My cock was still throbbing, her pussy still clamped around it, now flooded with cum, the heat of it leaking out between us and making a mess of the sheets.

We stayed like that, tangled up, for a minute or an hour, I couldn’t have said. The world narrowed to the orbit we’d created, the aftershocks rolling through us in waves. I stroked her back, up and down, feeling the sweat, the tense lines of her muscle, the way she loosened and melted into me, heavy and spent but somehow still buzzing.

I tipped her chin up, wanting to see her eyes. She didn’t flinch or look away. She just looked at me, deep and steady, the way divers look at the water before they jump: total focus, no fear, ready for the next impossible thing.

I kissed her then, slower, softer this time, she let me. Her lips were swollen, her breath still unsteady, but there was a smile at the corners of her mouth, a little flash of triumph. Her hands cupped my face, and she held me there, as if daring me to forget who she was, what she’d just done to me.

Across the bed, Victoria recovered, grinning slow and satisfied. “Not bad for a rookie,” she purred.

“That was…” I trailed off, words gone.

Olivia finally peeled herself off, but stayed half-curled against me. Sticky, tired, but absolutely glowing.

We lay there, tangled, letting the afterglow settle.

That’s when the knock hit.

Rap-rap-rap, with the kind of urgency that said “college crisis.”

Victoria bolted upright, sweeping her hair into a knot and grabbing the nearest robe, a wine-red silk that slid over her body in a single motion.

She glanced at Olivia, then at me, then said, “Don’t go anywhere,” before gliding to open the door.

As she slipped out, Olivia rolled into my side, her hand lazy on my chest.

The room still vibrated with the echo of everything we’d just done.

The scent of sweat, sex, and victory hung heavy in the air.

Victoria’s voice drifted from the hallway, all command and calm.

But in here, it was just Olivia and me, naked and sticky and entirely unbothered by the hurricane outside.

The house might have been in chaos, but in Victoria’s bed, it was nothing but peace, heat, and maybe just a little bit of mischief waiting for round two.

***

With the door to the hallway shut, the world shrank until it was just the two of us, Olivia curled against my side, her bare skin slick and still humming with the last round. Outside, muffled voices ebbed and receded, punctuated by Victoria’s low, controlled cadence as she handled whatever crisis floated up from Greek Row’s ritual drama.

Inside, it was soft blue shadow and city glow on white sheets.

Olivia didn’t break the silence. She just nuzzled in, her palm lazy against my chest, then drifting lower, tracing lines that made my whole body twitch. The touch wasn’t hurried. If anything, it was the opposite, a kind of gentle savoring that said we weren’t done, just off the clock.

She propped up, leaned in, and kissed me. Not the wild, hungry tongue-warfare from before, but something slower, deeper. Her lips had a memory to them, like she wanted to memorize the taste.

“Still alive?” she teased, voice husky.

I grinned, running my hand up her thigh. “Barely. Thought you were going to snap me in half.”

“Next time, maybe,” Olivia said, smiling into the kiss.

We lingered like that, bodies tangled, her leg thrown over mine, dampness still gluing us together in spots. The air smelled like sex, ozone, and the faintest hint of Victoria’s perfume from the sheets.

Somewhere in the quiet, my gaze wandered across the room.

Victoria’s desk was a scatter of expensive pens, crisp notepads, and, most interesting, a cluster of loose photos, just stacked there with zero attempt at curation.

I blinked, curiosity cutting through the haze.

On top, a candid shot of street vendors in Morocco, the frame wild and shifting, every color blurred except for a laughing, half-hidden Victoria in the corner. Then a snowy day, London maybe, her nose red, hair undone, holding a cup of what could be hot chocolate. Then another: Victoria on a half-destroyed couch, wearing leggings and a vintage tee, collapsed with laughter next to a woman who looked just like her, her mom, probably. The rest were similar: close-ups of old buildings, impromptu selfies that never made it to her feed, even a couple of family pets with Victoria’s handwriting (“Pancake, age 15”) scribbled on the edge.

None of it matched the gloss of the public queen.

It was like finding the center of a tornado, soft, unguarded, a secret world in twenty disposable prints.

Olivia caught me staring.

She didn’t say anything. Just watched me, chin resting on my chest, eyes almost gentle.

When her fingers wrapped around my cock, it was less a demand and more a question, do you want to see where this goes?

I was definitely game.

She stroked me slow, the grip sure but never urgent, the way you’d coax a storm back to life. Her other hand mapped the lines of my ribs, my side, sometimes circling my nipple just to watch my breath catch.

The haze got thicker, softer.

When she kissed me again, it lasted forever.

I reached for her, letting my fingers trail down her back, over the curve of her ass, feeling every shiver and skip in her pulse.

We drifted like that, in and out of the afterglow, the kind of lazy, sticky mess that made you want to replay the whole night at a slower speed.

The door opened so quietly I almost missed it.

Victoria glided back in, robe half-loose, her hair a perfect mess, eyes brighter than any crown jewel.

She took the sight in: Olivia naked, draped across me, my cock already hard again, both of us still shimmering with spent energy.

Victoria dropped the robe with a shrug.

All confidence, but something softer around the edges now.

She slipped onto the bed, crawling up the sheets until she was flush against my other side. Her mouth found Olivia’s first, a long, deep kiss, tongue and lips, hand threading through black hair.

Then she turned to me.

For a second, the vibe was absolutely different.

No performance, no audience. Just us.

Victoria pressed her chest to mine, her tits soft and warm, belly meeting the ridges of my abs as she lined up perfectly. My cock was trapped between her thighs, and she rocked her hips, slickness coating the shaft.

She kissed me, slow, letting her whole body melt into mine.

Beside us, Olivia threaded her hand through Victoria’s, then traced the lines of Victoria’s back, offering quiet support.

I rolled, pinning Victoria beneath me, her hair a mess on the expensive pillow, eyes wide and nothing hidden.

Olivia curled in on my flank, playing with my hair, whispering encouragements in my ear.

“I want to feel all of you,” Victoria whispered, voice so open it almost hurt.

I lined up, tip sliding along her entrance. She was wet, warm, trembling. With one slow thrust, I filled her, inch by inch, until our hips were flush and nothing existed except the molten grip of her pussy.

Victoria gasped, arching up, locking her legs around my back.

She didn’t bother with pretense, her hands grabbed my ass, yanking me deeper, grinding her clit against my pubic bone with every move.

I started slow, deliberate, almost tender, using the angle to stretch every sensation.

Olivia snuggled in, leaving kisses on my shoulder and Victoria’s thigh, her hand ghosting along my side, sometimes reaching between us to toy with Victoria’s clit.

The pace was unhurried, all three of us soaking in the way bodies could fit together: Victoria clinging, Olivia stroking, me lost somewhere at the center.

We swapped positions, sometimes Olivia riding my face while Victoria fucked herself on my cock, sometimes me and Olivia tangled with Victoria just watching, a soft smile at the edge of her lips.

But every time the logic came back to Victoria and me, her body, my cock, the insane, electric connection.

It was like a fuse had been burning inside Victoria all night, slow and dangerous, but now it finally hit the powder keg and went off in a blue-hot shockwave. She started to shake, not just ride out the finish, but shake, her body shuddering, hips grinding into mine like she could pull something deeper out of me if she just kept going. Her pussy clamped down with a force that made me see static behind my eyelids, milking every inch of my cock in hard, rhythmic pulses. You could practically measure the aftershocks in Richter.

She didn’t make a sound at first. She just stared me down, eyes locked on mine, all that poise and calculation gone, lips parted and trembling, her entire face a war between control and total surrender. Then she dug her nails into my neck, not in pain, but to anchor herself as she rode the peak, and she whispered, “Don’t stop, don’t you dare let go,” voice hoarse and raw with need. I couldn’t have stopped if I tried. I held her there, fucking her with a steady, relentless rhythm, not rough but strong, a silent promise that I’d see her through to the other side.

I felt the moment she broke. She arched up from the bed, every muscle drawn tight, legs wrapped around my waist and heels digging in like she was clinging to the last thread of gravity. Her pussy spasmed, heat and pressure and something electric rippling through her in a way that might have been scary if it wasn’t so fucking beautiful. Her nails left lines on my skin. She came so hard it made my own head spin, and yet she refused to drop that gaze, as if daring me to blink, to remember she was still the queen even in freefall.

Olivia didn’t just watch. She moved with us, every bit the accomplice, her hands everywhere at once: one hand on my back, nails tracing the outline of my spine, the other cradling Victoria’s thigh as she pressed herself against us, mouth trailing a line from Victoria’s collarbone to her jaw, then to my shoulder and back again. When I started to lose control, Olivia just grinned, lips glossy with sweat and maybe a little envy, and reached down to stroke my balls, coaxing me closer with a grip that was both gentle and demanding.

I was already past the point of return, but Victoria’s pussy wouldn’t let me go. Every time my cock throbbed inside her, she milked it in return, refusing to release until she was sure she’d squeezed every possible drop out of me.

When I finally came, it crashed through my body in a violent, blinding surge. All the tension, the hours of build-up and anticipation, all the friction and teasing and power play, it exploded out of me in thick, hot spurts that filled Victoria’s pussy, the feeling so intense that I almost blacked out. I could feel every pulse, every contraction, her body answering mine, each spasm matched by a new wave of her own orgasm.

It didn’t end there. Victoria kept her legs locked around me, holding me deep while my cock emptied inside her, refusing to let the moment slip away. She was panting now, her whole body going pliant and loose except for her hungry cunt, which clung to me as if it could draw out my soul. Olivia curled in tighter, one leg thrown over both of us, her palm warm and steady on my chest as she smiled down at the spent chaos of our bodies. She kissed the corner of Victoria’s mouth, then mine, and for a second the three of us just hovered on the edge of something wordless.

I collapsed, but not away. We coasted through the aftershocks, the three of us knotted in a damp, satisfied pile.

Victoria clung to my chest, panting, her head pressed into the hollow of my neck.

Olivia traced lazy shapes across Victoria’s back, sometimes kissing the edge of her shoulder, always present, always anchored.

It felt different.

Unrushed. Honest.

Eventually, Victoria rolled onto her side, tugging Olivia and me with her.

We lay like that, quiet, watching the lights march down Greek Row.

For a minute, none of us talked.

Then Victoria spoke, voice soft and raw.

“I want to go to Rome in the spring,” she said. “I used to think it’d be for a law internship, but now I just want to disappear into the city, not as anyone’s prodigy, just for myself. Maybe take a year. Maybe write. Just…” She trailed off, words lost.

Olivia squeezed her hand, offering a silent amen.

I ran my palm up Victoria’s side, feeling the goosebumps rise, not wanting to jar the moment.

Victoria exhaled, then let the armor slip back on, an almost-audible click as she recomposed herself.

“Probably not practical. But it’d look good on the resume.”

She gave a small, self-deprecating laugh.

Olivia and I shared a look, knowing, not pity.

The clock on the desk glowed 2:30 in blue neon.

Victoria sat up, hair wild on her shoulders, and found a silk robe.

She kissed me, then Olivia, then moved to the window, watching the dark settle over the house.

“Let’s not make a scene,” she said finally. “I’ll take you out the back.”

We dressed in silence, still fuzzy from the afterglow.

At the threshold, Olivia stopped me.

She grabbed my shirt, pulled me down, and kissed me, long, deep, full of promise.

When she let go, her eyes searched my face like she was branding it to memory.

Victoria waited in the hall. She guided me through dark stairways and a silent back entry, her hand in mine, no words needed.

At the kitchen door, she paused.

“If you want this to happen again, just say the word,” Victoria murmured. “Or none at all. I’m used to improvising.”

She smirked, the queen reasserting herself, but I saw the real her, still flickering in the overlap.

She let me out.

I turned once, glancing up at the second floor.

Olivia watched from the window, naked, framed by the city glow, her expression a study in satisfaction and challenge.

The mansion was silent as a cathedral, but something told me the game was only just beginning, new rules, new stakes, and a hell of a lot more secrets waiting to be uncovered.

I hit the sidewalk, memory still sticky on my skin, already hungry for whatever came next.


Collision Course


The glow from the Lighthouse Bar hit us before we even hit the sidewalk, warm and liquid, bathing the bodies on the patio in that legendary honey-gold that made everyone look like they belonged on a Billboard Top 40 cover. The ocean crashed in the background, salt air riding the bassline, while laughter and perfume mixed in a blend that was pure GCU nightlife.

I rolled up flanked by Tyler, Bella, Keilani, and Kai, surf squad power-move in action. We’d planned the night as “just a team hang,” but everyone knew what this was, a pocket war for status, sex, and whatever else shook loose.

Kai clocked the crowd, then shot me a look. “You want the high ground, or you think we blend?”

Tyler grinned, scanning the bar with tactical precision. “Corner booth. Best sightlines. If it’s a party, let’s play quarterback.”

It only took seconds to thread through the bodies, bare shoulders, tanned legs, the scents of coconut and gin churning together. We landed the booth like we’d been invited by the architect.

Bella didn’t waste time. The second I claimed my seat, she slid in tight, the heat of her thigh impossible to ignore. Her arm looped over my shoulders, and her hair, soft, scented, just-washed, fell against my cheek. She didn’t so much as ask as take, a move that sent a shot of adrenaline through my chest and straight to my cock.

“Comfy?” I teased, pretending not to notice how she arched her tits as she leaned in.

“This is just home field advantage, baby. I’m not letting anyone poach the King tonight.”

If that wasn’t a declaration, I’d never heard one.

Keilani, not to be outdone, took her spot on my other side. She didn’t plaster herself over me, but the shoulder-to-shoulder contact was deliberate, her arm along the back of the booth staking a claim as clear as any neon sign. The tension between the two girls was a thing alive and hungry, nobody did sportsmanship like surfers with competing stakes.

Kai and Tyler snagged the outer chairs, both acting chill but with eyes on full scan. Kai’s gaze bounced from the entrance to the VIP deck, never missing a body. Tyler watched the room like he was plotting a startup takeover, every subtle move catalogued and stored for future leverage.

Four minutes in, the first social bomb detonated.

Summer and Zoe entered together, both in sundresses that would have broken hearts at Coachella. Zoe’s laugh was already bouncing off the rafters, but Summer, goddamn, she was something else. Confidence in every stride, shoulders back, hair loose and gold like she’d just finished a modeling shoot in Ibiza.

Then she saw me.

For a microsecond, her stride faltered, barely a blink, a hiccup in her matrix of invincibility, but I caught it. Her eyes went to the booth, processed Bella’s arm hooked tight, read the angle, then smoothed it over with the warmest smile I’d seen all month.

She gave a little wave, that signature “I see you, but I’m not playing yet” move. I shot it right back, adding a wink for good measure.

Zoe caught it too. She elbowed Summer, whispered something, and they peeled off toward the bar, but not before casting a glance back at our booth.

Tyler didn’t miss the pulse of tension. He leaned in, voice low. “You got a death wish, man? You realize half this room is packing heavy artillery and you just sat between the two wild cards?”

I shrugged, loving the chaos. “I’m just here for the content.”

Bella squeezed my shoulder, nails digging in. “Hope you have enough memory on that camera, West.”

The bar was packed, but the vibe was less “rowdy” and more “curated.” Every table curated for maximum visibility, the beautiful people churning in social orbits, never missing a chance to glance, compare, or deploy a casual touch. The air buzzed, status, rivalry, sexual tension thick as honey.

Drinks materialized, thanks to Kai’s connections and Tyler’s network. We played at small talk, board shapes, campus gossip, next week’s wave conditions, but it was surface-level. Everyone was waiting for the next round.

The next round didn’t disappoint.

Twenty minutes after Summer and Zoe (and, let’s be real, that’s exactly how Victoria would orchestrate it), the sorority door cracked open and Victoria Sinclair walked in, trailed by her hand-picked lieutenants: Aria, Olivia, and two girls so flawlessly styled they could have been magazine covers in heels.

Victoria didn’t enter rooms. She colonized them.

The light bent to her, every blonde strand haloed and skin gleaming like glass. Her outfit was surgical: a dark green wrap dress that hugged her curves but stopped short of actual scandal, jewelry barely-there except for that famous emerald ring. In heels, she was nearly my height. Every step was a fucking thesis on power.

Her eyes skipped the crowd and landed on me instantly.

That smile, calculating, predatory, but inviting, hit me dead-on. I felt it like a challenge. But then something in the glance flickered, her eyes sliced sideways to Bella’s arm across my shoulders, and for a heartbeat, the temperature in the bar dropped ten degrees.

Beside her, Aria clocked the tableau, her glossy hair catching the light, phone already in hand to document her arrival. Olivia, as always, moved like a ghost, sharp and precise, sizing up the room’s dynamics before anyone else knew the game was already in motion.

Victoria took her time, letting the room register her presence before she glided to a table diagonal from ours. Not the closest, but with a straight-line view of our booth, every move visible, every reaction pre-loaded for engagement.

The sorority squad settled in with zero wasted motion. Olivia set her vintage polaroid on the table, Aria started snapping candids, and Victoria… she watched. Always in control, always at the center, but this time, just for me, she didn’t break eye contact. Even the girls who’d come with her were background noise.

Kai snorted, low and appreciative. “That’s an entrance, bro. You gonna survive the crossfire?”

I grinned, not sure if I already hadn’t.

From there, the game went three-dimensional. Every few minutes, another small circle of campus notables would swing past the bar, stretching the GCU social web to the breaking point. Rumors, glances, whispers, every bit of it came to roost at the Lighthouse.

I sipped my drink, working the scene, every sense tuned to the churn of power.

Then, as if someone had cut the music and switched over to a victory lap, the cheerleading squad made their entrance.

Sam led the charge, Jade at her elbow, followed by the rest of her crew in perfectly coordinated fits. The effect was instant: every pair of eyes in the bar, male and female, drifted their way. Someone whistled. Jade’s bracelets jingled as she tossed her braid and flashed a wink at me.

Sam, though, was on a mission.

She cut through the crowd like she was walking a championship mat, hips swaying, that famous ponytail bouncing devil-may-care. She didn’t hesitate, didn’t even break stride, just laid a hand flat on my shoulder as she passed our booth, a casual, proprietary claim.

“Hey, West,” she purred, voice low enough that only the booth could hear.

Bella’s reaction was immediate. Her body tensed, and her arm cinched tight, making damn sure nobody missed the transfer of power.

Keilani grinned, loose and unbothered, but her gaze tracked Sam’s retreat like a beach hawk.

Tyler sipped his drink, eyes darting from me to Summer’s corner, then Victoria’s table, taking mental notes on every heat signature.

The entire bar vibrated with unspoken challenge, rivalries crackling, every social animal waiting for the next move.

The mini-dramas unfolded fast: Victoria’s table sent a round of shots to ours, Aria raising her glass in an Instagram-perfect salute. Kai fired back with a round for their table, the competition as transparent as air. Summer and Zoe drifted closer, “accidentally” crossing our path with plates of appetizers, Summer’s smile never dropping an inch but her eyes flicking to Bella every time she thought I wasn’t looking.

It was a cold war, and everyone had an arsenal. The only rule? Don’t flinch first.

Bella didn’t blink. She shifted against me, her hand slow and proprietary on my chest, lips grazing my jaw as she whispered, “You want me closer, just say it.”

If she’d planned on subtle, she’d left it at the door.

The view from our booth was surreal: on one axis, Summer and Zoe, trying not to look like they gave a damn; on the other, Victoria, Aria, Olivia and the two sorority girls, every one of them somehow managing to undress me with their eyes while pretending to care about the cocktail list.

Then there was Sam, running the cheer squad with the same tactical aggression as always. She was in her element, rallying, laughing, even as she found a way to pass by my seat every five minutes, each time dropping a new touch or a smirk or a sideways glance that said, “I know you, and I know you want it.” Jade followed her lead, sometimes brushing my shoulder or leaning over with a whispered joke, but always with one eye on Sam, as if waiting for permission to really play.

Keilani, meanwhile, worked the room with quiet power. She didn’t compete for attention, she commanded it. Maybe it was the way she sat, posture perfect, body toned and relaxed, dark hair spilling over tanned shoulders. Or maybe it was the ocean in her eyes, always reading the undercurrents, measuring who really mattered.

Kai mostly watched, occasionally dropping in a wild story or a joke sharp enough to draw blood. If anyone tried to muscle in on our airspace, he was first to redirect, sometimes with a joke, sometimes with a body block.

In all of it, Tyler tracked the action like he was prepping for a business pitch. Every time Summer’s gaze lingered my way, every micro-shift in Victoria’s posture, every challenge in Sam’s walk, he filed it away. He barely said a word, but when he did, it landed.

“Not gonna lie,” he muttered at one point, “this is next-level. If you get out of here without someone throwing a drink, I’ll owe you dinner for a month.”

The longer we stayed, the tighter the loops got. Even the Lighthouse staff picked up on the vibe, sending over comped shots when our tables volleyed for dominance.

But under it all, the music, the banter, the performance, was the pulse of pure, combative want.

Girls like Bella and Keilani didn’t play for optics; they played for keeps. Every time Sam grazed my neck or Summer waved from across the room, Bella countered by pulling me closer, sometimes whispering in my ear, sometimes pressing her hip against mine so nobody missed the message. If I wasn’t already hard, I would’ve been by the third squeeze.

And the others responded.

Summer, for her part, gave up on subtlety by round two. She drifted by on the way to the ladies’ room, letting her fingers trail across my hand. The fleeting glance she dropped was loaded, a silent “remember me?” that threatened to melt the edge right off the night.

Victoria, not to be outmaneuvered, sent Olivia across with a tray of green-tinged cocktails and a single word, “Emeralds,” delivered with a knowing half-smile. Olivia lingered just long enough to let her hand rest on my wrist, a whisper of “could be more”, before ghosting back to her shadow side at Victoria’s table.

Sam and Jade played tag-team, scoring points every pass. If Sam landed a touch, Jade was right behind her, snapping a Polaroid or tossing a reason to laugh just for the effect it had on the group.

At one point, the girls at Victoria’s table staged a selfie, engineered so the entire background was our booth, all of us visible and in frame. Aria winked as she posted, then glanced up to gauge our reaction.

Kai was first to call it. “That is some strong influencer strategy. If you’re not careful, you’re gonna trend by sunrise.”

I shrugged, letting the current take me.

Then the next power play landed.

Bella turned in, pressed her lips to my cheek, and nipped at my earlobe, no hesitation, no filter. The heat of her breath set off a low-grade earthquake in my stomach.

“I like it like this,” she murmured, the words only for me. “Your world wrapped up in mine.”

Keilani, not to be left behind, joined the gravity. If Bella took the high-voltage moves, Keilani handled the subtle, touching my knee under the table, sometimes laying her hand to rest on my forearm, always with a little smirk that said, “We’ll see who wants this more.”

The energy was off the charts, the kind that made your pulse spike and your rational brain shut up.

Tyler watched, silent, but his knuckles were white on the glass.

If anyone thought my harem was just for show, tonight was a masterclass in making the fantasy real.

The tension simmered. All the main players had landed, the alliances, the rivalries, the desire so vivid you could taste it every time a new drink hit the table or a new hand pressed to my skin.

If this was just the pregame, I couldn’t wait for the main event.

***

By the time three rounds of drinks had settled in and the rumble of rivalry built up to fever pitch, the inevitable happened.

One of the Lighthouse hosts, probably tipped by Aria or maybe Kai himself, swooped in with a megawatt smile and suggested we “combine our energy for a classic GCU power table.” Translation: make the drama public, front and center, let every social climber and influencer-in-training see how the real players did it.

The staff pushed two high-tops together right up against the bar, brushing away randos and “reserved” signs like they weren’t even there. In less than two minutes, we went from skirmishing squads to an elite, insane, all-star lineup lined up like a Greek gods’ feast.

I landed dead center, just as the seating war broke out. Bella didn’t wait for an invitation. She slid in next to me, so close her hip was welded to mine, and pulled my arm across her lap, fingers laced, nails raking gentle patterns into my thigh. She leaned in and kissed my cheek, the kind of open, possessive move that would’ve gotten you banned on LiveFeed if you weren’t this hot.

To my other side, Keilani slid into place. She didn’t smash the PDA pedal, but her hand landed on my knee, thumb tracing lazy circles as she worked backup for Bella’s offensive. Keilani’s vibe was “if you want him, you’re going through me,” pure Polynesian power in a perfect package.

The rest of the seating chart read straight out of a campus scandal sheet.

To my right, Summer took the anchor chair, Zoe bracketing her, both of them bringing their own flavor of heat. Summer was all warmth, laughing, nudging, dropping little “remember this?” stories that sent everyone into nostalgia meltdown. She played the sun goddess hard, but every now and then, when she caught sight of Bella’s hand on my leg or Keilani’s nails on my arm, her smile got a little sharper, the blue of her eyes going glacial.

Across the table, Victoria. She chose her spot with the same calculation as a chess master lining up a checkmate. Aria flanked her, popping in and out of the conversation with phone always in hand, sometimes recording, sometimes texting, always watching. Olivia was mostly silent, but her dry wit and precise commentary landed like sniper shots; the two sorority sisters next to her played hype squad, amplifying every laugh or side-eye as needed.

Freshly arrived, Sam and Jade crashed in at the end, the cheer squad instantly ratcheting up the noise by a factor of two. Despite Bella practically sitting in my lap and Keilani pressed against my other side, Sam somehow wedged her chair into the nonexistent space behind me. She leaned forward between our bodies, arm snaking around to pin my shoulder with her hand. The smile she flashed over Bella’s shoulder was pure victory: “Guess who still gets to touch him whenever she wants?”

Jade’s move was a little more chaotic: she tossed her bracelets onto the table, announced “Let’s fucking go!” and poured herself a full shot, then another.

But if you thought for a second Bella was going to cave, forget it. She doubled down. Barely had Sam’s hand landed before Bella’s grip turned to steel and she snuggled closer, lips grazing my ear with a whisper that had nothing to do with the drink menu.

“Let’s see how long before they start circling for blood.”

And she called it.

Because the moment the table locked into a new status, the real game began.

Every woman at that table snapped into performance mode.

Summer dialed up the effortless charisma, telling a story about a childhood surf trip that had everyone laughing, including Keilani, who started ribbing me about a time I nearly wiped out on a “pussy little wave.” The laughter was real, but the glances? Surgical. Each joke was an excuse for someone to touch or lean in or counter with a story that put them right back in the spotlight.

Victoria played it cool, rarely stepping in except to land a perfect zinger or, more often, to kill a conversation thread that edged too close to personal. She wielded her words like scalpels, never cutting unless necessary, but when she did, the table got a little quieter, respectful as hell.

Sam? She brought the chaos. Every line was a triple entendre, every story amped up for effect, and she never lost a hand. If she touched my bicep, Jade’d try to one-up her by leaning across my lap or snapping a surprise selfie. The cheer squad ran on energy, never missing a beat.

Aria was speed itself. She bounced from Victoria’s side to Summer’s, never letting the spotlight linger elsewhere for long. Her phone was always up, sometimes taking short videos, sometimes texting, sometimes sharing secret memes with Olivia and the others at the far end. The second she sensed rivalry in the air, she’d pivot the conversation, but not before extracting just enough drama to post about later.

But through it all, Bella dominated.

She didn’t care about the scripts. She made her own playbook. She kissed my jaw in full view, whispered private commentary into my ear, and sometimes stroked the inside of my thigh under the tablecloth just to see if I’d break. Keilani followed her lead, less in-your-face, but every touch, every glance, was a visible “fuck around and find out.”

The others couldn’t ignore it. If they backed off, Bella doubled her attack. If someone tried to turn the volume up, Keilani was right there, cool as a tidepool, pushing right back.

Summer and Victoria? That was the main event.

Every time Summer went for a warm bonding moment, Victoria would slice in with a one-liner, never mean, but cold as the edge of a hurricane.

“So impressive, Summer, that you keep a training schedule and still find time for…what are you calling it? Beach philanthropy?”

Summer didn’t miss a beat, smile absolutely dazzling. “I just figure if I’m mentoring, it’s pro bono. I mean, that’s what you’re planning on doing after law school, right, V?”

They volleyed; neither missed. It was the kind of rivalry you could feel in your teeth. Each compliment landed like a slap, each response pure velvet-coated steel. Even the sorority sisters got quiet when these two squared off.

Sam and Jade mostly ran commentary, amused as hell at the status games but never actually risking a real conflict. If anything, they gassed both sides, sometimes backing Summer, sometimes Victoria, but always with a joke or off-color story ready.

Aria, meanwhile, tracked everything, occasionally dropping in a sharp “oh, did you catch that?” to Olivia, who’d just smirk and sip her drink.

If Bella and Keilani were playing physical, the others played psychological. But everywhere I looked, the focus kept snapping back to one thing: me, surrounded, bracketed, and apparently the hottest commodity in a five-mile radius.

I’d say it was overwhelming, but honestly, I fucking loved it.

The night unraveled in layers. Appetizers came and went, drinks refilled, the stories got louder, the laughter more dangerous. Every toast was a new shot across the bow. The sexual heat was as obvious as the jealousy.

At one point, Bella planted a kiss on my mouth, right as Summer was mid-sentence, and you could hear the snap in the conversation. For a second, Summer’s smile froze, then she reset with a slow blink and a jaw tilt that I knew too well, her competitive switch thrown hard.

Victoria tracked the move, but her only tell was a long, slow sip of her drink. Beside her, Olivia pretended not to notice but started tapping her foot under the table.

Sam caught the exchange and dropped her voice to a whisper. “You need a spreadsheet to keep track of who’s winning.”

Jade giggled, launched into another wild cheer story, and for the next stretch, the energy was pure party.

But under it, the lines were hardening. Bella and Keilani’s alliance started drawing open glares from Victoria’s camp, and even Aria’s weaponized social skills couldn’t cut the tension. Every touch, every inside joke, was a declaration of war.

I caught Summer and Victoria sharing a look: part challenge, part treaty, but 100% pure voltage.

That’s when Tyler, who’d been holding back all night, set down his glass and went for the jugular.

“So, West,” he said, voice smooth but cutting through the chaos, “what’s actually going on with you and my sister? Are we pretending this is just, like, study sessions and sunset hikes or what?”

The table went dead quiet. Even the music felt like it faded.

I opened my mouth to volley, a joke, a dodge, the classic non-answer, but it never got out.

Because that’s when some frat idiot, three tables over, decided to crash the party. He and his buddy were hammered, voices loud enough to carry over the bartender’s playlist, and the timing couldn’t have been worse.

“All I’m saying is, Keene and Sinclair have got to be doing more than homework together. Why else would they stay late on campus? Bet they’re comparing more than just study notes, am I right?”

His wingman howled, pounding the table, and tossed in, “Who wouldn’t want a piece of that double major?”

The room snapped toward them, a hundred-watt silence slicing the air.

Tyler was on his feet in half a heartbeat, jaw set, eyes cold. I was right behind, the chair scraping tile as I followed.

Nobody at our end needed a plan. Tyler went in first, Voice of Authority in full effect: “You want to keep your teeth, you’ll shut up and apologize. Now.”

The frat guy blinked, did the “do you know who my dad is” routine, but one look at Tyler and the backup behind him, me, Kai, and a wall of championship-level women, and the bravado wilted fast.

He muttered an apology, eyes avoiding us, and his buddy started apologizing even faster. Tyler let it hang, not letting them off the hook, then turned with a smile that could have frozen a volcano.

We went back to the table, crisis neutralized.

Nobody said a word for a beat. The silence rang.

Then Zoe let out a low whistle. “Damn, Ty. That was actually kind of hot.”

Summer blushed, but her eyes found mine. There was a look there, gratitude, but also a dare.

Bella used the moment to wrap both arms around me, burying her face in my neck and kissing up to my jaw. Keilani just grinned, giving the rest of the table a look that practically dared them to try again.

Victoria, ever the tactician, gave me a nod, almost approving. But her gaze lingered on Bella, something sharp and possessive flickering before she reset and turned to her phone.

Conversation fired up again, but it wasn’t the same. The alliances had shifted. The night was drawing down, and every move from here had the feel of endgame.

But even with the tension, or maybe because of it, the night was electric.

I knew, without doubt, that the walk out would matter just as much as the hour we’d spent in the ring.

And in that moment, Bella in my lap, Summer’s eyes burning, Victoria’s ice hiding a storm, and Sam already plotting her next play, I knew I was exactly where I belonged.

Dead center in a collision of wild, beautiful, unstoppable women, and the social world that only came alive when they decided to set the rules.

The Lighthouse Bar never saw it coming.

And neither did I.

***

The aftermath of the Lighthouse was a slow bleed, the kind of dissolution where every movement, every goodbye, was a play. Sam and Jade air-kissed their way out first, Sam’s eyes holding mine just a half-second too long, promising future trouble. Summer and Zoe peeled off next, “early practice” the official excuse, but the set of Summer’s jaw told a sweeter, meaner story. Aria drifted toward the exit with her sorority crew, but not before snagging a quick photo and sighing dramatically. Victoria hung back, saying nothing, her eyes locked on my corner of the table, as cool as the after-midnight surf.

That’s when Bella made her move.

Before anyone else could, she turned, caught my gaze, and asked, “West, you wouldn’t mind walking me home, oui?” The French was a flourish, an exclamation mark, and she didn’t bother to drop her voice, every woman at the table heard it, crystal clear.

Keilani didn’t miss a beat. “I’ll tag along. You still need to show me those surf edits. Unless you’re too distracted?”

Her smile was pure mischief, but the undertone was water-tight.

Bella laced her arm through mine, anchoring me in place. “See? He is never too distracted. Just good at sharing.”

The transparency was a bombshell. Even the bartender clocked it.

Summer’s hand closed into a slow, silent fist. Victoria’s lips went thin; she looked away, jaw working. Aria glared as if someone had snatched a brand deal out from under her. Sam just watched, unreadable for once, but her gaze drilled right through me.

Tyler let the silence build, taking the whole show in. If his thoughts were bullets, the room would’ve been shredded.

We said our goodbyes, Kai with a bro-hug and a “don’t fuck it up, man,” Tyler with a stone-faced “catch you later,” and then we were on the moonlit walk back toward the cliff house. Bella pressed herself so tight to my side I thought she might fuse with my bones, while Keilani drifted just a step behind, humming a song that sounded like the ocean itself.

Nobody said a word for most of the walk. The city was quieter now, studded with student laughter, headlights, and the occasional high-tide hush from the water down below.

I could feel the heat building, not just from Bella, but from the promise rippling off both of them. The anticipation was a live wire, every step toward home an escalation.

When the front door clicked shut behind us, Bella didn’t wait.

She grabbed me by the shirt, yanked me in, and kissed me, messy, open, tongue deep. I felt her tits smash against my chest, hard nipples stabbing through her silk blouse, her breath ragged as she ground her hips into mine.

Keilani snorted, impressed. “You’re not shy, huh?”

Bella grinned over her shoulder, eyes alight. “If you want something, you must show it.” She pivoted, grabbed Keilani by the waist, and mashed their bodies together. The contrast, Bella’s classical curves, Keilani’s lean, muscled power, was enough to scramble every rational thought out of my head.

I tried to speak, but Keilani shut me up with a kiss, her tongue gentle but insistent, hands sliding up the back of my neck. I felt Bella’s embrace close from behind, her palms hot on my abs, then working lower, unfastening my shorts, yanking them hard enough to nearly drop me to my knees.

Within seconds, we were all half-naked, Bella’s blouse gone, her rich, dark hair spilling over her bare tits. Keilani’s dress dropped to the floor with a single flick, her surfer’s body on display, every tan line an arrow pointing to pure, unfiltered lust.

They didn’t bother dragging things to the bedroom; the hallway table was as good a launchpad as any. Bella hopped up, spreading her thighs wide, her pussy already glistening, pink and perfect. “Come taste,” she commanded, and I went in greedily, tongue darting, lapping up her wetness while her hands tangled tight in my hair.

Keilani pressed in beside me, one hand on my shoulder, the other stroking Bella’s thigh, her lips barely grazing the tip of my ear. “Your turn next,” she whispered, voice electric. Her fingers trailed down, massaging my cock, coaxing it to full, aching attention.

Bella’s body was a wonderland, soft curves, full breasts, pussy so tight I thought I’d die just eating her out. She rocked her hips, grinding into my tongue, moaning in French and then in perfect, dirty English. When she finally pulled me up for air, her lips found mine, sharing her taste, her hunger, her pure, unfiltered need.

Keilani didn’t wait for her invitation. She knelt, sucked my cock into her mouth with one move, deep-throating me so fast I almost went lightheaded. She worked me expertly, alternating speed and suction, even as Bella leaned in and pressed her tits around the base, mashing them together until my shaft glided between the perfect pillows of her cleavage.

They took turns, sometimes teaming up, sometimes fighting for prime position, all of it a wild, ecstatic blur of mouths, hands, and sweat.

When it finally moved to the bedroom, I barely remembered how we got there.

Bella shoved me back on the mattress, straddling me, guiding my cock right to the slick, blazing-hot center of her pussy. She sank down in a single, smooth motion, taking me full length, then grinding in slow, relentless circles that drove me absolutely fucking insane.

Keilani perched on the head of the bed, bracing herself with arms behind her, watching, hungry and patient, until Bella motioned her closer. Then it was Keilani’s turn: she slid up, straddled my chest, and presented herself, legs wide, pussy dripping for attention.

Bella’s command was clear: “Taste her while I ride. Show us how good you are with your mouth, West.”

I devoured Keilani’s pussy while Bella rode my cock, the sensation a double-brained overload of sweet, salty, bliss. Keilani’s thighs clamped around my ears, her moans vibrating through my skull as I tongued her hard, then soft, then hard again. All the while, Bella fucked herself on me, her breasts bouncing, sweat streaking her olive skin.

The women found their own rhythm, sometimes pinning me down, sometimes letting me take charge. It was a dance of psyche and flesh, no plays wasted.

At some point, they switched. Bella shifted off me, letting Keilani slide down and impale herself on my cock, her tightness wild, raw, greedy for every inch. She rode me with an athlete’s precision, controlling the angle, the depth, her pussy milking me in a way that made my vision blur.

Bella, not to be outdone, pressed her tits to my face, her hand guiding my mouth to her nipple. “Suck,” she whispered, and every nerve ending in my body caught fire.

Minute after minute, we kept swapping, sometimes Bella in command, slowly milking every pulse, sometimes Keilani slamming down, tits bouncing, hair wild, as she worked my cock like it was the main event.

At the height of it, Bella and Keilani locked eyes over me, smiled, and kissed, deep, hard, tongue-to-tongue, both hands roaming each other’s bodies even as they traded off who got to own me next.

The orgasm built slowly at first, a subtle quake threading up my spine, gathering at the base of my skull. I lost track of whose hands were whose, whose moans belonged to which mouth; all sensation became a synesthetic blur, taste and touch and sound inseparable. Bella’s body undulated above me, her olive skin slick with sweat, dark hair wild over her face as she rode my cock with the practiced flair of someone who’d made a science of pleasure. Every time I reached for her breasts, she leaned in to press them against my mouth, teasing her nipples over my lips until I sucked them hard enough to make her gasp and giggle all at once.

Keilani, meanwhile, knelt over my head, her thighs taut and trembling as I tongued her with everything I had, desperate for the salt and sweetness leaking from her. She gripped the headboard, her back arching, torso glistening gold under the bedside lamp. Every now and then she’d reach down, fingers threading through my hair, tugging my face up closer as if she could pull my tongue an extra inch into her.

They were a study in contrast: Bella, all lush curves and feline grace, hips moving in slow, controlled circles that wrung every sensation from my cock; Keilani, a lean, muscled athlete, thighs flexing around my face as she ground herself against my tongue, her voice a hoarse, open-throated cry whenever I found a new angle or rhythm.

The two of them worked in tandem, tag-teaming me, climbing each other’s bodies, switching positions whenever the mood struck. Once, Keilani slid down, lips slick with her own arousal, and kissed Bella deep, sharing the taste. Bella moaned, pressing her forehead to Keilani’s, their hands locked as they rocked together in perfect synchrony. The sight alone almost finished me, but Bella sensed my edge and pulled back, leaving me gasping.

“Not yet, baby,” she whispered, dragging her nails down my chest. “You wait for us.”

Keilani grinned, wicked, and threw a leg over me, straddling my face again. “Bet you can’t hold it,” she taunted, but she was panting so hard I knew she was close, too.

I redoubled my efforts, tongue lashing and circling, alternately gentle and fierce, every gasp and shudder from Keilani fueling my own need. Beneath the surface, I could feel Bella’s pussy getting even tighter, her walls fluttering with every bounce of her hips.

The pressure inside me mounted, a tidal force threatening to snap every muscle in my body. Bella leaned forward, bracing herself on her palms, her breasts dangling just out of reach as she rode me faster. Keilani, shaking now, grabbed Bella by the ass and pulled her closer, mashing their bodies together. With a sudden, desperate hunger, Bella captured Keilani’s mouth in a kiss, devouring her sounds as they both peaked at the same time.

That was the breaking point. The image of these two, locked together above me, their bodies fused in sweat and hunger, unleashed everything. The orgasm hit like an earthquake, no warning, all violence. I thrust up into Bella, filling her so deep I thought we might merge, my whole body shaking as I emptied into her. She milked me for every drop, hips grinding and shuddering, her pussy pulsing around my cock as if it would never let go.

Bella’s eyes rolled back, mouth open in a silent scream, and she collapsed forward, mashing Keilani’s chest against mine. Keilani was still coming, riding my tongue, her cries muffled by Bella’s hair as the aftershocks rippled through her.

For a moment, we formed a sculpture, three bodies frozen in the aftermath, every muscle clenching, every nerve ending lit up. Then the wave crested, and all of us crashed down together, sliding into a sticky, gasping heap.

Bella didn’t stop moving, not right away. She kept rolling her hips, slow and greedy, drawing out every last spark of sensation from us both. Keilani, shaking with post-orgasmic tremors, clutched my head between her hands, her lips finding mine, tasting herself as she kissed me, long and languorous.

Bella caught her breath, then reached up and tangled her fingers in Keilani’s hair, pulling her in for another kiss, soft this time, teasing, almost tender. The two of them pressed together, heat radiating off their bodies like a furnace, their sweat mixing with mine, the taste of salt and sex sharp on every inch of skin.

Eventually, Bella slid off my lap, legs giving way, and flopped onto the bed beside us, laughing breathlessly.

“You survived,” she said, voice slurred with exhaustion and satisfaction.

Keilani slumped down next to me, her head on my chest, a hand tracing lazy circles over my stomach. “I’d say he more than survived,” she said, grinning up at me. “He killed it.”

I tried to speak, but nothing came out but a croak. I just held them both, one in each arm, their bodies so different but equally perfect. We lay there for a while, the three of us, catching our breath, hearts pounding in sync.

For a second, I worried the moment would break, that reality would sneak in with its awkwardness or guilt or the weight of tomorrow. But all I felt was relief, and a bone-deep sense of belonging, of being exactly where I was meant to be.

For a while, we just lay there, not moving, skin cooling in the breeze from the cracked window. Bella curled into my left side, face buried in my shoulder, thigh thrown across my lap. Keilani pressed into my right, hand around my waist, nuzzling her cheek into the crook of my arm.

Nobody spoke. There was nothing to say; every bit of truth was painted on our bodies, in the tender aftershocks, in the way we clung to each other even after the finish line was crossed.

I could have stayed there forever.

But, of course, the universe had other plans.

My phone lit up. First a single vibration, then a cascade of notifications, the screen so bright it hurt in the dark.

First Summer:

“Are you up? I really need to talk.”

Then Victoria, the text as chilly as her stare at the bar but no less urgent:

“If you are awake, I need a minute. Please.”

Aria, pure FOMO:

“Don’t tell me the night is over before we even got started. Still up? ;)”

And Sam:

“Hey, Golden Boy… miss me yet? I want to see you.”

All at once, every axis of my life demanded attention.

I stared at the screen, dizzy, the weight of it settling around me. Two beautiful women lay tangled on either side, their bodies flush with mine, maybe the happiest I’d ever been.

And yet hunger called, from every direction. The girls in my bed, the ones blowing up my phone, the world outside that couldn’t wait to see the next round.

For the first time, I realized, maybe I wasn’t riding the current anymore.

Maybe I was the current.

I let the phone drop, exhaled, and let Bella and Keilani curl tighter, the memory of tonight burning in my blood.

Tomorrow would be a new game, and King Donovan was wide fucking awake.


Breaking Point


The cliff house had settled into its usual quiet, the ghosts of yesterday’s hookup with Bella and Keilani long faded. I’d spent the day shooting waves at Mavericks, then cleaning my lenses until sunset. By the time the knock sounded on the front door, hard and sharp, I was halfway through a beer and scrolling through the day’s shots, the silence broken only by the thump of distant waves and the click of my laptop keys.

I opened the door, not expecting anyone. The night was cool, ocean wind rolling straight off the cliffs and flinging the salt in your face, but Summer stood there like she barely felt it. Her cheeks were streaked raw, eyes red, but dry now, like the tears had finished fighting her a mile ago. The GCU warm-up jacket was zipped to her throat, and her hair was yanked back into a high ponytail, the kind she wore on training days when there was no room for error.

She didn’t wait for permission, just stepped inside the second I pulled the door wider.

For a second, Summer hovered in the entryway, jacket white and gold, shoulders squared. The windows behind her framed pure drama: dark sea, moonlight spraying silver across angry water. If it had been a movie, you’d expect a swell of strings, or maybe a disaster warning.

Instead, all I heard was her breath, sharp, controlled, and the whisper of the door closing behind.

I didn’t fill the silence. I didn’t have to.

Summer moved to the living room, never looking away from the view, then planted herself in the middle of the woven rug. She spread her legs just a little for balance, like she might have to dive at any second.

Her hands fisted at her sides.

That’s when she spoke.

“My coach pulled me in after practice,” she said, voice steady but flat. “Didn’t even wait for the locker room. Just stopped me in front of everyone and read off a list of my stats, dives, angles, speeds, drops, all of it. Not just today’s, but the last three weeks.” Summer’s jaw twitched as she blew out a slow breath. “He wanted to know what the hell was going on with me. Asked if I was distracted, sick, or just done competing.”

She pivoted to face me, arms tight across her chest, eyes glinting like challenge coins.

“And the answer is, I am distracted. It’s you. Not just you. But—yes. You’re in my head when I’m on the board. I’m thinking about when I’m going to see you next instead of my entry angle. I’ve been doing this since I was seven years old and I have never, not once, lost focus like this.”

The words hung, dangerous and sharp.

Her lips pressed tight.

After a second, she added, barely above a whisper: “And I can’t make myself stay away from you.”

I didn’t try a joke, didn’t offer the classic Donovan smile.

I crossed the room and stood right in front of her, our bodies almost touching, her heat radiating in the ocean-cold air.

She didn’t look away. Her chin came up, eyelashes trembling, but she let me see the whole mess, the pride and the fear and the hunger.

It hit me harder than I expected.

Maybe it was the rawness, maybe the fact that Summer looked at me like I was the only thing in the room, the only safe place she’d ever known.

I reached for her, slow, letting her have the out if she wanted.

She didn’t flinch.

My hands landed on her shoulders, thumbs stroking along the bunched muscle at her neck.

She sagged, just a little, and for the first time since she’d walked in, Summer exhaled for real.

The sound was a confession.

She leaned forward and buried her face in my chest, hands clutching at my shirt like a life raft.

We stood there, swaying, the world collapsing down to our breathing and the relentless growl of the ocean outside.

I ran my palm up her back, found the ridge of tension at her spine, then massaged slow circles. She was shaking, not from cold, but from whatever storm she’d just barely survived.

After a minute, her words found me through the cotton of my shirt.

“I don’t know how to do this. I don’t know how to be this weak, this…off-balance.” Her voice was shredded around the edges. “I’ve spent my whole life avoiding distractions. Never let anyone get close, because I knew it would mess up the dream. But with you, it’s not a distraction, it’s like I finally want something that isn’t just a medal, or a number, or a gold star.”

She raised her head then, and the way she looked at me nearly dragged me under.

“I want you. Even if it screws everything up.”

If desire was a muscle, mine went tight as a bowstring.

I brushed a thumb under her eye, wiping the last salt track away.

“What if it makes everything better?” I asked, barely trusting myself to say it.

Summer gave a ragged laugh, but there was hope in it, somewhere.

She moved, jerky and desperate, and kissed me.

Not the glossy, in-control Summer from the highlight reels, not even the Summer who could own a room with a smirk.

This was raw and wild, her lips searching, her hands digging into my arms with nothing held back.

I let her have it, every ounce, every shiver.

She needed to know this was safe, that I was safe, even if the whole rest of her world was coming apart.

Her hands found the zipper on my shirt, yanked it down, and ran hot lines over my chest. She moved like she couldn’t get close enough, but there was a sweetness to the slow grind of her hips against mine, a searching, almost-aching need.

For a while, we just stood there, kissing, holding, the two of us tangled in the middle of a storm only we could see.

Slowly, the urgency shifted from panic to need.

She pulled her jacket off, tossed it on the couch, then touched her fingertips to the hem of her t-shirt.

I caught her wrist, just for a second.

“You sure?” I murmured.

Summer looked at me, head shaking, eyes liquid blue, no hesitation.

“I’m so sure. Please, West. I just want you. Only you. No performing, no perfect scores, just…this.”

That’s what did it.

We undressed each other slow, nothing fancy, nothing cute. Just the sound of ocean, our breath, the thump of hearts that finally got to want something.

When her shirt came off, I saw the marks where her swimsuit had pressed into her skin, red and fresh. The idea that I was the first thing she’d run to, before even cooling down from the pool, made me dizzy.

I peeled the rest off. Bra, shorts, then the practical training underwear she wore under the gear. Even stripped down, Summer didn’t lose her strength; it just shifted, deepened.

Just looking at her there, naked and radiant in the shifting half-light, made my head spin so hard I nearly lost my footing. Her golden hair spilled loose from its braid in bright strands, framing those wild blue eyes that burned hot and deep, straight through me. Beautiful? That word wasn’t close; she was arresting, disarming, impossible to catalog in any way that didn’t feel like a massive understatement.

Her breasts were big and unapologetically perfect, jostling with every breath—the kind of tits sculpted by fever dreams, crowned with tight pink nipples begging to be tasted. And that ass, round and high and smooth as polished marble. Every time I saw her like this, stripped bare and close enough to touch, I felt like my lungs forgot how to work. She was built for sin, every molecule arranged exactly right to make me ache.

She undressed me the same way, fingers trembling but determined, not even pretending to tease when she yanked down my jeans and boxers.

She touched me, stroked my cock until it went hard in her palm, then looked up, grinning through the pain.

“Good to see I’m not the only one distracted.”

I laughed into her mouth as I kissed her, and for a second, the whole world felt easy.

I lifted her, hands under her ass, and she wrapped her legs around me, bare pussy pressed to my abs. I carried her to the bedroom, not bothering with lights, every step mapped by the glow of outside, the flicker of ocean on the ceiling.

We collapsed onto the bed, a tangle of limbs and want.

But it wasn’t fast, and it wasn’t for show.

We took our time, kissing, touching, letting the heat build slow and dangerous.

Summer traced every inch of my body, pausing to memorize scars, freckles, the line of my jaw. She touched my chest, my arms, my face, as if she was cataloguing proof that I was real.

When I dipped down to kiss her tits, she moaned, but it was softer than usual, less a dare and more a thank-you. Her nipples pebbled under my tongue, and I heard her breath hitch, the shudder of honesty running through her.

She squeezed me between her thighs, trapping my cock against her heat, but didn’t rush the angle.

We kissed, side by side, hands never not touching, mouths always searching.

I slid my fingers between her legs, and she opened, greedy but open, letting me feel how slick and ready she was. The moment I stroked her clit, she went boneless, eyes rolling back, a low whimper escaping.

“West…” she whispered. “I’m not going to last if you keep that up.”

I stopped, but not to tease.

I lined myself up, her legs hooked tight behind my back, and the head of my cock found her heat the way a compass finds true north, inevitable, predestined, no detours or second guesses. We were simply made for each other.

She was wet, so fucking slick, and the first gentle press slid me in halfway, her body opening in a slow, greedy pulse. Summer gasped, a caught inhale that vibrated right through me, and then she broke into a smile, wide and radiant even in the dark, like the pleasure was so surprising it had to be shared right then and there.

“Holy shit,” she whispered, then bit down on her knuckle to keep from laughing, the sound a mix of wonder and disbelief.

My hips pressed forward, and the rest of me sank inside, inch by inch, until I was buried to the root. She clutched at my shoulders, holding on as if the world was about to shake us both apart. I could feel her everywhere, the tight, rhythmic flex of her pussy, the shudder in her abs, the heat at her core, but also the way her whole body locked around mine like she’d been missing this, missing me, for a thousand years and had only just now remembered how to breathe.

I moved slow, fighting every instinct to pound and claim. With Summer, there was always an urge to conquer, to outdo, to impress. It was her default mode, and mine, when we were together, two engines revving louder by the minute. But this wasn’t that. This was deliberate, intentional, the kind of sex that doesn’t bother with a time limit because you never want the clock to run out. I started with long, easy strokes, dragging out each withdrawal until she begged with her eyes for more, then pushing back in, slow enough for both of us to feel every ripple, every shift, every muscle spasm.

Her hands found my face, then my hair, then my neck. She held me close, pulling my mouth to hers, kissing with a kind of hungry restraint, lips pressed together, tongues flicking, but always returning to soft, open-mouthed breaths. In the spaces between kisses, she’d whisper my name, or just make a sound, a half-formed word that turned into a moan before it ever made sense. I wanted to memorize every one.

We rolled a little, side by side on the bed, her thigh slung over my hip, her heel digging into the small of my back to keep me close. I reached down, wrapped an arm under her ass, and pulled her tighter to me, letting her set the angle, the depth, the pace. The fit was magic. Every push in, her body grabbed at me, a velvet vise. Every pull back, she bucked her hips, hips chasing, like she couldn’t stand even a second of empty space.

It’s a dangerous thing, to be this known. I thought I’d seen Summer at every angle, on a podium, upside-down in the air, in a kitchen at two a.m. eating cold pizza, but here, now, she was raw in a way that had nothing to do with skill or victory. She let me see all the parts she kept hidden: the part that wanted to be held, the part that wanted to be wanted, the part that didn’t need to perform for anyone but herself.

She said my name again, softer this time, a question inside a prayer.

“West—”

“Yeah, babe.”

She smiled, eyes a little glassy, and kissed me again. Then she started to move, slow at first, then building as the pleasure took over. We rocked together, finding a new rhythm, something private and unrepeatable.

I lost time, lost language, lost everything but the sensation of her around me, the way her body shook when I hit the right spot, the way she’d gasp and squeeze and dig her nails into my shoulder blades. The sounds she made, half-sigh, half-sob, drove me higher and higher, but I didn’t want to finish, not yet, not when it felt this rare, this dangerous, this perfect.

She clamped down at one point, thighs iron, pussy fluttering, and her whole body went rigid. She came hard, biting my shoulder to keep from screaming, the vibration of her orgasm almost knocking me out of my own skin. The gush of her, the heat, the smell of sweat and sex and chlorine clinging to her hair — I lost it. Nearly blacked out, the pulse in my balls so intense I couldn’t even see straight. I finished inside her, the first rope of come making her shiver again, then another and another until I was spent, drained, emptied out in the best way.

We stayed like that, not moving, barely breathing, her head pressed to my chest and my arms wrapped all the way around her. The only sounds were the ocean, the wind, and our hearts pounding out the last of the adrenaline.

After a while, she rolled onto her side, dragging me with her, and buried her face in my neck. Her hair was wild, still damp at the ends, and it smelled like salt and shampoo. I kissed the top of her head, then her cheek, then her jaw, just to prove she was real and still here.

I could feel her smile against my throat.

We didn’t talk for a long time. There was no need.

She traced little circles on my ribs, dragging her fingernails along my skin in absentminded patterns. I let my hands wander too, stroking the curve of her back, the dip of her waist, the perfect roundness of her ass. We fit together like puzzle pieces, her body tucked into mine, our legs tangled, every part of us touching.

Eventually, she broke the silence.

“I’ve never done that before,” she said, voice muffled but clear.

“Done what?”

She hesitated, then: “Let someone in like that. Had it be…more. More than just sex.”

I wanted to laugh, to tell her it was always more with us, but I understood what she meant. There were times with Summer when it wasn’t about medals or status or even lust; it was about filling some emptiness neither of us wanted to admit we had.

I squeezed her close, nuzzling my nose into her hair.

“Me neither,” I said, and meant it.

The next minute, she shifted, propping herself up on an elbow to look at me. Her face was open, unguarded, and I could see the weight she carried, the endless internal monologue of goals and obligations and expectations, finally quiet for a second.

She traced a finger down my chest, right over my heart.

“You know this is going to wreck me, right?” she said, a small laugh behind the words.

“It’s mutual destruction,” I said. “If we’re going down, at least we’re doing it together.”

She grinned, then leaned in and kissed me again, slow, a promise and a warning at the same time.

We stayed that way, arms and legs and hearts knotted together, while the wind battered the glass and the ocean sang its warnings beyond the cliffs.

For a long time, we just lay there, not talking.

Her fingers traced circles on my chest. I stroked her back, kissing the top of her head.

She fit there, perfectly, like she’d never belonged anywhere else.

And when the words finally came, whispered into the dark, they weren’t dramatic. They weren’t planned.

But they were true.

“I love you,” she said, voice so soft it almost vanished in the surf.

“I love you, too,” I answered, because for once, not saying it would’ve been the biggest lie I’d ever told.

She smiled, kissed me, then tucked her head under my chin.

And just like that, the noise faded.

Her mind, and mine, finally quiet.

The bed was a wreck, the windows open.

Moonlight crawled across her bare shoulder, and the room filled with the hush of ocean and the pulse of something new.

It was reckless. It was terrifying.

But it was the only thing that didn’t feel like a distraction.

It felt like coming home.

***

Sex with Summer had always been fireworks, but this time, it felt like waking up from a fever dream, every sense crystal clear, every second more real than anything that came before.

We lay tangled in the mess of my rumpled sheets, her thighs pressed to mine, sweat drying on our skin. The air was full of ocean, cool and salt-heavy, the curtains breathing in and out with every gust. I couldn’t remember when I’d last felt this raw, not just physically, but emotionally, like someone had torn up the script and made us improvise with nothing but instinct.

Summer rolled onto her side, her breasts mashed against my chest, cheek resting just below my jaw. She didn’t say a word. Her fingers traced lazy, aimless shapes on my ribs, sometimes dipping lower, sometimes catching a shiver of aftershock that ran all the way through us both.

I couldn’t look away.

If I’d ever doubted how much I wanted her, this was the proof: the wild gold tangle of her hair, the streaks of dried tears across her cheekbones, the way her nipples still peaked from the leftover chill. She didn’t bother to hide the flush or the marks I’d left on her neck, and the effect was pure, unfiltered want.

Usually, there was a dance, who would make the first move, who would break eye contact, who would dare to talk about what came next.

Tonight, Summer didn’t wait for me to make the call.

She slid on top, knees bracketing my hips, hair a mess but her eyes clear and bold. She stared right into me, not searching for answers, just making sure I saw the whole, unguarded package.

Her hand wrapped around my cock, warm, gentle, and insistent. She stroked once, then twice, coaxing it back to full hardness. But the move wasn’t a power play or a tease, it was a promise.

She lined me up, then sank onto my cock, slow and deliberate, taking every inch as if she wanted to memorize the path.

Her pussy was so wet, so ready, but the way she moved was different. No frantic bouncing, no highlight-reel domination. Just that perfect glide, her body rocking in slow, perfect circles.

I grabbed her hips, steadying her. She locked her hands behind my neck, and instead of going for the dramatic, she leaned in and kissed me, soft, grateful, almost reverent.

We set a rhythm that was nothing like what you’d find online. It was honest, hungry, but built for endurance. Every time I bottomed out, her eyes fluttered closed and she let out a sound that was more relief than performance.

I held her, one arm around her waist, the other trailing up her back, fingers tracing the line of her spine. She moved with me, our bodies so synced I could feel the echo of every heartbeat in the way her cunt gripped my dick.

At one point, Summer braced herself upright, tits swaying, sweat tracing lines down her abs. She let her head tilt back, lips parted, a shiver racking her as she rode me in deep, slow strokes.

Her hands found mine, lacing our fingers together, pinning them on either side of my head. The move was so fucking intimate it made my own pulse go wild, the need almost painful.

She didn’t bother with dirty talk or chase the perfect angle. Every time we locked eyes, it was like she was telling me everything she couldn’t say out loud.

I wanted to say something witty, or at least smart, but the words got stuck in my throat.

Instead I just watched her ride, every muscle in her body flexing and relaxing, sweat gleaming on her tan skin. The way her tits bounced, the way her stomach clenched every time my cock found the deepest spot, the way she never looked away.

Even the noises were different. Instead of the wild, feral moans, it was softer, little gasps, shaky breaths, sometimes just my name, like a prayer.

I lost count of how many minutes passed.

There was no rush, no performance.

We just…fit.

Eventually, I needed to taste her again.

I pulled her down, rolled her onto her back, and moved between her legs.

She exhaled, a pure surrender, and opened for me, her pussy glistening in the blue light, thigh muscles quivering with anticipation.

I licked her slowly, savoring the slightly tangy taste, the shudders that ran through her every time I teased her clit.

She grabbed my head, holding on, not to take charge but to keep herself from flying apart.

When I slid my cock back inside, it was like coming home.

Her body arched up, meeting mine, her mouth finding my neck, then my lips.

I fucked her slow, deep, both arms wrapped around her, so close I could barely tell us apart.

I could tell she was close by the way her pussy gripped me, tight and pulsing, her whole body straining to hold the moment.

This time, when her orgasm hit, she clamped both legs around my waist, her hands locked in my hair, mouth open but silent.

It was the kind of climax that left you shaking, desperate, and then completely content.

I followed close behind, pumping into her with a need I hadn’t known existed.

The finish was almost violent inside me, but all that came out was a soft, unguarded gasp.

After, I collapsed onto her, the two of us sticky, spent, not wanting to risk moving in case the spell snapped.

But it didn’t.

We lay there, catching our breath. The only sounds were ocean, curtain, and the echo of what we’d just done.

She stroked my back, lazy, sometimes stopping to press random kisses to my shoulder or jaw.

I traced the line of her ribs, memorizing every detail, the way her skin felt under my hands, the way her nipples still begged for attention even after all that.

Neither of us talked.

There wasn’t a thing left to say.

Eventually, Summer rolled so her back was pressed to my chest, my arm across her waist, our bodies welded together by sweat and cum.

The windows were still open, night wind swirling through the house, carrying the sound of surf and the cold that made our skin prickle.

I buried my face in her neck and inhaled, drowning in the vanilla and salt, the proof that she was there and she was real.

Maybe it was the darkness, maybe it was the aftermath, but when the words came for the second time that night, “I love you”, it sounded different.

Like it meant something even deeper than those three words could convey.

She squeezed my arm, not letting go.

“I love you, West,” she whispered.

I didn’t hold back.

“I love you too, Sunshine,” I said into her hair. “Always have.”

The silence that landed after was anything but empty.

It pulsed, alive, every heartbeat a white-hot echo of what we’d just done.

The breeze flickered the curtain. The ocean growled. The sweat dried and the need settled, but the connection hung in the air like perfume.

We stayed like that, anchored.

If there was a before and after, this was it.

No doubts, no drama, just truth.

She shivered once, then curled tighter into me, her breath slow and even.

I held her as long as I could, memorizing every inch, every sigh, the weight of her leg slung over mine.

The night didn’t offer answers.

But it didn’t ask questions, either.

Just let us drift, together, in the mess of tangled sheets and perfect honesty.

For once, that was enough.

***

For a long while, we didn’t talk.

Summer draped herself boneless across my chest, her leg hooked over my thigh, hair sprawled across the pillow in a halo of sweat, seawater, and maybe tears. The only light was the spill from the window, all silver and blue, and the quiet churn of the Pacific.

It was Summer who broke the silence.

She stared up at the ceiling, eyes fixed, tongue caught between her teeth like she was planning a ten-meter dive.

“Can I ask you something?” she said quietly.

“Anything.”

She hesitated, a beat, then: “Without it turning into, like, a whole thing?”

I laughed, more fond than amused. “Promise.”

Summer’s breath caught, and for a second, I thought she might drop it.

But she didn’t.

“Victoria.” She said the name first, a test balloon. “And Bella, Sam, and probably a couple more. Are you… I mean, I know about Skylar and Keilani and even Reese probably, but—” She shook her head, frustrated with herself. “I just want to know if I’m competing, or if this is just…how it is.”

It wasn’t an accusation, not even close. More like she needed the question out of her head so she could breathe.

I took a second, turning the words over, watching the movement of her chest, the curve of her hip as she half-twisted toward me.

She waited, unblinking, giving me every chance to spin it.

But I didn’t.

“They’re in my life, yeah,” I said, not hiding. “Victoria and I have history. Bella, she’s new but we had an instant connection. We’ve hooked up, and we might again. But this…what’s happening right now? It’s not the same. None of them are you, Summer. You’re the first person I’ve ever truly loved.”

She huffed, squeezing my wrist in silent thanks.

“I don’t think I’m even jealous, exactly,” she said after a pause. “That’s the weird part. It’s more like—FOMO? Which is insane.”

I frowned, then laughed. “That’s not insane.”

She sat up, abrupt, the sheet pooling in her lap and baring her tits in the blue-black glow from outside.

“No, it is. Totally insane. I mean, look at me, I’m in your bed, asking you questions about other girls after we shared Zoe in the storage closet, not even judging myself. But the thought of you kissing Victoria at a party makes my brain short-circuit.” She ran a hand through her hair, frustrated and honest. “It’s not even the sex. It’s that I hate not being with you. I hate…how my brain goes quiet when it’s just us. Nothing else does that for me. No amount of medals, nothing. When I know I have a place in your life, in your heart, it’s like I can breathe.”

She looked over, eyes huge, voice going soft.

“Does that make sense?”

I reached for her hand, lacing our fingers together.

I kept my voice steady, gentle, just for her. “It makes perfect sense,” I told her. “Let me make one thing clear. If anyone ever asked me to give you up, the answer would always be no. You’re my heart, Summer. You always have been.”

The tension in her shoulders faded, as if I’d taken some impossible weight from her. A shaky smile flickered across her lips. “You have no idea how relieved and happy that makes me.”

For a second, I just watched her, committing the moment to memory, the way her whole body seemed to let go of its fears at once, the way hope brightened her expression. I didn’t need to say more. She already knew.

I was about to elaborate, how much she meant to me, how rare she was, but her phone lit up on the nightstand, vibrating once, then again.

Tyler.

She stared at the screen, jaw locked.

It buzzed again, then again, like he’d keep calling until the phone wore out.

Summer closed her eyes, breathing steady, as if she’d practiced this script a hundred times.

The spell was broken, just like that.

Out there, the world wanted its piece.

But in here, with Summer’s hand in mine, nothing else mattered.

Not for one minute longer.

***

Summer checked her phone once more, then rolled out of bed in a single, practiced motion.

No drama. No fuss. Just a kind of athletic efficiency, like she’d trained her whole life for exits under pressure.

In the darkness, she found her clothes without even thinking about it, shorts, shirt, bra, the familiar bulk of her GCU warm-up jacket pulled tight over shivering muscle. She didn’t fumble, didn’t lose a second.

She moved to the edge of the bed and stood there, half in shadow, hair back in its strict ponytail, every ounce the All-American diver, except for the rawness around her eyes and the way her cheeks still glowed from what we’d just done.

For a moment, she just looked down at me, not quite smiling.

“I need to figure out what I want,” she said, voice clear even as her hands struggled with the zipper of her jacket. “Like…actually want. Diving has always been the answer to that question. It’s been the answer since I was a kid. And now there’s a version of the answer that might include you, and I don’t know how to hold both things yet, or if they even fit in the same future.”

She let the words land, heavy in the hush.

“I need to figure that out. Without using you as a place to hide from figuring it out.”

I nodded, not even pretending to disagree.

“That’s fair,” I said.

She let out a bitter laugh.

“I hate that it is.”

Before I could answer, she swooped in, capturing my mouth in a kiss that wasn’t rushed or desperate. It was slow, lingering, as if she needed to memorize every detail, taste, texture, the scrape of my stubble, the echo of the words we’d exchanged.

When she let go, there was a tremble in her exhale.

The phone buzzed again. Tyler, relentless.

Summer straightened, rolling her shoulders. She picked up the phone, hit accept, and pasted on the warmest voice I’d ever heard.

“Hey, Ty…I’m good, promise. Sorry I didn’t text, practice ran long and I needed air…yeah, I’m totally safe. I’m at West’s, just talking. No, not too late. I’ll head back soon, promise. Don’t wait up.”

She kept it light, pure Summer, gentle and golden. Whatever ache still lived behind her eyes didn’t touch the surface.

She slung her bag over her shoulder and headed for the door, every step measured, shoes barely making a sound on the hardwood.

At the threshold, she looked back, caught my eye, and smiled, real, soft, more honest than anything we’d said all night.

Then she slipped out, phone still to her ear, voice a fading dot of sunlight as she disappeared into the night.

I lay there, sweat cooling, head spinning, sheets twisted around my waist.

The room was so quiet I could hear my own pulse.

She was gone.

But the taste and truth of her lingered, impossible to shake.

Maybe that was the point.

***

For what felt like forever, I just listened.

Summer’s footsteps faded away, echoing down the cliff trail, first sharp on the wood, then soft and lost in the hush of the bluff and wind. The last I heard was the slam of the front gate, muffled by distance, then nothing except ocean, curtain, and my own pulse in my ears.

I didn’t move.

Didn’t want to.

The room felt huge and empty, the sheets still warm with her, the air stuck somewhere between perfume and salt, like she’d ghosted her way into the walls.

Her words kept looping:

My mind goes quiet when I’m with you.

Not “I want you,” not “I need you to fix it,” but something stranger and deeper. Like for once, I wasn’t just a story she told herself, or a contest she needed to win. I was the silence after the splash, the hush after the crowd goes home.

Had anyone ever given that to me?

I flashed through every name and face that had attached themselves to my story since landing at GCU. Victoria: status and chaos, all chess moves and hurricanes. Bella: obsession, charm, endless appetite. Aria: calculation wrapped in sweetness, the perfect shot always framed before I even lifted my camera. Sam: not just fireworks, but the burn after, the question of whether it was worth the risk. Even Keilani, Zoe, Olivia, Skylar, the wildcards, they all wanted something from me, and I wanted it right back, but it was a game, a volley, the fun of keeping score.

With Summer, there was no score. No label. Just this weird, floating space, like she’d hacked the program and left me blinking in the blue screen after.

I could pretend to sort her into the usual folders, compare what we had to the others.

But it would be bullshit.

She didn’t fit.

She was just…herself. The outlier. Maybe that’s why I couldn’t get her out of my head. Maybe that’s why, even after she’d left, I still felt her everywhere, in the way my muscles refused to unclench, in the chill the wind left crawling over my skin.

I got up, not really thinking about it, and padded barefoot to the window.

Outside, the cliff path was empty, poured in moonlight and moving shadows. I watched for her silhouette, but she was gone. Just the ocean now, rolling in, rolling out, not a single fuck given for my drama.

I braced both hands on the cold glass and watched the waves crash, watched the garden lights flicker in the wind, the white of the surf screaming for attention.

Inside, everything was silent, perfectly honest.

I didn’t bother hunting for clarity. Didn’t try to “fix” the feeling.

I just stood there, and let the night tell me what it wanted.

There weren’t any answers. Not the kind you could hold, or write down, or even say out loud.

But sometimes, that was enough.

Sometimes, the only truth was that nobody, even the so-called King, could see the end of the story from where they were standing.

Maybe Summer was right.

Her mind went quiet when she was here.

So did mine.

And that was the whole, inconvenient, perfect point.

I leaned my forehead against the glass and waited for the tide to turn.

Just long enough to make the moment real.

Then I let go, and let the ocean keep the secret.


Crossed Boundaries


Three days after Summer left with her heart in my hands, I was still curled in the battered Adirondack on my porch, laptop glowing like a lighthouse at my knees. The air was salt and sage, October-cool, and so quiet you could hear the white noise in your own head. I sat there scrolling through wave shots, liquid mercury, frozen moments, blue feathered with gold, trying to pretend that color correction mattered more than the ache behind my eyes.

It didn’t work. Every photo looked like a memory I was already screwing up.

The guilt, the confusion, it hit like a hangover that wouldn’t fade. Should loving Summer have felt that good, or that dangerous? Was I supposed to quit everything else, or did wanting more just mean I was broken from the start?

I was still stuck on an image of her naked shoulders in moonlight, the way her breath had quivered when she said the words nobody had ever braved before. “I love you.” Simple, world-ending. I’d told the truth back, and now I was supposed to know what came next.

If you thought that meant the drama would take a night off, you clearly didn’t go to GCU.

A low growl cut through the silence, the crunch of tires on the gravel drive. My head snapped up, all senses suddenly live. Headlights punched through the saltbush and lit up the porch, throwing my own silhouette against the siding like a mugshot.

Not a campus Uber, not a random hook-up. This was ten tons of imported confidence: Victoria’s signature SUV, high-dollar, all lines and attitude, prowling up the drive like it was about to buy the whole block.

She killed the engine but left the running lights on. I waited, watching. For once, no one hopped out of the other door; no entourage, no Olivia, nobody but the driver.

Victoria stepped out and the world righted itself on its axis, except it didn’t, not really.

Maybe it was the hair, down, wild, streaming instead of coiled into siege-mode perfection. Maybe it was the way her blazer and blouse, both immaculate, suddenly looked like two sizes too stiff for her bones. Or maybe it was the way she hesitated, half-in, half-out of the car, like she needed to talk herself into this before she could even move.

When she made it up the steps, she didn’t give me the queen smile. Not even close.

She just stared, eyes reflecting porch light, skin pale, lips barely holding formation.

She didn’t offer a handshake, or a hug. Instead, three clipped words.

“Are you alone?”

The question hit with enough voltage to wake the gulls out on the point.

I blinked, sat up straighter. “Yeah. Just me. You want to come in?”

She hesitated, a beat, and then the tension in her shoulders bled out, like I’d just turned off the last klaxon in her head.

“Thank God,” Victoria said, voice cracked around the edges. “If I had to see one more person tonight, I think I’d go full Carrie on Greek Row.”

That got a half-smile out of me. I held the door open, and she brushed past, immediately pacing like the hardwood was a treadmill and she was chasing world records.

Inside, the air was all dark wood, lemon polish, and the faintest scent of drying surf gear. It should have felt like neutral ground, but Victoria prowled the living room as if every square foot might explode.

She barely glanced at the vintage cameras, the scatter of photo prints, even the work-in-progress on my screen.

Instead, she asked, “Did you see the Greek Council feed?” Her tone was casual, like maybe this was why she was here.

I shrugged. “I’ve been off my phone. Miss something?”

Victoria’s laugh was hollow. “Just a minor coup attempt. You know, normal election-year shenanigans.” She kept pacing, stopping to stare at the moonlit yard, then doubling back as if she could outwalk her own nerves.

I watched her. Every move was polished, but nothing about it was graceful tonight. The Queen had lost her crown, or at least the instructions for how to wear it.

She circled back, leaned on the table, fingers splayed. “You want the gory details?”

“I’m all ears,” I said.

She took a breath, steady enough to pass for calm, but her tongue caught on the words at first.

“There’s this junior.” She spat the word like it was an infection. “Legacy family, cousin of national leadership. She came at me tonight, full assembly, said the house was being mismanaged, priorities skewed, that I was treating sorority as my ‘personal brand play’ not a sisterhood. Oh, and that I’ve been distracted by a ‘certain photogenic surf team transfer’ to the point of negligence.”

She slammed a hand on the table, but the impact was only loud in intent.

“And here’s the best part: she had receipts. Every event I missed, every committee I re-prioritized, every social where I apparently didn’t ‘show up.’”

I let the silence settle, let her keep control of the steering wheel.

After a second, she snort-laughed, dark and quiet. “I should have seen it coming. She’s been collecting data like a hedge fund manager. I just thought having Olivia in the room would keep things from getting ugly.”

The name landed with a thud.

I knew the backstory, Victoria and Olivia, always together, always orchestrating, but I waited, let Victoria shape the narrative.

She closed her eyes, fingers pressing her forehead like she could squeeze the worst of it out through her skull.

“Olivia didn’t back me. She didn’t side against me, either. She went…neutral. Sat there and let them toss me on the pyre. The girl who’s had my back since freshman orientation decided to play Switzerland, on the record.”

That was the real wound.

Victoria paced again, nervous energy spooling out.

She dropped onto the couch, gaze wild, body still wired as if the fight was ongoing. “Do you know how exhausting it is?” The words came out lower now, softer, with just a tick of wobble at the edge. “Maintaining this…perfect image, every second of every day? Never showing weakness, never letting anyone see you sweat, never admitting you don’t know the next play?”

I sat on the arm of the opposite chair, leaned in, just close enough to let her know she had my attention, but not so close she’d feel cornered.

Had I ever cared about appearances? Not once. Being comfortable in my own skin had always meant more than chasing after some impossible ideal. But Vic was wired differently. Just because I’d never bothered with perfect hair or flawless faces didn’t mean her struggle was any less real. She wore it every day, the pressure to measure up—a weight she couldn’t set down, even for a minute.

“I would imagine it’s a heavy burden,” I said, picturing the way she braced herself whenever she caught her reflection. No one saw it but me: the way her shoulders tensed, the flicker of doubt in her eyes. I’d never had to live with that. Vic did, and that mattered.

She let out a shaky breath. “I thought that’s what power was. You hold it, you flaunt it, and nobody gets close enough to see the cracks. But tonight? It was like…I was made of glass, and everyone decided to throw stones.”

An uneasy quiet hung in the room, sharp as the moment before a glass tips from the edge of a table and shatters. You could feel it in the way Vic didn’t move, in the tight grip she had on not falling apart. “I’m sorry, Vic. That really fucking sucks.”

“I’m not just the campus queen, you know.” Victoria’s voice was still low, but steadier now. “I’m double-majoring. Business, political science. I’ve mapped out every semester for the next four years. Law school, but not just to practice, corporate, then public office. The sorority isn’t even about friendship or parties, not really. It’s networking, branding, resume architecture. Everything is a chessboard, West. Every move, every handshake, every stupid ‘house tradition.’ I don’t even like most of the people I’m supposed to protect.”

The confession hung between us, raw and weirdly beautiful.

She shrugged, then smiled, tiny and bitter. “But I still want to win. Not because I care about the trophy, but because without it, I don’t know what any of the other sacrifices were for.”

I let the words rattle around. For once, it wasn’t about sex, or games, or even the chase.

It was just a girl with too much gravity, and no one left to lean on.

I tried for levity, just to break the tension.

“Sounds like you’re running for governor, not Greek Row President.”

She actually laughed, short and real this time. “Don’t start. I’ve had that speech written since I was twelve.”

I crossed the distance, offering nothing but presence.

“Do you want advice, or just a witness?”

Victoria looked up, her lashes wet and dark, but her posture still perfect. She actually considered it.

“Just this. Just…not having to front, even for five minutes.” She wiped her cheek, caught herself, then kept going. “I can’t show this to anyone, West. Not my parents. Not my sisters. Definitely not Olivia. But I can show you.”

She looked down, then back at me, an unfamiliar vulnerability flickering in her eyes.

“I don’t know what that means, or why you. But that’s where I am.”

The moment stretched, so honest it made my own chest ache.

I wanted to tell her it was fine, that nobody cared about one bad night, that Summer’s world-shaking flaws and rawness were what made me love her. But I knew that wasn’t what Victoria needed.

She needed to be allowed a moment off the throne, no judgment, no lecture.

So that’s what I gave her.

Victoria took a breath, finally letting the mask drop, just for a second.

She was softer, smaller, but no less impressive.

And, fuck if I didn’t want to see her like this again.

The room pulsed with the echo of everything admitted and the shadows of everything still left unsaid.

When she spoke again, it was lighter, a little closer to the queen I was used to.

“Can I make a weird request?”

“I’m basically a vending machine for weird. Go for it,” I said.

She grinned, the effect more intimate in the absence of all her usual social armor.

“Walk with me?” she asked. “I used to walk the beach with my dad when stuff went nuclear at home. It always helped. If you’re up for it.”

I stood, grabbed my hoodie from the hook, and offered her my arm.

“If the ocean can’t fix it, nothing will.”

Victoria laughed, full and clear, the fog around her lightening.

“I believe that. Lead the way, King Donovan.”

We stepped out into the night, the beach waiting, all the old rules left behind in the hush of the living room.

Whatever this was, the next round promised to be nothing like the last.

***

The sand below the house was silvered by the moon, every footstep a soft crunch, the night thick with the hush of Pacific and the distant pulse of city lights. We didn’t rush. If anything, the night seemed to lean in around us, slowing time, making it okay to breathe again.

Victoria walked beside me, not ahead, not behind, close enough I could hear the catch in her breath every time a wave slammed the shore. There was a sort of fragile grace to her tonight: a queen out of uniform, lines and edges blurred by night, her hair still wild, the wind whipping it into her eyes every few steps.

For a while, we said nothing. The ocean did all the talking.

But when the houses faded away and only moonlight and shore stretched ahead, Victoria finally stopped, turned, and fixed me with a look that was nothing like her usual armor.

“My parents used to fight every night,” she said. She spoke it like an admission, barely above a whisper. “Not loud, not dramatic, just this constant cold war. The only way to survive was to be perfect. If I got straight A’s, did the pageants, nailed the interviews, stayed ahead of every threat…then maybe I could keep the peace. Or at least, I could disappear from the line of fire.”

I nodded, slow, not sure what to say, but knowing this was the most honest thing she’d ever given me.

Victoria kept walking, head down, hair streaming behind her. “You know, my first year at GCU, I thought I’d have a place, finally. A real shot at belonging. But instead it was just,” She gestured at the horizon. “Another game. Another way to prove I wasn’t weak. And maybe that’s why I hate failing so much. Because if I’m not queen, if I stop performing for even a day, there’s nothing left underneath.”

There was a catch in her voice that made my own skin prickle.

I reached for her hand. She didn’t pull away.

“If you stopped,” I said, “if you let the mask down, I think you’d be surprised what you find underneath. I know I was.”

She snorted, but it wasn’t mean. “You, West Donovan, are the only person on this campus who doesn’t want anything from me. Everyone else wants the crown, or the access, or the drama. You just…see me. Even when I don’t want to be seen.”

That felt like a compliment you could build a cathedral around.

We rounded the last bend, the bluffs blocking out the city, and the world went utterly quiet except for surf and the hammer of both our heartbeats.

She turned to face me, sudden and bold, but her eyes were full of terror.

“I don’t know how to do this,” she breathed. “I don’t know how to be anything but in control. But when I’m with you, I don’t want to control it. I just want to let go.”

The words set my blood on fire. I stepped closer, hands cupping her face.

She let me. Didn’t flinch, didn’t try to retake the advantage.

Our first kiss was so gentle it barely registered, just the press of mouth to mouth, a question hanging in the air between us. The second was deeper, her lips parting, her breath catching, the taste of gin and salt and something softer hidden beneath.

When I wrapped my arms around her, she melted against me. There was no performance, no angle, just the simple need to be held, to be wanted, not for the power, but for the person underneath.

Victoria’s hands ran up my chest, urgent but uncalculated. She clung to my shirt, pulling me closer, never letting her eyes drop from mine. The honesty in that gaze nearly dropped me to my knees.

Before either of us knew it, we were stumbling into the shadow of the cove, the wind blocked, the sand beneath our feet softer, looser, every step an escalation.

We never broke contact. My hands found her hips, then the small of her back, then slid down to cup her ass, high and tight and perfect under the skirt. Her body arched to fit mine, her thighs bracketing my own, and when I squeezed, she gasped, the sound loud in the hush of the cove.

She yanked at my hoodie, and I let it go, dropped it to the sand. My shirt followed, her fingers fumbling at the buttons, not caring about angles or even the thread count. I peeled her blazer from her shoulders, then her blouse, the silk whispering away, baring her skin to the moon.

God, but she was a vision. The kind of beauty that feels like a privilege to be in the same airspace with. Her breasts were spectacular, full and defiant, crowned with pale pink nipples already peaked from the ocean chill. The curve of her waist, the long, toned thighs, the kind of symmetry that could get you arrested in certain states.

But the face, her face, was the thing. All her shields were down, mouth soft, eyes wide and unguarded, her whole body humming with anticipation and just a touch of uncertainty.

I kissed her again, softer, my hands worshipping every inch of skin I could find. My mouth trailed down her throat, then lower, lingering over the curve of her breasts. I cupped them, squeezed, then took a nipple between my lips, sucking gently at first, then harder, enjoying the way her whole body shuddered under the attention.

She moaned, high and sharp, fingers twisting in my hair.

I kept going, refusing to rush. Tonight wasn’t about showmanship or conquest, it was about letting Victoria see what it was like to be cherished, to be held up as something rare and worth savoring.

I kissed down her belly, nipping at the soft flesh, then slid her skirt off, careful with the expensive fabric. Her panties were black, lacy, delicate. I pulled them down her legs, kissing each thigh as I went, and she stepped out of them, legs shaky.

She dropped to her knees, unfastened my jeans, and freed my cock with decisive hands. She didn’t go for dramatics, just wrapped her fingers around me, stroked once, slow, then took the tip into her mouth.

The sensation was electric, but different from before. There was a hunger in her, yes, but also a willingness to be present, no games, no choreography. She licked and sucked, sometimes glancing up with a half-smile, as if daring me to remember who was in charge.

But tonight, she wanted to give that up.

I let her work me for a few perfect minutes, her mouth hot and greedy, her hands caressing my balls, my thighs, anywhere she could reach. She let the spit run down, made a glorious mess of it, then finally pulled away, lips shiny in the moonlight.

“Now you,” she said, but the command was half-prayer.

She sprawled back, bracing on her elbows, legs wide. Her pussy was bare, glistening, folds parted and pink, the flavor of her sex already filling the air.

I dove in, tongue flat, licking up the length, savoring the first taste. She jerked, then melted, her hips writhing as I teased her clit, then dipped inside, then circled back, relentless.

Victoria was louder than I’d ever heard her. Every flick, every suck, every swirl of my tongue drove a new moan, a new plea. Her hands tangled in my hair, nails digging, but she never tried to control the pace, she just rode it, giving herself over to the sensation.

When my fingers joined the party, two inside her, curling just right, she came undone: a tremor in her thighs, a clamp of muscles around my tongue, a wordless cry that floated up and away on the salt wind. She shook, gasping, then sagged back, limbs loose, face dazed and open.

I crawled up her body, licked the sweat off her collarbone, then kissed her, giving her back the taste of her pleasure.

She kissed me with new hunger, rolling us so she was straddling my hips, her bare ass brushed clean by the sand, her tits jostling with every motion. Her cunt found my cock, lined it up, and sank down, inch by inch, until she was impaled and full, hips pressed tight.

For a second, we froze, just feeling the fit. Her pussy was like velvet, so hot and wet it nearly scrambled my brain. Victoria’s hands braced on my chest, her hair a wild halo, her eyes luminous with something close to awe.

She started to move, slow at first, rising and falling, grinding in small circles, milking every inch. The sensations were off the chart, but it was the look in her eyes that did me in: she was utterly, completely unguarded.

No mask, no ice, just pure, raw V.

She rode me like we were the last two people alive on a dying planet, hard, hungry, unfiltered, all her edges cutting and alive. Every bounce brought her tits up into the moonlight, the weight and momentum giving them this perfect, hypnotic swing, the nipples hard as glass and flushed pink from the night air. Each time she came down, there was this slap of skin, the sound deep and carnal, and her breath would catch and break into a sound so real it almost didn’t belong to either of us.

Those first few thrusts, she kept her eyes locked on mine, wild with something I’d never seen in her before. Maybe it was fear, or relief, or just the unfamiliar territory of not having the upper hand. But as she started to roll her hips, finding this rhythm that was all dirty confidence and burning need, something in her face changed. The act, the royalty, the politics all bled away and left her raw. She let me see it, let me see her, and I felt it in my bones.

She was lost in herself, and it was fucking beautiful.

I reached up, hands spanning her ribs, sliding up to her breasts, weighing them just to feel them fill my palms. She moaned louder, grinding down so hard I could feel her clit rub me with every motion, the pressure intense and slick, her pussy already dripping around me. I thumbed her nipples, first a gentle tease, then rougher, pinching until she gasped and clenched around my cock, her whole body shivering with the next wave.

She dug her hands into my hair, grabbing fistfuls, holding me captive while she ground harder, faster, building a tempo that was equal parts grace and ferocity. Every time she came down, her thighs slammed against my hips, strong and insistent, her ass tight and flexed. The sand slid under us, making us work for every inch, but neither of us cared about the mess, the chafing, the grit. It felt real, felt earned.

I lifted my hips to meet her, matching her pace, our bodies crashing together harder and harder. My hands roamed down to her ass, fingers digging in, guiding her, helping her find that angle where my cock hit just right. The noises she made, these deep, guttural vowels, half-words, lit up every nerve ending I had. The way she’d shut her eyes and then snap them open, staring me down like she was daring me to believe this was happening.

At some point she leaned forward, hair a wild curtain around our faces, and bit my shoulder. Not playfully, not for show, but out of some pure animal need to anchor herself against the force of what we were feeling. The pain lanced through me, sharp and clean, and I knew I couldn’t last much longer. I could feel myself swelling inside her, the need to release scratching at my willpower like a wild animal.

But I wanted her to go first. I needed her to fall apart in my arms, to feel what it was like not to be in control, just this once.

So I brought my hand down to where our bodies met, thumb finding her clit, rubbing in fast, tight circles, not letting up even as her body started to tremble. She tried to twist away from the sensation, too intense, but I held her firmly, pulled her down harder onto my cock, and worked her until she finally lost it.

Victoria’s whole body snapped rigid, her hands flying to brace against my chest. Her back arched so far I thought she’d snap in half, and her pussy squeezed so tight it felt like she might tear me off at the root. She let out this sound, not a scream, but a long, high wail, like she was exorcising something old and dark and finally letting it go. She shook, over and over, every pulse of her pussy milking me, trying to drag me over the edge with her.

I couldn’t hold out anymore. The sight of her coming, the heat and friction and wetness, the look of fragile surrender on her face, everything hit me all at once. My hands locked on her hips, and I fucked up into her, hard, deep, giving her every last inch. I shouted through clenched teeth, every muscle in my body straining, and I came, cock throbbing, releasing in a flood that made her cry out again, softer this time, like she was finally at peace.

But she didn’t let go. Not even for a second.

She collapsed forward onto my chest, her hair sticking to my sweaty skin, and just stayed there, her whole body shivering and clamped around me. I could feel her heartbeat through her ribs, feel the aftershocks twitch her every few seconds. She breathed in these shuddery, shallow gasps, like she was afraid to break the spell by moving too soon.

Neither of us said a word. The only sounds were the hiss of the surf and the slowing rhythm of our breath.

I wrapped my arms around her, holding her tight, not caring that my jeans were ruined, or that sand was everywhere and would be for days. She was heavy and perfect, her skin warm against mine, and for a long time we just stayed like that, tumbled together in the aftermath.

When the world finally faded back in, we were a wreck: her hair wild, skin streaked with sweat and sand, both of us panting, bodies glued together by the mess we’d made.

For a minute or a year, nobody spoke.

Then, quietly, Victoria collapsed into my arms, face buried in my neck, breath coming in soft, broken gasps.

I just held her, my hoodie draped over her shoulders, shielding her from the wind. Her bare thighs shivered in the breeze, her heart hammering against my chest.

For the first time, she didn’t try to retake control; she just let herself exist in the quiet.

And in that quiet, I saw her as she really was: not the Queen, not the legend, but the girl who’d walked a razor’s edge her whole life, finally safe enough to fall. She’d found shelter against the rest of the world, someplace she could always call home.

We lay back, gazing up at the moon, the ocean still roaring, but the rest of the world finally receding to the edges.

She nuzzled my cheek, then whispered, “No one’s ever made me feel this way before. Not just the sex, the safety. I never knew I could have both. Maybe that’s what makes being with you feel so electric.”

I squeezed her tighter, warmth and pride and something dangerously close to love flooding my system.

“I don’t want you to ever have to choose,” I told her. “Maybe you can have both, always.”

Victoria’s smile was slow, dreamy. “Maybe. Tonight, at least, I do.”

We held each other, skin glued together, the memory of her orgasm still echoing in both our limbs.

For once, nothing else existed.

Just the two of us, the moon, and the wild, impossible feeling that maybe this was what it meant to truly belong.

The night stretched on, and I knew, whatever happened next, everything had changed.

***

We lagged there for a while, sprawled on the sand, letting the ocean clean up the mess of our hearts and bodies. Victoria settled into my side, god-tier naked except for my ancient hoodie, knees tucked up, her hair a banner of gold in the moonlight. I peppered her bare shoulder with lazy kisses, feeling both drunk on the moment and weirdly anchored, like maybe happiness was just a string of these midnight pauses when you stopped pretending to be anything you weren’t.

Victoria didn’t say much at first. She just let me hold her, letting the crash of surf and the wind do all the talking. The night was so peaceful I wondered if this was the first real silence she’d had in years.

But eventually, she stirred, shifting just enough to face me, her hand tracing the line of my jaw.

“There’s something I should say,” she started, voice softer than I’d ever heard it.

I braced for drama. Maybe a “this can’t happen again,” or “let’s pretend it never happened,” or “FYI, you’re about to be sued for emotional damages.”

Instead, she hit me with a twist I didn’t see coming.

“I know about you and Summer,” Victoria said, eyebrow arched, but zero accusation in her tone. “I’ve always known. Not just because Tyler’s my friend. By the way, he know nothing. I see how she looks at you. And, for what it’s worth? I actually respect her. She’s relentless, honest, totally herself, no games. Sometimes I wish I could be more like her.”

The way she said it, I believed her.

“I mean, yeah, I think she’s incredible,” I admitted, not hiding. “But tonight, it wasn’t about comparison. Not for me.”

Victoria smiled, sad and warm at once. “It’s never a comparison. That’s the part nobody gets. Summer wants gold, I want power, different flavors of obsession, but neither of us lets anyone else set the rules.”

She propped herself up, gaze fixed on the endless line of surf, her voice growing more thoughtful.

“Campus rumor mill is out of control. People love a scandal, and you’re the most interesting man on Greek Row right now. Bella, Keilani, Olivia, even Sam, your harem’s not exactly a state secret.” She gave a wry laugh. “Sooner or later, it all comes to a head. Either someone gets hurt, or the old rules break. Maybe both.”

I didn’t want to think about it, but she wasn’t wrong.

Victoria hugged my hoodie tighter, then tilted her head, studying me. For a second, I thought she might cry, but then she surprised me, again.

“Maybe we’ve been thinking about this all wrong,” she said, careful with the words, as if she was laying down a challenge instead of a complaint. “Maybe the whole campus has.”

I squinted at her, trying to read the look in her eye. “Meaning?”

She shrugged, enigmatic as a Bond villain but lighter, almost playful.

“Maybe the answer isn’t you choosing among us,” Victoria said. “Maybe the answer is…new boundaries. A world where we don’t have to rip each other up just to get what we want. I don’t know. It’s just a theory. I need to talk to someone first. Then I’ll get back to you.”

I tried to probe, but she shut it down with a finger to my lips.

“Trust me,” she said, “if there’s a way to make this work, I’ll find it. I’m a world-class competitor, remember?”

She kissed me then, slow and deep, the kind of kiss that promises trouble and makes you hungry for more.

We pulled ourselves together, dusted off the sand and shame, and started back toward the cliff path. She kept close, occasionally reaching for my hand. If anyone saw us, they’d say the Queen had landed her prince, but we knew better. This was something new. Something nobody had the words for yet. Something just for us.

At the top of the bluff, she paused, staring out at the ocean, moonlight dancing on her cheekbones.

“I liked tonight,” she said. “I felt…safe. For maybe the first time ever.”

I squeezed her hand, not trusting myself to answer.

She glanced over, eyes glimmering with a promise I couldn’t decode.

“Don’t disappear on me, West. You’re not allowed to just check out and let the world spin on without you. Deal?”

“Deal,” I said, meaning it.

She brushed her lips against mine and turned, walking the last stretch to her SUV. I watched the sway of her hips, the poise returning with every step, saw her throw one last look back over her shoulder.

Then she was gone, the car’s engine a muted purr, taillights vanishing into whatever dimension campus royalty use for after-hours getaways.

I stood there, alone, the cliff house behind me, the whole damn Pacific at my feet.

But for the first time I could remember, I didn’t feel like just an observer.

I felt like the fucker who might actually change the rules.

Maybe Victoria was right. The old game couldn’t survive another semester.

Maybe it was time for something brand new.

I watched the curve of the road until the red lights faded, then headed inside, my pulse still pounding with the need and the hope she’d left behind.

The night was alive with possibility.

And for once, I couldn’t wait to see which chapter came next.


French Connection


Even with Victoria gone a full day, her absence was a bruise that hadn’t faded, a raw throb underneath everything, twin to the ache I felt for Summer. The emptiness didn’t let up at dusk, not even as the sky bled out behind the stack of houses along the coast.

At least Summer had reached out earlier. She wanted to talk, she said. After her dive meet, two days from now. I had no idea what her message meant; half of me clung to hope, the other half braced for disaster. The possibility of losing her left me hollowed out, my guts twisting in sick dread.

When that kind of darkness settled in, I turned to the only thing that ever steadied me: the ocean, pulling me under its blanket, and the waxed comfort of my surfboard. I needed the hush of the waves, the sting of salt, the miles of water that muffled everything but my own heart.

Camera bag slung, wetsuit half-zipped, I skipped the house lighting and bolted straight for the path. The last streaks of sun had blown the clouds wide open, soaking the coastal sky in gold and bruise-purple. The kind of light that made everything else look low-res.

By the time I hit the sand, the air was already cooling. Sunset Beach was half-empty, volleyballers packing up, couples huddled around the first bonfires of the night. The only thing that moved like it owned the place was the water: glassy, lined up perfect, barreling low and sweet over the southern reef. That, and a single, flawless silhouette out past the break, riding the last magic hour waves as if she’d summoned them from another dimension.

Bella.

Even with a quarter-mile between us, my body clocked her instantly. The way she crouched low over the board, then shot vertical, raw muscle and perfect balance. Most people surfed defensively after a long day, but Bella didn’t believe in small moves. She was out there to carve memories into the horizon.

If this was destiny, it wore a killer bikini under a spring suit.

I hit the water hard. The first shock of cold was a perfect slap to the brainstem. My body reset, every muscle flexing memory, every hit of salt on my tongue clearing out whatever drama was left at the back of my skull.

Bella clocked me the second I made the lineup. She didn’t wave, she arched a brow and let the next left roll her way, then cut across just ahead of my nose, spraying me with a rooster tail of silver, eyes dancing. A dare and a greeting, all in one.

That’s how we played.

I lined up next to her, our boards nearly touching. We didn’t talk at first. Didn’t need to.

I caught the next right, surfed it tight and deep, then bailed out at the end, classic crowd-pleasing maneuver, but with an extra twist, just to let her know I was awake and in the game.

She whistled, slow and impressed.

“Show-off,” Bella called, voice bright even over the hammer of the waves.

I shrugged. “Gotta keep up with the local legend.”

Her smile flashed, no filter. “You can try, baby.”

No one else existed. The lineup was ours.

The next hour blurred into a highlight reel. We traded waves, sometimes solo, sometimes catching the same set and riding shoulder-to-shoulder, hands almost brushing. At one point, she dropped in right behind me, her board slicing the wake so tight I felt the spray hit the back of my neck. Another time, we locked eyes mid-paddle, and for a second, we just floated, laughing for no reason except the thrill of being alive together out where nothing else could reach us.

Every so often, I’d reach for her hand under the foam, fingers twining fast and sure before letting go as a new set rolled through. The rush was more than just adrenaline, it was this insane, quiet certainty that she got me, wave for wave, breath for breath.

We snuck kisses between sets, the kind that tasted like salt and sun and dirty promises about what we’d do once the water stopped stealing our balance. Sometimes it was a quick bite to her lower lip, sometimes a slow, lingering press, her hands slick and cold on my cheeks. Nothing in a magazine could match the way her eyes went soft and wide after, like maybe she was falling every second, and loving the free-fall.

The rest was pure motion: duck-diving, paddling, arching back to let the sun blind us, grinning with each perfect drop. We lost track of time. We didn’t care.

When the last decent wave of daylight rolled in, a big, clean west set, Bella went for it, wild and fearless. I followed, both of us taking off together. She angled high, shot down the face, and I chased her, catching the slipstream. Halfway in, she glanced back, grinned, and let me catch up. Arm in arm, boards skimming so close I could hear her laugh even over the break, we rode all the way to shore.

We tumbled into the shallows, boards abandoned, bodies tangled in the wash, the sunset bleeding orange and pink over the curve of her smile.

I hauled her up, both of us dripping and breathless. For a second, we just… looked. No performance. No chase. Just Bella, hair wild, eyes bright, and my own pulse beating hard enough to drown out every other sound.

She wiped water from her cheek, then pushed hair out of my eyes. “That was perfect,” she said, the words almost reverent.

“Could do it forever,” I admitted.

We stumbled up the sand, boards under our arms. Bella’s wetsuit clung in all the right places, perfectly tracing every curve from her round, springy breasts to the impossible hourglass of her waist. Even soaking wet, she made the Beach Boys look like they’d aimed too low.

At the high tide line, she dropped her board and started peeling herself out of the wetsuit, slow and deliberate. The way she did it, every inch of zipper, every sashay of hip, felt like she was staging a one-woman show just for me.

She rolled the suit down to her waist first, bikini top barely containing her world-class cleavage. She didn’t lose eye contact, not even for a second.

“You’re staring,” Bella teased, voice all honey and challenge.

“Wouldn’t miss this for the world,” I shot back.

She laughed, then worked the wetsuit down over her hips, the spandex clinging before finally letting go. The move exposed her sculpted thighs, tanned and glowing in the remaining light, then the rest of her, bikini bottoms clinging to a perfect ass that could have started wars.

It wasn’t a striptease, more like a ritual. Every motion deliberate, every pause loaded with the memory of how it felt to touch her, taste her, lose myself in her skin.

She stepped out of the wetsuit, tossed it onto her board, and stretched, hands over her head. The move jutted her breasts high, skin dusted with salt and fine sand. Her stomach was flat and perfect, muscles rippling just a little when she laughed at my gawking.

“You done drooling, West?” she said.

“Not a chance.”

She closed the distance, bare toes digging into the packed sand, until we were nose to nose. Her lips found mine, slow at first, then deeper, tongues flicking, hands wrapped in my hair. The world receded, everything else pointless except this, Bella practically naked in the dying sun, pressed tight to my body, the taste of salt and want and home thick on our tongues.

We might have started a bonfire right there, but she finally broke the kiss, eyes sparkling.

“Invite me up?” Bella said, a playful tilt to her head.

I grinned, heart pounding. “Come over. I’ll make dinner. Something fresh, something you’ll remember.”

She didn’t hesitate, not even for a breath.

“Oui, Chef,” she said, grinning devilish.

We grabbed our boards, our hands finding each other in the twilight. Each step up the beach felt like the start of something huge, something that would rewrite every rule I thought I knew.

As we climbed toward the house, I knew: the old games were over.

Whatever came next, it was more than hunger.

It was everything.

***

The house still echoed with the rush of ocean when we kicked open the front door, boards thumping to the mat, bare feet tracking bits of sand across wood. I didn’t care. Bella slipped in behind me, hair still half-wet, bikini top abandoned for a faded GCU t-shirt she’d borrowed out of my hoodie stash. Nothing had ever looked hotter.

She clocked the kitchen and laughed, straight off a Paris runway but totally at home here. “You promised dinner,” she teased, voice warm. “Is this where the magic happens?”

I grinned. “You want magic, you’ll get it. You okay with shrimp?”

She nodded, quick. “Oui, anything you make, I’ll eat.”

So we started with what we had. Shrimp, tomatoes, bunch of kale, lemons, a random sourdough, enough for a feast or a food fight. Bella popped up on her toes and reached for herbs hanging from a rack above the window, her ass stretching the borrowed t-shirt in a move that destroyed my remaining self-control.

I came up behind her, palms steady on her waist. For a second, neither of us moved.

She leaned her head back, lips finding my jaw.

“If you keep touching me like this,” she whispered, “we’ll never eat.”

I nuzzled into her neck, breathing in salt and her perfume, then slid my hands lower, fitting her perfectly to my chest. “We can reheat leftovers,” I said, already half-lost.

That snapped her up. She spun around, herbs forgotten, and wrapped both arms tight around my neck. Our kiss was instant and electric, her tongue teasing mine, her body melting against me like she’d never let go. I lifted her onto the counter, fingers digging into her thighs, the kitchen suddenly way too small for all our heat.

She ground her core against my abs, kissing me harder, hands scrabbling through my messy hair until we both gasped for air.

Bella grinned, breathless, cheeks flushed. “You are trouble,” she accused, voice thick with want.

“Says the woman who just surfed rings around me,” I shot back, sliding my hand under the hem of her t-shirt. “You want to skip to dessert?”

She licked her lips, mischief in her blue eyes. “After food, I don’t want to be weak for you. I want to be strong.”

That made me grin, deep and honest.

Reluctantly, I helped her down, her bare thighs gliding against my hands. We regrouped, this time actually prepping the meal. We moved in perfect sync, passing knives and spoons, chopping, stirring, laughing every time we brushed too close. She tried to show me a French technique, “the right way to devein shrimp”, then giggled when I pretended to mess it up just so she’d correct me, her fingers quick and sure as she fixed my work.

Every couple of minutes, we paused for another round of kissing, sometimes soft, sometimes greedy. At one point, I caught her thigh and lifted her again, this time holding her close as the kiss deepened, her hands tracing lines across my back, her body shivering against mine with the promise of everything to come.

Somehow, dinner made it to the table. We scarfed it down right off the serving plates, hands passing garlic bread, fingers licking sauce, Bella moaning with every bite like she hadn’t eaten in days. The vibe was so domestic, so weirdly inevitable, like we’d done this a hundred times before.

When she cleaned the last of the shrimp with a swipe of bread, she rested her chin on her palm, just staring at me. “That was perfect,” she said, “but I am not full. Not even close.”

I stared back, so fucking gone it almost hurt.

“You want more, you got it.”

She laughed, and the sound was pure happiness.

Once the plates were stacked, I took her hand and led her out to the deck. The night had gone blue-black, sky wide open, moon fat and swollen above the Pacific. The water below glittered silver, waves smashing the base of the cliffs in slow, honeyed rhythm.

We pulled a blanket tight around us and slumped into the battered Adirondacks, side by side, watching the ocean swallow the world. I thought maybe we’d just sit there, let the silence do the talking.

But Bella turned, slid into my lap, straddling me with zero hesitation.

She framed my face with her hands, eyes wide and almost shy.

For a second, she just looked, memorizing every detail. Then she spoke, the words soft and thick with her accent.

“I have fallen in love with this coast,” she confessed, voice barely above the hush of the wind. “The water, the sky, even the crazy food. I could stay here forever, I think.”

She hesitated, breath trembling, then traced my jaw with her thumb.

“And—” Her lips pulled into a brave, wobbly smile. “And with you, West. I have fallen in love with you. Maybe from the beginning, but now there is no hiding it. I love you.”

Nothing had ever hit me that hard, not even the first time Summer said it, not even the best wave at Mavericks. Bella’s words cut straight to the bone, no filter, no defense.

I wanted to say so much.

For a long second, I didn’t trust my own voice. I felt her words echo in the hollows of my chest, vibrating against every brittle, guarded layer I’d built since childhood. The thought of saying it back, of letting even a molecule of this feeling out, left me trembling. I’d handled heartbreak and triumph and the slow, choking ache of missing someone you can’t have. But this, Bella, on my lap, her breath catching, her hands pressed to my face like she was sculpting a masterpiece and not a fuckup, this was the one thing I’d never been taught to survive.

She waited, not breathing, blue eyes so wide and honest it wrecked me. I wanted to bottle that look or paint it on the ceiling of my skull. I wanted to tell her everything. How she’d become the north star in a sky I’d long stopped believing could guide me home.

I swallowed, the words fighting their way through the snarl of pride and fear curled around my throat. “I love you too, Bella.” It came out low and rough, stripped bare. “Not just the way you look, or how you make me feel, but because you see me. Even the things I don’t want to show anyone. You make me want to be more than I am. I—hell, I think about you even when you’re right there. Like I’m already missing something I never had enough of.”

She made a soft, startled sound, and I realized I’d started to shake, just a little. I pulled her tighter, anchoring myself with the press of her skin against my chest. “You challenge me in every conversation,” I went on, “and surf with this fearless abandon, like you trust the ocean to never let you drown. Even when you wipe out, you come up laughing. I want that. I want the way you turn everything into an adventure.”

Her laugh was wet and broken, and I felt a tear slip onto my cheek. Hers, or maybe mine. She traced it with her thumb, eyes never leaving my face, like she was afraid to blink and miss something important.

“I’m not the same person I was before you,” I said, and the honesty scared me, but not as much as the idea of her walking away. “You’ve brought this wild grace to everything in my world.”

She pressed her forehead to mine, and for a second, neither of us spoke. The only sound was the sea below and the thump of my own terrified, ecstatic heart.

Her fingers curled into my hair, nails dragging lightly over my scalp. “Sometimes I think you are the ocean,” she said, soft. “Impossible to hold. But now I see, maybe you were just waiting for someone to meet you in the waves.”

I lost it then, almost laughed and cried at the same time, letting my hands roam her back, hungry and gentle. I kissed her, slow, every ounce of my love and terror bleeding into her lips. She responded in kind, kissing back with a fierceness that said she wasn’t ever letting go.

I could have stayed like that all night. Who needed oxygen, or reason, when you had this, Bella rocking in my lap, breathless and wild, as honest as the moon overhead?

But she drew back, just an inch, and I felt her body tense. She peered at me, studying every microexpression. Her nose brushed mine. “You mean it,” she said, like she couldn’t quite believe it. “This is real.”

“Nothing’s ever been more real,” I admitted.

She nodded, satisfied, like she’d made some secret calculation and the answer added up. Then, quietly, she said, “So what scares you right now?”

I froze. She saw it. The ripple of uncertainty behind the rush of words. Bella’s gift, her curse. She could sense a lie or a half-truth from across a continent. Especially a cowardly one.

I hesitated. “I’m scared of…not being enough. That I’ll let you down. That I’ll want you so much it’ll turn me selfish.” I exhaled, knuckles white on her thigh. “I’m scared that I love you, and also—” I caught myself, the next words sticking.

She picked them out of my brain with surgical precision. “And also that you love someone else,” she finished for me, without judgment, just deep understanding.

Busted.

She held my gaze, steady as the tide, waiting for me to tell the truth.

The words crowded my throat.

It was honesty or nothing, from now on.

***

I let the silence stretch, the moon tinting everything in silver and shadow. Bella stayed anchored on my lap, calm as a Buddha, waiting for whatever confession I was about to drop.

“I’m in love with you, Bella. No question. You’re…you’re everything I never knew I was missing. But I’m also in love with Summer. And, fuck, Victoria too, she gets under my skin in a way that’s impossible to explain. My life isn’t simple. My heart isn’t simple. I don’t know if you can forgive that.”

I stopped, throat dry as sand. Even the ocean seemed to hold its breath.

Bella didn’t move at first. She just watched me, eyes flickering with lightning, fast calculations, hurt, curiosity, something hotter and more dangerous. And then, like she’d made peace with it, she exhaled and touched my cheek.

“You fear I will leave, oui?” she said, voice gentle. “That I want you only for myself, and nothing more?”

I nodded, not trusting myself to lie.

She smiled, the curve of her lips sad, but proud. “Sometimes, I do want to lock you in a room and keep you forever. When I see the way other women look at you, I feel the dragon start to wake in my chest. It is not always easy to watch.”

She played with the collar of my shirt, eyes never leaving mine.

“But that is not all I am. I am not only jealous.” She shook her head, almost amused at her own confession. “In France, we say the heart does not follow rules of mathematics. You do not subtract love when you add another. It multiplies, like…like spices in a meal, or waves in a storm. Americans think love is a battle with one winner. I think it can be more complicated. More—” she searched for the word, “—abundant. As long as there is truth. As long as nobody is pretending, and nobody is left behind.”

Her thumb traced my lips, a tiny, electric caress.

“All I want is your honesty, West. If I am to share you, it must be for real. For love, not for convenience. Never hide this part of you from me. Promise me that, and I will never break your heart.”

If I’d thought I’d lost her, I was dead wrong.

The tension inside me snapped. I crashed forward, kissing her with everything I had, the taste of her tears and the salt of the ocean fusing in my throat. She melted in, not breaking the rhythm, not holding back.

We stumbled off the chair, Bella giggling as I carried her inside, arms and legs clinging to every inch of skin I could offer. We barely made it to the bedroom, the moon catching her hair and spilling silver across the carpet.

Clothes came off in shreds. The t-shirt she’d stolen from my drawer slid up and over her head, baring her perfect, crazy body. Her tits were a vision, full, round, so firm they defied gravity, nipples puckered pink from the cold and my tongue. Her waist, the impossible curve, flowed down to hips made for worship, and her pussy, already glistening, looked so sweet and inviting I nearly came just from staring.

Bella didn’t wait for me to move. She pushed me onto the bed and crawled up, straddling my waist, her hair falling over her shoulders and framing her face in soft shadows.

Her pussy hovered over my cock, leaking just above the tip, and she grinned like she knew she owned me completely.

“You want to love me, West?” she murmured, voice a low, sultry hum. “Show me now.”

I reached up and cupped her breasts, thumbing the nipples until she shivered. Then I guided her down, the heat of her sex kissing my head, teasing, then parting as she took me inside, one centimeter at a time.

The first slide in was slow, each inch a promise. Bella moaned, head tipping back, tits thrust up like an offering. I grabbed her hips and pulled her down until I bottomed out, her pussy squeezing so tight around me it made me see stars.

She rode me slow at first, deep circles that milked every nerve ending. Her hands anchored on my chest, her body undulating, fucking poetry in motion. The way she looked at me, total surrender, no fear, just pure, open hunger, made me want to smash the world just to keep her safe.

We kissed constantly, mouths wet, breaths mingling, hands all over. She braced one knee on the mattress, then lifted up, letting my cock almost slip out, then slammed back down, impaling herself with a force that nearly made me lose it.

I matched her motion, thrusting up every time she sank, feeling the sweet catch of her inner walls as she rode me. Our bodies were so synced you’d think we’d trained for this moment forever.

The more she moved, the more the emotion built, faster, deeper, hotter. Her tits bounced with each thrust, sweat slicked her skin, and her pussy tightened up until every stroke threatened to end me.

Bella knew it, too. She leaned down, lips at my ear.

“Je t’aime, West,” she whispered, voice breaking. “I love you so much, I cannot breathe.”

It was the purest thing I’d ever heard.

I gripped her waist, holding her steady, and looked right into her eyes.

“I love you, Bella,” I answered, nothing but truth in every note. “You’re my heart.”

She leaned in and kissed me, slow and deep, her lips trembling like she was still shocked at her own confession. The taste of salt and electricity, of tears and sweat and the Pacific, blurred the lines of where I ended and she began. Then her body went rigid, nails biting into my chest as her whole world seemed to contract around my cock, every muscle quaking so hard she nearly bucked me off the bed.

The first spasm was fast, frantic, almost violent, her pussy locking down so tight it was like she was trying to fuse us together for good. Her breath hitched, the tiniest gasp, and then she wailed, actually wailed, her head thrown back and hair flying everywhere as she came so hard she forgot her own name. She thrashed, hips jerking, the rest of her body trying to claw its way into mine for purchase while she rode out every pulse. Watching her lose it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. Hotter than porn, hotter than a thousand wet dreams, hotter than every dirty fantasy I’d ever had about her rolled into one.

And that was all it took to detonate me. The wave crested inside me with zero warning, a white-hot spike driven straight up my spine and out through my cock, like every nerve in my body was lighting up at once. I lost control, grabbing her hips and pulling her down so hard I probably left fingerprints, desperate to get as far inside as I could before I exploded for real. My first shot hit so deep I swear I could feel the aftershock in my teeth. I was still cumming when she started coming again, a second, smaller detonation that made her collapse, draped over me, shuddering with aftershocks, her pussy milking every last drop.

We rocked together for what felt like hours, locked in some primal circuit, our bodies refusing to let go even as the spasms faded. My cock was still hard inside her, still throbbing, and she kept clenching down, tiny accidental orgasms rippling through her every time I shifted or even breathed. Sweat glued us together, her tits crushed against my chest, her wild hair forming a halo around her face, catching the silver spill of moonlight.

“Shit,” I whispered, or maybe just thought it, because I was completely, totally gone. My brain had melted into the mattress.

Bella’s head found my shoulder, her lips brushing my ear, muttering nonsense in French. Every so often I’d catch “Mon dieu” or “Incroyable,” but mostly it was just breathy, broken syllables and the sound of her trying to remember where the fuck she was. Her thighs trembled around my waist, and her hands, so strong, so sure only minutes ago, now fluttered against my skin like she was afraid I’d vanish if she let go.

Eventually, the world swam back into focus. The window was open, letting in the crash of the ocean and the sweet rot of eucalyptus outside. Moonlight moved slowly across the bedsheets, turning her skin into a painting. The sheets were a mess, twisted and half-off the mattress, and every inch of us gleamed with sweat, or spit, or something even more raw.

We didn’t speak for a long time. We didn’t need to.

We lay there, sticky and breathless.

No more secrets.

No more fear.

Only love, real and unbreakable.

***

We floated in the quiet, every muscle unspooled, sweat drying to salt as the ocean’s hush pressed in through the open window.

Bella curled into my chest, thigh heavy over my lap, one hand tracing lazy, endless patterns, sometimes hearts, sometimes words, in the space above my heart. The moon was a searchlight through the bedroom glass, carving her body in planes and shadow, turning her hair blue-black and her eyes pure mystery.

She giggled every time my pronunciation missed a syllable.

“Say it again,” she demanded, lips almost touching my ear. “Mon amour.”

I tried. Failed. She laughed so hard she shook the bed, but her arms never let go.

I could have lived in that hour, night pouring over us, the surf blotting out every thought but now.

Sometimes she’d lean in and whisper phrases, softer than secrets. “Doucement. It means… gently.” She brushed her nose along my jaw, smiling. “Or this: toujours. Forever.”

I repeated it, mangling the vowels, and she kissed me silent.

After a while, she propped herself on an elbow, eyes so clear I could see the future in them.

“I could stay here forever,” Bella said, voice thin with awe. “Not just in this house. With you. In this feeling. It is all I ever wanted.”

The words landed, honest and heavy.

I pulled her in, skin to skin, not hiding.

“Then stay,” I said, simple as breathing.

She went soft, as if she’d run out of gravity and was learning to float again.

We watched the stars through the skylight, neither of us speaking. My fingers played in her hair. Hers kept up their secret alphabet across my ribs, then drifted lower, circling my belly with the kind of touch that said she never planned to stop loving me.

Outside, the waves pounded the rocks, unhurried, infinite. The house creaked and settled, ghosts of old heartbreaks finally laid to rest.

We stayed tangled in each other, heat and hope and moonlight fusing every breath.

When sleep finally started to pull us under, I heard Bella whisper, “Toujours. Remember?”

I kissed her slow, sealing the promise.

As we drifted off, the ocean kept time, and the night built a shelter around us that all the drama in the world couldn’t dent.

If that’s not forever, I don’t know what is.


Confrontations


The GCU Aquatic Center always hit you in the face. It wasn’t just the wall of humidity and bleach-snap of chlorine when you walked in. It was the sound. Cavernous didn’t begin to cover it. Every splash was a small thunderclap, every cheer ricocheted off the smooth white tiles until it felt like the crowd was curled up inside your skull.

Tonight, the place was packed.

I spotted Tyler halfway up the main bleachers, already holding court. He looked like he’d dragged half the business school along for the ride, all of them clustered around him in GCU windbreakers and designer sunglasses. Even indoors, status never took a night off.

He clocked me the minute I hit the steps.

“Donovan,” he called, voice booming even over the aquatic free-for-all. “Saved your seat, king.”

I grinned, climbing over a couple of knee-bouncing guys and a ring of sorority girls who pretended not to notice me, then did anyway. Tyler had a bucket of popcorn, two sodas, and that tell-tale twitch in his jaw he only got when the stakes actually mattered.

The deck below was pure theater: coaches in polo shirts, timers with clipboards, athletes prowling the warmup lanes, and in the far corner, high above, the Olympian temples: the GCU diving boards. There were five, strung out like rungs on the ladder to heaven, every one scarier than the last. The highest flashed under the arena lights, even whiter than the rest.

The crowd was rowdy but hopeful, everybody wanting to see history made.

Tyler gave me the side-eye, barely a hello before launching straight to business. “She’s up in three rotations. Coach switched the order. Strategic, maybe? Or just more Hargrove mind games?”

I shrugged, settling into the seat beside him. “You’re asking the wrong guy. I’m just here for the show.”

He barked a laugh, but there was tension under it, a note only someone who knew him as well as I did could decode. “You’re always here for the show. Not that I blame you. I’ve never seen her sharper than this semester. You nervous for her?”

Before I could answer, a fresh round of cheers crashed down from the student section. The visiting team’s starter, a freshman with a face built for campus billboards, knifed off the ten meter and hit the water so clean there was barely a ripple. The crowd went wild. Two judges dropped instant nines.

“She’s not bad,” Tyler said, watching the scoreboard. Then, quieter, “But she’s not Summer.”

He wasn’t wrong.

Summer made the rest look like warm-up acts. Even from a deck away, you could pick her out: GCU jacket zipped to her chin, hair in a ruthless, high pony, legs braced like she was built out of springs. She stretched with clinical efficiency, barely talking to the other girls, just eyes locked on the platforms and hands flexing like she couldn’t wait to fly.

The energy up there was all razor wire and focus.

Two girls ahead of her, one from Stanford, one from UCSD, each nailed their attempts but it was obvious: the crowd was saving its breath for what came next.

You could feel the hush sweep through the pool when the announcer called her name.

“Competing next, for Golden Coast, Summer Keene!”

It was like someone plugged the whole building into the mainline.

Summer peeled off her jacket, revealing the trademark GCU suit: white with gold trim, cut for performance but it might as well have been painted on the way it clung to her body. Not a single wasted motion as she climbed the tall ladder, taking her time, every step a little flex for those who’d doubted she belonged at the top.

Tyler’s grip on the popcorn bucket went white-knuckle.

I didn’t say a word. I couldn’t.

Summer hit the ten-meter platform and paused, just at the edge, toes curled over, balancing thirty feet off the world. For a heartbeat, she was motionless, absolutely still. Even the college drunks shut up.

Then she moved.

The takeoff was pure physics: powerful, explosive, then melting instantly into grace. Her body tucked, spun, ripped through the air with a triple somersault that looked more like ballet than sport. The entry was dead vertical, not a single splash, as if she’d negotiated with the water ahead of time.

The silence that followed was worship, not fear.

The judges barely waited: 9.5, 9.5, 9.0, 9.5, 9.5.

Tyler let out a breath I don’t think he knew he was holding. “God, she makes that shit look easy.”

I watched her surface. First thing she did was look up, scanning the stands until her eyes hit mine.

There it was. Like a spotlight, locking us together for a secret second. She didn’t smile, didn’t break character, just nodded once, like an inside joke only we could hear.

Tyler’s eyebrows twitched. “You notice how she always looks right over here before she gets out?” he muttered, mostly to himself. “Used to be Dad, then me, now…huh.”

He didn’t finish the sentence.

I sipped my soda, pretending casual, but my blood was fizzing like the pool jets below.

Down on deck, Coach Hargrove prowled like a wolf denied a meal. He never sat, just paced from one end of the team bench to the other, hands behind his back, eyes never leaving Summer for more than a second. Every successful dive from someone else only made him scowl harder, like it was a personal insult.

For a while, the pattern repeated: Summer, surgical, flawless; the competition struggling to keep pace. Each round, she racked up scores, the margin widening, the crowd growing bolder in their cheers.

Between dives, Zoe was glued to Summer’s side. She perched on the bench, whispering into Summer’s ear, sometimes cracking a joke, sometimes just squeezing her hand. But every few minutes, Zoe would flip a glance up to our section, clocking me and Tyler and broadcasting a secret “I know what’s really going on here” smirk. I got the message: whatever played out behind the scenes, the team was not in the dark.

Third round, things got even juicier.

Summer was up for her signature dive: an inward three-and-a-half with twist from the ten meter. High risk, total chaos if you missed, but she never did.

You could taste the tension in the air.

She mounted the steps, balanced at the top, then looked over at Hargrove. He nodded, face unreadable, arms folded like a drill sergeant. As always, she didn’t flinch.

The dive was art: feet slicing the air, muscles flexing, perfect rotation, the twist so tight you’d need a physics textbook to untangle it. She hit the water dead straight, not a drop out of place.

The crowd lost its damn mind.

Even Tyler was on his feet, arms up, yelling something I couldn’t hear.

But the wildest part was watching Summer surface.

She didn’t even care about the judges’ scores (all tens, by the way). She just whipped her hair out of her eyes, found me in the stands, and smiled, real, crooked, a flash of the girl who used to belly flop off docks in Carmel-by-the-Sea.

That was the moment it got real for me.

I grinned right back, giving her a low salute. I swear, even from a hundred feet away, I could see the shimmer in her cheeks.

Beside me, Tyler stared, caught between pride and confusion.

He elbowed me, trying to keep it light. “You’re like her good luck charm or something. Maybe the rest of the team should hire you out.”

He meant it as a joke, but there was steel under it.

“Hey, whatever works,” I replied, keeping it easy.

He side-eyed me. “You two been hanging out more? I know she’s had her head down in training, but lately there’s been a…vibe. Something I’m missing?”

I gave him a noncommittal shrug. “Just documenting the moment, man. You know how it is.”

He snorted, shook his head. “You’re impossible.”

Before I could fire back, a new wave crashed, a literal one, as the second-place diver from Stanford botched her entry and came up coughing. The home crowd booed, gleeful, then redirected their energy to the real hero.

Summer, prepping for her final dive.

You could have heard a pin drop.

Even Hargrove stopped pacing, jaw clenched, stopwatch dangling from his fist.

The announcer’s voice hit the speakers, sharp and formal: “Summer Keene, Golden Coast, attempting a reverse three-and-a-half somersault with twist, degree of difficulty: 3.7.”

Tyler murmured, “This is it. Olympic-level.”

Summer didn’t hesitate. She climbed, every muscle in her legs flexing under the lights. She took her spot at the edge of the concrete platform, feet shoulder-width apart, back to the water. Her toes curled over the lip, thirty feet of empty air beneath her heels. One deep breath. Then she arched backward and disappeared.

The airtime seemed to last forever: her body compacted, spun, whirled, then elongated at the last split second, every line elegant and screaming with power. She entered the water with barely a ripple, some kind of freak magic that defied gravity.

The crowd lost all self-control. The roar nearly stripped the paint off the walls.

The judges’ scores lit up instantly: 10, 10, 10, 10, 10.

Tyler banged the rail, wild with pride. “That’s my sister!” he yelled, voice cracking.

I felt it too, a surge in my chest like nothing else.

Summer surfaced, gasping, hair slicked to her face. This time, she let herself grin full force, arms overhead, pure gold for the cameras. But before any celebration could crank up, her eyes searched out mine again, locking on hard.

It was all the answer I’d ever needed.

But not everyone was celebrating.

At the edge of the pool, Hargrove glared at Summer like she’d cheated on a test and gotten away with it. There was something savage in his eyes, a glare that barely faded as the team swept in for hugs and towel snaps and the first waft of post-victory adrenaline.

In the stands, people started packing up, high-fiving, organizing their own after-parties. But all focus was still locked on Summer, the campus legend and reigning golden girl.

Tyler pounded my shoulder, grinning.

“She did it. Holy shit. You see that? She fucking did it. Olympic trials are gonna eat their hearts out.”

He was all joy, no filter, but the smile faded as he clocked Hargrove’s body language below.

The coach stood chest to chest with Summer, laying into her, words hidden by the glass and the distance, but the meaning clear as a neon sign. He stabbed his finger at the pool, at the stands, at her face. Even as Zoe tried to intervene, whispering what looked like reassurance, Hargrove just kept coming, jaw tight.

Every few seconds, he glanced up at our spot, then back to Summer, like he was drawing a direct line between the three of us and whatever was eating him alive.

I tensed, taking it all in.

Tyler noticed at the same time.

He leaned closer. “You see that? He’s, what’s the word, fixated? Why does he keep looking at you like you stole his car?”

I kept my gaze on Hargrove, not flinching.

“No clue,” I said, lying through my teeth.

Summer tried to break away from the coach, but Hargrove snapped something else and Summer’s smile dropped for a split-second, gone, then back, like she’d just replaced a mask.

I wanted to go down there, break it up, but the air was thick with consequences.

Up in the stands, the crowd thinned out. Only a few diehards and some bored parents lagged behind.

That’s when Hargrove made his move.

He broke off from Summer (who was instantly swarmed by Zoe and a couple of teammates, all of them peppering her with congratulations) and bee-lined for the stairs. His muscles rippled under the GCU windbreaker. If intimidation was a varsity sport, he’d have been undefeated.

Tyler clocked his approach, eyes wide.

“Oh, shit,” he muttered. “He’s coming up here.”

I barely had time to stand before Hargrove reached our row. He passed the remaining students without even seeing them, zeroed in on me, then planted his feet, shoulders squared.

“Donovan,” he said, all authority, voice carrying easy over the echo chamber. “Walk with me. Now.”

Not a request.

The entire world seemed to freeze.

Tyler’s mouth made a silent o.

I stood, matching Hargrove’s stare.

No words. No fear.

I nodded, then followed him, the concrete steps unforgiving underfoot.

Whatever was coming, I knew it was the opening bell of a whole new round.

And if Hargrove wanted war?

I was ready.

***

The Coastal Boardwalk was empty except for the two of us, the lights from the natatorium fading behind as Hargrove led the way. There was nothing casual about his stride. He didn’t glance back, didn’t bother with “how’s the weather?” or “great meet, huh?”, just stalked straight to the first patch of concrete far enough from curious ears.

When he stopped, I braced myself for impact.

The wind came in cold off the water, laced with kelp and cheap perfume from the after-parties already kicking up in the town below. It made a weird counterpoint to how hot and wired I felt, every nerve braced for trouble.

Hargrove didn’t waste a second.

“Let me make this simple,” he said, voice pitched so cold it burned. “I know about you and Summer. I’ve seen the texts. I know when you talk, where you meet, and when she sneaks out of your fancy house on the cliff after midnight. You think you’re subtle, Donovan, but nothing gets past me.”

He let that hang, waiting to see if I’d flinch.

I didn’t.

He took one step closer, never breaking eye contact. “Do you have any idea what’s at stake here? Her scholarship isn’t just a paycheck for this semester, it’s a full ride, Olympic prep, development pipeline, endorsements, the whole goddamn future she’s worked for since she was a kid. She can’t afford even a blip. Not one negative headline, not one academic hiccup, certainly not a romance with a distraction like you.”

The words were sharp enough to draw blood.

But I had my own spine.

“She’s twenty years old,” I said, keeping it level. “She’s an adult. She’s earned the right to make her own calls.”

He actually laughed, bitter and raw. “That’s not how this works, son. Not at this level. She’s an athlete I spent YEARS molding. You think I’ll let some surf rat with a camera and a boner throw it all away? Not a chance.”

His face went red at the edges, but he kept going.

“Stay away from her. If you care about her at all, you’ll disappear. If you don’t, I’ll start formal review tomorrow. I know people on the board, Olympic selection, even her sponsors. I’ll make sure she never gets a shot at the next bracket. You’d be surprised how fast dreams get erased when the right people say a word.”

He paused, breath hissing. There was something almost desperate in how hard he was pushing the threat.

I stared him down, not breaking.

“Is that what happened to you?” I asked, a soft kill shot. “Somebody pull your dream with a phone call, too?”

The shift in his eyes was instant, a flash of old pain, fierce and ugly.

He stiffened. “You want the truth? Fine. I had the highest scores in the country. I was headed for Barcelona, ‘92. Then I fucked up, fell for another diver, let it blow up in my face. My coach cut me. The development committee doubled down. Two years later, I was old news, washed up, and the girl I ruined my shot for didn’t make it, either. Now I build other people’s legends so they don’t screw up the way I did.”

His voice dropped, lethal.

“I see you with her, and I see the beginning of the end. If you’re not man enough to do what’s right, let me be clear: I will. This is your only warning, Donovan.”

He let the silence stretch. The wind clawed at our jackets. Somewhere below, a wave smacked wood hard enough to rattle the slats.

I exhaled, slow. “You think you’re protecting her, but all you’re doing is choking the life out of the one thing you claim to care about.”

He sneered. “You say that now. But when she wakes up at twenty-five and her name’s not on a single medal, what will you say then?”

I didn’t blink. “She’s more than your program. She’s more than your numbers. She’s earned the right to want something besides a scoreboard.”

“You’re a distraction. That’s all you’ll ever be to girls like her.”

Spit the word like a curse.

“I’ll take my chances,” I said, softer now. “Because you know what? She dives better when she’s not denying herself. Every time you stomp on her, you’re killing the part of her that loves the sport.”

He stared at me, two seconds from exploding.

Then he backed up a step, shoulders still stiff. “If you so much as text her again, I’ll go nuclear. I’ll use every contact I have. You won’t beat me in this game.”

With that, he turned on his heel and strode away, fists balled at his sides, already dialing his phone, probably to log the encounter for posterity.

Even after he left, the threat lingered, poisonous and raw.

For a beat, I just inhaled ocean and victory and the thrill of not letting a bully get inside my skull.

Then I saw her.

Summer stood at the far end of the boardwalk, hair still wet and glossy from the pool, GCU team jacket zipped up and hood loose around her neck. She could have been waiting there forever, or just a second, but the second she saw me, she started walking.

By the time she reached me, my own hands wouldn’t stop shaking.

We ducked into a little alcove above the beach, benches angled to watch the moon do its thing across the black water. It was empty, perfect. Nobody could hear us here. Only the surf and the stupid songs from the carnival a half-mile down the coast.

Summer kept her hands jammed in her pockets, but her eyes were on fire.

“How bad was it?” she asked, not waiting for small talk.

I didn’t bullshit her. “Pretty bad. He’s been reading your texts, tracking your phone. He knows about us. He says if we don’t back off, he’ll pull your scholarship and nuke your Olympic pipeline. Like, literally blacklist you with everyone he knows. And he’s got friends in all the right places.”

She absorbed that, not blinking.

Then she exhaled, slow. “Of course he does. He’s always two moves ahead. That’s his thing. But you know what? I don’t care anymore.”

That snapped my attention to full.

She turned, planting herself in front of me.

“West, I figured something out tonight. Diving isn’t just what I do. It’s who I am. It’s the through line of my life. But for years, everyone told me I had to be empty if I wanted to win. No social life, no hobbies, definitely no love. And for years, I believed them. I thought if I wanted gold, I had to kill every other part of myself.”

She laughed, sharp, then shook her head.

“But that’s not true. You saw me tonight. I dove better than I have in two years. I looked that asshole dead in the eye and gave him the best scores of my life. And do you know why?”

She didn’t wait for me to guess.

“Because I’m in love with you, West. Even after he threatened me, even after I saw his face and knew what he’d do if I didn’t perform. I did it anyway. Love didn’t break me. It made me bulletproof.”

Her voice shimmered with all the things none of us ever said out loud.

“I want both,” she said. “I want the dream. I want you. And I know now I don’t have to pick.”

I shook my head, part disbelief, part awe.

“You’re fucking incredible,” I told her. “If you keep talking like that, I might start believing I’m worth it.”

She stepped closer, face inches from mine, breath salty and sweet and alive.

“Don’t ever let him scare you again,” she said. “He’s done. He just doesn’t know it yet.”

I wrapped my arms around her, couldn’t help myself.

She trembled for half a second, then settled, her whole body pressing into mine like she’d finally come back home.

For a while, we just stood there, soaking up the Pacific, the hush after the storm.

“I dive better when I’m with you,” she said again, voice soft but fierce. “I’m not giving that up. Not for anyone.”

The truth was, neither was I.

***

We lingered in our little bubble above the surf, hearts still thundering from the fight with Hargrove and the high-wire thrill of just letting ourselves want what we wanted.

The word “love” hadn’t faded. If anything, it pulsed bigger and brighter than before.

Summer stepped in, close enough that her GCU warmup brushed my knees. Those blue eyes pinned me in place, unshakable as the horizon.

I didn’t even try to hide how much I wanted her.

She put her hands on my chest, palms firm, ownership in every touch.

When her lips found mine, it was beyond gentle. It was a statement, soft, then savage, a promise and a dare all at once. She tasted like chlorine and adrenaline, salt from the air, the tiniest trace of something sweet, maybe gum or maybe just “her.” I didn’t care. I wanted it burned into my memory.

My hands drifted down her back, mapping all the lines I’d memorized a thousand times in private. There was nothing shy about the way she responded, her hips fit flush against me, and when I grabbed her ass, she arched right into it. She was strong, a diver’s muscle-punch under every curve, and I loved the way she didn’t hide any of it.

For a few wild seconds, we forgot where we were.

The boardwalk was mostly empty, but not invisible.

I deepened the kiss, letting her feel everything I’d held back all semester.

She moaned, low, into my mouth, and clawed at my sweatshirt like she was going to claim every last minute before the world barged back in.

And, right on time, the world did.

“What the actual fuck?”

Tyler, standing ten feet away, not yelling, but loud enough to spike the mood right through the gut.

He looked wrecked. Face red, hands balled at his sides. A mix of betrayal and something almost wounded in the way his words rattled down the wood.

I tried to let go of Summer, but she held on. Wouldn’t back down an inch.

Tyler closed the distance, glare fixed on me.

“You promised me,” he seethed, voice hoarse. “You literally promised you wouldn’t do this. That you wouldn’t go after her.”

I braced for the full meltdown, but kept my voice even.

“No, Ty. You assumed I wouldn’t. I never promised anything. We never even talked about it, not for real.”

He laughed, short and bitter. “Don’t give me that, man. You knew how I felt. I told you a hundred times, anyone but her. And you just, what? Slipped it past me? All this time?”

Summer peeled off my chest, squared up to her brother.

“Stop talking like I’m not standing right here,” she snapped. “You treat me like some trophy you have to protect. I’m not your project. I’m not a child.”

Tyler wheeled on her, eyes burning. “You’re my sister. Of course I want to protect you. He’s my best friend. I—fuck, Summer, can’t you see how screwed up this is?”

She didn’t flinch. Didn’t even blink.

“I see exactly what’s happening. Two guys turning this into some macho pissing contest, when the only thing that matters is what I want. And here’s what I want, Tyler: I love him. I’ve loved him since I was sixteen years old. And I’m done pretending I don’t just to make you comfortable.”

Mic drop.

If Tyler was shocked, he didn’t show it. Just got quieter, almost scary.

“You’re throwing away everything,” he said, voice twisted up with pain. “Your future, your team, everything you’ve worked for, over this?”

Summer took a deep breath.

“I’m not throwing away anything. I’m adding. I can be both. You don’t get to tell me what my heart is worth. Not after everything I’ve done to earn it.”

Her words went through the air like a buzzsaw.

I wanted to step in, to shield her, but she didn’t need it.

She put herself physically between us, palms up, a line in the sand.

“I’m not asking permission from either of you. Not from you, to love who I choose. And not from you,” she spun to jab a finger at my chest, “to keep diving. I get to have both. I’ve EARNED both.”

Nobody breathed, not for a full five seconds.

Then Tyler broke, shaking his head, somewhere between rage and understanding.

He turned so fast the deck creaked, then stalked off into the night, shoulders hunched, fists swinging.

We watched him go in absolute silence. All the years of history, every good and bad memory, trailing in his wake.

Summer exhaled, shoulders trembling for just a tick before the iron returned.

She faced me, raw pride and wild determination in the set of her jaw.

“My whole life people have played tug-of-war with my future. My parents. Coaches. Even you and Tyler. I’m done being the rope. If there’s going to be a solution, I’m making the rules.”

I nodded, understanding more in that moment than I had in months.

She dropped her hands to her sides, then flicked a glance at my phone as it buzzed in my pocket. The screen lit up with a new message from Victoria:

“Tomorrow night. Hidden Cove. 8 pm. Don’t be late.”

Summer clocked the text, then looked back at me, sly as a fox with a secret.

“Perfect timing,” she said, grinning for real. “Tell her I’ll be there too.”

I grinned right back.

“New world, new playbook,” I agreed. “Guess we’re calling the shots now.”

She grabbed my hand, lacing our fingers together, and we wandered out to the very tip of the boardwalk, letting the crash of the Pacific wash away the last dregs of the fight.

Tomorrow, it would be Victoria. Then the rest.

Tonight, for the first time, there were no secrets, just the two of us, our hearts, and the future, wide open and waiting.


Unexpected Proposal


The hike down to Hidden Cove always reset my brain. Even when drama was at a ten, the steep drop and wild scent of salt and sage felt like a baptism. Most days, it was just me and the gulls and the hush that came with being so far off the grid, you could almost hear the sun ticking as it fell. Tonight, though, there was no chance in hell my mind was dialing down. Not with the Queen’s summons echoing in my skull and Summer’s promise that she’d be here, too.

I hit the hidden trail while the sun was still fighting its way above the horizon, gold bleeding through the brush, every step down the cliff buzzing in my teeth. Air this clear should’ve been medicine, but my nerves kept shifting between excitement and raw dread. I couldn’t shake the feeling this was the kind of showdown you didn’t walk away from unchanged.

At the bottom, I took a second just to breathe it in. Hidden Cove was at peak magic hour, the arch over the beach glowing, the water so clear it looked like the world’s biggest gemstone. The sand was untouched except for my own footprints. For five full minutes, I was alone, the only king in a playground built for secrets and confessions.

Then I heard voices.

Not loud. Not angry. But confident and bright enough to make my pulse jump. One laugh, sharp and melodic, had to be Victoria. The next, a little lower, totally unfiltered, Summer. The third voice, unmistakably softer, carried a French warmth and made the hairs on my arms stand up before my brain caught up.

Bella? My stomach did a full backflip.

The three of them rounded the final bend of the cliff path together, framed in orange fire from the dying sun. If it hadn’t been my life, I’d have called it cheesy. As it was, I nearly lost my grip on the situation entirely.

They walked in step, three distinct energies fused into one slow, synchronized approach. Victoria led, her posture unbreakable, hair loose for once, the sea breeze making it ripple like pale silk. Summer strode just behind, all athletic grace, shoulders back and blue eyes locked on me with a look halfway between dare and invitation. But it was Bella on Victoria’s left, casual as a goddess lost in the wrong time zone, her hair pulled loose and her curves wrapped in a top I swear I’d never seen on campus. She walked with both hands in her pockets, like she’d just finished a surf set and was immune to social gravity.

All three of them looked like they owned the place.

For a second, none of us said anything.

I realized I was just standing there, mouth probably hanging open, every instinct screaming at me to take cover, or maybe throw my hands up and let fate do its thing. Instead, I just watched as they made their way down the last jagged steps. The effect was hypnotic, like a fever dream designed by the admissions board from hell.

Victoria stopped first, lips parted in that “I have a five-point plan and you’re about to hear all of it” way she had. Summer flanked her right side, relaxed but ready for a fight, drawstring shorts and team jacket playing up her Olympic thighs, hair pulled back tight. Bella complemented them perfectly, barefoot in the sand, the breeze molding her top to her curves, her gaze calm and cool but with a glint that said she was more than just a supporting act.

If this was a trap, it was the hottest ambush ever staged.

I took a shaky breath, tried to play it cool. “I was expecting a summit, not the United Nations,” I managed.

Bella grinned, those blue eyes twinkling. “You are not displeased, I hope?”

I shook my head, heart hammering. “Definitely not displeased. Just… surprised.”

Summer folded her arms across her chest, doing that thing where her biceps flexed enough to make even the sun do a double-take. “Victoria said she wanted to talk. And that Bella should be here, too.”

Vic took a step forward, planting herself in center stage. “This is deliberate, West. Nobody’s getting blindsided.”

I clocked it then, the way they all seemed more relaxed than I ever saw them in each other’s orbit before, like there’d already been a negotiation and I’d missed the first round. That should have made me feel better, but honestly, it was like having three loaded weapons pointed at my chest, all safety switches off.

I tried to read their faces, to get a clue where this was heading.

Victoria’s look was all cool composure, chin up, eyes hungry, the kind of expression she wore when she was about to announce an alliance, or a takeover. Summer, for once, wasn’t trying to one-up anyone; the set of her mouth was almost gentle, but her stare said she was still ready to throw down if that’s what it’d take to survive the night. Bella, meanwhile, just watched, hands in pockets, lips curved up in that tiny, knowing smile, like she’d seen this play out in Paris and already knew the ending.

If there’d ever been a moment for the ocean to swallow me up and spare me from my own drama, it was now.

But I couldn’t look away.

The three of them formed a perfect triangle just beyond the arch, sand glowing under their feet, shadows so long they looked twice as tall. The sunset hit from behind, outlining every curve and edge. The contrast was almost cartoonish: Victoria, flawless and sharp; Summer, built like a golden avalanche; Bella, dark and relaxed, the picture of effortless European confidence.

My pulse rattled in my ears.

No one moved.

For a second, I thought maybe this was an intervention, the kind where your friends all tell you what a piece of shit you’ve been. But none of the girls looked angry. If anything, they seemed determined. Like the enemy wasn’t me, but the ancient, stupid rules that said only one person could win at a time.

Still, I was so tense I could barely remember my last name.

Finally, Victoria broke the silence.

She didn’t smile, didn’t posture. Just planted her feet, like she was laying claim to this patch of sand.

“I assume you’re wondering why we’re all here,” she said, voice calm but loaded.

I held her gaze, but it was harder than I cared to admit. “It’s crossed my mind.”

Summer let out a breath, shifting her weight, but didn’t break formation.

Bella moved up beside them, nodding in quiet support.

The three stood together now, so close their arms just about touched, eyes never leaving mine.

My head spun with the possibilities: was this a last-girl-standing scenario? Were they here to tell me to pick, or were we about to break the Internet with something wilder?

In the silence, the ocean crashed, echoing every heartbeat I tried to keep hidden.

Victoria’s lips twitched, not quite a smile. “Just listen, West. That’s all we need from you right now.”

Whatever I’d imagined this meeting was going to be, it wasn’t this.

The three women who’d unraveled me in every possible way, separately, were now a united front, staring me down with something that almost looked like hope.

I should’ve been terrified.

I was, a little.

But buried under the anxiety was a curiosity so strong it made my skin prickle.

I nodded.

The chess pieces were lined up. The opening move was about to drop.

Here, at the edge of the world, the story wasn’t ending.

It was just about to go nuclear.

***

Victoria didn’t waste time. She stepped to the front, head high, every inch of her posture battle-ready.

“This is an intervention, but not the kind you’re thinking,” she said, voice calm and sharp as a razor. “We’re all here because we have something to say, and it’s better if you hear it together.”

She glanced at Summer, then at Bella. The move was unmistakable; this was weeks in the making, not some off-the-cuff ambush.

Summer edged forward, face open, blue eyes cutting through the orange haze. “We’ve been talking. For a while, actually. About you. About us. About what’s possible if we stop trying to kill each other over something that’s…not meant to be a contest.”

I blinked, not trusting my own pulse. Had I missed all the clues?

Bella jumped in, her accent a little thicker, voice loaded with warmth and something more dangerous. “We had a choice to make, West. Fight each other, and destroy everything, or find a better way.” She shrugged, lips quirking as if the idea genuinely amused her. “For us, the answer was simple. We choose you. All of us.”

Victoria took a deep breath, like she was about to run for office. “We want to share you. All three. No secrets, no double-play. Out in the open, with all the drama managed, not buried.”

The words hung there, atomic, lighting up the dark. I could swear even the ocean paused to hear the fallout.

My jaw wouldn’t work. I was so far out of my depth I might as well have been drowning in three feet of clear water.

Summer stepped closer to Victoria, her stance shifting from soloist to teammate. “Look, I know it sounds insane. But pretending like we didn’t know about each other? It only made things weirder, harder. I’d rather be honest and find a way to make it work than lose you to some fake rivalry.”

Victoria added, “And there’s more than enough West to go around. We’ve all seen it.” She flashed the hint of a smirk, the warmth starting to thaw the nerves beneath.

Bella nodded, coming up to complete the line. “This way, we don’t have to look over our shoulders. We can actually enjoy each other. With no games.”

The three of them stood in a line, a wall of beauty and intent. Each looked at me, then at each other, like they’d all agreed on a secret script and were just waiting for my reaction.

I couldn’t find words. The best I managed was a breathy, “This is really happening?”

Victoria, always the closer, shot me a look that dared me to argue. “It’s not just happening, West. It’s the future. Assuming you’re not too chicken to handle it.”

Summer snickered, relaxing a little. “You survive our first quad date, you might even get a medal.”

Bella, softer, reached out and touched my arm, just light enough to make me shiver. “Do not be afraid, West. We are not here to hurt you. Or each other.”

They exchanged glances, a current of mutual respect and something more. Maybe relief.

I tried to speak, but the words wouldn’t come. All I could do was stare, first at their faces, then at the way the dying sun painted their bodies in amber and shadow.

I could feel every heartbeat in my chest, louder than the surf pounding rock only feet away. These women, my women, weren’t here to ask permission. They were here to rewrite the rulebook right in front of my eyes.

Victoria gave the final summary. “The old world was broken. This is the upgrade.”

Someone, somewhere, set off a firework. The sharp crack echoed through the cliffs, pure synchronicity.

None of us flinched.

Instead, the three of them smiled, this unbelievable alliance locked in.

My silence said it all.

I wasn’t scared of the pitch. I was terrified I’d screw it up.

But watching them, side by side, I saw the future for what it really was.

Not a choice, but a challenge. A dare to try something nobody at GCU had the audacity to even whisper out loud.

The King’s new court.

And every eye was on me.

***

The moment the words were out there, nobody blinked.

If anything, the air got hungrier, as if even the wind wanted to hear what happened next.

Summer broke the silence first, feet shifting, sand grinding under her heel. “Look, I’m not going to lie, I don’t have a lot to give in terms of consistency or time. My whole life is set on a four-year plan, and my coach literally loses his mind if I so much as smile at a guy between meets. But you’re the one thing I don’t want to let go. So if I have to choose between losing you, and sharing? I’ll take the second option, every time.”

She glanced at Victoria, then back at me, face open and honest as the sky.

Victoria smiled, not her queen-of-cruelty smirk but the genuine one that only came out when she was with people who didn’t threaten her throne. “I’m in the same boat,” she admitted. “I’m running a house, I’m double-majoring to please two different sides of my family, and I’ve already mapped out the next six years of my life. I don’t have time for jealousy or drama. But you—” she nodded at me, eyes glinting, “—make all the chaos worthwhile. This works if we’re not fighting. If we’re smart. If we keep every move above board.”

Bella stepped up, her arm brushing Victoria’s, steady and poised. “For me, it is easy,” she said, accent making the words sound like they’d been imported from a better country. “Growing up, I saw love handled with more…practicality. You do not lose anything by sharing. If there is only honesty, and everyone is seen, love gets bigger, not smaller.”

The words settled over the sand like sunlight.

Then Bella added, “Also, my surf practice and work is very flexible. I can fill the spaces when the others are busy. It feels natural, not forced.”

Summer snorted, then grinned. “She’s not wrong. I’m gone most Saturdays. If Bella wants to take you to bed and keep you tied up until Tuesday, I’m not going to be the one to stop her.”

Victoria shot Summer a look. “That’s a logistical nightmare, but I’ve already drafted a calendar system. Color-coded. With blackout dates for finals and national meets.”

Summer laughed, rolling her eyes. “Of course you have. This is why we needed her, West.”

They were joking now, but I could see the truth underneath.

Summer came closer, her voice a little softer. “What I have with you? Babe, it’s not replicated with anyone else. I love you, and I’d hate to lose that just because tradition says we can’t be flexible. Especially when tradition never did a damn thing for me.”

Victoria chimed in, “I’m the same. You challenge me, you drive me to be better. But Bella’s right, she brings something different, and there are things she understands about you that I’ll never get. If we’re all in, it’s got to be without pretense. We each bring something to the table. That’s the part that feels real.”

Bella added, “We are not the same, but that is good. You love each of us for different reasons. I love you for different reasons than they do. Together, it is more beautiful.”

For a second, the glow from the sunset made the whole cove look staged, every streak of orange, every glint off the water, every shift in the sand as the women closed ranks around me.

It was impossible not to be moved.

I tried to keep the joke alive, just to cut the tension. “If you three are starting a mutual admiration club, can I at least get a t-shirt?”

Summer poked my ribs. “Careful what you wish for.”

But then, just as quickly, she sobered. “We want you to be happy, too. This isn’t just us making the rules. If it feels like too much, or too weird, say so.”

Victoria repeated it, the steel under her words unmistakable. “No mind games. No secret sabotage. If one of us starts to lose our shit, we talk. Openly. We owe each other that much.”

Bella’s hand landed on my arm, gentle, steady, real. “In France, trust is everything. Jealousy happens, yes, but only if you lie, or hide.”

The three of them stood in front of me, not just rivals. Not just icons. But a team.

My chest went tight. Not with fear, for once, but something like awe.

I’d never felt so seen.

All the old rules were gone, buried somewhere under the cove’s perfect sand.

Summer, her face golden in the dying light, said the final piece: “So, yeah. It’s weird, but it’s what we want. You, all of us, together. No pretending.”

Victoria and Bella both nodded, arms linked, hair wild in the wind.

I looked at each of them, and finally, for a second, the world quit spinning.

No more secrets.

No more drama.

Just possibility, crackling in the air.

I didn’t have a word for it yet.

But I knew I wanted it.

Whatever it turned into.

***

The initial rush faded, and with it, the panic that I’d just been drafted into a reality show with no safe word. Instead, my brain kicked into overdrive, chasing details.

“How do we actually do this?” I asked, not hiding the tremor in my voice. “Like, not the fantasy version, but the real thing, classes, sports, all of it. Somebody’s going to have to draw up a battle plan.”

Victoria, born for moments like this, didn’t even blink. “Already done,” she said, producing her phone like a magician with a murder weapon. “We’ll run a digital calendar, color-coded for everyone. Bella’s class and surf times, Summer’s training, my own infinite meetings. Any blackout periods for tests, meets, or whatever else. You’ll get weekly updates. I can make a read-only version for you, if you’re scared of committing.”

Summer whistled, impressed. “Do you sleep at night, or just plot world domination?”

“Sleep is for people who haven’t figured out what matters,” Victoria shot back, grinning.

Bella stepped in, voice calm and soothing. “I don’t need much. Just time that feels real. If we each have alone moments with you, and also some together, jealousy will not build up.”

I tried to wrap my head around it. “And when the rumor mill catches fire? Because it’s GCU. People notice everything.”

Summer arched an eyebrow. “We control the narrative. No sneaking around, no shame. We show up as a four, on purpose. First event, Friday all four of us at the Lighthouse. If anyone has a problem, they can talk to my biceps.”

Victoria considered. “And if people want to freak out? Let them. We get out in front of the story, they move on faster. I can set up a FAQ document for people who want to ask ‘how does group dating work?’ Maybe run an info session in the quad.”

Bella laughed, deep and rich. “Or we just tell them, ‘try it yourself, you may enjoy.’”

Summer chimed in, “If shit gets weird, we check in. Full team debrief, once a week but more if anyone’s rattled. No hoarding drama.”

I watched their brains sync up, my own heart finally stopping its freefall.

“So…trial period?” I asked, just to hear it aloud.

Bella nodded, her hair brushing my arm. “One month. If we are happy, we continue. If not, we talk and decide again. Always together.”

Victoria raised her glass, still half-full, even now. “To new worlds and better rules.”

They all looked at me.

For a second, I thought about the old version of my life, the one where I floated along, never really committing. The one where I watched from the sidelines.

This was nothing like that.

This was three incredible, unstoppable women, each with her own heat, her own demands, her own vision for the future, deciding to write our story like nobody else on campus had ever dared. And they wanted me in the lead role.

The four of us slumped down on the sand, shoulder to shoulder, legs stretched out facing the surf.

The sky was on fire, streaks of orange, magenta, lavender, all reflected in the water. The ocean sounded like applause.

Summer’s profile, carved by the fading sun, pulsed with life. Her jaw set, lips smiling wide, eyes hungry and ready for the future.

Victoria, perfect even as the wind mussed her hair, kept her poise but let the mask drop just enough that you could see the hope underneath.

Bella, leaning back on her hands, radiated calm. Her smile found me, then moved along to each of the girls, as if she knew she was home.

For a while, we didn’t talk.

We just watched the water eat up the last of the sun, all of us leaning forward, breath held, as if we were about to witness the start of a new world.

I didn’t know what tomorrow would bring.

But I knew this: whatever rumors or fights or heartbreaks the future tried to throw at us, we’d already beaten the odds just by sitting here, together.

The first harem in GCU history.

And if anyone thought we were going to break?

They’d better bring backup.

The night swallowed the cove, but the warmth stayed. Their hands found mine, and even the Pacific quieted down for a second, as if to let us savor it.

My heart finally let go of its fear, and all I could feel was the electricity of possibility.

King Donovan’s reign had officially begun.

And this time—

Nobody was going home alone.


New Arrangement


The Lighthouse Bar was built for events like this, brash, beautiful, and not afraid to show off. I got there early on purpose, sidestepping a pair of freshman influencers clogging up the entry and heading straight for the only table anyone would remember next week.

It was the crown jewel in the Beacon’s main level: a corner perch wrapped in glass, the Pacific sprawling below like a private movie screen. The table itself was driftwood-sleek, just close enough to the bar for easy refills, but far enough that we could run a summit without getting drowned by the Friday crowd or the DJ’s playlist.

The air was already buzzing with low-key power. Bottles backlit the bar in honey and fire, while outside, the surf caught the last orange rays of sunset and bounced them straight into the room. Every detail screamed “status, vision, and a fuck-you to subtlety.”

I picked the side with the best sightlines, stashed my camera bag at my feet, and let the anticipation build. The bartender, a regular who’d seen me with half the women on campus, just raised an eyebrow as I ordered a mineral water to bide my time.

Fifteen minutes to go. The world outside raced toward chaos, but up here, I had the illusion of control.

I didn’t expect to feel nervous, but hell, as the first footsteps echoed up the spiral stairs, even my fingers tapped the glass with extra adrenaline.

Victoria made her entrance and the temperature in the room dipped five degrees.

She was all business: storm-gray blazer tailored to blade-sharp angles, designer jeans that fit like a promise, and a simple white blouse that turned her skin into a tactical advantage. The leather portfolio under her arm looked straight off the cover of a legal magazine, not that anyone missed the way it matched the green of her eyes.

She paused at the threshold, clocking the room with one sweep. It wasn’t for show, either; you could almost see her calculating the best angles of attack before she even moved.

Our eyes met, and her lips twitched up, a queen’s smile. “Punctuality,” she said, sliding into the chair opposite mine. “I approve.”

“You know me,” I said, shooting her a grin. “If you want the best light, you have to get here before the crowds do.”

She set her portfolio down with a thunk and leaned back, instantly at home.

“We get a drink first, or do you want to jump right to the agenda?” she asked, voice low enough that only I could catch the playful subtext.

“Let’s wait for the rest of the starting lineup,” I suggested, nodding at the view. “You want ocean or people-watching?”

“Both, obviously,” she shot back. Her eyes flicked down to the menu, barely glancing before setting it aside. “I’ll have the Tower Martini. Classic, two olives.”

I flagged the server, made the order, then sat back to watch the show.

The next arrival was pure electricity.

Summer had one foot still in athlete mode: navy GCU joggers, her signature gold team jacket, hair slicked back and still beading water. She didn’t slow down—just powered straight to the table, the kind of no-bullshit stride that made every guy in a ten-foot radius lose track of his conversation.

She hesitated only a split-second as she saw Victoria already there, but then the nerves vanished, replaced by a “fuck it, we’re doing this” look.

Summer dropped into her chair beside me, so close I could smell the tangle of coconut shampoo and victory. She leaned in, pressing her lips against mine in a quick kiss that lingered just long enough to make a statement. “Hey,” she said, pulling back with a smile that was all confidence. “Hope you didn’t order without me.”

“Never,” I said, handing her the drinks list. “You want protein or party?”

She scanned options, then pointed decisively. “Sunset Spritz. Extra lemon.”

She nodded politely at Victoria, but the tension was there, a handshake between heavyweights.

For a moment, the three of us just sat, surf whispering through the glass, the weight of secrets old and new pooling between us.

Then Bella happened.

She unfolded into the Lighthouse like she’d just washed up out of myth, leather sandals dangling from one finger, her toes still gritty with beach sand. Her battered jeans were rolled to mid-calf, white tank clinging still-damp to her body, hair wild and free as the tide. There was sand on her ankles and a grin on her lips, like she couldn’t believe anyone would put this much effort into a Friday night.

She didn’t hover, didn’t posture. Just glided over, kissed me on both cheeks (ignoring the stares from the host staff), and dropped into the only open chair.

“Bonsoir, mes amours,” she said, making it sound obscene and innocent at once.

I couldn’t help it, I laughed.

Bella nodded at the others, her accent heavier than usual. “You look very serious tonight, Victoria. I hope we are not being put under arrest.”

Summer snorted, relaxing just enough to poke at Bella’s bare foot with the toe of her sneaker. “If the Queen’s got a spreadsheet, we’re all fucked.”

Victoria didn’t flinch. “I do, in fact,” she said, flipping open her portfolio and laying out a stack of color-coded pages that looked terrifyingly official. “But it’s more of a blueprint than a perp walk.”

Bella leaned in, blue eyes glinting with glee. “Ooh la la,” she purred. “May I see?”

Summer did a double take, eyebrows shooting up. “Wait, you brought homework?”

Victoria fanned the pages so everyone could see: each tab highlighted and labeled in bold, all-caps.

“Jealousy Management. Time Allocation. Public Perception. Free Time. Travel Considerations. Even a Conflict Resolution protocol.” She tapped down the edge with a perfectly painted nail. “No offense, West, but history says most harems implode because nobody sets expectations. I’d rather we skip the open warfare phase.”

The whole table went silent.

I’d seen plenty of power moves, but this was next-level.

Victoria slid copies to each of us, then sat back with her martini. “First, open discussion on ‘Jealousy Management.’ No filter.”

Summer grabbed her copy, scanning fast. “I mean, you already know my training comes first. I can’t do games, or last-minute drama. If I’m prepping for a meet, that’s priority one. But I do hate the idea of missing out on something, especially if I find out about it after the fact.” She looked up, honest. “Not the sex, just the…not being there. Does that make sense?”

I nodded, but Bella cut in.

“For me, it is more simple,” she said, voice direct. “In France, we do not think love has a limit. If West is with Victoria, or you, Summer, it does not lessen what I have with him. I like to know, of course. But I feel…proud. Happy, even, if he is satisfied. As long as I do not feel ignored.”

She shrugged, a roll of her shoulders that made her tank top dip low over her cleavage. “It is only dangerous when there are secrets, or if someone is left out by accident. Otherwise—” she lifted her glass, “love multiplies.”

Victoria nodded as if Bella had just made her point for her. “Exactly. Transparency over tradition. If something is bothering you, say it early, not after it festers.”

She turned to me, eyes sharp. “This goes for you, too, West. You need to promise nobody’s getting shuffled off for the shiny new thing. Even if it’s tempting.”

I felt all three gazes lock on. Even the bartender looked up, sensing this was more than a casual Friday.

I didn’t flinch.

“Agreed,” I said, voice steady. “I’d rather get called out than risk blowing this up over a stupid misunderstanding.”

Summer grinned, a glimmer of pride in her eyes. “Progress. See, the new world isn’t so scary.”

Victoria tapped the next section: Time Allocation.

“I’ve drafted a sample calendar,” she said, flipping to a page that looked like it had been rendered by the admissions board at NASA. “Color-coded by person, blackout dates for national meets, sorority events, big surf comps. If you want more time with West, log it early. Bella’s got the most flexibility, which actually helps plug the schedule holes.”

Bella grinned, pleased. “I like this. In Paris, we never plan, and then everyone is disappointed. This is… healthier.”

Summer scanned the blocks, tentatively impressed. “You serious? You scheduled ‘Sunday mornings’ for group coffee?”

Victoria shrugged, cool as a fortune teller. “If you want to build something lasting, you treat it like a campaign. That’s how things get done.”

Bella caught my eye, her voice softer. “Is this overwhelming for you, West? Too many rules?”

I sipped my drink, the tang of citrus giving me an anchor. “Honestly? I love it. If anything, I was scared you’d all start swinging at each other. This is…a relief.”

Bella’s smile was pure mischief. “Only swinging that happens will be consensual.”

That broke the tension. Even Victoria chuckled, warm for once.

We powered through “Public Perception” next.

Victoria started, “This is the only part that can bite us. GCU eats gossip for breakfast. If we do this, we need to own it. No acting shady. If we show up together in public, people will get the message. Eventually, they’ll move on.”

Summer nodded, jaw set. “My coach cares about one thing: focus. If he thinks my social life is out of control, he’ll nuke my pipeline. So, we keep the narrative clean: friends, teammates, support system. If the admin wants to judge, let them, but they won’t find proof of drama.”

Bella shrugged, totally unconcerned. “If you want, I will walk in holding both your hands. Nobody gossips when they know it is for real.”

Victoria added, “And as a backup, I know everyone in Greek Row. The moment someone starts a whisper campaign, we squash it with facts.”

I watched them work, half-hypnotized. The way they bounced off each other, blending precision with pragmatism, was almost hotter than the thought of them naked.

But even as I soaked it in, I felt the old shadows stir.

I cleared my throat, then dove in.

“We’re being honest?” I said. “Then I should probably say, Sam is still on my mind. She always will be. And Aria, we’ve had a thing since the start of the semester, but we’ve kept it on the down low. I have a real connection with both, but nothing like what I have with you three.”

I braced for a storm.

Instead, all three just smirked, as if I’d finally caught up to a joke they’d been telling without me.

Victoria didn’t hesitate. She flipped a page labeled “Free Time” and pointed. “We know. In fact, the girls and I talked about it last week. These other connections, the ones with Sam, Aria, Skylar, they’re not threats. They just need to be handled with honesty. If you want to see where it leads? Go for it. But you don’t get to short-change us for a side hustle.”

Summer chimed in, grinning. “We even know about the beach shower thing with Skylar. You’re not exactly subtle, Golden Boy.”

I blushed, a little. “It wasn’t—”

Bella patted my knee. “Do not worry. I think it is sexy. But only as long as what we have is special. If you want to seduce Sam again, you should do it. Just do not hide it.”

Victoria leaned in, suddenly steely. “This is the hill I’ll die on. Secrets wreck relationships. If you want to add someone, be honest. If you just want a one-night thing, that’s fine, but preferably it’s a threesome with one of us included. Don’t play it like you’re collecting stamps. You want a real harem? It works when everyone knows their value.”

Summer flexed her bicep under the table, laughing. “If you cheat, we’ll just gang up on you. Not much of a threat, but it’ll be fun.”

Bella stretched, letting her tank ride higher. “It is the opposite of what I was warned about. I feel much better now.”

I looked at each of them, searching for any hint of doubt.

There wasn’t one.

Victoria closed the folio, satisfied. “We have our rulebook. Next step is living it.”

The warmth in her voice was real now, unguarded.

For a second, I let myself imagine what this could be: not a harem just for headlines, but a team, a family, something so far outside the old world it made my skin buzz.

Then the server arrived with the first round of drinks, and the moment snapped back to life.

Victoria raised her martini, a smile curving her lips. “To the new normal.”

Summer clinked her glass next, eyes dancing. “To breaking every GCU record while we’re at it.”

Bella’s spritz caught the last of the sunset, bubbles sparkling. “To sharing love, and multiplying it.”

I raised mine last, voice barely steady.

“To us,” I said, meaning every syllable.

Glasses touched, and the future, wild and reckless and hungry, began to take shape.

Whatever came next was ours alone.

God help anyone who tried to tear it down.

***

We’d barely clinked glasses when the room’s vibe shifted. If you know Tyler Keene, you know the sound, his laugh, big and unmissable, rolling in over the pop playlist like a wave with somewhere important to be.

He came through the Lighthouse entry, not bothering with the host, phone already out, probably texting three different club presidents at once.

Nobody expects to walk into their own sister’s private debut party and find her chilling at the city’s best table, hemmed in by Victoria, Bella, and a guy she once swore off limits. But that’s exactly what happened.

The moment he saw us, he froze.

His friendly grin died a quick death, replaced by the sort of look you’d usually reserve for a car wreck or a reality show elimination round.

He made a beeline, voice sharp. “What, are we running a student government coup over here?” He tried to play it off as a joke, but his eyes darted from Summer to me, then to Victoria, who matched his stare without so much as a flinch.

Summer didn’t blink. She sat up straighter, fingers twining through mine, putting her claim on full display.

“We’re on a date, Ty,” she deadpanned. “A quadruple date, actually.”

He glared, like the words didn’t compute.

“With who? All of them?” He pointed, voice rising. “And…you’re okay with this?”

I opened my mouth, but Summer beat me to the punch.

“I’m not just okay with it. I chose it. So did they.” She gestured around the table, daring anyone to challenge her. “West is with all three of us, with our full consent. No games. No secrets. You can freak out if you want, but this is what I want.”

You could see the wheels spinning in Tyler’s head. He ran one hand through his hair, then dropped both palms on the edge of our table like he was bracing for a hurricane.

“Are you even listening to yourself?” he hissed. “Victoria? You’re supposed to be her nemesis! And Bella, I thought you were just, like, his surf friend. How does any of this make sense?”

Victoria’s lips curled in a half-smile. “If you want a play-by-play, I can brief you on the birds and the bees. But honestly, we’re just trying to avoid burning down Greek Row a second time this semester.”

He ignored the olive branch, zeroing back on Summer.

“You promised Mom and Dad. You said you’d focus on diving, nothing else.”

Summer’s jaw set.

“I am focusing. I’m not giving up a thing for this. Being with West helps me focus. But I’m not going to hide who I am, or who I love, just to avoid drama.”

Tyler turned to me, voice thick with accusation. “And you, man? You’re fine with this kind of circus? You think you’re not putting her future at risk?”

I wanted to keep it chill, but Victoria stepped in, cool as ever.

“Actually, that’s the advantage,” she said, her gaze never wavering. “We support each other. West doesn’t have to play favorites in the dark, and Summer doesn’t have to waste energy worrying about hidden rivalries. Zero drama to distract her. And, just so you know? I’ve already had a productive talk with Coach Hargrove. He’s agreed to back off the threats and stick to actual coaching. We’ve got her back, and we’re handling it.”

The words landed like a well-thrown dart.

Summer grinned, slapping Victoria’s palm in a quick high-five. “She’s not kidding. The man almost looked scared when Vic showed up at the last practice.”

Bella chimed in, her tone pure warmth. “For us, it is better this way. We work together instead of fighting. Each of us brings something different for West. If he needs strength, he finds it. If he needs peace, he finds it. If he needs a challenge, someone steps up. There is no competition, just sharing.”

Tyler’s hands curled tighter on the table’s edge. For a second, I thought he might flip it.

But instead, he just glared at his sister. “You’re the most stubborn person I’ve ever met.”

Summer grinned back, unrepentant. “You’re the one who raised the bar, Ty.”

The table went quiet.

Victoria, eyes softening, added, “It’s not the choice most people would make, but that’s why we’re making it. The old way didn’t work. This is us, taking control.”

Tyler finally let go.

He leaned down, face inches from Summer’s, voice low but raw. “I just want you to be happy. All the gold in the world doesn’t matter if you screw that up.”

Summer’s hand tightened on mine. “I am happy. I haven’t felt this good in years. Isn’t that enough?”

He looked from her face to mine, then over to Victoria and Bella. The calculation was obvious. He couldn’t find the catch.

“If this, a harem thing, or whatever, works for you, then I’ll try to get it,” he said, the words rough but honest. “But, West? You and I need to talk. Soon.”

I nodded, steady. “Anytime.”

He straightened, shook his head with a mix of disbelief and, maybe, relief. “You three look like the Avengers over here. Hope the rest of campus is ready.”

With that, he backed away, still shaking his head.

We watched him go, pulses hammering, every inch of us braced for impact.

When he was gone, a slow grin broke out across all three girls’ faces.

“Is it weird I kind of liked that?” Summer said, loose now, shoulders unknotted.

Victoria sipped her martini, glow returning. “It’s not weird. It’s the future. We survived test one.”

Bella beamed, eyes dancing. “Let’s celebrate.”

Together, we did.

Nobody could touch us now.

***

The mood in the Lighthouse flipped faster than a shot of espresso. One minute, we were bracing for a nuclear meltdown. The next, the four of us looked at each other and just… let go.

Victoria snapped her fingers and the server reappeared like a genie. “Celebration round.” Her voice was sharper now, but with an undercurrent of pure energy. “Make it memorable.”

The bartender didn’t disappoint. Ten minutes later, the table bloomed with color: ruby negronis, lemon-gold spritzes, even a round of neon-blue shooters that looked like a dare and tasted like a sugar rush. The whole setup shimmered in the bar’s golden haze, every glass reflecting faces suddenly too happy to care about rules.

Victoria lifted her highball first, a toast loaded with intention. “To boundaries that work for us, not society. May the campus try to catch up.”

Summer snorted, hoisting her own. “To West, our golden retriever-slash-superhero, for surviving his first harem summit.”

I nearly choked. “Please don’t put that on my resume.”

Bella winked over the rim of her glass. “In my country, you would be legend. People would toast you in the streets. Mon dieu, West, you have no idea.”

Victoria rolled her eyes but grinned. “Don’t encourage him. His ego’s already three floors tall.”

We all sipped, the blend of heat and citrus and sugar spiking my brain.

Summer nudged my knee with hers. “So, real talk, how are you going to keep up? Three women, cutthroat calendars, Olympic-level stamina required…”

I leaned into the bit. “I’ll run blocking drills with Bella, debate club with Victoria, and late-night recovery sessions with you, Sunshine. I’ll need a second scholarship.”

Victoria drummed her fingers on the table. “That reminds me. As of tonight, we go live with the shared calendar app. Color-coded, public versus private events, logistics handled by yours truly. West, you’ll get a reminder ping for everything. I’m also setting up a weekly check-in, a safe space to vent or air out anything before it festers. We’re calling it the ‘Sunday Huddle.’”

Bella sipped her drink, clearly amused. “Does this mean we have to bring jerseys? Or can we share you as the only uniform?”

That cracked Summer up. “Bella just wants to see you naked half the time. Don’t let the accent fool you.”

Bella didn’t deny it. “If something is perfect, why not show it off?”

The mood turned kinetic, alive. Shoulders touched, laughs grew louder, and every time the light caught one of their faces, a glint of hope, a flush of mischief, I felt the world get lighter.

We swapped stories. Summer confessed to once breaking into the campus rec center after hours and skinny-dipping off the diving boards. Victoria described her “initiation” into Greek Row, which involved a bullhorn, a midnight raid, and enough drama to get three houses fined. Bella told tales of her Parisian friends sharing lovers as easily as croissants, and how jealousy was just an opportunity for more conversation… or a different position.

The drinks kept coming. I lost count at three, but nobody was keeping score.

At some point, Victoria’s hand found my thigh under the table. Not possessive, just a slow, deliberate curve of her fingers over denim, a signal I wasn’t missing a thing. Summer caught it, smirked, and laced her own fingers with mine, squeezing tight with that athlete’s grip that could shatter an iPhone. Bella, meanwhile, just let her bare foot rest against my ankle. My whole body buzzed, tingling with the promise of what would happen when the world finally stopped watching.

Then, the conversation pivoted.

Victoria glanced around, lowered her voice. “How about we take the party back to West’s place? Fewer witnesses. Better view.”

Summer grinned, all teeth and sunshine. “You read my mind.”

Bella’s smile was more subtle. “I packed a bottle of real champagne, just in case.”

Just like that, the plan was set.

But before we left, Victoria paused. “Team moment,” she said, her words suddenly reverent.

All three women reached into the center, palms open. I layered my hand on top, bigger than all of theirs, locking us together. The pile was warm, electric, honest in a way nothing else had ever been.

For one raw second, we just existed, a unit, not a secret, not a scandal, but a choice.

I soaked in the sight. Victoria’s eyes, bright and almost daring me not to fuck this up. Summer’s gold-lit, shivering with energy and need. Bella, serene, her thumb stroking my wrist, a current running through us all.

My heart hammered, not with nerves or fear, but pride.

I’d never belonged to anything like this before.

The hands squeezed, one by one.

A silent promise: we’d built our own rules. And whatever happened next, we’d do it together.

As we slipped out of the Lighthouse, the city lights danced below, and the salt wind carried the sound of our laughter all the way down the boardwalk.

The world could say what it wanted.

We’d already rewritten the story.

And tonight, that story was just getting started.


Quartet


The drive home from the Lighthouse Bar ran on adrenaline and echoes of laughter. The girls packed into my Jeep, Summer up front, Victoria and Bella pillowed together in the back, half their energy focused on roasting each other and the rest plotting out the rest of the night. By the time we wound up the cliff road, the Pacific was dark velvet, streaked with moonlight, and every window of the house glowed warm and gold. A beacon, just for us.

We piled out, high on the after-party, shoes in hand and hair wild from the ocean wind. Bella grabbed the champagne she’d smuggled out of the bar, holding it like a trophy. Victoria eyed the house, then me, with that “I approve of your taste, but don’t let it go to your head” look.

Summer beat everyone to the porch, pausing in the doorway with her hands on her hips, surveying the living room as though she was prepping to set an Olympic record. “You always leave the lights on like you’re expecting company,” she teased.

I shrugged, heading for the kitchen. “Good thing. The company tonight is legendary.”

Victoria followed, one eyebrow cocked, suit jacket already sliding off her shoulders. “I hope you remembered the crystal, West. We’re not savages.”

Bella did her Parisian strut around the island, hunting out the tall flutes hanging over the sink. “Here, it is always perfect. Even the glasses are beautiful,” she said, her accent turning the vowels into silk.

Within minutes, everyone was perched on the deck, the salty air swirling around and the house behind us humming with possibility. The sound of waves, always just under the edge of everything, made the night feel like a secret no one else could crack.

Bella popped the champagne with a twist that made all three of us jump. Foam fizzed over her hands, splattering her top; she just licked it off, unbothered. “In France, we never waste the good stuff,” she declared, then poured with the flourish of a party pro.

I set the music low, something slow and open-ended, giving the night a soundtrack but leaving enough space for the real action. Summer sprawled on the deck chair, tanned legs draped over mine, not shy about staking her claim.

Victoria held her glass high. “First toast, obviously. To the impossible, and to new traditions outshining the old.”

We all clinked, the sound sharp and sweet in the night.

“If I may?” Bella said, waiting a polite beat before taking command. “To the future, and to every night that is better, wilder, and unforgettable.”

Her glass sparkled in the moonlight.

Summer grinned, but her eyes were deadly serious. “To honesty, and to never settling. And to West, who somehow managed to get all three of us to fall in love with him. That’s a miracle if I’ve ever seen one.”

I tried to come up with a fitting reply, but they got there first.

Victoria’s lips brushed the rim of her flute. “Tonight, we make history.”

Nobody argued.

The champagne hit hard and fast, every sip a little warmer, the laughter a shade louder.

Summer, being Summer, got impatient. She leaned into the center of the huddle, crowding out any remaining caution.

“Let’s play a game,” she said, eyes glittering like she’d just double-dared the universe. “Something to kick things off. We can call it Kiss and Tell.”

Victoria snapped to attention, the strategist never sleeping. “Rules?”

Summer’s smile turned sly: “Simple. We go around the circle. Each girl tells a story, like, a favorite memory or something embarrassing or hot they’ve done with West. Then you kiss him, but make it fit the story. No repeats, no holding back. Got it?”

Bella’s eyes sparkled. “That sounds very French. Or maybe just fun.” She shot me a look that said, get ready.

Victoria, lips pursed, pretended to think. “Is it better to go first, or last?” she mused. “Strategically speaking.”

Summer laughed. “You always want the opening move, Queen.”

Victoria inclined her head, gracious in victory. “Fine. I’ll start.”

She set her glass down and slipped into character, posture perfect, voice low and deliberate. In the moonlight, the edge of her jaw looked carved from marble.

“My favorite moment?” she began. “The night on the beach. Not the one where I set the record straight about who was in charge, but the one after. Where there was no mask, no show, just you and me, and the ocean, and the way you made me feel like the only person on the coast that mattered.” Her gaze cut right through me, all the heat and none of the ice. “The way you kissed me made me wonder if you’d been holding back for everyone else, just to save it for me.”

She let the words hang, then stood, walked around the table, and settled herself onto my lap. There was nothing coy in the way she straddled my thigh — even now, her skirt barely concealing the fact that she wore almost nothing underneath. Her hands caught my face, her lips brushing mine once, then deeper, her tongue flicking the inside of my mouth. Her hips rocked against me, slow and devastating. The kiss was a blueprint for everything that would come later: nothing wasted, nothing left unclaimed.

Bella and Summer watched, silent, both of them grinning like they’d paid for the front row.

When Victoria finally pulled away, she stroked my cheek, then looked at the others. “There. That’s how you do it.”

Bella didn’t wait for an invitation. “My turn?”

She didn’t even pause. “It was on the beach also, but different. After surfing. You were tired, and you let me hold you like you were the one who needed comfort. We sat in the sand, just wet and laughing, and then you kissed me so softly I could barely feel it. Like you were afraid to break the spell.” She slipped into the space beside me, hips tight to mine, and cupped my face with both hands, kissing me slow, lingering, lips working over mine with a patience I’d never seen in the daylight. Every breath tasted like champagne and longing. The way she pressed her body in, I could feel the outline of her breasts through the soft linen top, nipples already hard against the fabric.

She broke away only to whisper in my ear: “That’s how it should always be, I think.”

Summer was already climbing into my lap the second Bella moved. She didn’t wait for fanfare.

“I’ll go explicit,” Summer announced, voice as casual as a locker room. “It was after our second date, the night you made dinner and then sat with me on the porch, and I said if you didn’t fuck me right there, I’d never let you live it down. You didn’t hesitate. You bent me over the railing, and slid right in, and didn’t stop until my knees gave out.”

The memory hit me like a punch. Summer grinned, face flushed, then dove in and kissed me with pure, athletic dominance. Her lips crashed into mine, her tongue bold and hungry, her hands in my hair, clutching so hard it hurt. She ground herself on my lap, hips rolling, making sure everyone in earshot could tell exactly where her head was at.

The other girls’ eyes widened, and Summer just beamed, satisfied.

“Top that,” she challenged, glancing to the others.

Victoria rolled her eyes, but the effect made her look more turned on than annoyed. “Can we get a round two, please? I have more data points.”

Bella nodded, eager. “This time, positions. Only the best.”

Victoria went for the kill. “On the sand, under the arch. You had my wrists pinned over my head and my skirt up around my waist. I remember how you worshipped every inch of me, as if the world would end if you missed a spot. When you were inside me, it felt like I was finally home.” She squirmed a bit, those long legs finding their way over mine, hands tight on my shoulders. This time, the kiss was hotter, more desperate, and when she pulled back her lipstick was smudged and her cheeks flushed.

Bella’s turn. “For me, the kitchen. You lifted me to the counter, and I wrapped my legs around you, and you pulled my top off, and you took your time tasting every inch. It felt like fire, but safe. I loved how you made me feel like I was the only thing left on the planet.” She upped the ante, dragging her chair so close our knees touched, then kissed me on the neck, teeth nipping, hands sliding down my shirt, slowly unbuttoning as she went. The sound of breathless French filled my ear: “Tu es incroyable, West,” and her mouth moved lower, across my collarbone, until my shirt was untucked and half-open.

Summer, never one to be outdone, scooted over until she was straddling my other thigh. “Back deck, last month. You blindfolded me with your shirt and made me guess what you were going to do next. You finger-fucked me so good I nearly screamed. Then you went down on me until I begged for mercy.” She glanced over at the other girls, then shrugged. “Yeah, that’s my favorite.”

She yanked off her own hoodie, tossing it behind her, then angled in for another kiss, this one noisier, wetter, grinding her hips against my thigh like she was tuning up for the main event.

The round robin picked up speed. Victoria whispered in my ear about the time she jerked me off under the dining table at her sorority; Bella described riding me in my shower, tits pressed to the glass, water streaming down her back and both of us soapy and ecstatic; Summer recalled an early-morning quickie, me behind her, her hair in my fist, the whole room smelling like ocean and sweat.

Every story meant another round of kisses, not just on me, but sometimes on each other. At one point, Victoria kissed Bella full on the lips, slow and exploratory, while Summer’s hand slipped under my waistband, fingers tracing the outline of my cock.

The clothes started to drop in real time. Victoria’s blazer hit the floor, her blouse next, the silk pooling in her lap and baring her bra — lace, pale, the kind of thing you imagine on a model, not your honor roll valedictorian. Summer’s sports bra followed, her tan and muscled torso catching the moonlight, abs flexing every time she laughed. Bella was the last holdout, but then she shrugged off her linen, leaving her in a see-through bralette that showed exactly where my attention needed to go.

Skin on skin. Breath on breath. I was half-naked, my shirt gone, pants open, the air cool but our bodies burning. The game was a train with no brakes.

Then the stories got filthier.

Victoria: “Late-night at the library. You bent me over the desk, fucked me so hard my voice cracked. I wanted to scream, but instead I just pressed my face to the wood and let myself go.”

She leaned in, kissing me hard, her tongue deep, her hand finding my cock under the table.

Bella: “You fucked me on this couch, right here, with the ocean watching. I came so many times I stopped counting. You left bruises on my hips, and I wore them like jewelry for a week.”

She dropped to her knees, lips tracing the line of my stomach, working my jeans down until my cock sprang free. She nuzzled the shaft with her cheek, breathing me in, then kissed the tip before climbing back up for a group makeout.

Summer: “You made me squirt, remember, baby? You said you’d never seen it before, and you refused to stop until you did. I thought I was going to snap in half.”

She flexed her leg, wrapping it around my waist, her hand digging into my back as she kissed me again. The feel of her bare thigh against my skin was pure, fuck, there aren’t even words for how good it felt.

By now, the girls were taking turns kissing, grinding, hands everywhere. Victoria and Summer rolled on the deck, nails digging into each other’s backs. Bella straddled my lap, bare breasts mashed to my chest, her lips never leaving mine for more than a second.

The night air was thick with moans and giggles and pure, overwhelming want.

Clothes vanished. Champagne spilled. At one point, someone knocked over a glass; nobody cared.

The tension built, not just to a boil, but to an explosion.

Finally, Summer broke away, sweaty and wild, cheeks glowing.

“Game over,” she said, voice raw. “We’re not waiting anymore.”

She grabbed my hand, and Bella took the other, and together they hauled me to my feet, nearly tripping over their own clothes as they dragged Victoria upright.

Victoria, still catching her breath, gave me a look that was pure Queen, but softer, almost awed. “Don’t you dare disappear,” she whispered, then kissed me slow, sealing the promise.

As one, we stumbled through the house, up the stairs, the women leading, me more than happy to follow.

There were hands on my chest, lips on my neck, the taste of champagne and salt still fresh on everyone’s skin.

Nothing else mattered.

Not the past, not the rumors, not even the pounding of my own heart.

Upstairs, every door was open.

Every boundary shattered.

And whatever rules had existed before tonight?

They were gone.

The only rule now was simple: go together, go all the way.

We hit my bedroom like a team charging a finish line, breathless, half-naked, and high on each other.

And from the look in their eyes, I knew none of us would forget what happened next.

Not for all the gold in California.

Not for anything.

***

By the time we hit my bed, the night was a blur of heat and skin and greedy hands. The three girls didn’t hesitate. They crashed into each other and into me, a gorgeous brawl of limbs and laughter, mouths seeking out every inch of flesh.

Someone, probably Summer, shoved me backward so I landed flat, jeans barely holding on. Instantly, all three of them pounced, each claiming space like it was their birthright.

Victoria was the first on top, straddling my chest, her skirt riding up past her hips. Her pale bra left nothing to guesswork, the lacy cups failing to corral her perfect breasts, nipples taut and flushed from the cool air. She planted her hands on my collarbones, wild hair spilling forward, all control finally gone. She kissed me with a hunger that had nothing to do with politics or power; it was raw craving, months of tension finally allowed to go nuclear.

Bella wasn’t far behind. She crawled up from the foot of the bed, sliding my pants over my hips, her touch sure and full of mischief. My cock sprang free, already dripping, and she greeted it with a little gasp of pure delight.

“Mon dieu, West,” she teased, her accent thick and low, “you have been waiting for us, yes?”

She wasted no time. Her lips closed around my tip, tongue swirling in slow, lazy circles, while her hand worked along the shaft with a steady, practiced rhythm. Every flick of her tongue shot a spike of heat through my spine, and I nearly bucked straight off the mattress.

While Bella worshipped my cock, Summer knelt beside me, bare-chested, one knee propped on the sheet, the other planted against my ribs. She leaned in and found my lips, kissing me with the kind of athletic intensity that made me dizzy. Her hands weren’t idle; they roved over my chest, squaring my pecs, pinching my nipples, sometimes fisting in my hair just to hold me under.

Victoria and Summer locked eyes, and in the next breath, Victoria leaned over and kissed her. It started gentle, exploratory, but neither of them did anything halfway. Soon, they were devouring each other, hands tangled in hair, mouths greedy. Watching them, I nearly lost control.

Bella upped the ante, her tongue plunging deeper, then flattening to lick all the way down my shaft before popping off with a wet smack. She glanced up, blue eyes hungry.

“You like when I do this?” Bella breathed, stroking me slow, squeezing just right.

“Fuck yes,” I groaned.

She grinned, pleased, and dove back in. This time, she took me deep, nose pushed to my pelvis, moaning around my cock like it was her favorite meal. The vibrations went straight to my core.

Above, Victoria and Summer were still lip-locked, their bodies pressing together, breasts mashed, legs tangled. Victoria’s hands found Summer’s tits and squeezed, her fingers teasing the nipples until Summer actually whimpered.

I wanted to burn that sound into my memory.

Soon, Victoria shifted lower, breaking away from the kiss and crawling down my body. Summer followed, her skin flushed and her eyes wild. They both crowded my torso, mouths sucking at my neck, shoulders, every sensitive spot they could find.

Bella, not to be outdone, let my cock slip from her lips, then straddled my hips, tits swinging as she lined me up.

She paused, hovering, just letting the head of my cock nudge against her glistening pussy. She wasn’t wearing anything but that tiny bralette, and now, with her thighs framing my waist and her hair wild around her face, she looked like a goddess straight out of a wet dream.

Bella gripped my cock, angled it up, then slid down, taking me inch by inch. The first contact was so hot and wet I nearly blacked out. There was no easing in. She took all of me, hips slamming flush, then rolled her pelvis in a move so smooth it should have been illegal.

She started riding me, slow at first, letting me feel every ripple, every squeeze of her pussy. Victoria watched, eyes dilated, hand snaking between her own thighs to rub herself through the scrap of lace. Summer, not content to be a spectator, leaned in and kissed me, deep and greedy.

The rhythm picked up. Bella ground her hips, her tits bouncing with every impact, nipples so tight I couldn’t resist reaching up to play with them. She moaned, head thrown back, French words tumbling out with every thrust.

“Oui, c’est bon, West. Like this, like this, don’t stop—”

I held on, fingers digging into her sides, helping her move, both of us desperate, but not rushing.

Victoria edged closer, dropping to all fours beside us. She watched the action, eyes locked on mine, then kissed Bella full on the mouth even as Bella kept fucking herself on my cock. The sight, two insanely hot women moaning into each other, breasts pressed together, hips in sync, was almost too much.

Summer grinned, licking her lips. “Tag me in?”

Bella giggled, breathless, and let Summer take her place.

Summer wasted zero time. She climbed on top, thighs flexing, body tight and golden in the low light. She lined me up and sank down, bottoming out with a guttural moan that echoed off the walls.

“God, baby, you feel good,” she gasped, bouncing herself on my cock with perfect control.

Each time she came down, her pussy grabbed me like a vise, milking every inch. Her abs flexed, sweat slicking her skin, and every time her tits bounced into my chest, I wanted more.

She rode me aggressively, twisting her hips, slamming down so hard the headboard started to rattle.

Victoria crawled up behind her, hands trailing up Summer’s back, then around to cup her breasts. She kissed Summer’s neck, then over her ear, whispering filthy encouragement that made Summer grind even harder.

“Look at you, Summer. So strong. You should see your face when you come.”

Victoria pinched her nipples, making Summer shudder. Summer’s jaw dropped open, body tensing, and for a second she couldn’t even breathe.

“Fuck, West, I’m—” The rest was lost in a sudden scream as she came, pussy clamping down, body locking up so tight it felt like I was being milked for every drop.

The wave rolled through her, and she collapsed forward, burying her head in my shoulder, still rocking on my lap in tiny, desperate pulses.

I wrapped her in my arms, kissing her cheek, telling her, “I love watching you lose yourself. You never hold anything back.”

Her hand found my jaw, and she pulled me in for a soft, grateful kiss.

Next in the rotation was Victoria. She’d waited, watched, bided her time, but now she was ready. She shed the last of her clothes, baring skin that could have stopped traffic in LA and probably had. Her pussy was slick and pink, trimmed so it looked like sculpture, and the way her hands shook as she lined me up made it clear she was holding back a tsunami.

She mounted me, slow, making me feel every millimeter. Her face flushed, lips parted, chest heaving in time with her breath.

She started to ride, hips rolling in perfect, relentless circles, building the pressure until neither of us could survive it. Her gaze never left mine, a challenge, a dare, a plea for something she’d never gotten from anyone else.

With every bounce, every grind, her control got thinner. The sounds she made, at first just tiny whimpers, then real moans, then outright cries, powered every cell in my body straight to the edge.

“Don’t stop, don’t stop—please, West, I need—”

I grabbed her waist, driving up into her, matching her speed. Her tits bounced, sweat beading on her skin, the flush climbing all the way to her cheeks. She clawed at my chest, nails digging in, desperate for the release.

I brought my hand to her clit, rubbing tight, fast circles. The reaction was instant.

Victoria’s back arched, her whole body seizing. She shrieked, loud and raw, the sound so wild she started to laugh even as the orgasm cracked her open.

“That’s it, Queen,” I muttered, “just let go. You’re perfect. You’re everything I ever wanted. I love you.”

She collapsed onto me, breath ragged, her lips searching for mine. She kissed me over and over, wordless and honest. “I love you,” she whispered warm in my ear.

Bella, meanwhile, had not been idle. She and Summer had shifted to the side, hands everywhere, kissing and touching, exploring whatever felt good in the moment. At one point, Bella straddled Summer’s face, her own pussy glistening, grinding down while Summer licked and sucked like a champion.

Watching them was pure insanity.

Bella’s moans filled the room, high and frantic, her French slipping free and wild.

“Oui, oui, West—je veux, I want—don’t stop, don’t stop!”

Victoria grinned, then guided me to Bella, helping me line up as soon as she was ready.

I drove into Bella from behind, both of us kneeling on the mattress, her ass bouncing with every thrust. Victoria wrapped her arms around Bella’s chest from the front, squeezing her tits, pinching the nipples until Bella howled.

Summer took over with her mouth, kissing Bella, licking up her sweat, whispering encouragement in her ear.

The tempo got savage. My balls slapped Bella’s ass with each thrust, and her pussy got tighter, wetter, like she was trying to milk the cum straight out of me.

She came, screaming, arching her back, every muscle flexing, pussy spasming so hard my cock nearly followed her over the edge.

I managed to hold on. Barely.

We collapsed in a heap, all four of us sweaty, breathless, totally wrecked.

But they weren’t done.

Summer and Victoria switched places, Victoria dropping to kiss Summer, both of them so wet with sweat and spit and want it was impossible to tell where one started and the other ended.

Bella crawled up and took my cock in her mouth again, eyes bright and unashamed, cleaning me off, getting me ready for another round.

If there was ever a moment in my life when I felt like time actually stopped, it was that one, Victoria leading me back inside her, her grip fierce, her eyes so bright they sparkled in the low light. She pulled Summer close, their skin sliding, warm and damp, as they pressed together, and I watched, delirious, as Victoria kissed Summer, their mouths finding each other like they’d been waiting since the dawn of time.

I thought I’d seen everything, but nothing prepared me for the way Summer surrendered to Victoria. Most girls lost themselves to me, but Summer melted for her the way she melted for the ocean: body open, mind numb, swept along on pure instinct. Summer’s hands clawed up Victoria’s back, nails digging in, and the way their hips undulated against each other, gliding over me, made my cock throb harder than I knew was possible.

And then Bella was there, crawling up from the foot of the bed, flush-faced and wild-eyed, hair tangled, lips smeared glossy and wet. She dove straight for Summer, pulling her down into a kiss that started soft, but instantly turned into a messy, open-mouthed devouring. Summer gasped, then giggled, then gasped again, and soon the two of them were tangled up, rolling sideways across the sheets in a blonde-brunette cyclone of arms and legs.

I let myself watch. I let myself die and come back to life a hundred times, my body on fire while my mind hovered outside itself, a spectator in a front row seat nobody had the right to occupy.

Victoria caught me watching and grinned, all teeth and danger. She squeezed my cock inside her, slow pulses, then started grinding down, not bouncing but rolling, like she wanted to sculpt my body from the inside out. She pulled my head to her chest, made me mouth her tits, and then guided my hand between her legs, so I could rub her clit while I was inside her.

“You like what you see?” Victoria taunted, voice smudged with arousal and triumph as she dug her nails into my scalp. “You like watching your girls get off?”

“God, yes,” I choked, not even embarrassed at how desperate I sounded.

Bella and Summer reached the edge of the bed and tumbled backward, landing in a heap of limbs, giggling and shrieking, before Bella ended up on top, straddling Summer’s waist. Bella’s ass was perfect, round, golden, dimpled at the edges, and bounced as she rocked her hips, grinding Summer’s pussy with her own. Summer bucked up to meet her, moaning so loudly that even Victoria paused to glance over and take in the show.

For a solid minute, I was treated to a front-row performance: Bella and Summer scissoring, grinding, humping each other with no embarrassment or hesitation, a tangle of sweat, spit, and pure, reckless want. Sometimes their hands would slip between their own thighs, sometimes between each other’s, and every so often, Bella would kiss Summer so hard they both lost balance, laughing as they tumbled sideways and started again.

I tried to memorize it all, knowing that no matter what happened next, these were the moments I’d replay forever.

Victoria’s pace increased, and she leaned forward, her hair curtaining us both, her lips hovering next to my ear.

“Don’t you dare come until we say,” she whispered, biting my earlobe. “I want you to remember this. I want you to break.”

She drove herself down harder, her pussy gripping me like it needed to take me hostage. The more she lost control, the more she tried to look like she wasn’t losing it at all. Sweat beaded on her brow, and her cheeks flushed a deep, rose red. I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

Meanwhile, Bella and Summer kept going, kept getting louder and more frenzied, until finally Bella shuddered, collapsed onto Summer’s chest, and let out a low, throaty, “Mmm yesssss,” that made everyone in the room laugh, even Victoria.

Somewhere in there, Summer caught her breath, sat up, and turned to us, eyes glassy, lips shiny and swollen. “You two having fun?” she panted.

“Come here,” Victoria growled, her voice suddenly hoarse.

Summer crawled over, still naked and glowing, and Victoria yanked her down to kiss me. I tasted all of them on her lips, salt and sweetness, sweat and want. The three of us locked together, hands groping, bodies pressed so tight there was no room for air.

Bella, not content to be left out, slid behind me, wrapping her arms around my waist and kissing along my shoulder blade, up my neck, her tongue flicking over my earlobe, then biting gently. I could feel her heart hammering against my back, her hips grinding my ass, and the sensation was so hot I nearly blacked out.

Victoria shifted, pulling off me, and immediately pushed Summer down onto her back, then guided my cock into Summer with a practiced, greedy motion. Summer arched up, a cry escaping her lips, and she started riding me with no hesitation, hips slamming down, body moving like she was diving from a ten-meter platform, no fear, just perfect form and total surrender.

This time, I lasted maybe thirty seconds before I felt the edge coming. But I held back, biting my lip, willing myself to stay in the moment, because watching the three of them together, watching them touch and kiss and moan, felt better than any orgasm I could imagine.

It was Victoria who broke first. She knelt beside us, eyes glazed, fingers working between her thighs at a frantic pace. As she came, she didn’t scream, she just started laughing, a wild, manic laugh that shook her whole body as she doubled over and collapsed across me and Summer. The sound was contagious; Bella joined in, burying her face in my shoulder, giggling into my skin. Summer grinned, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes as she shuddered through her own climax.

Somehow, we managed to keep going, even as bodies started to shake and sweat pooled on the sheets. Summer and Bella switched again, Bella mounting me from above, her pussy so slick and open she took me in all at once, bottoming out with a gasp. She braced herself on my chest, hair falling in a curtain around our faces, and kissed me soft at first, then harder, then not at all, just mouths open, panting, foreheads pressed, breathing each other in.

Victoria and Summer lay side by side, watching, touching each other lazily, like they were both too spent to do more than let their fingers wander and tangle together. At one point, Summer reached over and started playing absentmindedly with Victoria’s hair, twisting the strands, then pulling her closer for a long, slow, sleepy kiss.

Bella rode me in a slow, greedy grind, her hands on my shoulders, her voice a steady stream of French and English, sometimes both at once. Every so often, she’d lean down and mutter, “You’re mine, West. You belong to me,” and I’d believe it, because in that moment, it was true.

I could feel the finish coming, the pressure at the base of my spine building to a cruel, delicious ache. Bella must have felt it too because she sped up, her rhythm insistent.

“Ah, West,” she gasped, “je veux sentir—I want to feel you come.”

The other two girls perked up at that, and suddenly all three were gathered around me, hands and mouths everywhere, their collective need so intense that I could barely keep my eyes open. Victoria stroked my balls, Summer kissed my jaw, Bella pulled me deeper, urging me to let go.

I warned them, barely able to think: “I’m gonna—”

Victoria grabbed my cock, pulled out at the last second, and sandwiched all three of their bodies together, a wall of tits and toned bellies and eager, grinning faces, each one greedy for what came next.

The first shot caught Summer straight in the chest, painting a stripe up over her abs and across the swell of her right tit. The next splattered Bella’s collarbone, dripping down between her breasts, and the third hit Victoria right on the sternum, before sliding down to pool in her navel.

They all squealed and collapsed, limbs tangled, bodies shaking with laughter and aftershocks.

Nobody was shy about it. Victoria scooped a streak of cum from her chest and smeared it playfully across Summer’s cheek, who retaliated by grabbing a glob from Bella’s tummy and dabbing it on Victoria’s nose. Bella, giggling, licked a stripe off Summer’s breast, then sucked it shamelessly while the others egged her on. Sometimes their hands would wander, gathering more, painting lines on each other’s skin, tasting it, smearing it, acting for all the world like they’d just discovered the greatest substance ever invented.

They were a mess, sticky, glowing, out of breath, and perfect.

I could barely move, my head spinning, my muscles refusing to engage. For a minute, I just lay there, watching them paint each other, watching them kiss and laugh and collapse in a heap, until the giggles finally faded into quiet, lazy sighs.

For a long time, nobody spoke.

Victoria, lips bruised and perfect, finally broke the silence.

“That was… unprecedented,” she managed.

Bella snuggled into my side, cum streaking her breasts, hair wild around her face. “This is the best team I have ever joined,” she murmured, kissing my neck.

Summer, stretched across my chest, glowed with satisfaction. “Gold medal, every category,” she said, running her fingers along my abs, tracing the sticky lines with a wicked grin.

I could barely breathe, but when I did, it was pure relief. No shame, no nerves, just the quiet certainty that this was where I belonged.

For once, there was no competition.

Only victory.

We stayed tangled, smeared, and sticky for what felt like hours.

Sometimes Victoria would tilt her head and kiss Bella, soft and lingering. Sometimes Bella would stroke Summer’s thigh, just to see her flex. Summer nuzzled into my shoulder, hand always on my chest, and every so often she’d chase Victoria’s tongue just for the thrill of the next kiss.

I lost all sense of time.

All I knew was, every inch of my skin buzzed with satisfaction, and every time I looked down, the girls were smiling at each other, at me, and at the mess we’d made.

If this was a dream, I didn’t want to wake up.

The new rules were simple, love everybody, no hiding, no fear.

I’d never felt more free.

And from the way the girls tangled closer, I knew they felt the same.

We drifted into sleep, hearts pounding, bodies pressed together, the last thing I saw was the moonlight spooling across their skin, painting everything silver and immortal.

If anyone asked, I’d tell them: this was the night we stopped pretending.

This was the night we became everything we wanted to be.

Together.

***

When I woke, it was to a fortress of limbs and tits and tangled hair.

The girls had migrated overnight, shifting, rolling, flattening me under the collective weight of three champions who’d just burned through half a bottle of champagne and all the oxygen in the county. My body ached in the best possible way, skin tacky with sweat and stickier things, muscles limp, but my brain running laps out of pure contentment.

There wasn’t a single inch of me that didn’t have a girl draped over it.

Bella had one long leg flung across my hips, her breasts mashed against my ribs, cheek pressed to my shoulder. Summer had ended up sprawled over my chest, her golden hair loose and wild, one arm around my waist, her hand idly squeezing my ass as she muttered in her sleep. Victoria was the most reserved. She’d claimed the far side of the bed, but sometime around four a.m., she’d wrapped herself around my arm and pinned it between her perfect tits, her mouth close enough to my neck that every time she exhaled, it sent a shiver down my spine.

At some point, the giggles from last night had faded into whispers.

Now, in the lazy hush of morning, the house sounded like happiness. Waves below, faint birds somewhere in the cypress, the steady breath of three women who’d chosen me and each other, no fine print.

I reached over and ran my hand down Victoria’s back, tracing every vertebra, then squeezing her ass for the sheer joy of it. She woke first, eyes clear and bright even in the dim light.

“Good morning, King,” she whispered, voice raspy from the marathon.

“Incredible night,” I whispered back.

She grinned. “I’ve already written the press release. Do you want to approve it before it hits GCU group chat?”

That cracked me up, and it made Summer snort awake, blue eyes blinking open. She stretched, her back arching so every muscle in her body flexed against mine, then she slumped deeper into my chest, humming.

“Mmm. Best hangover ever,” she muttered.

Bella woke last, rolling over and perching her chin on my pec, her hair spilling everywhere. “We missed sunrise,” she yawned, but the smile said she didn’t regret a thing.

I’d never felt more at home. Last night’s mess was still sticky on skin and sheet, but none of us cared. If anything, Summer traced the dry lines on my belly with pride.

“You should take a picture,” she challenged. “I dare you to put this on your Instagram. Harem goals.”

Victoria cut in, “Only after Bella and I finish our makeup. Or don’t, actually, I think this is our new aesthetic.”

I squeezed all three girls tighter, just to see them squirm.

“Real talk?” Victoria said, propping herself up on one elbow, the sheet doing nothing to hide her gorgeous body. “Greek Row is going to lose its mind when they hear we’re official.”

Summer grinned, not phased. “Let them freak. I’ve got bigger fish, nationals are in three months, and Hargrove’s already scheduling extra practices. He’s still a bastard, but at least now he’s stopped the threats.”

She cocked her head at Victoria, admiration in the look. “Not everyone can punk out the coach who made half this campus cry. What did you say to him, exactly?”

Victoria smirked. “Just reminded him that his reputation depends on your success, and that the right people would love to know about his ‘motivational’ tactics. He’s on notice. You’re untouchable, at least until nationals. After that? We’ll renegotiate.”

Summer laughed, shaking her head. “Queen shit.”

She ran her fingers up my thigh, not stopping until she hit my cock, which, of course, was already half-hard again. Morning wood had nothing on my harem.

Bella didn’t miss a beat. “You will need your energy,” she said, voice playful. “Because this week, we surf. The trials for the Pacific Open, remember?”

I hadn’t forgotten. “First real competition as teammates,” I said, brushing my lips across her forehead. “Think we’ll win?”

Bella’s eyes glittered. “With you, I always win.”

Victoria interjected, “If you want my campaign calendar, I’ve also got a full schedule for all upcoming competitions, event invites, and blackout dates for the next three months. I added color codes for each of us. Efficiency is sexy.”

She handed me her phone, showing off a day-planner so detailed it probably had time blocks for orgasms.

Summer whistled, admiring. “You’re a machine. Are we going to have to start using secret code words to manage all this?”

Victoria shrugged, deadpan. “The code word is: more.”

We all laughed, and for a moment, the only sound was the sound of our breathing, the way it tripped and tangled together.

I let myself soak it in. The way Bella’s soft French sibilants curled around my name; the way Victoria eyed every challenge like she’d already won; the way Summer’s restlessness softened when she was with me. For a guy who’d built his life on never settling, somehow this wild, messy, beautiful disaster had become my anchor.

I told them so. “I never thought I’d have this. Not just one perfect match, but three of you. You make me better. You make me want to show up every day instead of just watching the world go by.”

Bella kissed my cheek, soft as a secret. “We see you, West. That is all I ever wanted.”

Summer said, “You already changed the rules, baby. Now you get to keep breaking them.”

Victoria gave me a look that was softer around the edges than usual. “Don’t disappear on us, okay?”

“Never,” I promised.

We lounged there, warm and lazy, the sun rising somewhere behind us, but none of us in a hurry to move.

Of course, there were challenges. Tyler was still circling the edges, not sure if he was ready to sign off on his sister’s new dynasty. The rumor mill was already spinning up new plotlines about our ‘King’ and his conquests. Scheduling wasn’t a joke, juggling practices, events, and study time would test even Victoria’s planner. But in the hush of the morning, none of it felt impossible.

If anything, each obstacle just made the vibe stronger.

I’d grown up thinking that real connection was a myth, something you saw in movies and then forgot about. Turns out, the truth was wilder, less polished, more ridiculous and honest. It wasn’t about picking one perfect person, it was about finding the team that brought out the best in you, even when it meant breaking every rule you’d ever learned.

We finally managed to untangle, grabbing robes and hoodies in varying states of undress, and shuffled out to the deck.

The Pacific was gold and silver, waves hammering the rocks, the whole campus asleep behind us.

We curled onto the outdoor sectional, a pile of legs, arms, and bed-head, wrapped in each other, the last of the night’s heat bleeding out as the new day crashed over the horizon.

For a second, nobody made a sound.

Then Bella, sleepy but happy, whispered, “Toujours. That means ‘always.’”

Summer chimed in, “I like that. Team Always.”

Victoria rolled her eyes, but she smiled. “It’s not bad, actually.”

That sealed it.

We sat there, watching the sky burn, skin gleaming in the sunrise, breath syncing up in quiet awe.

It was impossible to imagine ever going back to before.

This was the story we’d chosen.

And for the first time, the future felt like something we’d built ourselves.

We weren’t just breaking the mold.

We were pouring the foundation.

And, God help anyone who tried to get in our way.
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Coming Next: Rush Week (Book 2 of Campus King)

The stakes rise. The competition intensifies. And the lines between loyalty and desire start to blur.

Orientation was just the beginning…
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