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CHAPTER 1

Long shadows stretched across the clean concrete of the new foundation, the lines sharp and distinct in the late afternoon light. Ethan moved slowly between the upright wood frames that formed the skeleton of his future home, his boots pressing into the thin layer of sawdust that covered the slab. Each step left a faint print, the dust shifting under his weight. He reached out with his left hand, running his fingers along a vertical two-by-four, feeling the roughness of the unfinished wood scrape against his skin.

He followed the lines of the soon-to-be hallways, ducking slightly under a temporary brace that spanned the opening, careful not to catch his shirt. He paused at a framed doorway, looking into what would become the living room. The space was open, sunlight slanting in through the gaps where windows would eventually be installed. He took two steps forward, the soles of his boots crunching over a stray nail and a curled offcut of plywood. He bent at the waist, picked up the nail between his thumb and forefinger, and tossed it into a nearby plastic bucket half-filled with other debris.

Ethan moved to the center of the open kitchen area, standing where the island would be. He turned in a slow circle, eyes tracing the outline of the room, picturing the cabinets along the wall, the refrigerator slot, and the spot where the sink would face the window. He stood still for a moment, arms crossed over his chest, and imagined the girls moving around him, laughter echoing as they cooked together. He visualized the tile they had chosen, the way the sunlight would reflect off the countertops in the mornings.

He stepped out of the kitchen and climbed the temporary plywood staircase, his hand gripping the railing that had been hastily nailed in place for safety. At the top, he paused at the landing, peering into each of the framed bedrooms. He stepped into the master bedroom, the largest space, and walked to the far corner where the windows would overlook the ocean. He crouched down, resting his forearms on his knees, and stared through the empty frame, picturing the view they would have when it was finished. He could see the girls sprawled on the bed, sunlight on their bare skin, the breeze fluttering the curtains.

He stood and walked back into the hallway, careful to avoid a pile of stacked drywall leaning against the wall. He ran his hand over the edge of one of the boards, feeling the powdery residue rub off onto his palm. He wiped his hand on his jeans and made his way back down the stairs, each step creaking slightly under his weight.

He had spent countless hours with the girls planning every square inch of the new home, sitting around the dining table in the old house with floor plans spread out, pencils and rulers scattered everywhere. He remembered the arguments over where to put the laundry room, the laughter when Jess insisted on a walk-in closet big enough for all of them, the way Claire had traced her finger along the outline of the pool on the plans, her eyes bright with excitement. He remembered Victoria leaning over his shoulder, her hair brushing his cheek as she pointed out an idea for the outdoor shower.

The filing, permits, paperwork, and outsourcing help had taken more time and caused more stress than he had expected. He remembered the endless phone calls to the city office, the frustration of waiting for inspectors, the arguments with subcontractors about schedules and costs. He had spent late nights hunched over spreadsheets, double-checking every expense, making sure they could afford every upgrade the girls wanted. But now, standing in the half-built structure with the foundation poured and the walls going up, Ethan could begin to see a light at the end of the tunnel. He could imagine the finished house, the four of them living together, a space big enough for them all.

Meanwhile, Claire, Jess, Victoria, and himself had been staying in his house just next door. The house had always seemed so large when he lived there alone, the rooms echoing with emptiness, but now, with the four of them together, it felt cramped. Every surface seemed to be covered with someone’s clothes, shoes, or books. The kitchen counters were always crowded with mugs, plates, and half-finished snacks. The bathroom was a constant rotation of bodies, towels, and hairbrushes. Especially at night, when they all shared his bed, the space felt impossibly small. He remembered waking up with Jess’s foot pressed against his thigh, Claire’s arm draped over his chest, Victoria’s hair tickling his face.

This new home that they were building would be much bigger, but it was still designed with the idea of them enjoying time together. Some of the additions were small but meaningful, like the outdoor shower they could use after swimming in the ocean. He pictured the four of them rinsing off under the open sky, water running down their bodies, sand swirling around their feet. He had also added a small sauna on the side of the home. It was something he had always wanted, but now he would be able to enjoy it with his young and beautiful women. He imagined the heat wrapping around them, their skin slick with sweat, the girls sitting close to him on the wooden benches, their bodies glistening in the light.

Ethan stepped over a pile of splintered wood scraps on the concrete, the edges sharp and uneven. He nudged them aside with the toe of his boot, clearing a path. There was an endless supply of sawdust, a thin layer that coated the floor and drifted in the air. He watched as the sunlight caught the drifting specks, scattering the light as it sank lower in the sky. He brushed his hand over a window ledge, feeling the fine dust stick to his skin, and wiped it off on his jeans.

Despite the progress that had been made on their new house, there was still much more work to do. He mentally ticked off the list: electrical wiring, plumbing, insulation, drywall, flooring, painting. He hoped there would be no surprise costs. He had already gone over budget on the foundation, and the framing had taken longer than expected. Every delay meant more money spent, more time living in the cramped old house.

Ethan had quit his job as an architect at the firm in the city. He remembered the last day, the weight of the decision settling on his shoulders. He had joined Victoria in starting their own business, setting up shop in their small coastal town. It meant Ethan had to actually go to the office more often than he used to, but the five minute drive onto main street wasn’t really a problem. He would get in his truck, back out of the driveway, and be at the office before the engine had even warmed up.

The real worry Ethan had, the one that sat in the back of his head and gnawed at him in quiet moments, was how he was financially reliant on whatever money he had left over. He currently had no income after quitting his job, and he and Victoria didn’t have any current or future client prospects for their new company. He had spent hours at night, lying awake in bed with Victoria pressed against his side, staring at the ceiling and running numbers in his head. Starting a new business was hard. Getting the ball rolling would be tough, but once clients could see the work he and Victoria could do, Ethan had no doubt they would be successful. Until then, they were on their own, living off savings and hope.

Ethan stepped down from the edge of the foundation, planting one foot carefully on the dirt below, then the other, feeling the ground uneven beneath his boots. He walked towards his house next door, the path familiar. The sun had slipped past the horizon, leaving an orange wash that spread across the sky, the colors deepening as he walked. He watched the light fade from the new house, the shadows lengthening across the yard.

Claire stepped out the front door, her silhouette framed by the last rays of sunlight. Macy, their golden retriever, slipped past her, tail wagging high and fast. Macy bounded up to Ethan, her paws thudding softly on the grass. As she reached him, she leapt up, her front paws landing against his thighs. Ethan grinned and bent down, bracing himself as Macy licked at his hands, her tongue warm and eager. He scratched behind her ears, running his fingers through her soft fur, then gently pushed her paws down so she stood back on all fours.

Claire made her way down the front steps, moving relaxed. She wore tight denim shorts that hugged her hips and thighs, the fabric stretched taut. Her white shirt clung to her waist, the hem riding up slightly to reveal a strip of smooth skin above the waistband. The thin straps of her bikini were visible, stretched over her hips and peeking out above the low-riding shorts. Her legs were long and tanned, her bare feet pressing into the grass as she approached.

“So, how’s it coming along?” Claire asked, stopping a few feet in front of him. She glanced over his shoulder at the half-built house, her eyes lingering on the wood framing.

“It’s getting there,” Ethan replied, shifting his weight from one foot to the other. “It’s nice to see it finally taking shape though.” He ran his hand through his hair, pushing it back from his forehead.

“You hungry?” Claire asked, looking over at the wood framing next door. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, her gaze flicking back to his face.

“Yeah, what do you guys have in mind?” Ethan asked, resting his hands on his hips.

“I was craving that Italian place today. Do you wanna go? I asked the girls and they were fine with it.” Claire said, her lips curving into a small smile.

“That does sound good actually,” Ethan said, reaching up to scratch the back of his neck. “You guys want me to drive?”

“Uh, Victoria already offered. We’ll take her car. I think your truck is too small to squeeze us all in,” Claire said with a smirk, her eyes glinting with mischief.

“Oh, come on. It’s not that bad,” Ethan laughed, shaking his head. “Besides, I like being squished between you girls.” He grinned at her, the tension of the day easing from his shoulders.

“I know. Oh, I know.” Claire laughed, the sound bright and genuine as she turned back towards the house, her hips swaying with each step.


CHAPTER 2

“You know, Ethan, if you want to drive, you should get a car that can fit us all,” Jess said from the back seat, her knees pressed up against the passenger seat in front of her. The cramped interior forced her to twist her hips slightly, one hand bracing against the door while she tried to stretch her legs.

“I’m fine with Victoria driving,” Ethan replied. He ducked his head to clear the low roof, gripping the top of the door frame as he swung his legs in. The upholstery was cool and a little stiff beneath his jeans. He slid into the front seat, shifting his weight to make room for his feet. He reached forward, feeling for the seatbelt and clicking it into place. “Do you know where the place is, Victoria?”

“I see it all the time on Main Street when I go to the offices,” Victoria replied. She leaned forward in the driver’s seat, her hands moving to adjust the rearview mirror. She rotated it until she could see the girls in the back, then checked the side mirrors with a quick flick of her eyes. Her fingers found the ignition, twisting the key until the engine rumbled to life. She reached down to adjust the gear shift, her knuckles brushing the plastic console.

Claire and Jess sat in the back seat, their shoulders pressed together. Claire’s thigh was pressed against Jess’s, and Jess’s hand rested on Claire’s knee. They leaned in, heads close, whispering and giggling in low voices. Claire’s fingers traced small circles on Jess’s bare skin just above the hem of her skirt, making Jess squirm and bite her lip to stifle a laugh.

Victoria pulled out of the driveway, her hands steady at ten and two on the steering wheel. The tires rolled over the uneven edge where the concrete met the street, sending a faint vibration up through the car’s frame. The asphalt crunched under the tires as she eased onto the road, taking care to check both directions before merging. Her foot pressed gently on the accelerator, and the car crept forward.

The street was quiet, lined with modest houses set back from the curb. The windows glowed with warm, yellow light, illuminating curtains and the occasional silhouette passing by inside. Victoria kept her eyes on the road, glancing occasionally at the street signs as she navigated the familiar route. The car passed under a streetlamp, the light briefly illuminating the interior and casting shadows across Ethan’s face.

The streets were empty, with only the occasional parked car breaking up the line of mailboxes and hedges. The town seemed to have shut down for the night; storefronts were dark, their signs turned off, and the only movement came from a stray cat darting across the sidewalk. Victoria slowed as she approached an intersection, her foot easing onto the brake. She looked both ways, then turned left, the steering wheel gliding smoothly beneath her hands.

Most stores had closed early, and the entire place had the feel of a peaceful haven for anyone out after dark. As they drove, the conversation in the back seat grew quieter, replaced by the hum of the engine and the occasional click of Jess’s fingernails tapping against the window. Victoria glanced in the rearview mirror, catching a glimpse of Claire’s face lit by the passing streetlights.

After a few more turns, Victoria spotted the familiar sign of the Italian restaurant. She slowed, flicking on her turn signal. The blinker clicked as she guided the car into the small parking lot off to the side of the building. The lot was mostly empty, with only two other cars parked near the entrance. Victoria eased the car into a space, straightening the wheel before shifting into park. She turned off the engine, and the sudden silence settled over them.

Claire leaned forward, her hand pressed against the glass. She pointed out the window towards the gazebo across the street, the white wooden structure visible under the glow of the streetlights. “Remember that, Jess?” she asked, her voice soft but playful.

Jess grinned, her lips curling up at the corners. “How could I forget,” she replied, her eyes flicking to Claire’s. She squeezed Claire’s knee, her thumb tracing a line along the inside of her thigh.

Ethan twisted in his seat, turning around to give them a look. He raised an eyebrow.

“The Gazebo? What’s the story? Now I’m curious,” Victoria asked, her tone light as she unbuckled her seatbelt. She reached down to grab her purse, her fingers closing around the strap.

“The Gazebo is where Claire and Jess truly met for the first time,” Ethan replied with a grin. He leaned back, resting his arm on the seat.

“I thought you two met in college… Oh, I get it now,” Victoria said, her mouth curling into a knowing smirk. She opened her door, pushing it wide with her shoulder. “You weren’t scared someone would see you? This is the middle of the town.”

“Yeah, we were scared, but that was the fun part,” Claire replied, her grin widening. She nudged Jess with her hip, drawing a laugh.

“That’s enough information for me,” Victoria said. She stepped out of the car, her shoes crunching on the gravel. She straightened, smoothing her skirt over her hips. Victoria’s skirt hugged her curves, the fabric taut across her thighs as she moved.

The others followed, Ethan opening his door and swinging his legs out. He pushed himself up, stretching his back before closing the door behind him. Claire and Jess clambered out of the back seat, Jess having to duck her head to avoid bumping it on the roof. Claire brushed her skirt down, then reached for Jess’s hand as they crossed the parking lot together.

They walked in a loose group toward the front doors of the restaurant. The glass doors reflected their images back at them, distorted by the angle of the light. Victoria reached out and pulled one open, holding it for the others to enter. The interior was warm, lit by overhead lights and the soft glow of candles flickering on the tables.

The same waitress from before was standing near the entrance, a notepad in her hand. She looked up as they entered, her eyes settling on Ethan first.

“Ashley, good to see you again,” Ethan said, looking at the waitress. He stepped forward, his hands in his pockets.

“Hey, Ethan,” Ashley said with a smile. She tucked a stray strand of hair behind her ear. “Is this becoming your favorite place in town? Also, the only place in town that’s still open.”

“Yeah, Claire was craving Italian,” Ethan replied. He glanced back at Claire, who nodded in agreement.

“Great! So, table for three?” Ashley asked, flipping her notepad open.

“Table for four,” Ethan corrected. He gestured behind him, indicating Victoria.

Ashley looked around, her eyes moving past Claire and Jess. She spotted Victoria standing slightly apart from the group. Her eyes widened, and a faint blush crept up her cheeks. “Oh! Sorry. I thought it was just the three of you. Let me take you to your table.”

Ethan watched as Ashley’s cheeks flushed a deeper red when she looked at Victoria. He could tell that word had gotten around about him living with two women. Now, with a third woman in tow, Ashley seemed momentarily thrown off. Ethan wondered what people in town would think when they realized he had three women living with him. He shook his head, forcing himself to brush the thought aside.

Ashley turned and led the group through the restaurant, weaving around tables where couples lingered over plates of pasta and glasses of wine. She paused at a corner booth, her hand resting lightly on the back of a chair. “Here you go,” she said, stepping aside to let them sit.

Ethan slid into the booth first, scooting over to make room. Claire followed, settling in next to him. Jess took the seat across from Ethan, her hands folded on the table. Victoria slid in beside Jess, smoothing her skirt as she sat. The vinyl seat was cool against her bare thighs.

They each picked up a menu, flipping through the laminated pages. Ethan scanned the options, his finger tracing down the list of pizzas.

“You guys want to get two deep dish pizzas?” Ethan asked, looking up.

“I’ll eat anything,” Claire said, her eyes never leaving the menu. She tapped her finger against the page, considering her options.

“So, two deep dish?” Ashley asked, pulling out her notepad and pen.

“What toppings do you want?” she added, her pen poised over the paper.

“That’s the hard part,” Claire replied, glancing at the others.

“What do you suggest?” Victoria asked, turning her gaze to Ashley. Her eyes lingered on Ashley’s face, studying her expression.

“Um, uh, three meat is my favorite. And, you can’t go wrong with a classic pepperoni,” Ashley stammered. She tucked her hair behind her ear again, her hand trembling slightly.

Ethan noticed the change in her demeanor. Ashley, who was usually confident and chatty, seemed nervous tonight. Her eyes darted to Victoria, then quickly away.

“Yeah, we’ll get the three meat and the pepperoni. Keep it simple. If the girls debate about it, we’ll be here all night,” Ethan said, closing his menu and setting it on the table.

“Not true,” Claire snapped back, nudging Ethan’s leg with her foot under the table. Her toes pressed against his shin, making him shift in his seat.

“Watch it, mister,” Jess said, glaring at Ethan with a playful grin. She reached across the table and flicked his menu away from his hand.

Ashley laughed, her shoulders relaxing as she scribbled down the order. “Okay, it’ll be out in a few. Let me grab you guys some drinks.” She turned and walked away, her hair swaying behind her.

They settled into the booth, chatting quietly as Ashley returned with their drinks. She set down glasses of water, then placed a bottle of wine and four glasses in the center of the table. She poured the wine with careful hands, filling each glass halfway before moving on to the next.

The wait for the pizza was filled with idle conversation and the occasional glance toward the kitchen. The restaurant was quiet, with only a few other tables occupied. The overhead lights cast soft shadows on the table, and the flickering candlelight made the wine in their glasses glow a deep, rich red.

When the food finally arrived, Ashley carried the heavy, steaming pans to the table. She set the three meat pizza in the center, the thick crust golden brown and piled high with sausage, pepperoni, and bacon. The cheese bubbled on top, stretching in gooey strands as she cut the first slice. The pepperoni pizza was just as impressive, the edges crisp and the slices of pepperoni curled up at the edges.

Ashley handed out plates, using a spatula to serve generous wedges to each person. The first slice landed on Ethan’s plate, the cheese stretching before snapping back. He picked up the slice, feeling the heat through the crust. He took a bite, the cheese and meat filling his mouth with rich, savory flavors. The crust was thick and buttery, the sauce tangy and just a little sweet.

Claire grabbed a slice of the pepperoni, using both hands to steady it as the cheese threatened to slide off. She blew on the tip before taking a bite, her eyes closing as she chewed. She swallowed, then reached for her wine glass, taking a sip to wash it down.

Jess picked up a slice of three meat, her fingers slick with oil from the crust. She licked her thumb before biting in, the flavor making her hum in satisfaction. She leaned back, licking her lips before reaching for another slice.

Victoria took her time, using her fork and knife to cut a neat piece from her slice. She brought it to her mouth, chewing thoughtfully. She glanced up as Ashley passed by, her eyes tracking Ashley’s movements as she wiped down a nearby table. Victoria’s gaze lingered on Ashley’s hips as she bent to retrieve a dropped napkin, then flicked back to her plate.

Ethan noticed Victoria’s attention. Each time Ashley approached their table—refilling their water, clearing away empty plates, or wiping crumbs from the next table—Victoria’s eyes followed her. When Ashley leaned over to wipe the far side of a nearby table, Victoria’s gaze dropped to Ashley’s ass, the outline visible beneath her black slacks.

As they continued eating, the pizza disappeared quickly. The cheese clung to their fingers, and the sauce left red smears on their plates. Ethan reached for another slice, feeling the weight of the thick crust in his hand. He watched as Victoria, her lips glistening with oil from the pizza, glanced sideways at Ashley again when she passed by, her eyes lingering just a little too long.

Ashley returned to check on them, asking if they needed anything else. Her cheeks were still flushed, and her eyes flickered to Victoria before she looked away. Victoria smiled, her eyes meeting Ashley’s for a moment before she looked down at her plate, cutting another bite from her slice.

The meal wound down slowly, the conversation growing quieter as they finished the last pieces of pizza. Ashley cleared their plates, her hands steady as she stacked them and wiped down the table. Victoria watched her go, her gaze thoughtful before finally turning back to the group as they finished their wine.


CHAPTER 3

With full bellies, Ethan and the girls slid back into the car and pulled out of the empty parking lot of the Italian restaurant. Ethan reached for his seatbelt, tugging it across his chest and clicking it into place. Claire flopped into the back seat, her skirt riding up her thighs as she wiggled to get comfortable, and Jess slid in next to her, stretching her arms above her head before settling in. Victoria adjusted the rearview mirror, her hands steady on the wheel, and waited for everyone to settle before she shifted the car into drive.

As they rolled forward, Claire pressed her forehead against the cool window glass and peered out. “Bye, bye, maybe next time,” she said, waving at the gazebo through the car window as they passed the park across the street. Her hand lingered in the air, fingers fluttering, before she let it drop back to her lap.

Jess let out a short laugh, twisting in her seat to catch a last glimpse of the gazebo. “You know, every time I see that gazebo, I still get a little excited feeling.” She nudged Claire with her elbow, grinning.

Victoria kept her eyes on the road, her grip on the steering wheel firm. “I don’t get what’s so fun about getting freaky in public,” she chimed in, her tone skeptical.

“It’s not really about being in public. You actually want a place that is secluded and safe. But, you just want the thrill of a small chance that you might get caught,” Claire said thoughtfully, her voice a little softer as she traced a circle on the seat with her finger.

“Claire’s an expert at having sex outside,” Ethan said, glancing back at her with a smirk.

Claire laughed, tossing her hair over her shoulder. “I don’t know. Jess might be more freaky than I am.” She leaned back, her bare thighs pressed against the seat, and gave Jess a playful look.

“That’s not true,” Jess replied with a grin, shaking her head.

“Yeah, that actually does make sense,” Ethan said with a chuckle, turning his attention back to the front as the headlights illuminated the quiet street ahead.

Victoria didn’t say a word. She looked forward at the road and kept driving, her lips pressed together in a tight line. Her eyes flicked to the street signs as she navigated the familiar neighborhood, the car’s interior lit only by the dashboard’s soft glow. The houses on either side were dark, windows black, driveways empty. The hush of the late hour pressed in around them, broken only by the faint hum of the car’s engine.

Ethan unbuckled his seatbelt as the house grew larger the closer they got to it. He shifted in his seat, rolling his shoulders as he watched the driveway approach. Victoria slowed the car before pulling into the driveway, her foot easing off the gas. For a moment, she hesitated, the car idling at the curb. Then, without a word, she turned the wheel and steered the car down a side street, headlights sweeping across the intersection.

“Where we headed?” Ethan asked, sounding as casual as he could, though his eyebrows lifted in surprise.

“The house is that way,” Claire said, sitting up in her seat. She leaned forward, her hands gripping the back of Ethan’s seat, peering through the windshield.

“I want to see what all the fuss is about,” Victoria replied, her voice tight but determined.

“What do you mean?” Jess asked, her tone wary.

“I think she’s taking us to the beach,” Ethan said, glancing at Victoria, searching her expression.

Sure enough, Victoria turned down another side street, the tires crunching over loose gravel. The road ended abruptly where the sand began, the car’s headlights catching on the pale dunes and the dark strip of ocean beyond. Ethan had never driven a car to the beach, since it was only a couple streets down from the house. But, there was no other place the street would take them. Victoria pulled the car to the side of the road, the tires sinking slightly into the soft sand, and turned off the engine. The headlights flicked off, plunging them into darkness. The only light came from the moon, its reflection shimmering across the water, and the only sound was the distant rush of waves riding up and down the shore.

“A little late to go swimming, don’t you think?” Claire asked nervously, her voice sounding smaller in the dark.

Victoria turned in her seat, her face barely visible in the faint moonlight. “Have you guys ever gone swimming in the ocean naked?” she asked, her words hanging in the air.

Everyone in the car was silent. Ethan looked from Jess to Claire, then back at Victoria, trying to read their faces in the dim light.

“You want to go skinny dipping? In the ocean?” Jess asked slowly, her voice a mix of disbelief and curiosity.

“At night?” Claire added, her fingers fidgeting with the hem of her skirt.

Ethan looked over at Victoria. Her expression was tight, her jaw set, but there was a flicker of challenge in her eyes. She was clearly out of her comfort zone. He realized she was trying to fit in. Maybe she felt like the odd man out. Whatever the case, she had driven them to the beach to prove to them or to herself that she wanted to experience the same excitement they had.

Ethan reached over and squeezed Victoria’s hand, his fingers closing around hers. He held her gaze for a moment, then let go and reached down, grabbing the hem of his shirt. He lifted it over his head, pulling it off in one smooth motion, and tossed it onto the passenger seat. He unbuttoned his jeans, sliding the zipper down, and lifted his hips to shimmy them off. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his boxers and pulled them down in one swift tug, stripping them past his knees and off his ankles. He left his clothes in a heap on the seat and sat naked for a moment, his cock already half-hard from the anticipation.

He opened the door, the metal cool against his palm, and stepped out onto the sand. The air was brisk against his bare skin, goosebumps rising along his arms and thighs. He leaned back into the car, bracing one hand on the roof, and looked back at Jess and Claire. “You guys coming?” Their surprised expressions sent a jolt of excitement through Ethan as he watched their eyes drop to his naked body, their mouths open in shock and amusement.

He shut the passenger car door, the sound muffled by the sand, and started walking towards the sound of the waves. The cool grains shifted under his feet with each step, sticking to his toes. He heard car doors opening and closing behind him, then the sound of the girls giggling in the distance.

“Wait up!” A voice called behind him. He paused, turning to see Victoria hurrying across the sand. She was naked, her pale skin ghostly in the moonlight, breasts swaying as she jogged to catch up. She wrapped her arms around him from behind, pressing her bare chest against his back. He felt the soft weight of her breasts, her nipples stiff against his skin, and her thighs brushed his hips as she held him tight.

He heard Claire’s and Jess’s footsteps behind, crunching over the sand as they caught up. Claire let out a whoop, then jumped up on Ethan’s back, her legs tightening around his waist. He staggered, laughing, as she wrapped her arms around his neck. Her bare breasts pressed against his back, the nipples hard and cool in the night air, and her pubic hair brushed the small of his back as she squeezed her thighs.

Jess followed, her footsteps quick and light, and Ethan caught a glimpse of her body in the moonlight. Her breasts were large and firm, her nipples dark and erect, and her hips swayed as she jogged to the water’s edge, glancing back at the others with a wide grin.

Ethan adjusted his grip on Claire’s thighs, feeling her skin warm and smooth against his palms, and carried her towards the water. The sand grew colder and wetter as they approached the surf. The moonlight cast a silvery path across the ocean, the waves rolling in with a steady rhythm.

He waded into the shallows, the icy water shocking against his ankles. Claire squealed, tightening her grip around his waist. He took another step, the water rising to his calves, then to his knees. The cold bit into his skin, making his cock twitch and shrink, and he sucked in a breath, bracing himself.

Jess splashed in beside him, her hands outstretched as she let the waves crash against her thighs. Victoria followed, her arms crossed over her chest as she shivered, then dropped her hands and walked forward, letting the water lap at her knees.

Ethan bent forward, letting Claire slide off his back. She landed with a splash, her feet sinking into the soft sand beneath the water. She gasped at the cold, then laughed, flicking water at Ethan’s chest. Jess joined in, scooping up handfuls of water and tossing them at Claire and Victoria, droplets catching the moonlight as they arced through the air.

Victoria hesitated, then took a deep breath and dove forward, submerging herself completely. She surfaced with a gasp, her hair slicked back, breasts bobbing just above the waterline. Ethan watched as she swam a few strokes out, then turned and floated on her back, her nipples poking up through the surface.

Claire and Jess chased each other through the shallows, splashing and laughing, their bodies glistening with water and moonlight. Ethan waded in deeper, the water rising to his waist, then to his chest. He felt the current tug at his legs, the salt water stinging his skin.

Suddenly, Jess pointed back towards the car. “Shit, car lights!” she hissed.

They all turned. Headlights swept across the sand, illuminating the spot where their car was parked. Ethan ducked lower, sinking until the water reached his chin. The girls followed suit, submerging themselves until only their heads and shoulders were visible above the waves. They stayed perfectly still, watching as the car crept closer, its engine idling at the dead end.

The headlights lingered for a moment, then the car reversed, tires crunching on the gravel, and turned around. The lights faded as it drove away, leaving the beach in darkness once more.

Ethan let out a breath, feeling his heart slow. Claire surfaced beside him, her hair plastered to her forehead, and laughed quietly. Jess grinned, splashing water at Ethan’s chest, and Victoria waded back towards the shore, her arms crossed over her breasts.

They made their way out of the water, shivering as the night air hit their wet skin. Claire dropped to her knees on the sand, grabbing a handful and tossing it at Jess. Jess retaliated, lunging at Claire and tackling her to the ground. The two wrestled, rolling over each other, breasts pressed together and legs tangling. Sand clung to their wet skin, outlining the curves of their bodies as they fought for dominance.

Ethan watched as Claire pinned Jess to the ground, her thighs straddling Jess’s hips. Jess bucked, twisting beneath her, and managed to flip Claire over, pressing her down into the sand. They laughed, breathless, their bodies heaving as they struggled. Finally, they collapsed side by side, panting for breath, their chests rising and falling in the cool night air, grains of sand stuck to their bare breasts and thighs. The moonlight traced the lines of their bodies, illuminating every curve and hollow as they lay sprawled on the sand, catching their breath.


CHAPTER 4

“You both have sand all over you,” Ethan said, grinning as he took in the sight of their bodies, dusted and streaked with pale beige.

Jess propped herself up on her left elbow, brushing at her thigh with her right hand. The sand clung stubbornly to her damp skin and she picked at it, flicking some away but leaving most of it still speckled across her hip and calf. “I’ll be washing sand off all week,” she said, shifting her weight and dragging her fingers down her shin to clear a stubborn patch.

Claire sat up straighter, using both hands to sweep sand off her stomach and breasts. She looked over at Victoria, her blue eyes bright. “So, Victoria, was this everything you imagined? Pretty exciting right?” Claire asked, her lips curling in a smirk.

Victoria took a moment before answering, running her fingers through her wet hair, pushing the strands back from her forehead. She walked over to Ethan, her bare feet pressing into the warm sand, leaving shallow prints behind. She stopped beside him, close enough that her hip brushed his thigh. “We haven’t even done the exciting part yet,” Victoria said. She slipped her right arm around Ethan’s waist, her palm flat against the small of his back, and leaned her body into his side, her skin cool and slick from the ocean.

Both Claire and Jess perked up, their bodies tensing with anticipation. Jess pushed herself fully upright, folding her legs beneath her and resting her hands on her thighs. Claire scooted forward on her butt, brushing more sand from her side as she did.

“What else do you want to do?” Jess asked, her grin wide, her teeth shining in the sunlight.

Victoria smiled, her gaze flicking to each of the girls in turn. She slid her left arm around Ethan, pulling him into a full embrace. Her breasts pressed against his chest, nipples hard and cool against his warm skin. “Well, we haven’t had sex on the beach yet,” Victoria said, her voice low and direct.

Ethan felt Victoria’s naked body pressed tightly to his own. Her skin was still slick, beads of salt water running down from her shoulders, tracing the curve of her spine, and gathering at the dimples above her ass. He looked down at her, his eyes following a droplet as it slid between her breasts and down her stomach. His cock twitched at the sight, the idea of fucking her right here making him pulse with need. He reached up, brushing his thumb along her jaw, then leaned in and kissed her.

Their lips met, wet and soft, the taste of salt lingering on her mouth. Victoria parted her lips, her tongue flicking out to tease his, then pulled back slightly before kissing him again. Her tongue traced the edge of his lower lip, then slipped into his mouth, pressing against his own. Ethan groaned softly, his cock swelling, pressing insistently against her lower belly. Victoria’s nipples rubbed against his chest, the friction sending shivers through him.

Victoria broke the kiss for a moment, her breath coming faster. She reached down, her hand wrapping around Ethan’s shaft. Her fingers curled firmly around the base, her thumb stroking up the underside. She began to stroke him, slow and deliberate, her grip tightening as she reached the tip, then loosening as she slid back down. Ethan moaned into her mouth, his hips bucking slightly into her hand.

Ethan slid his hands down Victoria’s back, tracing the line of her spine until he reached her ass. He squeezed her plump cheeks, digging his fingers in and pulling her closer. Victoria squealed, the sound high and sharp, her body jerking against his.

Ethan was so focused on Victoria’s touch that he barely noticed when hands slid up his back. Jess moved in behind him, her palms gliding over his shoulders, then down his spine. She pressed her naked body against his back, her breasts flattening against his skin, and began kissing the side of his neck. Her lips were soft, her tongue flicking out to taste the salt on his skin. She nipped gently at the spot just below his ear, then trailed kisses down to his shoulder.

Claire came up behind Victoria, kneeling in the sand and wrapping her arms around Victoria’s waist. She pressed her body against Victoria’s back, her breasts flush against Victoria’s shoulder blades. Claire’s hands slid around Victoria’s hips, her fingers slipping between Victoria’s thighs. She parted Victoria’s legs with her knee, then reached up to stroke Victoria’s pussy. Her fingers found Victoria’s slit, already slick and swollen, and she began to rub slow circles around her clit.

Ethan felt Victoria’s breathing grow heavier, her chest rising and falling quickly. Claire’s fingers moved faster, sliding up and down Victoria’s pussy lips, then dipping inside her. Victoria gasped, her head falling back against Ethan’s shoulder.

“You were right. This is exciting,” Victoria breathed, her voice shaky between gasps.

“You’re pussy is so wet,” Claire said, her voice thick with arousal. She pushed two fingers inside Victoria, curling them and stroking her inner walls. Victoria shuddered, her hips rocking forward.

“Oh, fuck, I want your cock inside me,” Victoria growled. She pulled away from Claire just enough to turn and face Ethan fully. She jumped up, wrapping her legs around his waist, her ankles locking behind his back. Her arms looped around his neck, fingers digging into his shoulders. “Fuck me right here on this beach.”

Victoria leaned in, kissing Ethan hard, her tongue thrusting into his mouth. She broke the kiss to turn and press her lips to Claire’s, her hand reaching up to cup Claire’s cheek. Jess, still behind Ethan, reached around his hip and gripped his shaft, her fingers stroking him firmly. She guided his cock down between Victoria’s thighs, pressing the tip against Victoria’s pussy lips. Jess moved the head of his cock up and down, spreading Victoria’s wetness along his length, then positioned him at Victoria’s entrance.

Victoria cried out, her voice loud and raw, but she quickly buried her face in Ethan’s shoulder, muffling the sound. Ethan held her tightly, his hands gripping her ass as he adjusted his stance in the sand, spreading his legs for balance. He bent his knees slightly, lowering Victoria until the head of his cock pressed firmly against her opening. Her pussy lips parted, slick and swollen, and he pushed forward, the tip of his cock sliding inside her.

Victoria’s body tensed, her arms tightening around Ethan’s neck. He pushed deeper, inch by inch, feeling her pussy stretch and grip his shaft. Her wetness coated him, her juices slick and hot. He paused for a moment, letting her adjust, then pressed forward again, burying himself fully inside her. Victoria moaned into his neck, her hips rolling against his.

Ethan began to thrust, slow and deep at first, pulling almost all the way out before pushing back in. Each time he entered her, Victoria’s pussy clenched around him, her walls fluttering with pleasure. He set a steady rhythm, his hips rocking forward, his cock sliding in and out of her wet heat. Victoria’s nails dug into his shoulders, her breath hot on his skin.

Claire knelt beside them, one hand still between Victoria’s legs. She rubbed Victoria’s clit with her thumb, circling it as Ethan fucked her. Jess moved around to Ethan’s side, her hand stroking his thigh, her lips pressing kisses along his arm.

Ethan’s thrusts grew faster. Her pussy grew wetter with each stroke, her juices flowing out and coating his cock. He could feel the slickness dripping down his shaft, pooling at the base and running onto his balls. Victoria’s moans grew louder, her body trembling in his arms.

“Oh, fuck, Ethan, I’m going to cum,” Victoria gasped, her voice muffled against his neck.

Ethan pounded into her harder, his cock driving deep inside her. Victoria’s body shook, her legs tightening around his waist. She threw her head back, her hair falling across her shoulders, her face flushed and eyes squeezed shut. Her pussy clenched around his cock, spasming as she came, her juices gushing out and soaking his shaft. Ethan felt her cum dripping down, warm and slippery, as he continued to fuck her through her orgasm.

Victoria’s body went limp in his arms, her chest heaving as she caught her breath. He gently lowered her to the sand, laying her on her back. Victoria rolled onto her side, propping herself up on her elbow.

Jess and Claire lay down next to Victoria, their bodies pressed together. Jess reached over, her hand sliding between Claire’s thighs. She parted Claire’s legs, her fingers finding Claire’s pussy and stroking her lips. Claire moaned, her hips lifting off the sand. She reached down, her hand slipping between Jess’s legs, her fingers spreading Jess’s pussy lips and rubbing her clit.

Victoria slid over the sand, the fine grains sticking to her bare skin as she pressed herself against Jess. She pressed her breasts flush to Jess’s side, her thigh slipping between Jess’s legs. Victoria leaned in, tilting her head, and pressed her lips to Jess’s mouth. Her hand came up to cradle Jess’s cheek. She parted Jess’s lips with her tongue, sliding it slowly, deliberately, into Jess’s mouth. Jess responded, her lips soft and eager, tongue meeting Victoria’s and tangling with it for several long, wet seconds. Victoria’s fingers traced down Jess’s jaw, then trailed along her collarbone, feeling the rapid pulse beneath Jess’s skin.

Victoria broke the kiss and turned, shifting her weight so her hips pressed against Jess’s thigh, and reached for Claire. She leaned over, her hair falling forward to brush against Claire’s shoulder. Victoria’s mouth found Claire’s, lips parting immediately, tongue pressing in deep. At the same time, she brought her right hand up, fingers splaying wide across the swell of Claire’s breast. She cupped it firmly, her palm pressing into the soft flesh. With her thumb and forefinger, she found Claire’s nipple, already hard, and squeezed it between her fingers, rolling it back and forth. Claire arched into her touch, her back lifting slightly off the sand.

The three of them pressed together, bodies overlapping, skin sliding against skin. Jess’s hand found Claire’s hip, her fingers digging in, while Claire’s hand slid down Victoria’s back, nails grazing lightly. Jess leaned in, kissing Victoria’s neck, then trailed her mouth down to Victoria’s shoulder, nipping at her skin. Victoria’s hand moved from Claire’s breast to her stomach, then lower, her fingers slipping between Claire’s legs and dipping into the slick heat of her pussy. At the same time, Claire’s hand moved between Jess’s thighs, her fingers parting Jess’s pussy lips and rubbing slow circles around her clit. Jess moaned, her hips rocking up to meet Claire’s hand.

Their bodies writhed together on the sand, legs tangling, breasts pressed to breasts, hands moving constantly—stroking, squeezing, fingering. Victoria’s hair, long and dark, fell across Jess’s chest as she leaned in to kiss her again, her hand never leaving Claire’s pussy. Jess’s nipples were hard, her breasts heaving with every breath. Claire’s skin was flushed, her cheeks red, her eyes half-closed as she gasped and moaned into Victoria’s mouth.

Ethan knelt beside them, his knees digging into the sand. He watched as their hands moved over each other’s bodies, fingers glistening with slick arousal. He reached out, his hand hovering for a moment before settling between Victoria’s thighs. He spread her legs wider, his palm pressing against her inner thigh. He slid two fingers along her pussy lips, feeling how swollen and slippery she was, her flesh hot and soft from her orgasm. He separated her lips with his fingertips, exposing the pink, wet folds beneath, and traced a slow line up to her clit, rubbing in small, firm circles. Victoria’s hips twitched, her breath catching in her throat.

Ethan withdrew his hand and shifted to Jess, moving gently. He slid his fingers between her legs, spreading her lips with his thumb and forefinger. He pressed the pad of his thumb against her clit, rubbing in tight, fast circles. Jess shuddered, her thighs falling open wider. Ethan slipped two fingers inside her, feeling the heat and wetness, her muscles clenching around him. He curled his fingers up, pressing hard against her inner walls, searching for the spot that made her gasp. Jess moaned, her hips rocking up to meet his hand, her hands clutching at the sand.

He moved to Claire, kneeling between her spread legs. He ran his fingers along her pussy lips, feeling how puffy and slick they were. He pressed two fingers against her entrance, rubbing slow around her clit. Claire’s legs trembled, her back arching as his fingers moved faster, pressing harder against her swollen clit. Her hands fisted in the sand, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

The girls’ voices rose, thick with need, their words coming out in ragged gasps. “Cum on us, Ethan,” Jess said, her eyes wide, pupils blown, locked on his cock. Claire reached out, her hand sliding up his thigh, nails scraping lightly over his skin. “Please,” she whispered, her fingers wrapping around the hard muscle of his leg.

Ethan shifted onto his knees, placing himself over their bodies. He wrapped his hand around the base of his cock, squeezing tightly. He slid his hand up and down the length, the head already slick with precum. He leaned forward, dragging the tip of his cock along Victoria’s thigh, smearing her juices over his shaft. He gripped himself harder, stroking faster, his hand moving from base to tip and back again, veins standing out along his forearm. His breathing quickened, chest heaving, the muscles in his abdomen tensing as the pressure built. His balls drew up tight against his body, his cock throbbing in his fist.

With a loud groan, Ethan jerked his cock, and hot streams of cum shot out, splattering across their chests. Thick, white ropes landed on Victoria’s breasts, dripping over her nipples and running down the curve of her stomach. Jess arched her back, cum splashing across her collarbone and between her breasts, pooling in the hollow above her sternum. Claire reached up, her fingers wrapping around Ethan’s cock, feeling the heat and slickness. She squeezed gently, milking the last drops from the tip, then smeared them across her own chest, rubbing the cum into her skin.

The girls moved their hands over their bodies, spreading his cum over their breasts and stomachs, fingers gliding through the sticky mess. Ethan kept his hand between their legs, his fingers sliding over Jess’s pussy, rubbing her clit in slow, steady circles. Jess’s body went rigid, her legs shaking as her orgasm hit, pussy clenching tight around his fingers. Claire’s hips bucked, her thighs squeezing his wrist as her orgasm crashed over her, pussy spasming under his touch.

Ethan watched as the girls collapsed together, their bodies slick with sweat and cum, arms and legs tangled in the sand. Victoria’s breasts gleamed, streaked with his cum, her nipples still hard as she pressed her body against the others.


CHAPTER 5

The sizzle of bacon on the pan was the only sound in the house. Grease popped and hissed as Ethan leaned over the stove, gripping the black plastic handle of the spatula in his right hand. He pressed the edge down and slid it under a curling strip, lifting it just enough to check the crispness underneath. The fat was starting to brown and bubble, edges curling up toward him. He flipped each strip carefully, wrist steady, letting the bacon fall back to the pan with a sharp snap. His eyes felt gritty and swollen, lids heavy from too little sleep. He blinked hard, trying to push away the fog of exhaustion that clung to him after last night. The memory of what they’d done kept replaying—how an ordinary evening had spiraled into skinny dipping, then sex on the beach, sand sticking to their wet bodies, the moonlight making everything look bleached and unreal. He’d done wild things before, but never like that, never with all three girls, never in a place so exposed, even if it was late and the beach had been deserted. He just hoped nobody had wandered by, or heard them, or seen anything. The thought made his stomach tighten, half with anxiety and half with a lingering pulse of excitement.

The first to come downstairs was Claire. Her bare feet made soft, uneven prints on the hardwood as she shuffled toward the kitchen. Her eyes were half closed, lashes clumped together, and she kept blinking as if the brightness hurt. She wore an oversized t-shirt, the faded logo of a 90’s band stretched across her chest and stomach. Every time she took a step, the hem rode up over her hips, exposing the pink lace of her panties. The elastic hugged her skin, the delicate scalloped edge digging in just slightly at her thighs. She paused at the kitchen doorway, one hand reaching out to the frame. Her fingers curled around the wood, knuckles pale as she leaned her weight against it, steadying herself.

“Morning,” Ethan said, glancing over his shoulder at her.

Claire grunted, lifting her free hand to rub at her eyes. “How do you have so much energy in the morning?” she asked, squinting at the light streaming through the kitchen window.

“I was hungry.” Ethan grinned, turning back to the stove. He pressed the spatula down on a stubborn strip of bacon, watching the grease pool around it. “I need some protein after last night.”

Claire snorted, the sound thick with sleep. “I’m starving too.” She pushed herself off the doorframe and crossed the cool tile floor, her bare legs moving stiffly. She reached the kitchen table and pulled out a chair, dropping into it with a soft thud. The shirt bunched up around her waist, exposing the full curve of her thighs and the strip of pink lace between them.

Ethan grabbed a stack of paper towels from the counter, tearing off three sheets and folding them into a thick pad. He set the pad on a plate, then used the spatula to lift the bacon, one strip at a time, letting the grease drip off before laying it carefully on the paper towels. He worked methodically, making sure each piece didn’t overlap, so the fat would drain and the bacon would stay crisp. When the pan was empty, he set it aside, turned off the burner, and carried the plate to the table.

“I wanted to ask you about something,” Ethan said, setting the plate down in front of Claire.

She reached out immediately, fingers closing around a hot strip of bacon. She brought it to her lips, biting off a piece with her front teeth. “About what?” she asked, chewing slowly. She wiped her face with the back of her hand, the skin flushed and pink from sleep.

“Did you notice how Victoria looked at Ashley last night?” Ethan replied, pulling out a chair and sitting down across from her.

Claire took another bite, chewing thoughtfully. She glanced down at the table, then back up at Ethan, her eyes a little clearer now. “Oh, yeah. That was weird, wasn’t it? Even Ashley was acting kind of awkward too. Do you think?” She trailed off, raising her eyebrows.

“I’m not sure.” Ethan reached for a strip of bacon, snapping off the end with his teeth. He chewed, swallowed, and set the rest down on his plate. “I was wondering if that’s what triggered Victoria to want to do something spontaneous after dinner. I don’t know, though. I could be reading into it too much.” He slid the plate of bacon closer to Claire, offering her another piece.

Claire picked up a second strip, holding it between her fingers. She took a bite, grease shining on her lips. “I think you’re right. It’s a little too soon to make a judgment call on something like that. Besides, it’s not that big of a deal is it?” She shrugged, finishing the strip and licking her fingers clean.

“What’s a big deal?” Victoria asked, her voice coming from the hallway. She stepped into the kitchen, moving with brisk steps. Her hair was pulled into a messy bun, a few strands sticking out around her face. She wore fitted pajama shorts and a tank top, the thin straps pressed into her shoulders. Her eyes moved from Claire to Ethan, lingering for a moment on the plate of bacon.

“This bacon. You should have some,” Claire replied, holding up the plate to Victoria, her arm extended across the table.

Victoria crossed to the table, her bare feet silent on the tile. She reached out, taking a strip of bacon between her thumb and forefinger. She held it gingerly, as if testing the heat, and didn’t stop walking as she moved toward the coffee maker. She set the bacon on the counter, then opened the top of the machine and pulled out the old filter, tossing it into the trash. She grabbed a new filter from the box, unfolded it, and pressed it into place with her palm. “Ethan, guess what?” she asked, glancing over her shoulder.

“Uh, hold on let me think.” Ethan pressed his fingers to his forehead, feigning deep concentration.

Victoria rolled her eyes but smiled, reaching for the coffee canister. She unscrewed the lid and scooped out two heaping spoonfuls, dumping them into the filter. “Well, I got an e-mail this morning from a guy who works for the town. In fact, he’s the town councilman. He says that they noticed we set up shop in town and they’re interested to see a quote from us.”

“A quote for what? Is the town going to build something?” Ethan asked, leaning forward, elbows on the table.

Victoria poured water into the reservoir, the liquid glugging as it filled. “Apparently, the town wants to build a new courthouse,” she replied, snapping the lid closed. “So, they’re looking at costs right now.”

“Does that mean you guys have your first client?” Claire asked, sitting up a little straighter.

“It means we have a potential client,” Victoria replied. She pressed the button on the coffee maker, the red light glowing as the machine started to gurgle.

“This could be a good foot in the door. If the city wants to build a new courthouse, they probably want to revitalize the city, which means more future contracts too,” Ethan said. He picked up another strip of bacon, biting into it.

Jess walked into the kitchen, blinking as she brushed her messy black hair out of her face with one hand. She wore only a tiny black thong, the thin fabric barely covering her crotch, and her large breasts hung free, nipples hard in the cool air. Her areolas were wide and prominent, the skin around them slightly puckered from the chill. She looked exhausted, her shoulders slumped and her posture loose.

“Good morning all. Long night,” Jess mumbled, dropping into the empty chair next to Claire. She sprawled back, legs spread, one foot hooked around the leg of the chair.

“Not even a shirt, Jess?” Claire teased, grinning. “You’re going to poke an eye out with those things.”

Jess rolled her eyes, not bothering to cover herself. “I’m too tired to move. The only energy I could muster was from the smell of this bacon.” She reached for the plate, grabbing a strip and biting off half of it in one go. Grease smeared her lips and she licked it off with the tip of her tongue.

“What’s the plan for today?” Ethan asked, looking around the table.

“I would like to lay on the beach for a while, but I don’t know if it’s wise to go back to the scene of the crime,” Claire replied, glancing sideways at Jess.

Victoria moved back to the table, wrapping her hands around a mug as the coffee finished brewing. She poured herself a cup, the steam rising in thin ribbons, and took a slow sip. “We need to prepare for this meeting with our first client,” she told Ethan, her voice steady.

“You guys got a client?” Jess asked, perking up, her breasts shifting as she straightened in her chair.

“A potential client,” Ethan corrected, reaching for the last strip of bacon.

Victoria set her mug on the table, then sat down, crossing her legs. The four of them ate the remaining bacon with casual chatter, passing the plate back and forth, fingers brushing as they grabbed the last greasy pieces. The morning air drifting in through the open window was cool, a faint salty reminder of why they loved living in the small coastal town in North Carolina.


Afterword

Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed.




If you enjoyed this book, I would be incredibly grateful for a review, as it genuinely helps. It also helps me know whether I should continue with the series. Recommending this book to others is a great way to help as well. 
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