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Chapter 1
Paradise


In two weeks, the world would wake up to headlines announcing the most significant medical breakthrough in human history. On that day, the anonymous life I loved so much would end, and everyone would know my name. That left a mere handful of days to right the wrongs from my past and to rekindle my closest friendships. My greatest desire was to meet my lifelong friends on equal footing and not behind a mask of fame and fortune. Would they still love me for me? Would Polly forgive me, or had too much time passed?

As I jogged along the sandy beach, a surge of nervous butterflies spun to life in the pit of my stomach. The sea breeze cooled my sweaty skin, but the warm June sun had already started baking the white sugar sand.

The surf pounded against the shoreline as the Florida sand flashed beneath my feet. Ocean waves lapped at my bare feet and my rhythmic breaths droned in my ears. Sweat trickled down my shirtless chest, leaving my muscled flesh glistening under a light sheen of perspiration.

The vast swath of Siesta Beach felt desolate so early in the morning, with the occasional sea shell hunter providing my only company. As I finished the last mile of my three-mile jog, I had left the monstrous beach mansions behind me, except for one.

A long stretch of empty dunes and sea grass stood between me and my newly constructed beach mansion ahead. I had spent four years running away from the people who loved me most. Now, I was running toward them.

My thoughts circled around Polly and the way we had left things, and I hadn’t seen Veronica in three years. She had reached out multiple times, but of course, I had avoided her for reasons. From our core group of four, only Jack had remained a constant in my life.

In the distance, my house appeared. The vacation I had spent a year planning had finally arrived. In a couple of hours, I would come face to face with my best friends, including Polly and Veronica. The thought alone set my stomach churning. But I pushed away the doubt and ran forward, embracing the only future that could keep me sane.

A familiar figure appeared in the distance, sitting on the bottom step of my boardwalk. Both ahead and behind me, the pristine sugar sands sprawled endlessly to each horizon, and the Gulf of Mexico stretched to infinity. But I only had eyes for the shaggy blond haired man in the distance — my best friend, Jack Jones.

I grinned and picked up my pace, cutting a path through the heavy sand before I slowed to a walk and caught my breath. As I approached, Jack stood then flashed me a smile and a wave. I placed my hands on my hips and relaxed. Even if no one else showed up, Jack had, and that meant the world to me.

“It’s about time you made it,” I said. “Did you forget how GPS works?”

Jack rolled his eyes. “Your house doesn’t exist on the fucking map, dipshit.”

I laughed and caught Jack’s outstretched hand before pulling him into a quick hug. “It’s a new house, and you’re sporting a shiny new degree from Princeton. I thought you could figure it out.”

“If I can’t find it, how do you expect everyone else to find it?”

“That’s not my problem,” I said. “You’re the host. Remember?”

Jack rolled his eyes. “You’re really going through with this ridiculous scheme? Just tell them.”

“We’ve been over this,” I said.

“Everyone knows you’re brilliant. Why do you try to downplay it? Your discovery will save billions of lives. It’s a miraculous achievement, and you should celebrate it with your friends.”

“So, they can stroke my ego? No thanks.”

Jack rolled his eyes. “You have the highest IQ in human history.”

“Please, stop,” I said. “I’m not a freak.”

Jack sighed in frustration. “Fine. Have it your way. But you can’t hide your accomplishment forever.”

“Two weeks isn’t forever, and that’s all I’m asking for,” I said.

My high IQ, eidetic memory, and the rise of artificial intelligence had combined to form the perfect storm. I was the right person at the right time in human history to deliver technology that not only saved lives, but dramatically increased longevity and quality of life. My groundbreaking accomplishment was a deep source of pride for me, but I hated boasting almost as much as people who boasted. I was eager to change the subject.

Jack smiled at me. “Still… I’m proud of you, Parker, and I’m even prouder to call you my best friend.”

I clapped Jack on the shoulder. “Thanks, buddy. That means a lot. But let’s talk about what’s really important. Is everyone still coming?”

“If you’re talking about Polly, then yes. But be prepared. She’s bringing her boyfriend as her plus one.”

Given the way we left things, it was a miracle Polly had agreed to come at all. “I’m glad Polly is coming, and thanks for making it happen. What about everyone else?”

“Nobody has backed out,” Jack said. “Why would they?” He spun in a circle, holding out his arms to either side, taking in the beach and the shiny new mansion behind us. “We’re in fucking paradise.”

I nodded and breathed a sigh of relief. I was sure someone would have backed out at the last second. But since Jack was the presumed host, maybe Polly and Veronica didn’t know I would be here? “Good. But remember, you promised me to keep my secret safe. You absolutely cannot tell anybody what you know. Not even Giana. Your little sister has a big mouth. And for the love of God, don’t tell anyone this is my actual house. For the next two weeks, it’s just a rental.”

“And I’m the host,” Jack said. “But how will anyone believe that if you’re the one sleeping in the primary suite?”

“I’m not. You are,” I said. “But you were nice enough to give your best friend the biggest guest bedroom. Honestly, it’s just as nice as the primary.”

Jack grinned. “You’re letting me take the primary? Who are you, and what did you do with my best friend?”

I laughed. “Making up for lost time. Besides, I owe you many times over.”

Jack’s expression softened. “You don’t owe me anything, Park.”

I stepped forward and squeezed Jack’s shoulder. “We both know that’s not true, but I appreciate the sentiment.” I stepped back and grinned. “And as the future best man at your wedding, I must insist that you shoot your shot with Ronnie.”

Jack’s expression flattened. “We’ll see. If anything, she’s even more out of my league since high school.”

“Fuck all that. Nobody is out of anyone’s league. She’s not a princess on a pedestal. She has flaws like everyone else. Just be yourself, and she’ll fall in love with you. You better scoop her up before someone else does. A catch like Veronica Bardot won’t last long on the open market.”

Jack sighed. “I wish I had your confidence and your muscles and your stupid fucking six pack. Why do you have to be so fucking handsome? With you around, Veronica won’t even look at me.”

“That’s not true,” I said. “I’m the college dropout who’s spent the last three years living out of a van. You’re the successful Princeton grad with a bright future ahead of you.”

“We both know that’s bullshit. Seriously Parker, how can one guy corner the market on looks, body, brains and now wealth? You’re such an asshole.”

I laughed and patted Jack’s shoulder. “I’m the asshole who’s giving you the primary suite for the next two weeks.”

Jack nodded. “Good point. And thanks, by the way. This vacation is my last escape before reality smacks me in the face. Is it too late to go back to college?”

“There’s always grad school,” I said.

“Grad school is all about the school and less about the parties. Besides, there’s a serious shortage of pretty girls in grad school.”

“I missed out on the pretty college girls,” I said.

Once again, Jack sized me up before giving me a withering look. “I seriously doubt you’ve had a problem in that department. What happened to that smoking hot blonde I met in Colorado? Was van life not for her?”

While working on my great creation, I had spent the last two years living out of a van and traveling around North America rock climbing, hiking and camping while soaking in America’s breadth and beauty. That breadth and beauty included plenty of rock climbing ladies and college coeds.

“Her name was Lacey, and she was all about the van life. In fact, she loved the van life a little too much. Things ended when she asked the wrong question.”

Jack sighed and shook his head, knowing exactly what I meant. His voice oozed sarcasm as he said, “Gee, Parker. What question did she ask?”

“Just for that, I’m not telling you,” I said.

“You don’t have to tell me,” Jack said. “Like the three girls before her, she wanted exclusivity, and you said no. Tell me I’m wrong.”

“I’m twenty-two, Jack. I’m not ready to settle down with one girl for the rest of my life. Maybe I never will.”

“Just because Polly — “

Anger flared inside me, and I snapped at my best friend, cutting him off. “This isn’t about Polly.”

Jack raised his hands in a placating gesture. “Fine. It’s not about Polly, but why did you have to break up with blondie? She was so hot, and that body… wow. I bet she looks amazing in a bikini. It’s not too late to call her.”

I sighed as I recalled Lacey’s spectacular body and our many sizzling nights on the road. “You’re not wrong, but no. We’re not inviting Lacey. In fact, I’m done with that part of my life. It’s time for a fresh start.”

“Says the guy with a different girl on his arm every time I see him. You think you’re cut out for monogamy?”

“Honestly? I doubt it, but that doesn’t mean I’m not ready for love.”

Jack smirked and shook his head. “Even if it was Polly?”

I wouldn’t rise to the bait a second time. “Even then.”

Jack sighed. “I don’t even know what that means, and honestly, I’m afraid to ask.”

“It means that we can set aside all the bullshit and just enjoy the next two weeks rekindling old friendships and letting go of past drama.”

“I’d toast you, but it’s a little early for a beer,” Jack said, then glanced at his watch. “T-minus 45 minutes until hurricane Giana makes landfall on Siesta Beach. Before she gets here, there is one more tidbit of information you should know.”

“Why am I suddenly experiencing a clawing sense of dread?”

Jack sighed. “You’re not far off. Here’s the deal… you remember Sage Wilde?”

How could I forget Sage Wilde? She was quite possibly the most beautiful girl I had ever laid eyes on who doubled as Giana's best friend. I had many vivid, glorious memories of Sage prancing around the Jones family pool wearing a skimpy bikini with a body built to break the Internet. Sage and Giana were not only best friends in high school, they were both state champions in track and field. They even went to the same college together, Texas A&M, on full-ride track scholarships.

“Is she still with the serious boyfriend?” I asked.

Sage and Giana were two years younger than Jack and me, and both were currently sophomores in college. But during her high school years, Sage dated the quarterback of the football team and the last time I heard, they were registering for their wedding gifts and deciding what to name their firstborn.

“The boyfriend is history,” Jack said. “It’s a long, sad story. Ask her if you’re interested.”

That piqued my curiosity, and I couldn’t help the smile spreading across my face. “Sage is Giana’s plus one? And she’s single? Damn. Things just got a lot more interesting.”

Jack rolled his eyes. “You are such a fucking horn dog. Yes, Sage is Giana’s plus one, but I highly doubt she’ll fall for your thirst trap. Unlike you, Sage is into monogamy. The only reason I brought her up was to inform you that Sage is Giana’s official plus one. That said, there’s more to the story.”

“This is the part I won’t like, right?”

Jack shrugged. “Yeah. You probably won’t like what I'm about to tell you.”

“Lay it on me.”

“You remember Jason Wall?”

Jason Wall was our age, and someone I would consider a loosely affiliated friend from high school. We saw him at parties, and we ran in the same crowd, but we never really clicked with him as a close friend.

I barked out a short laugh. “I haven’t heard that name in years. What about him?”

“Giana’s bringing him too.”

My jaw dropped into my stomach. “Please tell me that Giana is not dating that dipshit.”

Jack’s sister Giana was a certified eleven on a ten point scale. She had the ass and body of an Olympic track star yet her big, beautiful, all-natural breasts somehow defied gravity. I had always crushed hard on Giana, and I was pretty sure she felt the same way about me. But I never made a move on her out of respect for Jack. If Jason Wall had rubbed his grubby little hands on my fantasy girl, I might consider suicide.

“No. She’s not with him. Giana is single, and I don’t know all the details. Jason has had a thing for Giana going back years. He just graduated from A&M. That’s how he knows Giana. I just find it strange that he, of all people, is crashing our post-grad after party? It’s the most Jason Wall thing ever.”

I breathed a sigh of relief. “Eh, he might be good for a few laughs. That said, Giana can do much, much better than Jason Fucking Wall.”

Jack gave me a knowing grin. “Is that so? Like who exactly?”

I shook my head. “No way. I’m not taking that bait. Let’s go, Romeo. I’ll show you around and then I need to shower before everyone arrives.”

“Please tell me there’s a bar,” Jack said.

I laughed and squeezed Jack’s shoulder. We turned and ascended the stairs leading to the boardwalk that connected my house to the beach. “Dude, give me some credit. We’re hosting a group of twenty-something’s for two weeks. I’ve got an entire liquor store on ice.”


Chapter 2
Fresh Start


The overall design of the house incorporated the interior and exterior, making the experience seamless as you transitioned from one space to the other. The interior kitchen blended with an exterior kitchen, and the same happened with a bar and sectional seating. After getting Jack settled into the primary suite, I showered and Jack left a note on the front door, inviting everyone in with instructions to meet out back.

Jack sat in one of the high-backed barstools, and I climbed behind the outdoor bar where I pulled out the fixings for my world class margaritas. As Jack looked on, I stood behind the bar and prepared a pitcher of margaritas using freshly squeezed limes and Patron tequila. With a row of salt-rimmed glasses lined up, I poured the first two of what would be many more before the night was over.

In the distance, the surf pounded the white-sand beach, and the sound of seagulls floated on a warm breeze that washed across the spacious outdoor living area. It was close enough to noon for us to break the seal on a couple of drinks so long as we paced ourselves.

Jack sat facing me and gazed up at one of the ten flat screens hanging behind the bar and around the outdoor space.

“Dude, I might just move in with you,” Jack said. “This place is sick.”

I pushed a margarita over to Jack. “There’s plenty of space. You have an open invitation. The invite may have said two-weeks, but you’re family. Those rules don’t apply to you or G.”

Jack gazed at me, slack-jawed. “You’re being serious?”

I grinned and picked up my cocktail. “I’m putting down roots. No more van trips. Well, maybe some, and I'll never sell the van. But this is my home now, and you’re welcome to stay for as long as you want.”

Jack’s face cracked with emotion. “I don’t know what to say.”

“If you insist on working, I have an in with a certain pharmaceutical company. You’re smart and the hardest worker I know. Seriously, Jack. Don’t stress. I’ve got your back.”

Jack’s eyes welled with emotion, and he brought up his drink for a toast. “Here’s to a fresh start.”

I smiled and clinked glasses before we sipped our drinks, and a familiar voice cut through the silence.

“What are we toasting?” Giana asked, causing Jack and I to turn together.

Jack’s little sister, Giana, walked in, with Sage Wilde and Jason Wall flanking her on the left and right.

My head flashed, and my stomach spun like a top. I didn’t know who to look at first. Giana and Sage were both twenty-years-old and heading into their junior year of college. Both were absolutely scorching hot.

Giana’s beauty had somehow increased tenfold since she started college. She had golden blonde hair that she wore in a long braid that hung straight down her back. She sported a Texas A&M baseball cap and wore a pair of cutoff denim shorts, sandals, and a black, form-fitting tank top, revealing an eyeful of golden girl cleavage. Her breasts were easily D-cups if not bigger and her athletic legs went on for miles and miles. While I couldn’t see her ass from where I stood, I had watched her compete on TV and had already memorized every curve and jiggle.

As if Giana weren’t already smoking hot, Sage was arguably the most beautiful woman I had ever laid eyes on. She had Polynesian roots on her mother’s side that explained her lush dark hair and rich, olive complexion. Sage had vivid green eyes that were so disarming I doubted I could hold her gaze for long without feeling self-conscious. The icing on the cake was her jaw dropping body honed through years of sprint training on the track.

Sage was a top-tier collegiate sprinter, although I didn’t know her exact events. I had watched her compete on TV at the SEC championships where she won her events, and it wasn’t even close. In all honesty, I had spent more than a little time looking both her and Giana up on the Internet. The duo had garnered quite the following on a few subreddits dedicated to female athletes.

Sage was an inch taller than Giana, with toned legs and an ass tighter than Scrooge’s wallet. Not to be outdone by Giana, Sage had big, springy breasts that she proudly displayed in an amazing white summer dress with thin spaghetti straps tied at each shoulder. Healthy cleavage blossomed from her low-cut neckline, and her beauty left me at a rare loss for words.

As Jack hopped off his seat and pulled his sister into a hug, Sage cocked her head and smiled as if trying to place me. “Parker?”

I grinned and tipped my head. “Sage Wilde. It’s been a long time. You and Giana are killing it on the track.”

Sage’s jaw dropped. She stepped behind the bar and crossed the space between us as if to come in for a hug. She drew me into a tight, warm hug that I fully returned.

“It’s so good to see you. It’s been forever,” she said.

As I held Sage in my arms, her fresh, tropical scent washed over me, and my head swooned. Her springy breasts flattened against my chest while my stomach spun with butterflies. “Not since your high school graduation party.”

We broke off the hug and Sage stepped back. “A lot has changed since then. Let’s find a quiet place later, and I’ll tell you the entire story.”

“I look forward to it,” I said, suddenly intimidated by the gorgeous beauty standing before me.

Sage eyed me up and down, clearly checking me out. “You look fantastic. Giana didn’t tell me you were coming.”

“I wouldn’t have missed it for the world,” I said.

Giana appeared over Sage’s shoulder, grinning at me from ear to ear. “Well, well, well, look who decided to show up. I figured we were beneath you.”

I rolled my eyes at Giana. “I’m not that bad.”

Jack and Jason smiled at us from across the bar before Jack spoke up. “I didn’t tell anybody Parker was coming just in case he bailed at the last minute.”

Giana stepped around her best friend and pulled me into a hug, then kissed me high on the cheek. “I missed you, Parker.”

Her warm breath curled inside my ear, sending a sharp shiver of lust racing down my spine. In the pit of my stomach, a second wave of butterflies took flight. I held the blonde beauty close and felt my cock thicken in my shorts. “You guys give me no credit.”

Giana playfully smacked me on the shoulder but didn’t release me from her hug. “You promised to come to one of my meets. Doesn’t your stupid van have GPS?”

“You should have heard him give me shit about GPS earlier,” Jack said.

Ignoring Jack, I held Giana close and savored her warm body against mine. It struck me then how much I missed her, and how shortsighted I’d been running from my past. Giana truly cared about me. She didn’t give a shit that my parents had lost their fortune. This was exactly what I had wanted from this trip, and it was already paying dividends.

“Name the date and I’ll be there,” I said.

“I’ll believe it when I see it,” Giana said.

“You don’t trust me?” I picked Giana up off the ground and squeezed her tight, causing her to squeal with delight.

“What are you doing?” Giana asked between giggles.

I growled as I spun her around once, then settled Giana back on her feet. When we stepped away from each other, Giana’s blue eyes sparkled with joy. I glanced over at Sage, who smiled at us, clearly enjoying our reunion.

Letting my smile slip away, I focused all my energy on Giana. “In the past, I’ve let you down. I’m here to change that. From now on, no more missing anything. When is your next track meet?”

Giana’s jaw dropped, and her smile slipped. “You’re serious.”

I nodded and glanced over at Sage. “That goes for both of you.”

Sage’s eyes widened slightly, and she smiled. “Indoor season starts in January.”

I frowned and rubbed my chin. “I’ll be there, but I’m not waiting until January to see you guys again. Pick a weekend and you two can show me everything great about Texas A&M.”

Sage and Giana exchanged a look before Giana answered. “Don’t make promises if you can’t keep them.”

I held up three fingers. “I’ll be there. Scout’s honor.”

Jack rolled his eyes. “You were never a boy scout.”

I shrugged. “Whatever. I’ll be there, okay?”

Giana’s eyes glittered, and she nodded before she pulled me into another hug and sighed. “I really, really missed you, Parker.”

The moment stretched out, but Giana didn’t release me from her hug. Finally, Jason Wall broke the silence.

“It’s good to see you, Parker. I’ve heard about some of your adventures. Are you really into free soloing?”

Sage frowned. “Free what? Is that some sort of kink?”

Giana stepped away, but I noticed a flash of irritation behind her eyes as she glanced back over her shoulder at Jason.

“What is free soloing?” Sage asked.

“It’s just rock climbing,” I said.

Jason barked out a short laugh. “It’s way more than that. He’s climbing mountains without a rope or any other protective gear.”

Giana’s eyes bulged, and she gazed at me, her jaw agape as her face contorted with anger. “You idiot. What are you thinking?”

Sage’s eyes widened, but she held her tongue. Her look was hard to read, but I could have sworn there was an inkling of excitement behind her vivid green eyes.

I grimaced as I wilted under Giana’s harsh glare. “I don’t free solo anymore. So, there’s no need to worry.”

That was true. My agreement with NexGen held a specific clause regarding free soloing. Apparently, they didn’t want me to die.

Giana breathed a sigh of relief and smacked me on the chest. “Good. Because if you die, I’ll kill you.”

Jason and Jack laughed, and I grinned while Giana cracked a smile, replacing the glare.

“What’s the biggest mountain you’ve free soloed?” Sage asked, seeming more curious than upset.

“He won’t tell you, but he climbed the Matterhorn,” Jack said.

Sage’s jaw dropped. “Seriously? Weren’t you terrified?”

I shrugged. “Not really. If you go slow and take breaks, it’s not any harder than climbing a fake wall at the gym.”

Giana once again glared at me. “I saw a documentary on this. A bunch of people have died this way.”

“And you don’t have to worry, because I’m officially retired from free soloing. But I can still go rock climbing.”

Sage stepped forward and clutched my hands in hers. “Can I go? I’d love to try it.”

Jack laughed and shook his head. “You’d have to sleep in Parker’s van.”

I shot Jack a withering look, but before I could say anything, Sage answered.

“I would totally stay in Parker’s van,” Sage said before she returned her full attention to me. “Can we go? Will you teach me? It’s been on my bucket list forever.”

Jason’s jaw dropped and Jack face palmed, but I couldn’t ignore the earnest look on Sage’s face.

Would I take Sage Wilde mountain climbing in a remote wilderness with just the two of us cozied up in my van? Only an idiot would turn down that offer. Before I could answer, Giana jumped in.

“I want to go too,” Giana said.

Sage picked up her best friend’s hand, and they both turned their sappy, puppy dog eyes on me.

“Fine. But we’ll take it slowly and do an easy climb. If you both are really interested, we’ll find a local climbing wall and I’ll teach you the basics.”

“Yay!” They both clapped excitedly and dwarfed me in simultaneous hugs.

Over Sage’s shoulder, I spotted Jason sighing with exasperation and leaned over to Jack to say something I couldn’t quite make out.

Jack laughed and nodded, and Jason grinned. I didn’t mind them having fun at my expense. It helped lighten the mood.

Both girls backed off and Sage eyed the pitcher of margaritas behind me. “Are those margs?”

I spun around and picked up the pitcher. “They sure are. Who’s thirsty?”

“Me!” Sage and Giana replied simultaneously as Sage raised her hand. Her eyes lingered on mine for a second longer than seemed normal. She was flirting, and I was all about it.

I was the first to break our eye lock, and a spike of adrenaline flashed through my veins. My knees turned to rubber, and I tried to calm my pounding heart. Sage had only ever had eyes for her ex-boyfriend. I think his name was Brad, and it felt strange openly flirting with her.

I poured them each a margarita as Giana eyed the patio and nearby pool.

“Let’s get our tan on,” Giana said. “And where’s the music? Let’s get this party started.”

“You can control the music from any TV or from your phone,” I said as I handed over the drinks.

The girls took the icy margaritas, and I picked up the remote control before pointing it at the nearest TV over the bar. In a flash, a menu appeared, and I skimmed through a series of settings and submenus until I reached the underlying Spotify account. A moment later, a Sabrina Carpenter song played across the hidden speakers placed throughout the first floor and exterior deck.

“I’ll never remember all that,” Sage said. “We’ll put Parker in charge of the tunes.”

It was then that I realized I probably wouldn’t have such intimate knowledge of the audio controls. After all, this place was a rental. Thankfully, the ladies didn’t seem to pick up on that subtle quirk.

Giana turned to Jack. “This place is amazing. Thanks for hosting. We both needed the break.”

“Come on, G,” Sage said. “Let’s go put on our bikinis.”

“Your rooms are on the second floor. The first and second doors on the left,” Jack said, not shirking his host duties. “Jason, you’re on the first floor at the end of the hall.”

Giana popped on her toes and kissed her brother on the cheek. “Thanks Jack. You are the best big brother on the planet.”

The girls hurried off, leaving me, Jason, and Jack alone. I poured Jason a fresh margarita and handed it over while I started making a second pitcher. I had a feeling the drinks would go fast, especially after everyone else arrived.

“Thanks for letting me crash the party,” Jason said. “When I heard the names on the guest list, I sort of invited myself. I probably should have called and asked, but I was afraid you would turn me down.”

It seemed to take Jack a moment to realize that Jason was speaking to him. He took a drink of his margarita and nodded. “No problem. So, uhh… are you and Giana…?”

Jack let the unspoken question linger and Jason laughed, shaking his head. “God, I wish. Alas, no. Your sister is well and truly out of my league.”

Now I just felt sorry for the guy. My evil thoughts about Jason manipulating Giana vanished. But it still begged the question, what was he doing here?

“I mean no disrespect,” I said. “But how did you end up on this trip?”

Jason nodded and sipped his drink. “Valid question.” He sighed and ran his fingers through his hair. “Given my lifelong crush on Giana, the news she had accepted a track scholarship from A&M sent me over the moon. When she arrived on campus, I invited her to the first big bash my fraternity threw. It was under the guise of allowing her to meet people, but really, I just wanted to shoot my shot.” He held up a placating hand as if to ward Jack off. “Don’t worry. Nothing happened.”

Jack seemed to let it go, as we were both more than curious about how the unlikely pair formed a friendship.

Jason continued. “As you can imagine, Giana drew a lot of attention and had no shortage of guys looking to be friends.” He put air quotes around the word friends. “Anyway, I busted a fraternity brother trying to roofie her drink, and I called him out on it.”

Both my and Jason’s jaw dropped as Jason continued.

“It saved Giana but cost me my place in the fraternity. I was pretty much persona non grata after that. In the end, I deactivated and rented an apartment. Giana and I have been friends ever since. And by friends, I mean just friends. I think she felt sorry for me and invited me on the trip. She thought I could hang with you guys and sort of build our friendship back up.”

Jack and I stared at Jason, slack-jawed, completely stunned by his selfless act.

Jack spoke first. “Damn, Jason. Giana never told me.”

Jason shrugged. “I would do it all over again. Those guys were pricks, and Giana is a really cool girl.”

I felt bad for calling Jason a dipshit and vowed to do better. Of course, Giana wouldn’t randomly invite Jason to such an intimate gathering of friends. They were friends, and rightly so. I went around the bar and placed my hand on Jason’s shoulder while I raised my glass for a toast.

“Here’s to old friends made new again,” I said.

Jason seemed touched by my words, and we clinked glasses before another familiar voice crashed the party.

“I’ll toast to that,” the female voice said, and the three of us turned to find two new guests standing before us.


Chapter 3
Twists and Turns


The silky voice belonged to Veronica Bardot, who, along with Polly and Jack, was one of my very best lifelong friends. But the woman standing beside her caught me completely off guard. The woman in question was Simone Ashley. She and I shared a secret past that, as far as I knew, only we knew about. I hadn’t seen her since we ended our friends-with-benefits relationship the day before I left for college. We had ended the relationship the same way we started it — with a bang.

Our collective jaws dropped, and I could almost hear Jack’s nerves rattle from across the room. The moment stretched out and bordered on uncomfortable while I waited for Jack to jump in and perform his hostly duties. But all the man could do was stare at Veronica, or Ronnie, as we called her.

The past four years had been very kind to both women standing before me, and I couldn’t tell which of the stunning beauties wore it better. Veronica’s dark hair hung well past her shoulders and her golden-hued skin glowed with a healthy radiance that offset her blue eyes and glossy pink lips.

Simone and I shared a secret past, but we kept it secret because of her long and sordid history with Polly. The two had been archenemies in high school, and Polly didn’t know Simone and I had spent three years in high school enjoying a friends-with-benefits relationship.

The years had only enhanced Simone’s stunning beauty. Her brown hair flowed over her shoulders and hung down her back, while her brown eyes were just as I remembered — twin pools of melted milk chocolate.

I wasn’t sure who to look at, but eventually I settled on Veronica. If my eyes lingered for too long on Simone, I feared Jack and Ronnie might see through us.

Ronnie’s beauty had tiered up since high school. I knew she was a yoga and Pilates fanatic, and it showed in her toned, athletic figure. She had high-set, perky, C-cup breasts, a trim waistline and hips that flared out into what I knew was a spectacular ass.

With Jack still in brain lock, and Jason taking a step back as if the women might bite him, I put on a brave face and recited the greeting I had spent a year rehearsing.

I prepared to speak, but the shocked look on Ronnie’s face threw me off kilter. Ultimately, Ronnie beat me to the punch.

“Parker? You’re actually here?” Ronnie stepped closer and poked me in the chest, as if making sure I actually existed. “I thought you died or something.”

Her tone conveyed annoyance, but not outright hostility. She wasn’t happy that I had ghosted her, and I didn’t blame her.

“I’m sorry,” I said as butterflies took flight in the pit of my stomach. I forced myself to look directly into her amazing blue eyes. “You have every right to be irate with me, and there is nothing I can do to change the past. I should have responded to your text messages and phone calls, but after what happened, I was afraid you would talk me into reaching out to Polly. Back then, I wasn’t ready for that conversation, but I’m in a much better head space now, and all I can say is that I hope you can forgive me.”

Veronica folded her arms over her chest and narrowed her eyes, glaring at me. “Does Polly know you’re here, or are you planning to ambush her, too?”

Heat radiated up from beneath my collar, and a bead of sweat trickled down the back of my neck. I had hoped for a smile and maybe even a hug after she fully accepted my apology. It looked like she needed more convincing.

I couldn’t answer Ronnie’s question and gazed back over my shoulder at Jack while Ronnie’s eyes settled on my best friend.

Jack cleared his throat while his cheeks turned a bright shade of scarlet. He forced a smile and stepped up beside me. “You look great. How was your flight?”

Meanwhile Simone couldn’t take her eyes off me, and old feelings percolated in the pit of my stomach. I wanted to pull her into a hug and kiss her like I had a million times before, but neither of us dared to put that energy into the room.

Veronica’s glare only deepened. “Jack. Did you plan this?”

Jack had planned nothing. He had simply sent out the invitations I crafted and then arrived using the plane ticket I sent him. Other than handling the RSVPs, his hands were clean. This was all on me, but I couldn’t let the cat out of the bag. As he had done countless times before, my best friend fell on his sword.

“I…uhh….” Jack rubbed the back of his neck. “Polly doesn’t know, but she wouldn’t have come otherwise. Parker came to me, hat in hand, and wanted to come on this trip to make things right with his friends. I couldn’t say no to my best friend. Can you at least give him a chance? Maybe hear him out?”

Veronica’s expression softened, and she turned back to me. “You’re still a piece of shit.”

The words carried no heat, and the anger had faded behind her eyes. “Yeah. I know. Therapy has helped and so has time.”

Veronica’s eyes softened and filled with empathy. “You’ve been in therapy?”

That was true. I had been in therapy. Most of my sessions were virtual, but I never missed a single one. I nodded. “My therapist encouraged me to make amends. This is my apology tour.”

That earned a warm smile from Ronnie. “Well… you better not do it again. If I message you, message me back. And if I call you, pick up your fucking phone.”

Deep inside, my emotions stirred, and my vision turned blurry with tears. I gave Ronnie a watery smile and nodded. “I’m sorry, Ronnie. Truly I am.”

Ronnie’s mask shattered, and she fell into my arms. She threw her arms around me and buried her face in my chest. “I missed you so much.”

I drew her tight, encasing her in my arms. Her warm body felt like a miracle pressed up against mine, and I relaxed as I released a breath of tension. “I missed you too.”

Veronica stepped back, sniffling as she wiped her eyes. She picked up my hand in hers and smiled. “I’m glad you didn’t fall off a mountain and die. Do you have a death wish or something?”

I winced and squeezed her hand. “You heard about that?”

“I saw it on YouTube,” Veronica said. “It had like a million views. The Matterhorn? Really, Parker? You’re way smarter than that.”

“I thought it was cool,” Simone said from just over her shoulder. “I watched it like three times.”

Of course, Simone thought it was cool. I had told her all about my desire to climb mountains way back in high school. She had encouraged me to chase all my dreams. She even asked if she could climb those mountains with me. True to my nature, I had dodged the question. Now I regretted it.

Veronica shot Simone a murderous look. “Don’t encourage him.”

Jason stepped forward, as if sensing the drama had passed. “I saw that video, too. This guy is crazy or has balls the size of Montana.”

Simone’s eyes twinkled as she bit her lower lip and subtly checked me out. “I thought it was hot.”

My cheeks flushed with heat, and I stifled a grin as Veronica’s jaw dropped.

Ronnie glared at Simone as if she had lost her mind. “Enough.” She turned back to me. “Do not listen to this woman. She has a mental handicap.”

“And a weakness for hot, shirtless guys,” Simone said and stepped forward, closing the distance between us. “It’s fantastic to see you again, Parker.” She nodded at Jack. “Thanks for letting Ronnie add me as her plus one.”

She was always so good at acting like we weren’t more than casual friends. In fact, we both wore that mask well. Now I wondered if the mask could finally come off.

During high school, Simone was easily the most popular and the prettiest girl around. Four years later, she had morphed from a pretty girl into a smoking hot twenty-two-year-old stunner. She had long, lush brown hair that spilled over her shoulders in glossy waves with giant, looping curls. Her brown eyes twinkled with infectious energy, and she had the face of a cover girl complete with a cute button nose and glossy, bubble gum lips.

Simone’s body arguably dwarfed her extraordinary beauty. She had big, springy breasts that sat high on her chest and a tight tummy fully exposed beneath her white midriff top. A diamond stud glistened in her navel and her lush hips gave way to perfectly toned legs that stretched out for a mile. A short black summer skirt covered her ass, and I was all too familiar with that thick, bouncy caboose I had peeled out of a cheer outfit too many times to recall.

Like every other guy in school, I always had a thing for Simone. Unlike most guys, I had actually gone there and done that. Our chemistry was off the charts, and even though we kept our friendship a secret, our barely veiled sexual tension was a big part of why Polly didn’t like her.

At first, I wasn’t sure if she really wanted me, or she just wanted to piss off Polly. As I came to discover, it was a lot of both. In those days, Simone and Polly were arch rivals, both vying for captain of the cheerleading squad. Polly won, but Simone never stopped trying to supplant her.

According to Polly, Simone had supposedly sabotaged her, trying to claim the top spot, and she always thought Simone wanted to get with me just to piss her off. The irony was almost tragic. One thing about Simone… the girl knew how to keep a secret.

Not that Polly held any sort of claim on me. We were just friends, and in fact, I was so deep inside Polly’s friend zone I never went public with Simone just to appease Polly.

If therapy had taught me anything, it was that honesty was everything, even if it hurt. Modern day me wouldn’t let Polly’s hangup stop me from openly pursuing a legendary beauty like Simone Ashley. Not letting the ghosts of the past haunt me, I stepped forward with a smile and leaned into a casual hug with Simone.

Simone casually brushed her fingers around the nape of my neck. It was our old tell. Whenever she was in the mood to hookup after a party, she touched me that way, signaling that I should sneak into her room later that night.

I drew her in a little tighter, letting her know I was interested. One thing was certain, our chemistry was not only alive and well, it seemed magnified. I wanted her badly, and this time, I wouldn’t let anyone get in my way.

“You look beautiful, Simone,” I said. “It’s good to see you, too.”

She smelled like warm vanilla with a hint of strawberries, and arousal stirred deep in my loins. Her firm breasts dug into my chest, and I stole a glance down her backside, as my memories filled in the blanks.

Simone stepped into my hug, deepening our connection as I felt her warm breath trail up the side of my neck. “You look strong enough to carry me upstairs as easily as one of my suitcases. Maybe we should see if you can?”

Jack let out a nervous chuckle. “Today is just full of twists and turns.”

“Amen to that, brother,” Jason said. “I could use another drink before the real fireworks begin.”

When we broke off the hug, I stepped back and Simone’s eyes lingered on mine a moment before she stepped back. Her cheeks had turned a rosy shade of pink and her nostrils flared as she finally averted her gaze.

As much as I wanted to test Simone’s suitcase theory, I turned my attention to Ronnie and smiled. “Thanks.”

Veronica frowned. “For what?”

“For taking the heat when Polly arrives. Does she know you’re friends with Simone?”

Veronica’s expression wilted, and she shook her head. “I’ve kept it on the down low. Simone and I are in the same sorority, and she’s become my best friend over the past four years. When Jack invited us on this vacation, I knew Simone would want to come. Polly has moved on from their old feud. You’ll see. Everything will work out fine.”

That was an extremely optimistic take, but there was no need to spout my opinion. After all, Ronnie and Polly had kept in touch all the way through college. Maybe she was right.

“I want to make things right with Polly,” Simone said. “Veronica has explained so much to me, and I feel awful about the way I treated her.”

If I knew Polly, and I knew her down to her bones, this news would go over about as well as a hurricane warning. But it wasn’t my job to appease Polly. Not anymore. Sure, I owed her an apology, but I wouldn’t be her punching bag either.

“Maybe one of us should hide when Polly gets here,” I said.

Simone giggled, and that even got a laugh out of Veronica. That’s when the front door opened, and hurricane Polly rolled in.

“Hello?” Polly’s voice carried across the first floor.

My stomach dipped while my head flashed with raw adrenaline. We all froze in place as footsteps echoed off the Italian marble tile.

It was then that I realized the positioning of Simone and I couldn’t have possibly been any worse. Simone stood beside me and at first glance, we looked like a couple. Veronica stood closer to Jack and Jason and when Polly stepped into the exterior space, the first faces she saw were mine and Simone’s.

Polly’s jaw dropped, and the color drained from her face. Her eyes widened in horror and the man beside her, frowned.

When I laid eyes on the petite, golden-haired beauty, all my emotions came rushing back. The love, pain, and loss hit me like a sucker punch. I didn’t think seeing her again would hit me so hard, but it had and left me reeling. I took a moment to breathe and tried not to look as panicked as I felt.

At twenty-two, Polly was even more beautiful than when I last saw her at nineteen. She wore her hair back in a meticulous ponytail, and even though she was clearly shocked, her blue eyes were just as bright and vivid as I remembered. Her pale blue dress hugged her lush curves and brought out the subtle glow of her radiant complexion. Still, the dress hid most of her appealing physical assets but fully revealed her killer legs.

I knew Polly was beautiful. After all, I had memorized every line and curve that made up her beautiful face. But seeing her now after three years of being apart made it clear she had left the little girl behind. She had grown into a spectacularly beautiful woman, and my feelings for her hadn’t diminished in the slightest. A lump formed in my throat and the room closed in around me. I felt like I needed to escape, but Veronica jumped in for the rescue.

“I know you’re in shock right now,” Ronnie said. “But what you’re thinking is probably so much worse than what this actually is.”

Polly turned her stunned expression on Ronnie. “What I think is that my former best friend and enemy are standing in front of me, and that I am committed to spending the next two weeks in their presence.”

Ronnie frowned and rubbed her chin. “Technically, you’re not wrong.”

“Can it get any worse?” Polly asked.

Polly’s boyfriend stepped forward and extended his hand to Veronica. “I’m Rick. It’s nice to meet you.”

“Jesus, dude, read the room,” I said, mumbling under my breath so low that I didn’t think anyone could hear.

But Simone smiled and averted her gaze, as if struggling not to laugh.

Ronnie barely shook Rick’s hand while she kept her eyes locked on Polly.

“I invited Simone on this trip,” Ronnie said. “We’re sorority sisters and she’s an amazing friend. I was afraid to tell you for fear that you wouldn’t come on this trip, and I missed you. Simone has changed, and I think you should hear her out.”

I felt no need to point out to Polly that Simone and I weren’t a couple. While that was true, odds were high that Simone and I would find our way into the same bed sooner rather than later. When she inevitably found out, Polly could then point back to this moment and call me a liar. Still, it was time for me to speak up and admit that I was at least partially to blame for our falling out.

“For what it’s worth, I’m sorry about the way we left things, Polly,” I said. “I’m not here to fight with you or cause any trouble. We were all friends once, and I just want a chance to make things right.”

Polly barely looked at me and utterly ignored my apology. Instead, she turned her attention to Jack and tried to put on a brave face. But I knew she was crumbling inside.

“Jack, thanks for inviting us, but I don’t think this will work out,” Polly said.

“Come on, Polly,” Ronnie said. “Don’t be like that.”

I stopped myself from saying more and stepped back, trying to fade into the background. This was classic Polly. She was such a drama queen, but at least I had apologized, and it was up to her to meet me halfway or not at all. I couldn’t force her to mend our friendship.

“At least think about it before you bail,” Jack said. “You and Rick have a sick room on the first floor, and you can step right out onto the beach. Giana and Sage are here, too. They’re changing upstairs. You can’t leave without saying hello.”

Simone’s eyes widened, and a smile lit up her face. “Sage is here?”

Jack nodded. “You two know each other?”

“We’ve known each other forever,” Simone said. “Her family and mine go way back.”

Rick looked around the place and smiled approvingly. “I’ve got to hand it to you, Jack. This place is amazing. It reminds me of my grandparents’ place in Fiji.”

Jason and I traded a subtle eye roll while Rick scanned the room, completely unfazed by Polly’s trauma.

“Go to your room, get changed, and then we’ll talk,” Ronnie said. “Please don’t go. I really miss you.”

Polly’s expression flattened, and she gave Ronnie a curt nod before she turned to Jack. “Jack, can you please show us to our room?”


Chapter 4
Harem Philosophy


After Polly and Rick retreated to their room, Ronnie and Simone changed into their bikinis. Sage and Giana appeared a few minutes later, and we kicked off the vacation, going between the pool and the bar.

I stood in the shallow end of the pool making small talk with Sage, Giana, and Jason while Jack, Ronnie, and Simone spent time at the bar. Jack had somewhat relaxed around Ronnie, but he still wasn’t fully himself.

To make matters worse, I caught several lingering stares from Veronica, but every time I caught her, she turned away. I wasn’t sure if it was a coincidence or if she was actually interested in me. She hadn’t flirted overtly with Jack, and why would she? We went back years, and Ronnie and Jack had never gotten together. My advice had been for Jack to shoot his shot with Veronica, which was exactly what I had done with Polly. Hopefully, things would end up better for him.

Meanwhile, Simone and I exchanged long, lingering glances, promising much more to come. Still, it was better not to provoke Polly any more than each of us already had, so we kept our distance. We had a lot of vacation days to cover, and I didn’t want to blow everything up on day one.

I had planned everything for this vacation, including food, catering, activities, and entertainment. Everything was optional, and those who wanted to go off on their own or sleep late were welcome to do so. Two weeks of sitting by the pool and going to the beach got old, so I wanted to make sure we had a full slate of activities to choose from.

I had neglected to inform Jack of the itinerary. When a catered lunch arrived, the group cheered, and I had to coach Jack to act like he had planned it all along.

Fifteen minutes after most of us finished lunch, Polly and Rick appeared by the pool. Polly wore a white bikini that showcased her amazing body, and I had to force myself not to stare. The petite beauty had lush, round breasts, and tight cleavage bubbled from her bikini top. Her legs showed not a hint of unwanted fat, and her ass was high, tight, and round, looking even better at twenty-two than it had at eighteen.

She wore a pair of dark sunglasses and carried a beach bag while Rick trailed behind her wearing a pair of dark swim trunks, tank top, and sunglasses. They set up on a pair of lounge chairs under a neon yellow umbrella, away from everyone else.

Rick pulled off his tank top and applied sunscreen to a dad-body in the making. Meanwhile, Polly crossed the pool and pulled Veronica aside. The pair disappeared into the house, leaving Rick all alone to make friends.

Giana, Sage, and I silently watched the whole thing go down from where we sat in the pool. The ladies sat in a pair of deck chairs on the pool ledge, letting the cool water play over their long, toned legs.

“I guess Polly is staying,” Giana said.

Polly was normally a happy, go-lucky person who radiated charisma at a cosmic level. I had only seen silent Polly come out when she was beyond furious. I didn’t recognize the woman who ignored me this morning.

“She’s still furious,” I said.

“She should take a chill pill and relax,” Sage said. “For the next two weeks, we’re in paradise. No schedule. No commitments. Just the sea, the sand, and pitchers of ice-cold Pina Coladas.”

Sage hadn’t said sex, but going off the looks she gave me, that was at the top of her agenda. There was no use getting hung up on Polly and her issues. It was time to turn the page.

“Does the lady require a Pina Colada? Ramone, the pool boy, will happily serve you.”

Sage giggled and leaned over to splash water over her amazing thighs. The act caused her springy breasts to jiggle and bulge inside her neon yellow bikini top.

Thank God for dark sunglasses. I fought hard not to stare but found it virtually impossible. Besides, I got the impression Sage wanted me to look. The same went for Giana. They had each spent the last hour trying to top each other on the flirtation meter.

“Are your referring to yourself as Ramone?” Sage asked.

“Only if you’re tipping,” I said, causing both Sage and Giana to giggle.

Giana leaned forward, giving me a front-row view of her spectacular cleavage. “Well Ramone, I for one would love a Pina Colada.” She dipped her sunglasses low, making it obvious that she was checking out my muscled chest. “And I’m definitely tipping.”

Giana’s body was no less spectacular than Sage’s. Her milky white breasts strained the front of her pink bikini top, and her toned body glistened under a sheen of sunscreen and perspiration. Dark sunglasses complimented her beautiful face while wisps of her blonde hair trailed down her neck. She wore the rest of her long locks piled high atop her head, secured by a clip in a messy bun.

My stomach spun, and arousal flared in my loins. Good thing they weren’t in a beauty contest, because there was no way I could pick just one. The same went for every other woman in the house. My thoughts drifted to fantasies of providing the man-meat inside a Texas A&M co-ed sandwich. A threesome with the pair would surpass my greatest sexual conquest. Trying to pull that rabbit out of a hat, could lead to both women rejecting me.

On top of that problem, I needed to tread carefully with Giana. She didn’t strike me as having much sexual experience, and I didn’t want to take advantage of her. That and I didn’t want Jack to kill me.

All bets were off with Sage. She had her eye on me, and I was more than willing to see where things might go. But if I went there with Sage, would I blow my chances with Simone? She seemed interested, and I had no problem crossing the line I wouldn’t cross back in high school.

Openly dating them both and having them not only accept it but embrace it was the holy grail of unattainable relationship nirvana. I pushed aside the day dream and focused on the present.

“Let me wow you with the best Pina Colada’s you’ve ever tasted,” I said. “Freshly squeezed pineapple and lime juice takes the drink to the next level. Then I leave behind a bit of pineapple slurry that really sets them apart.”

“Yum,” Sage said. “My mouth is literally watering. Can I watch you make them?”

“Me too,” Giana said.

“To the bar we go,” I said. “But don’t be mad when I put you two to work.”

“Yay.” Sage clapped and pushed herself up. The water drizzled down her long, athletic legs, and her breasts jiggled as they shifted inside her bikini top.

She was truly a sight to behold. Despite my best intentions, I gawked at her body in complete awe, and I wasn’t alone. At the bar, Jack and Simone turned to stare, and even Rick checked her out from across the pool.

The light-skinned beauty would make even Aphrodite green with envy. She barely qualified as a mortal. I forced myself to look away as I climbed out of the pool and quickly dried off with a towel.

Sage pulled Giana out of her chair and the pair stepped out of the pool before quickly drying off.

They tossed aside their towels, not bothering to wrap them around their waists. Who could blame them? They had worked hard to earn their incredible bodies, and I was sure they enjoyed watching us drool. I held out my arms for each lady before Sage and Giana fell in beside me, each of them hooking an arm inside mine.

As we approached the bar, Jason grinned, and Jack just shook his head while Simone’s eyes lingered on my chest.

“I’m making Pina Coladas. Who’s thirsty?”

Simone shot her hand up, and her eyes twinkled with excitement. “Me. I love Pina Coladas.”

Jason shrugged. “It’s a chick drink, but count me in.”

“Me too,” Jack said.

I grinned. “Don’t let anyone man shame you for enjoying frozen cocktails on a hot day. True manliness comes from the inside. Confidence wins.”

Simone giggled. “If only my ex had followed that advice, we might still be together. When he started posting online about being an alpha male, I had enough. Who has time for that kind of insecurity?”

Jason tipped his head. “Thank you, Parker. On behalf of beta men everywhere, I shall release my inner alpha male and drink the shit out of those Pina Coladas.”

We all laughed while I stepped behind the bar, taking Sage and Giana with me. “With help from my lovely assistants, we will conjure up a pair of icy pitchers, tout suite.”

As I got out the ingredients and put Sage and Giana to work, Polly and Veronica appeared, chatting happily while Rick seemed to appear from the shadows, lurking a few steps behind them. Everyone converged on the bar, watching me play bartender as Polly and Veronica took a seat beside Simone.

“I’m making Pina Coladas,” I said. “Would you ladies like one or something else?”

“I’d love one,” Veronica said.

“Me too,” Polly said, marking the first words she had uttered to me in three years.

My head went dizzy with joy, and I grinned, trying hard to contain my enthusiasm. I had truly missed her friendship, and with a little luck, we might put this awkwardness behind us and rekindle that lost spark.

Rick came up to stand behind Polly and placed his hands on her shoulders. “I’ll take a Bud.”

“Sure thing,” I said, turning around to grab a cold Budweiser for Rick while Polly mumbled something to him, clearly annoyed.

I handed Rick the beer. “Thanks.” Rick said, flashing a cocky grin. “You should put out a tip jar.”

His mocking tone made it clear he had meant the comment as a dig at my expense. But there was no use getting angry or retaliating. That would serve him, not me. Besides, if I confronted him, he would tell me it was just a joke and that I needed to lighten up.

Polly had, no doubt, told Rick all about me, including how I had spent the last three years of my life. That she would date the asshole said more about her than it did about him.

Polly looked over her shoulder and glared at Rick, clearly annoyed.

“What?” Rick feigned innocence. “You said he was a bartender.”

Everyone went silent, recognizing the slur for what it was — a shot across the bow to get under my skin.

Veronica’s eyes flashed hot. Normally, she would eviscerate the guy for being such a prick, but she was already treading on thin ice with Polly. Insulting Rick might send them both packing, which, for now, we all wanted to avoid.

I could almost see Ronnie swallowing her pride as she silently simmered in frustration.

The last four years had taught me much. Resilience and humility were at the top of the list. It was easy to kick a guy when he was down. Lord knows I had suffered through worse than Rick on my way to the bottom.

Instead of taking Rick’s jab personally, I smiled at Rick and nodded. “Great minds think alike, which is why I brought this.”

I pulled a glass jar labeled tips out from under the bar and set it down right in front of Rick. “Knock yourself out. I prefer tens and twenties.”

Everyone howled with laughter while Rick withered and sagged back into his chair beside Polly.

“I’m a bartender at school,” Sage said, shooting Rick a murderous gaze. “The tips are great.”

“I tended bar to fund my rock climbing habit,” I said. “It was a great way to make some fast money. And I met plenty of interesting people from all over the country.”

“You mean pretty girls?” Simone asked with a twinkle in her eye.

That caught Polly’s attention, and she perked up, taking a good long look at me for the first time.

“Occasionally,” I said. “But mainly I met a lot of lonely people looking for someone to talk to.”

“I didn’t know that,” Veronica said. “I bet you’ve seen a ton of cool places. What an amazing life experience.”

“Yeah. I’ve spent most of my time in the states, but I’ve also backpacked across Europe.”

“And climbed the fucking Matterhorn without a rope,” Giana said, flashing me an annoyed look while she dropped a lime into the juicer.

The news didn’t seem to surprise Polly, as her face remained even.

“This reminds me of an ice breaking game we played at the sorority,” Simone said. “When we induct a new pledge class, we go around the room and everyone gets to ask one question of everyone else. It’s fun and a great way to find out about people.”

“I’m so in,” Jason said.

“Sounds fun,” Sage said.

“I’ll start with the first question,” Ronnie said, looking directly at me when she spoke. “What’s your body count?”

Giana’s knife slipped, and she nearly cut herself while Sage laughed and said, “Ronnie’s coming in hot.”

“I’ll pass on that question,” Polly said.

“Come on. It’s fun,” Ronnie said. “You can lie if you want, but it’s better if you tell the truth. I’ll answer the question first, since I asked, and you guys are shy.”

Jack perked up, clearly interested in Ronnie’s answer.

“Are we including high school or not?” Simone looked straight at me as she asked the question.

“Including,” Ronnie said. “Total body count, including losing your V-card.”

“Giana, don’t answer,” Jack said. “I don’t want to know your number.”

Giana rolled her eyes. “Then cover your ears. I’m a grownup in case you haven’t noticed.”

“My body count is four,” Ronnie said. “But I’m not naming names.”

Jack seemed to deflate, and I felt sorry for the guy. But a beautiful girl like Ronnie could have sex whenever she wanted. Four was a really low number.

“I want to hear Parker’s number,” Sage said.

“Me too,” Giana said.

Polly looked annoyed with Sage but held her tongue.

I smiled at Sage and shook my head. “Ladies first.”

Sage grinned. “That’s easy. One.”

One? A knockout like Sage Wilde had been with one guy? I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry.

“We all know who that is,” Giana said.

“Yeah. It’s one too many,” Sage said before turning on me. “Now it’s your turn, and don’t lie. I can tell if you’re lying.”

She was openly flirting with me, and I was all about it. Meanwhile, Polly simmered on her stool and folded her arms over her ample chest.

“I’ll tell you my true number so long as you guys don’t slut shame me,” I said.

“Oh, boy,” Jason said. “Brace yourself folks. Anybody have a calculator?”

Jack laughed, and Simone giggled.

I laughed along with Jason. “See? You guys are already slut shaming me.”

Jason raised his hands. “I’m not shaming you. I’m just jealous.”

“You guys really want to know?”

Sage leaned into me and coiled her arm around my waist, gazing up at me, her green eyes sparkling. “Yes, please.”

Polly’s gaze fell on Sage’s arm wrapped around my waist, and she pursed her lips as if annoyed.

Ronnie and Simone leaned forward, resting their elbows on the bar, and I felt the heavy weight of Polly’s gaze on me.

The old me would have flatly refused to answer the question or lied, just to appease Polly. Years of therapy and thousands of hours of self-reflection had changed me. I wasn’t the same broken nineteen-year-old kid who had dropped out of MIT.

Still, I didn’t want to make a big deal about it, and I wasn’t ashamed to admit that I had more than a few partners in the past three years. I didn’t think it rose to slut levels, but I would know soon enough.

As the crowd fell silent, I set aside the rum bottle and leaned onto the bar top, savoring the sensation of Sage’s hand brushing against my upper thigh. “Twelve.”

The number included losing my virginity to Simone. In fact, we were each other’s firsts, and as far as I knew, Simone had dated only me throughout high school.

Polly’s jaw dropped, and Ronnie’s eyes widened. Jack and Jason traded a high five, and I rolled my eyes.

Simone frowned. “I expected a lot more.”

Polly twisted in her seat and gawked at Simone. “More? Twelve is a lot. My number is two. What’s yours?”

“Three,” Simone said. “One of the three was a mistake I made for over a year. But no one has ever measured up to my first. That man made my toes curl.”

“Was it during high school?” Ronnie asked.

Simone shot me a furtive glance, then smiled at Ronnie. “Only one in high school, and yes, I’m referring to him.”

“Who?” Polly asked.

I froze as dread rose from the pit of my stomach and set my head spinning.

“My lips are sealed,” Simone said. “That’s one skeleton I’m not quite ready to take out of the closet.”

I relaxed slightly and made a mental note to thank Simone later. Still, it surprised me she had been with only two guys since me.

Rick frowned and glanced suspiciously between me and Polly. “Who else besides me?”

As much as I wished her second partner was me, Polly wasn’t on my list of twelve, although she could have been my last if things went differently three years ago.

“Just a guy,” Polly said.

Rick sank back in his chair and simmered, and I could almost see his wheels spin. He thought it was me and there would be no convincing him otherwise. The thought brought me an immense amount of joy.

“I’ve got you all beat,” Giana said.

Jack shot to his feet and gaped at his little sister. “What the hell Giana? More than twelve?”

Giana giggled, and hip checked me with a wink before facing her brother. “Wrong direction, bro. My body count is zero.”

Jack sagged back into his chair, his face etched with relief. “Oh, thank God.”

Simone leaned over to catch Rick’s eye. “What’s yours?”

Rick grinned at Polly and curled his arm around her shoulder. “The only one that matters is sitting right next to me.”

He made sure to look into my eyes, knowing how much the declaration would sting. Did I enjoy watching Rick put his arm around the woman to whom I confessed my love? No. And there was nothing I could do about it. The day I had pushed my chips all in, Polly rejected me and that was all there was to it. I shot my shot and came up short.

“That’s a total cop out,” Ronnie said. “Polly said her number.”

“Are we including one-night stands while I lived in the frat?” Rick asked.

Ronnie rolled her eyes. “Obviously.”

Rick looked up as if searching his memory. “Twenty-five? No. Twenty-seven.”

Polly recoiled with disgust, shirking Rick’s arm off her shoulder, and Ronnie averted her gaze, covering up a smirk.

I raised my open beer and tipped it toward Rick in a mock salute. “Thanks for the save, dude. Consider us even on that tip.”

Everyone laughed except for Polly, and her cheeks turned bright red. If I wasn’t careful, she would bail before I had a chance to make things right between us.

Rick took my dig in stride and was unaware or didn’t care about his girlfriend’s embarrassment. He gazed down the bar at Jack and Jason. “You guys are up. What’s your body count?”

Jason peered down at the beer in his hand and avoided the question until Jack spoke up.

“I’m picky,” Jack said. “My count is much lower than yours or Parker’s.”

“That’s a good thing,” Polly said. “Don’t be ashamed that you aren’t a man whore like these two.”

Rick grinned with satisfaction while I sipped my beer, trying to remain as inconspicuous as possible.

Jack sighed. “I don’t have that much game. My body count is three.”

Jack and I had hooked up with a pair of sorority sisters during a ski trip last year. It was only a one-night stand, but the trip was epic. “I know of one, but who are the other two?” I asked.

Jack’s cheeks turned a deep shade of crimson. Fear flashed in his eyes, and he looked at me as if I might blow his cover. “No names.”

“Fine. No names, but you better tell me later.”

Jack rolled his eyes, then sank back into his seat as if relieved, leaving the attention focused squarely on Jason.

Jason didn’t look up and avoided public scrutiny by picking at the label on his beer.

“Let’s have it, Jason,” Rick said, seeming to enjoy Jason’s misery. “What’s your body count?”

Jason looked up and around at all the eyes on him, and his face turned bright red. “I hate this game.”

“Let’s pick a new question,” Polly said, trying to throw the man a lifeline.

“Agreed,” I said. “Let’s move on.”

Polly looked at me, and a flicker of a smile tugged at her lips. It was barely there, but it beat apathy and disgust.

“No,” Jason said. “I’ll answer. You guys answered, so I will too.”

“Dude, you don’t have to,” I said.

Jason ignored me and blurted out what we all suspected. “I’m a virgin. There, happy?”

He pounded back his beer while everyone fell silent. A moment later, Giana spoke up. “If anyone gives Jason shit, they’ll answer to me. He saved my life, and in my eyes, he’s the biggest alpha male in this house.”

Jack squeezed Jason’s shoulder, and Jason flashed a nervous smile.

I raised my beer. “Let’s raise our drinks to our good friend, Jason Wall.”

Sage put her fingers in her mouth and whistled loudly while we all raised our drinks.

Jason smiled and relaxed, sitting back in his chair and breathing out a sigh of relief. “Thanks, guys.”

“Okay, next question,” Giana said. “This one is easy. Out of everyone here, who is the hottest? And you can’t vote for yourself or say everyone is hot.”

That question made me squirm, and I didn’t know how to answer it. This time, Jack got the answers going.

“Ronnie,” Jack said, smiling down the bar at the smoking hot brunette.

Ronnie smiled sweetly at Jack. “Ahh. Thanks, Jack.”

Jason pattered his hands on the bar and looked around at all of us. “Not gay, but Parker. That dude could be a male model.”

My jaw dropped, and Jack snorted out a laugh. Polly shifted in her seat and refused to look at me, while Sage and Giana both looked at me appraisingly. Ronnie tilted her head and stared at me as if trying to decide between me and someone else.

Simone eyed me with lust in her eyes. “Agreed, but I think Sage is the prettiest.”

Ronnie nodded. “It’s a coin flip between Parker, Sage, and Giana. But rules are rules, so I’ll give it to Sage.”

“Thanks, guys,” Sage said. “That’s very sweet.”

Rick chimed in next. “Polly, hands down. She’s a total smoke show.”

Polly smiled at Rick and leaned in for a kiss, leaving me to simmer with jealousy.

Polly turned around and looked right at me. “Rick,” she said, as if driving the knife straight through my heart.

“Parker,” Sage said, without hesitation, before Giana chimed in and nodded. “Parker, but I’ve thought that for a long time.”

The crowd oohed, and my cheeks flashed with heat.

“Leave your hands off my sister, Ford,” Jack said, pointing a finger at me, but the grin on his face told me he was just joking.

Everyone laughed before all eyes settled on me.

I gazed around the group, letting my eyes linger on Polly for a moment longer than strictly appropriate. Then, with a sigh, I shook my head. “This is literally an impossible question.”

“Come on, Parker,” Simone said. “We all said a name.”

“Man up, Ford,” Ronnie said.

“It’s just….” I shrugged. “You all are so beautiful, and in a perfect world, I would pick every single one of you. Guys excluded obviously.”

That drew laughter from Jason and Jack, but Polly frowned, staring me down. I already knew she wouldn’t let me off the hook. “What do you mean, in a perfect world? What’s your perfect world, Parker?”

“Is this a new question?” I asked.

Before anyone could respond, Polly said, “Yes. New question. What is your philosophy on a perfect world as it relates to love? And since you backed out of the last question, you go first on this one and answer truthfully.”

It was a veritable smorgasbord of words directed right at me. After all the unreturned phone calls and text messages, this was what she wanted to know?

“You really want to know?” I asked.

“I wouldn’t have asked otherwise,” Polly said.

“It’s a great question,” Sage said. “I want to hear the answer, too.”

Everyone else chimed in, agreeing with Polly, who sat back in her chair and folded her arms over her chest, grinning at me triumphantly.

She thought she had me, but I didn’t care. I had answered the earlier question truthfully, and I would answer this one too.

“Fine, but you guys might not like the answer,” I said.

“As long as you’re honest, I don’t think any of us will have a problem,” Polly said.

I shrugged. “You’re all beautiful in your way, and in a perfect world….” I let the phrase linger while I held Polly’s gaze. “I would choose all of you at the same time.”

Polly’s jaw dropped as if in disbelief. Simone chirped with laughter. A slight smile teased Giana’s lips, and Sage searched my face expectantly. Ronnie rubbed her chin as if considering my answer while Jack and Jason exchanged a look of shock.

“Clarify please,” Jack said. “What do you mean by the phrase, at the same time?” He put the words in air quotes. “As in an orgy?”

I laughed and shook my head. “Not an orgy.” I leaned back against the outdoor fridge and took a drag from my beer. “I believe in love, and I also believe that a man can love more than one woman at a time. My past relationships have failed because I haven’t been upfront and honest with my very unconventional view of love. Monogamy isn’t for me.”

Polly leaned forward and looked at me as if I had lost my mind. “So, when a girl wants to commit, you run?”

“You make me sound like an asshole,” I said. “It’s not like that.”

“Then what’s it like?” Polly asked. “Because I’m sure we would all love to have you jerk us around.”

I frowned. “You’re in a relationship. This doesn’t apply to you.”

“Amen to that,” Rick said, raising his beer.

Polly ignored him and seemed stung by my answer. “My point stands. You can’t commit.”

“I can commit,” I said. “Just not to one person. I’m always up front and honest with the women I’ve dated. I tell them I’m not looking for anything serious. They agree. Feelings happen. They want more, and I call it off. In retrospect, I think I’ve done them a disservice, because it’s not that I can’t commit. Commitment isn’t the issue. The act of artificially cutting off romantic feelings for another partner goes against my nature. It doesn’t mean I stop loving girl one if I fall in love with girl two. I can love and respect both women at the same time.”

“Along with girls three, four, and five,” Jason said.

“Exactly,” I said.

Polly stewed on my answer a moment before she spoke again. “Are you okay with the reverse? What if a woman you’re dating falls in love with another man and you at the same time?”

“She’s free to live her life as she sees fit. But as far as our relationship goes, that would be a deal breaker.”

Anger flashed behind Polly’s eyes. “That’s a double standard. Why am I not surprised? You were always so selfish.”

“You wanted honesty. I’m giving it to you. The thought of another guy getting with a girl I love sickens me. Call it selfish.” I shrugged. “But it’s my honest opinion. Some women are open to that kind of relationship. Most aren’t. I want to have fun while I’m young and do it with a group of strong, like-minded women. We would all have each other’s backs and live in harmony. That’s my perfect world.”

“How will you fit all those women in your van?” Rick asked.

He meant it as a jab, but I laughed and nodded. “I don’t know, man. Maybe we’ll have a convoy.”

Rick grinned. “Dude, what you’re describing is a harem.”

I shrugged. “Maybe? Let’s call it a modern day harem. One with love and respect for all involved. The ladies in my life can pursue career aspirations, athletics, charity or whatever else they want to achieve, just not with another dude.”

“What about kids?” Sage asked.

“I love kids,” I said. “Down the road, a family would be amazing, but not when I’m twenty-two.”

Sage nodded as if my answer checked a box. Her expression radiated a mixture of excitement and curiosity, and if anything, she looked like she might be down for living such a life.

“You’re crazy if you think anyone would want that kind of lifestyle,” Polly said.

“What’s so bad about it?” I asked. “Remove jealousy from the equation, and it’s all about love, friendship, and fun. Think of it as one big life party going on all the time.”

“And a dump truck full of contraception,” Simone said.

Ronnie laughed, and the girls exchanged a high five. Sage leaned back against the counter across from me, considering me seriously while Giana elbowed me good-naturedly.

“Does that harem have room for a pair of twenty-year-old tracks stars?” Giana asked.

Jack frowned. “Absolutely not.”

Jason sank back onto the bar stool and sighed. “I salute you, Parker, but there’s no way I have the mental fortitude or sexual prowess to pull off a feat like that. I’ll be lucky to find one girl.”

“Dude, we know,” Rick said, then snorted with laughter.

Nobody laughed.

Polly elbowed him. “Shut up.”

Giana held up her knife. “Don’t make me gut you, dude.”

Polly turned away from Rick and looked into the face of each woman gathered around the bar. Her eyes widened in disbelief. “Doesn’t this appall any of you? It’s misogynistic and narcissistic to the extreme.”

“How?” Sage asked, finally speaking up. “You act like monogamy is better. I spent almost four years with an asshole. When I think of all the fun I missed, I could kick myself.”

“Girl, I’m right there with you,” Simone said. “Sometimes you don’t find out a guy is a pig until you’re a year into a relationship. At least this way you’d have a crew of girls to roll with.”

Ronnie shrugged. “People are free to love however they want. If that makes Parker happy, who are we to judge him?”

Polly’s eyes widened as the votes all seemed to go against her. She shook her head in disbelief as she sat back in her chair and folded her arms over her chest. “You guys have changed.”

“Maybe we’re not the ones who have changed,” Ronnie said. “Look, I don’t want to fight with you, and you know I love you like a sister. But why pick this hill to die on? Parker isn’t asking you to join a harem. In fact, he’s not asking any of us. We’re here to have fun and reconnect. That’s all.”

Polly gazed at Ronnie without hostility and sighed. “You’re right. Maybe I have changed, but I’m here to have fun and cut loose.”

Jack sat up. “And we have a shitload of activities planned, including parasailing, jet skis, snorkeling, scuba diving, a trip to a water park and deep sea fishing. We even have party vans to take us to and from every club on Siesta Beach. All that and food and drink are on the house. It’s the trip of a lifetime.” Jack paused to take us all in before he spoke again. “Soon enough, real life will kick us all in the nuts. All I’m asking is that we let go of all the bullshit and the baggage from the past and just have fun? Who’s with me?”

It was exactly the speech we all needed to hear. I stepped forward and raised my beer. “I love you guys,” I said. “Let’s roll the clock back four years and blow this shit out. “

“Yes,” Sage said and wrapped her arm around my waist, before hugging me excitedly. “This is exactly what I was talking about. This time, I’m not missing out.”

Even Polly cracked a smile, then held up her water bottle, clinking with my beer. “Then you better get busy with those Pina Coladas because mama’s thirsty.”

“Hell yeah!” Ronnie cheered.

I grinned, and we all came together, clinking glasses before we all came away, our moods jubilant.

“Turn up the fucking tunes,” Giana said. “Let’s dance.”

An hour and two pitchers of Pina Coladas later, we were all jumping in and out of the pool playing like little kids. Even Rick had lightened up.

After having tossed a shrieking Sage halfway across the deep end, I sat on the edge of the pool dripping water. A beautiful golden blonde princess in a skimpy white bikini plopped down next to me and smiled.

Polly’s wet hair clung to her shoulders, and her nipples stiffened inside her soaking wet swimsuit. But a radiant smile lit her face as her blue eyes twinkled with spirit. “Have you got a minute?” She asked me “I’d like to talk.”


Chapter 5
Friend Zone


Polly gazed into my eyes, waiting for me to answer her. This moment was three years in the making, and I resisted the urge to leap to my feet and pull her into the house.

Instead, I glanced over at Rick, where he stretched out on a lounge chair under the shade of an umbrella. His mouth hung open, and his chest rose and fell in a steady rhythm.

“He won’t bother us,” Polly said.

On the other side of the pool, Simone and Ronnie stretched out on lounge chairs with their earbuds in and sunglasses on. Meanwhile, Sage, Giana, Jason, and Jack held swimming competitions across the shallow end. Now was the perfect time to escape.

I smiled at Polly and nodded. “Let’s talk.” I hopped up from where I sat on the edge of the pool and held out my hand for Polly.

Thankfully, Polly took my offered hand, and I pulled her to her feet before the two of us grabbed our towels and headed for the house.

We settled on the kitchen for our conversation. It was private enough to let us talk in peace while public enough for anyone to walk in and confirm we hadn’t sneaked off together.

Polly wrapped her beach towel around her waist and leaned back against the massive island dominating the center of the kitchen. Her damp, golden blonde hair fell over her shoulders and hung straight down her back. Her wet, white bikini top revealed massive cleavage. Inside the house, the air conditioner ran at full tilt, and Polly’s nipples visibly hardened, forming mouthwatering indents in her tiny top. She didn’t make a move to hide her chest, even though I was sure she knew where I was looking.

With my towel hanging over my shoulder, I dried my hair and tore my gaze away from the eye feast before me. I set aside my towel and settled in across from her, where I leaned against the countertop.

I wasn’t sure where Polly intended to take this conversation. She would either forgive me enough to work on our friendship or tell me to keep my distance for the duration of the trip. As I would prefer the former over the latter, I jumped in first to set the tone for the conversation.

“Can I start?” I asked.

Polly nodded, her face neutral as she folded her arms over her chest just enough to set her big breasts jiggling.

I drew a deep breath, then exhaled, trying to control my nervous energy. “What I said to you three years ago was not only unacceptable, it was untrue. After what happened with us and my family, I was in a really dark place. I lashed out at you, and I regret it every single day. It’s the first thing I think of when I wake up and the last thing I think of before I fall asleep. You were my best friend, and I blew it. I’m truly sorry, and I hope you can forgive me. Maybe our friendship will never recover, but I’d like to try.”

Polly’s eyes welled with tears, and her chin quivered with raw emotion. She took a moment to compose herself and smiled at me. “Thank you. I’ve waited a long time to hear you say that.” She chuckled nervously and let out a held breath. “That hit me a lot harder than I expected. But it’s been the same for me. I think about you every day and what I could have done differently.”

I sighed and ran my fingers through my hair. “Nothing. What happened then was on me. You tried to be a good friend, and I messed it all up.”

Polly’s expression softened and the sweet girl I remembered emerged as if from hibernation. “I never meant to hurt you, Parker.”

“I know, and I’ve been in therapy,” I said. “The way I acted three years ago….” I shook my head. “That’s unacceptable behavior, and I promise it will never happen again.”

Polly’s eyes widened in surprise. “You’ve been in therapy? Wow. I never thought I’d hear those words come out of your mouth.”

“I’m still in therapy,” I said. “Virtual therapy, anyway. My therapist told me to start with a sincere apology. Maybe it was her idea, but I meant every word, Polly. You’re my ride or die, and I can’t go through the rest of my life without you riding shotgun.”

Polly’s eyes welled with fresh tears, and her chin quivered as a teardrop rolled down her cheek. “I miss you so much.”

I opened my arms and Polly stepped forward and melted into me. She wrapped her arms around my waist and rested her head against my chest, sobbing as I held her tight.

Her warm body felt like a miracle pressed up against mine, and I savored the feeling of her arms wrapped tightly around my waist. I rested my chin atop the crown of her head, and the coconut scent of her shampoo enveloped me.

“I want you in my life, every single day, even if it’s just a text message,” I said. “You are the best friend I’ve ever had, and you tell me things I need to hear, even when it’s hard.”

I’d picked the words carefully, making sure they were the exact opposite of the ugly words I’d barfed out three years ago. I had told her to get out of my life and stay out. The words had haunted me every day since, and my thoughts drifted back to that horrific day in my dorm room at MIT.

My memories went back to that awful moment of time. After the financial bridge in my life collapsed under the weight of a class action lawsuit against my father’s company, I had poured my heart out to her, telling her I loved her. My parents called me at school and told me they had lost everything, and that I was officially on my own to pay for college, including all of my living expenses. After I told the news to Polly, I’d told her I loved her and wanted to be with her. She rejected me.

My family’s financial ruin included my trust fund and all the privileges that came with wealth. Suddenly, I was a stranger to the upper class kids with whom I had attended prep school. Having just started my freshman year at MIT, I had no friends to count on. During the lawsuit, news had spread among my peers, and many of them abandoned me. But a few didn’t, including Polly, Ronnie, Jack, Simone, Sage and Giana.

After Polly rejected me, I spiraled into a well of darkness. Without even asking me, Polly had hopped in her car and drove six hours to visit me at school, abandoning her first week of class at Penn to be by my side.

I had greeted her with anger and pushed her away, telling her to get out of my life and stay out. Now, I barely recognized the selfish brat who had pushed away his best friend, all because she didn’t want to sleep with me. It was hard to relive those old memories, and I cringed every time I thought of how badly I had acted.

Polly tightened her grip around my waist and squeezed me close, bringing me back to reality.

“I’m sorry I didn’t respond to your text messages or phone calls,” I said. “My emotions were all over the place, and I was afraid of what I might say. I was selfish and entitled. You were there for me when nobody else was. I see that now. Therapy has done wonders for my perspective.”

“I can tell,” Polly said, then pried herself loose just enough to gaze up into my eyes. “You seem more confident.”

She was soul-crushingly beautiful, and at that moment, I fell even more in love with her than I already was. I nodded. “Maybe I am.” I wrapped my arms around her slender frame, acutely aware of her cleavage mashed up against my chest. “It’s been my lifeline and worth every penny I scraped up to pay for it.”

Polly smiled at me, and a wave of butterflies pitched sideways in my stomach.

“How are your parents?” Polly asked.

My parents sold a car and cashed in a savings bond to pay for the van I’d spent the next three years living in. Until recently, they had led a life of desperation, with my mom bringing in the only steady income. Meanwhile, nobody returned my father’s phone calls, even though the lawsuit resulted from his partner’s negligence.

Because of my recent accomplishments and major financial success, their fortunes had changed, and my father had a new job running the business side of our newly formed partnership. But I wasn’t ready to divulge my biggest secret. Of course, I would tell Polly myself before the news broke, but I wanted a couple of weeks to reunite with my best friend on our own terms.

“They’re fine,” I said. “They’ve carved out a new life, and I talk to them every day. Some families break apart after tragedy. We came together. Thanks for asking. More importantly, how’s your mom?”

Polly’s face lit up, and she released me before stepping back and wiping away her tears. “She’s actually amazing. Rick got her into an experimental treatment program that’s working miracles.”

Anger flashed in the back of my brain, and I resisted the urge to react. Rick had nothing to do with getting Polly’s mother into treatment.

Polly’s mother had early onset Alzheimer’s disease. Growing up, the woman had opened her house to me and treated me like her own son. When Polly told me the news, it had wrecked me as much as it had her. Somewhere deep inside me, her condition had sparked an idea. In the years I’d spent traveling the country, that idea had blossomed to fruition. I married my love of technology and artificial intelligence with my passion for biology and disease.

With the emergence of artificial intelligence, I used cutting-edge tools to create a self-learning program that rapidly iterated through millions of different treatment programs and learned based on those virtual failures. Based on each result, the AI learned faster than humanly possible, shortening the research time that would have taken a century down to a single year.

Through some of my father’s old connections, I installed my software onto a supercomputer and the results went beyond my wildest expectations. My AI found a previously unknown chemical compound to treat Alzheimer’s disease in patients suffering in the early to mid-level stage.

My father and I reached out to a major pharmaceutical company, NexGen, to pioneer the technology, and together we brought the idea to life. The treatment for Alzheimer’s was only the beginning, and I promised to take an active role going forward while the AI found cures for some of humankind’s worse ailments, including cancer, heart disease, and diabetes.

Based on the overwhelming data, the FDA had fast tracked the study and allowed NexGen to conduct human trials. I handpicked Polly’s mother for the trial and code named the project after her — Project Pamela.

So far, we had a one-hundred percent cure rate with no side effects. Those in the study saw a slow but steady regression of their illness as they reclaimed lost memories, and the fog lifted.

Rick had lied to Polly, and I had the receipts to prove it. I quelled the rage simmering in the pit of my stomach and reminded myself of why I had started down this road to begin with. Besides, once I pulled back the curtain on my medical breakthrough, Polly would discover the truth, and she didn’t take kindly to liars.

“That’s great news, Polly. I can’t wait to talk to her myself.”

“She asks about you all the time,” Polly said. “I didn’t have the heart to tell her we weren’t speaking, and now I won’t have to.”

“So, what’s the next step in the life of Polly St. James?” I asked.

Polly grinned. “Medical school. I want to be a neurologist, and Northwestern accepted me into their program.”

“That’s amazing. Congratulations. They’re lucky to have you.”

“Rick is in med school there. He just finished his first year and wants to be a surgeon.”

I really didn’t want to talk about Rick, but if he was important to Polly, I had to make peace with it. At least until she found out that he wasn’t the savior she thought he was.

From my brief interaction with Rick, he seemed more Neanderthal than MD, but then again, I had met plenty of stupid doctors during the last few years.

“It sounds like it’s serious between you and Rick? Will there be an engagement ring in your near future?”

Polly laughed and shook her head. “God, no. We aren’t getting engaged. We want to focus on med school, then our careers. What about you, Parker? Besides wanting to build a harem, what are your life plans? You’re way too smart to let your gift waste away.”

This was tricky ground. I didn’t want to lie to Polly, but I wasn’t ready to tell her the truth, either. For a long time leading up to this moment, I had considered how best to answer this question and had decided on a vague truth.

“I’ve done a lot of research into AI technology,” I said. “I met a few investors, and they promise me that things will heat up soon.”

“That stuff goes way over my head. But I have full faith that whatever you decide to do will change the world.”

If she only knew. I put my hand up, offering a fist bump. “Aww… thanks, pal.”

Polly frowned at my raised fist, and she didn’t reciprocate, leaving me hanging. “Am I one of the guys now?”

My stomach sank, and I dropped my hand. “What do you mean? Did I say something wrong?”

Polly shook her head and sighed. “No. It’s just the way we left things after you told me….”

She let her unspoken words linger in the air. I wouldn’t let my unspoken feelings build for years on end until I flipped out on her again. No. It was best that I addressed the elephant in the room.

“After I told you I loved you?”

Polly nodded. “I’m sorry about what I said. I never meant to hurt you, and I need to explain to you my thought process.”

“My therapist helped me sort out my feelings, and she encouraged me to be completely honest and transparent with you. So here goes….” I sucked in a breath and let it out. “I’ll always love you, Polly. That will never change. When I said those words, I meant them, and those feelings haven’t faded.”

Polly’s eyes widened, and her jaw dropped. She looked ready to say something, but I held up my hand to cut her off.

“Wait. Let me get this out.”

Polly nodded and inched closer, gazing up at me as her blue eyes smoldered and her lips ticked up into a razor thin smile.

“You made your feelings clear. I know you don’t have romantic feelings for me, and that’s okay. If we can’t be together as a couple, then I want you in my life as a friend. You have my word that I won’t push you for anything more, ever again.”

“Parker, I — “

She started to speak, but I cut her off, not wanting to experience the sting of rejection for a second time. “You aren’t my pal or my buddy. You will forever be the girl who stole my heart, but treating you like a pal or a buddy saves me the pain of rejection. I don’t enjoy seeing you with Rick, but not having you in my life is so much worse.”

Polly picked up my hand in hers and smiled as she laced her fingers with mine. “Can I talk now?”

Her warm fingers felt electric twined with mine, and a sharp wave of arousal spiked in my swim trunks. My eyes dipped to the massive cleavage bulging from her extra small bikini top, and I licked the dryness from my lips. I wanted her so badly it hurt. Not wanting to break the spell, I nodded as my heart galloped in my chest.

Polly tightened her grip on my hand and inched closer until her body heat radiated over my chest and legs. “Let me explain. It’s — “

But before Polly could get out her next sentence, a deep voice cut her off.

“What the hell is this about?”

We turned together and found Rick glaring at our held hands.


Chapter 6
Bonfire


Polly tightened her grip on my hand as panic welled in her eyes. I channeled my inner calm, not giving two fucks about what this douche thought he saw.

Rick glowered at me from a few feet away, clenching his jaw so tightly I thought his teeth might crack.

Polly opened her mouth to speak. “It’s….”

“We’re just friends,” I said and pried Polly’s hand out of mine. “Whatever you think you saw, you didn’t.”

Polly stepped away from me and nodded, taking my words as a lifeline. “Nothing happened. We were just talking.”

“Polly and I go way back,” I said. “I owed her an apology. She accepted. We’re putting the past behind us and moving on. If you want the gory details, I’m sure Polly will fill you in.”

Rick pointed an accusatory finger at me. “Stay away from my girlfriend.”

That was the wrong thing to say, and I internally winced as I physically felt Polly’s fear turned to anger.

“You don’t get to tell me who I speak with,” Polly said. “Parker is my friend and we’ve done nothing wrong.”

The anger fled Rick’s face as he soaked in Polly’s rising anger. “It’s him I’m worried about, babe. Not you.”

“You don’t trust me to not cross boundary lines? I’ve never given you any reason to doubt me. I can’t say the same about you.”

“Yes. I trust you. I — “

Polly’s eyes simmered with heat. “Clearly you don’t. I thought you dealt with your jealousy issues? If I have to spend the next two weeks having you stalk my every move, you can leave right now.”

This wasn’t my fight, and I took the sudden break in the conversation to peel away. “I’ll let you two talk.”

As I crept away, Polly continued her verbal beat down, and I grinned. The weight of the world had slipped from my shoulders, and for the first time in years, I felt no guilt. Now the party could truly start.

Ronnie and Simone sat at the bar, sipping on a fruity cocktail while Jack played bartender. In the pool, Giana, Sage, and Jason tossed around a volleyball and had dragged out the net where it stretched across the shallow end.

“Sage came looking for you,” Ronnie said. “But I cut her off before she went inside.”

“We couldn’t stop Rick,” Simone said. “Sorry.”

“You mean Rick the Prick?” Ronnie asked, and Simone giggled.

Jack grinned and looked over at me. “I didn’t hear any bombs go off. How did the conversation go?”

I gave them a smile and a thumbs up. “We’re friends again.”

Ronnie clapped and cheered, and Simone smiled.

“It’s about time,” Jack said. “And just like that, all was right with the world.”

“Rick might feel differently,” I said. “Polly’s inside going off on him about jealousy issues.”

Ronnie feigned a look of shock. “Rick’s insecure? Color me shocked.”

Simone giggled, and Sage shouted at me from the pool.

“Parker, come over here and be my partner for volleyball,”

“You better go,” Ronnie said. “Your girlfriend wants you.”

“She’s my friend who’s a girl,” I said. “But she’s not whatever you’re implying.”

Simone and Ronnie shared a look, then burst out laughing before I turned my back on them and headed for the pool.

I crossed the deck and stopped at the side of the pool. Sage stood on one side of the net while Giana and Jason stood on the other.

“We’re getting ready to play,” Sage said. “You’re on my team.”

Sage wore her long dark hair back in a tight ponytail. Sunshine drenched her soaking wet body, and my mouth watered as my eyes roamed her amazing curves. Tight cleavage blossomed from her bikini top, and her bite-sized nipples poked through the wet, neon-yellow fabric. Mother Nature had truly blessed the former high school homecoming queen, and I pitied her dumb-as-a-rock boyfriend for ever letting her slip off the hook.

As she squinted against the sun, her green eyes sparkled and the jaw dropping beauty practically bubbled with joy.

With my worries behind me, I hopped into the pool and landed with a splash right beside Sage. She squealed with laughter and splashed me playfully while Giana and Jason laughed.

I turned to face Giana and Jason, who enjoyed our little show. “What are we playing to?”

Sage’s next move caught me completely by surprise in the very best way possible. She stepped up behind me and curled her arms around my chest while she rested her chin on my shoulder.

Sage ran her palms over my muscled chest before throwing out a taunt. “We’re totally going to kick your ass,”

I dropped my hands to the side, and once they were underwater, I reached back and ran my hands along Sage’s toned outer thighs. She responded by pressing her body closer against mine until her breasts mashed against my back.

Jason flashed a knowing grin, and Giana smiled, giving her best friend an eye roll.

“Bring it on, sister,” Giana said.

“We play to fifteen,” Jason said. “We’ll serve first.”

Sage came away from me and took her place in the back court while I stood at the net across from Jason. Giana walked back to the serving area, and Jason grinned at me.

“You lucky dog,” he said under his breath.

I smiled coyly, then promptly ignored him.

Giana served, and Sage fielded the ball, setting it to me. Since I wasn’t out for blood, I tapped the ball over the net, trying to place it just out of Jason’s reach. Jason lunged for the ball and hit it with his clenched fist before Giana tapped the ball back over the net.

But I was there, ready for the block, and easily tapped it into the space where Jason stood a moment earlier. The ball landed with a splash.

“Point,” Sage said, before she turned to me, and we gave each other double high fives. To my delight, our victory dance included a jumping chest bump.

As the game progressed, I had a hard time focusing. Giana and Sage’s glistening wet breasts bounced and jiggled inside tops that barely contained their soul crushing curves. More than once, I caught Jason blatantly ogling Sage’s bouncing breasts, missing a wide open shot.

Not that I blamed him. In fact, the more time I spent with the guy, the more I liked him.

The back and forth continued until it came down to game point, with me serving and Sage at the net. I served the ball in an open area of the pool, forcing Giana to lunge. She got a fist on it, but it went into the net and the game ended.

“Woo hoo!” Sage cheered and turned around to face me. She leaped into my arms and wrapped her arms around my neck and shoulders, meeting me face to face.

I laughed and coiled my arms around her slender waist, careful not to grab the stunning track star’s incredible ass. But when she leaned in and found my lips with hers, all bets were off.

We kissed once, twice, then a third time with our lips lingering far longer than was strictly friendly. Giana and Jason looked on, and despite the cold water, my cock thickened with arousal. I wrestled with the urge to slide my hand inside Sage’s bikini bottom and palm her thick, round ass.

“So that’s why you wanted Parker on your team,” Giana said. “Maybe we should switch sides so I can kiss him, too.”

Sage loosened her grip on me and landed on her feet before me. As she turned to her friend, she picked up my hand in hers and laced her fingers with mine. “No way. Best two out of three.”

Giana laughed good-naturedly without a morsel of jealousy anywhere on her beautiful face. “Fine. But let’s switch sides for game two.”

Sage dragged me under the net, still holding my hand while Jason just shook his head and chuckled.

Before we started game two, Jason picked up his beer near the side of the pool and took a sip. “Anybody know the game plan for tonight?”

I, of course, already knew and had planned everything. “We’re doing a beach bonfire with pizza, s’mores and drinks. It’s all catered.”

“Oh my God, that sounds like so much fun,” Sage said and jumped on me from behind. “We can sit together around the fire.”

“Parker, can you make my s’more?” Giana asked. “I can’t make them like you do.”

From behind, Sage wrapped her long, lean legs around my waist and drew herself against me. She kissed me high on the neck and squeezed my pectoral muscles, blatantly coming onto me. “He’s making mine too.”

“I bet Jason makes a killer s’more,” I said.

Jason laughed and took a pull off his beer. “Give it up, dude.”

I vowed then and there to play wing man for Jason whenever the situation arose. I seriously doubted he would hook up with anyone here, but we were hitting a lot of clubs over the next two weeks. There was plenty of time to get the guy laid.

“Sorry, Jason,” Giana said. “I’m not trying to hurt your feelings, but Parker and I have a smore history that goes back to the third grade.”

“No offense taken,” he said. “Let’s play some volleyball, or do you two want to get a room?”

Sage giggled, then nibbled on my ear. “We already have a room, don’t we, baby?”

It seemed my little harem speech had lit a fire under the mocha-skinned beauty. Had I found girl number one so soon? What would Polly think? She had no room to be jealous. Even if she was, I didn’t care. Sage was hot, and we had danced around each other for years, constantly flirting but never taking things to the next level.

I reached behind my waist and palmed her ass, giving it a full squeeze as my cock hardened in my trunks. “I have a king sized bed. There’s plenty of room for two.”

Sage giggled and ground her hips against my back while her warm breath curled inside my ear. “You’ll have to give me the grand tour later tonight.”

“Enough,” Giana said. “We don’t want to watch you two have sex in the shallow end.”

Sage slipped from my back and kissed me on the shoulder. “Fine. But don’t expect me to go easy on you this game. I’m out for blood.”

Giana laughed. “Bring it on, princess.”

The rest of the afternoon was a blast. Ronnie and Simone ended up playing against Sage and me. With all the boobs flying, I didn’t know which way to look. Even Polly and Rick joined in, but they played against Jack and Ronnie while I took a breather in a nearby lounge chair.

By the time late afternoon rolled around, most of us retreated to our bedrooms for a late afternoon cat nap. I called the pizza delivery place, followed by the catering company, confirming everything was on for the bonfire.

I followed up with a quick call home, checking in with my mom, who asked me how it went with Polly. After I told her the good news, she told me she was proud of me before turning the phone over to my dad.

My dad and I discussed a few details regarding the upcoming announcement for our Alzheimer’s breakthrough, and he informed me rumors were swirling, connecting my name to the Nobel Prize.

While I was proud of my achievement, it was a stark reminder that my simple life was about to vanish forever. So far, the vacation had been a major success. My friends loved me for me, and there was still a spark with Polly.

I couldn’t shake the feeling that Polly and I shared a connection that ran deeper than friendship, but I thought the same thing last time before I made a fool of myself. There was no use reading into feelings that weren’t there or hoping for a relationship she couldn’t give me. After all, there was a reason she brought her boyfriend on the trip, even if he was a lying shit pig.

Thirty minutes before sunset, the nine of us gathered around the pool before Jack led us to the beach. The catering company had accepted the pizza delivery and set everything up, including drinks, more snacks, and a dessert table that included everything to make smores.

While the surf pounded behind us, the campfire flames flickered while the wood crackled and spit. Tendrils of smoke curled into the air before the ocean breeze quickly swept it away. Nine beach chairs surrounded the campfire, and music played from four Bluetooth speakers placed on stands surrounding us.

As we approached the site, Sage slid her hand into mine and gave me a warm smile.

“This trip has been perfect,” Sage said to me. “I’m so glad Giana invited me.”

“Me too,” I said. “Here I am with my high school crush.”

Sage’s jaw dropped. “You mean me?”

I rolled my eyes. “I’m not talking about the seagulls.”

“You were my crush,” she said. “I wanted to tell you so many times.”

“What? No way. You were smitten with… what was his name?”

Sage rolled her eyes. “His name was Daniel, and he was toxic and manipulative. I lost count of how many times I broke up with him.”

I squeezed her hand affectionately. “From one crush to another, I’m very glad you’re with me now.”

Sage’s eyes twinkled, and she popped up long enough to kiss me on the cheek. “You’re exactly who I’m looking for.”

There was more to unpack behind those words, but before I could ask, we arrived at the bonfire.

“Oh my God, look at that smore table,” Giana said.

“They have hotdogs too,” Sage said.

“I want a hotdog and pizza,” Giana said.

“You’re asking for a stomachache,” Jack said.

Giana rolled her eyes. “Stop acting like mom. I’m fine.”

“Just sayin’,” Jack said.

Simone, Ronnie, and Polly grabbed paper plates and circled the pizza boxes. Polly and Simone were actually chatting while Ronnie laughed at something Simone said. Rick followed a few steps behind, trailing Polly like a lost puppy.

It was easy to forget that Polly and Simone were once arch rivals, sparring for the right to become the next cheer captain. In hindsight, their fighting and backstabbing seemed ludicrous, and it was good to see them put the past behind them. Not that small talk meant they were suddenly best buddies, but it was better than open hostility.

Jack and Jason headed for the coolers filled with beer, hard seltzer, wine, and water. They each grabbed a cold one and stopped in front of the fire, chatting before they popped open the beers.

We filled our plates with pizza and snacks, then Giana joined Sage, with each of them holding my hand while Sage made us a plate to share. They dragged me to three open seats on the opposite side of the fire from Jack and Jason.

“Parker, you can sit in the middle,” Giana said. “That way, Sage and I can both snuggle with you.”

“Consider us girl one and girl two,” Sage said.

Giana laughed, but I wondered how seriously they took all the talk about forming a harem. Right now, it was innocent fun, but I felt like things between Sage and me were quickly escalating. We shared years of repressed sexual desire, and my gut told me tonight we would explore our once forbidden desires.

How would Giana react if Sage and I hooked up? How would I respond if Giana wanted me to take her virginity? Would Jack hate me if he found out? Or would Giana hate me if I rejected her? She wasn’t a kid anymore. Giana was a grown adult who made her own decisions. Besides, I had crushed on her just as hard as I had Sage. They were my dream threesome. It was a fantasy that had fueled many jerk off sessions during my senior year of high school.

What if Sage and Giana wanted to become a throuple? I spouted off earlier at the bar. Could I back up those words with action? Would Jack hate me if I recruited Sage and his little sister into a harem? It was one thing to say you wanted the harem lifestyle, but quite another to embrace it.

The nine of us chatted around the campfire, eating hot dogs and pizza while the music played, and the sun sank toward the western horizon.

A few minutes later, we all found a spot atop a nearby dune, sitting nine in a row while the sun vanished over the Gulf of Mexico. Sage and Giana had parked themselves on either side of me. They each had their arms coiled inside of mine, with Sage taking things a step farther, stretching her long, glistening legs across my lap.

I kept a wary eye trained on Jack, who seemed too enamored with Ronnie and Simone to worry about his little sister’s virtue. Meanwhile, Jason and Polly had struck up a conversation while Rick stewed by himself at the end of the line.

Sage laced her fingers in mine and casually brushed her thumb back and forth over the back of my hand. She sighed with contentment. “I could so get used to this life. Can you imagine sitting here every night watching the sunset together? It’s so romantic.”

I grinned inwardly and studied Sage’s beautiful face. “You’d like that?”

Sage smiled at me. “Of course. Wouldn’t you?”

“Yeah. I mean… this place is paradise. Who wouldn’t?”

She tightened her arm around mine and inched closer. “I think about you all the time. Is that weird?”

That surprised me. “What? You do? We’ve barely seen each other.”

Sage studied my face for a long moment before she spoke. “Maybe I’ve had more than a crush on you.”

She wasn’t laughing or smiling. She was serious. I leaned over and kissed her softly on the lips, then drew back just enough to gaze into her eyes. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“You were in love with Polly,” Sage said.

Her reason was so simple, I felt like a moron for even asking. I smiled at her, then leaned in for another kiss. Our lips lingered as if we were each unwilling to break it off.

Finally, I came away and my stomach swirled as I lost myself inside Sage’s beautiful eyes. She was someone I could easily fall for. I pressed my forehead against hers. “It must be fate that brought us together.”

Sage smiled and leaned in for another kiss. “Hopefully you don’t get sick of me before the trip is over.”

I grinned. “No chance.”

The evening gave way to night, and the drinks flowed, but nothing too excessive. Nobody was stumbling drunk, and everyone kept their grievances in check. Stars blanketed the cloudless night sky, and the ocean breeze turned down the temperature enough for the ladies to pull on their sweatshirts while I tossed more logs onto the fire.

I poked the fire with a stick until it roared to life. Sage and Giana appeared on either side of me, each of them holding a skewer decorated with a marshmallow.

“Can you roast my marshmallow for me? Pretty please with sugar on top?” Giana asked.

Giana smiled and batted her golden eyelashes at me while she waved around the skewer like a cattle prod.

“Me too,” Sage said before she popped up on her toes and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek. “I want the full Parker Ford treatment.”

Sage was achingly beautiful. My stomach turned over as I smiled at the beautiful brunette, drinking in her green eyes as they sparkled in the firelight. “I know how Giana likes her marshmallow. How do you like yours?”

Sage flashed a flirtatious grin. “See, G? Parker knows just how to toast your marshmallow.” She popped on her toes and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. “Do me like you do her.”

Gianna giggled. “You’re so bad.”

I shrugged. “I’ll do you however you want.”

Sage eye-fucked me so hard my cheeks turned warm. “Is that a promise?”

My legs slackened under a wash of adrenaline, and I dug deep to keep my cool. There was no way I couldn’t respond. “Are we still talking about the marshmallows?”

Sage laughed, and I chuckled before I turned back to the fire, taking the skewers from them. As I roasted the marshmallows, the girls pressed up beside me, each coiling their arms inside mine. I felt Polly’s eyes on my back while everyone else paid us little attention.

When each marshmallow had achieved golden perfection, I called them good and pulled them out of the flames.

“We have our chocolate and graham crackers ready to go,” Giana said.

“I used peanut butter cups on mine,” Sage said.

“Yum. That’s my favorite way to eat them,” I said.

Sage beamed while Giana rolled her eyes. “You’re playing right into her ego.”

The three of us turned around and headed for our seats. I spied Polly out of the corner of my eye, glaring daggers at Sage.

Polly sat with her arms folded over her chest, stewing in silence as Rick tipped back a beer beside her. He let out a little burp and then stood.

“Babe, I’m gonna take a leak,” Rick said. “I’ll be back in a few.”

Polly ignored him, keeping her eyes trained on Sage as Rick disappeared into the night.

Meanwhile, Jason, Jack, Ronnie and Simone sat together eating smores and discussing the finer points of some reality TV show I’d never heard of.

When we reached our seats, I carefully slid the marshmallows onto each of the girls’ smores before they covered them up and tamped them down.

“They’re best gooey,” Giana said.

Sage mimicked Giana, pressing her top graham cracker down until the melted marshmallow bulged from all sides.

I sank down in my beach chair and picked up my beer, stealing a glance at Polly, who had her eyes locked on me. With a smile and a tip of the head, Polly smiled back and shifted in her chair, curling her feet up and under her.

“You want a smore, Polly?” I asked. “Kitchen’s open. I’m happy to make you one.”

Polly shook her head and gazed into the fire. “I’m full. Thanks anyway.”

“They’re so good,” Giana said. “How can you resist?”

Polly forced a smile and gazed into the fire, looking profoundly unhappy. I felt bad for her, but what was I supposed to do? She had a boyfriend, and I made my feelings clear. We were friends because trying to be more was too painful.

Giana plopped down in the chair beside me. She cozied up to me and rested her head on my shoulder as she nibbled her smore. “This is amazing. I haven’t had a Parker Ford made smore since high school.”

Sage’s next move caught me completely off guard. Rather than take the open chair beside me, she sat down on my lap and stretched her legs out across my lap.

“You’re much more comfortable than my chair,” Sage said.

I placed my hand high on her hip as she moved into position, and my cock stirred to life, rapidly expanding in my briefs.

The move caught Polly even more unaware. Her jaw dropped and her blue eyes flared with anger. The old me would have capitulated to Polly’s jealousy and moved Sage off my lap. The new me embraced the smoking hot twenty-year-old track star who had just professed her feelings for me.

I slid my arm around Sage’s waist and drew her in tight. The move seemed to please Sage as she snuggled in closer, grinding her ass against my expanding cock as she rested her head back against my shoulder.

Sage took a bite of her smore, then held it up to my mouth as she chewed. I took the offered bite and slipped my hand under Sage’s bulky Texas A&M sweatshirt, flattening my palm across her warm, bare tummy.

Sage practically purred with happiness and shifted her hips, subtly grinding me as my cock hardened to concrete beneath her round, springy ass.

Together we made quick work of the smore before Sage set aside her plate in the empty seat beside her.

“How was it?” I asked.

Sage shifted to face me while she slid her hand inside my shirt and ran her hand over my six-pack abs. She locked her amazing green eyes on mine and my stomach swirled with excitement.

“Perfect,” Sage said. “Everything is perfect.”

Sage leaned in and we kissed. Warm and soft, her lips melted into mine, and my head spun with desire. We deepened the lip lock, stopping just short of trading tongue while Sage’s hand roamed over my bare chest. The kiss didn’t last long but was the most intimate of my entire life.

Sage’s tropical scent washed over me, and I lost myself in her mesmerizing green eyes. Firelight danced across her flawless face, causing shadows to flicker and wane. She was incredibly beautiful. Maybe the most beautiful girl I had ever laid eyes on. I wanted her in the worst way possible, but a full make-out session in front of our friends seemed out of the question.

Sage nuzzled in close behind my ear and kissed her way up my neck before she whispered, “Let’s take a walk.”

“Definitely,” I said.

Sage grinned and nibbled on my ear before she climbed out of my lap. She turned around and helped pull me to my feet.

“Have fun,” Giana said. “Don’t wear him out too much.”

Sage giggled as she twined her fingers with mine. “I’ll try.”

I turned slightly to Jack and Jason. “We’re going on a walk.”

Jack laughed. “Is that what you’re calling it?”

Jason grinned and held up his beer. “Have fun.”

Simone eyed me, wearing a wanton smile. “It looks like the early bird gets the worm. You two look ridiculously good together.”

Sage pressed herself up against my back. “Thank you. I couldn’t resist.”

“Go for it,” Ronnie said, grinning at Sage. “Just leave some for the rest of us.”

“Ditto that,” Giana said. “But a bet’s a bet.”

I frowned and gazed over my shoulder at Sage. “What is she talking about?”

Sage smiled shyly. “I’ll tell you in a minute.”

Just then, Rick appeared with a fresh beer in hand and plopped down beside Polly. He handed her a hard seltzer and stifled a burp. “Here you go, babe. Drink up.”

Polly stewed, placing the seltzer in her cup holder as she pretended to gaze into the fire.

Sage tightened her grip on my hand, and we left the campfire behind. Walking barefoot through the sand until we disappeared into the veil of darkness.

The music faded behind us, replaced by the pounding surf and the cool ocean breeze. Sage brushed her thumb over the back of my hand and pressed in close beside me. As she gazed ahead, the wind tossed her hair back over her shoulders.

“What’s this about a bet?” I asked.

Sage gazed up at me, her expression nervous. “It was nothing sinister, if that’s what you’re thinking. G and I are competitive, and we made a friendly wager.”

I chuckled. “Who would have guessed two competitive athletes were… well… competitive? And I didn’t think it was sinister. I’m more curious than perturbed.”

Sage sighed. “The bet was about you. To make the volleyball match more interesting, we bet that whoever won got to be with you for the evening.”

The last part of her statement caught my interest. “For the evening? That implies tomorrow resets the clock.”

“Yeah, about that….” Hand-in-hand, we walked in silence for a moment while Sage seemed to drum up the courage to ask me something. “Were you serious about what you said earlier today? You know… about the girl one and girl two stuff?”

I studied Sage for a moment, but her expression remained neutral. “Did it make you upset?”

“You go first,” Sage said.

I stopped Sage and drew her around to meet me face to face. “Yes. I was serious about what I said earlier today. Are you applying for the job of girl one?”

Sage grinned and stepped forward, wrapping her arms around my waist. “I was hoping you would say that. And, yes… I’d like to be your girl one. Can G be your girl two?”

I ran my hands down her lower back and cupped her round, springy rear end, one cheek in each hand. “She has to apply for the job first, and I don’t do virtual interviews.”

Sage giggled and popped on her toes to kiss me on the lips. When she lowered herself, her eyes danced with electric energy. “She’s afraid you’ll reject her application on the grounds that you are best friends with her big brother.”

That was a perfectly valid concern and one that I had thought long and hard about. Giana was a grown adult, and I had no ill intentions. Jack would come around — I hoped. “Girl two should personally submit her application and find out.”

Reading between the lines, Sage smiled, then kissed me again before coming away, looking happier than ever. “I’ll let her know.”

I leaned down and kissed Sage, drawing her body against mine with my hands planted on her unbelievable ass. When we came away this time, Sage’s eyes smoldered with lust.

“This employer has received your application for the position of girl one and would formally like to offer you the job. First, I have a question first, and you don’t even have to answer if you’re not comfortable.”

“I bet I can guess,” Sage said.

“Oh? Tell me then.”

“I’ll just give you the answer. G and I aren’t together in that way, but we’ve always said that we would be open to explore a more unconventional relationship but with only one man.”

“One man as in a future generic man, or one man as in me?”

Sage rolled her eyes. “We’re talking about you, Parker.”

I grinned. “I was hoping you would say that.”

Sage slid her hands inside and up the back of my shirt, caressing my lower back with her warm fingers. “We both crushed hard on you in high school, and we fantasized about all the things we would do with you. It only got worse in college. We followed you on social media and became obsessed with your crazy adventures. We fantasized about being your van girls and learning to climb mountains with you.”

“Then you were pretending when you said you didn’t know about free soloing.”

Sage nodded. “I didn’t want you to think I was some creepy stalker fan girl.”

“If you’re a creepy stalker fan girl, then I’m a creepy stalker fan boy. Because I watch the shit out of your track videos online. You and Giana have quite the fan club.”

It was true. There were a ton of posts on Reddit and other online communities featuring Sage and Giana with their skimpy track shorts hugging their jaw dropping curves.

“Yeah. We’re aware. It’s both flattering and scary.”

“I’ll forgive if you forgive me. As for the part about you, me, and G. I’m more than a little interested.”

Sage ran her hands around to my chest, then caressed my abs with her palms. “As in a summer fling or something deeper?”

I didn’t want to scare her off, but this was exactly the relationship I wanted. Visions of threesomes with Sage and Giana danced through my head. My feelings for both of them went far deeper than a casual hook-up.

I nodded and smiled. “I’m thinking of a summer fling, then a fall fling, followed by a long, cozy winter fling. If we take it that far, we should round out the year with a spring fling before we start all over again next summer. I’ll fling you and G all over the place.”

Sage giggled and ran her hands up my chest, eyeing me with brazen lust. “With all that flinging, G and I will need to get a king-sized bed for our apartment at school.”

“I’ll go in thirds since I plan to visit you every spare second I have.”

“Giana will go crazy when she hears this.”

“Like I said, she needs to apply in person first.”

Sage shivered and pulled herself tight against me. “It’s freezing.”

I folded my arms around her. “There’s a swing just down the beach with a wind break where we can sit and talk.”

Sage ran her hands over my chest and played with my nipples. “Talk?”

“Talk, kiss, and do whatever else comes to mind.”

Sage giggled. “Lead the way.”

We walked a few steps in silence, enjoying the ocean air and the feeling of the sand between our toes.

My thoughts drifted back to our conversation this morning when Giana and Sage pretended not to know about my climbing adventures. “Was Giana really as upset as she seemed about my climbing with no rope?”

“Yeah. For sure. She rants about it all the time. One time she even broke down crying, telling me you would die before she told you how she felt.”

“Shit. Had I known….” I sighed. “I still would have done it, but I would have tried to appease Giana first. Are you upset too?”

Sage shook her head. “I’m an adrenaline junky, and I get why you do it. Of course, I want nothing bad to happen to you, ever, but you should live your most authentic life. I admire you for meeting life head on and taking a chance earlier today by opening yourself to criticism. You didn’t know that Giana and I wanted the same thing, and you still put yourself out there. I admire you, Parker. It’s a very attractive quality among your many, many attractive qualities.”

At that moment, I fell for her. She wasn’t just the pretty high school homecoming queen. There were layers and facets to this absolute gem of a human being I never would have imagined. We were in sync romantically, and we connected where it counted most — our core values.

“And I was serious about my rock climbing offer. I’ll take you just like I promised,” I said before adding, “But we’re using a rope.”

Sage jumped up and kissed me before she clapped excitedly. “When can we go? Can we plan it around my training schedule?”

I laughed and nodded. “Yes. We’ll make an adventure out of it. We can plan a few stops and then let the wind take us where it may.”

Sage’s jaw dropped, and her eyes widened. “We can’t go without G. She would kill me if we left her out.”

“Of course. I already invited her this morning, remember? It might be a tight fit with all three of us in the van. Maybe we should rent something bigger?”

Sage’s eyes widened in horror, and she shook her head emphatically. “No. We can all fit in the van. I’ve seen the videos. There’s plenty of room for me, you, and G.”

If she wanted to be a van girl, I wouldn’t stop her. I laughed and nodded. “Fine, but never say I didn’t warn you.”

“Let’s tell G in the morning,” Sage said. “We need to start planning.”

“You two pick the dates, and I’ll make it work.”

“It’s our stupid training schedule. I want to make the Olympic team for the LA games, and it’s pretty much year-round training.”

“Wow. That’s incredible. Can I come watch you?”

Sage rolled her eyes. “I would be upset if you didn’t. But there’s no guarantee I’ll make the squad. Making the US Olympic track team is ridiculously hard.”

“You are an adrenaline junky, aren’t you?”

Sage looked up at me, beaming. “Yep. A big one.”

As we reached a particularly isolated section of the dunes, I glanced into the shadows and spotted the outline of the swing. Technically, all of this was my property, and I had the swing built as a quiet place to watch the surf come in.

“The swing is this way.”

I led Sage by the hand through the heavy sand until we reached the porch-style swing sitting beneath a walled-off hut. I sat down and Sage curled in beside me. She tucked her legs beneath her and pulled my hand onto her lap.

Sage looked up at me, her expression nervous. “I need to tell you something.”

“That look worries me,” I said. “What’s wrong?”

Sage lowered her gaze and nervously played with my fingers. A long moment passed before she collected herself. Finally, she looked up and met my eyes. “Earlier today, when you were inside talking to Polly, Rick hit on me.”

A kernel of anger flashed behind my eyes. The guy was garbage, and Polly had no business being with him. “What happened?”

“G and Jason were at the bar getting us drinks. I was sitting on the edge of the pool tossing the volleyball around, waiting for them to return. Rick sat down beside me and tried to put his hand on my ass. When I pushed it away, he kind of chuckled and said that I didn’t need to play hard to get. He saw the way I looked at him and if I wanted to fool around, he would keep it a secret. Parker, I never looked at him. He’s a gross creep. Besides, I only have eyes for you. I’m only telling you so you don’t hear it from him later and he twists it around to imply something happened when it didn’t.”

I resisted the urge to go confront the guy on the spot. “He’s an asshole, and of course I believe you. We need to tell Polly.”

“Right now, it’s my word against his, and besides, I don’t think Polly likes me very much. She’ll believe Rick over me.”

“Why doesn’t Polly like you? Did something happen between you two?”

Sage shook her head. “It’s obvious that Polly is into you. If looks could kill, I’d be dead ten times over.”

I shook my head. “That’s not it. I confessed my feelings to Polly three years ago, and she turned me down flat.”

Sage shrugged. “I know a jealous girl when I see one.” She climbed into my lap and straddled me, placing her knees on either side of my hips. “And I’m glad Polly turned you down because that means we get to have lots and lots of sex.”

As Sage slid her fingers up the back of my neck, my stomach swirled with nervous energy. I placed my hands on her hips and gazed into her eyes. Yeah. I was in trouble with this girl.

Sage kissed me. Unlike our earlier kisses, this kiss carried the promise of more. I curled my palms over her round denim-clad ass, and we parted our lips, opening our mouths to each other. Our tongues danced together, and my head swam with her sweet, tropical scent. She tasted like chocolate and her lips felt as smooth as warm butter. Her tongue coiled with mine, sliding together before Sage pressed closer and deepened the kiss.

Sage moaned into my mouth and ground her hips, exploring my mouth with her lips and tongue. She ran her fingers through my hair and quickened her movements, grinding me from front to back until my cock throbbed with desire.

I slid my hands inside the back of Sage’s sweatshirt and the t-shirt she wore beneath. My fingers met bare skin, and my head flashed with electric lust.

Sage deepened the kiss, probing my mouth as her warm breath curled up my nostrils and her sweet moans super-charged my aching cock. As she slid her fingers through my hair, she rode me, grinding me until the swing creaked in rhythm with her shifting hips.

I ran my palms up her smooth back until my fingers tripped over her lacy bra strap. Before I could unclasp Sage’s bra, she broke the kiss and sat upright. She tugged the bottom of my t-shirt and pulled it over my head, then tossed it on the swing beside us.

Sage’s hungry gaze traveled over my muscled chest, and her eyes smoldered with carnivorous lust.

No woman had ever looked at me like that, and my desire for her spiked into the stratosphere. My rock hard cock throbbed beneath her world-class ass, and I wanted nothing more than to feel Sage ride me until I came deep inside her.

Sage ran her hands over my chest, and her nostrils flared while her lips still glistened from our kiss. “Do you even realize how hot you are?”

I grinned and planted my palms on her springy ass. “I could say the same about you. Have you looked in a mirror lately?”

A slight grin tugged at Sage’s lips as she visually feasted on my flesh. “I can’t count how many times I’ve gotten myself off imagining you touching me. I can’t wait to feel you pound me before you explode inside me.”

My stomach swirled with butterflies, and my cock flexed inside its infernal binding. I caressed her ripe, round ass and soaked in her incredible beauty.

Sage’s long, wavy, glossy dark hair flowed over her shoulders and hung down her back. She had a pert nose, lush pink lips, and a face fit for a runway. The starlight gave her light skin an almost silvery sheen, but her vivid green eyes stole the show.

“It’s been a while since I had sex,” I said. “And you’re so incredibly beautiful. That explosion could come faster than you want.”

Sage ran her hands up and down my chest, smiling at me. She tucked a lock of her hair behind her ear and leaned in for a soft kiss.

When she came away, our eyes locked, and Sage loosened the button securing my shorts. “Then let me indulge one of my fantasies before we go to your room and make love all night long.”

My heart pounded so hard I felt it in my ears, and my cock bucked in my briefs, throbbing so hard I worried I might come in my shorts. I licked the dryness from my lips and watched as Sage unzipped my shorts and leaned in for another kiss.

Sage ran her hand over my rock hard cock and caressed my bulge with her outstretched fingers. My heart raced as she kissed her way along my jawline, then up my neck. She nibbled playfully on my earlobe, then nuzzled tightly behind my ear.

She whispered, “I’ll take care of you, baby.”

I tried to steady my rapid breaths as pleasure vibrated up and down my massively hard cock. But my hurricane force lust had spun out of control, fueled by fantasies of my long-time crush.

Sage crawled off my lap and dropped to her knees on the soft sand beneath the swing. She eyed the bulge in my pants with fevered lust as she guided my shorts over my hips, leaving them wrapped around my upper thighs.

Thankfully, my black underwear hid the massive wet spot caused by my leaky pre-cum. Sage traced the outline of my hard-on and kissed the tip of my cock through my briefs.

Sage licked her lips and tucked her fingers inside the waistband of my briefs. “It’s like Christmas morning come early, and he looks even bigger than I imagined.”

I still couldn’t believe the untouchable Sage Wilde was about to go down on me. In high school, she was so devoted to her boyfriend that I had a hard time believing she had really fantasized about me. She was every guy’s dream girl, and her dumb-as-a-post boyfriend somehow hung on to her for nearly five years.

But I pushed those thoughts aside and focused on the stunning beauty kneeling between my parted legs.

“Hopefully, it’s not too big,” I said.

Sage turned her green eyes on me and smiled. “Let’s peel back the covers and find out.”

With her gaze homed in on my beefy package, she lowered my briefs until my thick cock sprang free.

Sage let out an audible gasp, and her eyes widened as her jaw dropped.

My cock swayed from side to side and the rush of chill night air felt like a balm on my heated shaft. My knob glistened with pre-cum and thick veins crisscrossed the surface of my meaty cock. In anticipation of the vacation, I had neatly shaven my private parts, making my totem-pole sized cock look even bigger.

Sage inched closer, bringing her face level with my pulsating tip as she stared at it in wide-eyed disbelief. She curled her fingers around my shaft, barely fitting it inside her loose grip.

She, once again, licked her lips and tore her gaze from my cock before meeting my eyes. “It’s the most beautiful penis I’ve ever seen, and I’m not just stroking your ego. Your cock is literally perfect.”

I grinned and savored the warm sensation of Sage’s soft fingers gently squeezing my fever-hot cock. “Thanks.”

Sage returned her gaze to my man meat and leaned forward before kissing my glans with her lush pink lips.

My cock reacted, twitching in her hand as I shivered slightly from the pleasure.

Sage giggled with glee and gently tightened her grip before she slowly stroked my shaft. She swirled her thumb over my tip and my balls constricted, causing my cock to throb inside her warm fingers.

“Oh, my God. Babe, I could literally spend all night just playing with him.” She looked up at me. “We have to sleep naked.”

I chuckled. “As if we wouldn’t.”

Sage giggled and leaned in to kiss my cock again. “You’re so hard. Are you always this hard?”

“Not always. You’re super hot, and I’m more aroused than I’ve ever been.”

Sage slowly stroked my cock as her eyes traveled over my shaft. “You feel like you’re about to blow.”

Pleasure rippled up and down my cock, and I shuddered, moaning slightly as I did. “Yeah. I’m a powder keg and you’re a human blow torch.”

Sage giggled, then she locked her eyes on mine and extended her tongue before licking my knob like a melting ice cream cone.

I groaned with pleasure as Sage milked a bubble of pre-cum from my tip. “Fuck. That feels amazing.”

Sage lowered her lips over my knob, and her tongue flickered over my sensitive tip. She licked away my pre-cum and slurped it down. She came away from my cock and gently stroked me as she eyed my manhood like a steak dinner.

“I’m going to swallow every delicious drop,” Sage said. “Your cock is my next big obsession. Normally, I’m not a possessive girl, but from now on, your cock belongs to me.”

The pleasure was so intense it took a moment to compose a response. “What happens when you have to share with G?”

She shot me a happy look as she licked her way up the back of my shaft. “I’m not greedy. We’ll blow you together.”

Dizzy pleasure left my head in the clouds, and I moaned at the thought alone. Experiencing a threesome with Giana and Sage might leave me sexually brain locked.

Sage giggled, and she sealed her lips on the side of my shaft, then ran her lips up the length, teasing my flesh with her flickering tongue.

My cock pulsed and twitched, throbbing in her hand as the pleasure intensified. “I can’t even imagine adding G to the mix.”

Sage licked her way around my tip, then lowered her mouth on my knob before sliding my knob across her warm, wet tongue.

I groaned with pleasure and my hips jerked as my cock strobed inside her pretty little mouth. With her lips sealed around my shaft, she worked my cock up and down, slurping and sucking as thick tendrils of pleasure left me reeling.

Sage came off my cock with a loud pop, dragging a thin line of saliva with her. Pearly cum oozed from my tip and she stroked my shaft as she took a breath and assessed her work. She tucked a lock of hair behind her ear and flashed me a wicked grin before she lowered her mouth on my cock and took me in deep.

As my cock met the back of her throat, pleasure rippled through my body and curled my toes. As she bobbed up and down, I reached out and placed my hands on Sage’s head. My cock strobed in her mouth, pulsing fast and hard as orgasmic ecstasy tickled the back of my brain.

Sage was relentless, licking and sucking as she bobbed up and down. She held my balls in one hand and gently fondled them as her tongue was everywhere all at once. She sealed my cock in a warm, velvety soft cocoon of pure love, and my orgasm hit me like a runaway train.

“Baby, I’m coming,” I said through a broken moan.

Sage slid her mouth off my cock and opened her mouth, gazing up at me as she rested my tip on her bottom lip. She held my cock in one hand and cradled my knob on her extended tongue.

Pleasure spiked deep inside me, and the world tilted sideways. My ass muscles clenched, and my balls contracted. With a heavy grunt, orgasmic ecstasy swept me away, and a hot rope of sticky cum splattered Sage’s outstretched tongue.

With her eyes locked on mine, Sage stroked my cock, milking load after load as I came inside her pretty little mouth. She took every drop, lathering my shaft with her wriggling tongue until I had nothing left to give.

I collapsed back into the swing, completely drained, and heaved for breath. My cock glistened under the starlight and pearly cum oozed from my tip.

Sage opened her mouth and smiled, proudly presenting me with the massive load pooled on her tongue. Without batting an eye, she swallowed every drop, then leaned forward and picked up my cock.

Sage grinned up at me as she licked her way up my shaft. “Mmmm… so good. Oh, baby, your cock will be a problem for me.”

She kissed my tip and went to work, licking and sucking until my cock came away whistle clean. Only after she seemed completely satisfied did she sit back and survey her work.

Sage held my cock in her hand, casually rolling my knob between her fingers. “Not bad for our first time,”

I chuckled and leaned back, placing my hands behind my head. I couldn’t remember the last time I felt so relaxed. “Not bad? That was the best blow job of my entire life.”

Sage leaned forward and kissed the tip of my cock. “Next time I’ll deep throat you. I’ve never done that before, but I want to try everything with you.”

My stomach swirled with the very idea. “Everything?”

Sage pulled up my briefs and neatly tucked away my cock. She flashed me a wicked grin. “I have a very active imagination, including threesomes, foursomes, or even an orgy.”

I stood and pulled up my shorts before helping Sage to her feet. “Just so you know, I meant what I said earlier. I’m not into sharing you with other guys, including swinging, swapping, or anything crazy like that.”

Sage nodded and curled her arms around my shoulders. “That’s exactly how I want to roll. All I ask is for you to be open and honest with me.”

“Just so you know, I’m not into casual sex. I don’t do one-night stands or jump into bed with random girls. This is a really big deal for me. You’re a really big deal for me.”

Sage grinned. “Does that mean you won’t ghost me for the next two weeks?”

I shook my head. “Unless ghosting involves us spending every day together.”

“What about PDA?”

“I’m into it,” I said. “What about you?”

Sage grinned. “Same. But are you sure? It will make Polly super jealous.”

I shrugged. “Polly and I are friends. Nothing more.”

Sage rolled her eyes. “If you say so.”

I leaned over and picked up my shirt. “Let’s head back and see who’s left at the bonfire.”


Chapter 7
Girl One


As we made our way back up the beach, Sage and I chatted, comparing notes on how we had spent the past three years. A big part of me wanted to tell her my secret, and I would when the time was right. For now, I wanted to see how things played out. Was she in for a summer fling, or did our little reunion carry more weight?

It felt real, and Sage had said as much during our walk. But it was one thing to make the proclamation and another to stand by those words in the cold light of dawn. If my instincts were correct, I would tell Sage everything soon enough.

Ahead, the flickering flames broke through the darkness and as we drew closer, the sound of music rose above the churning surf. Figures stood by the fire, chatting and laughing until we pierced the veil of darkness and emerged at the at the bonfire.

Hand-in-hand, Sage and I re-engaged with the group. Rick and Polly were gone. Simone, Giana, and Ronnie stood over the bonfire toasting marshmallows while Jack and Jason hung out near the dessert table munching on gooey smores.

Ronnie looked up at us and smiled. “You two look awfully cozy. How was the walk?”

As we stepped into the space around the bonfire, Sage tightened her hand hold on mine and gave me a sweet smile. “When I got cold, Parker kept me warm. He was a true gentleman.”

I was a gentleman still recovering from the best blow job of my life. “I love the beach this time of night, and the company made it even better.”

Giana’s expression softened, and she smiled at us warmly. “Aww… you guys make such a cute couple.”

Simone lifted her scorched marshmallow out of the fire and examined it without looking at us. “The first link in the chain.”

I chuckled nervously. “What are you talking about?”

Simone gave me a coy smile before she lowered her already torched marshmallow back into the flames. “Your perfect life.”

The marshmallow caught fire, and Simone casually raised it from the flames before surgically blowing it out. She beamed and held it up for Ronnie’s inspection. “Now that’s a perfect marshmallow.”

Ronnie rolled her eyes. “It’s literally torched.”

Simone eyed me, wearing a coy smile. “I like mine a little spicy.”

Jason and Jack walked over from the table, each holding a fresh beer. “You guys up for a drink?”

Sage shook her head and feigned a yawn. “I’m pretty tired from all the travel and the full day in the sun. It’s bedtime for me.”

Jack looked at me and flashed a shit-eating grin. “I’ll assume you’re tired as well? That morning run must have taken its toll.”

His words dripped with sarcasm, and I just shook my head at him and smirked. “Where’s Polly?”

“Oh, you missed the fireworks,” Ronnie said.

“They got into a bit of a tiff,” Giana said. “After you guys left, Polly sulked and stared into the fire. Rick tried to get her to drink, but she wasn’t having it. Polly got up and stormed off, then Rick chased after her. We haven’t seen them since.”

“I know a jealous girl when I see one,” Simone said. “But given my history with Polly, it’s best I keep my mouth shut.”

“If you can’t beat ‘em, join ‘em,” Giana said, then winked at Sage.

Sage returned Giana’s grin with a shy smile and pressed up against me. “Words to live by.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Jack asked.

Ronnie chuckled and pulled her perfectly golden marshmallow from where it hovered far above the flames. “She means the harem, Jack. Keep up.”

Jason nearly snorted out a mouthful of beer while Giana giggled. Simone gave Ronnie a knowing smile before inserting her marshmallow between two graham crackers perched on a nearby plate.

I shook my head at Ronnie. “Ha, ha, Ronnie. You’re hilarious.”

Only Jack appeared confused. “What harem?”

Giana rolled her eyes. “The one Parker’s building. Are you seriously that slow?”

“Parker’s with Sage,” Jack said. “That’s hardly a harem.”

“And on that note, it’s time to call it a night,” I said. “Goodnight, everyone. See you in the morning.”

Sage gave everyone a friendly wave, keeping her hand locked firmly with mine. “Night everyone. See you all in the morning.”

As I guided Sage away from the bonfire, Giana caught Sage by the wrist, pulled her in close, and whispered something in Sage’s ear.

Sage giggled, then nodded before the two exchanged a brief hug. Giana skipped away, seeming happier than ever before Sage and I slipped into the darkness and headed for the house.

“What did she say?” I asked.

Sage popped on her toes and gave me a quick kiss on the lips before she came away and curled both of her hands around mine. “Just girl talk.”

That was a nice way of saying to mind my own business, and with my own massive secret stuffed into a closet, who was I to pry?

Once inside the house, we passed through the kitchen on our way to the stairs. As we rounded the corner, the muted sound of an arguing couple came through a closed door at the end of the hallway.

“That sounds like Polly and Rick,” I said.

I couldn’t make out any individual words, but they were both clearly upset. I didn’t get the feeling that Polly was in danger, and it seemed more like a typical argument between couples.

Sage’s face fell, and she gazed down the hall toward the closed bedroom door. “I hate that for her. She’s clearly not happy with him. I know what I said earlier, but maybe I should talk to her?”

“What would you say?”

“I have a lot of experience dealing with a controlling boyfriend, and I instantly picked up that vibe from Rick. When he hit on me, it only confirmed my suspicion. Besides Rick, there’s an ever more obvious reason she should end things with him.”

I shook my head and frowned. “What reason?”

Sage cracked a smile and kissed me. “You’re hilarious. But I’m being serious.”

I scratched my head, and my confusion only deepened. “I get Rick is a controlling asshole, but isn’t that reason enough?”

“Come on, Parker, we already talked about this. Polly is jealous of me. That’s a fact that even Simone backed up. Why do you suppose she’s so jealous?”

“She’s always been the jealous type,” I said.

A mixture of frustration and exasperation flared in Sage’s beautiful green eyes. “Polly loves you. She’s always loved you.” She laughed at me as if that were the most obvious thing in the world. “Everybody knows that.”

“Sage, Polly never loved me. I’ll admit that I feel strong vibes of jealousy, but that’s nothing new. For years Polly put me in the friend zone, yet she would get jealous if another girl so much as looked at me. Meanwhile, she dated the most popular guys in school.”

Sage shook her head and seemed on the verge of laughing. “She loves you. We all agree.”

“Who’s we? You and Giana?”

Sage shook her head. “Me, Giana, Ronnie, Simone, Jack, and Jason.”

“You guys talked about this?”

Sage shrugged. “After all the drama with you two, of course, we all talked. It was nothing bad. We’re all cheering for you guys.”

If Polly’s potential feelings for me bothered Sage, she didn’t let on, and I wasn’t about to press her on the issue. I stepped forward and wrapped my arms around the dark-haired beauty, drawing an approving smile. “Right now, I’m far more interested in Sage Wilde than Polly St. James. Let’s forget about them and focus on us.”

Sage wrapped her arms around my shoulders and kissed me on the lips, letting it linger for a moment before we added a hint of tongue. She came away, her green eyes sizzling with sexual chemistry. “Girl number one approves of your idea.”

We left Rick and Polly to squabble and made our way upstairs. As we passed Sage’s room, she stopped me.

“I haven’t even unpacked. Do you mind if I grab my bag? It has my toothbrush and everything else I’ll need for our sleepover.”

I pushed open her door, strolled in, and slung her bag over my shoulder. Next, I scooped up the clothes she wore on the plane that she had neatly folded and placed atop her dresser.

Sage leaned against the open doorjamb, smiling at me. “What are you doing?”

With everything accounted for, I stopped before her, leaned in, and stole another kiss. “How about we call my room, our room and this room the spare room?”

Sage’s broad smile told me she approved. “Can we invite Giana into our room?”

“Once she submits her application, we’ll take it up with the committee.”

Sage giggled. “Who’s on the committee?”

I rubbed my chin and frowned. “Currently, me and you.”

She picked up my hand and led me out of her old bedroom. “Good. Because your room has a better view and a deck.”

I let Sage lead me down the hall. “You scoped out all the rooms?”

She gazed back at me over my shoulder and rolled her eyes. “Obviously.”

Sage led me down the hallway until we reached my room. Without missing a beat, she opened the door, and we stepped inside before I closed it behind us.

I placed Sage’s bag on the dresser, and she released my hand before bounding forward and tossing herself onto the massive king-sized bed.

She squealed with delight and turned over on the bed in a barrel roll. “I love it here.”

That was music to my ears. I grinned and took in the space with a contented sigh. “It’s paradise.”

Even though this wasn’t the primary bedroom, it had all the amenities, including a private bathroom and a view overlooking the beach. A floor-to-ceiling sliding glass door near the foot of the bed provided access to the sprawling deck and stairs to the outdoor living space below.

Sage propped herself up on her elbows and smiled at me. “This place feels like home.”

It was almost as if she knew this place belonged to me, but of course she didn’t. “Yeah. Whoever designed this house did an amazing job.”

She stretched out on her back and spread open her arms and legs. “I’d give anything for a place like this.”

A pang of guilt washed over me. She deserved to know the truth. But I doubted Sage would even care once I told her.

“I love the sound of the ocean. Do you mind if I open the door?”

“Me too,” Sage said. “I’ll sleep like a baby.”

I unlocked the door and pulled it open. In the distance, the surf droned, and a cool breeze washed over me. Up the beach, I spotted the bonfire where it flickered in the dark and the figures gathered around it, sitting in the beach chairs.

“It looks like they’re all still at it,” I said.

“Are they?” Sage asked.

I turned around to face Sage and my jaw dropped.

Sage sat cross-legged in the middle of the bed, stripped down to her white lace bra and matching panties. Her glossy, dark hair flowed over her shoulders and down her back in rich, luxuriant waves. She gazed at me, wearing a seductive smile, and her green eyes simmered with heat. Her enticing breasts bulged inside their white lacy cups and her sleek, toned body cleared the hurdle for total perfection.

Her thin waist flared out, giving way to hourglass hips and the ripe rear end I’d spent much of the evening groping. A V-shaped swatch of white lace appeared between her toned thighs, and her legs glistened as if she had just applied a fresh layer of moisturizer.

My cock responded, thickening in my shorts, growing harder by the second.

She was the most beautiful woman I had ever laid eyes on, and now I felt like an idiot for the way I had answered the question earlier in the afternoon.

Sage smiled, clearly happy with my stunned expression. “What’s wrong, Parker? Cat got your tongue?”

My heart pound in my ears, and I licked the dryness from my lips and. I gently exhaled the breath I didn’t even realize I was holding before meekly raising my hand. “I’d like to change my vote.”

Sage giggled, seeming to enjoy my flustered expression. “What are you talking about?”

“Earlier today, I said I couldn’t pick the hottest girl in the house. That was a mistake. I can objectively say, without a shred of doubt, that you are the most beautiful girl in the house, because you’re the most beautiful girl I’ve ever laid eyes on.”

Sage smiled, flashing her perfect white teeth. “Aww… come here, baby, and tell me again.”

As I crossed to the bed, I peeled off my t-shirt and tossed it aside before quickly unbuttoning my shorts and letting them drop to the floor.

Sage’s hungry eyes roamed over my muscled physique and shone with fiery lust. She swiveled her body around to face me, uncrossed her legs, and sat back. She parted her legs, revealing the thin swatch of white lace covering her pussy and a faint hint of her lips beneath.

I crawled onto the bed, wearing only my briefs, and climbed between Sage’s parted legs. I slowly kissed my way up her body, starting with her dainty feet before I moved up her leg, then left a treasure trail of kisses dotting her inner thigh.

Sage giggled and squirmed. “That tickles.”

I paused near her pussy, adding a few extra kisses high on her inner thigh before working my way up her tummy before I came face to face with her unbelievable breasts.

Encased in white lace and bulging inside their tight cups, her breasts jiggled slightly with every giggle. I scooped up one of her beautiful D-Cup sized breasts and buried my nose in her tight cleavage.

Sage slid her fingers through my hair and kissed the crown of my head as she pushed my face between her majestic breasts.

I kissed and licked her cleavage, inhaling her tropical scent. My cock swelled in my briefs, quickly turning to concrete as I kissed my way higher, dotting her upper chest with kisses before I tasted her neck.

Sage twined her fingers through my hair and stretched out flat on her back. She caressed my hamstrings with her heels before sliding her legs inside mine and softly moaning with pleasure.

I reached her ear and nibbled on her earlobe before kissing my way along her jawline until we came face to face. With my hands pinned on either side of her shoulders, I gazed into her smoldering green eyes, then softly kissed her lips.

Sage ran her hands over my ass and up my back and twined her ankles around mine, searching my face with pure love in her eyes. She slid her fingers up through my shaggy brown hair and dotted my chin with a kiss. “Say it again.”

I smiled as I memorized every line and curve of her achingly beautiful face. “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever laid eyes on.”

Sage ran her hands over my shoulders and stretched up for a kiss. Our tongues floated together for only a moment before she came away, her eyes twinkling. She tightened her ankles around mine and ground her pussy against my steel hard cock. “What are you going to do about it?”

I grinned and lowered my face to hers. Our lips met, and our tongues swirled together. I wrapped my arms around her back and found the hook to her bra that had eluded me back down on the beach.

With a flick of my wrist, the bra flashed apart, exposing her bare back. As we deepened the kiss, I lowered myself to my elbows, and Sage sank back onto the bed below me.

Sage wrapped her legs around my waist and drew me in, grinding her hips as she sucked my tongue between her lips. She dragged her fingertips down my spine and pushed at the waistband of my briefs as if willing them off.

I tugged away her loose bra, and her bare breasts jiggled free. I scooped one up in my palm and filled my outstretched fingers with her warm, velvety soft flesh. A bite-sized nipple hardened against my palm, and I squeezed, groaning as I shifted my hips, grinding her pussy with a circular motion. Her tropical scent washed over me, and my head swam with electric lust.

Sage moaned and tightened her athletic legs around my waist as she freely explored my mouth, drawing me deeper as if she couldn’t get enough. Her moans intensified, and the bed rocked beneath us, softly squeaking as our grinding reached a fever pitch.

She broke off our kiss with a rush and gazed up at me, her eyes wild with lust. “Baby, I need you inside me. I can’t wait a single second longer.”

I took a moment to steal a glance at her bare breasts, and my stomach flashed with butterflies. If the rest of her was perfection, Sage’s glorious breasts redefined the word.

They were perfectly round and springy, jiggling in a way only natural breasts could. Pink bite sized nipples capped her round, quarter-sized areolas, and crisp tan lines crisscrossed her chest not only from her bikini top but from the sports bras she used during training.

Sage sat up and her breasts jiggled and swayed as she leaned in and tugged at my briefs. She dragged them over my hips and pulled them lower until my achingly hard cock sprang free. Without a moment of hesitation, Sage leaned forward and took my cock inside her mouth. She sealed her lips around my shaft and bobbed up and down, licking and sucking with abandon.

Hazy pleasure engulfed my brain, and I seized the opportunity to grab Sage’s spectacular breasts, one in each hand, before giving them a healthy squeeze. As Sage slurped and sucked, I kneaded her flesh, groping her breasts as I played with her stiff nipples, letting them float in and out between my open fingers.

Sage came off my cock with a loud pop and spit on my tip before stroking the saliva along the length of my meaty shaft. She gazed at me, eyes twinkling. “Okay, baby. You’re ready.”

I pulled my briefs the rest of the way off while Sage slid her panties over her hips and down her legs before tossing them aside.

She stretched out diagonally across the middle of the bed and parted her legs, where she gazed down the length of her body at my swaying cock.

A thin slit of her pink labia appeared between her legs, glistening with arousal. Not a hint of stubble appeared on her cleanly shaven, perfectly petite little pussy. In fact, it looked way too small and pretty to accept my massive cock.

But if that thought had crossed Sage’s mind, it clearly didn’t bother her. Still, I didn’t want to hurt her or ruin our first time together.

I crawled forward between her spread-open legs and grabbed hold of Sage’s inner thigh, guiding her body into alignment with my cock. I rested my thick tree trunk on her mons, and it looked gargantuan, juxtaposed with her dainty pussy.

“Baby, can you handle my cock? I mean… you’re so tiny and I’m super turned on. But I really don’t want to hurt you.”

Sage’s eyes softened, and a sweet smile bloomed on her lips. “You’re very sweet to be so concerned, but I can handle it.”

I rubbed my tip up and down her slippery wet trench and a wave of pleasure dialed my lust up to twelve. “We’ll take it slow. If it hurts, tell me, and I’ll stop.”

Sage moaned and circled her hips, dredging my tip through her soaking wet slit. “I will. Just don’t stop. It feels amazing.”

I couldn’t argue with her on that point, and I inched forward, carefully plying her perky pussy with my steel hard man hammer. She was soaking wet, and my tip glistened with her raw essence.

Her labia swelled with arousal, and Sage’s eyes glazed over with murky pleasure. “Baby, please… fuck me.”

With my cock in hand, I guided my tip down her labia, then slipped inside her. With only my tip inside, I met a wall of resistance. “God, babe. You’re so tight.”

Sage swirled her hips in tight circles, making room for my giant cock. “It’s fine. I promise you aren’t hurting me.”

I hovered over Sage with my arms pinned by her shoulders. Slowly, I rocked forward and back, penetrating her until my tip disappeared and her arousal unleashed a flood around my cock. Still, I didn’t push it. I wanted to make sure she could still walk in the morning.

My taut arm muscles bulged with veins popping out everywhere. Sage ran her hands over my biceps as she gazed up into my eyes. “You feel so good. Don’t you dare stop.”

Her pussy contracted around my cock, and she clamped down, sending a shock wave of ecstasy reverberating along my cock. Waves of arousal flashed through my head, and I groaned as I gazed into Sage’s amazing green eyes.

Sage squeezed my arms and tightened her legs around mine, drawing me deeper inside her amazing pussy. Her breaths came in short, quick bursts and her eyes glazed over with lust. “That’s it, baby. Go deeper.”

I pushed deeper, taking what her body gave me. No matter how badly I wanted to plunge my cock into her buttery warm depths, I resisted. But slowly her body made the adjustments and Sage’s face contorted with pleasure.

Sage’s mouth hung open, and her chest rose and fell in rapid succession. She moaned, and worked her hips, taking my cock deeper inside her tight little treasure tunnel. “Oh, Parker. God, baby. I love the way you fuck me.”

Hazy pleasure completely engulfed me. Had Sage not blown me on the beach, I would have already come. As it was, she was way too hot for me to last very long.

I swiveled my hips, plying her tight pussy with my hard cock, but slowly and surely, she took me deeper.

With my cock halfway inside her, I rocked forward and backward and lowered my mouth to kiss Sage. Our tongues flashed together, and she moaned into my mouth and my cock throbbed with pleasure.

We broke off the kiss, and Sage grabbed my ass in both hands. She twined her ankles around my shins and used the leverage to take me nearly all the way inside her.

A soft moan of pleasure escaped her lips, and her brow furrowed as her face contorted with pleasure. I scooped up one of her breasts and tweaked her nipple as I dipped in behind her ear and kissed her high on the neck.

“I’ve wanted you for so long,” I said, whispering into her ear.

My words seemed to trigger her. Sage arched her back and shifted her hips, groaning as she took me all the way inside her. She ran her hands up my back and brought my face around with hers before we lost ourselves in a long, tongue-fueled kiss.

With my cock buried to the hilt, I throbbed inside her, slowly expanding her tight walls and perfectly molding her pussy to fit me.

I rocked inside her, probing deeper without pulling out, grinding my hips in slow circles as I plumbed her tight depths. Our tongues melted together, and I palmed Sage’s breast, squeezing it between my open fingers as I savored the taste and feeling of her tongue in my mouth.

We broke off the kiss and Sage gazed deep into my eyes. She wrapped her legs around my waist and pinned my cock deep inside her.

“Go faster, baby,” she said. “You feel so good inside me.”

I fought off a sudden urge to come and kissed Sage softly on the lips while she released her strangle hold around my waist.

I pushed myself up and pinned my hands on either side of her shoulders. Sage curled her arms around my neck, and I slowly withdrew my cock, then slammed it home, causing her tits to jiggle as her eyes widened with pleasure.

Sage moaned and wriggled her hips, squeezing my cock deep inside her pussy.

I picked up the pace, sliding my cock in and out, fucking Sage with deep measured strokes. The bed whined with the rhythm of our sex and Sage’s big breasts rolled atop her chest.

Her breathing intensified, and she ran her palms over my muscled chest and stole a glance down at my cock as it slid in and out. “God, Parker. You’re finally fucking me. Why did we wait so long?”

I fucked her harder and faster, grunting with every hammering thrust, letting loose as I mercilessly pounded the stunning beauty. Her beautiful breasts clapped together, and the bed squeaked beneath us.

“Fuck, Parker… coming…” Her words came out in a rush, and her pussy spasmed around my cock in short, fast microbursts.

She arched her back and dug her fingers into my chest as her eyes rolled back in her head. Her body contracted three times in rapid succession, and she squeezed my cock until I was ready to burst.

Two pumps later, my head flashed with a sudden, overwhelming need to come and I hit the brakes, not wanting to end things so quickly. I withdrew my cock until only my tip rested inside her quivering hole and sucked in short, quick breaths as I retreated from the edge.

Sage gazed up at me, her chest heaving and her eyes heavy with lust. Her pussy quivered around my cock and a light sheen of perspiration coated her chest.

The sounds of the ocean droned in through the open bedroom door and a refreshing breeze washed over us, bringing the smell of the sea with it.

I placed a hand under Sage’s incredible ass and lifted her hips off the bed as I sat back on my knees. “Baby, take my hand.”

Sage did as I asked, and I pulled her up onto my lap. My cock easily slid inside her, and I jostled her on my lap as I stretched out my legs below her.

“Oh, I like this position,” she said.

Sage ground her hips forward, pushing me deep inside her, then pinned her knees on either side of my hips.

We paused for a breather where we met face to face. Sage swirled her hips, grinding me in slow deep circles.

Sage curled her arms round my shoulders and twined her fingers through my hair. She searched my face with her big beautiful eyes and came in for a series of short, sweet kisses.

When she came away, she pressed her forehead against mine while I cradled her ass in both hands. Her breasts bulged against my chest, and her hard nipples dug into my soft flesh. I had officially died and gone to heaven.

“Would it be bad to catch feelings?” Sage asked. “Because I’m really into you, Parker.”

I raised my hips, pinning my cock deep inside her as I savored the feeling of her tight pussy, squeezing and flexing around my shaft. “If it’s bad, then I’m in trouble. Because I’ve caught the same bug.”

Sage giggled and leaned in for another kiss. “I could get used to this.”

“Then let’s get used to it together,” I said.

Sage churned her hips and bounced up and down off my cock a few times before settling in once again and grinding me deep. “You can come inside me. I’m on the pill.”

Never in my wildest imagination could I have dreamed of a scenario where Sage Wilde uttered those words to me.

My head flashed with desire, and I wrestled with a sudden urge to come. I squeezed Sage’s ass, guiding her hips forward and down, deeply impaling her with my rail hard cock. “Let’s come together.”

She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips while she churned my cock in her velvety smooth depths. When she came away, her eyes sparkled, and she offered me a sweet smile.

She pushed away an errant lock of hair floating over my eye and searched my face. “In my entire life, I’ve never felt so connected to anyone as I do to you right now. It feels like we’ve been intimate for years and that we’ve always belonged together.”

I leaned in and kissed Sage. “No more wasted time.”

Sage grinned and continued to rock on my cock, fucking me slow and deep. “Polly can get as jealous as she wants. I’m not backing off.”

“Good. Because neither am I.”

Sage draped her arms over my shoulders and gazed into my eyes. Her glossy dark hair spilled over her shoulders and down her back in rich, luxurious waves. Starlight bathed her skin in silvery light, lending her the aura of a goddess. She was utterly intoxicating, and I was hooked. Her beauty was almost blinding, and it was no wonder Polly was so jealous. Who wouldn’t be? Sage was in a league all on her own, and she wanted me.

I caressed her ass and leaned in for another kiss. Our tongues swirled together, and I drew Sage closer until our bodies pressed together. She moaned in my mouth, and we rocked together with my cock throbbing deep inside her.

When we broke off the kiss, Sage switched from a front-to-back grind to an up-and-down bounce.

The bed squeaked, and her beautiful breasts bounced in my face. My head spun with a sharp need to come, but I held on, grunting as I plunged my cock into her buttery soft depths.

Sage’s ass clapped off my lap and her breasts circled her chest, slapping together as her loud moans filled the room. We locked eyes and Sage grabbed hold of my shoulders, hanging on as we kicked our lovemaking into fifth gear.

The bed squeaked in a high-pitched, singsong rhythm and my orgasm pounded on my consciousness like a prisoner planning a jailbreak. My explosion was imminent and this time, I couldn’t stop it.

“Baby, I’m so close,” I said.

Sage furrowed her brow, and her face contorted with pleasure. With her mouth hanging open and chest heaving, her eyes lost focus and goosebumps swept across her chest. “Baby…coming. Explode inside me.”

Sage groaned and pitched her hips forward, pinning my cock to the root as her pussy spasmed around my throbbing cock. My head flashed, and a massive orgasm swept over me as the world went white. With a grunt, I pinned down Sage’s hips and thrust upward as I shot a massive load deep inside her. Again and again, I came spurting thick ropes of sticky cum directly into Sage’s awaiting womb.

Sage dug her fingers into my shoulders and buried her face in my shoulder. She pinned her body against mine as her pussy spasmed and her tummy contracted with orgasmic ecstasy.

I found her ear with my lips and breathed her in as I continued pumping her full of my seed until I had nothing left to give. My cock quivered inside her, leaking cum while involuntarily spasming with aftershocks.

We met face to face and our eyes locked with an intensity that we both seemed scared to label. We kissed and touched, openly exploring each other’s bodies while one minute flowed into the next.

I ran my hands through Sage’s lush, dark hair and studied her exquisite face. “That was the best sex of my life, and it’s only the first night of our vacation.”

Sage giggled and pressed her forehead against mine. “There was no way I was letting you slip through my fingers this time.”

“I’m so glad you came on the trip. Just image what we would have missed.”

Sage averted her gaze and traced a heart on my chest. “I have a small confession.”

“Another confession?”

She met my eyes and smiled. “I knew you were coming. Jack told us. I was so excited, and I’ve barely been able to sleep thinking about seeing you again.”

That was hardly a confession. Especially compared with the bomb I had waiting to drop on her. I leaned forward and kissed her softly on the lips. “I wish I’d known you had these feelings for me.”

“You’ve been through a lot, and I didn’t think you’d be interested in me. I mean, your life is so exciting, and I’m just a boring college girl. School and track practice consume my life.”

“That’s not true at all. My girl is a freaking track star,” I said.

Sage smiled. “Your girl? I like that. Am I your girl?”

“We’ve known each other forever, and I don’t want to waste another day. You’re my girl if you want to be my girl.”

She grinned. “Girl one.”

“You’ll always be Girl One,” I said.

Sage leaned in and kissed me, then sighed contentedly. “Then consider me your girl, but that means you have to visit me at school a lot more often.”

“That’s a deal.” I gave her ass a tender squeeze. “And Giana?”

Sage nodded. “Your perfect life and mine perfectly align. But me, you, and G aren’t enough. I’ve got my eye on Ronnie, Simone, and Polly. Can you imagine all five of us rolling with you?”

“Ronnie? She’s not into me like that. Besides, Jack has his eye on Ronnie.”

“Ronnie isn’t into Jack. She’s into you. They’re all into you.”

I chuckled. “You’re a troublemaker.”

Sage shrugged. “I know what I want, and like you said, we’ve wasted enough time. Let’s make it happen.”

“Speaking of confessions, there’s a big one I need to tell you about.”

Her eyes widened in fear. “Are you sick?”

I laughed. “God, no. It’s not anything like that. In fact, it’s good. But before I tell you, let’s clean up and get ready for bed.”

Sage and I climbed out of the bed, and she spent ten minutes mopping cum out of her. It didn’t take me as long in the bathroom, and I waited for her in bed, going over the best way to tell her about my life.

Sage flipped off the bathroom light and strolled into the bedroom, unabashedly naked, carrying my phone.

“You got a text. I think it’s from Polly,” Sage said.

She was so casual and confident with her nudity that it turned me on more than I thought it would. Her body was simply unreal, and I was already planning to initiate round two. But first, I wanted her to know the truth.

I tossed back the covers and patted the bed. “Climb in and we’ll read it together.”

Sage frowned at me. “You’re sure? What if it’s private?”

“I have nothing to hide from you.”

I gave Sage the code to my phone, and she climbed into bed beside me. She nuzzled up against me where I sat up with pillows stacked behind my back. She rested her head on my shoulder and stretched out beneath the covers, where she curled her leg inside mine.

Sage tapped the key code, and the screen lit up before us. She read the message aloud.

Polly: So, are you and Sage a thing?

Sage looked over her shoulder at me. “How should we respond?”

“Tell her we are,” I said. “It’s not like everybody doesn’t know already, and I doubt we’ll be able to keep our hands off of each other for the rest of the trip.”

“True, but I don’t want to chase her away. She needs to be in the harem.”

“You’re worse than me,” I said. “And Polly made it clear she isn’t interested in that kind of relationship.”

“Ronnie told us that Polly has a threesome fantasy.”

“What? With who?”

Sage giggled. “Who do you think?”

“Please. There’s no way.”

Sage didn’t elaborate and returned her attention to my phone. “I know just what to say, but I won’t hit send until you say so.”

“Go for it.”

Sage tapped out a message.

Parker: She and I want the same thing… a perfect life.

I chuckled. “You’re devious. Hit send.”

Sage hit send and shrugged. “Polly is super hot. Once she loosens up, I bet she’ll jump in with both feet.”

The typing indicator flashed for a moment before a message appeared.

Polly: Does Sage know you expect her to join a harem?

Sage giggled again. “Now I feel bad. Maybe I should just let you respond.”

I casually cupped Sage’s breast and played with her exposed nipple, tweaking it to hardness between my forefinger and thumb. “We’re in this together. Tell her….” I rubbed my chin and thought for a moment. “Sage is all in. Ask her yourself.”

Sage typed my reply and hit send. “That’s totally true and will get her thinking.”

The typing indicator stopped and started three times before a message appeared.

Polly: Who’s next? Giana? Don’t play games with her. She’s had a crush on you since forever ago.

“If she only knew what a freak Giana is, she wouldn’t be nearly as worried,” Sage said.

I squeezed Sage’s breast and rested my palm there. “G isn’t a virgin?”

“Oh, no. She’s totally a virgin. She saved it just for you. But you should see all her toys. I swear the girl could run a sex shop out of her bedroom.”

“She saved it for me? Seriously?”

Sage chuckled. “She has a line of boys hitting on her daily, but none of them make it past first base. G’s good for a drunken make-out session, but that’s about as far as she’ll take it unless it’s you.”

“I’m beyond flattered,” I said. “But Jack will kill me.”

“It’s super sweet, and Jack can get over himself.”

I sighed and kissed Sage. “What should we say to Polly?”

Sage tapped her chin and frowned. “How about this?” She typed out a message, and I told her to hit send.

Parker: Sage thinks I should go for it. You don’t?

The reply came almost instantly.

Polly: You do you, Parker. I won’t judge. But seeing you with another girl is harder than I thought. I admit, I’m jealous.

“Aww… I feel awful for her,” Sage said, and she quickly tapped out a reply and hit send.

Parker: Watching you with Rick isn’t easy. I get it.

“Hey, you hit send without letting me read the message,” I said.

“Sorry,” Sage said. “I got a little trigger-happy.”

I kissed the top of Sage’s head. “It’s fine. Besides, it’s true.”

“I know. It’s obvious.”

“She’s typing,” I said.

Polly: That’s fair. I think we need to have a long talk. There was more I wanted to say to you today before Rick interrupted us.

“God, I love her,” Sage said. “Maybe we can make her girl three? We just need to get her away from that bonehead first.”

“Tell her we’ll talk as soon as we get the chance,” I said.

Sage nodded. “Good answer.”

She typed out a reply and hit send. Polly responded a moment later.

Polly: Sounds good. By the way, Sage is as smart and sweet as she is pretty. You’re a very lucky guy.

“Okay, now I want to fully rescue her,” Sage said. “Let’s go storm her room.”

I chuckled and pulled the phone from her hand before tossing it aside. “I have something even more important to tell you. It’s time for you to know the whole truth about me.”


Chapter 8
Farmer's Daughter


Sage flipped onto her side to face me and tucked a pillow under her head, giving me her full attention. Her expression turned solemn, and she sighed with frustration. “Please tell me this confession doesn’t end with you explaining why you can’t be with me.”

With her breasts on full display, her blatant nudity was nearly impossible to ignore. But I resisted the temptation and kept my eyes locked on hers. I had to get this out before my cock pushed my brain out of the driver’s seat and took the wheel.

“It’s exactly the opposite of that,” I said. “I’m telling you this because you’re very important to me and it’s a big deal.”

Sage smiled. “You’re important to me, too.”

We traded a tender kiss before I started talking. “What I’m about to tell you needs to stay between us. The only other person in the house who knows is Jack. You can’t say anything to anyone. Not even G. If and when the time comes, I’ll tell her myself.”

Her eyes widened. “I can’t keep secrets from G.”

“It’s nothing bad, and I planned to tell her soon, anyway. At least promise that you won’t say anything to her until after tomorrow.”

The explanation seemed to satisfy Sage, and she visibly relaxed. She edged closer and reached under the blanket, where she picked up my cock and curled her fingers around my shaft, giving it a playful squeeze. “I promise.”

Her touch aroused my flaccid cock, and it thickened as Sage rolled my tip between her open fingers. I struggled to keep my mind focused, but it wasn’t easy. “Good.” I gazed down at my cock, then back at her, eliciting a giggle from the raven-haired beauty.

“Do you mind if I play with your cock while we talk? It comforts me.”

“I don’t mind, but I’ll be rock hard in about thirty seconds.”

Sage shrugged. “I guess we’ll have to have sex to make it go down.”

My cock surged between her fingers, stiffening as if on command. “You are impossible to resist.”

Sage leaned in and kissed me. A moment into the kiss, we parted our lips, and our tongues coiled together. We went together like peanut butter and jelly. She gently tugged on my stiff cock and squeezed, milking a bubble of pre-cum from my tip.

Sage broke off the kiss and stroked my cock before she nuzzled in behind my ear and whispered, “I want to taste you in my mouth.”

My mind swam with lust, and I nearly gave in to temptation. “Give me five minutes and we can have all the sex you want.”

Sage came away from my ear and met me face to face. “I want you to fuck me from behind.”

I groaned and scooped up her round breast, giving it a full squeeze as I teased her nipple. “And we will,” I said. “But this is really important.”

Sage giggled and gave me a sweet peck on the lips. “Sorry, baby. I’m listening.”

I paused for a moment to reset my brain, trying to figure out just where to start this confession. “You know the story about my family?”

Sage frowned. “Yeah. How are your parents doing? The last few years must have been hard on your family.”

I nodded. “Thanks. The last few years are what I need to talk to you about.”

Sage gently caressed my raging hard cock and swirled her thumb over my glans, causing my cock to throb in her hand. But her attention remained completely focused on me, her expression serious.

“I know all about how you lived in your van and traveled around the country. We already talked about your mountain climbing adventures. None of that matters to me,” Sage said. “I’m just going to come out and say it… I love you, Parker. What happened with your family is sad, but it doesn’t make me think any less of you or make me stop loving you.”

I sighed with relief and cradled Sage’s beautiful face in my hand. I kissed her softly and gazed into her striking green eyes. “You are an amazing woman, and I love you, too.”

Sage smiled and inched closer before she started gently stroking my cock. “Is that your confession? If that’s all it is, then I don’t care. Make love to me.”

I laughed and kissed her nose. “That’s not what I need to tell you. The part you need to know happened behind the scenes in secret.”

Sage frowned. “Okay. As long as you’re happy, healthy, and mine, the rest doesn’t matter to me. But since this is really important to you, I’m all ears.”

Seeing that I had her full attention, I continued. “After we lost everything, I dropped out of MIT and, as you know, I spent the next three years on the road. I had a lot of time to think. You may not know this about me, but I’m smart.”

Sage rolled her eyes. “We all know. G said your IQ is off the charts. Besides, I’m not dumb, Parker. I know you are crazy smart. You’re, like, Good Will Hunting smart, right?”

I laughed at the movie reference and nodded. “That’s a good way to look at it, yes. With that in mind, I had a lot of time to think, read, and use my imagination to dream of possibilities, and ultimately, create. To make a long ass story short and to not totally kill the mood here, I used AI technology to cure Alzheimer’s disease.”

Sage’s jaw dropped, and her eyes widened with shock. “Are you fucking with me?” She studied my face. “You’re not fucking with me.”

I shook my head. “I’m not fucking with you.”

“How come I haven’t heard anything? A story like that would be all over the news.”

“You’ll hear. We’re holding a press conference in a little under two weeks to announce the breakthrough to the world.”

The look of wonder on Sage’s face was both priceless and worrying. I knew she wanted me for me, but would she treat me any differently now that she knew?

“That’s incredible, Parker. I can’t even wrap my head around it.”

“It’s big,” I said. “It’s so big that I didn’t want the news to monopolize this trip. We’re here to rediscover and rekindle old friendships.”

Sage smiled and kissed me. “And new romances.”

I laughed. “Yes. New romances definitely count. What we have is important, and I don’t want the news or the next part of what I have to tell you to change anything.”

Sage frowned. “I’m very proud of you, but just know that I love you for you.”

“Thank you, baby.” We leaned in for another kiss. “Now comes the really fun part of my confession.”

Sage gazed down at my cock, then back at me. “You invented a cream that made the size of your penis double? Because it’s a fucking monster.”

I laughed and shook my head. “That’s all me.”

She gave my cock a reassuring squeeze. “Good. Because I love him.”

“And he’s all yours for as long as you want,” I said.

She studied me closely. “What if that’s forever?”

“I hope it is.”

Sage smiled. “You’re already getting laid. You don’t need to keep buttering me up.”

“I mean every word, and I’m not done.”

“Okay. Sorry. Keep confessing. I’m all ears.”

“My father and I formed a partnership, and we filed all the patents. He runs the business side, and I run the technical side. To make a super long story only long, we are partnering with a large pharmaceutical company on my invention. That partnership comes with a huge payday. I’m no longer a struggling hipster who lives out of a van. This house and everything in it belong to me.”

Her jaw dropped, and surprisingly, she looked disappointed. “Does that mean no more van?”

“Hell no, I didn’t sell the van. It’s in the garage. I’m not crazy. That van rocks.”

Sage giggled and wrapped her arms around me, releasing my cock long enough to pull me into a hug. She kissed me softly behind the ear and sighed contentedly.

“I love the house and the beach, but I love you more than both of them combined.”

My heart melted, and I squeezed her in my arms. “Thank you, Sage. You don’t know how much those words mean to me.”

She came away and gazed into my eyes. “All I want is you. Okay?”

“So, I should sell the house?”

Her jaw dropped. “Are you crazy? I love this place.”

I laughed and pulled her in tight before she returned my hug with a sweet kiss behind my ear.

“For you, this vacation carries no expiration date. I want you to stay.”

She broke off the hug and gazed into my eyes, her expression serious. “Don’t joke around about that, Parker.”

“I’m not joking, Sage. I love you. Stay with me.”

“Parker, I’m in college, and I’m trying to make the Olympic team. Besides, I can’t leave G.”

“Oh, no, baby. I’m not asking you to give up your whole life. It’s totally the opposite. If anything, I’ll have more time to come and visit you. Let’s just call this place your home base. We’ll still do our van trip, and I’ll teach you how to climb. I’ll go to every single track meet you and G are in. My work gives me a lot of flexibility as it’s nearly all virtual. Count me in for everything, but you shouldn’t change your life for me or anyone else. Watching you achieve your goals is hot.”

Sage giggled as her eyes welled with tears. As she studied my face, her chin quivered with raw emotion. “Do you really mean all that? You’re sure?”

I nodded, then leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips. “And if everything goes how we want, I’ll make G the same offer. Would that be okay with you?”

She rolled her eyes and wiped an errant tear from her cheek. “Duh.”

I pulled her into a warm hug. “Does that mean you accept?”

“Yes,” she said. “But it’s going to be really hard to keep this secret from G. I literally tell her everything and this is so huge. She’ll do cartwheels down the beach over this.”

I laughed and kissed her high on the neck. “One more day,” I said. “That’s all I ask.”

After that, Sage got her way, and we had sex twice more before we eventually fell asleep. As she drifted off, Sage cradled my cock in her hand like a security blanket. I wasn’t much better and fell asleep palming her bare breast.

The next morning, I jerked upright from a dead sleep to the sound of our bedroom door flying open. Through groggy, half-lidded eyes, I watched a long-legged, statuesque, golden blonde goddess stroll into our room carrying a plate filled with fruit and a toasted bagel.

I blinked away the sleep and focused on the supermodel hot blonde as she plopped down on our bed as if she owned the place. Her long, loose hair flowed over her shoulders and down her back, and she smiled at me as she held out a strawberry.

“Morning, sleepyheads,” she said. “Hungry?”

I waved off the strawberry. “Giana? What time is it?”

Beside me, Sage groaned and sat up, her hair a wild mess. The cover fell away, revealing her bare breasts in all their morning glory. She blinked at Giana and smiled. “Morning, baby girl. I was wondering when you would show up.”

“You guys totally did it last night,” Giana said and sighed. She held out a grape for Sage, who took it. “Don’t cock block me today.”

Sage giggled. “He’s all yours.”

“I’m sitting right here,” I said.

Giana picked up a strawberry and tossed it at me. “Don’t treat me like your little sister. Got it?”

Giana wore an extremely baggy, well-worn gray tank-top that was so frayed it was practically see through. The sides of Giana’s springy breasts appeared through arm holes that hung down to her rib cage, making it possible to see their entire curvature, excluding her nipples.

Even then, her nipples grazed the front of the top, swishing and swaying as she moved. The wafer thin top revealed all, including the outline of her areolas. It was truly a sight to behold, and I had a hard time focusing on anything else.

Along with her tank top, Giana wore a pair of tight black boy shorts that didn’t fully cover her lush, round ass. The barely-there shorts hugged her inner thighs so tightly the outline of her pussy lips left me drooling.

Despite Giana’s attempt at light-hearted banter, arousal stirred deep in my loins. Giana and I had spent years flirting and teasing, but I had never acted on that desire no matter how badly I wanted her. She had dropped some not-so-subtle hints before I left for college that she wanted me to take her virginity. But my friendship with Jack and my obsession with Polly won out. Not a day went by that I didn’t regret spurning her advances, and now I had a second chance that would likely never come around again.

At twenty-years-old, Giana had fully blossomed into goddess tier. She was a literal fantasy girl and had the Internet following to prove it. My resistance was, at best, thin prior to leaving for college. Now, there was no way to stop the tsunami of desire spilling over the top of my carefully constructed wall. I meant to have her, body and soul.

With Sage so brazenly flaunting her nudity, Giana was coming in hot, and it felt like this vacation had just leveled up.

I laughed and plucked the strawberry from where it sat atop the covers, then popped it into my mouth. “I’ve never looked at you like a little sister,” I said. “If I had a little sister, I wouldn’t flirt with her the way I flirt with you.”

Giana rolled her eyes. “You have a funny way of showing it. I did everything but strip down naked and you still rejected me.”

I considered Giana for a long moment before I spoke. “Let me use a farming analogy to frame our relationship.”

Giana glared at me and threw another strawberry in my direction before hitting my chest with a thud. “Are you calling me a cow?”

I laughed and shook my head. “That’s not even remotely what I meant.” I popped the quartered strawberry into my mouth while I gazed at her massive D-cups spilling out of her top.

Sage tore off a chunk of bagel and popped it into her mouth. “Babe, you’re digging yourself a deep hole. You better be prepared to climb out of it.”

“If you’re a cow, then you’re the hottest cow I’ve ever seen,” I said, then immediately regretted my choice of words.

Giana’s frown deepened, and she folded her arms over her chest, just under her perky boobs, causing them to jiggle invitingly. “Seriously? I’m a hot cow?”

Sage laughed. “And the hole just got a little deeper.”

“Forget the cow,” I said. “It’s like this… I’m the farmhand and you’re the hot farmer’s daughter. Meanwhile, Farmer Jack wields a very sharp pitchfork he’s holding at my throat, daring me to look at his very voluptuous, very virginal daughter.”

Giana’s expression softened, and she smiled slightly as she popped a grape in her mouth. “Okay. I’m down for being the hot farmer’s daughter, and you’re the hot, hunky farmhand who walks outside my window shirtless and sweaty while I wait for you to ravage me.”

Sage burst out laughing and rolled back onto the bed.

I grinned and shook my head. “Remember the pitchfork? It always comes back to the pitchfork.”

Giana huffed and set the plate on Sage’s lap. Then she leaned forward on all fours and crawled toward me, closing the distance between us. The angle offered a completely unobstructed view down her top, and a wave of dizzy desire flooded my brain.

Her breasts were big, round, springy, and utterly perfect. Hard nipples capped her perfectly round, hot pink areolas.

I wrestled with the urge to reach out and scoop one into my hand. Instead, I just openly gawked, not even trying to hide it.

Giana grinned knowingly and when she reached me, she leaned forward and kissed me full on the lips. Without even thinking, I parted my lips and our tongues swam together.

We lazily French kissed for nearly thirty seconds before Giana backed off just enough to look me in the eye. “You better have a talk with Farmer Jack because the farmer’s daughter has run out of patience.”

“God, that was so hot,” Sage said. “You two should just have sex right now and get it over with.”

Giana sat back on her knees and smiled at me. “If the hot farmhand plays his cards right, the voluptuous farm girl will say goodbye to her virginity by the end of the day.” She leaned forward and grabbed my face in one hand before layering three quick kisses in a row, the last one laced with tongue. “But right now, I need some girl time with my BFF, and you need to go get us some coffee.”

My rock hard cock twitched beneath the covers and I just nodded as my mind went completely blank. I lost myself in her beautiful blue eyes and the world slipped away.

Meanwhile, Giana dotted my lips with three more kisses, clearly enjoying the effect she had on me.

Sage giggled. “Babe, she wants you to leave and get us some coffee.”

I snapped out of it, and my head retreated from the clouds. “Right. Coffee.” Without even thinking, I crawled out of bed, taking my rock hard cock with me. It came into full view, swaying and swinging like a tree trunk as I stood and turned to face them.

Giana’s eyes widened with shock. “Holy shit. That is a big, beautiful cock.”

Sage giggled. “I know, right? I thought he was going to split me in two with that thing.”

Giana eyed my bouncing cock and licked her lips. “I can’t wait to see how it feels.”

I did nothing to obscure my nudity. If she wanted to show hers, I would show mine right back.

Giana’s eyes simmered with desire. She licked her lips and dropped her hand between her legs. “Seriously, Parker. Talk to Jack today. I’m done tiptoeing around our feelings for each other. If you don’t tell him, I will.”

I slid on a pair of shorts and reached for my shirt. “You’re into the harem thing, too?”

Giana rolled her eyes. “Would I be here if I wasn’t?”

I pulled on my shirt and gazed at the smoking hot blonde as she hungrily eyed the bulge in my shorts. “Fine. I’ll talk to him. But in the meantime, don’t come on to me in front of your brother.”

Giana grinned. “Fine. I won’t come on to you in front of Jack.”

I didn’t like the devious look in her eyes, but I let it go. It was do or die time, and Jack should hear from me that I had the hots for his little sister.

I asked the girls how they liked their coffee, then left them alone. I walked along the upstairs hallway and noted that most of the doors were still closed. Given how late most of our crew had stayed up partying, that wasn’t surprising. Part of me felt bad for going to bed so early, but Sage was impossible to resist. It’s not like anyone blamed me, and we still had plenty of time to spend together.

When I reached the kitchen, I found the pre-arranged continental breakfast I had ordered waiting on the massive kitchen island. While the food wasn’t a surprise, the person I found filling her plate was.

Polly looked up as I walked in. She held a tong filled with pineapple chunks in one hand and her half-filled plate in the other. Wisps of her golden blonde hair floated over her forehead and neck while she wore the rest back in a loose ponytail. A pair of thick glasses framed her pretty face, and I couldn’t help but smile when I saw her. Polly was as blind as a bat and normally wore her contacts at all times, other than when she slept.

Still, she looked absolutely adorable, and an empty pang of loss broke my heart a little. I missed her so much it hurt.

Polly returned my smile with one of her own as she dropped the pineapple onto her plate. She wore a baggy, oversized Foo Fighter’s concert t-shirt with a faint hint of nipple denting the dense gray cotton top. I recognized the t-shirt because it belonged to me from when I bought it at the concert we attended together.

“Mystery solved on my missing Foo Fighter’s t-shirt,” I said, smiling at her as I headed for the coffee carafe. “Good morning. How did you sleep?”

Polly looked down at the t-shirt, then back at me. Her cheeks turned a rosy shade of pink before she smiled sheepishly. “Sorry. It’s my go-to pajama top. You can have it back.”

“Absolutely not. It looks way better on you, and it makes me feel good knowing you’re wearing it.”

Her pink blush turned scarlet, and she averted her gaze, turning to a sliced cinnamon coffee cake beside her. “I’m surprised you’re awake,” she said, clearly uncomfortable rehashing our past.

I welcomed the change of subject. “Giana stormed the castle bright and early. She woke us up then demanded coffee.”

Polly looked up. “Us? That means Sage spent the night?”

I nodded. “She and G are upstairs. They kicked me out of my room.”

“I’m sure Sage is spilling all the tea.”

I pulled three empty coffee cups from the cabinet and lined them up on the counter. “I’m a hundred percent sure you’re right.”

Polly chuckled and tucked a lock of hair behind her ear. She was so pretty, I could spend all day looking at her, but I forced myself to look away.

“You’re making coffee?”

I nodded. “You want me to make you a cup? You still like yours with almond milk, cinnamon, and a dash of raw sugar?”

Polly’s eyes softened and welled with tears. “Yes, please. I really miss the way you fixed my coffee.”

She wasn’t talking about the coffee and we both knew it. Without thinking, I rounded the island, set aside Polly’s plate and gently folded her into my arms.

She melted into me, sobbing as she wrapped her arms around my chest. “I miss you so much.”

Her words came out muffled as she spoke into my shirt, and I gently stroked her hair as I held her tight against my chest. “I’m right here, Poll. I’m not going anywhere ever again.”

Broken sobs racked her body as I held her close and let her cry it out. When she seemed done, she broke off the hug and stepped back, wiping her tear-stained cheeks with the bottom of her t-shirt.

I handed her a napkin but loosely held onto her hand. “Where’s Rick?”

Polly took the napkin and dabbed at her eyes. “Hopefully he’s still sleeping. We got into a huge fight, and I slept on the back porch.”

“I’m sorry, Polly. Your vacation isn’t starting off so hot.”

Polly shook her head and met my gaze. “It’s good. You’re here and we’re talking again. That’s the best thing that’s happened to me in years. Rick is the one with the problem.”

“What did you fight about?”

“You mainly,” Polly said. “He got super jealous and accused me of cheating on him when he caught us together in the kitchen.”

I hated Rick, but I couldn’t disagree with him. She was hugging me when he walked into the kitchen, and we were in the middle of a pretty intense conversation. Still, I was team Polly, and I didn’t feel comfortable confronting her with hard truths so soon after rekindling our friendship.

“I’m sure it’s nothing that a good night’s sleep won’t fix.”

Polly twined her fingers in mine as if it were the most natural thing in the world. “He can pound sand for all I care.”

I nodded toward the beach. “He’ll find plenty of sand to pound that way.”

Polly giggled, and for the first time, visibly relaxed. “Ronnie messaged me last night. We’re planning a beach day.”

I grinned. “I’ll get out the boogie board. It’s time to flex my body surfing skills.”

Polly rolled her eyes. “Last time I saw you body surf, you came away with road rash all over your chest. I spent all night taking care of you.”

I rubbed my chest and frowned. “I’m still feeling the sting from that one.”

Polly picked up her plate. “Are the girls upstairs in your room? I want to see them.”

She might see more than she planned, but the laugh would probably do her good. I nodded. “Last door on the right.”

Polly turned to go, then stopped herself. She turned back to face me, wearing a cheerful smile. “Parker, I’m really glad we’re friends again.”

She popped on her toes and landed a sweet kiss on my lips. Her eyes twinkled and her entire aura bubbled with happiness. This was the Polly I remembered and the girl I fell in love with.

My stomach swooned and pitched sideways as the room shifted on its axis. One little kiss and she had me reeling. I swallowed the lump forming in my throat and tried to find my center. “Me too, Polly.”

Polly searched my face for a moment before she spoke again. “There are things I need to tell you, but now isn’t the right time.”

I nodded. “Whenever you’re ready, I’ll listen.”

She turned and started for the stairs, before shooting me a last glance over her shoulder. “Oh, and when you come up, I’ll take that coffee. Pretty please and thank you. You’re the best.”


Chapter 9
Beach Day


By mid-morning, the sun blazed above a clear blue sky, baking the sugar white sand. Seagulls chirped as they drifted on the breeze and only our music rose above the steady drone of the surf. The wind kept the temperatures reasonable and gave rise to waves big enough to body surf. A smattering of sunbathers appeared in pockets along the beach while a steady stream of walkers passed our group parked on our beach loungers.

With nine sturdy wooden lounge chairs arranged in a half-circle, we converged on the beach with Sage and Giana, making sure I sat between them. Some of us used umbrellas for shade while others, like me, let the sun soak into our heavily sun screened skin. A myriad of towels, flip-flops, beach bags, hats, and sunglasses adorned our seats. Bluetooth speakers provided the music, and I had arranged snacks, sandwiches, and coolers filled with drinks, both alcoholic and non-alcoholic. Like every other amenity we had enjoyed thus far, Jack claimed the food and drink came as part of our all-inclusive vacation package. Since the trip was free for everyone, including round trip airfare, Jack had received so many thank you’s I’d lost count.

I sat in the middle of the half circle with Sage on one side of me and Giana on the other. They had both scooted their lounge chairs so close to mine that we formed a seamless bed with the padding. Giana and Sage had arranged our oversized beach towels across all three chairs, giving it the appearance of one massive beach lounge chair.

The others had, consciously or not, curated their seating positions. Jason sat on Giana’s other side, followed by Jack, then Ronnie, who sat at one end of the half-circle. To my left, Simone sat next to Sage, followed by Rick, who provided a buffer between Simone and Polly. Polly took the end space seated directly across from Ronnie.

With the music popping and the sun shining, the conversation was light and breezy. Polly and Rick seemed to have let the drama from last night fade away while Sage continually stole kisses from me throughout the morning.

I popped out of my lounger to grab another water from the cooler and offered to get drinks for whoever wanted one. Rick wanted a beer while Polly, Simone, Sage, and Jason asked for bottled water.

Giana perched up on her elbows and watched me through her dark sunglasses. Her pouty, pink lips looked extra soft and kissable this morning. That perception likely had to do with the make-out session, which I couldn’t get out of my head. She had turned me on to where I could barely think about anything or anyone else. I badly wanted her, and the only thing standing in my way was Giana’s big brother.

Like me, Giana opted for no umbrella and the golden skin beauty glowed under a sheen of sunscreen and light perspiration. She wore a ridiculously sexy white bikini that rode high on her hips and up her ass crack, leaving her sculpted entire rear end on full display. Her bikini top barely constrained her massive D-cup breasts, and I wondered how well the thin spaghetti straps would fare under the tremendous load.

All morning long, the stunning blonde had left my jaw scraping the sand, and I wasn’t alone. Jason seemed especially tongue-tied, attempting to maintain eye contact whenever they spoke. As it was, he nursed his hangover with ibuprofen and a swimming pool’s worth of bottled water.

Meanwhile, Rick had spent more time blatantly ogling Giana’s tits and ass than he had his own girlfriend, but if it annoyed Polly, she didn’t let on. I wondered if he had hit on Giana yet. If he hadn’t, he would soon.

Unlike the night before, Polly seemed unusually perky, chatting happily with Ronnie, Sage, Giana, and even Simone. It felt like she was riding a high from our morning conversation and had internally overcome some mental hill in her mind.

As I handed out the drinks, Giana sat upright and tracked me as I moved around the circle. The golden-haired beauty wore her long hair piled up atop her head while errant wisps floated down her neck and over her forehead. She secured it all with a giant clip, as if to keep the mop off her neck and shoulders.

Just as I handed out the last drink, Giana spoke up. “Parker, your back looks a little red. Come here and let me put some sunscreen on you.”

I knew my back wasn’t even slightly red. Thirty minutes earlier, Sage had lathered me with sunscreen. Besides, I had long since grown accustomed to the harsh Florida sunshine, and I could tell when I had a sunburn, no matter how minor. I was good to go, but Giana and I both knew it was a thinly veiled excuse that would allow us to touch each other.

I wasn’t about to argue with my lifelong crush. Giana promised to be on her best behavior until I had a conversation with Jack. Maybe she really was worried about me?

Giana fished a bottle of sunscreen out of her beach bag and inched forward on the lounge chair until she sat on the end with her feet resting in the sand. She popped open the top and patted the space between her legs. “Sit.”

I handed Jason his water bottle and sat where Giana commanded. I perched on the edge of the lounger and Giana inched forward, closing the tiny gap between us. With her pussy pressed against my ass, she tucked her legs around mine, and I felt her body heat radiate up and down my back.

“You’ll turn into a lobster,” Giana said from behind me. “You have to keep up with the sunscreen or you’ll ruin your vacation.”

“Yes, mom,” I said, drawing a playful swat on my shoulder from the stunning blonde beauty.

“I’m serious, Parker. Take it from someone with fair skin. Don’t learn that lesson the hard way.”

As Giana squeezed a dollop of sunscreen onto my shoulders, Polly brought the group’s conversation around to the subject of last night’s bonfire.

“Sorry for bailing out so early last night,” Polly said. “How late were you guys up?”

“Late,” Ronnie said. “After Parker and Sage went to bed, we had a few party crashers. But they turned out to be pretty cool.”

That was news to me, and I immediately perked up. “Yeah? Who?”

Giana spread the sunscreen over my shoulders and upper back, gently working it into my skin. A wave of relaxation spread through my body, and I sagged back between her knees until I felt her springy breasts press into my flesh.

“The neighbors,” Simone said. “They live three houses down.”

“It was two guys and a girl,” Giana said from over my shoulder. “This guy named Joe had the hots for Ronnie.”

Ronnie laughed. “He did not.”

“Yeah, he did,” Jack said. “He hit on you for over an hour.”

Giana worked the sunscreen lower down my back, then used her thumbs to massage the muscles along my spine. The feeling was heaven sent yet innocent enough not to draw attention.

Jack fumed about Ronnie’s suitor, and didn’t give Giana and me a second look. Sage’s words rang out in my head. She said Ronnie wasn’t into Jack, and this story only added weight to her theory. But not having witnessed the carnage unfold, it was hard to say what really happened. Maybe Ronnie wasn’t really flirting with the guy and Jack was overreacting?

“Who were the other two?” I asked.

“It ended up being five of them,” Giana said. “Two girls came later, and they totally hit on Jack and Jason.”

Jason scoffed. “My memory is a little fuzzy. Remind me which of them was into me?”

“The redhead,” Simone said. “Her name was Cecily, but you kept calling her CC.”

“She was super cute,” Ronnie said. “She sent you a text last night. Did you get it?”

Giana spread her hands out across my broad back and ran her palms up the middle before drifting higher, where she gently massaged my shoulders. She inched forward on the lounge chair and pressed her knees against my outer thighs. She subtly ground her pussy against my ass as she rubbed the back of my shin with her big toe.

Arousal flooded my loins, and my cock reacted, thickening in my swim trunks as I feigned ignorance and tried to focus on the conversation.

I grinned at Jason. “Dude. Nice work. Night one and you’ve already got a number.”

We traded a high five, and an extremely pleased Jason tipped back his water. He grinned like a wolf who had successfully raided the henhouse.

“I’m sure once she sobers up, she'll come to her senses,” Jason said.

“Stop talking about yourself like that,” Polly said. “You are an amazing guy. You’re cute, smart, and funny. Why are you surprised by the attention?”

Jason’s jaw dropped as he gazed across the circle at Polly with shock written all over his face. “Thanks, Polly. Coming from you, that means a lot.”

Rick sat back on his lounger, staring at Giana massaging me, seemingly oblivious to the ongoing conversation. The guy seemed more interested in Giana and specifically, Giana’s long legs and the way she moved her hands across my body.

“We all ended up calling her CC, and I think she really liked it,” Ronnie said. “Her friend, Angela, was into Jack big time.”

Jack’s cheeks flushed bright red. “She wasn’t into me.”

Ronnie laughed. “Are you serious? She talked to only you for like an hour.”

Giana worked her thumb up the back of my neck, gently massaging. She pressed closer, flattening her breasts against my back, and her stiff nipples dug into my flesh. She slid her free hand around my waist before resting her palm flat atop my stomach.

My cock hardened to steel and my only saving grace was my baggy swim trunks and the angle of my seated position on the end of the lounger. Still, I loved the massage so much I didn’t want her to stop.

“Her family owns the beach house three down from this one,” Giana said, who had somehow focused on the conversation while dialing my lust up to a thousand. “She’s staying here with her friends this week and invited us all down to a party they’re throwing tonight.”

“Sounds fun,” Sage said. “We should totally go.”

Sage had remained quiet throughout the conversation, and I couldn’t see her from where I sat, but something told me she and Giana had arranged all of this, right down to the massage. It was Sage’s turn to play wing woman for Giana, and she had dutifully fulfilled her role by backing off and letting G take the wheel.

“I agree. Let’s do it,” Polly said. “I’m bummed I went to bed so early.”

“The other two were a couple,” Ronnie said. “They’re names were Jay and Jill. Jill is best friends with Angel and CC. Jay came along for the ride.”

“She goes by Angel?” I asked.

“She does,” Jack said. “Her family owns a chain of restaurants in Florida and Georgia.”

“And she’s into you?” Giana asked. “You better lock her down fast.”

“I’m not even into her,” Jack said, a little too loudly.

He was clearly into Angel, but didn’t want to blow his chances with Ronnie. I understood his predicament and had vowed never to put myself into that position again.

If Jack was looking to score with Ronnie, drumming up some jealousy might be what the doctor ordered. He shouldn’t be so quick to throw in the towel on Angel. I would tell him as much later, but for now, I didn’t want him to blow it.

“We’ll get a front-row seat tonight,” I said. “According to the vacation package, we have full access to a party bus. We can stop by the party first, and if it’s lame, we’ll go to the clubs instead.”

Sage clapped excitedly. “Yay. This sounds like so much fun.”

Jack shot me a withering look. “Really?”

I shrugged. “If you’re not interested in Angel, play wing man for Jason. It’s worth a shot, right?”

Jason grinned. “I knew coming on this trip was a good idea.”

Giana ran one hand up and down my back, sensually massaging me while she rubbed her soft breasts all over my flesh. She leaned forward and whispered in my ear, “Baby, can you put sunscreen on my back?”

Her words sent a jolt of desire crisscrossing my body. Giana had never called me her baby, and I was all about it. Waves of desire washed through my head, crashing into my consciousness like a tsunami. I had wanted no one so much as I wanted Giana at that moment.

She spoke low enough for only me to hear, but her words caught me flatfooted. I stole a quick glance at Jack, who was either unaware of her calling me, baby, or if he had heard, he didn’t care.

I nodded, too aroused to resist, and felt Giana’s hand slide down my lower back until she dipped her fingers inside the waistband of my swim trunks. She didn’t stop until her fingers met the soft swell of my ass where she languidly caressed my flesh while she kept up her neck massage with the other.

My cock flared, throbbing so hard in my swim trunks it ached. If I stood now, it was game over. I kept my cool and went with the flow while Giana finished my impromptu massage.

None of this had escaped Rick’s attention. The man sat across from us with his eyes locked on Giana and his arms folded over his chest. He looked hostile in a way that surprised me. It made sense the guy had a thing for blondes, but he had his own world-class beautiful blonde sitting right next to him. What was the fixation on Giana?

Giana paused her message and turned her attention to her brother. “Jack, would you mind making Ronnie and me that mocktail you told us about last night? What was it again?”

“The watermelon cucumber slushy,” Ronnie said. “Yes, please. That sounds awesome.”

“That sounds amazing,” Polly said. “Can I have one too?”

“Me too,” Sage said, chiming in.

Giana was up to something, and my spider senses tingled.

Jack flashed his little sister an annoyed look, and she gave him a sheepish grin in return.

“Is there anyone who doesn’t want one?” Jack asked.

Rick raised his hand. “I’ll stick to beer.”

“You might as well make a pitcher,” I said. “And I think I saw plastic cups under the bar.”

“I’ll help you,” Jason said. “You wing man me, I’ll wing man you.”

Jack laughed, and the two of them pushed themselves to their feet. A moment later, they disappeared across the sand on their way to the bar.

Giana pushed forward and slid her arms around my chest. “Don’t move,” she said, once again whispering in my ear. “I’ll sit on your lap.”

This was her plan all along. I turned my head to find G looking at me face to face. “We talked about this.”

“You said not in front of Jack. Jack’s gone.”

Giana unwrapped her legs from around me and stood, earning a jaw dropping stare from Rick, who openly gawked at the honey blonde bombshell.

All eyes trained on Giana, who towered before me with her round, springy ass positioned right in front of my face.

“Damn, girl,” Simone said. “You’ve got these boys in a lather.”

Sage giggled. “With a body like hers, who can blame them? You should see her at school. The boys won’t leave her alone.”

“The boys never left her alone,” Ronnie said, then looked at me. “Well, almost all of them.”

I rolled my eyes at Ronnie. “You know why.”

Giana picked up the sunscreen and came around the lounge chair. “You guys are seriously overselling it, but Ronnie is right about one thing….” Giana turned around to face me and handed me the bottle of sunscreen. “I only have eyes for one fella, right, baby?”

Rick frowned. “You’re calling him baby? He just banged your best friend last night.”

“Eww,” Sage said. “You make it sound so trashy.”

“Stop,” Polly said. “You know nothing about their relationship. Sage and Giana have felt this way about Parker forever. Sage didn’t just jump into bed with him on a whim.”

“Thank you, Polly,” Sage said.

“Polly is right,” Ronnie said. “The three of them were born to be a throuple.”

Giana sat down on my lap and scooted backward until her bare ass rested high on my upper thighs. “Thanks, guys.” She glared at Rick. “How we choose to love each other is none of your business.”

Polly’s defense surprised me, and with a nod, I smiled at her, earning a smile and a tip of her head in return.

“It’s not like Parker tried to hide anything,” Sage said. “I’m down with the three of us rolling together. Why does our private life bother you so much?”

The ladies didn’t need me to defend them, and I happily squirted a blob of sunscreen onto my palm, rubbed it together in my hands, and then went to work on Giana’s shoulders and back.

Giana’s soft, warm skin and her tropical smell sparked arousal in my already stiff cock. I resisted the urge to pull her back until her ass rested atop my swollen manhood.

“Live and let live,” Simone said. “I think it’s hot.”

“I’m more than a little jealous,” Ronnie said.

Simone and Ronnie seemed open to recruitment. Simone might even be low-hanging fruit, but Ronnie was off limits. Not only was she Jack’s love interest, she was Polly’s lifelong friend.

Rick’s frown deepened. “Does your brother know you’re banging his best friend?”

“Dude, you’ve got to stop using that word,” Ronnie said. “It’s gross.”

“Misogynistic is the word you’re looking for,” Simone said.

Polly glared at Rick with disapproval written all over her face. “I agree with Ronnie and Simone. Mind your own business. Giana is a grown woman. She’s more than capable of making her own decisions. They’re both single and they aren’t hurting anyone.”

As they argued, I ran my hands down Giana’s lithe back, carefully working the sunscreen into her flesh. With careful precision, I slid my hands inside her flimsy bikini strap and massaged the skin beneath.

Giana glanced back at me over her shoulder. “That feels amazing, but can you go a little lower? Do my hips and ass.”

My cock flared, throbbing so hard in my shorts it physically ached. As I ran my palms down her spine, my hands visibly trembled, and my heart pounded so hard it drummed in my ears. I was living out one of my deepest fantasies, and barely paid any attention to Rick’s jealous rant.

Rick glared at Polly. “What’s with the one-eighty? Yesterday, you called him misogynistic and narcissistic. Now, everything is fine?”

While Rick and Polly fought, I ran my hands over the steep curves of Giana’s hips and she wriggled her ass, scooting back slightly. With all eyes on Polly and Rick, Giana reached behind her back and placed her hand on my hard cock.

My cock pulsed under her touch, and Giana froze for a moment. I mauled her ass, groping and squeezing as she curled her fingers around my cock and squeezed.

“I overreacted,” Polly said. “Parker loves them both. I can tell.”

The attention swiveled back to me and Giana deftly removed her hand from my cock.

“It’s true,” I said. “I love them both, and I have for as long as I can remember. Fear stopped me from admitting those feelings, let alone acting on them. But I’m done with all that. Life’s too short to live with regret.”

As if to prove my point, I ran my hands around Giana’s hips and slid my palms over her upper thighs.

Giana placed her hands on mine and guided my fingers between her legs. I squeezed her high on her inner thighs, so close to her pussy I felt the heat radiate over my fingers.

Giana gazed back at me over her shoulder and smiled sweetly. “You love me?”

I nodded. “I do, and I’m tired of pretending I don’t. G, I’ve loved you for so many years. Let’s stop wasting time.”

Giana spun around on my lap to face me. She tucked her knees in on either side of my hips and leaned forward. “I love you with the fire of a burning sun.”

She leaned forward, and our lips met before our tongues languidly twined together. Giana coiled her arms around my shoulders and shifted her hips ever so slightly, grinding my cock against her pussy.

While I wanted her more than anything in the world, this wasn’t the time or place to go all in on public sex.

Giana came away and pushed her sunglasses up where she rested them on the crown of her head. Her blue eyes welled with tears, and she looked over at Sage, giving her best friend a watery smile. “Did you hear that? He really loves me.”

Sage nodded as her chin quivered, and she wiped tears from her eyes. “I heard him, and I told you so.”

Giana laughed and returned her attention to me. She leaned in and kissed me again, deepening the kiss for a moment before she backed off and gazed into my eyes. “I can’t believe this is really happening.”

“Congrats, sweetie,” Ronnie said. “You deserve it.”

Simone raised her water bottle in salute. “Here’s to another long night of celebratory fornication.”

Ronnie joined her in a toast. “And here’s to Giana, earning a body count of one.”

Giana laughed and pulled me into a tight hug. “A number that will never go higher than that.”

Sage laughed and clapped her hands. “It’s about time.”

I extended my arm toward Sage, beckoning her closer. “Come here, baby.”

Sage crawled across our makeshift lounge chair bed, and I greeted her with another tongue-fueled kiss.

We broke it off a moment later before she looked at me, her green eyes simmering with happiness. “I love you.”

Sage curled up beside me and rested her head on my shoulder. I slid my arm around Sage while I kept the other planted on Giana’s lush, round ass. With these two alone, I could live a happy and fulfilling life.

Rick ground his teeth, and his jaw muscles flexed. He looked at me as if he wanted to grind me into dust. “The guy is a fucking slacker. He’s a loser who lives out of a van and occasionally tends bar. Neither of you have a future with him.”

Sage barked out a bitter laugh and sat up, her face contorting with rage. “You don’t know — “

“Babe, no,” I said, squeezing her shoulder and calmly cutting her off. “Don’t take the bait.”

Sage folded her arms over her chest and simmered, glaring at Rick with murder in her eyes. “You don’t know what you’re talking about. I’ll leave it at that.”

Meanwhile, Simone and Ronnie looked on, showing not a hint of anger or surprise. The only thing missing was the popcorn.

Polly wasn’t so easy to tame. “You think Parker is a loser and a slacker? He was our valedictorian and went to MIT on a full fucking ride. He also has the highest IQ on the planet and that’s not hyperbole. Sage is right. You don’t have any idea what you’re talking about.”

This was my Polly fighting for me, and I had never felt prouder of her in my life. I vowed to never take her friendship for granted ever again. “Thanks, Poll.”

“Fuck this,” Rick said and jumped up from his lounge chair. He tossed aside his beer and stormed off toward the ocean.

Polly looked after him and sighed. “I probably shouldn’t have said that.”

“It needed saying,” Simone said. “You’ve got your best friend’s back, and that says a lot about you in a good way.”

Polly looked over at Simone and actually smiled. “Thanks. We’ve been going through a rough patch, and this didn’t help.”

“He acted like he was jealous of Parker,” Ronnie said.

“I better go after him,” Polly said.

She stood, wrapped her towel around her waist, and headed off after Rick.

Giana still sat on my lap, gently grinding me while she kept her eyes locked on mine. She leaned in to pepper my face with kisses. When she sat back, she rested her hands on my chest. “You need to tell Jack like right now.”

I cradled her ass in both hands and nodded. “You’re right. When he gets back, I’ll talk to him.”


Chapter 10
One Big Happy Harem


By the time Jack and Jason returned with the mocktails, Giana had retreated from my lap and cozied up beside me on her own lounge chair. Meanwhile, Sage had shifted closer and shared my lounge chair with me while we traded kisses and chatted about our evening plans.

As Jack doled out fancy cucumber slushies, Polly and Rick returned hand in hand. Rick seemed to have shrugged off his toddler tirade and fished a fresh beer out of the cooler. A smiling Polly took the frozen concoction Jack handed her and laughed at something Ronnie said.

While all was right with the world, a feeling of dread settled in my gut. Now was the time to tell Jack about me and Giana.

As if on cue, Giana rolled over to me while Jack had his back turned. She leaned in close and kissed me high on the neck. “Good luck, baby. I love you.”

I turned my head and kissed her softly on the lips before I unwound myself from Sage’s leg, intertwined with mine.

Jack stashed the pitcher in an ice-filled cooler, and I sat up on the lounge chair and built up the nerve to have a long overdue chat about my feelings for his little sister.

I glanced over my shoulder at Giana, and she blew me a kiss, then mouthed, good luck, drawing a muted giggle from Sage.

Jason and Jack chatted by the coolers, and I scooped up a nearby frisbee from the bag of beach toys. It was best to include Jason in my confession as a sign of respect and just in case he had to pull Jack off of me. Jason had sacrificed his social life for Giana’s virtue, and I owed him the common courtesy of letting him know my intentions toward Giana.

“Are you guys up for playing some frisbee in the surf?” I asked.

Jason grinned and clapped his hands together. “Count me in. I’m kind of sick of lying around on a lounge chair.”

Jack nodded. “Same. Let’s do it.”

The three of us left the ladies and Rick behind and headed for the wide open beach.

As I worked up the nerve to confront Jack, my heart pounded so hard I thought I might stroke out. And I didn’t remember the sun feeling so fucking hot. Sweat glistened off my shoulders and chest as I considered the best way to broach the subject.

Once we reached the surf, we formed a triangle, and I sent the disc sailing towards Jack. He easily caught it before sending it sailing toward Jason.

We went around the triangle for five minutes, making small talk and leaping into the waves to make spectacular catches. The water felt amazing and finally worked up the nerve to confess.

Jack flung the disc toward Jason, and it sailed over his head, sending him leaping into an oncoming wave to make a spectacular one-handed grab.

While Jason rolled in on the tide, I turned to Jack and opened my mouth to speak. But before I could say anything, Jack spoke first.

“So, you and Sage, huh? Can’t say I’m surprised. That’s been a long time coming.”

Jason jogged back into place and sent the disc spinning at me. It was a perfect throw, and I barely had to move. As I snagged it out of the air, I forced a nervous smile at Jack.

“Yeah. She’s something special,” I said, then tossed him the frisbee.

Jack snatched the disc in one hand. “Don’t break her heart. She’s like a second little sister to me.”

“No way,” I said. “She’s the real deal. I won’t mess it up.”

Jack sent the disc sailing, and Jason scooped it up. “Good. Because she’s in love with you, and I’m glad you’re taking it seriously.”

I turned back to Jason just as he released the disc, and it came straight at me. With the disc halfway to me, Jason asked, “What’s the deal with you and Giana?”

His throw was an easy one, but the question shocked me so much, I stared straight at him in total shock. The disc hit my chest and bounced off before landing in the sand at my feet.

Jason flashed a knowing grin, and I wasn’t sure if he meant to help me or throw me under the bus. It didn’t take a genius to read the room. Giana was clearly into me as much as I was into her. She had spent half the morning draped all over me, and I was sure even Jack knew what his little sister was all about.

After a moment of consideration, I concluded Jason was trying to help me by giving me an easy intro to the difficult topic.

Jack folded his arms over his chest and frowned at me. “I meant to ask you the same question. Are you finally going to man up and admit you have a thing for my little sister?”

I swallowed the rising lump in my throat and picked up the disc, giving me a moment to collect my thoughts. There was no use denying it. After all, that’s why we were here.

“If I say yes, can you give me a head start?” I asked. “You’re a faster sprinter than me, but I think I can wear you down over a long distance.”

Jack laughed and shook his head. “Dude, I’ve known about your little crush for years. G has made it very obvious she feels the same way. She asks about you constantly.”

“I can vouch for that,” Jason said. “It’s always Parker this and Parker that. She’s even called you her boyfriend a couple of times to ward off a couple of aggressive guys.”

“I’ve never made a move on Giana,” I said.

Jack rolled his eyes. “I know, Parker. Giana has made that painfully clear. She’s also told me to mind my own business, and that’s she a grown woman, free to make her own decisions.”

“That may all be true,” I said. “But you’re my best friend, and your opinion means more to me than anyone’s. If you tell me to leave G alone, I’ll do it. I might not like it, but I’ll honor your wishes.”

“You’ll kill Giana if you do that,” Jason said.

The guy really was interested in Giana’s happiness. I could learn a thing or two from Jason Wall about handling unrequited love. I didn’t react to Jason’s words and kept my eyes trained on Jack.

Jack threw up his arms. “What do you want? My blessing?”

I shrugged. “Yeah. Is that so much to ask?”

“Truthfully, I’m not thrilled with this whole harem thing you’ve got going on,” Jack said. “I don’t see it as a sustainable way to maintain healthy relationships in the long run. That said, I won’t ever tell you how to live your life. If you’re looking to drag my sister into a relationship while you have a million one-night stands, you and I will have a serious problem.”

I shook my head. “This isn’t about hooking up with whoever. It’s a way of life and falling for more than one woman. Currently, that means Giana and Sage. There’s nobody else.”

Jason stepped closer and studied me closely. “What about Polly?”

I looked between Jason and Jack. They both wore serious expressions while they waited for me to answer.

“I love Polly,” I said. “That’s never been a secret. Given the opportunity, yes. I would choose her too.”

“What about Simone?” Jack asked. “She’s Polly’s archenemy.”

Simone and I shared a secret past that I’d told nobody about, not even Jack. Of course, Polly didn’t know either. I wasn’t sure how to answer the question without lying. “If it’s all the same with you guys, I’d rather not answer questions about Simone. This is about me, Giana, and the lifestyle.”

Jack’s eyes widened in surprise, but he only nodded. “You’ll treat her with the love and respect she deserves? That means being completely open and honest before you take this relationship one step further.”

The implication was clear. He wanted me to fess up about my invention and the life she would willingly step into. I nodded. “I’ll tell her.”

“Tell her what?” Jason asked.

Jack and I turned together to look at Jason before I answered.

“It’s a secret,” I said. “But I think I can trust you not to say anything to anyone except for Jack, Sage, and Giana.”

Jack perked up. “Sage knows?”

I nodded. “She deserved to know the truth.”

Jack seemed to relax and smile slightly. “How did she take it?”

“She was shocked,” I said. “But then she let it roll off her. It’s all good.”

“What the hell are you guys talking about?” Jason asked.

I turned to Jason. “Dude, you have to swear. Just until the end of the vacation. After that, Pandora will have left her box behind once and for all.”

Jason held up a three-fingered boy scout salute. “By the powers granted me by guys everywhere, I swear to keep your secret locked in my testosterone-infused vault.”

That drew a chuckled from Jack, and I grinned. “Okay.” I turned to face Jack. “But first, I want to make sure you’re officially okay with Giana and I making it official.”

Jack sighed and nodded. “If you break her heart, I will fucking end you.”

I grinned and squeezed his shoulder. “I’ll take it. Who knows? With any luck, maybe one day I’ll call you brother-in-law?”

Jack snorted out a laugh. “God help me.”

I sighed with relief. “In all seriousness, I love Giana, and I promise to do right by her.”

“Fine,” Jack said, then pulled me into a hug. “You have my official fucking blessing, you giant man whore. There, happy?”

“Very,” I said. “In fact, I’m so happy I need to tell G right away.”

“Wait,” Jason said. “What about the secret?”

I turned to Jason and grinned. “I own this house and everything in it. Gotta go.”

Jason’s jaw dropped, and he stared at me, speechless.

Jack laughed and clapped Jason on the shoulder. “I’ll fill you in on the gory details.”

“Thanks, Jack." I turned to Jason before speaking again. “And Jason… remember, don’t breathe a word to Polly, Simone, Ronnie, and especially not to Rick.”

Jason stared back at the house, then at me, too stunned to speak. Hopefully, my words registered.

I jogged up the beach, making a bee-line for Giana. She sat up as I approached, and my ear-to-ear grin told her everything she needed to know.

Giana leaped off her chair and ran at me, squealing. She leaped at me and I scooped her up into my arms and turned her in a tight circle.

Giana wrapped her legs around my waist and locked her arms around my shoulder, squeezing herself against me. We met face to face and G pinned a giant kiss on my lips then backed off just enough to gaze into my eyes. “You’re still alive, and I don’t see any blood.”

I laughed and kissed her again. “No blood. We’re good.”

“Yay,” Sage said from her chair. “Welcome to the party, G.”

Polly smiled and shook her head. “You guys are crazy. But congrats anyway. I’m happy for you.”

Even though Rick had his sunglasses on, he clearly fumed as he watched Giana wrap her body around mine. He wore a stone-faced expression and folded his arms over his chest before he turned away.

Ronnie and Simone weren’t there to witness the historic moment.

I turned my full attention to Giana. “Let’s go play in the waves.”

Giana’s face lit with a beautiful smile. “Yes. But the sand is hot on my feet.”

“I can fix that,” I said, then kissed her one last time on the lips before I carefully set her down. I turned my back to her and leaned over slightly. “All aboard the Parker Ford express.”

G giggled and climbed onto my back. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and wrapped her legs around my waist. I could feel Rick’s eyes on Giana’s ass, and I didn’t even need to turn around to confirm.

I shifted Giana into place and slipped my hands under her lush thighs for support. “Where’s Ronnie and Simone?”

“They’re at the pool,” Giana said. “I think Ronnie’s afraid of sharks.”

With G riding my piggyback, I turned around to face Sage and busted Rick, checking out Giana just as I predicted. “Care to join?”

Sage waved me away. “I’m going to the pool. You guys have fun.”

“That’s probably a good idea because I’m totally throwing Giana into the biggest wave I can find.”

G giggled and slapped me playfully on the chest. “You better not.”

“Oh, I for sure am,” I said. “Let’s roll.”

With Giana squealing, I turned and lumbered toward the surf. Giana bounced on my back, kicking and flailing, putting up token resistance.

I lumbered past Jason and Jack with Giana bouncing on my back, drawing smiles from both of them. Jack yelled at us over the pounding surf. “No public sex, Giana.”

Giana rolled her eyes, tightened her grip around my shoulders, and yelled back at her brother, “If you don’t want an eyeful, move further down the beach.”

I laughed and ran straight ahead, carrying Giana into the churning waves. Laughing and squealing, she tried and failed to free herself from my grip.

“Do no throw Parker Ford or you will regret it,” Giana said as she beat on my shoulders.

“I’ll take my chances,” I said just as a wave crashed down around us.

Laughing maniacally, I fake tossed Giana into the churning froth, and she wrapped her arms and legs around me, holding onto me and squealing as if her life depended on it.

I let the wave crash into both of us, leaving us soaked before I released Giana, and we floated together in the shallow surf. With her hair and body now soaked, she came at me laughing before she lunged and dunked me under.

We spent the next twenty minutes playing in the waves before we took a break and sat side by side in the surf, letting the incoming tide wash over our extended legs. Before this relationship went any deeper, I owed Giana the truth.

I stole a glance toward our lounge chairs and found them all empty. Everyone was up at the pool, the bar, or inside taking an afternoon nap. There was no better time than right now to tell Giana everything.

I picked up Giana’s hand and squeezed it lovingly. “G, there’s something I need to talk with you about.”

Giana tensed and turned her head to look at me. Sun glinted off her soaking wet golden blonde hair, and water droplets glimmered atop her golden tanned skin. Concern etched her exquisite face, and she frowned as she gazed into my eyes. “What’s wrong?”

I laughed and shook my head. “Nothing. But what I’m about to tell you will affect your life if you choose to be with me.”

“I choose to be with you,” Giana said. “Nothing you tell me will ever change that.”

I leaned over and kissed her softly on the lips, and she smiled at me as we came away. I tucked a lock of damp blonde hair behind her ear and inhaled a breath. “It’s about what I’ve been up to since I dropped out of college.”

Giana wriggled closer and laced her fingers with mine. “You spent that time exploring America and other parts of the world, right?”

“Yes. That’s true, that’s not all. It runs much deeper. Spending so much time alone gave me time to think and reflect on a lot of things. Much of that time I spent reflecting on life choices and how I wanted to live my life going forward. I thought a lot about you, and how much I loved you, but had been too scared to say those words out loud.”

That seemed to please the blonde beauty. Her shoulders sagged with relief and a sweet smile blossomed on her rich, pink lips. “I love you too, and it feels like a dream that you’re actually saying these words out loud.”

We shared a long tender kiss, but this one involved more than a little tongue. I wrapped my arm around her back and drew her closer as I deepened the kiss, and our tongues freely twined together.

My cock flared to life, turning rock hard as the seconds ticked by. Giana reached for the growing bulge in my swim trunks and wrapped her hand around my cock, giving it a gentle squeeze.

She came away breathless, her eyes simmering with lust. “I want you to make love to me.”

I glanced around the beach and while it was mostly empty, there were people up and down the beach in both directions. “Right here?”

Giana giggled and shook her head. “I’m not that adventurous.”

I breathed a sigh of relief. “Good. We have all night.”

Giana draped her arms around my shoulders and kissed me again. “After the party tonight, can we come home even if everyone else wants to go out? I want you all to myself.”

“Of course. But I’m not done telling you everything. I love you and that’s a big part of it, but there’s more.”

“Now I’m officially worried.”

“Don’t be. It’s not that deep, but like I said, it’s a bit of a shock.”

Giana nodded. “Then just spit it out and then we can go up to the house and shower together.”

My hard cock twitched and throbbed in my swim trunks. Visions of Giana’s naked body flashed through my head. “Really?”

Giana nodded. “I want you to rub soap all over my naked body.”

I swallowed the rising lump in my throat. “You’re killing me here.”

Giana giggled. “Okay. I promise, no more teasing until you get it all out.”

I inhaled a slow breath, then let it go, hoping to let the arousal wash over me. It helped, but just barely. “Three years is a long time to think. With that much time, ideas sprang to life in my head, and I acted on them.”

“What kind of ideas?”

“You know how I’ve always been into technology?”

“Of course. That’s why you went to MIT. You’re super smart.”

I smiled and nodded. “Thanks. I spent a lot of time reading and researching online. I read anything and everything I could about AI and medicine.”

It was true. With my photographic memory, I could read and ingest an entire textbook at blazing fast speeds.

Giana nodded and encouraged me to continue. “During this time, I had an epiphany that gave birth to an idea. I spent long hours bringing that idea to life. Now it’s a real thing that will change the world forever.”

The look of confusion on her face deepened. “Did you invent time travel or something?”

I laughed. “Nothing that outlandish, but it’s almost as crazy.” I paused for a moment to collect my thoughts before I spoke again. “Here’s the condensed version… I combined AI technology and medicine, which led to an evolutionary leap forward in the treatment of Alzheimer’s disease. We can use the same tech to treat a lot of other diseases that have plagued humanity forever, including cancer and diabetes.”

Giana’s jaw dropped, and she looked at me in shock. “Is this a joke or are you serious?”

I squeezed Giana’s hand in mine. “My father and I formed an LLC and took the project to several major pharmaceuticals. They got into a bidding war, before we landed on a deal that will help people get the lifesaving drugs they need without price gouging them to death. It also lets us keep controls over our patents.”

“Parker, this is really, really huge. Why haven’t I heard about this?”

“It’s going public in a little under two weeks.” I glanced back over my shoulder at the house. “This place isn’t just a rental. I bought it, and I’m living here.”

Giana didn’t have the reaction I expected. Rather than jumping for joy or getting angry that I didn’t tell her sooner. She nodded and seemed a little sad.

I inched closer and wrapped my arm around her shoulder. “Giana, what’s wrong?”

“You’re telling me all this because you’ll be too busy to spend time with me?”

I laughed and shook my head. “No. That’s not it at all. Come here.”

I pulled Giana’s hand, and she turned to face me. I guided her onto my lap where she straddled me, and we met face to face. Her frown deepened into worry as she rested her hands on my chest.

I cradled her bare ass in both hands and inched her closer. “This means I can spend more time with you, not less. Sure, I’m directing the technical design and development, but I can do that from anywhere. My father is running the business side, and between us and the pharmaceutical company, we’ve already hired dozens of people to help us manage this whole thing.”

Her frown disappeared, and a slight smile took its place. She studied me carefully as she ran her palms over my muscled chest and up to my shoulders. “Does that mean you can still come to my next track meet?”

I laughed and drew her forward. “It means I’m coming to all your track meets, no matter where they are.”

That drew a bright smile from her. “Oh. Then I definitely approve.”

Giana leaned forward and kissed me, flattening her big breasts against my chest. She slipped so far forward on my lap, her ass rested directly atop my rising cock.

As my cock flex and throbbing under her grinding hips, I rested my hands on her waist and gazed lovingly into her beautiful blue eyes. “Giana, I want to be with you forever. When you’re not at school, will you at least think about making this place your home? You can come and go whenever you want, and I’m not asking you to change your life for me. But know that I want you with me all the way.”

She ran her fingers up through my hair and nodded. “I love you, and I want to be with you forever. I don’t care about the money or any of that. All I want is you, no matter what.”

I squeezed her ass in both hands, shifting her hips forward. She subtly ground her hips, working my throbbing cock against her pussy. “What if that forever includes Sage?”

Giana smiled and kissed me again. “Even better.”

“This isn’t a conventional relationship, are you sure?”

Giana’s eyebrows stitched together as if thinking. “I don’t want you sleeping with random girls, if that’s what you’re asking. But if you added someone like Polly, Ronnie, or Simone to the group, then I’m definitely okay with it.”

“I promise I won’t ever sleep with a random girl or have one-night stands. You get as much say as me when we bring another woman into our lives.”

Giana smiled. “We’ll be one big happy harem.”

“The perfect life,” I said.

Giana inched forward and reached down between us where she cradled my steel hard cock in her hand. “Does that perfect life involve showering with your girlfriend? Because I’m super fucking horny.”


Chapter 11
Slippery When Wet


Hand in hand, Giana and I made our way along the boardwalk before descending the steps leading to the pool. We found the pool and the bar empty. With only a couple of hours remaining until we kicked off the evening festivities, it was an excellent time for a nap. Our friends had likely taken the time to recharge their batteries. Giana and I had other plans. Plans that involved a hot shower and plenty of slippery soap.

Giana led me by the hand across the outdoor patio, through the sliding glass doors, and into the kitchen. Her damp blonde hair hung over her shoulders and straight down her back. Her skimpy white bikini bottoms rode her ass crack, showcasing every inch of her ripe, round ass honed by years of sprinting, weight training, and perfect eating habits.

Even walking behind her, the sides of her breasts swayed into view with every barefooted step she took across the white marble tiles. With every passing year, Giana Jones’ spectacular beauty deepened and enhanced. She had the body and looks of a swimsuit model, and it was an outright miracle the twenty-year-old dream girl had held onto her virginity for this long. I had witnessed guys throwing themselves at her left and right, but she spurned all their advances. During her sophomore year of high school, I thought she might have preferred girls to guys, but her blatant flirting with me dispelled that notion.

I brought my attention back to the stunning beauty walking a few paces ahead of me. Giana’s bikini had worked overtime to keep all those curves contained, and for what felt like the millionth time in my young life, my imagination conjured visions of G’s spectacular body laid bare before me. The only obstacle standing between my hormone fueled fantasies and present day reality was a thin layer of white swimsuit fabric.

As we reached the bottom of the stairs, my heart raced, and my breath caught in my throat. It was finally happening. After so long, I could freely explore Giana’s forbidden body, guilt free.

As she climbed the stairs, Giana gazed back at me over her shoulder and frowned. “Your hand is shaking.”

My cock had hardened to the density of forged steel and pulsed in my swim trunks. The blonde beauty before me had fueled countless masturbatory fantasies, and the mere thought of palming her bare, perfectly round breasts made my head spin.

“Just a little nervous,” I said. “I never thought this would actually happen.”

Giana turned all the way around to face me. She stood on the second step while I remained at ground level. The vantage allowed me to come face to face with her perfect, all-natural breasts.

Deep cleavage bulged from her bikini top, contained by spaghetti thin straps as taut as the high wire on the Golden Gate Bridge. Her hard nipples poked through the white fabric, and her blue eyes simmered with lust. “Did you know I name every toy I own after you?”

I swallowed the rising lump in my throat and shook my head. I wasn’t sure where she was heading with this, but it sounded promising. “You do?”

Giana’s eyes smile touched her eyes before she chuckled and used her fingertip to trace a line between my muscled pecs. “It’s hard not to when I call out your name every time I cum.”

Giana ran her hands over my shoulders and drew me so close that the heat from her body radiated over my chest. She searched my face with her deep blue eyes as if she intimately knew every line and curve.

“Parker, from the very first moment I met you, I knew we would end up together. You’re mine, I’m yours, and the universe finally makes sense. You make me feel things I’ve never felt for anyone else. If there is such a thing as a soulmate, you’re mine. I knew this day would come, and now that it’s here, I feel more relaxed than I ever have in my entire life. It’s like finding the last missing puzzle piece and slotting it into place. I’m yours body and soul. You can relax. You won’t break me and there’s nothing you can say or do that would make me stop loving you. Say what you want without holding back. I want to know your kinks. Got it?”

Giana spoke with such passion and confidence. Who was I to refuse? I relaxed and coiled my arms around her lithe waist, then rested my palms on her springy ass. With my face practically buried inside her deep, mouthwatering cleavage, it took monumental restraint not to peel back her flimsy bikini top and inhale one of her taut nipples.

Instead, I mentally unshackled my restraints, ditched the training wheels, and told Giana exactly what I wanted. “I want to run my hands over every delicious inch of your spectacular naked body.”

Giana flashed me a devilish grin and her blue eyes lit with lust. “Right here on the stairs?” She shrugged. “I’m game if you are. One tiny tug on my bikini top is all it would take. But I don’t think you’ll really do it.”

She was right, of course. I didn’t have it in me to fuck her on the stairs for all to see. Would she really go through with it? I mauled her bare ass and dipped my face inside her cleavage, kissing and licked her exposed flesh.

Giana pressed my face into her breasts and ran her fingers through my hair. “Baby, tell me, what else will you do to me?”

I nibbled on her hard nipple, poking through her bikini top as my cock throbbed so hard it ached. “I’ll fuck you until you can’t walk.”

Giana moaned and slipped her hand inside my swim trunks. “Yes, baby. What else?”

She curled her fingers around my throbbing cock and pulled my face out of her breasts, where we met face to face. Her warm breath curled up my nose and she leaned forward just enough to nibble on my bottom lip, playfully drawing it between her teeth.

“I want to cum inside you over and over until I black out from the pleasure,” I said.

My voice came out thick and husky and Giana gently stroked my cock as her sapphire blue eyes blaze with fiery lust. “I want to feel your cock plunge deep inside my tight little pussy until you burst.”

My hard cock throbbed inside her warm fingers, and a wave of dizzy pleasure threatened to topple me. I slipped my fingers inside the waistband of her bikini bottoms and mauled her bare ass. Giana didn’t offer a shred of resistance. I could do whatever with her, including fucking her right here on the stairs.

“I want to lather your body with soap suds and pin you to the shower wall with my hard cock.”

Giana kissed me, and her eyes burned with heat. “Then what?”

“I’ll pound your pussy until you come so hard you’ll yell out my name.”

Giana leaned in and kissed me, hard and deep. Our tongues flashed together, and Giana probed deep while she stroked my cock until my brain turned hazy with pleasure.

I pulled her bikini bottoms halfway off her hips and dipped my finger between her legs where I touched her soaking wet, cleanly shaven pussy. I slid my fingers through her warm, wet folds and plunged into her tight little hole.

Giana moaned into my mouth, and her legs buckled. She broke off the kiss and came away, chest heaving. “Baby, please. Don’t stop.”

Without another word, I scooped Giana off her feet, and she wrapped her legs around my waist where she tightened her ankles behind my back. As I carried her up the stairs, she ground her pussy against my cock and dove back in for another kiss.

Giana ran her hands through my hair and flattened her breasts against my chest. Her moans grew loud enough to hear through the upstairs hallway, but I was too far gone to care.

As I reached the upstairs landing, Giana broke off the kiss and dove into my neck with her lips and tongue. She worked her way up my neck and nibbled my earlobe.

Her warm breath sent a sharp shiver of lust racing down my spine, and my head spun with desire. I carried her into her bedroom and kicked the door shut behind us.

Adrenaline surged in my veins and my cock visibly throbbed in my swim trunks as Giana slid her tongue inside my ear and ran her palms over my muscled chest.

I carried her into her private bathroom and walked straight into the cavernous walk-in shower. Only then did I set her down just long enough to turn on the hot water.

Giana stepped up behind me and wrapped her arms around my waist, kissing me high on the shoulder before nuzzling behind my ear. “I’m going to fuck you in every single room of this house, starting with this shower.”

Water hissed from the shower head, and I turned around to find Giana right in front of me. I stepped into a kiss and scooped one of her breasts, folding her bikini-clad flesh into my hand as our lips met and our tongues lashed together.

Her nipple hardened under my palm and G pulled at my swim trunks. She pushed them over my hips until they caught on my rock hard cock. She moaned inside my mouth and deepened our kiss, probing with her tongue like a starving woman with a steak dinner.

Heady lust washed over me as the water hissed behind us. Steam curled around our bodies, turning the air thick as Giana’s sweet taste filled my mouth. I slipped my hand inside her bikini top, teasing her bare nipple until it grew even harder between my fingers.

Giana tugged hard on my swim trunks, pushing them past my cock until it sprang free, and my swim trunks dropped around my ankles. My hard cock teetered between us with my tip rubbing against Giana’s soft, flat tummy.

She wrapped her fingers around my shaft and gave it a firm but gentle squeeze.

I had waited over a decade to taste the forbidden fruit wrapped in my arms. My head buzzed with fervent desire, and I filled my palm with G’s bare flesh. I slid my free hand around her back and pulled on the bowstring of her bikini top until it slackened and came loose.

G stroked my hard cock and played with the tip, rolling her thumb over my glans as she broke off the kiss and nibbled playfully on my lower lip.

We stepped away from each other and I lifted Giana’s bikini top over her head, letting her breasts spring free. I stole a glance at her topless form and audibly gasped.

I sucked in a sharp breath of air and my jaw dropped as my eyes roamed the most perfect breasts I had ever laid eyes on, including movies, TV shows and magazines.

Giana’s all natural D-cups sat high on her chest, round and springy, and jiggled slightly as she stepped closer and stroked my throbbing cock. Her puffy, hot pink areolas sat dead center of each breast. How many of her peers had gazed on her twin marvels with envy or inspired feelings of self-consciousness?

G’s breasts were big and round, and despite that, they were objectionably perky. Her nipples were exactly the right size, neither too big nor too small. She looked like a cover girl from a Sports Illustrated swimsuit magazine. Only this was the behind-the-scenes exclusive every man dreamed of seeing, but none ever did.

While I drank in Giana’s beautiful breasts, she focused on an entirely unique part of my body. With wide eyes, she gazed down at the tree trunk laid bare in her pretty little palm. My cock throbbed between her fingers and thick veins crisscrossed my shaft.

“God, Parker. It’s as huge as it is perfect. All that’s missing is the candy coated shell.” She chuckled nervously and looked up to meet my gaze. “Do you sprinkle him with fertilizer?”

I cupped Giana’s breasts in my hands and ran my thumbs over her hard nipples, before releasing them and watching in fascination as they sprang back into place. “Sure, I do. I buy the fertilizer from the same store where you bought this perfect rack.”

Giana glared at me with indignation. “I’ll have you know they’re quite real. Why does everyone keep saying they’re fake?”

I gave them a healthy squeeze as if to confirm her assertion. “Oh, I believe you. And by everyone, I hope you mean the ladies on your track squad.”

Giana grinned as she caressed my tip with her thumb. “I’m locker room confident. What can I say?”

“You could line shelves with trophies from wet t-shirt contests,” I said.

Giana rolled her eyes. “I’m not a wet t-shirt kind of gal.”

I leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips. “Thank God for that.”

Giana gazed down at my cock and stroked it gently. “You must have broken Sage with this monster.”

It felt strange discussing my sexual conquests with Giana. That was especially true when they involved her best friend. But this was the life I had signed up for. “It was a tight fit.”

“She told me it was the best sex of her life,” Giana said. “But her benchmark was asshole, so don’t let it go to your head.”

It was good to hear, and it was even better that neither woman had any problem with our arrangement.

The steam thickened around us, and I was eager to get my golden girl wet and soapy. I released Giana’s breasts and tucked my thumbs inside the spaghetti string straps on either side of her bikini bottoms. Without further ado, I guided them over her lush curves as Giana wiggled her hips to help. A moment later, they dropped to the tiled floor, leaving her standing before me, completely naked.

Not a single stubble of hair appeared between her legs. Her thin slit revealed the barest hint of her sweet pink pussy. With the toned body of an athlete and the curves of a supermodel, Giana Jones was flawless.

I slid my hand between her legs and traced the outline of her soaking wet pussy lips. I gently caressed her labia, then swirled my fingertip over the spot where I would find her buried clit.

G’s eyes softened, and she sucked in a shallow breath. She gazed into my eyes longingly and licked her lips. “I can’t believe this is finally happening.”

I held her gaze for a moment while I tenderly caressed her pussy. “I love you Giana.”

Giana gently squeezed my cock and perched on her tiptoes before kissing me softly on the lips. “All I ask is that you don’t break my heart. I couldn’t take it.”

I leaned in and kissed her. “Just like I promised your brother, your heart is safe with me.”

Giana smiled, and I picked up her hand before leading her across the shower and into the warm, welcoming water. We took turns standing under the hot water, kissing, touching, and exploring each other while the heat built. Giana’s hair and body glistened with wetness and my hard cock rode the lush hills of her ass while I took turns palming her breasts and playing with her nipples.

Giana handed me a bottle of body wash and smiled knowingly. “Baby, can you wash my back, please?”

Giana’s words carried an open invitation, and I took the offered bottle before Giana turned her back to me and stuck out her ass. Her golden blonde hair hung straight down her back, plastered to her equally golden skin. Soft, round, and slightly plump, her ass was a certified national treasure, and I took a moment to savor her incredible body.

I opened the bottle and squirted a dollop of pearly body soap onto my palm. “Mother Nature certainly blessed you, didn’t she?”

Giana gazed over her shoulder and down at my cock that I had nestled between her slippery buns. “Look who’s talking. You’re an even bigger freak of nature.”

I rubbed the soap in my hands and started with her shoulders, working the soap into her soft skin until white bubbles flowed down her back.

“Our offspring will either solve world hunger or colossally disappoint us,” I said.

Giana giggled and wriggled her ass, working my cock deeper into her slippery crack. “There’s only one way to find out.”

My cock throbbed where it lay nestled between her warm, wet cheeks, and my head flashed with an overwhelming desire to slide it in her slippery wet hole. I leaned forward and scooped up her bare breasts, then squeezed them together as I lathered them with milky white soapsuds.

I dipped my nose behind Giana’s ear and kissed her high on the neck. “You drive me crazy.”

Giana pressed my hands against her breasts and leaned forward, giving me an easy angle for entry. “I want you inside me, Parker. Baby, please fuck me.”

I released one of her breasts and grabbed hold of my cock, then guided it between her soapy, wet thighs. Pleasure buzzed my brain, turning my thoughts hazy as I slipped my tongue inside G’s ear. My cock throbbed so hard it could pierce steel, and I rocked my hips forward and back, gliding my tip along Giana’s slippery pussy.

Giana leaned forward and rested her elbows on the tiled wall as the water cascaded over her shoulders and down her back. “Yes, baby. Stop teasing and fuck me.”

With my cock in one hand, I lined my tip up with her honey hole and gently eased forward.

She was easily as tight as Sage and pleasure hit me like a physical force while my head spun like a slot machine on full tilt. “Fuck, G. You’re so tight.”

Giana moaned as her pussy contracted around my cock, clamping down with exquisite pleasure. She balled her hands into fists and pressed her ass back against me, slipping my cock deeper even as she squeezed my manhood inside her buttery soft pussy.

“God, yes. Baby, go deeper,” she said. “It feels so fucking good.”

I grabbed hold of her hips and rocked forward, groaning as I slid my cock deep inside her until it bottomed out.

Giana groaned and tipped her head back while she thrust her chest forward, causing her back to bow. Her legs wobbled beneath her, and she gasped as my cock passed the point of no return and I took her virginity once and for all.

Pleasure hit me in rapid waves, and my cock throbbed inside her pussy, expanding as Giana clamped down with her wall muscles and moaned.

I held onto Giana’s hips and chased away a sudden urge to empty my balls deep inside her virgin pussy. My legs vibrated with excitement, and I swiveled my hips, loosening her tight pussy enough to fuck her.

Giana gazed back at me over her shoulder. “I’m officially yours.”

I ran my hands over her ass and gently squeezed. “Your body count is now one.”

Giana giggled and rocked her hips, sliding my cock in and out. Her eyes turned heavy with lust, and she moaned as she looked at me. “It feels so much better than I thought it would. We should have been fucking years ago.”

I slid my cock out and slammed it home with a grunt. My midsection slapped against Giana’s beautiful round ass, setting her flesh momentarily jiggling.

Giana grunted, then moaned as she circled her hips, grinding my cock deep inside her.

“I feel everything,” she said. “Never, ever stop fucking me.”

My breaths came in short, rapid pulls and my heart pounded so hard in my chest I thought it might explode. I was truly fucking. If this was a dream, I didn’t want it to end. “You’ll get no arguments from me.”

I withdrew my cock and slid back in before I fell into a slow even rhythm, savoring Giana’s glistening essence coating my steel hard shaft.

Giana pushed herself up off the wall and reached back to find my hands. She pulled them onto her soapy breasts and wriggled her hips as I fucked her in short, deep thrusts.

Soap cascaded over her body and ran like a river down her spine. My cock throbbed with pleasure as I savored every flex and squeeze of her amazing pussy. Pleasure as hot as the water turned my brain into a hazy slur and the inklings of a massive orgasm loomed just over the horizon.

I picked up the pace, sliding in and out as pleasure mounted and my legs trembled with fevered excitement. Her ass clapped off my midsection, and I placed my hands on her hips so I could watch her beautiful breasts sway beneath her chest.

Giana moaned and held nothing back. Her cries of ecstasy reverberated off the tile walls and carried through the house as my cock sizzled, sliding in and out at an increasingly furious pace. The minutes ticked by and the heat built while a fierce need to come drove me to the brink of orgasm. Just as I was ready to release, Giana stiffened, and her legs buckled as a monstrous orgasm swept over her body.

I wrapped my arm around her waist to prop her up and slowed the rhythm just enough to bring me back from the brink. As badly as I wanted to come, there was another position I wanted to finish in.

Giana’s pussy contracted and flexed, gripping my cock and nearly sending me toppling despite my retreat. But as her orgasm subsided, I slipped my cock from her pretty, puckered pussy and rested it atop her glorious ass.

Giana heaved for breath and leaned forward onto the shower wall, completely spent. She stole a glance back at me over her shoulder and gazed down at my cock.

“You didn’t come?”

I shook my head. “I could’ve, but I want to look into your big blue eyes when I do.”

Giana smiled sweetly. “My legs are trashed. Either we do it in bed or you’ll have to improvise.”

I grinned and spun her around. “Let me take you for a ride.”

Giana smiled as I hoisted her off the ground and positioned her against the shower wall. She wrapped her long legs around my waist while I cradled her ass in one hand and guided my tip along her slippery slit with the other.

Giana stretched forward just enough to wrap her arms around my shoulders and fixed her smoldering blue eyes on mine. “Don’t pull out. I want to feel you come inside me.”

Contraceptives be damned. She would get no argument from me. “Okay, baby. You’re sure?”

Giana nodded. “It’s a safe time of the month.”

I slipped my cock inside her and groaned as a wave of pleasure sent me into the stratosphere. “God, baby. I’m not gonna last long. Especially with you looking at me that way.”

Giana tightened her legs around my waist and drew me deep inside her. Her eyes swam, heavy with lust and she rocked her hips, milking my cock with her incredible pussy. She leveled me with her eyes and my stomach spun with butterflies.

A knowing smile touched her eyes, and she ran her fingers through the hair on the back of my neck. “How am I looking at you?”

I cradled her hips in both hands while I fucked her slow and deep. “Like I’m the only man in the world.”

“You are the only man in my world,” she said. “Now and forever.”

I rocked my hips and moaned as Giana squeezed my cock deep inside her. Her breasts swayed from side to side, and her hard nipples dribbled across my chest. She gazed lovingly into my eyes and moaned with pleasure every time I bottomed out inside her.

My muscles strained with the effort, and veins rippled across my biceps, shoulders and chest. My head flashed with a sharp need to come, and I squeezed G’s ass in my hands, grunting as I picked up speed.

It was time to pull out all the stops before I unloaded inside her. With deep, powerful thrusts, I hammered Giana’s pussy, grunting as our skin slapped together. My cock sizzled with heat, and I stole a glance downward, watching my glistening cock as it flashed in and out of G’s tight pussy.

Giana’s eyes washed over with unfocused lust and her tits slapped together as I pounded her hard and fast, pinning her against the wall as I made her pussy mine.

Giana tried to speak, but her words came out as gibberish as an orgasm swelled like a tsunami in the back of my brain.

Her body slackened, and her eyes rolled back in her head as she locked me inside her powerful legs and pinned my cock to the root. The world flashed white, and my orgasm crashed into me, sending me shooting into the stars.

Like a tide pulling back before a tidal wave crashes ashore, my cock contracted and paused for a moment until a monstrous load of sticky white cum rocketed from my balls and gushed deep into Giana’s virginal womb. The flood doors burst open, and I came harder than I ever had, one load after another, again and again until reality tilted sideways, and my legs buckled beneath me.

Giana’s body quivered and her stomach involuntarily contracted as another orgasm ripped through her body. Her pussy clamped down on my cock as her loud moans echoed off the white tile walls.

My orgasm crested, and I came down the other side, but I continued mainlining what felt like a never ending river of cum directly into Giana’s awaiting cervix. After a lifetime of built-up sexual tension built on the back of flirting, teasing, touching and enough sexual innuendo to leave me blue balled on more than one occasion, we finally cashed the check.

After what felt like forever, my cock went still, and I pulled Giana off the wall and cradled her in my arms where we met face to face. With my hands planted on her ass, we melted into a long, tongue fueled kiss.

Eventually, my arms gave out, and I lowered Giana to her feet, sliding my cock free. A pearly line of cum drizzled down her inner thigh and we both stopped to survey the wreckage.

Giana parted her legs and pushed out a blob of pearly white cum. She looked up at me and smiled. “Is it weird that I like the way it feels inside me? It’s like I get to carry a little of you around with me wherever I go.”

“More like a lot of me,” I said. “I’ve never come that hard in my life.”

Giana raised an eyebrow and grinned. “You came harder for me than Sage?”

“Oh, no. I’m not taking that bait.”

Giana shrugged and perched on her tiptoes before giving me a sweet peck on the lips. “It’s okay. We spent years building up to this. I’ve never come close to coming as hard as I just did with you.”

“You spent years teasing me,” I said. “The way you used to prance around the house wearing nothing but your underwear right in front of me, or the times you sat on my lap in your bikini. And don’t get me started on the night we watched movies together in your family room.”

Giana giggled. “When we shared the popcorn? Didn’t you like what I did under the blanket?”

Giana had teased my cock with her foot under the blanket but played it off like it was an accidental thing. “My cock ached for a week even after I went home and jerked off.”

Giana stepped forward and wrapped her arms around my shoulders. “I had to make sure you wanted me.”

“You can’t believe how badly I’ve wanted you for so many years.”

Giana popped on her toes and kissed me again, pressing her bare breasts against my chest. “But everything worked out in the end. Now we can have sex whenever we want.”

I wrapped my arms around Giana’s waist and squeezed her ass. “We have a lot of lost time to make up for.”

“And Sage too,” Giana said. “But tonight, you’re all mine.” Her eyes simmered as she kissed me again. “And I can’t wait to tell everyone.”


Chapter 12
We're Both with Him


After our shower, Giana and I cuddled together on her bed before we fell into a long, peaceful afternoon slumber. About an hour before dinner, Sage came in to wake us up and grilled Giana for all the gory details. Neither woman seemed fazed about discussing their sex exploits with me, right in front of me. Best of all, Sage wasn’t the slightest bit jealous of what Giana and I shared, which made me think this whole harem thing had legs.

While the girls went into graphic detail about the size of my cock, I went downstairs and made a call to the restaurant where I had made reservations for dinner. With that confirmed, I called the party bus people to confirm their arrival time and gave them Jack’s number to text when they arrived. Finally, I made a call home to my parents. I didn’t mention Sage, Giana, or my plans to romance them both. That was a conversation best had in person. Instead, my dad filled me in on a few key details regarding our upcoming announcement. Everything was on track and ready to go.

Afterwards, I went back upstairs to get ready for our big night out, which included attending the party down the street. I didn’t know exactly what to expect, but for Jack and Jason’s sake, I hoped for the best.

Through the first two days of our trip, I had detected no romantic chemistry between Jack and Ronnie. But I had caught her staring at me at least half a dozen times when she didn’t think I was looking. The thought of pursuing Veronica Bardot excited me, but I couldn’t measure the fallout such a hookup would create. Sage and Giana would be fine with it, but it would devastate Polly and Jack. Besides, there was no need to get greedy. Even if the vacation ended tomorrow, I could live a happy and fulfilled life with Sage and Giana.

I found Sage and Giana in my bathroom, putting the finishing touches on their already immaculate makeup jobs. The jaw dropping beauties didn’t show as much flesh as they had in their bikinis, but they weren’t far off. They both wore short skirts. Sage wore a strapless crop top that hugged her perfect breasts. Giana had opted for a cleavage hugging black tank top with thin spaghetti straps over each shoulder. My entrance earned a kiss on the lips from each beauty before I stepped into my closet to pick out my evening outfit.

Both ladies panned my first choice, then teamed up to pick out something that suited me better. I had to admit they were right, and the three of us looked amazing together. For the first time in my life, my relationship or in this case, relationships, felt right. With Sage in one hand and Giana in the other, the three of us went downstairs and met the rest of the group by the bar.

Jack stood behind the bar mixing a cocktail while Ronnie and Jason sat at the bar across from him. Simone stood behind Ronnie, sipping a cocktail while Polly sat next to Ronnie with Rick sitting two seats down from Polly, looking about as happy as a death row inmate.

It looked like he and Polly had spent the afternoon fighting, and I wondered how much longer they would make it before Rick left or they both left together. Whatever the case, this wasn’t sustainable.

As soon as we stepped up to the bar, Simone’s gaze locked on us, and, a hot second later, a knowing smile touched her eyes. “You three look awfully cozy.”

Giana grinned and popped on her toes, and at the exact moment, Sage did the same on my other side. Together, they leaned in and kissed me on the lips before they dropped back to their feet and faced the group.

My cheeks flushed hot, and I wasn’t sure if I should feel embarrassed, proud, or a little of both. It was clearly something the girls had planned and if it made them happy, who was I to complain?

Giana squeezed my hand in hers and beamed, smiling so brightly she looked ready to burst. “We’re officially a throuple.”

“You look happy,” Ronnie said. “Cheers to you three.”

Polly tapped her chin and gazed at me as if in consideration. She didn’t look angry, jealous, or judgmental, and I wondered exactly what was going through her head.

Simone let out an almost musical laugh. “I think the entire upstairs heard you two consummate your relationship.”

Rick narrowed his eyes, glared at us for a moment, then turned and stared blankly into his beer. The guy radiated jealously and if I saw it, Polly saw it too.

“Okay, TMI,” Jack said. “That’s my little sister you’re talking about, and I really don’t need the grisly details.”

Jason sighed. “Some guys have all the luck.”

Ronnie elbowed Jason good naturedly. “Maybe your luck will change tonight at the party. I’m sure Cecily will be happy to see you.”

Jason shook his head. “I’ve learned to expect disappointment. It’s easier that way.”

Jack laughed. “Damn, dude. Here I thought I was cynical.”

Ronnie grinned and squeezed Jason’s shoulder. “Who knows? Before the night ends, you and Jack may have war stories to trade.”

My thoughts drifted back to the war stories Giana and Sage traded less than thirty minutes ago. What other war stories would I live to tell by the end of this vacation?

Jack’s eyes widened. “It’s not like that. I’m not into Angel.”

Ronnie rolled her eyes. “Don’t lie. We could see it all over your face. Besides, she was very pretty and very into you.”

Simone winked at Veronica. “We could say the same thing about you and Joey. He was all kinds of into you.”

Jack tried to keep a smile on his face, but I saw the disappointment behind his eyes. He was running out of time and part of me wanted to warn him away from Veronica. I didn’t see it going the way he wanted, but I wouldn’t discourage him either. Living through rejection would give him peace of mind in the long run.

“I’m not hooking up with some random guy,” Veronica said. “That’s not my game.”

Jack seemed to relax, and he brightened slightly as he leaned back against the countertop.

“Unless Three-Drink Ronnie makes an appearance,” Polly said. “Then all bets are off.”

I laughed. “It’s been a hot minute since I’ve heard anyone call you Three-Drink Ronnie.”

Ronnie laughed it off. “Three-Drink Ronnie has left the building. As long as I mix a glass of water in between beers, I’ll be alright.”

Back in high school, Ronnie was a sloppy drunk who had embarrassed herself on more than one occasion. It was good to hear that she had developed a strategy to deal with her low tolerance.

Jack’s phone buzzed, and he glanced down at it before turning his attention to the group. “Party bus is here. Let’s roll.”

With a decent meal in her belly, I doubted Three-Drink Ronnie would make an appearance. At least I hoped she wouldn’t.

We started the night off with a visit to my favorite local surf and turf restaurant. By the time we finished dinner and climbed back on the bus, the sun had long since set, revealing another beautiful starlit night. Most importantly, everyone remained sober, although I couldn’t vouch for Rick. The guy had put away three more beers over dinner on top of one he had on the bus.

A few minutes later, we arrived at Angela’s beach house, which was about a ten-minute walk from my front door. Going off the number of cars lining the road and a half-dozen parked in the driveway, the party was hopping.

As we walked up the driveway, I felt more than heard the droning bass beat coming through the walls.

“This looks like a legit party,” Sage said.

Giana and Sage flanked me on the right and left, each lady holding one of my hands. Giana peered past me to eye her best friend. “I can’t wait for you to meet Jill. She’s really sweet. She said Kinsey and Gabby might be here.”

Sage’s eyes widened with excitement. “As in the University of Florida, Kinsey and Gabby?”

“Yeah. Jill was a swimmer there and she’s good friends with both of them. It’s crazy that they all know each other.”

Sage practically bubbled at the news and squeezed my hand excitedly. “I can’t wait for you to meet them. They’re so cool. We all went out after nationals last year and had so much fun.”

“Two more track stars to fill out your harem, eh?” Jack asked. “Pretty soon you’ll be able to form your own Olympic team.”

That earned a snort of laughter from Polly, and Jason chuckled.

I frowned. “You’re a real comedian. Maybe I should recruit Angel to the team.”

Jack shrugged. “It’s no skin off my nose. I’m not interested.”

His words convinced nobody, but Simone was the only one to call him out on it. “You looked very interested last night. But don’t worry, I’ll make sure she knows that she’s not your type.”

Ronnie giggled, and Jack’s face dipped in annoyance. I wasn’t sure if Simone’s comment or Ronnie’s laughter irked him more, but I decided to de-escalate the situation before Jack made things worse.

“I’m intrigued to meet your and Jason’s mystery ladies,” I said, trying my best to change the subject.

Jason helped me out by taking the bait. “Please, don’t work your harem voodoo magic on Cecily. You’ve already grabbed the brass ring, and there’s no need to get greedy.”

That earned laughter from both Sage and Giana before Giana interjected.

“Don’t worry, Jason,” Giana said. “I’ve got your back. Sage and I will keep our guy on a short leash tonight. If he gets out of line, we’ll neuter him.”

I winced at the thought and let go of G’s hand to cover my balls. “You wouldn’t dare.”

Giana smirked. “Try me.”

After exchanging a few more back-and-forth comments with the group, we stepped onto the front porch before Ronnie just opened the door and walked inside.

It was a good thing she did because there was no way anyone would have heard a doorbell. We followed Ronnie inside and made our way through dozens of beautiful twenty-something’s of both genders sipping drinks, dancing, or mingling in small packs.

I didn’t recognize anyone, but we drew plenty of stares. Ronnie led us along a packed hallway that emptied into a kitchen teeming with twenty or thirty people. Loud music came through the open back doors where a bar and a pool were jam-packed with partygoers.

The space wasn’t on par with my new house, but it was still very nice and at first glance, the place looked like it had all the amenities.

We lingered in the kitchen for a few seconds before a pretty brunette sprang away from the countertop, where she sat amid a group of college girls. She clapped her hands excitedly and rushed toward us. A petite redhead followed in her wake, and I assumed I was looking at Angela and Cecily.

Angela wrapped Ronnie in a hug, and Cecily’s gaze lingered on Jason in a cute, nervous sort of way. It was clear the pixie redhead was into Jason, which warmed my heart. I vowed to do everything in my power to play matchmaker.

At Angela’s presence, Jack stiffened while Sage latched onto my hand. Giana stepped forward to greet Angela while Jason tried his best to look nonchalant.

Polly and Rick stood off to the side. While Rick scoured the crowd, Polly met my eyes and gave me a sweet smile.

For whatever reason, her smile broke my heart, and I suddenly wanted to make sure she was okay. Without even thinking, I held out my open hand for her and tipped my head in invitation.

Polly gazed at my hand longingly and then sighed as she glanced at Rick, then back at me. She gave me a subtle shake of her head and the sad look on her face made me want to scoop her up and kick Rick to the curb.

Ronnie’s voice brought me back to reality. “Everyone, this is Angel and CC. Angel and CC, this is everyone.”

We all laughed and went around exchanging names and handshakes. Polly joined our little group while Rick wandered off toward the backyard bar, getting no one’s name.

A moment later, a dark-haired, handsome young guy appeared behind Angel. This was Joe, and it turned out that Joe and Angel were brother and sister.

Joe gravitated to Ronnie, and they fell into a one-on-one conversation that left Jack’s ears red. He glared at them both, and I could tell from the helpless look in his eyes that he didn’t know what to do. Meanwhile, Angel stole glances at Jack while she chatted with Polly and Sage.

Angel was into Jack, but Ronnie wasn’t. That was as clear as the full moon shining in the cloudless, starlit sky. I didn’t want him to blow his chances with Angel while he chased a fantasy that would never happen with Ronnie. I had been down that road with Polly, and it didn’t end well. Still, there would be no convincing him unless I came straight out and told him. But I wasn’t in the mood to break my best friend’s heart, and who knew? Maybe I was all wrong and Ronnie just needed to see what she was missing.

I scooted up beside Jack and leaned in so I could lower my voice enough for Jack’s ears only. “Seeing Ronnie getting all chummy with Joe sucks. Sorry, dude.”

Jack glared at me. “Thanks for rubbing it in.”

I rolled my eyes. “I’m not rubbing it in. But staring at them won’t get you anywhere. Don’t get jealous, get even. Angel clearly has a thing for you. Why don’t you show Ronnie what she’s missing?”

Jack’s eyes softened, and he carefully studied me. “You think so?“

I shrugged. “Angel is a beautiful girl. If nothing else, maybe you’ll connect with her? Women like confident men. It wouldn’t hurt to make yourself a little less available.”

Jack’s eyes widened in horror. “Oh, shit. I’m the clingy desperate guy, aren’t I? Why didn’t you say something?”

“What do you think I’m doing right now, numb nuts?”

Jack let out a breath and ran his fingers through his hair. “I thought I was playing it cool.”

“Sage and Giana both know that you’re into Ronnie. I think everyone does, including Ronnie. You’re as subtle as that over-the-top backyard bass beat. My advice… forget about Ronnie and get to know Angel. If it’s meant to happen with Ronnie, she’ll let you know.”

“You told me to tell her how I felt. Now you’re telling me to play games?”

“The battlefield has changed,” I said and tipped my head toward Joe. “You have some competition.”

A determined look crossed Jack’s eyes, and he nodded. “Thanks, Parker.”

I clapped Jack on the shoulder. “Just go talk to Angel and get to know her for her. Don’t do it to make Ronnie jealous. That will only blow up in your face.”

Jack looked at Angel, then at me. “You think Angel’s pretty?”

“Dude, she’s gorgeous. Look at her. She fits right in with the group.”

Jack glared at me. “Don’t get any ideas.”

I laughed. “Then stop being a pussy and make your move. Talk to her. Get to know her. Invite her and Cecily down to our house. Just grab the brass ring and live your fucking life to the fullest.”

Jack paused, taking in my words. “Is that what you’re doing? Living your life to the fullest?”

“I love Giana,” I said. “And I love Sage. I won’t hurt your sister. Have I ever let you down?”

Jack chuckled and shook his head. “You’re a fucking idiot.”

I grinned. “That’s why you love me.” I gave his shoulder a subtle push. “Now, go. It’s time to spread your wings and fly the nest.”

Jack took a deep breath, nodded, then headed for Angel.

I felt a hand tug at my shirt, and I turned around to find Giana and Sage standing beside a pretty girl with long, dark blonde hair. She held hands with a guy whose shaggy brown hair nearly covered his eyes.

“Babe, this is Jill and Jay,” Giana said. “Jay and Jill, this is our boyfriend, Parker.”

Jill’s eyes widened. “Did you say our?”

Sage hooked her arm inside mine and smiled. “We’re both with him.”

Jay’s jaw dropped as he looked at the beautiful women and then at me. “Dude, is this some kind of superpower? Can you teach me?”

Giana and Sage giggled while Jill elbowed Jay. He laughed it off, and Jill smiled at me. “You hit the lottery with these two. Maybe you guys can help me rescue Kinsey and Gabby from the line of guys trying to shove drinks in their face.”

Giana clapped excitedly. “They’re here?”

“They’re out back,” Jill said. “I told them you guys might come, and they said something about doing shots.”

“Oh, my God. Let’s go,” Sage said.

Giana picked up my hand and beamed up at me. “This is the best day of my entire life.”

I leaned in and kissed the golden-haired beauty on the lips. “Let’s see if we can make it a little better.”

Jill and Jay turned to go, and another voice broke in on our conversation.

“Parker, can I talk to you for a minute?”

Simone stood before me. Her brown eyes shone with the raw nerves of a woman who had braved the risk of rejection, put all her cards on the table, and hoped I wouldn’t say no. Given our deep and very secret history, it was a conversation I expected, and I understood why Simone chose now to make her move.

Jack, Angel, Ronnie, Polly and the others had formed a little group in the kitchen and chatted happily, completely oblivious to everything else going on.

As if sensing Simone’s urgent tone, Giana perched on her toes and kissed me on the cheek. “Talk to her. Find me out back when you’re done.”

Giana’s next move caught me completely by surprise. She reached for Simone and squeezed her hand. “Tell him.”

Those two words suggested a conspiracy. How much more was going on behind my back? What else didn’t I know?

Giana and Sage followed Jill and Jay through the crowd, leaving me alone with Simone.

Simone stole a glance at Polly, who had her back turned and was busy laughing at something Jason said.

Simone turned her attention back to me. “If you’re okay with it, we can talk out front.”

“Lead the way,” I said.


Chapter 13
Can We Kiss?


As I followed Simone outside, I couldn’t shake an overwhelming feeling of déjà vu. How many times had we escaped from a party, a game, or found a quiet corner after school? In those days, we had sex anywhere and everywhere we could. There wasn’t a room in our entire high school where Simone and I hadn’t had sex. We got off on the risk of getting caught, and I seriously doubted three years had done anything to change that. As much as I wanted to relive old times, I was more curious about Giana’s parting words. What did Simone have to tell me?

Simone circled a parked car in the driveway and ducked behind a fence that wrapped around the property’s perimeter. She stole the occasional glance back at me over her shoulder as if to confirm I hadn’t fled the scene. The nervous look in her eye didn’t put me at ease, but I couldn’t shake the arousal swelling in my loins. Back in the day, Simone had approached every encounter with confidence, certainty, and a zeal to top everything that came before.

I couldn’t take my eyes off her incredibly tight ass as it sashayed from side to side beneath her skimpy pleated tennis skirt. By any standard, Simone Ashley was a jaw dropping beauty. Her long, lush, silky brown hair flowed over her shoulders like molten chocolate and her tiny tennis skirt gave way to long legs honed by a regular Pilates practice and a strict diet. She was fit, hot, and knew just what I liked.

Although it had been a few years, my memories filled in the blanks on the premium ass within a simple arm’s reach of my hand. It wasn’t the first time I would have publicly fished up her skirt, but most of the other times had involved her cheer outfit in one way or another. Simone may have added only a single digit to my body count, but our sexual encounters numbered in the hundreds over a three-year span. She was my high school girlfriend, but we had pretended we were something less.

We kept our relationship locked away, but looking back, it wasn’t because Simone didn’t want us to go public. It was because of my friendship with Polly. I was the coward, and Simone took it all out on Polly. Even during our last encounter, which took place the day before I left on my parents’ kitchen island, I had wanted to pack her away and take her with me. I felt like she wanted the same thing, but we never gave those feelings a voice.

Simone slipped behind a shrub that hid us from prying eyes and finally stopped around the back wall of a shed that offered total privacy from the outside world.

She turned around to face me, and the light of the silvery moon cast soft shadows over her beautiful face. All my old emotions flared back to life, and I resisted the urge to step into her personal space for a kiss.

“It’s just like old times,” I said and glanced around. “This place would actually be one of the tamest places we’ve ever had sex.”

Simone giggled. “I don’t know. What about the girls’ locker room back in high school? We must have had sex in there thirty times, and we used to have that place all to ourselves.”

“You mean the same locker room where we had sex during the halftime of every single home basketball game? A certain someone walked in on us and was one step away from catching us red-handed. Or don’t you remember?”

Simone grinned up at me, her eyes bubbling with happiness. “We were in the shower stall, and my cheer skirt gave you easy access. As I recall, you finished inside me while my cheer coach called out my name.”

That was a super-hot memory, but she was wrong on one point. It wasn’t the coach who nearly caught us, but Simone’s best friend during high school. She was also on the cheer squad and came into the locker room, to track down her missing friend. I shook my head. “No. Your coach almost caught us during football season. That was also during halftime, but we were in the back seat of my car. Cassie Richards walked in on us in the shower stall. But it was your coach who wandered the parking lot hunting you down. By that point, I think she was more than a little on to us.”

Simone laughed. “Oh, my God. You’re right. We wore out the shocks out of that poor old car. I remember the squeaky sounds it made like it happened yesterday. It’s a miracle I never got pregnant.”

“Or that we never got caught,” I said. “But you’re right. We were two for two on pregnancy miracles. I doubt we’ll get so lucky a third time.”

Simone sighed with longing and stepped forward, where she rested her hands on my chest. “I miss you, Parker. Is it too late to go back to high school?”

I circled my arms around her tiny waist, drew her forward, and planted my palms on her lush, round ass. “I haven’t invented a time machine, but there’s nothing stopping us from making fresh history.”

Simone not only didn’t resist, she smiled and ran her hands up my chest before she coiled her arms around my shoulders and neck. She gazed into my eyes as she twirled a lock of my hair around her index finger. “Do you have any regrets? You know… about us?”

“Such as not being man enough to come out and admit that we were a thing? I’ve only thought about it a couple of thousand times. It’s one of my biggest regrets.”

Simone’s face lit with a radiant smile. “You don’t know how much it means for me to hear you say that. I wasn’t sure where we stood since you and I really haven’t connected one on one.”

“We were way more than friends with benefits. Back then, I was too afraid of Polly to straight up admit it.”

Simone inched closer and pressed her body against mine. I felt her knee slide up my inner thigh and her thigh brush my swollen cock. As my head swooned, I savored the swell of her perfect breasts bulging against my chest. I deepened my hold on her perfectly round ass, giving her cheeks a firm squeeze as my cock flared to life.

“Back then, I was a mean girl,” Simone said. “I’m not a mean girl anymore, Parker. I’ve changed.”

“That doesn’t make me want you any less.”

Simone ran her fingers through the hair on the nape of my neck and searched my face with her big brown eyes. “When you started talking about building a harem, I got so turned on I could barely stand it.”

I grinned. “You always wanted a threesome.”

Simone nodded. “I still do.”

I tugged at the bottom of her skirt and raised it high enough to slide my hands beneath where my fingers met the soft silk of her panties. “We can have threesomes whenever we want.” My cock throbbed, stiffening in my shorts as I filled my palms with her round, ripe ass. “There’s nothing stopping us.”

Simone perched on her tiptoes and dotted my chin with a kiss before she worked her way up to my lips and our lips parted.

Our tongues swam together as they had a thousand times before, and her sweet minty tongue sparked a rash of old memories that left my head spinning.

I deepened the kiss and tucked my fingers inside Simone’s panties, where I palmed her bare ass. My hard cock throbbed against her tummy, and she moaned into my mouth a moment before she broke off the kiss and returned to her feet.

Simone’s eyes swam with hazy lust, and she sighed. “I love you, Parker. That’s what Giana told me to tell you. I loved you then, and I love you now, but I’m not the same mean girl who would stop at nothing to hurt Polly.”

“And this is the part where you let me down gently,” I said.

Simone smiled sweetly and dotted my lips with a kiss. “That’s where you’re wrong.”

I slipped my fingers from her panties but kept my palms planted on her perfect ass. “Then let’s go back inside and let everyone in our secret.”

Simone shook her head. “I won’t do that to Polly. Not again. Before you and I can be together, Polly has to bless it.”

My jaw dropped. “Polly and I aren’t even together.”

“Polly loves you, Parker. It’s very obvious to all of us.”

“Who’s all of us?”

“Ronnie, me, Sage, and Giana. We’ve all talked.”

“Do they know about us?”

Simone nodded. “Sage and Gianna found out on our first day after they caught me crying in my pillow. I told Ronnie during our freshman year of college, when we were both pledging our sorority. After a month of crying and not seeing you, she pried the truth out of me. Don’t worry, I’ve sworn them all to secrecy.”

My stomach sank. “You cried? I’m sorry, Simone. I handled our relationship like a dumb kid.”

“It’s okay. I’ve gotten over it, but the way we left things so unresolved hurt. Okay, it devastated me. I thought I had moved past you, but every boyfriend I’ve had since the last time we made love can’t compare to what you and I had. When I saw you two days ago standing there right in front of me, all those emotions came flooding back and it took every ounce of willpower I had not to flee the room so I could break down and cry.”

Simone’s eyes welled with tears and her chin trembled as her voice cracked on the last few words. I withdrew my hands from her ass altogether and coiled them around her waist, drawing her against me. “I’m sorry, Simone. You were my first love and the woman who owns my virginity. I love you too, and I want to be with you.”

Simone pried herself away from my chest and gazed up at me. “You really mean it? Please don’t say that if you don’t mean it. I was worried that I was nothing more than a Polly stand-in during our time together. I want to be more to you than a sex doll.”

“You were way more than that then, and you still are. You know all my secrets and fears. Nobody knows me like you do. Simone, you were my girlfriend. Even though we didn’t say the word, relationship, out loud, we were in one. You were my girlfriend. There was never anyone but you. I mean, come on, we endured two pregnancy scares together. How much more real does it get?”

“That Polly knows nothing about. And when she finds out, she’ll hate me even more.”

That was logic I couldn’t argue with, but that didn’t mean I was giving up. “Polly can handle the truth. We weren’t dating in high school, which means I never cheated on her.”

Simone gave me a watery smile. “Still. I was a total bitch to her, and I want to be better. We’ll have to find the right time and place to come clean. Otherwise, I’m no better than the mean girl from high school who hated Polly because you loved her while you only liked me a lot.”

“That’s not true. I loved you, Simone. I still love you. We should have been together, but I was too young and stupid to recognize the beautiful woman standing right in front of me. I want to give you my heart, and I will fight for us. Will you?”

A teardrop fell from Simone’s eyes and streaked down her cheek. She nodded with a sweet smile and sniffled. “I’ll fight for us, too.”

Simone perched on her toes and kissed me on the lips before she stepped back and took my hands in hers. “We should go back inside before someone comes looking for us.”

I sighed. “How many times have I heard that before?”

Simone giggled and wiped her eyes. “Come on, goofy. Let’s go find our friends.”

As she moved to go, I held Simone’s hand a moment longer, stopping her in her tracks. “Can I ask you one last question?”

Simone nodded and turned around to fully face me.

“Can we still kiss each other? Like we just did, I mean? If we can snatch a private moment here and there, it might tide me over until we can disclose our relationship to everyone else.”

Simone turned to face me, then stepped closer. She dragged my hands around her waist and placed them squarely on her ass. Without a word, she perched on her toes and pulled me into a long, tongue-fueled kiss.

My stomach dipped and soared as her tongue twined with mine, and her sweet, cherry scent sent my head into a tailspin. My cock ached for the brown-haired beauty and I once again, slid my hands inside her skirt and guided my fingers inside the waistband of her tight silk panties. I filled my hands with her soft flesh and pulled her closer, pressing my hard cock up against her.

Simone didn’t resist and dipped her hand below my belt line and squeezed the thick bulge in the front of my shorts. She moaned in my mouth as she sucked my tongue between her lips and squeezed my hard shaft.

Five minutes later, we came up for air and Simone’s eyes smoldered with lust. “Does that answer your question?”


Chapter 14
Confession


Simone returned to the party first, and I followed a few minutes later. It was the same script we had used countless times in the past, but unlike all those other times, I came away from this encounter wanting more.

I entered the house through the front door and made my way through a crowd that jammed the hallways. Even more people packed the kitchen, and it felt like the party had doubled in size since Simone and I ducked outside.

I spotted Rick in the kitchen talking to a bleach blonde with big fake boobs. Polly didn’t have fake boobs or bleach blonde hair, and this girl couldn’t hold a candle to her. He leaned in and said something in her ear, causing the mystery blonde to giggle as if it were the funniest thing she ever heard.

Was Rick hiding a sense of humor? Somehow, I doubted it. Judging by the girl’s swaying teetering form, she was liquored up enough to find a eulogy hilarious. Did Polly know he was flirting with another girl? Did she even care? She wasn’t stupid and likely knew exactly what Rick was up to you, which meant she didn’t care.

The thought comforted me as I put Rick in the rearview mirror and pushed my way through a group of five guys and girls parked in front of the door leading outside.

Another scan of the crowd revealed my friends clumped in two different groups on opposite sides of the deck. Jack, Jason, Polly, and to my surprise, Simone, sat at a round table under an umbrella talking to Cecily, Angel, and two others I didn’t recognize.

Finally, I eyed Giana and Sage chatting with a pair of jaw dropping beauties. The unknown girls were likely Kinsey and Gabby, and they were truly a sight to behold.

I cut through a dozen people dancing by the outdoor bar before I came up between Sage and Giana, where they gathered near the edge of the hot tub.

When she saw me, Giana’s face lit with a radiant smile. “There you are. We were just talking about you.”

She grabbed my hand and leaned in for a kiss, which I gladly reciprocated. On my opposite side, I felt Sage’s fingers thread together with mine. I turned to greet Sage and found the Polynesian beauty waiting for me with a kiss of her own.

Our lips met and lingered for a full second before Sage doubled down and kissed me again. My head flashed as I thought she might turn the innocent greeting into a high octane French kiss. But before that happened, she broke off the kiss and came away with her green eyes bubbling with pure joy.

Although it was a strange sensation being with two women, I didn’t shy away from their affection. If our relationship offended anyone, including Kinsey and Gabbey, that wasn’t my problem.

“It’s really true,” the stunning redhead said. “You’re a throuple.”

Giana squeezed my hand in hers and pressed her body up against mine, tucking under my shoulder as she placed her free hand on my chest.

Giana smiled at the redhead. “Did you think we were lying?”

The redhead laughed while the brunette beside her gazed at me as if eyeing a juicy steak.

“By the way, I’m Kinsey,” the redhead said. “These two suck at intros.” She pointed her thumb at the brunette beside her. “This is my roommate, Gabby.”

“You didn’t even give us a chance to introduce you,” Sage said. “You came in hot with all the throuple stuff.”

“You were too intent on making out with your boyfriend,” Kinsey said. “Not that I blame you one bit.”

I shook hands with both ladies, and I couldn’t decide which one I liked more. Kinsey was about an inch taller than Gabby, with long red hair that flowed over her shoulders and down her back. While both women had bodies built on the track, Kinsey seemed a little more statuesque with long, powerful legs and hourglass hips. Deep cleavage sprouted from her low-cut top, and a smattering of freckles bridged her pert nose. She had blue eyes, full pink lips and was a hard ten on anyone’s scale.

Gabby had long dark hair, a soft bronze complexion, and vivid hazel eyes flecked with more green than brown. Her hips didn’t have the same flare as Kinsey’s, but even from the front, I could tell she was packing an ass loaded with dynamite. Gabbey’s breasts weren’t as large as Kinsey’s, and I put them solidly in the perky C-cup range. She had a lithe build and looked like the type who could stretch out like a pretzel. She had a button nose, bubble-gum lips and just like Kinsey, she was more than easy on the eyes.

“Kinsey and Gabby are on the track team at Florida,” Giana said.

“Go Gators,” Kinsey said, pumping a fist and drawing a laugh from Gabbey.

From the moment I stepped between Giana and Sage, Gabbey hadn’t taken her eyes off me. Finally, she seemed to work up the nerve to speak.

“Giana and Sage told us all about you,” Gabbey said. “And I don’t mean just now. We spent an entire evening watching all your reels. I have to admit, I’m kind of fan-girling right now. Your videos are so fun to watch, and you have a ton of followers.”

“Thanks,” I said. “It was fun making those videos, and it’s nice to meet you.”

“Parker is going to teach us how to rock climb,” Sage said.

“Does that mean we’ll see you two guest star on Parker’s feed?” Kinsey asked. “By the way, whatever happened to that brown-haired girl? She just kind of disappeared one day.”

“Her name is Riley,” Gabbey said. “And Parker told us on one of his reels that they broke up.”

Gabbey really was a fan girl. As for Riley, she was another former flame who wanted exclusivity that I wasn’t willing to give. “Yeah, we split up a few months back. But we’re still friendly.”

Kinsey frowned as if thinking. “I thought that was the blonde.”

Gabbey rolled her eyes. “That was Lindsey. Seriously Kinsey, keep up.”

Kinsey shook off the jab, and her eyes flashed with excitement. “Are you guys traveling in the van and everything?”

“Yep. We’ll be living the van life,” Giana said. “If the van’s a rockin’, don’t bother knockin’.”

That drew giggles from all three girls, while I contemplated my life with G and Sage on the road. What social media hijinks would they get up to? My followers would no doubt skyrocket.

“I’d love to learn how to climb,” Gabbey said. “The closest I’ve ever come to climbing anything in Florida is a rock wall.”

“I want to come,” Kinsey said. “We can make it a foursome.”

Those words sent a thrill through my cock as my head flashed with visions of all four beauties twisted around me like a bread tie.

“I’ll need to trade my van in for an RV,” I said.

“We can get one of those mega vans,” Giana said, who seemed excited by the idea. “The ones with the satellite dish on top.”

Gabbey’s eyes vibrated with energy. “That would be so cool.”

“Let’s seriously plan it,” Sage said.

“You guys should come down to our beach house tomorrow,” Giana said. “We’ll lock it down on our calendar.”

“I heard about that house,” Kinsey said. “I’ve been dying to check it out. We’ll come down for sure.”

We chatted about school, track, and what the girls planned to do with their vacation. After that, the five of us made our way to the bar for a drink and joined Jason, Polly, Simone, and Jack at their table. Although Simone and Polly barely looked at each other, they weren’t openly hostile, which I took as a sign of progress.

I spent some time getting to know Angel and Cecily. They seemed legitimately interested in my friends, which was fine by me. As the evening progressed, Jack and Angel’s seats inched closer together, and I caught Cecily holding hands with Jason under the table. Meanwhile, Rick had come and gone twice from our table. He told Polly that he ran into a few guys from college, and they were inside playing a drinking game if she wanted to join.

Polly liked drinking games about as much as root canals, which was to say she hated them. Getting drunk really wasn’t her thing, and I only remembered one time when she lost all control. That night ended with me holding her hair up while she curled around a toilet vomiting her brains out.

Needless to say, she declined Rick’s invitation. Fifteen minutes later, she leaned over to me and whispered, “Can we find someplace quiet we can talk?”

My stomach dipped, then soared. Was this our long overdue conversation? Was Polly finally going to tell me whatever secret she had locked away? I tried to play it cool as I turned and gazed into eyes so blue they felt bottomless.

“Sure,” I said as a wash of adrenaline surged through my legs.

As Polly stood, I leaned over to Giana. “Be right back.”

Giana glanced at Polly, and they locked eyes for a moment before Polly looked away. Giana’s lips turned up with satisfaction before the lush blonde fixed her full attention on me. She grabbed my shirt and pulled me in for a quick kiss before mouthing the words, “Good luck.”

I pushed out of my seat and joined Polly. We stepped away from the group, and Polly flashed me a nervous smile. “Let’s go to the beach.”

“Sounds perfect,” I said.

My heart pounded with the force of an elephant stampede, and adrenaline washed through my legs.

Polly set off across the deck toward the boardwalk that stretched over the grassy dunes linking the house to the beach. We made our way through the crowd milling around the entrance and thankfully, there was no sign of Rick anywhere.

Halfway down the boardwalk, the sounds of the party faded, replaced by the steady drone of the pounding surf. Warm wind whipped around us, and my mind raced with possibilities about which way the conversation would go.

Would this be more about her relationship with Rick? Or was this related to our own personal history? Would she crush me for a second time, or did she have regrets?

After I confessed my love for her three years ago and she soundly rejected me, I ignored her dozens of attempts at communication. It simply hurt too much to watch her be with another man when I was sure we belonged together. The pain from that loss had hit me like a death blow, and that was on top of my family’s financial crisis. It was more than my eighteen-year-old self had been prepared to handle. So, I vanished from society and disconnected from everyone but Jack and my parents. That had been a lousy way to handle things, and I had damaged people who truly loved me. That included Polly most of all.

“There’s a lot I need to tell you,” Polly said from beside me, bringing me back to reality.

I gazed down into her beautiful blue eyes and my stomach twisted with raw nerves. She was so incredibly beautiful, and I never stopped loving her. It took a moment for me to gather my thoughts enough to force a smile. “I’m willing to listen.”

Polly smiled and for the first time in years, she scooped up my hand in hers and squeezed it affectionately.

That’s when a familiar face appeared from the darkness ahead of us. It wasn’t Rick. It was Joe, Angel’s brother, and Ronnie’s love interest.

When he saw us, his face sagged with relief. “Just the man I’m looking for.”

Polly and I stopped, and I frowned at him in confusion.

“Me?” I asked, pointing to my chest.

“Ronnie’s about a hundred yards up the beach that way,” Joe said, pointing toward my house. “She’s a little tipsy. I tried to kiss her, and she brushed me away, then got really upset. She told me she wanted you and only you.”

A swell of anger rose inside me. “What did you do to her?”

Joe’s eyes widened with fear, and he held up his hands placatingly. “Nothing. I swear to God. We were talking near the hot tub when she said she was going for a drink. When she walked past the bar and headed for the beach, I wondered if maybe she wanted me to follow her. Like that might have been her way of inviting me without coming out and saying it. Taking that as an invitation, I followed her. We talked for a few minutes and the conversation was going great. I went to make a move, and that’s when she turned away from me. Then she started crying and said she just wanted you. I would never, ever take advantage of a woman like that. Please believe me. You can ask Ronnie yourself when you see her.”

I relaxed, nodded, and took a breath. “She didn’t say why she was upset?”

Joe shook his head. “I tried to talk to her, but she refused to tell me anything. She wasn’t sobbing, but there were tears in her eyes and she was sniffling.”

“I’ll go with you,” Polly said.

Joe shook his head. “I don’t think that’s a good idea. She said she only wanted to talk to Parker.”

I turned to Polly. “I’ll go talk to her, and if something is seriously wrong, I’ll message you, okay?”

Polly smiled warmly, then perched on her toes and kissed me softly on the cheek. “You’re a good friend.”

The word friend hit me like another stab to the heart, but if we were only ever to be friends, I could handle it. “Thanks, Polly.” I turned back to Joe. “And thank you for coming to find me. You’re a good guy.”

Joe shrugged. “I thought she liked me, but apparently, I misread her signals.”

That would be music to Jack’s ears, although I didn’t think Ronnie liked Jack any more than she did Joe.

I chuckled and glanced over at Polly. “I may have been guilty of the same thing a time or two.”

Polly’s smile faltered for a moment before it returned, and she laughed good-naturedly. “Just please text me and let me know if Ronnie needs me.”

With that, we once again put our conversation on ice, and I made my way down the beach alone. I spotted Ronnie a minute later, sitting on the end of an empty wooden beach lounger, staring out into the moonlit surf. Wind whipped through her dark hair, and she had her arms folded over her chest as if cold.

I strode closer, trying to make enough noise so she could hear me. “Rumor has it you were looking for me.”

Ronnie turned her head and watched me approach. She smiled nervously and looked away as I sat down on the end of the lounger beside her.

“Cold?” I asked.

“A little,” she said, ever so slightly slurring her words.

I coiled my arm around Ronnie’s shoulder and drew her up against me. She relaxed, even if just a little, and let out a heavy sigh.

“When did life get so complicated?” She asked as she rested her head on my shoulder.

“I think that happens when you become an adult,” I said. “It’s starts with making your rent and builds from there.”

Ronnie laughed as she gazed into my eyes. She reached out and picked up my hand before wrapping it in hers. Then she rested her head on my shoulder and gazed back out at the ocean. “I’m not talking about rent.”

Her words, once again, came out slightly slurred but not excessively so. She was tipsy but not flat out drunk.

I squeezed Ronnie’s hand in mine. “Okay. Then enlighten me.”

She raised her head off my shoulder and turned to face me. “You’re so stupid. Do you even know how fucking stupid you are?”

Her words came as a shock. There was no heat behind them, but she meant them. This wasn’t the direction I thought this conversation would go. “How much have you had to drink?”

She waved me off. “Three drinks. That’s my limit. And don’t dodge my question.”

We had entered Three-Drink Ronnie territory, but she didn’t seem as bad as she had in the past. She was coherent and had her wits about her.

“Okay. I’ll bite,” I said. “With a lot of things, I’m pretty fucking stupid. With others, I’m good. It’s a broad question.”

Ronnie didn’t seem to care about my answer. Rather, she gazed at me for a long moment before she spoke. “I don’t like it when you call me Ronnie.”

That came out of left field, and I wasn’t sure how to respond. “What should I call you?”

“When you call me Ronnie, it makes me feel like one of the guys. I’m not one of the guys. It’s okay for everyone else to call me Ronnie, but not you. I like it when you call me Veronica.”

“Where is this coming from… Veronica?”

Veronica gazed at me, and tears welled in her eyes. “I’m not drunk, Parker. If you think I am, you’re wrong.”

“You’re slurring your words.”

“It’s called liquid courage. There’s a difference.”

“Courage for what? Is this about Joe or Jack?”

Her face dropped, and her shoulders sagged. She looked at me like I told her that her dog had died. “You think this is about Jack? Seriously?”

She dropped my hand, folded her arms over her chest, and looked away from me. “Just forget it. Go away, please.”

I picked up Veronica’s hand and dragged it onto my lap. “I’m sorry. But didn’t I just say that I’m pretty fucking stupid about a lot of things?”

Veronica turned her head, then tried and failed not to smile. “You are stupid. It wasn’t a question.”

I grinned. “Clearly, there’s something you need to tell me. I’m all ears.”

Veronica visibly tightened, and she squeezed my hand so hard I thought it might break. “You expect me to just blurt it out?”

“Would you rather I ask you questions? We just tried that, and you nearly stormed off.”

Veronica relaxed slightly and brushed her thumb back and forth over the back of my hand, making it very clear what this was about. Still, I didn’t want to assume anything.

Veronica stared into my eyes and my stomach flip-flopped. She was beyond beautiful, and I resisted the urge to kiss her. Old feelings that I had long since suppressed and locked away in my psychological basement, pounded on the door.

“Ask me questions,” she said. “I promise I won’t get mad.”

I pushed an errant lock of her dark hair out of her eye and tucked it behind her ear. This was dangerous territory, and I had to be very careful how I asked and answered everything. One wrong word and I might lose her forever.

“This is about you and me?”

A faint smile touched her lips, and she nodded nervously.

“Do you have feelings for me?”

Her smile brightened, and she nodded a bit more emphatically. “Maybe you’re not so stupid after all.”

“I have one more question, and it’s not a yes or no.”

“Okay.”

“How do you feel about me?” I asked.

Veronica’s eyes watered and her chin quivered as emotions rose from somewhere deep inside her. “I’m in love with you, and I have been for a very, very long time.”

Her confession hung in the air like a boulder lobbed at the stone wall guarding my heart. I stared at her, slack-jawed, as I tried to figure out exactly how to respond. The last thing I wanted was to send her scampering away and letting another three years go by before she spoke to me again.

I opted to answer her question with a question. “Why didn’t you say something sooner?”

Thankfully, Veronica didn’t take my question as a rejection. “Duh. Why do you think?”

“Polly,” I said. “And Jack.”

“Ding, ding, ding. Give the handsome bonehead a prize.”

I chuckled, which inspired a grin from Veronica.

“This is a lot,” she said. “It took me three drinks to build up the courage to come clean. Now, it’s my turn to ask you a question.”

I shifted slightly toward her and squeezed her hand, reassuring her I wasn’t going anywhere. “Go ahead.”

“If there was no Polly or Jack, is there a scenario where you and I could….”

“Have something deeper?”

She nodded.

“Yes,” I said without hesitation. “Easily even.”

Veronica’s face lit with a huge smile, and she let out a held breath. “Then I’m not crazy. There’s always been a connection between us.”

“You’re not crazy, but….”

“But we don’t live in a vacuum. I know that.”

“Then what do you suggest we do about it? If we got together, it would crush Jack, and I can’t imagine a scenario where Polly would be happy about it either.”

Veronica shrugged. “I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I just couldn’t sit on these feelings for another day. Seeing you prance around with Sage and Giana on each arm lit a spark under me. If they can do it, so can I. I want in on that life.”

“A life of roaming America in my van and living off social media earnings?”

Veronica grinned. “I wouldn’t care as long as I could do it with you.”

The wind whipped Veronica’s hair, and her eyes shimmered under the silvery moonlight. Her ripe, lush lips looked so kissably soft, I couldn’t resist. Without thinking, I leaned in for a kiss and Veronica met me halfway.

Our lips touched and Veronica dropped my hand long enough to slide her fingers up through my hair. She drew me close, and our mouths parted before our tongues flowed together as if they always belonged.

She tasted like a mix of sweet wine and bubble gum, and I inhaled her clean floral scent. My head flashed with desire, and I pulled Veronica onto my lap without coming up for air.

Veronica deepened the kiss and pulled my tongue into her mouth as she moaned softly and twined her fingers through my shaggy hair.

As the heat level rose, I slid my hand inside the back of Veronica’s shirt and ran my hand over her bare skin. Her complete lack of a bra thrilled me, and my cock throbbed, hardening under her tight little ass.

I nearly lost myself when Veronica broke off the kiss and gazed into my eyes. “Make love to me. Right here. I want it so bad.”

As much as I wanted to say yes, and God how I wanted to say yes, this was a bad idea. Veronica had been drinking and even if she was only slightly inebriated, I didn’t want her to have any regrets. Then there was Polly, who was worried about her friend, and I still owed her a text. Not to mention the complete betrayal of my best friend. This would kill him. Even more so if I had sex with the love of his life. Setting all that aside, the night belonged to Giana. I promised her my full attention, and going behind her back would hurt both her and Sage.

“Let’s tap the brakes,” I said. “Not because I don’t want you, but for the land mines we will detonate if we take this to the next level.”

Veronica took a breath and sat back, nodding. “You’re right. It’s just that I’ve wanted this for so long. It’s not fair.”

“I’m not telling you no. Let’s just be smart about it.”

Her eyes filled with frustration. “I’m not drunk. This is me giving consent, and I will feel the same way tomorrow morning.”

“We’ve covered a lot of ground tonight. Let’s regroup in the morning and talk things through. I want you, Veronica. I’m saying yes, but let’s not recklessly crush our friends.”

Veronica smiled and leaned in for another smoldering kiss before she came away. “Say it again.”

I frowned. “Say what?”

“My name. It’s hot when you don’t call me Ronnie.”

I cradled her ass in one hand and gave it a full squeeze. “Do you know how long I’ve wanted to grab this ripe, tight booty… Veronica?”

She moaned and came in for another long, tongue fueled kiss before she came away and gazed at me, eyes smoldering. “Tomorrow. You promise?”

“I promise. Now let’s go back to the party and find you a nice, big glass of ice water.”


Chapter 15
Giana Sandwich


Hand-in-hand, Veronica and I walked up the stairs leading from the beach to the boardwalk. From there, it was a quick trip along the wooden walkway before we rejoined our friends.

Veronica had spent the last few minutes constructing a text message to Polly before she finally hit send.

She sighed as she tucked her phone into her back pocket and gazed up at me. “I hate lying to her.”

“What did you tell her?” I asked.

“I told her I wasn’t into Joe and instead of just telling him I wasn’t into him, I told him to find you so he would think I was into you instead of him.”

It took me a moment to piece together the logic, then nodded. “You didn’t actually lie. All that is technically true.”

She rolled her eyes at me. “It’s a lie, Parker. I actually am into you, but I conveniently left that part out of me text.”

“Okay. It’s a lie, but that’s a tomorrow problem. Right now, we should get back to the party.”

Part of me hoped Polly didn’t want to pick back up on our conversation. I felt guilty romancing her best friend, and I wasn’t ready to face her.

As we rejoined the party, I dropped Veronica’s hand, and we made our way through the crowd. We found our friends sitting at the same table, minus Polly.

Simone gazed at Veronica, clearly worried. “Sweetie, are you okay?”

Veronica waved her off. “It’s all good. I just needed a minute.”

With Angel and Cecily still sitting beside Jason and Jack, it was hard for Veronica to go into much detail. Joe was Angel’s brother, and she likely didn’t want to make things any more awkward than they already were.

“You guys missed the fireworks,” Jack said.

I turned to Jack. “What happened?”

Jack sat beside Angel with his arm stretched over the back of her chair and his fingertips resting on her shoulder.

“Rick and Polly got into a massive fight,” Giana said.

Veronica frowned. “Again? What did Rick do this time?”

“Rick came outside looking for Polly,” Sage said. “He was pretty drunk and tried to get Polly to go out to the bars with him and some of his college buddies.”

“Which, I assume, she wanted no part of,” I said.

“Correct,” Jason said. “That led to the latest chapter in the Polly and Rick guide for incompatible couples.”

Jack chuckled, but the ladies didn’t laugh. Like me, I doubted any of them wanted to see Polly get dragged through the dirt.

“Why doesn’t she just dump the guy?” Jack asked.

“Give her a break,” Simone said. “You don’t know what she’s going through or their history.”

It felt weird to watch Simone come to Polly’s’ defense, but that’s where we had arrived.

“Where is she?” Veronica asked. “I need to make sure she’s okay.”

“Rick went to the bars with his buddies and Polly took an Uber back to the house,” Giana said.

“We tried to tell her to wait for you guys, but she was too upset,” Sage said.

Veronica turned to face me. “I’m going back to the house. You guys can stay here.”

“I’ll come with you,” Simone said.

Giana and Sage looked at each other and shared a secret smile before Giana looked up at Veronica. “We’ll go back with you too.”

“I’ll text the party bus driver,” I said, then looked at Jack and Jason.

Neither of them appeared ready to call it a night, and Cecily leaned in to whisper something in Jason’s ear. His cheeks flushed red, and he looked up at me.

“I’m staying,” Jason said.

“Me too,” Jack said without hesitation.

“Okay,” I said. “We’ll see you guys when we see you.”

Sage, Giana, Simone, Veronica and I headed out and a few minutes later, the party bus deposited us at our front door.

Veronica rushed through the house to Polly’s room while the rest of us went to the kitchen and dragged out the snacks.

I leaned against the counter and sipped on a bottled water while I munched on a potato chip. The girls dug into the snacks right along with me while they chatted about the party, and I learned more about the fight between Polly and Rick.

Polly had seen Rick hitting on the blonde. Apparently, blondie was part of the crew heading out to the bars with Rick and his friends. Polly called him out on it, and Rick accused her of blowing it out of proportion.

Giana leaned against the kitchen counter beside me and elbowed me playfully as she looked up at me with a smile. “So… you and Simone? Good job. You guys really kept that secret locked down. I literally had to scrape my jaw off the floor when she told us.”

Simone froze where she stood at the kitchen sink with her back to us. She whirled on Giana, her eyes wide with shock. “Shush.” She put her fingers to her lips and glared at Giana. “Keep your voice down unless you’re prepared to attend my funeral.”

“There’s a reason we kept it a secret for so long,” I said, looking directly at Simone. “We didn’t tell anybody.”

Simone gave me a guilty smile and shrugged. “Oops.”

“Relax,” Sage said. “I think it’s very romantic. You two should go public and just let the chips fall where they may.”

“Did you not just hear what I said? Polly will literally kill me,” Simone said.

My phone beeped with an incoming message. I fished it out of my pocket and read it out loud for the group.

“It’s from Veronica. She said that Polly is feeling better and that I should open a bottle of her favorite wine. Then she says something about a girl’s only party.”

Giana giggled and hooked her arm inside mine as she peeked over my shoulder at the message. “Guess that leaves you out.”

“Maybe I should go to my room,” Simone said. “I’m the last person Polly wants to see.”

“Wrong. The last person she wants to see right now is Rick,” Sage said.

I rubbed my chin and gazed at Sage. “Should I ask Veronica?”

Sage frowned. “Why do you keep calling her Veronica? It’s weird.”

“I know, right? It’s very weird,” Giana said.

Simone smiled at me as if she knew exactly why and rushed to my defense. “Ronnie has such a pretty name. I think it’s sweet that he wants to call her Veronica.”

There was no reason to lie about it. Besides, I already had enough lies to keep track of. I didn’t need to add Veronica’s nickname to my list. “Veronica…,” I said, letting her name float on the air, “asked me, specifically to call her by her given name instead of Ronnie.”

Sage smiled knowingly and shared a look with Giana before Sage responded for both of them. “She finally confessed her feelings, huh?”

I gazed at each woman, but none were even a little surprised by the revelation. “Why am I always the last one to find this stuff out?”

Giana rolled her eyes. “Come on, babe. It was glaringly obvious. Haven’t you seen the way she looks at you?”

“Does Polly know?” I asked.

Giana shrugged. “I’m sure she suspects, but none of us have been so stupid as to come right out and say it.”

“Least of all me,” Simone said.

My phone beeped again. I quickly scanned it, then read it aloud. “It’s from Veronica. She says to tell Simone to stay up. Polly is cool with having some wine with her, too. They’ll be out in a few minutes.”

Simone’s eyes lit up with a bright smile. “Seriously? You’re not messing with me, are you? Let me read it.”

I laughed. “I’m not joking. You can read it yourself.”

Simone stepped into my personal space and turned around before leaning her back against my chest. She pulled my phone up to her face and read the message.

The view offered me a top-down view into her very low-cut top. The swell of her inner breasts bulged inside their lacy cups and arousal washed over me. I placed one hand on Simone’s hip to steady myself as her sweet floral scent washed over me.

“I can’t believe it,” Simone said. “She really said that.”

The beautiful and very busty brown haired beauty spun around to face me. “What’s her favorite wine? Open it now so it can breathe.”

I couldn’t resist how adorably cute she looked and leaned down for a quick peck on the lips, which Simone eagerly accepted.

Panic washed over Simone’s face, and she gazed over my shoulder toward the hallway leading to Polly’s room. “You can’t kiss me,” she said in a rushed whisper.

I shrugged. “Too late.”

Giana giggled and Sage squeezed in on my other side before popping on her toes and kissing me full on the lips.

“I can kiss him whenever I want,” Sage said.

Giana pulled my face around to hers and lowered me to her level for an ever deeper kiss. She came away with her hand resting on my chest, before turning an evil grin on Simone. “Since you’re too chicken, I’ll accept your kisses for you.”

Simone glared at Giana and raised her fist in faux anger. “Don’t test me, blondie.”

The girls laughed, and I wriggled free of all three of them. “Polly likes chardonnay. Specifically, she likes Chateau St. Michelle.”

“How much do you girls want to bet there is like an entire case of that wine on ice?” Giana asked.

Sage giggled. “I won’t take that bet.”

Giana and Sage both knew this was my house. Given my feelings for Polly, they also knew I would have stocked up on her favorite wine. But Simone wasn’t in on my big secret yet. I glared at Giana for a moment and tried my best to play it off.

“Of course there is,” I said. “Jack asked us all for our drink preferences. I’m sure Polly listed that wine. In fact, I know she did because there’s some right here in the refrigerator.”

I opened the refrigerator door and pulled out a cold bottle of Chateau St. Michelle, chilled to perfection.

“Open it,” Simone said. “I’ll get the glasses.”

As I opened the wine, Simone pulled wine glasses down from a nearby wine rack, but Giana stopped her after three.

“We’re not having any wine,” Giana said, smiling over at Sage.

Sage grinned. “We’ll hang out with Parker upstairs.”

That caught my attention, and I perked up. I turned to them, holding the wine bottle in one hand and the corkscrew with a freshly impaled cork in the other.

I raised a questioning eyebrow. “Both of you?”

Giana picked up Sage’s hand in hers as they both turned to face me.

“Do you think you can handle us?” Giana asked, then smiled at me demurely.

My cheeks flushed warm, and my cock surged in my shorts, stiffening at the thought of rolling around naked with both of them at the same time.

Sage leaned over and kissed Giana on the cheek. She pressed up against her best friend and turned her smoldering green eyes on me. “Giana took pity on me.”

“You’re like a puppy begging to get her belly scratched,” Giana said. “I couldn’t resist.”

My pulse quickened, and my lips turned cotton dry. I stood there holding the wine and corkscrew with my jaw hanging open.

Simone giggled. “You broke him. I think I see steam coming out of his ears.”

Giana stepped forward and took the wine from my hand. She perched on her tiptoes and gave me a kiss. “Come on, baby. Let’s get you to bed.”

I set the corkscrew aside and Giana handed the wine over to Simone. Sage twined her fingers in mine and popped up to plant a soft kiss on my lips.

“I missed you,” she said.

Even though we had spent most of the day and evening together, I knew what she meant. As I gazed into her vivid green eyes, I squeezed her hand affectionately. “You two are jumping right into the deep end. I’m equal parts scared and excited.”

“You should be a little of both,” Giana said. “But don’t worry, Sage and I will take good care of you.”

Giana picked up my free hand and slid her fingers into mine. She smiled at Simone while a beautiful smile set the brown-haired beauty’s eyes twinkling.

“Tell Polly we love her,” Giana said. “Have fun and we’ll see you guys in the morning.”

“Try not to wear him out too much,” Simone said. “He has a big day tomorrow.”

What big day? I wasn’t sure what she meant by that, but with my relationships rapidly evolving, I couldn’t disagree with her prediction.

Giana and Sage led me by the hand through the kitchen and toward the stairs. Adrenaline spiked in my veins, turning my legs into the consistency of warm gelatin while my head flashed with a sudden wave of arousal. This was my first threesome, and I could safely say the same about Giana and Sage. Neither one had a wealth of sexual experience, which helped put my mind at ease. Even if we fumbled through some awkward moments, we would do it together.

The girls walked in front of me, each leading me by a hand. I locked eyes on their ripe, rear ends and my mouth watered with anticipation. All night long, both of my harem beauties wore outfits that had turned heads while only I had a full access pass to what lay beneath.

Sage wore a blue, strapless two-piece outfit that included a short skirt that ended high on her upper thighs and a midriff top, exposing her sculpted abs and deep, mouthwatering cleavage. Her bronze skin glowed as if freshly moisturized, and as she walked, her long, dark hair swished from side-to-side halfway down her back.

Giana wore a white one-shoulder crop-top midriff with a matching skirt even shorter than Sage’s. The outfit hugged her body, highlighting her breathtaking curves and abundant cleavage. Her ass was so high and tight that she broke hearts just walking through a room. All night long, an endless line of guys had hit on her relentlessly, but the lush blonde beauty only had eyes for me.

Throughout the evening, Sage and Giana had taken turns sitting on my lap and Giana had spent twenty minutes playing with my cock under the table when we sat at the patio table. They had both left me perpetually hard, and my escapades with Simone and Ronnie had only added fuel to the fire. I was rock hard and fit to fuck, ready to go bravely where no man had gone before — a threesome with the famous Texas A&M track stars. It would take iron will to please them both without prematurely letting either of them down, but I was up for the challenge.

The girls led me upstairs, and we walked past Giana’s room without sparing it a glance. We didn’t stop until we reached our bedroom at the end of the hall that Sage and I shared.

Sage reached for the door handle while I squeezed Giana’s hand. “The bed is big enough to fit all three of us comfortably. Why don’t you just move your stuff in?”

“Oh, I already did,” Giana said. “That’s when Sage and I cooked up our little plan.”

Sage pushed the door open and walked inside. I followed closely before Giana closed and locked the bedroom door behind us.

My heart pounded so hard and fast, I felt it in my ears. Meanwhile, my stomach dipped and soared like a rowboat caught in a hurricane. This was really happening. In my wildest fantasies, I never imagined a scenario that would lead to a threesome with Sage Wilde and Giana Jones. There wasn’t a man on earth who wouldn’t donate a kidney to change spots with me.

I tried to play it cool, but my heart was racing so hard and fast I thought I might pass out. They moved with the confidence of two women who already had a plan in mind, and I was more than fine with letting things play out.

Sage guided me to a spot near the foot of the bed and turned around. We stood face to face, and she smiled at me, her green eyes flashing with something between confidence and excitement. She placed her hands flat against my chest and perched on her toes to kiss me softly on the lips. “Are you ready to go to fantasy land?”

“God, babe. I’m already there,” I said.

Sage’s lips turned up in a sweet, satisfied smile as she traced the outline of a heart over mine. “I love you.”

My cock flared, pulsing as it hardened inside my shorts. “I love you too.”

Behind me, Giana’s hands roamed my back, then dipped over my hips before she cupped my ass in both hands. She stepped forward and rested her chin on my shoulder.

“What about me?” Giana asked.

I turned slightly to find her face inches from mine, and I smiled. “Of course I love you too.”

Giana smiled and kissed me softly on the lips, letting our kiss linger as she squeezed my ass in both hands. A moment later she came away, her lips glistening and her eyes searching my face.

Her blue eyes set my stomach spinning, and I paused, memorizing her face and committing this moment to memory. She was so incredibly beautiful, and I still couldn’t believe she picked me.

Giana kissed me one more time before stepping back slightly. She ran her hands up and inside my shirt, where she slowly drew her fingertips over my warm flesh, setting off a rash of goosebumps.

In front of me, Sage slid her hands behind my neck and dotted my chin and cheeks with a series of kisses.

This was really happening. My breaths came in short, shallow pulls, and I reached for Sage’s hips. I drew her in close and leaned in for another long, lingering kiss.

Giana pressed her breasts against my back and slid her arms around my waist with her hands still inside my shirt. She rested her palms on my stomach, then glided her hands up to my chest and back down again while she kissed me high on the neck.

G’s warm breath curled high on my neckline, and I felt her warm tongue and soft lips touch the sensitive skin behind my ear. She slid her hands out of the bottom of my shirt and worked my lowest button free. She whispered in my ear, “Relax, baby. Let us take care of you.”

My cock strobed with rapid fire pulses and hardened to concrete, bulging painfully in my shorts. I ran my hands over Sage’s lithe, athletic hips and cupped her round, springy ass as hazy arousal turned my brain to mush.

Sage deepened the kiss, moaning in my mouth as our tongues swam together. She unbuttoned my shirt, starting at the top until she met Giana in the middle.

Giana pulled my shirt off me from behind, then returned her hands to my stomach while she languidly coiled her tongue inside my ear.

Sage deepened our kiss and pressed in close while I squeezed her ass in both hands. My cock strobed with desire, twitching in my shorts. She ran her hands over my bare chest and twirled her fingertips over my nipples, turning them hard as she pulled my tongue between her bubble-gum lips.

Giana deftly unbuttoned my shorts, then lowered my zipper. She slipped her hand inside the waistband of my briefs and circled her fingers around my swollen cock. She slid her tongue from my ear and nibbled my earlobe as she gently stroked me off.

“I want to feel you stretch me out with your big, thick cock,” Giana said.

Her words came out in a soft, breathy whisper, and I moaned as goosebumps flashed across my shoulders and neck.

Giana licked her way around my ear as she handled my steel-hard cock with practiced ease. “After that, I want to watch you fuck Sage until she comes so hard her eyes roll back in her head.”

Another rash of goosebumps spread across my chest like wildfire, and my cock throbbed in Giana’s firm grip. I pulled Sage’s skirt over her hips and slid my hands over her silky smooth ass flesh.

Sage moaned in my mouth and pushed at my shorts until they dipped over my hips and dropped around my ankles. She followed up by pushing my briefs, lowering them over my hips until my cock sprang free.

The relief was instant and palpable. Tendrils of pleasure buzzed the back of my brain as Sage pushed my briefs lower until they joined my shorts on the floor.

Giana stroked the full length of my shaft as she nuzzled behind my ear, moaning softly. Her warm panting breaths washed over my neck and fueled a surge of adrenaline that swept through my body, leaving my legs wobbling beneath me.

I filled my outstretched fingers with Sage’s springy ass flesh, then slid my palms up and over her hips until I found the edge of her G-string panties.

Heat radiated from between her legs, and I wanted to feel her slick wetness against my fingertips. As our tongues flowed together like molten chocolate, I nimbly hooked my fingers inside the waistband of her panties and lowered them.

But before I could clear her hips, Sage broke off our kiss and stepped back, smiling at me through her smoldering green eyes. “Not so fast, baby. It’s ladies’ night, and we’re in control.”

I grinned as a thrill of excitement surged through me. Instead of protesting, I dropped my hands and did as my girlfriend commanded.

Sage stepped to one side of me while Giana joined her on the other. Together, they guided me to the foot of the bed.

“Sit,” Giana said. “I promise that you’ll never forget what happens next.”

I swallowed the lump quickly rising in my throat and sat down at the foot of the bed with my stiff cock swaying from side to side.

The girls stepped toward each other, placed their hands on each other’s hips, then leaned in for a kiss. Their lips parted and their pink tongues rippled together like coy fish mating in a Japanese pond. They leaned into the kiss, deepening it and softly moaned as their hands roamed the steep contours and thrilling valleys of their heavenly bodies.

I leaned back on the bed and took my cock in hand, gently stroking my aching shaft as the girls put on their show.

They broke off their kiss and smiled at each other, their eyes simmering with heat. Giana picked up the bottom of Sage’s top while Sage lifted her arms high overhead. The golden blonde beauty guided her best friend’s skimpy top over her head while I fixed my gaze on Sage’s chest.

Sage’s beautiful bare D-cups tumbled free, jiggling slightly as her silky dark hair washed over her shoulders and fell straight down her back.

Giana tossed Sage’s top aside and turned back to her friend. “My turn.”

Sage stood before Giana wearing nothing but her blue, hip-hugging skirt, still coiled around her waist from my earlier attempt at feeling her up. As my eyes wandered Sage’s incredible chest, the Polynesian beauty stepped forward and tucked her fingers inside the bottom of Giana’s tight, midriff top.

My cock throbbed in my hand, and I gawked, slack-jawed, as the perfect-ten track stars put on their private strip show.

As Giana raised her arms over her head, she stole a glance in my direction, smirking at my spellbound expression. Her gaze landed on my thick cock stuffed into my hand. “Don’t get ahead of us, baby. That toy belongs to us.”

Sage giggled as she pulled Giana’s top over her head, releasing the legendary blonde’s perfectly round and very springy breasts. Giana’s flawless D-cups popped into view, bobbling from side to side as Sage pulled Giana’s rich blonde hair through her top and over her head.

A rush of carnal excitement flowed through my cock, and I sucked in a crisp breath. My cock flexed in my loose grip, throbbing with excitement as I couldn’t take much more of the visual feast without inserting myself into the equation.

Even as they reached for each other’s skirts, my topless beauties stole glances at my meaty cock rippling with thick veins. They were every bit as amped as me to get this party truly started.

Giana loosened a button on Sage’s skirt near her hip while Sage lowered a zipper behind Giana’s back. Simultaneously, their skirts tumbled free and dropped, leaving them clad in sky blue and snow white G-strings, respectively.

They were utterly flawless, and together, they turned to face me, showcasing bodies straight out of a magazine. Choosing one would have been impossible. Thankfully, I didn’t have to choose. I already had them both.

As my mouth hung open, drool pooled near my bottom lip. My cock throbbed with a deep, rhythmic ache only they could satisfy.

I took in their unreal bodies and wondered if all of this had been a dream. But no. This was real life, and I was living out a dream.

As they approached me, I mumbled under my breath, “Holy shit.”

They smiled with satisfaction, and the lifelong best friends stepped toward me together. One perfect blonde and an equally perfect brunette. Both women were as equally perky and wholesome as they were sexy and alluring. Towering over me at the foot of the bed, they glanced at each other and smiled with a twinkle in their eyes before they peeled off their panties and tossed them aside.

My heart beat so hard and fast I thought I might stroke out under the strain. They pressed in close, and two sets of perfect breasts filled my vision. I licked the cottony dryness from my lips and took in every curve, angle, and jiggle before me. Michelangelo himself couldn’t have crafted more exquisite masterpieces. As I took in both beauties, my face flushed hot.

The tip of Giana’s little slit appeared inside the shaven, V-shaped wedge between her sculpted thighs. Sage stood with her legs parted slightly, giving me a full view of her pert, soaking wet slit. A trace of her pink labia peeked out from her lips, glistening with her raw excitement.

Was this a lucid dream? I reached out with both hands and placed one behind Sage’s thigh near her round ass and the other behind Giana’s in the same spot. I caressed their tender flesh, gliding my palms over their high, tight asses and my hard cock strobed with pleasure. Futilely, I tried to still my pounding heart, but my excitement only increased as they pushed me back onto the bed.

I stretched out on my back, lying flat atop our soft comforter. I propped a fluffy white pillow beneath my head, giving me a full view of my beautiful harem girls. On their hands and knees, the girls crawled onto the bed after me, breasts swaying beneath them as they approached.

As Sage crawled up my body on one side, she kissed my stomach, chest, chin and finally my lips. Her green eyes danced as they locked on mine. “Get comfy, baby. You’re in for a special treat.”

Giana dragged her breasts over my upper thighs and higher. Her soft, warm breasts caressed my stiff cock, and she crawled higher, dragging her taut nipples over my stomach and chest before she met me face to face. She scanned my face with her bright blue eyes, then softly kissed me on the lips. “Don’t cum too fast.” G tucked a lock of her golden blonde hair behind her ear and kissed me again. “But if you really can’t hold out, it’s okay to come in my mouth or wherever else you want.”

Raw adrenaline spiked in my veins, turning my legs to butter, and I could only nod as Giana smiled. She traded a glance with Sage before both women stretched out on their sides, each pressed up on either side of me.

Their breasts bulged against my chest and their asses rose into the air like the eighth and ninth wonders of the world. Giana pressed her body against mine and slipped her tongue inside my ear. Sage did the same on my other side and they were both so close, I felt the heat between their legs radiate against my hips. Tendrils of pleasure strobed through my body, and I moaned as I palmed their asses, one in each hand.

I ground my hips as my cock throbbed, fucking the empty air as primal desire took me to a place I’d never been before in my life. As if sensing my unspoken need, Giana reached down and coiled her fingers around my thick shaft, stroking me as she kissed and licked her way down my neck.

Sage nibbled my ear, and her warm breath curled my toes. She used the tip of her tongue to trace the outline of my ear, then kissed her way down my neck as she ran her palm over my muscled abs.

Giana kissed her way across my chest and stopped at my nipple as she slowly jacked me off. She gazed up at me and smiled as she flicked my nipple with her tongue, then covered my areola with her mouth and gently sucked.

Pleasure washed over me in rapid waves, and already, I struggled against the urge to come. Their soft bodies splayed against me and their lips and tongues were everywhere at once.

Sage left a trail of kisses across my upper chest, dragging her stiff nipples and soft breasts over her half of my chest. She kissed her way up my neck to my chin and then found my lips with hers. Our tongues floated together, and Sage moaned softly into my open mouth as she mashed both breasts into my chest.

I scooped up one of Sage’s breasts in my hand and teased her nipple between my fingers while I squeezed Giana’s ass with the other. My cock throbbed inside Giana’s warm grip, and I ground my hips, sliding my cock up and down between her silky soft fingers.

Sage broke off our kiss and sucked my tongue between her lips, eyeing me playfully as I manhandled her breast in my open hand.

She released my tongue with a slurp and kissed her way down my face, neck, and chest before joining her harem sister. She scooped up my balls in her hand and traced her way around my areola with the tip of her tongue. Her dark hair floated over my stomach, tickling my flesh and teasing a soft shudder from me.

The girls came off my nipples and crawled across my chest, meeting in the middle where their open mouths met in a full-on French kiss. They dragged their breasts over my chest and stomach while their hard nipples raked my flesh, igniting a sharp tingle that raced along my spine.

My cock twitched in Giana’s hands, strobing so fast I nearly came. I stilled my churning hips and sank back on the bed, trying to bring myself back from the brink.

This was equal parts torture and the greatest sexual experience of my life. They were simply the two hottest girls I had ever been with, and they both wanted me together. That sexually charged thought alone was enough to end me, and the urge to come nearly overwhelmed me. I had to remind myself that this was only the foreplay, but the assault of pleasure nearly overwhelmed my senses. This life would take some getting used to.

The ladies broke off their kiss and took up new spots on the bed. Giana sank to her hands and knees, hovering over my cock, giving me a full view of what was to come. Sage crawled to the foot of the bed, then up between my legs before sinking down on her knees and coming face to face with my cock.

With my cock in her hand, Giana flung her long blonde hair over one shoulder and lowered herself until her lips hovered just above my throbbing knob.

She slowly stroked my shaft and gazed down at Sage as her BFF picked up my balls and tickled my sack with the tip of her tongue.

My head rushed with a wave of excitement, and I sucked in a sharp breath. They were really doing this? I licked my lips and grabbed fistfuls of comforter cover.

Giana giggled and gazed up at me, stroking my cock with both hands as she kissed my swollen knob. She pulled back and gazed over my cock at Sage. “I think he’s on to us.”

Sage giggled from where she crouched between my legs and slurped up one of my balls in her mouth before letting it pop free. “Just be careful. Don’t Bogart his cock.”

Giana opened her mouth in feigned protest, but she kept up the pace, jerking me with both hands. “You got to suck him on the beach while I had to entertain my brother and Jason.”

Sage grinned. “You snooze, you lose.”

Giana rolled her eyes as she brushed her thumb over my engorged tip. “Keep it up and I’ll gobble down the entire load myself.”

Sage kissed my balls and traced a circle with the tip of her tongue over my sensitive flesh. “Fine. You took one for the team. Happy? Just please don’t make him come too fast.”

They were arguing over face time with my cock? This had to be a dream. I tried to relax as my eyes wandered over the sight before me.

Giana’s breasts swished back and forth over my hip, her taut nipples grazing my skin. She lowered her mouth, licked up a blob of clear pre-cum oozing from my tip, then speared her pouty pink lips with my throbbing tree trunk. She swirled her tongue over my knob, and I groaned as hazy pleasure swallowed me whole.

Sage guided my balls between her lips and her tongue danced over my sack as her fingers wandered the nether regions between my asshole and my balls.

The overwhelming sensations of pleasure came hard and fast, and my cock throbbed in Giana’s mouth. I clenched my jaw and squeezed the bedspread balled in my fists.

Giana lowered her mouth, sliding my cock deep inside her mouth until I felt my tip glide over the back of her velvety soft tongue and tickle her throat. She sealed her mouth around my shaft and gently sucked as she coiled her tongue around my sensitive glans.

Sage let my balls pop free and nuzzled in between my legs, licking her way lower, treading dangerously close to my asshole.

Pleasure spiked deep inside my brain and my cock strobed so hard and fast, I had no chance of lasting more than a minute or two at the most. Still, I actively willed myself to resist while bathing in a lake of pure ecstasy.

Giana bobbed up and down, sucking my cock so aggressively she gagged as my tip entered the back of her throat. She came off my cock with a smile, eyes watering as a line of drool stretched from her lip to my tip. She took a breath and stroked my cock, working her saliva into my shaft as she surveyed her work.

Sage traced the outline of my asshole with her tongue, causing me to spasm with a shocked breath. She let out a muffled giggle and relented, easing back just enough to give me a breather.

“He’ll come if you keep that up,” Giana said. “I want him to fuck me before that happens.”

“Me too,” Sage said as the girls argued over me like a slab of meat. “Let’s take turns blowing him.”

Giana huffed. “I just got started.”

“Keep going, and I’ll grade your technique,” Sage said.

“You both get an easy A-plus,” I said. “I’ll never choose one of you over the other, so don’t even bother asking me which one I like most.”

Giana grinned in triumph. “Did you hear that? I’m an A-plus cock sucker.”

Sage giggled. “Of course you are. You learned from the best.”

“You taught G how to give a blow job?” I asked. “How did that work, exactly?”

Both girls turned to look at me as if they forgot I was there.

“Oh, that,” Sage said. “We used one of G’s toys and I taught her how to keep her teeth retracted while using plenty of lips and tongue.”

“Mission accomplished.” I said and looked at Giana. “You are fantastic, baby.”

Giana beamed. “Thank you. You’re my very first real live test subject.”

Not only was she a virgin, but she had never sucked a real cock before? “You’re a unicorn Giana Jones.”

“She’s broke about a million hearts along the way,” Sage said. “Our track team is littered with her casualties.”

“Look who’s talking,” G said. “At least I don’t tease them before I hang them out to dry like someone else I know.”

Sage giggled. “Guilty as charged.”

With my orgasm fully retreated, I inhaled in a relaxing breath. Sage leaned in and wrapped her fingers around the base of my cock while Giana continued to stroke the upper half of my cock with both hands.

“I’m glad the training wheels are finally off,” I said. “Right now, I feel like the luckiest guy on earth.”

Giana leaned over and kissed the tip of my cock before she looked up at me. “I’m glad you feel that way. Because you have two very loving and devoted girlfriends who will gladly attend to your every sexual need.”

My cock kicked in their hands and strobed with excitement.

Sage giggled. “Look. You’re making him even more excited.”

Giana’s eyes simmered as she eyed my cock hungrily. “Yum.” She leaned over and inhaled my cock, slurping it between her lips as she impaled her mouth, taking me in to the root. Giana bobbed up and down, sucking and slurping as her tongue ran wild over the back of my shaft.

Sage jerked me off at the base of my shaft, causing her bare breasts to jiggle enticingly.

Giana slipped my tip into the back of her throat and gagged as her eyes watered, and drool flowed down my shaft. She sealed her lips around my shaft near the base and greedily sucked, causing my pleasure meter to skyrocket.

Carnal bliss launched me into the stratosphere, and I groaned, raising my hips off the bed and forcing my cock deeper down G’s throat. With short rocking motions, I face fucked the golden blonde beauty until my balls constricted and a sharp urge to come threatened to end our fun. With a moan, I clenched my hips and cried out. “G, I’m gonna come.”

Giana came off my cock with a loud slurping pop as tearstains streaked her cheeks, and saliva coated her chin and lips. She inhaled short, rapid breaths as her chest heaved and her breasts jiggled invitingly.

Sage gave her friend a sour look and shook her head. “So greedy.”

Giana giggled and wiped her chin. “Sorry. I got carried away.”

Sage smiled at her friend. “It’s okay. I’m proud of you.”

This was crazy. They showed not a single iota of jealousy and lavishly basked in this new lifestyle. And to top it all off, they loved me for me. Life didn’t get any better than this.

Sage stretched out on the bed and lowered her face to my cock before licking her way up the side of my shaft as if it were a messy ice cream cone. When she reached the top, she wrapped her lips around my knob and gently sucked, flickering her tongue over my glans.

I groaned and bucked my hips, sliding my shaft in and out of the raven-haired beauty’s puckered lips.

Giana crawled up my body, then slung her legs over my chest, straddling me as she gazed down at me with a smile. “Hi, baby.”

G tucked a lock of her hair behind her ear as I reached out and ran my hands along her silky smooth thighs. As Sage continued sucking my cock, hazy pleasure built in my brain.

I cupped Giana’s perfect ass in both hands and drew her forward until she sat high on my chest, gazing straight down at me. “Sit on my face so I can eat your pussy.”

Giana smiled, and her eyes widened with excitement. She inched her way forward until her pussy lined up with my mouth and she rested her ass high on my chest near my collarbones.

Her flawless pink slit filled my field of vision, glistening with her excitement. Her sweet aroma filled my nostrils and carnal hunger flared in the back of my brain.

Sage kept the pace, bobbing up and down on my cock, sucking and slurping with enough gusto to end me. But Giana’s pussy gave me something to focus on and distract me from the overwhelming pleasure.

I reached up and fondled Giana’s perfect breasts, filling my open hands as I played with her puffy nipples. With the tip of my tongue, I drew a squiggly line along G’s slit, tracing her sweet, pink labia and drawing a moan from the lush blonde. The taste of her pussy filled my mouth, and another rush of excitement deepened my hunger for the flawless blonde beauty.

Giana braced herself on the headboard and leaned forward, gyrating her hips as she fucked my face. “God, baby, that feels so fucking good.”

Warm, wet, and soft, my cock sloshed inside Sage’s mouth. She slurped and sucked, bobbing up and down, before she paused and circled my tip with her tongue and lips.

I struggled under the weight of orgasmic bliss and squeezed G’s ass in both hands to thwart the rush of excitement. As she shifted her hips forward, I opened my mouth and greedily tongued her entire pussy as I formed a perfect seal with my lips. I dredged her slippery wet trench with the tip of my tongue, licking and probing as Giana’s loud moans reverberated off the walls.

With a deft flick of my tongue, I pried open her treasure vault and licked my way up and down her slit, drinking in her steadily flowing juices.

Giana tightened her thighs around my ears, squeezing my head like a grape as she moaned loud enough for the entire house to hear.

Sage came off my cock and took a few deep breaths, giving me a moment to recede from the edge. She stroked my shaft and kissed my tip before she sealed her lips around my cock and went back to sucking and bobbing.

I nibbled on Giana’s clit, and she cried out in ecstasy. As I pressed my nose deep into her inner folds, I gently pulled her clit between my lips and sucked.

Giana pitched her hips forward and backward, grinding my face as she clung to the headboard. Her breasts swayed above me, jiggling as they bounced together. “Fuck, yes. Fuck, fuck, fuck. Don’t stop, baby. I’m gonna come so hard.”

Giana’s entire body shuddered, then she stiffened under the weight of a massive orgasm. Her essence surged into my mouth and her thighs tightened and quaked around my ears.

I kept up the pace, lapping up every drop of wetness until her body spasmed and she flopped back onto the bed, chest heaving.

Sage came off my cock and giggled as she eyed Giana who lay spread eagle cross the bed. Her breasts rose and fell in rapid succession while her golden blonde locks splayed out around her like a halo.

“You broke her,” Sage said as I pushed myself to a seated position.

Giana said something, but it came out as a garbled nonsensical mess.

I chuckled and eyed Sage hungrily. It was time for the main course. “G can take a breather while you ride me.”

Giana sat bolt upright as if she had just inhaled smelling salts. “You will not leave me out of the sex.”

I laughed. “Fine. Sage won’t ride me.”

Sage crawled over to Giana and kissed her best friend on the lips before she leaned in and whispered something into Giana’s ear.

Giana giggled and nodded. “Let’s do it.”

I frowned. “Do what?”

Sage crawled over my outstretched legs and stiff cock. Along the way, she stole a kiss, then stretched out diagonally across the bed. She turned over on her back and shifted into position before pulling a pillow beneath her head. She turned her simmering green eyes on Giana as she parted her legs, revealing her tight pink slit. “Ready.”

Giana crawled over me and between Sage’s legs. “I can’t promise I’ll be as good as Parker, but I’ll try.”

Giana raised her tight little ass into the air and parted her legs, making it clear what she wanted me to do — make a Giana sandwich.

As Giana lowered her face between Sage’s legs, I crawled up onto my knees behind Giana and placed my hands on her pole vaulter hips. I shifted into position and dredged my tip over her slippery wet canal. She moaned softly as pleasure spiked in my brain.

I held my cock in one hand and worked my tip up and down her slit before resting it between her ass cheeks like a hot dog in a bun.

“You ready for round two, baby girl?” I asked.

Giana gazed back at me over her shoulder. “Don’t hold back, baby. Fuck me like you own me.”

I dragged my tip over Giana’s puckered little asshole and moved lower until I sank my knob into her tight, pink treasure box.

Hazy pleasure washed over me, and I moaned as my cock throbbed inside her halfway deep and stretching out her tight pussy. I strengthened my grip on her lush hips and pressed my hips forward, sinking deep into G’s golden girl pussy as I bathed in exquisite pleasure.

As I bottomed out, Giana’s eyes washed over with hazy lust, and she moaned before returning her attention to Sage’s pussy. She squeezed and flexed her vaginal muscles, milking my cock as pleasure fluttered up and down my buried shaft.

My balls tightened, and I held still, mentally trying to find my footing before I prematurely flooded Giana’s pussy with a river of sticky cum.

Sage coiled her legs around Giana’s shoulders and moaned. She ground her hips up and down, face fucking Giana, moaning loudly as her toes curled.

I gazed down at my cock where it split Giana’s perfect ass, buried to the root. How many hundreds of times had I fantasized about this very moment? Way too many to count.

My orgasm receded, and I caressed Giana’s ass cheeks while I circled my hips, plumbing my cock deep inside her miraculous pussy as I felt every flex and squeeze ripple up and down my shaft.

Giana’s breasts wobbled beneath her, shifting subtly as I fucked her from behind. Her golden blonde hair splayed over her shoulder and stretched down her back. Her body was total perfection, and she was all mine.

Giana moaned as she ate out her best friend. She pushed back against my cock, inching me deeper, then eased forward, rocking her hips as I fucked her slow and deep.

Pleasure rose inside me, and I slapped G’s ass cheek with a hard clap, eliciting a loud groan from the blonde beauty. I rocked forward and backward, picking up speed as I watched my glistening cock slide in and out of her tight pink pussy.

Giana came up for a breath of air and arched her back, moaning loudly. “Just like that. God, baby, you’re stretching me out so fucking good.”

I cradled Giana’s hips in both hands and squeezed before drawing back and powering forward with a stiff grunt. I did it again and again, causing Giana’s ass to ripple until I fell into a steady rhythm, pounding her hard and deep.

Every time I thrust forward, my hips bounced off Giana’s ass, filling the air with sharp. rhythmic claps as Giana’s muffled moans rose from between Sage’s legs.

Sage tightened her legs around Giana’s shoulders and cried out as goosebumps flashed across her chest and her body shuddered. She moaned and lifted her hips off the bed, pressing her pussy into Giana’s mouth as I grunted, hammering Giana’s pussy from behind.

With hard, powerful thrusts, I mercilessly pounded Giana’s tight little pussy until my cock blurred with motion. Heat built from the unrelenting friction and my head swam with a nearly overpowering need to come.

G’s body stiffened. She cried out as her legs shuddered, and her body shook. She clamped down with her pussy and squeezed my cock so tightly my vision flashed, and my cock strobed, as I felt myself coming inside her.

In a panic, I pulled out, dragging a thick line of pearly cum from her puckered little hole. More cum seeped from my tip, but I held on to my biggest orgasm as Giana flopped to the side, landing on the bed beside Sage.

With my cock throbbing and leaking cum, I crawled between Sage’s parted legs and slipped inside her tight pussy, moaning as I resisted the orgasm banging on my consciousness like a gong.

Sage twined her legs in mine and locked her ankles around my shins, drawing me deep as she latched onto my shoulders with both hands. She drew me down into an open-mouthed kiss, twining her tongue with mine as I rocked back and forth deep inside her.

Giana turned on her side and pushed herself up onto her elbow, watching as I pounded her best friend’s pussy with deep, powerful thrusts.

Through sheer willpower, I disconnected my brain, holding back my orgasm as I made sure Sage got every bit as much out of me as Giana. I pushed up onto my knees and grabbed Sage’s hips in both hands, savoring her sleek, flawless body as her bare breasts jiggled and swayed. I lifted her lower body off the bed, cradling her ass in my hands as she perched on her shoulders. With primal satisfaction, I drove my hips forward and buried my cock to the hilt.

The next few minutes passed in a haze. I hammered the brunette beauty, fucking her with hard, powerful strokes until my cock sizzled and my head swam. I fought a battle of will against the orgasm looming over me, but I wouldn’t stop until Sage came first.

Sage’s eyes turned hazy and unfocused. Her mouth hung open as a light sheen of perspiration coated her forehead. Her heavy breasts swayed atop her chest, clapping together as the bed frame squeaked beneath us.

I lowered Sage to the bed and pitched forward, pinning my hands on either side of her shoulders. I gazed down at her stunningly beautiful face while my cock sizzled with heat, sliding in and out, until I couldn’t take it anymore.

Sage moaned and arched her back. Goosebumps rose across her chest, and her eyes rolled back in her head. Her body quivered, and she tried to speak but couldn’t as a massive orgasm rolled across her body like a hurricane.

Her tight pussy felt like heaven, spasming around my manhood as she came. The last vestiges of my resistance crumbled under the weight of the perfect ten’s orgasmic ecstasy. As much as I wanted to nut inside Sage, I would never hear the end of it from Giana.

Instead, I slipped my cock from Sage’s pussy and sat up on my knees, cock strobing with an imminent orgasm. “Baby, get up next to Sage. I’m gonna come.”

Giana eagerly complied, stretching out fully beside her BFF as I gave my cock one last stroke, and the floodgates burst open wide.

White hot pleasure ripped through me, and I groaned as a massive orgasm hit me like a truck. A thick white ribbon of sticky cum rocketed from my cock and flashed across both Sage and Giana, splashing their breasts with a long pearly streak. In rapid fire succession, I emptied my balls, coming again and again, spurting a never ending fountain of jizz until I bathed both beauties in a sea of milky white cum.

I sagged back on my knees, panting for breath as the girls reveled in the glistening cum coating their beautiful D-cups.

Giana squeezed her breasts together, working my cum into her cleavage as Sage eyed my cock hungrily. She pushed herself off the bed and wrapped her lips around my cock. She flickered her tongue over my tip and stroked my cock, sucking and licking while she milked what was left of my load onto her outstretched tongue.

Not to be outdone, Giana scrambled up beside her and Sage handed over my cock, letting Giana lick me like an ice cream cone until not a drop remained.

My legs wobbled beneath me, and I sagged back onto the bed, completely drained. A feeling of pure bliss settled over me and I inhaled a deep, relaxing breath.

The girls came up on either side of me where they nuzzled onto each shoulder as I wrapped my arms around them and squeezed them tight.

“I’m blown away right now,” I said. “It doesn’t get any better than this.”

Giana kissed me on the cheek and mashed her breasts up against my side. They were sticky with my cum, but I didn’t care.

“We can do this all summer long,” G said.

“Can you come back to school with us while we train?” Sage asked. “I can’t go back to my old life now.”

“Would you guys be okay if I bought us a place on campus? We could live there together while you guys go to school.”

Giana crawled on top of me, and her eyes widened with excitement. “You can do that?”

I laughed. “I can work from wherever I want, and there’s no way I’m going months at a time without being with you two.”

Sage flung her leg over mine and wrapped her arm over my chest, squeezing me into a massive hug. “You’re the best boyfriend ever. I would love that. But we should probably make sure the place is big enough for at least six people.”

Giana frowned at Sage. “Why six?”

Sage grinned. “Well… there’s me, you, and Parker, but we’ll need room for Ronnie, Simone, and Polly after they join the club.”

Giana giggled. “True.”

I didn’t have it in me to argue with them. Instead, I sighed. “Fine. You guys pick a condo near campus, and we’ll buy the place.”

Gianna giggled. “Just like that?”

I reached up and kissed her on the lips. “Just like that.”

She pressed her lips against mine, then came away grinning. “This whole being rich thing has its perks.”

Sage giggled and picked up my cock, rolling it between her fingers. “That’s the understatement of the year.”

I inhaled a deep breath of satisfaction and let it out. “Now that’s settled, let’s talk about round two.”


Chapter 16
Promise Me


Hazy sunlight filtered through the floor-to-ceiling windows. A cool sea breeze drifted in through the sliding glass door, washing over the three of us entangled under the sheets. I pried my eyes open to discover gray clouds dominating the morning sky.

Giana’s leg wound around mine, and Sage’s arm wrapped around my chest. A swash of blonde hair cascaded over my chest while brunette hair stretched the length of my shoulder and arm. The girls slept soundly, breathing deeply as I stole a glance at the bedside clock — 7:08 am.

After our late night, I didn’t expect the girls to wake anytime soon, but the years I’d spent on the road had turned me into a morning person. Carefully, I extricated myself from their arms and legs, then crawled out of bed.

I slipped on my runner’s shorts and shoes, planning to go for a light jog before breakfast. But first, I meant to put on a pot of coffee and later surprise Sage and Giana with bagels and coffee. After that, I was sure I could talk them into the shower with me.

As I laced my shoes, I grinned at the thought. Life was good and getting better every day. I stealthily slipped from the bedroom and stepped out into the hallway. The scent of fresh coffee told me that someone had already beaten me to the punch.

I came downstairs to find the kitchen empty, with a fresh pot of coffee sitting on simmer. There was no sign of anyone on the first floor, and I shrugged. Whoever made it had probably gone back to their room.

The coffee could wait for my return. I opened the back door and stepped out into the misty morning. A cool breeze washed over the pool deck and somewhere in the distance, seagulls chirped. Dark clouds hovered far in the distance, and I spotted rain falling far out into the gulf.

These were the best types of mornings for a run, and normally the clouds burned off before breakfast. A full day of possibilities lay ahead, including a talk with Veronica.

I briefly stretched my legs and stepped around the bar, then froze.

Polly sat in an oversized rocking chair on a sunset overlooking the ocean. She had her legs pressed up against her chest and a blanket wrapped around her shoulders. She wore her golden blonde locks tucked back in a messy ponytail, with errant wisps of hair floating over her cheeks and neck.

Polly sipped on a mug of coffee as she gazed out to sea, and even from a distance, I spotted her tear-stained cheeks.

My stomach dropped into my shoes, and my face flushed hot. Had Rick done something to her? If he had, I would strangle the guy with my bare hands.

Still, I didn’t want to assume anything or approach her, assuming the worst. I inhaled a deep breath and crossed the deck toward her.

As I approached, Polly looked up at me and hurriedly wiped away her tears before forcing a smile. “Morning. There’s coffee in the kitchen.”

I didn’t give a fuck about the coffee, my run, or anything other than her wellbeing. I dragged another oversized rocking chair over to Polly and perched on the edge, gazing directly into her eyes.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

Polly shook her head. “Nothing. Just another fight with Rick. She shrugged. It’s been a rough few days.”

This wasn’t nothing. There was a profound sadness behind her normally bright blue eyes that didn’t belong. This ran far deeper than a simple fight with her boyfriend. Still, I treaded softly.

“What happened?” I asked.

Polly held my eyes for a long moment before she spoke. “Rick didn’t get home until just a couple of hours ago. He smelled like a brewery and could barely walk. He vomited into the toilet about an hour ago, which is when I got up and made coffee.”

“He was out with his friends?”

Polly shrugged. “I don’t know, and I don’t care.”

“For someone who doesn’t care, you have a funny way of showing it. You’re crying, Polly. What’s going on?”

She held my gaze for a heartbeat, then her eyes welled with tears. Her chin quivered, and she looked like she was on the verge of a breakdown. “I really miss you.”

My heart sank, and I reached for her, holding out my hand. “Come here.”

Polly put down her coffee and crawled onto my lap, quietly sobbing as she curled up into a ball and rested her head on my shoulder. She sucked in a stuttering breath, the kind you get after you’ve been heavily crying for a long time. A moment later, she spoke through broken sobs. “I’ve tried to act like it doesn’t bother me seeing you with Sage and Giana, but it’s ripping me apart inside.”

I pulled the blanket over us and gently stroked her hair. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I’ve tried to tell you twice,” she said. “On our first day in the kitchen and again last night at the party. We’ve had bad timing.”

“We’re all alone now,” I said. “And I’m not going anywhere.”

Polly sniffled and shifted on my lap, sitting up enough so she could look me in the eye. She picked up both of my hands in hers and laced her fingers with mine. She took a long, steadying breath as if to calm herself. “I’ve thought about what I would say to you a million times, and now I can’t remember a word.”

I picked up her hand and kissed her knuckles. “Take all the time you need. We’re in no hurry.”

Polly released one of my hands and wiped the tears from her face as she nodded. Cool wind whipped through her lush, blonde hair, blowing loose strands over her eyes and nose.

A long moment passed as Polly seemed to compose her thoughts. She caressed the back of my hand with her thumb and stared down at our held hands.

“Three years ago, when you told me you loved me….”

My heart skipped a beat, and adrenaline surged through my veins. I held my breath, afraid if I said anything, I would ruin the moment and lose her forever.

Polly looked up at me, locking her soul crushing blue eyes on me, and my stomach spun like a top.

“I loved you too, Parker,” she said. “I’m still in love with you, but I think you’ve probably figured that out already.”

My jaw dropped as reason fled my brain. “What? … uhh…Why…?” I licked the dryness from my lips, trying to come to terms with the bombshell she just dropped. “Then why did you reject me?”

“I didn’t reject you,” she said. “Do you remember the exact words I said? Because I remember every detail about that moment. I’ve gone through it in my head a billion times, wishing every time for a different outcome.”

I thought back to that momentous day and nodded. “I told you I loved you and that I wanted to be with you. You said… Right now, I can’t be with you in the way you want, but I’ll be here for you as a friend.”

Polly nodded, and a slight smile touched her lips. “Those were my exact words. I didn’t tell you I didn’t love you or outright reject you. I tried to call you a hundred times to straighten out the misunderstanding, but you wouldn’t return my calls or texts. So, I hopped in my car and drove to MIT to see you to tell you I loved you too and I wanted to be with you.”

It was exactly what I wanted to hear from her, yet it left me feeling hollow. “I was in a really dark place. I’m sorry.”

“Which is exactly why I didn’t jump into your arms the day you told me you loved me. Do you know how long I had waited for you to tell me those words? Parker, I’ve loved you since we were thirteen years old. But I thought you didn’t love me that way, so I tried to make peace with it.”

My head swam under a dizzy wave of regret. “I didn’t know.”

“Of course, I loved you. Everyone knew how much I loved you except you. I didn’t want our first time to happen under a cloud of darkness. My mom begged me to just come out and tell you, but I didn’t want to ruin our friendship.”

“Your mom knows?” I asked.

Polly rolled her eyes. “She knew from day one. No. She knew before day one. My mom told me we belonged together. She still feels the same way.”

That brought a smile to my face. “She was always such a smart woman.”

Polly giggled and squeezed my hand. “I’m trying to be serious.”

I shifted her in my lap, drawing her closer, and resisted the urge to lean in for a kiss. “Sorry. Go ahead.”

Polly tightened her grip on my hand. “But the day you told me you loved me, you were just so sad and hopeless. It felt wrong to pronounce our love for each other when you were in such a dark place. It wasn’t the right moment.”

She was right, and looking back, I knew that now. I let out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding and went limp. I replayed her exact words in my head — Right now, I can’t be with you in the way you want, but I’ll be here for you as a friend.

All I had focused on was her last sentence about being friends, but her first two words were telling. “So, when you said, right now I can’t be with you, you literally meant it. Not that we couldn’t be together in the future, just not at that moment.”

Polly flashed me a smile that touched her eyes. “Yes, dummy. It was the only thing I could think to say without melting into a puddle on the floor.”

I sighed and scratched my head. “Well, shit….”

Polly laughed and ran her hand across my shirtless, muscled chest. “I feel a lot better finally getting that off my chest.”

I frowned at her. “This whole time we could have been….”

Polly giggled. “Fucking like rabbits?”

“Well, yes. That too. But I was thinking more along the lines of being together as a couple.”

Polly nodded, then her smile faded. “But now, things are complicated.”

“Rick,” I said.

“Yes,” she said. “That’s a big part of it. I know Rick looks like a huge asshole, and he’s certainly acted like one this week. We’ve had some major fights over his unacceptable behavior. The bottom line is that he’s jealous of you.”

“Jealous of me? He’s with you, and I’m not. He’s in med school and has a bright future in front of him while I’ve lived out of a van. What’s there to be jealous about?”

“For starters, he’s enamored with your entire philosophy about having multiple girlfriends. I see the way he looks at Sage and Giana, and I know what he’s thinking.”

“That doesn’t bother you?”

Polly shrugged. “It should, but it doesn’t hurt nearly as bad as seeing you with Sage and Giana. Which brings me to my second point.”

“Which is?”

“Rick can tell that I have feelings for you. I’m pretty sure everyone can tell, even though Ronnie denies it.”

“Not to defend Rick, but if you were with me, it would kill me to see you looking at another guy like that.”

Polly’s eyes widened in shock. “I would never look at another guy if I were with you.”

I chuckled. “At least we have that going for us.” I sighed and ran my fingers through my hair. “Polly, if you’re not feeling it with Rick now, you never will. Staying with him out of a sense of loyalty or obligation isn’t healthy.”

“He’s normally a very sweet and loving man. Just not this week. But that’s not the only thing stopping me from taking the plunge.”

“Sage and Giana,” I said.

Polly nodded. “I’m not sure I have it in me to share you with other women. That’s asking a lot.”

“You’re not sure you have it in you, or you don’t have it in you? One is a maybe, and the other is a hard no.”

She smiled and traced a heart on my bare chest with her index finger. “It’s the first one… maybe.”

I relaxed slightly and nodded. “Okay. We can work with maybe.”

Polly searched my face for a long moment before she asked her next question. “Do you love them?”

“Yes,” I said without hesitation. “If I didn’t, I wouldn’t be with them.”

Surprisingly, that seemed to cheer her up. She smiled and squeezed my hand. “Then it’s about more than sex? I mean, you aren’t jumping into bed with random girls?”

“No, I’m not a man whore, and it’s about much more than sex. I was being honest with you the other day when I said I can love more than one person at a time.”

She tucked a lock of her hair behind her ear and paused. “That’s the problem. I can’t love more than one person at a time.”

“And you love me?” I asked.

Polly nodded. “With my whole heart.”

“Where does that leave Rick?”

She shrugged. “It’s not fair to him, but maybe this vacation will help me move past you. Maybe then I can be with Rick in the way he deserves.”

Her words hit me like a punch to the gut. “Ouch.”

Polly leaned in and kissed me softly on the cheek. “I don’t mean it like that. I love you, and that’s the problem.”

“Normally, that’s not a problem.”

“We need to be realistic. I’m not sure I’m ready for the Sage, Giana, and Polly show. That’s asking a lot.”

I sighed and nodded. “Promise me you won’t leave here until you can answer that question?”

She frowned. “I won’t bail on the vacation, if that’s what you’re asking.”

I’d completely forgotten that she didn’t know this was my place. It was a big secret, but we had covered a lot of ground this morning. Better to hold that news for another time.

“Right,” I said. “You almost left on day one. I don’t want you to disappear one morning and I’m the reason.”

Polly smiled at me and shifted closer until mere inches separated her face from mine. “I promise. But you have to make a promise in return.”

“What promise might that be?”

She caressed my chest with her hand, then leaned in and kissed me, barely brushing her lips against mine. “Promise me you’ll stay away from Simone and Ronnie. If you add them to your little team, that will literally end me.”

My stomach sank, and my heart rose into my throat. The world rushed in around me, and I struggled to maintain my composure. After all the lies and deception, she deserved someone much better than me. I could either come clean about my feelings for Veronica and my years long relationship with Simone, or I could perpetuate the deception. One way or another, the truth would eventually come out.

I looked her in the eye and said words I desperately wanted to be true. “I promise.”


Also by Rex Sterling


Back Home Harem: Complete Box Set
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One man proves you can come back home again…

Steve Erickson’s life is a mess. Five years ago, Steve moved his family west to build a thriving business. Where his business flourished, his marriage crumbled. But Steve and his beautiful buxom wife Angie, aren’t ready to throw in the towel. On the brink of divorce, the couple agrees on a wild plan. They want to move home where they first fell in love and left behind their old friends.


Eager to rekindle their old flame, Steve and Angie move home, bringing their son, Max, with them. There’s only one problem — their new house isn’t ready.


Steve’s lifelong best friend, multi-millionaire Jim Fields, and his stunning blonde wife, Gretta, open their home to Steve and his family. When Steve arrives, he discovers paradise is exactly what it seems. Now it’s time to heal old wounds and restart old friendships.


But every relationship comes with temptations. For Steve, those temptations start and stop with his best friend’s wife, Gretta, and their three drop-dead gorgeous, college-aged daughters. During a welcome home party, Steve reacquaints himself with bratty blonde Lillie and her sisters Jenna and Becca. Their brazen flirtations make Steve realize he’s treading deep water.


When someone shows up in Steve’s bed in the middle of the night, that deep water threatens to pull him under. Is it his wife Angie who had a few too many cocktails during the welcome home party? Or is the mystery lady Gretta Fields who shares a secret past with Steve? Or is it one of her three daughters, each jockeying for a position to win Steve’s heart? It’s up to Steve to unravel that mystery one lady at a time.


With summer in full swing, the bikinis are on and the pool’s wide open. Can Steve resist temptation? Or will his marriage flame out?


This box set contains all four books in the Back Home Harem series, including Mystery Lady, Dream Dates, Bachelor Auction, and Pageant Princess! Read the entire series from start to finish that follows forty-two-year-old, Steve Erickson, as he comes back home to build his dream life, save his marriage, and build a harem along the way.

They're Out Of My League Five-Book Box Set
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When a young man’s desires burn as hot as an endless Chicago Summer…

For twenty-one-year-old college student, Jack Donovan, the beautiful Hart sisters are way out of his league. After moving in with his older brother and his blonde and busty girlfriend Misha Hart, Jack can’t get her out of his head. And he’s in for a real surprise when he wakes up to find Misha’s fit and firm sister Becca Hart asleep beside him in bed.

For years, Jack’s obsession with the sisters has heated to the boiling point, and now something must give. The only problem is that the once pudgy and nerdy Jack, lacks the confidence necessary to make the move of a lifetime.

But hope comes in the form of Jack’s grandfather, Max Donovan. The retired psychiatrist has some good advice and a few tricks up his sleeve to give Jack the kick he needs to land the first of his dream girls, Becca Hart.


Between Jack’s inexperience and Becca’s raging jealousy, Jack quickly finds himself in over his head. Now Jack must channel his inner alpha male if he has any hope of reigning in the girl who’s out of his league.

This bundle contains the complete five-book series that follows introverted Jack Donovan on his journey from an inexperienced college boy to the alpha male of a pack of dream girls.

Bloodline Harem: Complete Box Set
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The chance of a lifetime with a trio of untouchable beauties…

Jack Baron has a major crush on his best friend’s big sister. The twenty-year-old college student spends his free time playing video games, hanging out with his lifelong friend Ryan, and pining away for Ryan’s voluptuous blonde sister, Quinn Harper. The problem is, Quinn won't give him the time of day.


When Ryan invites Jack on a summer European vacation with his family, Jack jumps at the chance. Sharing breakfast, lunch, and dinner with the stunningly beautiful Quinn gives him the opportunity he needs to seize the day and end his unlucky streak with the ladies. But Quinn isn't the only Harper woman Jack has his eye on. There’s Quinn’s married sister Olivia and their knockout-hot mother, Molly.


But dreams and reality are fickle partners. During the vacation, Quinn’s boyfriend Mike and Olivia’s open hostility put a damper on Jack’s plans for female conquest. That all changes with a visit to an ancient Celtic temple.


Jack touches the crumbling statue of a goddess that triggers a meeting with the goddess herself and sets the stage for three trials Jack must pass before the family can go free. But Jack can’t pass the trials alone. Instead, he must win the favor of the goddess with the help of each of the Harper women, starting with his ultimate fantasy girl, Quinn.


Now it’s up to Jack and Quinn to escape an alternate reality that finds them leaning into each other more than they ever before. Can Jack win Quinn’s heart before it’s too late? Can Quinn overcome her fears and rediscover a part of herself she lost over a decade ago?


Read the entire story with this entire, three-volume box set that includes Sister’s Gift, Tamed, and Alpha! Bloodline Harem follows geeky college student Jack Baron as he transforms from an inexperienced introvert into the harem king of his own clan.
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