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Chapter one
Sunrise


By the time Polly and I finished our talk, the morning mist had burned away and pure sunshine drenched Siesta Key's white sugar sand beach. A light breeze and patchy, cotton clouds foretold of an amazing adventure aboard our sailing yacht charter excursion.

With the house still sleeping, I stood in the kitchen prepping a tray of coffee and bagels to take upstairs for Sage and Giana. Behind me, Polly washed out her coffee cup in the kitchen sink and placed it in the dishwasher.

Polly hummed blissfully as a warm breeze drifted through the open-air kitchen. The moment reminded me of simpler times when Polly slept over at my house after a long night out. We made breakfast together and chatted over coffee. Had I known how fleeting those moments would become, I would have greedily coveted every second I spent with her.

The moment unfolding between us was priceless, and I had intentionally dragged my feet preparing breakfast, trying to milk the clock just to be near her for a little longer. For the first time in four years, she was happy to be with me. That knowledge filled my heart with all the joy I didn't realize had been missing in my life.

I placed two cups of piping hot coffee on a tray, along with a container of fresh creamer and a bowl filled with packets of sugar substitute. My thoughts drifted back to my conversation with Polly. She told me she loved me and that she still loved me. I wasn't crazy, nor had I misread her signs. Her words were a balm that instantly soothed four years of self-inflicted emotional torture. It felt like I had come up for air after spending a long time underwater.

She told me she wasn't interested in sharing me with Giana and Sage. But if I knew Polly, she would come around sooner rather than later. Nor was I worried about Rick. Polly didn't love him. She had spelled that out in black and white.

The only thing that bothered me was the promise I had made to her. Namely, I couldn't romance Veronica or Simone. That oath could come back to bite me unless I got out in front of this looming train wreck.

With all of us crowded together on a luxury sailing yacht and an overnight field trip to a tropical island, I had a feeling big changes loomed on the other side of the horizon.

"I hope you aren't prone to seasickness," I said. "Don't forget, we're spending the day on a sailing yacht. And we're spending the night on a private island, complete with our own Hawaiian luau. We leave at noon. I'm not sure how you want to handle Rick."

"Hopefully he sleeps through it," Polly said. "It sounds amazing, and I really don't want to deal with him, anyway."

I chuckled as the toaster oven beeped, signaling my bagels were ready. "You'll get no argument from me."

Polly moved up behind me and wrapped her arms around my waist. The move caught me by surprise in the best way possible. I relaxed as she pressed her body up against mine and sighed contentedly. She rested her cheek on my back and pulled me into an affectionate hug.

"I feel as light as a feather," she said. "Wouldn't it be amazing to do this every morning?"

I squeezed Polly's hand where it rested near my waist. "Just like old times."

She nodded against my back. "Except we could kiss and touch each other all we wanted."

I turned around to face her with her arms still locked around my waist. The move brought us closer than ever, with Polly's braless breasts pinned against my bare chest.

I placed my hands high on her hips and resisted the urge to palm her flawless ass. She may have admitted her feelings for me, but that didn't give me a free pass to grope her.

"Like we're touching now?" I asked.

She smiled at me, her blue eyes shimmering with unadulterated joy. "Yes. But maybe with less clothing." She giggled and tightened her grip around my waist. "I love being with you. Everything is just so easy."

I ran my hands up and down her back, caressing her softly as I returned her smile. "I love being with you, too. We should make this a morning ritual for the rest of our trip."

Her smile faded, but only slightly. "I was thinking more long term."

If this was Polly's way of talking me into a monogamous relationship, it wouldn't work. As much as I loved her, I loved Sage and Giana equally, and I would never give up being with them. "Then let's think long term. Come upstairs with me and we can discuss our future with Sage and Giana."

Her smile dropped. "Fine. I get it. You're not into monogamy."

There was no heat in her voice, only resignation. She sighed and brought her hands up to my shirtless chest and gently caressed my pecs. Her fingertips roamed my warm skin, sending a jolt of sexual energy racing up my spine.

I inched my hands over her tight hips and dared to run my palms over the upper expanse of her round, springy ass. Polly didn't flinch.

She licked her lips as her eyes roamed my muscled torso. "We're friends, right?"

My cock stiffened and visibly bulged inside my form-fitting running shorts. It dug into Polly's soft tummy, but the beautiful blonde only snuggled in closer, pressing my bulging rod flat against her stomach. She kept her innocent blue eyes locked on mine and gently caressed my pecs, taking a moment to trace the outline of each of my exposed areolas.

I cleared my throat as heat washed over my face. "Friends? Yeah. Of course. We're best friends."

I let my hands trail lower, gliding my palms over her tight, round rump. Arousal flared in my loins and my cock pulsed, stiffening to concrete levels of hardness.

There was no hiding my arousal, and Polly's gaze flickered to my cock before she once again met my steady gaze. She licked her lips and teased my nipples with her fingertips. She shifted her hips forward and backward, subtly grinding her body against my raging, hard cock. "Friends kiss, right?"

My face flushed hot, and a dizzy wave of arousal threatened to topple me. I filled my spread open fingers with her exquisite ass and squeezed, drawing her closer until her braless breasts bulged outward on either side of my chest.

My pulse raced and my breaths came short and fast. God, I wanted her so badly my cock ached with it. I licked the dryness from my lips and tried to calm myself enough to speak. "I don't see why not."

Polly ran her hands up my muscled chest, then coiled her arms around my neck. She perched on her toes and drew my face to hers. She smiled and her eyes sparkled with lust. "Hi friend."

My stomach soared with butterflies. This was the moment I had waited a lifetime for, and I wasn't about to hit the brakes. I kneaded her ass in both hands and dipped in low while Polly stretched up and met me halfway.

Our lips met, and we kissed slowly and sweetly. But instead of ending the way-more-than-friends kiss there, we kissed a second time, then a third, before we parted our lips and our tongues swam together.

We deepened the kiss, and Polly's soft, sweet moans filled my mouth. With my cock throbbing, I ran my hands up and inside the back of her baggy night shirt, drawing my fingertips over her bare skin as my head strobed with carnal hunger.

Polly wound her tongue around mine and freely explored my open mouth. She slid one hand down my chest, over my stomach, and didn't stop until she reached my steel hard manhood throbbing against her stomach. She curled her fingers around my rigid shaft and squeezed.

With nothing more than a thin layer of nylon between my cock and Polly's fingers, I couldn't believe this was finally happening. Tendrils of buttery pleasure swam through my head, setting my consciousness adrift in a warm, candy coated haze. My shaft strobed inside her gentle grip and the sweet taste of Polly's bubble gum tongue filled my mouth. With trembling hands, I slipped my hands from inside her shirt and curled my fingers inside the waistband of her tight shorts, where I palmed her bare ass beneath.

Polly gently stroked my cock as her warm, cherry vanilla scent drifted up my nostrils like an aphrodisiac. Waves of sun-kissed pleasure left me floating on a cloud, fueled by the adrenaline pumping through my veins.

All thought and reason evaporated into the ether, and I gently scooped Polly off the floor and cradled her in my arms.

Polly chirped with excitement, and she coiled her arms around my shoulders and neck. She wrapped her limber legs around my waist and climbed up my body until her pussy pressed directly against my rigid cock. She ran her fingers through my hair and played with my tongue in her mouth as her intoxicating breath sent me tripping into the clouds.

I turned around and eased Polly onto the kitchen island, never breaking our kiss. With my palms planted firmly on her ass, I stepped forward and drew her toward me, pinning her pussy against my stiff cock. She tightened her ankles around my waist and ran her hands freely over my bare chest, moaning as she gently rocked her hips.

We broke off the kiss to come up for air, meeting face to face. Polly's glossy pink lips glistened, and her blue eyes simmered with fevered lust. I scooped up one of her braless breasts in my hand and teased her hard nipple through her baggy t-shirt.

Polly panted for breath and slid her hand between our interlocked bodies. She found my thick cock with her warm hand and squeezed, milking a load of pre-cum into the interior lining of my shorts.

I gazed deeply into her soul-crushingly beautiful blue eyes and found no hesitation or resistance. It was all systems go with seemingly no regrets. "If that's a friendly kiss, I can't imagine our first actual kiss."

Polly giggled. "You don't kiss Jack like that?"

I grinned and squeezed Polly's ass. "Does Veronica grab your ass like this?"

She giggled again. "Maybe not, but I could get used to you grabbing my ass like that."

I leaned in for another kiss and our mouths met, hot and hungry. Any pretense that we were just friends flew out the window as we wantonly and openly groped each other.

I filled my palms with Polly's beautiful breasts and squeezed, mauling them as I teased her fat nipples with my thumbs. She moaned in my mouth and stroked my cock over my shorts, grinding her hips as the heat between us built to a boiling point.

With lips and tongues flying, there was no going back. Years of repressed sexual tension broke and the damn burst. She wanted me as badly as I wanted her, and both of us wanted it right then and there.

Polly tugged at my shorts, trying to pull them over my hips as I reached for the bottom of her t-shirt, intent on revealing her tantalizing treasures so long sealed away from my lecherous gaze.

Polly broke off the kiss and raised her arms over her head. Chest heaving, she gazed directly into my eyes. "I need to feel you inside me."

As I drew her t-shirt over her tummy, the bottoms of her bare, jiggling breasts came into view, and that's when reality put an end to our impromptu make-out session.

The front door creaked open, followed by the sound of laughter.

"She really said that?"

It was Jack's voice. Jason responded a moment later. "I know. Can you believe it?"

Polly's eyes widened with shock, and I quickly stepped away, gazing down at my gargantuan hard-on. My tip protruded from the top of my waistband, oozing clear pre-cum. How was I supposed to hide it?

Polly jumped off the kitchen counter. She fixed her clothes as she made a mad dash for the refrigerator, throwing the door open as if pretending she was searching for something to eat.

I tucked my cock back inside my way-too-small running shorts and pressed my midsection up against the kitchen island to hide my rapidly deflating cock. Trying to calm myself, I reached for the bagels still cradled inside the toaster.

Jack and Jason rounded the corner and stopped when they saw us. As they took in the scene, Polly came out of the refrigerator holding a carton of orange juice. She held it up to her chest like a shield and used her wrists to hide her hard nipples that were, only a moment earlier, clearly poking through her shirt.

Jack took in the scene and glanced between Polly and me as a grin widened across his face. "You two are up awfully early."

"I'm an early riser," Polly said, talking a hundred miles an hour. "I wanted to see the sun come up and Parker came down for a run, but then he watched the sunrise with me."

Her red cheeks, wide eyes and manic talking revealed her clearly guilty conscience. Polly was a terrible liar, and she may as well have had a neon light strobing the word, guilty, over her head.

Jason folded his arms over his chest, but his shit-eating grin telegraphed the humor he saw in the situation. "So, it's just you two down here all alone?"

Jack snorted laughter and grinned, shaking his head. "It's about time you two got freaky. Don't worry. Your secret is safe with us."

"There's no secret," Polly said. "We're friends. That's all. Right, Parker?"

With a shaky hand, I spread cream cheese on the bagel and nodded along. "Yep. Just friends doing friendly things."

"And here I thought Polly wasn't into sharing," Jack said, frowning in Polly's direction. "Weren't you going off on Parker a couple of days ago about his fledgling harem? I'm sure Sage and Giana will gleefully accept you into the tribe."

Polly's cheeks turned bright red. "I'm very much into monogamy, thank you. And I have a boyfriend with whom I'm in a monogamous relationship."

It was time to turn the tables on these two clowns. "What about you two? Just getting home from the party?"

A huge grin bought real estate on Jason's face. "It was a good night."

Polly relaxed beside me where she stood, still clutching the juice carton in both hands. "You and Cecily? That's awesome, Jason," Polly said. "You should invite her out on the boat with us."

"Already did," Jason said. "That's why we came home so early. The girls are getting ready."

I grinned at Jack. "The girls? As in Angel too?"

Jack rolled his eyes. "Angel, Cecily, and Joe."

"Please tell me that Joe didn't crawl into bed with you and Angel last night," I said. "I'm not sure I can handle step-bro porn so early in the morning."

Polly giggled and set down the juice carton, revealing that her nipples had successfully deflated. "I'm sure Angel wouldn't sleep with her brother," she said. "Well, at least not until Jack left this morning."

I laughed and turned to Polly before we traded a high five.

Jack shook his head. "You two are really fucking funny," he said in a complete deadpan. "Can we go back to when you two weren't speaking to each other?"

I grinned and coiled my arm around Polly's waist before drawing her up against me. "Nope. Team Ford and St. James are back in the saddle."

Polly slid closer, pressing her hip against mine. She rested her head on my shoulder and smiled at Jack and Jason. "Just like old times, only better."


Chapter two
What happens on vacation...


After entertaining Jack and Jason for a few minutes longer, they retreated to their rooms for some more sleep, leaving Polly and me, once again, alone in the kitchen. By then, Sage and Giana's coffee had turned cold, so I dumped them out and refilled them while Polly stood beside me, silently watching.

"You look like you want to say something," I said

Polly shifted from one foot to another while she played with a packet of sugar substitute she had lifted off the tray.

She frowned as if wrestling with some internal decision before she looked me in the eye and sighed with resignation. "Do you think they knew?"

I pulled a butter knife from the drawer and added an extra container of cream cheese to the tray. Giana had a freakish love for extra cream cheese, but I couldn't murder a poor bagel with so much smear.

"That we were fooling around?" I asked.

Polly nodded and rested her hip against the kitchen island, waiting for me to respond.

"Oh, for sure," I said. "It was completely obvious, and you've always been a terrible liar."

She glared at me and defiantly put her fist on one hip. "I'm not a terrible liar."

I rolled my eyes and chuckled. "You are, but it's only because you have a pure heart. It's a good thing."

The answer seemed to placate her, and her frown faded as she inched forward and picked up my hand in hers. "Do you think they'll tell Rick?"

"They hate Rick," I said. "What do you think?"

She giggled, and a smile touched her eyes. "Good point."

"They're rooting for us," I said before I leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips. "You've got nothing to worry about."

Polly played with my fingers in hers as she stared down at the floor and inched closer. She looked up at me expectantly. "It felt good."

"The kiss?"

Polly laced her fingers in mine and squeezed. "All of it. Even this." She held up our twined hands. "I didn't even realize that I was holding your hand until I thought about it. It just seems natural."

I pulled her hand up to my lips and kissed her knuckles. "That's because we belong together."

She smiled sweetly and nodded. "I know we do, but I feel guilty cheating."

"How about we forget about Rick, and you can help me deliver this tray of goodies to Giana and Sage? We'll get their opinion."

"Our opinion on what?" Giana asked as she sauntered into the kitchen with Sage following closely behind.

My jaw dropped as I took in her outfit, or lack thereof.

Giana wore a pair of white lace panties and a very low cut baggy tank top where her barely covered breasts freely jiggled with her nipples straining the frayed cotton material. Sage wore a long white t-shirt that barely covered her ass, and her big braless breasts jiggled beneath. Like G, her taut nipples raked the front, and I had a hard time choosing where to fix my gaze.

The t-shirt was mine, and it looked way better on her than it ever had on me.

Sage spotted our held hands and smiled. "It looks like congratulations are in order. You two finally came to your senses?"

Giana stepped around the island and frowned down at the bagel. "You didn't put any cream cheese on my bagel?"

Polly frowned worriedly but tightened her grip on my hand rather than releasing it in a panic.

"It's literally bathing in cream cheese," I said. "What you do to bagels is an abomination that I'm pretty sure violates several international laws."

Giana giggled and went to work fixing her coffee. "It was very sweet of you to make us breakfast. Thank you."

She perched on her toes and kissed me on the lips, seeming unconcerned with Polly's firm grip on my hand.

My gaze drifted to her loose tank top and my cock stirred as I hungrily eyed her breasts.

"Aren't you worried your brother or Jason will see you like that?" Polly asked.

Giana frowned. "Like what?"

Sage came up on the other side of me and popped up for a kiss. "Good morning, baby. Thanks for making me coffee."

I returned her kiss and added another for good measure. "You're very welcome. I planned on adding some fresh pineapple for you. There's a container in the fridge."

Polly gawked at Giana's breasts with her entire side boobs visible through the open underarms, drooping halfway down her sides.

"You're practically naked," Polly said.

"Oh, that." G gazed down at her top and shrugged. "I showed more yesterday on the beach. Besides, it's just us four."

Polly blushed as she took in Giana's body. "God, you're so pretty." She looked over at Sage. "You're both so pretty."

Giana smiled. "Aww... you're so sweet." She dipped in and kissed Polly on the cheek. "You're the gorgeous one."

"You guys have legs I can only dream of," Polly said. "I'm so short."

"I prefer the term petite," I said. "And you are adorably perfect."

That seemed to please Polly as she smiled with satisfaction. "Thanks."

Giana scooped out an absurd amount of cream cheese from the container and plopped it on top of an already overloaded bagel slice. "So, you two...? Are you a thing now?"

Polly's eyes widened. "We're not a thing. Not like that. We didn't do anything."

Sage found the container of pineapple and set it down on the island beside Polly. "Babe, we don't care. Wait... strike that. We do care. We want you to be with Parker. It doesn't bother us you're with him."

Giana licked the end of the butter knife caked with cream cheese, causing me to grimace.

"The more the merrier," Giana said.

"Polly told me how she felt," I said. "We heavily made out and started to take things further when Jack and Jason walked in on us."

"We didn't heavily make out," Polly said.

I raised a questioning eyebrow at Polly and grinned. "Oh? What would you call it?"

Her face flushed bright red. "Okay. Maybe we made out a little."

Giana giggled and held up her hand to high five Polly. "You go, girl."

Polly reluctantly returned her high five. "Doesn't it bother you?" She looked at Sage. "Either of you?"

"We love Parker, and he loves us. It's a beautiful thing we all get to share. He loves you too, right?"

"Right," I said, drawing a sweet smile from Polly.

"I love him, but I've been really jealous of you two all week," Polly said. "I'm not sure I have it in me to share."

Giana shrugged. "No pressure but just know that Sage and I won't get in your way. In fact, if there's anything we can do to help, just say the word."

Polly's jaw dropped. "This is surreal."

Sage giggled, then popped a hunk of pineapple into her mouth. "Just sit with it for a while," she said as she munched on her fruit. "You don't have to decide right now."

Polly seemed to consider Sage's words as she maintained her grip on my hand. "There is one thing you can do."

"Yeah? What?"

"Are you still using your room? I need a break from Rick."

My heart soared, and Sage quickly responded.

"Take my room or G's," Sage said. "We moved in with Parker."

"These beds are massive," G said. "There's more than enough room in our bed for a pint-sized blonde pixie."

Sage giggled. "Oh, for sure."

Polly's eyes widened. "I can't do that."

Giana's eyes twinkled with mischief. "Relax, we're kidding, but not really."

I chuckled, and Sage grinned.

"For sure," Sage said.

Giana bit into her bagel and talked as she munched it in her mouth. "My advice -- send Rick packing and we can all have some fun. After the luau tonight, we can all get freaky. Kinsey and Gabby, too."

Polly looked suddenly worried. "They're coming?"

Giana nodded. "Gabby has a fan girl crush on Parker and Kinsey is just a hound. She won't stop until she gets what she wants."

My stomach dipped and soared. "Wait, what?"

Giana and Sage laughed before Giana responded. "You should have heard them talking when you guys left to find Ronnie on the beach."

Polly seemed to deflate. "Seriously? I can't compete with them."

"There's no competition," I said. "And if there was, you would have already won."

Polly squeezed my hand and smiled. "Thanks for saying that, but these women are like Sports Illustrated models. You two are drop dead gorgeous and so are Kinsey and Gabby."

"You are smoking hot," Giana said. "I've been jealous of you for years. The way you pranced around in that head cheerleader's outfit was so hot and had all the guys drooling. We all saw."

"Totally," Sage said. "You are stunning, both inside and out. I see the way Parker looks at you. He loves you, and that's all that matters."

"Amen to that," I said. "That little cheerleader outfit fueled more than one X-rated dream. You don't still happen to have that, do you?"

Polly giggled and slapped me playfully. "Yeah. Let me whip it out of my luggage."

"I want in on that action," Giana said.

"Me three," Sage said, raising her hand.

"You guys are so sweet," Polly said. "I don't even know why I'm letting this bother me. I have a boyfriend who I just cheated on, and I seriously doubt I have the emotional capability or confidence to watch Parker be with other girls."

"You're halfway there," Giana said. "Just rip off the Band-Aid and we can all go upstairs and shower together."

Polly sighed. "Right now, I'm going to grab my bag and move into Sage's old room. But you guys have given me a lot to think about."

"Anytime, girl," Sage said.

"We've got your back," Giana said.

Polly popped on her tiptoes and planted a kiss on my lips. "Thanks for this morning. It was wonderful."

"We'll talk in a bit," I said. "Okay?"

Polly nodded, and the three of us watched as she walked off toward the bedroom she shared with Rick.

"She'll give in before the day is out," Giana said.

"Oh, come on. Give her some credit," Sage said. "She'll make it to tomorrow, but no longer."

"You two are wildly optimistic," I said. "And not to be the bearer of bad news, but Polly forbade me from making a move on Veronica or Simone."

Sage's eyes widened in horror. "What? You can't leave my girl Simone hanging."

Giana took the news in stride and shrugged as she bit into her bagel. "Once Polly gives in, she'll crumble and concede the war. After that, it's orgy time."

She gazed up at me, chewing her bagel as if wanton orgies were the most normal thing in the world. "Who are you and where did you put Jack's little sister?"

The three of us continued to chat while we ate our breakfast standing around the kitchen island. Giana and Sage went back and forth on various strategies designed to weaken Polly's defense while I mostly listened. After that, our discussion shifted to our yacht excursion and the overnight on the swanky private island. They discussed Kinsey, Gabby and the various sexual encounters they could arrange between them and me. We decided to go upstairs for a group shower when my phone buzzed with an incoming text.

Polly: Can you meet me in my new room? I need to get something off my chest.

I read the text out loud, and Giana giggled. "Damn. And here I was, giving her until the end of the day."

"This doesn't mean she wants to join the harem," I said.

"Respond to her," Sage said, motioning to my phone. "Don't leave her hanging."

I replied with a quick, on my way before Sage and Giana wished me luck. A moment later, I arrived at Sage's old room, which was now Polly's room. Too bad for Rick.

I knocked on the door and Polly replied with a muffled, "Come in."

I stepped inside and found Polly perched at the foot of the bed with her phone by her side. She still wore the baggy t-shirt and tight black shorts I'd seen her in earlier, although her long, golden blonde locks drifted over her shoulders and hung down her back. She looked at me and her expression was somewhere between serene and expectant. Whatever she needed to tell me didn't seem to make her nervous, nor did she have the look of someone who wanted to get something off her chest.

"Is everything okay?" I asked.

She gave me a sweet smile and tipped her head toward the open bedroom door behind me.

"Can you lock the door, please?"

My stomach swooned, and a surge of adrenaline flashed through my head. "Is this about Rick?"

Polly shook her head. "He's sound asleep."

My pulse quickened, and I turned around before shutting and locking the bedroom door.

"Come over here and sit beside me," Polly said, her voice conveying unusual confidence.

As I crossed the room, my legs turned to mush, and I felt my heart thudding in my temples. I had never seen her look at me that way, and my spirit surged with hope. My cock flexed in my shorts, thickening with arousal, and the sexual tension between us felt thick enough to slice.

I sat down on the bed beside Polly, and she picked up my hand before lacing her fingers with mine. A long moment of silence passed while she lovingly caressed the back of my hand with her thumb.

"I love you," she said with such confidence that it wasn't even open for debate. "There's no point in pretending we're just friends or that we both don't want a lot more."

"I love you too, Polly. And it's no secret that I want more. We should be together, forever and always."

She smiled and leaned in for a short, sweet kiss, giving my hand an affectionate squeeze. She gazed into my eyes as she caressed the back of my hand with her thumb. "Watching you with other women may be more than I can handle. I'm still not sure if I can close that gap."

This wasn't new ground, and I held out a moment, waiting for her to speak. She studied me intently, and I felt obligated to fill the silence with a response.

I licked the dryness from my lips as I gazed into her mesmerizing blue eyes. "I love you, Sage, and Giana. It's an impossible decision."

She nodded and kissed me again before backing off and inching closer. "I appreciate your honesty. You could easily make a promise that you had no intention of keeping, only to take full advantage of me."

"Polly, I would never --"

She pressed her finger to my lips, cutting me off, then followed up with three more quick kisses on the lips. "I know you wouldn't, baby, and that only makes me want you even more."

"We're more than friends, and we'll always be more than friends," I said. "Is that what you wanted to tell me?"

"Partly, but not quite."

Polly sucked in a breath and let it out. She squeezed my hand and smiled at me. "There's at least two undeniable facts that I may as well just admit. First, Rick isn't the man for me. I don't love him, and I never will. What kind of girlfriend spends every day dreaming about another man?"

I couldn't help but grin as I sighed with relief. "You mean me?"

Polly giggled and kissed me again. "Of course I mean you."

"That's a relief. The thought of Rick touching you makes my skin crawl."

"Rick hasn't touched me for months," Polly said. "Between our long distance relationship and my simply not feeling connected with him, I've put him off."

"You mean you haven't...?"

I let the question linger before Polly filled in the blanks. She shook her head. "I lied about my body count."

My jaw dropped. "What?"

"I told Rick I wanted to save myself for marriage, and we haven't actually done it before. I made it up so he wouldn't feel humiliated."

"But you said your body count was two?"

"I added the extra to piss him off. He practically tore up the room asking me who I had slept with."

"What did you tell him?"

She brought her hand to my cheek and smiled. "I told him the truth. My first time will be with you."

My face flashed with heat, and I squeezed Polly's hand. "You told him that?"

She nodded. "I wanted it to be true. I still want it to be true. It's just... whenever the opportunity came up, I couldn't imagine being with anyone but you. Even though we weren't together, we were together in my heart. It felt wrong to be with anyone but you."

I sat there speechless, too stunned to speak. It took me a moment before I mustered up something to say. "Was that the second undeniable fact?"

Polly shook her head, then leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips. When she came away, her eyes glittered with hazy lust. "The second undeniable fact is that I want you so badly I can't think of anything else. It's literally impairing my life. If I can't be with you right now, I'll go crazy. When we make love, I want to look into your eyes."

I could barely believe what I was hearing. "Polly, are you sure?"

She nodded. "Even if it's just one time and we never do it again, I'll have it out of my system, and we can move on with our lives."

She was still fooling herself, but I wouldn't push her. Polly needed to come to that realization on her own.

"A onetime thing? Okay. What happens after that?"

"After that...." She shrugged. "I don't know what happens. I just know that if I can't be with you at least once in my life, I'm going to burst. Do you want me, too?"

The question was absurd. She knew I wanted her more than anything. My cock pulsed, thickening to steel. I tried and failed to relax, but thoughts of ravaging her flawless body consumed me. Instead of answering, I leaned in and kissed her.

Our lips parted and our tongues swam together, hot and heavy as Polly moaned softly in my mouth. I pulled her onto my lap, and she eagerly complied.

Without breaking our kiss, Polly straddled me, sat on my lap, and wrapped her legs around my waist. She coiled her arms around my shoulders and caressed the back of my neck while she ran her fingers through my hair.

I cupped her tight ass in both hands and drew her forward until her pussy pressed against my throbbing cock and her braless breasts mashed against my chest.

Polly ground her hips, moaning as she rocked against my hard cock, sliding my tip between her legs. She let one hand trail down my bare chest while she twined her fingers through my hair with the other.

As we deepened the kiss, our tongues danced together, and we let the lust consume us, fully unleashing our desire. Her cherry vanilla scent enveloped my senses, setting my head buzzing, and her braless breasts swished against my chest with only her thin cotton shirt standing between us.

My cock pulsed, threatening to rip through my nylon running shorts as I let my hands roam the contours of her round, ripe ass before moving over her hips and higher. I dipped my fingers inside the back of her t-shirt and caressed her bare back, touching her warm skin as I ached to be inside her.

Polly abruptly broke off the kiss and drew back slightly, taking a strand of saliva with her. She gazed into my eyes, panting for breath as her bubble-gum lips glistened with the remnants of our deep kiss. She raised her hands high over her head, signaling for me to remove her shirt.

"I want you, Parker. Take me."

I stood on the brink of realizing a lifelong dream. For years, I had fantasized of Polly's amazing breasts, perky ass, and lush body while she pranced around the sidelines of every football and basketball game in her cheerleader uniform. Visions of the bubbly blonde bouncing up and down on my cock had played on repeat, fueling more masturbation sessions than I could count. That dream was about to become a reality.

With trembling hands, I lifted her shirt up her body until her perfect breasts bobbled into view. A wave of excitement flooded my psyche, and my breath caught in my throat as I paused for only a moment to drink in her spectacular breasts.

I pulled the shirt over her head and through the length of her lush, golden blonde hair, completing the big reveal. I gazed down at the all-natural wonders before me, and my jaw hung slack.

Polly's breasts had somehow exceeded my sky high expectations. They were double D's at least, and maybe even an F cup, but with their spring and jiggle, they behaved more like C-cups. Her incredible rack seemed impossible for a petite girl her size, unless it came from a visit to a plastic surgeon. But I knew Polly had never undergone breast implant surgery, and the living proof was right before my eyes.

They were not only big, but round and springy, with pink, puffy areolas, upturned slightly, and nipples thick enough to tug between my teeth. After spending a few days soaking up the sun, stark tan lines crisscrossed her chest, spiking my arousal into the stratosphere. Without a hint of sag, they rivaled Giana's breasts and arguably exceeded them because of Polly's smaller stature. Regardless, Polly St. James was a marvel of evolution, and who was I to buck Mother Nature's desire to make sure her DNA lived on?

"God, Polly. They're spectacular."

She blushed. "Thanks. I'm a little self-conscious about them because they're so big."

"Don't be. They're flawless."

I scooped up one of Polly's big, warm, velvety-soft breasts in my hand and rolled a thick nipple between my open fingers. I gave her breast a full squeeze and my cock pulsed so hard I thought I might come.

She moaned slightly, and her eyes shone with hazy lust. "My nipples are very sensitive."

"Sorry."

"No. I love it. Don't stop."

Polly pushed my face into her chest, and I greedily inhaled her free nipple, drawing her entire areola between my lips. I gently tugged her nipple between my teeth, but I was careful not to bite. With the tip of my tongue, I traced circles over her nipple and flicked it until Polly trembled and moaned where she sat on my lap. Greedily, I filled my other hand with her breast, groping and kneading her soft flesh, while I tweaked her already hard nipple between my thumb and index finger.

It was a veritable smorgasbord of flesh, and I was a glutton. Polly moaned and rocked on my lap, gliding her pussy over my trapped cock as she ran her fingers down my back and slid her tongue inside my ear.

I swirled my tongue around her nipple and gently drew it between my teeth, licking and sucking with wild abandon. With my nose buried against her warm flesh, I inhaled her scent as waves of carnal lust washed over me.

Polly's whimpering moans supercharged my arousal as her tongue danced inside my ear and her warm breath rushed down my neck. A quiver of excitement rushed along my spine and curled my toes.

Between moans, Polly whispered in my ear, "Baby, I love you so much. I've wanted to do this with you since forever ago."

My heart pounded in my temples, and my cock throbbed against her grinding pussy. I ran my hands down her back and scooted backward on the bed, taking Polly with me until we sat together in the middle of the king-sized monstrosity. With her knees planted on either side of my hips, I slid my fingers inside the waistband of her tight shorts and wriggled them over her lush hips.

Polly sat up on her knees, giving enough room, and I quickly lowered her shorts over her hips, slid them down her toned legs, and drew them over her white polished toes before tossing them aside.

More tan lines crisscrossed her hips and carved a deep, creamy white V-shape between her legs, ending in her pussy that looked tight enough to break my cock.

My head strobed with white-hot lust as I took in the sight before me. Her pussy was so smooth, clean, and utterly hairless that it looked like hair didn't grow between her legs at all. Her tight pink slit glistened with wetness and the barest hint of her sweet, pink labia broke her otherwise smooth surface.

I reached between her legs and slid my middle finger along her wet slit, drawing a moan from the golden blonde beauty.

"God, Polly. You're perfect."

Polly balanced herself on my shoulders and smiled as she leaned in for a long, smoldering kiss. She came away and studied my face as a sweet smile spread across her angelic face. She tucked a lock of her silky blonde hair behind her ear.

She cradled my chin in her hand and kissed me three times on the lips. "This is how you used to look at me before everything changed."

Polly came in for another kiss, letting her tongue flicker with mine before she drew back and ran her hands over my chest. "Whenever you looked at me like that, it felt like you could see straight into my soul. It made me so wet I started bringing an extra pair of panties to school."

That was a shocking revelation. Never once had I suspected my beautiful, innocent Polly had such pent up sexual arousal. "You're joking."

Polly shook her head and kissed me again. "Ronnie told me I had an unhealthy obsession with you."

"Ronnie knew?"

She nodded. "I swore her to lifelong secrecy."

"We should have --"

Polly pressed her finger to my lips and cut me off. "Let's not talk about could have's or should have's. We are here now, together, and it's perfect."

She was right. There was no point fretting about lost time. We were both still so young with our entire lives ahead of us. I nodded and cupped one of her breasts while I slid my finger along her slippery treasure trail. As I dipped my finger into the warmth of her velvety soft pussy, Polly moaned.

I traced her soft inner lips and gently probed her depths, dipping a finger inside her entrance before I ran my fingers up her pussy, teasing her labia on the way to her clit. With a deft hand, I unburied her clit and gently swirled her tiny bud as her wetness ran down my middle finger.

Polly's eyes lost focus, and she let out a moan that seemed to start from her soul. She arched her back and sucked in a sharp breath as her face contorted in ecstasy. Her stomach contracted three times in rapid succession before she went still.

Fresh wetness flooded my hand, and I dipped my finger inside her virginal hole before tracing her inner walls.

Polly let out a quivering shudder, then relaxed just enough to dip in for a kiss. Our tongues swam together for a long, lazy moment before she backed off and gazed into my eyes.

"I just came," she said and giggled. "Like, harder than I ever have in my life."

Although I knew she had an orgasm, the speed and ferocity with which it happened caught me off-guard. "That didn't take much."

She ran her fingers through my hair and kissed my chin, nose, and lips in quick succession before gazing lovingly into my eyes. "You've made me orgasm just by looking at me. This shouldn't surprise you."

She reached out and squeezed my meaty shaft where it remained pinned inside my nylon running shorts. "Take it out, baby. I want to feel you inside me."

I swallowed the rising lump in my throat and lifted my hips off the bed just enough to lower my shorts. My thick cock caught in the lining, then sprang free as I powered past the obstacle. My cock swayed into view as hot as the towering inferno and as thick as a tree trunk.

Polly's eyes widened, and her jaw dropped. She circled her fingers around my thick shaft but couldn't contain the girth in her tiny little hands. She eyed my cock with a look of primal hunger as she gently stroked me. "God, you're huge."

"And you're so petite. I'm worried I might hurt you."

She caressed my glans with her thumb and slowly stroked my shaft up and down, licking her lips as her eyes sizzled with lust. "Don't worry, babe. You'll slide right inside me because that's where he belongs."

My cock twitched in her hands, and Polly leaned forward to kiss me. Our tongues snaked together, and she rocked forward and backward, dredging her pussy with the tip of my cock.

I picked up Polly's breasts and squeezed them in both hands, pushing them together as I played with her fat nipples. As she worked my fat knob through her silky soft labia, she coated my cock with her slippery essence, and my shaft throbbed inside Polly's warm hand.

Sharp, carnivorous need swelled inside me, burning bonfire hot. We were opening Pandora's Box and there was no way either of us could stop after this. After so many years of repressed sexual attraction, it would be impossible for us to resist each other.

Polly leaned forward and steadied herself on my shoulder as she pushed off the bed with one leg and slid my tip into place.

My cock throbbed in her hand with my meaty tip perfectly aligned with her tiny pink honey hole. My heart pounded so hard I felt it in my toes. This was it -- the moment I had waited a lifetime for. I cradled Polly's perfect ass in my palms as she met my eye.

"You're the one," she said. "I love you."

I leaned in for a shallow kiss and held onto her ass, steadying her as I gazed between her legs.

Polly lowered herself just enough to dip my tip inside her quivering pink hole before letting it slide inside her. She moaned as a rash of goosebumps flashed across her chest and she shuddered as her breath caught in her throat.

Leaving one hand on her ass, I scooped up one of Polly's big breasts and squeezed, filling my palm as I edged my hips higher, groaning as I gazed into her eyes and took her virginity.

Polly sank onto my cock and moaned. She inhaled a sharp breath and squeaked before biting her lower lip. Her eyes clouded over with lust and ran her hands up my neck and twined her fingers in my hair.

As my shaft slowly disappeared inside her sweet, pink pussy, tendrils of buttery pleasure strobed in my head. Polly's tight pussy shrouded my cock, and she paused, gazing deep into my eyes. She paused for a moment, flexing and releasing her vaginal muscles, never taking her eyes from mine.

I had never felt as connected to a human being as I had at that moment with Polly. She was mine now and there was no going back.

Polly shifted her hips forward and backward, grinding me deep inside her. I groaned as raw pleasure flooded my brain, and my cock pulsed, expanding her achingly tight hole as a velvety haze of lust pushed me to the brink. It was too much to handle, and I squeezed her ass, kneading her springy flesh between my open fingers, staving off a sharp urge to come.

Polly shifted her weight and moved up and down, sliding my cock halfway in and out while she gazed lovingly into my eyes.

My toes curled as I fought through the tight resistance. Polly clamped down on my cock with every slow thrust, but I weathered the storm and slowly adjusted until I felt confident to match her rhythm. I raised and lowered my hips, fucking Polly in unison with her rhythmic hip thrusts, sliding deeper with each pass.

Polly ran her hands over my chest and squeezed my pectoral muscles. She moaned, letting her head tilt back as we established a slow and steady pace, fucking like two people deeply in love.

I gazed down and watched my cock slide in and out, moaning as I savored her glistening essence coating my thick shaft.

"God, baby, you're finally fucking me," Polly said between rapid breaths. "Your cock feels so fucking good."

Polly never swore, and the dirty talk coming from her sweet, innocent mouth nearly ended me on the spot. I gritted my teeth and squeezed her firm little ass, plowing her pussy hard and deep.

I thrust in and out, bridging my hips off the bed and impaled Polly's virgin pussy, grunting as I rammed her hard and fast. Polly's big beautiful breasts bounced together with rhythmic claps and the singsong squeak of the bed sounded like music in my ears. She panted for breath, chest heaving, and a light sheen of perspiration dotted her forehead.

As the minutes ticked by, our pace never faltered. Polly's pussy formed a perfect seal around my driving cock, gliding up and down my cock like a second skin. Her wetness soaked my cock and drizzled down my balls. No matter how long and hard I fucked her, she remained virgin tight, and my cock worked overtime to plow through her unending resistance.

Polly kept her eyes locked on mine and chanted my name on repeat. Between stilted breaths, she moaned, groaned, and absolutely blew me away with her sexual prowess. She fucked me with the grace of a Broadway dancer, and she moved her body in sleek, sinuous waves. It was easily the most erotic experience of my life and fucking her felt like riding atop a sexual magic carpet. A half dozen times I pulled myself back from the edge, and it took the ultimate battle of will not to blow my load. But I wanted to make Polly's first time as memorable for her as it was for me, and I resolved to keep going.

But as she worked her hips, she flexed and squeezed my cock, doing things with her pussy I didn't think were possible. She was absolute, grade A all-star -- a beast in bed if there ever was one. I had to up my game or she would leave me in the dust. As it was, she turned my body into a puddle of warm gelatin, and I seriously doubted my legs could hold any weight.

With my cock buried deep inside her, Polly pinned her knees on either side of my hips and drew me closer until her fat tits mashed against my chest. She squeezed her vaginal walls, drawing a primal moan from the very bottom of my soul. My head flashed and my cock strobed with an overwhelming need to come.

I squeezed Polly's ass and held her in place. "Wait, baby. Slow down. I can't hold it."

Polly stopped grinding me and sat on my lap, gazing into my eyes. She ran her fingers through my hair and kissed her way up my neck and slid her tongue inside my ear. Her warm breath washed over me and her warm, cherry vanilla scent left me teetering.

Polly was Sydney Sweeney, and Marlyn Monroe rolled into one irresistible package. She was a sexual Molotov cocktail tossed into a fireworks store in the middle of a July heat wave. Every molecule of her perfect body oozed with enough sexual chemistry that she should come with a warning tag.

I had longed fantasized about this moment, but this was something else completely. The way she fucked me was off the charts. Not to mention that she had grown from a gorgeous teenager into a stunning twenty-two-year-old beauty who had reached bombshell levels of beauty. If a Hollywood agent ever got their hands on her, she would easily become America's next sex symbol.

With her tongue inside my ear, her warm breath curled down my neck. I scooped up one of her heavy breasts and squeezed her nipple, rolling it between my fingers as I focused purely on not coming.

Polly met me face to face and leaned in for a kiss. Our tongues melted together, and as I wantonly groped her, I felt myself recede from the edge.

I ran my hands up Polly's back and back down again before cupping her ass and gently rocking my hips, fucking her slow and deep. Every inch of my cock impaled the bubbly golden blonde beauty, and the bed beneath us creaked. I swiveled my hips, plumbing her insides in a slow, circular grind.

We broke off the kiss and Polly picked up the tempo, matching my pace as she panted for breath and her springy breasts bounced off my chest.

Polly latched onto my shoulders and dug her fingers into my flesh. Her eyes swam in her head and her mouth hung open. Errant wisps of her golden blonde hair floated over her eyes and stuck to her lips. Pleasure contorted her angelic face as she slowly, lifted herself off my cock and let herself drop, fully impaling herself with each pass. Every time she bottomed out, she let out a sexy little squeak that made me want her even more.

"You're in so deep," she said, pausing for a moment to grind my cock in slow circles. She dotted my lips with kisses and pressed her forehead against mine. "Oh, baby, never ever stop fucking me."

I savored the sensation of her taut nipples raking my chest and I ran my hands up and down her incredible body, freely exploring every forbidden curve and crevice.

Polly picked up the pace, once again fucking me in sinuous waves that started with her hips and ended with her chest. Her breaths came in short, shallow pants and her breasts jiggled high on her chest, slapping together as the bed squeaked beneath us. She groaned and arched her back, letting her long, lush hair swish over my upper thighs.

As she spoke, her words came out in a breathless rush, "I can feel everything. Oh my God, your cock is perfect. Why did we wait so long?"

"That's what I was trying to tell you," I said, barely getting out the words.

Polly pushed me backward onto the bed and followed me forward as I landed on my back. She pinned my wrists to the bed and kissed me, sucking my tongue inside her mouth, moaning as she fucked me fast and deep.

I picked up her breasts and mauled them in each hand. Her tender flesh filled my palms, and I teased her nipples, groaning into her mouth as Polly twerked her hips. She bounced up and down off my cock, and her ass rhythmically clapped my hips. Her blonde hair swished over my chest and face as our moans mingled with the sing-song squeaks of the wooden bedframe.

Polly broke off the kiss and pushed herself upright, riding me in full cowgirl. As she bounced off my cock, her breasts circled her chest and slapped together. Her face contorted with pleasure and her pussy quivered around my cock.

I grabbed hold of Polly's hips and held on, but this was the end. I had fought valiantly, but she had won the war. My head strobed hot and fast, and my cock sizzled with heat. There was no holding back the monstrous orgasm threatening to sweep me away.

"Polly, I can't hold it. Where should I come?"

In a breathless rush, she said, "Come inside me."

She groaned and dug her fingers into my chest as she pinned my cock deep inside her pussy. Her pussy strobed with short microbursts, and her stomach contracted, quivering as a massive orgasm swept over her body.

The world tilted sideways, and I raised my hips off the bed, fully impaling the pixie blonde as the mother of all orgasms crashed into me. I blasted a white hot load directly into Polly's fertile womb, followed by strobing jets of my milky white seed, gushing from my balls, one after another in rapid succession.

I filled Polly's pussy with a never ending fountain of hot sticky cum. My orgasm left me floating in the clouds as indescribable pleasure turned me into a quivering sack of flesh. It was as cathartic as it was intense, and easily the biggest orgasm of my entire life.

As we came down the other side of our pleasure high, Polly leaned forward and flattened her chest against mine. She found my mouth with hers and slowly rocked atop me, milking my aftershocks as I fondled her bare ass in both hands.

The minutes ticked away and neither one of us made any attempt to move. We touched and explored, kissed and hugged as my cock remained buried inside my beautiful blonde fantasy girl.

I nuzzled in close behind Polly's ear and whispered, "I'll love you forever, Polly St. James."

A rash of goosebumps flashed across Polly's back, and she shuddered in my arms.

"Say it again."

I kissed her softly on the lips and gazed directly into her big blue eyes. "I love you."

Polly ground her hips, and my cock flexed inside her, hardening as she slowly started fucking me. She pushed herself to an upright position and tucked a long lock of hair behind her ear as she gazed down at me.

"I can't stop at one time," she said. "I'll need this every day from now on."

Her confession didn't surprise me. Us ever having sex only one time was such a ridiculous notion that I'm glad she had walked it back. "Does that mean you're with us?"

She rocked on my cock, fucking me slow and deep. "I'm with you."

"What about Giana and Sage?"

Polly shook her head. "I don't want to know when you're with them, but I can't not be with you."

It was best not to push, and she still clearly wasn't on board the harem train. Had I abandoned my relationship with Sage and Giana, Polly would have committed to me then and there. But I loved them all, and I could no sooner break things off with Sage or Giana than I could with Polly. It just wasn't how I was wired.

Then there was the truth about my life that Polly still didn't know. I owed her a full account of how I'd spent the last three years, but I didn't want to influence her decision. If she committed to this lifestyle, it had to be on her terms and not under the influence of everything else that would soon upend our lives forever.

But I still had time to convince her, and for now, I just wanted to be with her and love her in a way that we had both spurned for so long.

I ran my hands up Polly's back and, in one fluid motion, flipped her over until I was on top, and she was on the bottom. She squealed with delight and wrapped her limber legs around my waist, drawing my cock deep inside her.

Her eyes flashed with excitement, and she giggled as she dug her heels into my ass and caressed my upper. "Make love to me again."

I churned my hips, thrusting in and out, fucking her slow and deep. "I'm inside you right now, and we're having sex. After what we just experienced, I'm sure you don't need a sex-ed refresher course."

She giggled and ran her hands over my chest, and her eyes swam with bubbly joy and unbridled love. "After you make love to me this time, make love to me again. Then again, after that."

"At some point, we have to get up and get ready for our trip. The yacht leaves at noon."

I didn't want to bring up Rick, but the guy was still in the house, and I highly doubted he would give up Polly without a fight.

"We've got a couple of hours," Polly said. "We can fill that time by you filling me up."

I continued pumping her slow and deep. "Are you on birth control?"

Polly shook her head. "We're playing with live rounds."

"You're crazy," I said. "What if I get you pregnant?"

"Then we'll have a baby together. If it bothers you, you can always pull out or wear a condom. It's up to you."

The idea of knocking up Polly set my cock throbbing inside her. "I can't pull out, and I'm not wearing a condom."

Polly shrugged and raised her hips off the bed, meeting my downward thrust with an upward push. "There's always abstinence. We did it for twenty-two years."

"Fuck that," I said.

Polly giggled. "Then it sounds like you want to get me pregnant."

"Maybe I do."

She tightened her legs around my waist and locked her ankles behind my back. "Good. Then stop talking and fuck me like you own me."


Chapter three
About Last Night


Polly and I spent the next two hours working through years of pent-up sexual frustration. She was utterly insatiable, and I lost track of how many times she came. Even after our morning filled with romper room sex, this felt like the tip of the iceberg. Keeping our hands off each other might prove even more challenging than the years we spent repressing our feelings.

By the end of our marathon session, our lust had cooled enough that we could at least go about our day. A day which included preparing for our overnight yacht adventure.

Polly and I agreed to shower separately, fearing that we couldn't keep our hands off each other long enough to actually bathe. She used the shower in her new room while I retreated to the room I shared with Sage and Giana.

I found the room empty and hopped into the shower. Hot water and billowing steam eased my overworked muscles while the soapy suds stung my cock, ravaged by Polly's tight pussy. When I stepped out, dripping wet, I felt like a new man. I whistled a chipper tune while I dried off, combed my hair and slapped on deodorant. Sex with Polly fulfilled a lifelong dream, and nothing could ruin my happy mood. With only a towel wrapped around my waist, I opened the bathroom door and stepped into the adjoining bedroom.

A drop-dead gorgeous, dark-haired beauty sat perched on the edge of my bed, smiling at me as if she hadn't a care in the world.

Veronica faced me with one long, toned leg crossed over the other. Her clear blue eyes lingered on my face, then slid over, diving over my chest and abs before her gaze settled on the bulge inside my flimsy, terrycloth towel.

A high, tight ponytail secured Veronica's lustrous raven hair and floated over her shoulders before disappearing down her back. She wore a pair of white hip-hugging shorts and a sky blue tank top that hugged her perky breasts. Her round, low-cut top revealed a hint of high, tight cleavage and the edge of her lacy white bra beneath. A white open-toed sandal dangled from her glossy smooth foot as she stared at me, eyes smoldering.

Veronica's time under the Florida sunshine deepened her already golden complexion, giving her a healthy, radiant glow that underscored her natural, jaw dropping beauty. Her white shorts perfectly offset her long, perfectly tanned legs, glistening under the bright sunshine flooding the bedroom.

Like the rest of the women in the house, Veronica Bardot raised the bar for every woman around. She was beauty, brains, and body all rolled up into a tight little package. If life had a cheat code. She had always been beautiful, but the woman before me sat a tier above her peers. It was as if she had tapped into life's cheat code and fully exploited it. It was no wonder Joe, just like Jack and countless others before, turned to mush in her presence.

For the first time in what felt like forever, I took a good, long look at the lithe beauty, and my mouth watered. She was truly a stunningly beautiful woman.

Veronica's gaze flickered away from my cock, and our eyes locked. Her cheeks flushed a deep shade of crimson, and her eyes shone with a false bravado as if she were trying to portray an air of confidence she didn't truly feel. She played with the sandal dangling from between her white polished toes while she nervously rocked her leg. "I heard Polly wore you out."

It wasn't false bravado. It was jealousy. Veronica was jealous of Polly. This shouldn't have hit me as some deep revelation. After all, Veronica admitted it to me last night.

I studied her for a moment, considering my response. What happened between Polly and me wasn't her business, but after her leap of faith, I owed her a conversation. Besides, I wanted her just as much as she wanted me. "Why hello, Veronica. Sure, why don't you come in and make yourself comfortable?" My voice oozed sarcasm as I considered the lithe beauty with a smirk.

A slight smile of satisfaction curled her lips and touched her eyes. "You remembered."

I sat down on the bed beside her and turned slightly to meet her gaze. "What? Our conversation from last night?"

She beamed. "That and I asked you to call me Veronica."

"Do you remember our conversation?" I asked. "We both know you can't hold your booze."

She studied me nervously, then tentatively reached for my hand. We casually laced our fingers together and Veronica pulled my hand onto her lap, seeming to relax.

"I was tipsy, not drunk. And I remember confessing my feelings. I told you I love you." She squeezed my hand in hers. "It took me ten years to work up the nerve to admit my feelings. But I'm not ashamed, and sitting here with you, sober and in broad daylight, I stand by every word."

I brushed my thumb over the back of her hand, trying to find the right words. "Where do we go from here?"

"Let's start by addressing the elephant in the room."

"Polly?"

Veronica nodded.

Was sitting alone in a room practically naked while holding hands with Polly's best friend, breaking the promise I made her? Maybe or maybe not, but Polly wouldn't like it. Polly either knew or sensed that Veronica and Simone had feelings for me and tried to cut those feelings off at the knees.

I let out a held breath and squeezed Veronica's hand. "Who told you about Polly and me?"

Her face fell, and her shoulders sagged. "Then it's true?"

My stomach sank. She came into the room guns blazing as if Polly herself had told her what happened. Now, I wasn't so sure. "Veronica... who told you?"

Veronica shook her head, and her eyes welled with tears. "Nobody told me. It was written all over her face. Congratulations. Is that what you want to hear?"

Her words came out flat without a hint of joy. Inky dread sat heavy in my stomach, and I wasn’t sure what I could say to make her feel better. This was the downside of trying to juggle multiple relationships. Jealousy and heartbreak were inevitable.

I squeezed Veronica's hand, grateful that she hadn't pulled away. "That's not what I want to hear."

She sniffled as tears streamed down her face. "You really fucked her?"

"I --"

Veronica shook her head. "Never mind. Don't tell me. I don't want to hear the details. Do Sage and Giana know? Or will you dump them later?"

"Dump them? No. Why would I do that?"

"Oh, come on, Parker. Polly will never go for you dating her and other girls at the same time."

"Polly and I aren't dating," I said. "She hasn't even broken up with Rick. I made it clear, I'm not leaving Sage or Giana. I'm with them, and they’re with me. Nothing has changed."

Veronica paused and tightened her grip on my hand. She wiped her tear stained cheek with the back of her free hand. "Polly agreed to that?"

"No. Polly told me she couldn't commit to our lifestyle. We aren't in a monogamous relationship. What happened between us was...." I paused and searched for the right words.

"Sex," Veronica said. "You two had sex, and that's it?"

It felt far more intimate than garden variety sex, but Veronica didn't need to hear that from me. Besides, she seemed oddly comforted that it was just sex and not something deeper. "She insinuated that if I called it off with Sage and Giana, we could be together as a couple."

"You told her no?"

Her eyes brightened, and hope infused her words. I chuckled and rubbed my thumb across her tear stained cheek. "I already told you -- monogamy isn't for me. That includes Polly, and yes, I told her."

A smile flickered across her face. "That's good." She released my hand and averted her gaze, staring into her lap while she played with my fingers. "But...." She sighed and wrapped her other hand around mine while she looked up and met my eyes with hers. "Polly doesn't do casual sex. Especially not with you."

Since I had taken Polly's virginity, I could confirm that she didn't do casual sex. I was her one and only sex partner, and I meant to keep it that way. "We left things open. Don't you believe me?"

Veronica shook her head. "It's not that."

I frowned. "Then what's wrong?"

"It's about us. Before today, you and I coming out as a couple would have hurt Polly, but she was in a committed relationship. She rejected you and had no claim to you. Now that you two have been intimate, our being together would devastate her. I can't hurt her like that."

I was so worried about confessing to Veronica and Simone the promise I made to Polly, that I never considered Veronica would never so brazenly betray her best friend. "What are you saying? You want to walk away from us?"

Her eyes widened, and she shook her head. "God, no. Never." She squeezed my hands in both of hers as if to make sure I didn't get away. "First, we have to be careful. I don't want to betray Polly, but realistically, I can't keep my hands off you."

I inched closer until I felt her body heat radiate over my bare chest. "That's excellent news, and it's good to hear that it wasn't just the booze talking."

Veronica eyed my cock where it bulged inside my towel. Her nostrils flared, and she licked her lips. She reached out and ran her index finger along the length of my shaft, and her blue eyes shimmered with desire.

"I want to ride you until you explode inside me."

The words came out barely above a whisper, as if she weren't speaking directly to me but reciting some inner fantasy.

I swallowed the lump rising in my throat, and my cock thickened as she continued caressing my shaft. "Veronica, are you sure? If we get caught --"

Veronica leaned in and cut me off with a kiss. Our lips touched, and we held the kiss, easing into each other as my cock throbbed, under her languid touch.

Veronica inched closer, pressing her perky breasts against my bare chest. She parted her lips, and our tongues slipped together. She moaned inside my mouth and her warm breath curled over my upper lip.

Her tropical scent flooded my nostrils, and my head swam with fever-hot desire. I wrapped my arm around Veronica's slender waist and slid my palm over her hip before I cupped her round, tight ass.

As our tongues twined and explored, I lost myself in hazy pleasure. Veronica wrapped her fingers around my shaft and gently squeezed, deepening the kiss before she abruptly broke it off.

Panting, we gazed into each other's eyes. Veronica's lips glistened with saliva and my cock stood tall and proud where it lay twisted inside the wreckage of its terrycloth prison.

"We need to convince Polly to join the harem," Veronica said. "It's the only way we can be together without destroying her."

"How do we do that?" I asked.

Veronica smiled and caressed my cheek, then kissed me tenderly on the lips. She came away, her blue eyes gleaming with barely contained excitement. "Show her what she's missing."


Chapter four
Marina


An hour later, eight of us piled onto a party bus, taking our overnight bags with us. Rick didn't make the bus. He was still sleeping off last night's bender and Polly hadn't bothered to wake him up.

Aboard the bus, the music thumped, and spirits ran high. Polly got the party started with an all-out dance using her hips, tits, and plenty of jiggle. The bodacious blonde led the pack, dancing, laughing, and belting out the lyrics to every hit pop song that came up. She wasn't alone, with Veronica and Giana keeping up beside her. Polly had transformed from an uptight, overbearing, twenty-two-year-old Karen, judging lifestyle choices into a vibrant, vivacious party girl hell bent on having the time of her life.

During our trip to the marina, Polly pulled me onto my feet and ground her ass against my cock, all the while urged on by our friends. Without Rick holding her back, it was like someone had opened a window on Polly's soul. She drank in the praise and even stole a quick kiss from me on the lips.

Before we knew it, our bus arrived at the marina, and we piled out to find five of our friends waiting for us by the entrance to the pier. Joe, Angel, Cecily, Kinsey, and Gabby stood together with their bags at their feet, waving at us as we approached.

With Giana holding onto my right hand and Sage the left, our group of thirteen waltzed down the pier, chatting and laughing, until we arrived at slip number one where we found the mother of all super yachts waiting to welcome us aboard.

The name, Tropical Temptations, adorned the sixty-foot sailing yacht's crisp white hull. It was a sleek blend of elegance, power, and grace. The polished teak deck gleamed under the sunlight, a testament to the vessel's meticulous upkeep, while the tall mast soared skyward, bearing crisp white sails that billowed like ethereal wings.

The crew lined up near the gangway wearing blue uniforms. A pretty blonde stewardess held a tray laden with champagne flutes that sparkled under the noonday sun.

Squeals of delight, laughter, and bubbly conversation percolated among our group of friends. One by one, we made our way on deck while the chief stewardess gave us the grand tour.

Below deck, the yacht offered a sanctuary of understated luxury. The main salon was a masterpiece of design, with warm mahogany paneling and plush seating that exuded both comfort and sophistication. A brass clock and barometer adorned the walls, their gleaming surfaces catching the light that filtered in through the round portholes.

The sleeping quarters were equally inviting, with soft linens on the berths and just enough space to suggest intimacy without sacrifice. In the primary cabin, a large window offered a view of the endless horizon, blurring the line between the comfort of the yacht and the wild beauty of the sea.

Above deck, the key features included a net for sunbathing over the water, a hot tub big enough to accommodate our entire group, and a long, sleek outdoor bar stocked to the brim with alcohol. The boat offered a Bluetooth connection, which Giana quickly jumped on. She hooked up her phone and a moment later, Sabrina Carpenter crooned through the speakers.

Before we had even set sail, Simone pulled me aside, out of earshot. We stood near the railing overlooking the pier and Simone shot a worried glance toward Polly and the group of girls huddled around her, dancing.

Simone wore a white bikini that stood in stark contrast to her golden complexion earned under the hot Florida sun. Her bikini top formed massive cleavage where her perfectly round breasts mashed together, forming an inviting trench of flesh I had a hard time avoiding with my lecherous gaze.

The wind whipped around us, wrapping a lock of Simone's long brown hair over her lips and cheek. She peeled it away and tucked it behind her ear as she gave me her full attention. Gold flecks in her brown eyes sparkled under the bright sunshine, and her plump, pink lips glistened as if begging for a kiss.

Like Veronica, Simone had never looked as beautiful as she had in that moment. It was as if this place enhanced her already perfect features, making me ache for a chance to get her alone.

"What's wrong?" I asked.

Simone inched closer, stealing a glance over her shoulder as if to make sure nobody was listening in. "Did Polly mention me this morning?"

I froze. That was a loaded question. Had Simone read Polly's face the same way Veronica had? Was she talking about the three hours Polly and I spent alone in her room, or was this about something else? The promise maybe? No. How could Simone know about that? I had no context and didn't want to shoot myself in the foot by making the wrong assumption.

"What's this about?"

"Last night after you went to bed, me, Polly, and Ronnie talked for like two hours. We drank two bottles of wine and cheered up Polly. It felt like her and I really bonded, and for the first time in years, she talked to me without anger. Ronnie told me you and Polly talked outside this morning, and I was just wondering...." She shrugged. "It feels like I'm walking on eggshells around her, and she seems so freaking happy this morning. I thought it might be because of something you said."

I'd forgotten all about their conversation from last night. Sage and Giana had taken center stage. One thing was certain, Simone was so far off the mark with Polly that I didn't even know where to start. But I owed Simone the truth, at least as much as I could tell her.

Before I could reply, Simone cocked her head, and her brows knit together. She squinted at me as if trying to read my expression. "You know something, don't you?"

She had me pegged, and we both knew it. "I --"

Simone gasped, and her eyes widened. "Oh, my God. You and Polly had sex."

My jaw dropped. How did women do it? They had superpowers that eluded mortal men. Without uttering a word, she had read me like a book. Heat slowly spread across my cheeks, and I nodded, stealing a glance toward Polly who danced amid a throng of beautiful, bikini-clad twenty-year-old women belting out a Taylor Swift song.

Simone frowned and folded her arms over her chest, causing her objectively perfect, all-natural breasts to jiggle like an open invitation. "So, she's happy because she got laid by you."

It wasn't a question. I shrugged. "Partly. And partly because Rick's not here."

Simone turned around and eyed the crowd as if she had forgotten all about Polly's boyfriend. She turned back to face me, still frowning. "Last night, she mentioned getting rid of him."

"I don't think she dumped him yet," I said. "She left him passed out in their bedroom."

Simone huffed and dropped her hands to her side, clearly frustrated. "She didn't mention me at all?"

"Hold up. You're not mad that I had sex with Polly?"

Simone looked at me as if I had slipped and bumped my head. "No. Why would I? That's the goal, isn't it?"

She really was the polar opposite of Polly. "I didn't come on this trip expecting to build a harem."

Simone rolled her eyes. "Why am I killing myself for her approval? You spent all morning with her, and my name didn't come up once?"

"Well... that's not entirely true."

She put her hands on her hips and glared. "Spill it."

I sighed and ran my fingers through my hair. "She made me promise not to romance you or Veronica."

Simone's jaw dropped, and her eyes flared with anger. "She did what?"

"She told me it would devastate her."

Simone ground her teeth, and her expression hardened with steely determination. It was a look I had seen too many times to count. Her eyes narrowed as if her wheels were turning. It honestly frightened me, and I had no idea what she was cooking up.

As if coming to some internal decision, her expression softened. She nodded subtly to herself, then looked me in the eye. "Thank you for telling me, baby." Without warning, she popped up on her toes and planted a short, sweet kiss on my lips. "Let's meet later in the primary suite. I've got some steam to vent."

The kiss was quick and inconspicuous, but her intent was clear. She was going to war, and I was the battleground.

"Whatever you're thinking, don't," I said. "This will end badly for me, you, and Polly."

Her brown eyes sparkled with mischief, and she popped on her toes for another kiss. "Don't worry, love. I've got your back."

Without another word, the lush brown haired beauty spun on her heel and joined the others on the dance floor.

A feeling of dread settled into my bones. I didn't like that look in her eyes, and memories of Polly and Simone's old rivalry came roaring back to life.

Lost in the past, I felt a hand on my shoulder and flinched. I spun to find Jack chuckling beside me.

"Easy does it, amigo," Jack said, then frowned as he took in my face. "It's too soon to be seasick. You look spooked."

"Simone... I...." I just shook my head and ran my fingers through my hair, sighing. "It's nothing."

"Nothing? She kissed you twice. Are you recruiting every eligible lady in the house to your harem? Please tell me you don't have your eye on Ronnie."

I turned around to fully face Jack. "That was nothing. It was just a friendly kiss between friends."

Jack rolled his eyes and chuckled. "Whatever. I'm sure you'll figure it out like you always do. Listen, I need to get your opinion."

Since I wasn't ready to explain the deep and very secret history between Simone and myself, I welcomed the distraction. "Sure. What's up?"

Jack gazed across the deck, where all nine ladies gathered near the bar. "Ronnie looks fantastic. Don't you think?"

I groaned. "Come on, Jack. I thought we covered this?"

Jack shrugged. "She looks different. Like, way, way hotter somehow. They all do. Did you spike your water with secret supermodel juice or something?"

He was right, and there was no sense in denying it. "Yeah. I noticed the same thing."

Jack sighed as he gazed forlornly across the deck. "God, Ronnie is so fucking hot."

I gazed along with him and nodded my agreement. "She looks phenomenal."

"It's like she came alive on this trip. Before, she was out of my league. But now?" He scoffed and shook his head. "She's out of your league, too."

I chuckled and exhaled slowly, letting the Simone situation fade from my worries. "True. Let's credit the Florida sunshine."

Jack's hungry gaze devoured the lithe, utterly flawless brunette. "Man, what I wouldn't give for one night alone with her."

I squeezed Jack's shoulder fondly and nodded toward the dancing beauties. "You've got, Angel who is just as beautiful."

"Angel's beautiful, but she can't hold a candle to Ronnie. We both know it's true."

"Did you come over her so I could shit on your date? Angel's a beautiful woman. Full stop."

"I'm not sure she's really my date. After last night, she might want nothing to do with me."

I turned to face Jack. "What happened?"

He brushed me off. "It's embarrassing. Forget it."

"I'll lock it in the vault. Now, speak."

He grimaced as he met my gaze. "We didn't have sex," he said before mumbling, "I couldn't get it up."

I winced and tried to find the words to comfort my best friend. "Alcohol will do that. If you're looking to have great sex, sobriety wins every time."

Jack shook his head. "I was stone cold sober. Everything was going great and right when I took center stage, so to speak, I thought about Ronnie and went limp. It felt like I was cheating on her or something."

"Fuck, dude. I'm sorry. How did Angel react?"

"She was great. I told her it was the booze and then we cuddled."

"Damn. That's rough."

He sighed and gazed ahead with hollow eyes. "Yeah."

"You can recover from this," I said. "My advice is to take it slow. Let the intimacy build. Kissing and touching are key to building arousal. Don't put pressure on yourself to perform. Go into the encounter expecting nothing and let it grow organically."

Jack shot me a sideways glance. "Are you some kind of sex guru? What's all this bullshit you're spouting?"

I shrugged. "I'm just a guy with a little experience under my belt. You're my friend and I'm offering you my best advice."

Jack shook his head. "No offense, Parker, but I don't think that's it. I need to know one way or the other if I have a shot with Ronnie. If I don't try, I'll never forgive myself. Besides, the last piece of advice you gave me isn't working."

I frowned at Jack. "What advice?"

"You said the best way to make Ronnie like me is to show her what she's missing. She has seen me with Angel, and it doesn't bother her one bit. In fact, she congratulated me."

There wasn't a chance in hell I would tell him that Ronnie confessed her feelings to me. If I could, I would take it to my grave. "My dad gave me some sage advice when I was younger. He said that if a girl is truly interested in you, she will move heaven and earth to be with you. Maybe you should take Veronica's lack of interest as a sign."

Jack glared at me, clearly annoyed. "You don't think Ronnie is in to me?"

There was no use building up Jack's hope. I knew the truth, and this was my best chance to let him down mercifully. "No. I don't. Sorry, dude, but I just don't get the impression that she's into you romantically."

Jack folded his arms over his chest and stewed. "Fucking Joe had to come and ruin my shot. Look at him out there, shooting his shot with my girl."

I gazed across the deck and spotted Joe holding a drink, trying to dance with Veronica. She was politely entertaining him, but since I knew she wasn't into him, it was easy to spot the signs that she wasn't into him.

"She's not into Joe either," I said.

Jack turned to face me. "You think?"

"Yeah. Joe's not her guy."

Jack turned back to Ronnie and rubbed his chin, thinking. "I've got to tell her how I feel."

"Fine. But don't say I didn't warn you."

He looked at me, his eyes wary. "By the way, why do you keep calling her Veronica? It's weird."

Just then a dark-haired stewardess appeared on deck, holding a tray of cocktails. She spoke, raising her voice for all to hear. "We're getting ready to leave the dock if you all are interested in watching us depart."

Jack and I turned toward the pier and watched as the crew pulled up the gangway. In the distance, a lone figure sprinted down the pier, frantically waving his arms, shouting something indistinguishable.

The ladies appeared behind us, and I glanced over my shoulder to find Polly pressed up behind me with her breasts mashed into my lower back and her hands cupping my ass.

"Who's that?" Sage asked from my other side as details of the man's face became clear.

"Fuck," Polly said over my shoulder, her voice oozing disgust. "Can we pretend we don't see him?"

A panting Rick Wagner stopped in front of the yacht, wheezing for air with sweat dripping down his face. "Hold the boat. Don't leave without me."


Chapter five
Sail Away


The crew hustled and slid the gangway back to the dock before a frazzled-looking Rick Wagner stumbled aboard with no luggage. Even from a distance, the guy looked nearly unhinged. He muttered something to one of the deck crew, who gesticulated with his hands as if giving Rick directions.

While our friends gawked at Rick, where we gathered by the railing, I turned around to find Polly staring at me.

Polly sighed and leaned against me. She coiled her arms around my waist and held me tight, gazing up at me, her eyes pleading. "Make him go away."

I wasn't sure if she meant for me to evict Rick from the boat or if it was a rhetorical request, expressing her general discontent. For someone who wanted to keep our hookup on the down low, she was about as subtle as a toddler banging a pot with a metal spoon.

If anyone had doubts about what happened between Polly and me earlier that morning, she had laid them all to rest. She snuggled in close and tightened her grip around my waist, mashing her springy breasts against my chest so tightly they bulged out the sides of her skimpy blue bikini top.

I cradled her in my arms and rested my hands firmly on her hips while I tried to think of something to say. "Just tell him it's over and send him packing."

Veronica stepped up beside us and gave Polly a worried look. "Sweetie, maybe you should... umm... let go of Parker? Rick will be here any second, and I really don't want to break up a fight."

Was that the only reason she wanted Polly to let go of me? Our gazes flickered together for the briefest of moments, and I detected a hint of irritation behind Veronica's beautiful blue eyes.

Polly rested the side of her head against my chest, snuggled me close, and frowned at her best friend. "I don't want to."

This wasn't my fight. Polly should have handled Rick before we left, but she ignored the situation instead. I ran my hands up and down Polly's sun-kissed back, trying my best to reassure her. "You need to talk to him."

"World War Three, incoming," Jack said. "In three, two --"

Polly pushed away from me and tossed her head back in frustration, groaning. "Fine. I'll get rid of him."

A moment later, Rick burst through the door leading into the main salon and stumbled out onto the deck.

The guy looked beyond disheveled. His dark hair jutted out in every direction and sweat glistened off his pasty white skin. He wore a black t-shirt inside out with some crusty stain of unknown origin spread out across his stomach. Brown smears of something I didn't want to imagine mottled his gray shorts, and he wore a pair of mismatched sandals.

His bloodshot eyes bordered on manic, and he looked very much like a man flirting with a nervous breakdown. Even from a dozen feet away, a foul haze of bourbon laced body odor rolled over the group, causing Simone to pinch her nostrils shut and Joe to frown in disgust.

Polly twisted her face in disgust, and I held my breath, praying for a stiff breeze to carry his foul stench out to sea. He reeked not only of stale alcohol, but of in-the-gutter desperation. Part of me felt bad for the guy because I understood that feeling of hopelessness. But if he thought this was his best move to win Polly back, he was sorely mistaken. There was nothing attractive about the man standing before us.

As we all looked on silently, nobody looked more appalled than Polly.

She stepped forward and pointed toward the rear of the boat. "Rick, you need to leave. Go back to the house, clean yourself up and we'll talk tomorrow."

It felt good to hear Polly send the guy on his way, but a pang of guilt quickly followed. I didn't like Rick, but rooting for a rival's downfall felt slimy. Still, I couldn't help my emotional reaction, and it's not like he didn't have it coming.

Rick held up his hands in a placating gesture. "Please, Polly. Give me five minutes. I can explain everything."

"You came back to the house at 3 am smelling like a bourbon soaked stripper. What more is there to explain?"

Rick's eyes widened in horror. "Let's not do this here in front of everyone. Can we go someplace private?"

Polly shook her head and folded her arms over her ample breasts. "You're ruining the trip, not just for me, but for everyone. Look around you. Do you see anyone standing in your corner? You've spent all week either distancing yourself or outright treating my friends like garbage. Do I need to remind you that this is a free trip? How about showing some gratitude and a little humility? You owe everyone here an apology, especially Parker."

"Amen to that," Veronica said, mumbling under her breath.

Rick's eyes bulged in horror and he turned to look at me, jaw slack. "Apologize to him? For what?"

"Polly, it's okay," I said.

But Polly ignored me and kept her ire focused on Rick. "All the living out of a van comments you've made about Parker are disrespectful, hurtful and downright untrue. Did you know Parker has an IQ that literally dwarfs yours, mine, and everyone else here? He's a literal genius, and that's not hyperbole. MIT pursued Parker when he was just fourteen years old, but his parents kept him in school so he could live a normal childhood. Parker will say none of this out loud because he's too humble for his own good. But every time you open your mouth to make a disparaging comment about him, we all know what a fool you are."

My cheeks flashed hot, and the warmth crept down my neck. I felt all the eyes on me, and I averted my gaze until I felt a warm hand pick up mine and pull me close.

When I looked up, I found Polly smiling at me before she turned back to Rick. She held her chin high and didn't back down as Rick looked on, clearly astonished at the news.

Polly turned back to face Rick as she squeezed my hand. "But most importantly, he's my best friend." Her voice cracked and her chin trembled with raw emotion. "When you shit on my best friend, you shit on me. I won't stand for it."

Giana stepped up beside Polly and picked up Polly's free hand, giving it an affectionate squeeze. She smiled at Polly, then turned to face Rick. "I stand with Polly."

Sage appeared beside me and picked up my other hand before glaring at Rick. "I'm with Polly too, and by the way, keep your hands off my ass."

Simone snickered, then traded a high five with Veronica. Gabby looked at me with stars in her eyes and Kinsey studied me curiously with her lips turned up in a quirky smile.

Jason and Jack appeared behind Polly before Jack spoke for them both. "We're team Polly, and we won't let you isolate her anymore. This is a friend's trip, and she's our best friend. If you have a problem with it, leave."

Rick's shoulders sagged in defeat, and he nodded to himself before he looked up. But his gaze didn't land on Polly. Instead, he looked me in the eye and swallowed his pride.

Rick sighed. "I'm sorry, man. It's just... Polly has never once looked at me the way she looks at you. I was really jealous, and I tried to take you down. I think it's best for everyone if I leave."

"That might be a problem," Joe said from somewhere behind us. "Look."

We all turned around and watched as the boat slowly drifted away from the dock.


Chapter six
Hot Tub Train


Polly spent the next few minutes working through some logistics with the chief stewardess. Rick stood by her side, nodding along while Giana kicked the music up and everyone returned to having a good time.

Rick followed the stewardess into the salon while Polly joined the party, leaving Rick to fend for himself. She gave Sage a high five and took a seat at the bar between Veronica and Jason.

Sunshine drenched the main deck, and the yacht picked up speed, cutting through the water while a cool breeze swept over the deck. The music popped and, with Rick below deck, everyone returned to having a good time.

I sat on the edge of the pool with my feet dangling in the water, making small talk with Jason and Cecily.

Sage appeared over my shoulder, kneeled beside me, and picked up my hand. She pulled me to my feet, then curled her arms around my shoulders before kissing me on the lips. "Come on, baby. G and I want to get in the hot tub with you."

Out of the corner of my eye, I caught Polly watching us. It was no surprise that she was intensely aware of what we were doing. There was no use sugarcoating the truth. I had been as up front and honest with her as possible, and I wouldn't hide who I was. The rest was on her.

Sage led me to the hot tub, where Giana simmered, smiling as we approached. Kinsey and Gabby sat around the edge of the tub with their ankles dipped into the churning froth, sipping on frozen tropical drinks.

Giana swirled in the middle of the hot tub with her golden locks piled high atop her head, secured in a messy bun. She smiled at me, her blue eyes twinkling, then floated over to a nearby bench and sat. Her glistening, perfectly bronzed cleavage popped above the waterline, jiggling amid the churning stew.

Giana eyed me like a perfectly cooked prime rib and patted her hand on the spot beside her. "You've ignored us long enough. Your girlfriends need some TLC."

"Well, that won't do," I said before I helped Sage down the steps, letting her go first.

Giana giggled and played with the water in front of her, but I couldn't take my eyes off the massive, eye-popping cleavage spilling from her skimpy white bikini top.

Arousal welled in my loins. With five beautiful women crowding the hot tub, I felt like a starving man approaching a five-star, all-you-can-eat buffet.

I followed Sage into the hot tub and slid onto the seat beside Giana. Sage took up the spot on my other side and the girls inched closer, snuggling their bodies against mine. The soak started out innocently enough, but Polly couldn't take her eyes off us. Every five seconds, she looked over at us while continuing her chat with Veronica. I was sure it irritated Veronica, but she played her role like a trooper. After all, it was Veronica's idea to show Polly what she was missing.

With Sage tucked under one arm, and Giana the other, we chatted happily about the upcoming luau before our discussion turned to the sleeping arrangements for the night.

Sage ran her fingertips up and down my inner thigh, gently caressing me, before resting her hand only millimeters from my balls. My cock flexed, hardening inside my swim trunks as I caressed her shoulder blade with my thumb.

"I talked to Jack," Sage said. "The three of us are taking the master cabin. We can all sleep together comfortably and that opens up Parker's old room for someone else."

The overnight trip involved a stop at a private island for a luau, but we were all planning to sleep on the boat. Or at least that had been the plan before we added five more unplanned guests to the trip.

"Where is everyone else sleeping?" I asked.

"Jack and Jason are sharing a bunk bed, and I'm pretty sure the plan is to put CC and Angel in there with them," Sage said.

"That's a tight fit," I said. "What about Rick?"

Giana jumped in to answer. "Simone, Ronnie and Polly all have their own cabins, but word is that Polly will share Ronnie's cabin and leave hers to Rick."

A few feet away, Simone sat up from where she was reclining in a nearby lounge chair under the shade of an umbrella. She pushed herself to her feet and stepped over to the stairs leading into the hot tub. "Are we talking about sleeping arrangements?"

"Yes. Get in here," Sage said.

Simone stepped into the hot tub and eyed me with a knowing smile that suggested this was step one in her evil plan. The lush brown-haired beauty pulled her hair back in a ponytail, causing her perfect breasts to climb up her chest where they bulged inside her black bikini top. Like the other ladies, her golden tan had deepened during the first few days of the vacation, and I had never seen her look so beautiful in my life. Keeping my hands off of her was an impossible ask, and I stared at her slack-jawed.

My expression brought a tiny smile to Simone's sweet face, and she looked immensely pleased with my reaction. She stood on the top step for a moment, securing her hair, preening for me before turning a faux frown on Sage and Giana. "Polly can have my cabin, and I'll sleep with you guys."

Kinsey grinned at me from across the tub. "It looks like everyone wants to sleep with you, Parker."

Kinsey's red hair floated over the front of her shoulder, and her snow white skin glistened with sunscreen. She wore a tropical print bikini with a bikini top at least two sizes too small. Her perfectly round D-cups bulged from the top, sides, and bottoms of her swimsuit, and I couldn't help but stare at her world-class rack.

I felt myself blush, but shrugged it away. "Wherever Sage and Giana go, I go."

Giana leaned in close and kissed me on the lips. "As it should be."

Sage frowned at Simone. "Please tell me you're joking. Polly will kill you if you try."

Simone shrugged. "Technically, she's still dating stinky, and I'm done caring about what Polly thinks. As far as she's concerned, I'm sleeping with you, Sage."

"Ohhhh," Kinsey said. "I smell a cat fight."

This whole time Gabby couldn't take her eyes off me and seemed only halfway checked into the conversation. Her gaze roamed my face and chest as she nibbled on her bottom lip. The bright sunshine brought out the gold flecks in her hazel eyes. While she didn't have the breasts like the other girls, the collegiate track star had the lithe curves of a professional athlete, and I could only imagine how great she would be in bed.

"Why does this need to be a big deal?" Simone asked. "We're all adults. I find it amusing that a girl named Polly is the one so dead set against a polyamorous relationship."

Sage giggled, and Giana shrugged.

"To each their own," Giana said. "I think it's hot to share."

Simone continued into the hot tub and sank down to her chest in the middle of the churn. She faced me and lecherously eyed me while she drifted closer. "Parker doesn't care if I sleep with you guys, do you, Parker?"

Even though Polly wasn't within earshot, I felt her eyes on me, and my cheeks burned hot. I had promised her not to pursue Simone, but I couldn't stop Simone from pursuing me.

My answer would surely get back to Polly. "Are you trying to get me killed?"

Simone giggled and inched closer until she hovered within an arm's reach.

"I'm with G. It's hot," Kinsey said. "Especially if we shared Parker. I'm into girls mainly, but I make exceptions for extremely hot guys."

Kinsey spoke with such confidence that it seemed our hooking up was inevitable. That she was bi-sexual made it that much hotter.

"How many guys have you hooked up with?" I asked.

"Officially, none," Kinsey said. "But hot guys turn me on, and hot guys with a brain are my Kryptonite."

I blushed and swallowed the lump rising in my throat. "Thanks."

Simone spun around to face Gabby and used the opportunity as cover to drift closer to me. She backed into the space between my legs and slid her hands down my shins underwater, before caressing my ankles.

My cock flexed to official hardness, and hazy arousal clouded my brain. Out of the corner of my eye, I caught Polly perking up and frowning as she gazed down at her competition, circling the hot tub like great white sharks in chum infested waters.

"What about you Gabby?" Simone asked as she ran her fingers over the top of my feet.

Gabby's eyes widened. "Me? What's the question? I'm not into girls. Just guys."

Thankfully, they had left me out of the increasingly dangerous conversation. With Polly watching every move, the seas were getting rough.

"Do you like Parker?" Simone asked. "I think he's super hot."

Gabby's cheeks flushed bright red. "I... umm... yeah. I guess."

"Would you like to kiss him?" Simone asked.

Gabby's eyes widened, and she looked like she wanted to crawl under a rock.

"Okay," I said, and squeezed Simone between my legs. "Gabby, you don't have to answer that."

Simone used my move as an opportunity to slide deeper between my legs until her back rested against my chest. She draped her arms over my thighs and gazed up at me, trying and failing to appear innocent.

Simone tipped her head back and gazed at me while she caressed my thighs underwater. "Since Gabby's shy, I'll answer for her. She totally wants to kiss you, and I don't blame her one bit." She looked at Gabby. "If I'm wrong, just say so."

Gabby remained silent, blushing furiously as she averted her gaze.

"I totally want to kiss him," Kinsey said.

Simone slid her fingertips up and down my thighs, stopping occasionally to trace a tiny heart, and my heart lurched in my chest.

Heat flashed through my cheeks and my stomach twisted sideways and spun out of control. It wasn't her touch that drove me wild, but the message it sent.

The heart symbol carried a lot of power in our relationship and went way beyond a mere sign of affection. It was her way of telling me she wanted to hook up soon, as in the next few minutes. The expression took so many forms I couldn't even remember them all.

During high school, she sat beside me in study hall and Simone would trace tiny hearts in her notebook when she wanted me to meet her in the girls' bathroom. Before school, she would trace a heart on her car's windshield in lipstick, marker, or in frost during the winter. On these mornings, I headed straight for the girls' locker room. Sometimes I found red paper hearts shoved in my locker or she would pass me a note in the hall with nothing but a heart for the message.

Her meaning was clear. After she finished putting on her little show, she wanted me to head to her cabin for sex. The old Simone was back, and the thought alone turned my cock as hard as steel.

Meanwhile, Giana and Sage looked on, completely unconcerned. Not that they would care if Simone and I had sex. It was the opposite -- they wanted us to hook up.

"Good. In that case, let's play a little game I like to call hot tub train," Simone said.

Kinsey grinned. "I like where this is going."

"Me too," Giana said.

Sage raised her hand. "I'm in for a hot tub train. Can I be the caboose?"

Giana giggled and tossed her best friend a high-five while Gabby looked on nervously.

"I'm scared to ask what this game entails," I said.

"Since I don't hear any no's, I'll tell you the rules," Simone said. "Parker closes his eyes and we each take turns making out with him. At the end, he picks the best kisser and then tells us who he thinks it was."

"Hell, no," I said. "I would have to be suicidal."

"Sounds like fun to me," Sage said.

"I'm in," Giana said.

"We get to play too?" Kinsey asked.

"Of course," Simone said. "We all get to play. You too, Gabby. It's a fun, friendly little game to pass the time."

She made it sound like we were playing a G-rated backyard game of wiffle ball. "Fun and friendly? Really?"

Simone giggled. "Yes. It's fun to kiss and we're all friends. Therefore, it's fun and friendly."

"You can't argue with the logic," Kinsey said.

"I pick Sage and Giana as the winners," I said. "That settles it. Now we don't have to play."

Simone rolled her eyes. "You love Sage and Giana. We get it. But this isn't that deep. It's just some harmless kissing between friends." She eyed both girls over her shoulders. "Will either of you get your feelings hurt if Parker doesn't pick you?"

"Nope," Giana said.

"I already know he thinks I'm a good kisser," Sage said. "My ego can handle it."

"Come on, Parker. Don't be a party pooper," Kinsey said.

"We can handle it, babe," Giana said. "Come on. Let's play."

Even blindfolded, I was sure I could pick out Sage, Giana, and Simone. I could also figure out Gabby and Kinsey's kisses through a process of elimination. And honestly, I wanted to play the stupid game. Who wouldn't? It was my chance to make out with five knock-out beauties with absolutely no cheating involved.

Sure, Simone was only doing this to make Polly jealous, but maybe a little tough love would push Polly over the edge and get her to join the club.

Simone pushed herself out from between my legs and spun around to face me in the middle of the tub. "A few more rules. Parker can't touch any of us. Otherwise, he can figure out who we are from touch alone."

Giana's face fell. "I love it when he gropes my ass."

Simone rolled her eyes. "Yes. We all heard how much you loved it last night."

Giana giggled. "Sorry. I get carried away a little sometimes."

Simone turned back to face me. "As for you, no peeking, or you'll ruin the fun."

I placed my hand on my heart. "You have my word as an eagle scout. Should I swear on a bible or something?"

Simone rolled her eyes. "You weren't an eagle scout, but we get it. Now close your eyes."

I did as she asked and sat perfectly still. Two splashes sounded, which I assumed were Kinsey and Gabby getting into the hot tub. The next few seconds passed with hushed whispers and lots of giggling.

A new song kicked on. It was from Taylor Swift, Giana's favorite artist, and I waited patiently. More seconds ticked by before I felt a pair of hands on my knees, followed by the weight of a person climbing atop my lap.

The first mystery lady straddled me, pinning her knees on either side of my hips, and slid forward until I felt a pair of breasts mash up against my chest.

A wave or pure arousal flooded my senses, and my already hard cock pulsed in my swim trunks. It was hard to judge the actual size of her breasts, but they felt big, which didn't narrow it down much. I didn't think this was Gabby, but the remaining four women were all prime candidates.

Woman number one leaned in and our lips met. We held the kiss for a moment before our lips parted and our tongues swirled together. The mystery lady inched closer, moaning into my mouth as she ran her fingers up my neck and through my hair.

Her tongue tasted sweet with a hint of spearmint, and I had to sit on my hands for fear of breaking the rules and groping her ass. It only took a moment to know that Sage was mystery woman number one.

There was no masking her kiss or the way her tongue moved in my mouth. But it was the sound of her soft moans that removed any doubt. It also made sense that they started the game with one of my first official girlfriend. It was a great way to break the ice.

Abruptly, Sage broke off the kiss and grumbled. Her weight shifted on my lap, and she sighed as she slipped off to make room for the next contestant.

A moment later, a new lady took her place. She slid forward, and I knew from her scent alone that it was my sweet G.

Giana wasted no time, and leaned in for a kiss, coaxing open my lips with hers before she drew my tongue inside her mouth. The golden blonde beauty ground her pussy against my cock and moaned as her sweet, warm breath curled up my nostrils.

Her springy breasts bulged against my chest, and I struggled with the urge to grope her lush body. We deepened the kiss and our tongues swam together while dizzy lust spread through my head like a wildfire. She tasted like sugar-coated cherries, which hammered home my suspicion. Ten minutes earlier, G had made me try her cherry flavored tropical smoothie. It turned out I didn't need to taste the drink when I had her tongue buried deep in my mouth.

Giana churned her hips, grinding her pussy against my hard cock, working me over as if we were truly fucking. She broke off the kiss and leaned in behind my ear, kissing her way up my neck before she rimmed my ear with the tip of her tongue. Her warm breath curled inside my ear and down my neck, causing my cock to throb under her thick ass.

Suddenly, she backed away in a huff, and whispers broke out among the other girls.

"I thought this was a kissing contest? That was straight up foreplay," Sage said, clearly frustrated as she tried to keep her voice low.

Someone else shushed her before more murmured whispers passed among the girls. A few seconds later, girl number three climbed aboard the Parker Ford Express.

The mystery lady slid forward on my lap until my cock settled between her lush thighs. My cock throbbed where her pussy slit rode my aching shaft, and she made it worse with a grinding motion that set my head flashing with desire. With her hands on my shoulders, she leaned in and found my mouth with hers. Our lips met, and we opened our mouths where our tongues danced together in the open air. She ran her hands over my shoulders and up my neck, moaning softly into my mouth as she rode my cock between her legs.

With Giana and Sage out of the way, there were only three candidates left. I knew right away this wasn't Simone. Simone and I had shared thousands of kisses going back many years. I knew her style better than any other woman on the planet, and I could safely say, this wasn't Simone.

That left Kinsey and Gabby. Honestly, I had no way of knowing until they both kissed me, and I could compare. Once again, I resisted the urge to touch the woman on my lap and deepened the kiss, going all in.

She moaned in my mouth and ground her hips with fervor. My poor cock rode the inside liner of my swim trunks as water sloshed against the hot tub's fiberglass walls. The mystery lady ran her fingers through my hair, kissing me hard and deep.

She came away slurping my tongue between her lips while her coconut scented breath whisked across my upper lift. She tilted her head in the other direction and dove back in, moaning as her tongue explored the deepest depths of my mouth.

Like a choreographed dance, our tongues tripped and twined together, and I lost myself in erotic bliss. She was an amazing kisser, and I wanted nothing more than to peel away my swim trunks and slide deep inside her pussy. My body screamed at me to grope her ass, but I resisted, losing myself in the moment. It abruptly ended when someone suddenly yanked her away.

She let out a little chirp, and water sloshed around us before she disappeared from my lap. A myriad of angry whispers broke out among the other girls. One of them giggled, who I assumed was the girl sitting on my lap. That was a curious piece of information. I didn't see Gabby bold enough to defy her peers, then outright giggle in the face of her outraged friends. That made Kinsey the prime candidate for girl number three.

While the ladies bickered, I sighed and untwisted my cock from where it lay coiled inside my liner. It throbbed painfully inside my swim trunks, and with so much edging, my upcoming rendezvous with Simone couldn't come fast enough.

Thankfully, I didn't have to wait long. A pair of hands touched my thighs, then girl number four slipped onto the saddle. Like her peers before her, girl number four inched forward on my lap, but she was more tentative than the others, as if working up the nerve to really go after what she wanted. Still, it only took a few seconds before she settled my cock between her lush thighs and rubbed her perfectly formed slit against my stiff, throbbing shaft.

Girl four felt lighter than girl three, which strengthened my suspicion that girl three was Kinsey. Not that Kinsey was heavy -- far from it. But she was taller and built more powerfully than Gabby or Simone. This girl was lither and more delicate, but her tentative nature had already given her away.

As soon as her hands touched my chest, I knew beyond any doubt that this girl wasn't Simone. Simone and I shared an intimacy that transcended any of my five senses. Her touch was utterly unique, and I always felt her presence like a sixth sense. Even now, I felt her sitting on the edge of the hot tub, watching and eagerly waiting her turn.

The girl on my lap was Gabby, and her hands trembled as she ran her palms across my muscled chest. She leaned in close and our lips touched, but she didn't go all in like the other girls. With lips so warm and soft they belonged to an angel, she dotted my face with a treasure trail of kisses. As she caressed my muscled chest with her thumbs, she leaned in and kissed me on the mouth as if savoring every moment.

I had plenty of experience with intimate kisses, but this one soared to the top of the charts. Without a hint of tongue, she took her time feeling me out. She deepened the kiss just enough that I felt her tongue brush my lips before she used the tip of her tongue to trace her way across my bottom lip.

Her warm breath curled inside my nostrils, reminding me of warm honey and brown sugar melted together. Arousal flooded my brain like the world's sweetest sugar rush. She moved her hands up my chest and over my shoulders while teasing open my lips where our tongues flickered together.

She kissed me like she loved me, which was impossible since we had barely spoken more than a few sentences to each other. Still, there was a deep, intimate connection between us, as if we had always belonged together. It was unlike anything I had ever experienced, and I wanted this woman more than I had ever wanted anyone in my life. Her body heat radiated over my chest, and she shifted her hips, grinding me with a nearly imperceptible motion, yet my cock strobed so hard I thought I might come.

As we deepened our electric kiss, Gabby let out a whimpering moan that sent an erotic thrill coursing down my spine, releasing a surge of raw adrenaline. She ran her hands up my neck and over my cheeks, drawing my face to hers as erotic energy bound us, and the world melted away.

Her tongue tasted like cotton candy and felt as soft as velvet as it effortlessly twined with mine. I couldn't resist and slipped my hands over her ankles and up her shins before drawing her closer and grinding my hips in time with hers. I wanted her so badly I didn't think I could stop myself.

Somewhere in the distance, a throat cleared and somebody coughed. We ignored them as I held her calves tight, unwilling to let her move an inch off my lap.

Gabby ran her fingers up through my hair and broke the kiss long enough to slide in behind my ear and whisper, "I want to feel you inside me."

A moment later, she was gone with a squeal and a splash, leaving me once again, all alone. I took a moment to collect myself, panting for breath as waves of arousal shed off me like molten lava crashing into the sea.

No one had ever kissed me like that, including Polly, and I sat dazed with my eyes shut, reeling with a hunger for more. There was no way I would end this trip without fulfilling Gabby's very simple request.

"Four down, one to go," I said.

The girls giggled, but nobody answered. The water sloshed before me and a pair of familiar hands touched my leg. She brushed her thumbs over my knees, gently caressing me in a way that left no doubt -- this was my Simone.

Simone climbed onto my lap, bracing herself on my shoulders as she inched forward. I couldn't help myself and slid my hands forward, cupping her perfect ass underwater before I traced small hearts on each of her round, springy ass cheeks.

It was my way of telling her I was down for some below deck action. But even before she could kiss me, another voice shattered the silence.

"No fucking way," Polly said. "I will not sit here and watch you make out with Parker. Get off of him right now."

I flashed my eyes open and found Simone sitting on my lap. Quickly, I whisked my hands away from her ass while Simone looked up at Polly and smiled serenely.

Unbothered, she caressed my shoulders with a touch born from years of secret intimacy. "It's just a friendly game, Polly. You could have played if you wanted."

I gazed up at Polly who towered over Simone, standing on the top step of the hot tub with her fists balled and eyes raging.

Veronica stood over Polly's right shoulder, literally face palming, while Joe looked on from the bar.

"The other girls are bad enough, but he's off limits for you," Polly said, fists shaking, looking ready to explode.

Simone just smiled as if she hadn't a care in the world. "Why aren't you mad at Gabby or Kinsey? What have I done to you? Besides, you aren't dating Parker, and he's made no secret of his desire to build a harem. We're all in. Why aren't you?"

I could practically see the steam curl from Polly's ears. Her blue eyes blazed with white-hot intensity. "You know why."

Rick appeared over Polly's shoulder, frowning at Simone and me. He wore a fresh shirt and shorts that were the same as the deck crew.

"What's going on?" Rick asked and Polly jumped with a start.

"Are you here for drink orders?" Simone asked. "I'll have a skinny margarita on the rocks, no salt."

Kinsey snorted with laughter, and Veronica turned away, grinning while she tried to contain outright laughter.

Polly turned her rage on Rick. "Quit sneaking up on me. You're as bad as a fucking stalker."

Simone sighed and slid off my lap. "Fine. I won't kiss him. But you really need to think about where you're going with this thing you've got with Parker. We don't need to be enemies, Polly. We have way more in common than you think."

Without another word, Polly stormed away, and Rick followed in her wake. Veronica sat down on the edge of the hot tub and frowned at Simone. "You bitches picked a fine time to play hot tub train. I wanted in."

Simone shrugged. "You should have joined us."

"I can't do that to Polly."

Simone sighed. "Why do we all need to tiptoe around Polly? She's the only one who isn't on board the harem express."

"Because I love her," I said. "And I don't want to hurt her."

Simone turned back to me and her shoulders sagged. "Sorry. Sometimes I forget it's not just a girl thing."

"That was such a buzz kill," Kinsey said. "I want to hear who won."

"Me too," Giana said.

"You guys really want to know?" I asked, letting the moment play out.

"I would have totally won," Simone said. "Just saying."

I ignored her and took in each face around the tub. "Every single kiss was off the charts, and it's really hard to pick just one. But I'll have to go with girl number four." I turned to a red faced Gabby and grinned. "You're a great kisser, Gabby."

"I'm not even mad," Giana said. "That kiss was fucking hot."

"Agreed," Kinsey said. "We all knew we were screwed when you started playing with Gabby's legs."

Gabby grinned as her eyes lit with pure joy. "Sorry. I couldn't help myself."

"No need to apologize, babe," Simone said. "You put a lot of pressure on me to perform. In a way, Polly rescued me from the jaws of a possible defeat."

Gabby giggled. "Glad to help."

"I'll give you bonus points if you can name the order of the girls on the train," Kinsey said.

"That's easy," I said. "Sage was first, then G, then you and Gabby."

"Ding, ding, ding," Giana said. "The man knows his harem."

Simone eyed me conspiratorially. "If you added me into the mix, it might have been harder."

Veronica rolled her eyes. "Hardly."

"Anyway," Simone said, cutting off the possibility of follow-up questions. "I'm going to my cabin for a quick power nap and a shower before the luau starts. You guys have fun without me."

She climbed out of the hot tub, dripping wet, and smiled down at me with a wink. "Maybe you should find Polly and make sure you're not in the doghouse."

I nodded and rubbed my chin, mentally thanking her for the cover story. "Good idea. I'll do that."


Chapter seven
Below Deck


Idried off and strolled through the main salon, trying to act casual, but all I could think about was Simone's inviting smile and the alluring promise of sex. If Polly knew what I was doing, it would kill her. Still, I couldn't stop myself. Simone was a drug addiction that I couldn't shake, and after four years of going cold turkey, I needed a hit. In the past, I had always convinced myself -- just one more time and then I'll end things. That was a bullshit excuse. The truth was much simpler. The only thing that had kept me away from Simone was geography.

If Simone lived within a fifty-mile radius of me, I wouldn't have ever quit her. Years had passed since our last hookup, and she had aged to perfection, going from a total babe in high school to a drop dead gorgeous and completely irresistible woman. What made her even more irresistible was her admission that we were always more than fuck buddies.

Sure, Polly hated Simone because she felt threatened by her. But that was only because they shared so much in common. They could have easily been best friends had they walked a different path. Polly saw the situation as a binary decision. Choose her or Simone, but not both. But I had flipped over the game board and left the pieces scattered on the floor. There was no choosing. I wanted them both, and I would have them.

In the salon, I traded small talk with a stewardess, giving Simone enough time to primp herself while not making my intentions completely obvious. A few minutes later, I descended the spiral staircase that led to the guest cabins below deck.

Thankfully, Polly was nowhere in sight, and stopping to settle a fight between her and Rick wasn't on my to-do list. Hot tub train had left me with a serious case of blue balls, and nobody but Simone had the cure for what ailed me. Her body was a roller coaster, and she knew how to use it. The girl loved sex even more than me, which left me wondering why she had such a low body count.

My mind replayed memories of high school Simone, riding me in cowgirl with her cheer skirt flared around her hips up and her sweater pulled down around her waist so I could watch her tits slap together.

She loved me watching her almost as much as I loved to watch. Her perfect breasts would bounce together while her glossy brown hair tumbled over her shoulders in lush, velvety soft waves. Her breathless moans filled my ears, and I grunted, pinning my cock deep while I held her hips down and exploded inside her. Despite her being on the pill, it was a miracle I never got her pregnant.

Those memories set my pulse racing, and my stiff cock throbbed with anticipation. It was time to forge brand-new memories of the twenty-two-year-old former collegiate cheerleader. I adjusted my cock in my swim trunks, flattening my shaft against my stomach where the tip poked out above my waistband.

I stepped into a long hallway with closed cabin doors on the left and right. Halfway down, I spotted one door cracked open, and I grinned while my pulse quickened.

The coast was clear, and I made a beeline for Simone's cabin. My cheeks flushed with a surge of heat as my adrenaline spiked, and the world felt ethereal as my head flashed with a sugar rush of dizzy lust.

Hands trembling, I pushed open the cabin door and stepped inside. When I saw her standing there, my legs wobbled beneath me, and I sucked in a sharp breath that caught in my throat.

Simone stood a few paces away with her back to me, completely topless, wearing nothing but a white terrycloth towel tucked around her waist.

Her long, glossy brown hair floated over her shoulders like a supermodel posing for the cover of Vanity Fair. Simone's time under the sun had lightened her hair, and wispy streaks of golden blonde deepened the rich texture of her natural brown tone. Her hair wasn't the only marked change since she came on vacation. Vivid tan lines crisscrossed her flawless backside and even her curves had curves that eluded the eighteen-year-old version of my favorite friend with benefits. Simone had transformed from an objective ten on anyone's scale into some mythical, unattainable goddess of beauty.

I licked away the dryness coating my lips and snapped shut my open jaw. My heart hammered in my chest so hard and fast, I was sure Simone could hear it.

Simone lifted her arm up in front of her and worked a dollop of white lotion into her skin. She gave me a cursory glance over her shoulder and smiled demurely, knowing God damn well what she was doing to me.

"Baby, make sure you lock the door," she said. "I don't want Polly running in here with a knife."

Without taking my eyes off her, I reached behind my back and fumbled with the lock until it clicked into place.

Crisp tan lines crisscrossed Simone's back, and while her hair hid most of them, more tan lines appeared on her sides, a by-product of her bikini top. Her creamy side breasts jiggled invitingly, showing just enough flesh to make me want more. The white terrycloth towel fit snugly around her hour glass hips, accentuating her trim waistline.

I still couldn't find the words to speak. I watched her for a full five seconds, utterly speechless, while she finished working the lotion into her golden-toned skin. She was the most beautiful woman I had ever laid eyes on. Of course, I thought that about all the ladies in my fledgling harem, and I meant it. They were all the most beautiful, each in their own way. It was a big part of why I could never choose just one.

"Took you long enough," she said, once again gazing at me over her shoulder, flashing me a teasing smile. "For a minute, I thought Polly got her hands on you. Either that, or you got cold feet."

My heart thudded in my ears, and I licked away a fresh layer of dryness coating my lips. My cock throbbed, aching inside my damp swim trunks. I wrestled with the urge to just tear them off, and slide deep inside her pussy from behind, but resisted the urge. Instead, I tried to form words. "Sorry, I...."

As I spoke, Simone finished rubbing in her lotion and reached behind her head, where she pulled her hair back into a ponytail. The action caused her incredible breasts to jiggle and bounce, nearly exposing her nipples as she expertly applied a ponytail holder she pulled down from her wrist.

The rest of her back came into view, completely exposing the swath of tan lines crisscrossing her golden toned back and the sleek muscles rippling up and down her spine.

Butterflies swarmed my stomach, and my head spun with a fresh wave of dizziness. I paused mid-sentence, forgetting completely what I meant to say.

Simone giggled. "What's wrong, Parker? Cat got your tongue?"

"I...uh... it's just...." I sighed and ran my fingers through my hair, trying to collect the slippery thoughts that came and went like confetti swirling in a stiff breeze.

She laughed again and adjusted her already perfect ponytail. "It's not like you haven't seen me naked a million times before. But I have to admit, it feels good having this effect on you."

With her ponytail complete, her lush brown hair swished from side to side as it settled into place. Wisps of golden brown floated over her neck and cheeks before she turned around to face me, unabashedly presenting me with her God tier breasts.

My eyes bulged, and I sucked in a breath that caught in my throat. My cock throbbed, rock hard, in my swim trunks, straining to escape as I gawked at her like a pimple-faced teenage virgin.

Simone's breasts barely jiggled, but there was nothing fake about them. They were even bigger than I remembered, perfectly round, and naturally symmetrical. Pink, quarter-sized areolas sat at the center of each breast, upturned slightly, capped with bite-sized nipples so tender they made my mouth water and my nostrils flare.

I tried to steady my rapid breathing and get a handle on my racing heart. Slowly, I inhaled, trying to calm myself before I made a fool of myself. "You were beautiful in high school, but this...." I shook my head and soaked her in from head to toe. "God, Simone. You're truly extraordinary. You've leveled up."

Simone blushed and gazed lovingly at me as her eyes softened. She opened her arms to me, beckoning me forward. "Come here, baby."

I stepped into her open arms, and the faint scent of wildflowers and baby lotion filled my nostrils, causing my hard cock to strobe with arousal. Her eyes twinkled under the room's warm lights and her plump pink lips glistened, looking so soft and inviting I wondered if they tasted like sugar. She was a girly girl right through to her bones and hotter than the July sun under a cloudless afternoon sky.

Simone coiled her arms around my waist, and her pretty little nipples stiffened where they raked my chest. A rash of goosebumps swept across her chest, and her eyes conveyed a hint of nervousness that wasn't there before. She studied me closely as she drew her fingers up my bare back, gently caressing me. "The way you look at me... it makes me think that you really do love me."

I rested my palms on her hips and ran my hand over the soft curves of her towel covered rear end. "Not telling you sooner is my biggest regret."

Her eyes twinkled with a smile, and she popped on her toes before kissing me softly on the lips. "I never should have pretended that our relationship was casual. You were my first and only boyfriend all the way through high school." She sighed longingly as she studied me closely. "I've been chasing that feeling ever since."

I ran my hands up her back, and her skin felt so warm and soft it made my stomach spin. "What about the guy in college?"

"He wasn't you," she said. "It turns out you aren't easy to replace."

I studied her closely, marveling at her incredible beauty. "I'm sorry. Letting you go was one of the biggest mistakes of my life."

Simone licked her lips, and her eyes radiated hunger. "You have nothing to apologize for. I should have told you how I felt a long time ago."

I leaned forward and kissed her softly, brushing my lips against hers before I touched my forehead to hers. "We can be together now if that's still what you want."

Her eyes filled with hope. "Even if Polly doesn't like it?"

With our heads pressed together, I smiled and nodded. "Polly knows where I stand, and you're every bit as important to me as her, Giana, Sage, or anyone else. It's time we ripped off the band-aid."

Simone's eyes welled with happy tears, and she relaxed into my arms. "I'd love that." She paused for a moment, as if weighing her next words. "I don't care where we live or what we do. As long as I'm with you, I'm happy." She brushed her fingers down my cheek and kissed again. "I'm so in love with you, Parker Ford."

It was time I told her everything, but it could wait. "And I love you right back, Ms. Ashely."

We leaned into each other, and our lips met. Her honey-coated lips tasted sweeter than sugar and my head spun like riding on a wisp of warm air. As we deepened the kiss, a wave of relaxation eased the tension in my taut muscles, and my nostrils flared as I breathed in her angelic scent.

Our lips parted and our tongues coiled together like they had a million times before. She was as easy to kiss as she was to be with, and I mentally kicked myself for cutting her off all those years ago. It was so much wasted time.

We deepened the kiss, sealing our lips together while our tongues played together and the warmth from Simone's body spread down my chest. Unhurried but excited, we stretched out the kiss and let our tongues go where they wanted, melting together like warm chocolate. She felt like coming home, and a tendril of buttery warmth floated through my insides as a rash of goosebumps played down my spine.

I ran my hands up her bare, caressing her warm skin, then back down again where I cradled her superb ass. My cock flared, strobing inside my swim trunks, begging for release from its merciless prison.

Hungrily, we stretched open our lips, and our tongues flashed together, hot and heavy, devouring each other like a couple of starving inmates given a sudden reprieve. A full minute ticked by before we broke off the kiss and came up for air. Our eyes locked and Simone's lips glistened with our mingled saliva. Her warm breath floated over my upper lip and up my nostrils while I palmed her ass and squeezed.

We held each other's gaze and extended our tongues, where they met in the open air. We let our hands roam as our tongues played together and the moment of intense intimacy deepened. Wordlessly, the tongue games continued, and Simone ran her hands over my chest while my cock throbbed, still restrained inside my swim trunks.

I picked up Simone's hands, lacing her fingers with mine, and drew her closer, pressing her body against mine. We brought our lips together and deepened our kiss as Simone moaned softly into my open mouth. She tasted faintly of honey mixed with cinnamon and her warm breath curled up my nostrils, sending my head into the clouds.

As she gently pulled my tongue between her lips, Simone dipped her hand inside my swim trunks, and her fingers circled my stiff cock. She stroked my shaft and, with her free hand, found the drawstring on my swim trunks and gave it a gentle tug.

My heart thundered in my chest as a bonfire of arousal turned my legs to ash. I dipped my thumbs inside the towel wrapped tightly around her hips and gave it a gentle tug. The towel fell away and fluttered to the floor, leaving the stunning brown-haired beauty completely exposed.

Simone guided my damp swim trunks over my hips before they dropped like an anchor, landing with a thud beside Simone's towel. Mercifully, my engorged cock sprang free, and I moaned with relief.

Simone giggled and her eyes danced as she broke off the kiss. "Feel better?"

I ran my hands over her bare ass, filling my hands with her supple flesh. "Much."

Simone gripped my rock hard cock between her warm fingers and gently squeezed, before coming back in for a kiss. She moaned into my mouth as she stroked my shaft. As she brushed her thumb over my glans, a sharp shiver of excitement raced up my spine, curling my toes.

My cock throbbed between her supple fingers, and Simone circled my knob with her thumb and dragged a clear blob of oozing pre-cum over my tip and down my shaft.

Her soft breasts swished across my chest and her taut nipples stiffened as I filled my greedy palms with her warm flesh, kneading her ass as I drew her tongue deep into my open mouth.

Simone continued stroking my cock, playing with my balls, and used the deep carnal knowledge she held over every inch of my body to touch me in places that sent my head soaring into the clouds.

She was a giving, generous lover who remembered every detail of what worked and what didn't. She knew me like no other and was a certified maestro of sexual intimacy. With a brush of her lips and a swish of her thumb, my toes curled, and a deep moan sounded from the depth of my soul.

The pleasure was so intense that I struggled against a rising urge to come. This wasn't groundbreaking or surprising. I had once challenged Simone to make me come as fast as she could, pulling out all the stops. I didn't last sixty seconds.

I ran one hand over her lush hips and cradled her round, flawless ass. Filling my palms with her flesh. With the other, I cupped her firm, round breast and teased her already hard nipple between my fingers as my cock flared in her hand.

Simone broke off the kiss and gazed at me, her eyes shining with hungry lust. "Baby, I need to feel you inside me."

She would get no argument from me. I grabbed her ass in both hands and deftly hoisted her into the air. She weighed nothing, and I easily cradled her in my arms as Simone wrapped her legs around my waist and curled her arms around my shoulders. As I crossed the room with her in my arms, she drew me into another hazy, tongue fueled kiss.

I stepped forward and carefully laid her down at the foot of the bed, resting her ass on the edge while I picked up her legs, one in each hand, and rested them against my chest. My hard, shiny cock bounced between her open thighs and Simone gazed up at me, her brown eyes shimmering with hazy lust.

Her velvety hair splayed out around her head like a halo and her breasts jiggled invitingly where they stood up on her chest. I licked my lips and took in the tan lines crisscrossing the front of her perfect body. A never ending arsenal of bikinis had produced an interesting array of inviting lines, including the crisp V-shaped lines between her thighs.

Arousal rumbled through my cock like a looming thunderstorm. "You know what tan lines do to me."

Simone reached between her thighs and fingered my swollen cock. "Of course I do."

I drank in her lush curves and perfect body as my cock pulsed between her fingers. "You are impossibly beautiful."

She brushed her thumb over my swollen knob and squeezed my cock before letting it go and stretching her arms out over her head, smiling up at me. "And you're the most handsome man in the world. I guess that makes us even."

I caressed the soft soles of her flawless feet where they rested against my chest and peppered her white-polished toes with tiny kisses. She wasn't the only one with an encyclopedic knowledge of her lover's body and I meant to pull a trick out of my bag.

As I watched her stretch out like a cat in the sun, my cock bucked sideways, slapping against Simone's inner thighs. I ran my hands over her calves and down her thighs as I slipped one of her dainty toes into my mouth and gently sucked.

Simone moaned, and a rash of goosebumps sprang up across her stomach and chest. "Oh, God, baby. Now you're just playing dirty."

Her words came out in a breathless rush, and I flashed her an evil grin. "You know I can't resist your cute little toes."

Taking my time, I sucked one toe after another, taking each between my lips, swirling my tongue over her flesh.

With her arms stretched out behind her, Simone squeezed a pillow behind her head and her body writhed as she came under my spell. She ground her hips, fucking the air as she brought her hands to her chest and played with her aroused nipples. Her lust-filled eyes brimmed with hunger as she pushed her thighs together and squeezed my hard cock.

After sliding her pinky toe out of my mouth with a pop, I pried open her legs and kissed my way down her shin, followed by her inner thigh. I rested my cock atop her soaking wet slit and rocked my hips forward and back, teasing her swollen clit.

"You're driving me crazy on purpose," she said as she reached for her clit.

I pushed her hand away and shook my head with a wicked grin. "Sorry gorgeous. Your sweet pussy belongs to me."

Simone groaned with frustration and arched her back, gyrating her hips as she slid my cock up and down her soaking wet slit. "Please Parker, fuck me. I can't stand it anymore."

I leaned forward with my hands gripping her inner thighs and pinned her legs back and exposing her perfect pussy. My heavy cock rested atop her swollen, glistening wet labia where it throbbed with hungry need.

Simone's utterly flawless pussy flexed and contracted as her pretty puckered hole opened up to me. Not so much as a stubble graced the smooth, flawless expanse of flesh between her open legs. I worked my cock up and down her slit, eliciting a wellspring of fresh excitement from the former collegiate cheer queen.

She moaned as she swiveled her hips on the end of the bed, gazing up at me as she played with her perfect tits. "I love your cock so much."

I realized at the moment just how achingly beautiful she really was, and I had taken her for granted. How many hearts had she broken along the way? How many guys had she left in the dust, flat out rejecting their advances?

Like Polly, most guys in high school had considered Simone a cock tease, and she had earned the unwarranted nickname of the Ice Princess. Rumors swirled she was into girls as, one by one, she turned down every single guy in school. Eventually, she invented a mythical college guy as her steady boyfriend, which everyone instantly bought. After all, Simone Ashely would never lower herself to date a high school boy.

She had sacrificed everything for me -- her time, her reputation, and her public persona. Simone Ashely was a warm, giving, generous lover who gave up herself to protect me and kept our relationship a secret. Simone was never my friend with benefits. That was another false label she wore to make me happy. Even after I broke things off, she never spilled the beans. Was I so driven by teenage hormones that I couldn't see the truth staring me right in the eye? How selfish was I? I didn't deserve her, and as I gazed down at her flawless face, I vowed internally to set things right.

With my tip hovering outside her perfect little honey hole, we locked eyes, and my heart melted. Never again would I take her for granted. Before this trip was over, I would go public with our relationship, even if it meant losing Polly forever.

"Baby, what's wrong?" Simone asked, her brows knitted together with worry.

I smiled and kissed the bottom of her foot. "Noting. You're perfect, and I love you," I said, even though my lame words couldn't convey a tenth of the depth of emotion I felt for her.

"I love you too, baby. Now, please shut up and stick your fat cock in me," Simone said, flashing me a sweet but frustrated smile.

With a grin, I placed my tip inside her warm pussy and eased my hips forward, slowly penetrating her as intense pleasure swept through me. I groaned as she clamped down with her tight pussy, and she furrowed her eyes, conveying a mixture of pleasure and pain.

I paused for a moment as I caressed her inner thighs and gazed down at my cock, stretching out her tight little pussy. "Am I hurting you?"

Simone shook her head. "No. It feels so good. Deeper, baby. Keep going."

As I eased forward, stuffing her with my massive cock, pleasure pulsed in the back of my brain, and it was all I could do not to come straight away.

Simone arched her back, causing her breasts to thrust upward, where they jiggled invitingly. She groaned and grabbed hold of my wrists with both hands, clamping down as her body trembled with ecstasy. "God, I missed your cock."

She clenched her pussy, squeezing my cock and drawing me deeper inside her as she pushed upward with her hips. As I cradled her thighs in both hands, my head swam with hazy pleasure and I rocked my hips, working through her tight resistance.

"You're way tighter than I remember," I said.

"Try not having sex for four years," she said.

I froze with my cock buried halfway deep, and my jaw dropped. "You haven't...?"

Simone ran her hands up my arms, wearing the look of a woman who had said too much. "Forget it. Just fuck me."

My cock pulsed inside her, and I let her words go for fear of ruining the moment. "We'll bookmark it."

Simone squeezed my wrists and raised her hips, taking more of me inside her. I rocked forward and backward, gently prying her open. Finally, with a heavy grunt, I leaned forward and buried my cock to the hilt, feeling every inch of her pussy squeezing my thick manhood in her carnal depths.

Simone smiled as she relaxed and caressed my triceps with her outstretched fingers. "Welcome home, baby."

I grinned and pinned Simone's legs back, gazing down at my cock buried to the root. "We've got a lot of lost time to make up for."

Simone moaned and churned her hips in slow circles, plumbing her insides with my steel hard rod. Her eyes glazed over with pleasure, and she licked her lips as her breasts rose and fell with each panting breath. "You feel even bigger than I remember."

"I'll chalk it up to eating clean," I said as I slowly pumped in and out, watching my wet cock as her pussy lips clung to my shaft.

Simone tightened her grip on my arms and rocked her hips, grunting every time I bottomed out inside of her. The wet sound of sex mingled with our heavy breaths and rising moans.

I coiled Simone's legs around my waist and placed one hand on her hip. As I fucked her slow and deep, I found her swollen clit and gently caressed it with my thumb.

Simone writhed with ecstasy, locking her ankles behind my waist as she drew me in deeper with a moan. "Oh, God. Parker, don't stop."

I picked up speed, pumping my cock faster, fucking her hard and deep as I swirled my thumb over her tiny clitoris. My cock glistened with her essence and the bed creaked a slow sweet song as Simone's breathless moans turned an octave louder. Warm pleasure shrink-wrapped my brain in a layer of hazy pleasure.

Simone's breasts swirled atop her chest, gently clapping together. She clung to my wrists and locked her eyes with mine as her breaths came in short, rapid bursts. She matched my rhythm, swiveling her hips in time with my forward thrusts, allowing me to penetrate her even more deeply.

The bedspring wailed under our physical assault, and the headboard tapped the bulkhead, producing a steady knocking sound as our speed and ferocity intensified.

Her smoldering brown eyes lost focus, turning almost glassy as her mouth hung open as she panted for breath. Simone dug her fingernails into my triceps and arched her back as a rash of goosebumps spread across her chest like wildfire.

She moaned loudly and, with an abruptness that came out of the blue, Simone stiffened, and her breath caught in her throat. "Fuck... ungghh... coming."

She tightened her legs around my waist and drew me deep inside her, burying me to the root. Her stomach quivered with a series of short, sharp spasms, and she never took her eyes off mine as her face contorted with orgasmic bliss.

I pinned my cock deep inside her quivering pussy and held still, giving her a moment to collect herself. While Simone moaned with pleasure, I picked up her breasts and mauled them in my open palms, pushing together her massive cleavage while I tweaked her stiff nipples between my thumb and forefinger.

Simone's orgasm receded, and she relaxed while her tummy spasmed with a slight aftershock. She drew her heels up the backs of my thighs, caressing my legs and drew in a deep, cleansing breath. She let it out with a radiant smile and turned her bright eyes up at me. "That was a long time coming."

I leaned in to kiss her plump lips not once, but three times in quick succession. "You've got at least one more orgasm in you, right?"

Simone giggled. "At least."

I released her breasts and slid my hands under her bottom, cradling her perfect ass in both hands. In one smooth motion, I scooted her further up the bed, and crawled forward, gliding my fully soaked cock over her engorged pussy lips.

Simone moaned her satisfaction and ground her hips, dredging her soaked labia along my meaty shaft. My knob tripped over her hole and slipped inside her before popping out again.

I came in for another kiss and Simone curled her arms around my neck. She drew me in close, and our lips met at the same time as our tongues coiled together. We freely explored each other's mouths while Simone shifted her hips, working my cock up and down her warm, slippery wet pussy.

When we broke off the kiss, my cock throbbed, twitching where it rested atop her tummy. "I want to take you from behind. That's your favorite position."

Simone shook her head. "Let's save it for next time. I want you to look into my eyes when you come inside me."

A wave of heady lust set my head spinning, and my cock kicked, twitching so hard it jumped off Simone's tummy.

She giggled as she reached for my fat cock and curled her warm fingers around my tip. "I take it you approve?"

I grinned. "Twist my arm."

She giggled and pulled me into another long, languid, tongue soaked kiss as I slipped back inside her and pinned my cock to the root.

A wave of buttery warm pleasure enveloped me, and I moaned as my cock pulsed inside her tight pussy, stretching her inner walls until they perfectly conformed to my throbbing shaft.

Simone groaned into my mouth and dug her fingers into my shoulders, deepening the kiss as she practically inhaled my tongue.

With her legs wrapped tightly around my midsection, I slipped my arms around her waist and pulled her up and off the bed while I slid my legs beneath her.

Simone squeaked into my mouth but never broke the kiss, letting me guide her as she shifted her hips and fully impaled herself onto my cock as she moved into an upright position. Simone sat cradled on my lap with where we met face to face.

She broke off the kiss with a giggle and gazed at me, her eyes twinkling. "Oh, I like this position."

Simone squeezed my cock with her inner walls, and I sucked in a sharp, shallow breath. "You're sure it's safe? I can't exactly pull out this way."

"I'm on the pill." She searched my face with her eyes as she brushed a lock of hair away from my eye. "When you orgasm, I want to feel your cock spasm inside me when you flood me with come."

Her words caused my cock to twitch, and Simone swiveled her hips as her eyes lit with satisfaction.

"Just like that times a million," she said.

"I'm close," I said.

"When you're ready, just come, baby. Until then, I want to feel every inch of your cock stretch me out."

Simone uncoiled her legs from around my waist and pinned her knees on either side of my hips. She sat up on my lap, drawing my cock from her tight little pussy before she sank back down, impaling herself with a groan.

Pleasure swallowed me whole, and I cradled Simone's perky ass as I drew her toward me, sinking inside her, stretching her open with every thrust.

"God, baby. You're in so deep," she said as she gazed into my eyes and twirled a lock of hair at the nape of my neck around her index finger.

I groaned as she bobbed up and down on my cock, fucking me slow and deep as the rhythmic squeak of the bedsprings and the squishy sound of our sex played like music in my ears.

Her breasts swirled, bounced and came together with a playful tap while her hard nipples grazed my chest.

She never took her eyes off me. "You're the only man who's ever been inside me. There's been no one but you. My body is all yours."

Her words broke me, and an orgasmic tidal wave of pure ecstasy swept through my body as my cock twitched and the world spun. With a primal groan, I grunted and gazed deep into her sparkling brown eyes as I came hard, filling her with load after load of hot, sticky cum.

My cock bucked inside her, twitching with rapid fire intensity as I gushed thick gooey ropes of sperm-laden cum. I kept my eyes locked on Simone's, gazing deep into the pit of her beautiful soul as I moaned and emptied load after load in her warm, clenching pussy.

"That's it, baby. Let it all go," she said as she moved her body in slow, sinuous waves, milking my cock as she clenched and unclenched her incredible pussy.

Three heartbeats later the orgasm faded, and a wave of blissful relaxation swept over me, leaving my muscles as limp as an overcooked noodle. I collapsed back onto the bed, with my arms spread wide, heaving for breath as my cock twitched inside Simone.

Simone giggled and swiveled her hips a few more times, as if making sure she had fully soaked in my cum before she slipped my cock from her pussy and came down on all fours between my legs.

As I breathed and enjoyed the moment of post-nut bliss, Simone picked up my cock and lowered her mouth around my shaft, sucking me dry as she emptied every drop of cum into her mouth. For the next few minutes, she went to work, licking, sucking, and cleaning until she seemed completely satisfied.

"Come here, baby," I said and held out an arm.

Simone crawled over me and curled up beside me as I pulled her in next to me. She rested her head on my chest as I cradled her bare ass in my palm.

As I hugged her tightly, Simone sighed with satisfaction. "You're an even better lover than I remember," she said.

"Thank you, but I really don't deserve the praise, or you, for that matter."

She smacked me on the chest before following it up with a kiss. "Don't talk like that."

There were things I wanted to say -- no, things I needed to say, but I didn't want to jump right into the deep end without sorting out a few or her more surprising revelations.

"No sex for four years? Is that for real?" I asked.

Simone sighed and ran her palm over my chest. "I haven't had penetrative sex in four years. Except for toys, I mean."

"Not since me?"

She kissed me softly on the chest and gazed up at me. "You're the only man who has ever been inside me."

My limp cock lurched, thickening, as it surged to life.

Simone giggled and grabbed hold of my shaft, rolling it between her open fingers. "You like that, huh?"

"I'd be a liar if I said otherwise. But I don't understand. You said your body count was three?"

She fondled my half-hard cock and gave me a sheepish smile. "We never differentiated between boys and girls."

My jaw dropped, and I gazed at her thunderstruck. "Are you... bi?"

Simone shrugged. "I love you, and I'm super sexually attracted to you. Other guys, not so much. And yes, I'm really into girls too."

"You dated a guy in college?"

"He was an asshole," Simone said. "He thought treating me like shit was the way to my heart. When we met, he was kind, sweet, and caring. But a few months into our relationship, he showed his true colors. He kept pressuring me for sex, and when I didn't give in, he sent me all kinds of nasty texts and spread a bunch of vicious rumors about me. After I broke up with him, I ended up blocking him. That was during my freshman year of college."

That had to be around the same time I ended things with Simone. I ran my fingers through her thick brown hair and kissed her forehead. "I'm sorry. You deserve better."

"He was a rebound. I thought I could replace you, but it turns out, you aren't that easy to replace."

I winced and let out a heavy sigh. "About the break up... I have a lot of regrets."

"Me too. Starting with not being completely honest with you back in high school. I should have told you how I felt and not tried to play it off like some friends-with-benefits relationship. It was never just about the sex for me."

"I fell in love with you early on, and I should have been honest with you, Polly, and the rest of the world. You were my OG girl, and you still are."

"Aww... I love you, baby." Simone stretched up for a kiss on the lips and caressed my cheek. "Thank you for saying that."

"You missed the prom because of me. I was a selfish prick. Are you sure you want to be with me?"

Simone giggled. "I didn't miss the prom, or did you forget about us having sex in the back of your dad's jeep?"

I hadn't forgotten, but that wasn't what I meant. "We should have gone to the prom together," I said, ignoring her remark. "I was a coward."

"Don't be too hard on yourself. It's not like I didn't get off on the kink. The risk of getting caught made everything so much hotter."

I gazed down at her. "What happens when we go public? Will you get sick of me?"

Simone stretched up for another sweet kiss on the lips. "We can still have sex in public. There's the risk of getting caught, but it will be nice having a dinner out without worrying about who might walk into the restaurant and see us. Plus, I really want to cuddle with you all night long."

"I'll broadcast our first proper date on my live feed," I said. "You have my word."

She giggled and kissed me again. "You're crazy."

I pulled her into a warm hug, and she sighed contentedly.

"Crazy about you."

She went quiet for a long minute while she played with my cock. "When do you think you'll tell Polly about us?"

"Today," I said. "I'll find the right time and pull her aside."

Another long moment of silence passed before she answered. "Will you let me tell her instead?"

I laughed. "Right. That will give me time to hide the knives."

She didn't laugh with me. "I'm serious. This... relationship we've had is as much about me and her as it is about you and me. I understand Polly in a way you don't and we're a lot more alike than you think. Trust me. Seriously." She gazed up at me. "Please? If I don't tell her, she'll hate me forever."

I studied her closely and frowned. "You really know what you're doing?"

She nodded. "I know just the right way to make her understand."

I leaned in and kissed her. "Do what you think best, but don't say I didn't warn you. I'm afraid after today, Polly may never speak to me again."

"I think Polly may surprise you." Simone stretched up for another kiss before she sat up and turned around to face me. "We should probably get back to the party."

"Simone, wait." I grabbed her hand and held her in place. "There's something I need to tell you. It's important."

Her face fell. "Please don't tell me you're ending things."

I laughed. "God, no. It's nothing like that. In fact, it's nothing bad at all. It's good, but it will take some time to walk you through it."

A sweet smile returned to her face. "I love good news. Can we stick a pin in it until later? If I know Polly, she's getting suspicious. If she finds us together in my cabin now, I'm afraid we'll have blown our chance to break the news to her the right way."

"Fine. But as soon as we get a chance, we need to talk."

Simone crawled forward on all fours and kissed me with her breasts swaying beneath her chest. "After tonight, we'll have all the time in the world."


Chapter eight
Good Girl


We lounged together a few minutes longer, bodies entwined, before reluctantly dressing then headed our separate ways. Simone returned to the party while I made my way to the primary cabin. Returning together would raise suspicions. As far as our group knew, I took a phone call and fell asleep, enjoying a quick power nap before the festivities kicked into full swing.

After I arrived at my cabin, I stripped down and stepped into the shower. The heat and water pressure were great while the shower was a little snug. It could barely fit two people, and I chuckled to myself, realizing the trappings of my ritzy accommodations had left me spoiled.

I let the hot water cascade over my shoulders and down my chest, letting the heat soak into my muscles while stripping away the sex and the sun. The water reinvigorated me as I doused myself with liquid soap and lathered my body.

As the minutes ticked by, steam billowed around me, and a steady stream of hot water softened my muscles. I rinsed away the soap suds coating my overworked cock and sighed with satisfaction. Despite the roadblocks ahead, life was good and getting better by the minute. No matter what happened with Veronica, a single undeniable fact made everything bearable. Polly, Giana, Sage, and Simone were firmly on Team Harem. For now, I had to tap dance around the looming quagmires involving Polly, Veronica, and Jack, but where there was a will, there was a way.

I raised my face into the hot water and let it wash over my face as I ran my fingers through my freshly shampooed hair. Even only a few minutes under the steady stream of liquid comfort had recharged my batteries and cleared my head. I felt ready for whatever happened on party island.

With the evidence washed away, I felt confident facing Polly without Simone's scent lingering like a murder weapon left at the scene of the crime. With a little luck, I might even have gotten in a quick cat nap before we reached party island. When I went to turn off the water, the glass shower door rumbled open behind me and a cool breeze washed over my skin. A person stepped into the cramped shower stall behind me, and I grinned, wondering if it was Sage or Giana. The shower was small, but not that small. It looked like the nap would have to wait.

Warm hands slipped around my waist. One palm ran over my six-pack abs while the other twined my cock inside slippery fingers. Big, soft breasts pressed up against my back, and my female visitor's nipples hardened against my skin.

"I'm cold, let me in," Polly said.

A rush of excitement flooded my body with adrenaline, and my stomach dipped then soared, leaving my head spinning somewhere on the edge of the atmosphere. Of all the women present, Polly was the one I least expected.

I turned around as I stepped aside, letting the hot water rush over the golden blonde pixie. I slipped my hands around her hips and drew her closer. "This is an unexpected but very welcome surprise."

Polly giggled, and once again found my cock with her warm, nimble fingers. My cock thickened as she played with my head and shaft, hardening inside her loose grip. The action caused her perfectly round and very large breasts to jiggle slightly as they mashed together, forming a mouthwatering treasure trove of jaw dropping cleavage. Tiny rivulets of clear water drizzled down her chest and disappeared into the deep crack formed by her twin wonders.

"I came here looking for Ronnie's phone," Polly said.

I gazed down at my fat cock nestled in Polly's hands, growing longer and thicker by the second. "I hate to break it to you, baby, but that's not Veronica's phone."

Polly giggled again and wrapped both her hands around my now rock hard shaft. She stroked me up and down and all around, brushing her thumb over my swollen tip, sending a sharp shiver racing down my spine.

Polly gazed down at my cock and licked her lips before she met my gaze, her blue eyes smoldering. "Okay... maybe I wanted to find you and your big, beautiful cock, but she really is missing her phone."

"Then we should get out and help her find it," I said, knowing full well she wouldn't stop for anything.

"Nope. I'm way too horny for that," she said, then popped up onto her tiptoes and pried my lips open with her tongue.

I pressed in tight, deepening the kiss as our tongues melted together, mixed with hot water and plenty of steam. Polly moaned softly into my mouth and stroked my cock as she drew my tongue deep into her mouth.

She was everything I had ever wanted rolled into one hot little package, and I found her utterly irresistible. I cradled her breast in my hand and tweaked her fat nipple, eliciting a heavy moan from the sexy blonde. My cock throbbed in her hand, and Polly ground her hips, sliding my shaft over her slippery tummy.

This was not the same Polly I grew up with. Something had changed, and I needed to know what. She was never so sexually aggressive with anyone ever and barely ever talked about sex. Now she was telling me how much she missed my big, beautiful cock?

I broke off the kiss and eyed her conspicuously as Polly's eyes flashed with something between frustration and irritation.

"What?" she asked as she mashed her breasts against my chest.

"After what happened in the hot tub, I thought you would be upset with me. Not that I don't love what's happening here, but why aren't you pissed off?"

Polly continued fondling my balls and stroking my shaft as her eyes smoldered with desire. "You haven't exactly made your relationship status a secret. How could I be upset? I'm a big girl. I know what I'm doing."

I leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips. "Is that why you shoved Simone off my lap?"

Polly's eyes turned suddenly neutral, and she gave a non-committal shrug. "I was jealous."

"Why pick on Simone? Gabby and Kinsey kissed me while you watched."

"Because Simone...." She paused for a moment and her eyes flashed with uncertainty.

"Simone, what?" I asked.

Polly continued stroking my cock, and her expression settled. "Because Simone is into you and you're into her. I wanted it to be me sitting on your lap, grinding against you."

My head flashed with dizzy shock, and I stared at my little blonde pixie princess, my jaw agape. It took me a full ten seconds to soak in what I just heard. In all our years, she had never been so overtly sexual. Now she wanted to grind me in a hot tub filled with her peers? But the kicker here was the revelation that she knew I was into Simone.

I ran my fingers through my hair and shook my head. "I...."

"Don't try to deny it," she said. "If we're going to be honest with each other, then let's truly be honest. I know about your secret relationship with Simone. I'm not stupid."

My hands trembled with anxiety, yet Polly's expression never wavered. She seemed neither bothered nor surprised, while I was simply at a loss for words. She never even stopped massaging my cock.

I gazed down at my cock, slipping and sliding between her hands. "Should I worry that you'll crush my balls?"

She furrowed her brows and pursed her lips, studying me closely. "Thank you for not denying it, but I've had years to come to terms with your little.... arrangement. That said, I don't want to hear the details."

I breathed a sigh of relief. "No details. Got it."

"When I saw her come onto you in the hot tub, it triggered me. Then, when you two disappeared together, I figured out pretty quickly what was going on. I thought you guys put your friends with benefits relationship in the past, and I wanted it to be me you were fucking."

"Oh... shit. You know about that?"

"Of course. When it comes to your heart, you can't hide from me, Parker."

"You're not mad?"

"Making you promise not to be with Simone was stupid. It's like telling a fish to stay out of the water. You can't fight who you are. Besides, you told me you were into the whole harem thing. It's not my place to judge."

I studied her closely, holding my breath while she delivered her judgement. Still, I couldn't believe how lax she was about the whole thing. She wasn't even a little mad? No. There was more to the story she wasn't telling me.

I gazed into her beautiful blue eyes and studied her closely. Her plump breasts bounced as she pumped my throbbing cock, and that's when it hit me. Why hadn't I noticed it sooner? My mind drifted back to the million different interactions I had with Polly over the years, and the truth smacked me in the face.

I grinned at her with the revelation, and with the knowledge in hand, I re-evaluated everything I knew about her in a brand new light. For all these years, I had been needlessly tiptoeing on eggshells while she waited patiently for me to figure her out. Even if she hadn't consciously known, she just needed me to point it out. A wave of lust swept through my head, and I groped her ass, mauling her flesh as I drew her closer.

Polly frowned as she studied my face. "What? Why are you looking at me like that?"

I brought my hand around to her pussy to find her slit already slick and dripping wet with her own juices. I extended my middle finger and uncovered her perky little clit, gently caressing it while I smiled at her, brimming with confidence.

"You're into it," I said.

Ever so slightly, her eyes widened, and her nostrils flared while she made no move to stop my advances. She parted her legs slightly and moaned as she bit her lower lip and met my gaze. "Into what?"

I saw the submission in her eyes, and that's when I knew I had her. She put on a big front, but I had her all figured out. "I'm going to fuck you until you scream my name loud enough for everyone on this boat to hear."

The slightest smile curled her lips, and she squeezed my cock. "Where is this coming from?"

Without another word, I hoisted Polly off her feet, cradling her in my arms. She coiled her legs around my waist, not putting up the slightest resistance as I spun us around and planted her back against the shower wall.

Polly moaned and her eyes simmered with white-hot desire. She dipped her face into mine and found my lips, pushing her tongue deep into my mouth as she moaned out my name.

With her legs coiled around my waist, I dredged my knob up and down her slippery wet pussy, eliciting deep moans as Polly dug her fingers into my shoulder blades and ground her hips.

We deepened the kiss as I slipped inside her and lowered her onto my sizzling hot cock, sliding through her tight pussy with a deep groan before fully impaling her.

Polly's body trembled in my arms. She moaned as she sucked my tongue into her mouth and churned her hips. She ran one hand through my hair and grabbed my ass with the other, as if willing me deeper inside her.

With a grunt, I fucked her hard and fast, causing her breasts to jiggle and bounce as I hammered her against the wall.

Polly twerked her hips, meeting my thrusts enthusiastically, her voice rising as I fucked her hard and deep. As I slid in and out, she squeezed and flexed her pussy, igniting tendrils of pleasure that burrowed through my brain, causing my legs to tremble under a wash of adrenaline.

As Polly fell into a rhythm, she broke off the kiss and her loud moans echoed off the shower tiles. She pulled me deep inside, her pussy flexing and squeezing as she swallowed my cock with gluttonous desire. As she ground her hips, her eyes turned heavy and lost focus. She panted for breath and chanted my name on repeat between loud moans and broken grunts.

As my excitement grew, the first inkling of an orgasm tickled the back of my brain, but I wasn't ready to come. Not yet. Now was the perfect time to squeeze Polly for the truth.

Abruptly, I stopped fucking her but kept my cock buried to the root. I dipped my face in behind her ear and kissed my way up and down her neck.

Polly groaned with frustration and churned her hips, panting for breath as she opened her neck to me. "Baby, don't stop. Fuck me."

I kissed my way up her neck and nibbled her lobe before I slipped my tongue in her ear. "Watching Kinsey and Gabby kiss me excited you. Didn't it?"

Polly groaned and dug her fingers into my back while my cock throbbed inside her, contracting and expanding as she flexed her pussy. "Yes," she said, the frustration clear in her voice.

"Good girl," I said, whispering into her ear as I moved my hips and resumed fucking her, but not with the same ferocity as before.

Slow and steady, I worked my cock in and out while I once again met her face to face. "You like watching, don't you, baby?"

Polly kept her eyes locked on mine, her body jerking every time I bottomed out inside her, but she didn't answer my question.

"Did you watch me fuck Simone?"

She nodded again, her expression guilty. "Lots of times."

I grunted, ramming her deep as she admitted the truth. Polly's eyes lost focus and her mouth hung open as pleasure warped her face.

"How many times?"

"So many I lost track."

I churned my hips, picking up speed, rewarding her with every deep revelation. I dipped in behind her ear and whispered, "Tell me you're my good girl."

Her voice rose with excitement, and her body shuddered. Her legs quivered around my waist and her pussy pulsed on the edge of orgasm.

"I'm your good girl," she said.

I grunted, plowing her hard and deep. My head swam with a deep need to come, but I locked away the feeling until I was ready to fill her with my seed.

I slipped my tongue in her ear as Polly's loud moans echoed off the tile walls. "You want to watch me fuck Gabby and Kinsey."

It wasn't a question, but Polly nodded her head and ran her fingers through my hair. She climbed my body, wild with lust, and bounced on my cock as my hips slapped off her ass while the steam billowed around us.

I brought my face around and gazed into her eyes as the pleasure intensified, growing to where I could no longer control it. She was simply too hot for me to last any longer.

"You don't have to be afraid," I said. "From now on, I'll take care of you."

"Yes," she said as she bounced up and down on my shaft, my cock sizzling with heat.

I grunted, pummeling her hard and deep as my cock strobed on the brink of the biggest orgasm of my life. "Say it."

Polly gazed into my eyes as her breasts bounced, slapping against my chest. "I belong to you forever. Oh, God, Parker, I'm coming!"

Her eyes rolled back in her head and she let out something between a groan and a scream loud enough to hear a mile away. Even the roar of the ocean couldn't drown her out.

Polly's breath caught in her throat, and she gazed at me, slack jawed, her eyes unfocused and her breasts heaving. She pulled in sharp, shallow breaths and her stomach quivered, caught in the throes of orgasmic ecstasy. She locked her arms around my neck and her legs around my midsection, pinning my cock deep inside her as my orgasm hit me with the force of a head-on collision.

My head swam, strobing as I erupted inside her, palming her ass as I filled her with jet after jet of hot, sticky cum. I dipped my nose tight behind her ear and savored the feeling of her breasts mashed up against my chest, bulging outward on either side. I pinned my cock to the root and flooded her cervix with a river of virulent cum.

Polly's throaty moans filled the air, and she slipped her tongue in my ear as she ran her hands down my back until she reached my ass. She squeezed my cheeks and pulled me close as she tightened her ankles behind my back and pushed my cock as deep as she could.

I came hard and fast, filling her pussy again and again, grunting as I pumped my hips, rocking in and out. I breathed in Polly's sweet scent and lost myself in her smell and touch, savoring the intensity of the monstrous orgasm that refused to release me. Finally, my orgasm crested, and I came down the other side, completely drained from the back-to-back sessions.

My legs turned rubbery beneath me, and Polly kissed her way up and down my neck, sliding her tongue in and out of my ear as her warm breath sent an electric rush down my spine. She milked my cock with hip thrusts even as the aftershocks continued.

Polly ran her fingers through my hair and whispered in my ear, "I love you so much."

Spent and on the verge of collapse, I slid to the shower floor, cradling Polly as I went. When my rear end touched down, I sighed with relief and relaxed, letting the weight of the moment slip away.

Polly continued grinding her hips, milking my cock where she straddled me. She kept my still-hard cock buried inside her while she kissed her way along my jaw line until she met my lips with hers.

Our tongues twined together, and Polly's sweet breath and delicate moans filled my mouth. I caressed her ass and savored the feeling of her hard nipples raking my chest.

Steam billowed around us, and the water hissed. We let the moment play out, neither one of us in a hurry to let reality back in.

When we broke the kiss, our eyes met, and Polly gazed at me, her blue eyes awash with uncertainty. We had covered a lot of ground, and she looked like a woman in need of affirmation.

"I love you, Polly, and I want you with me, now and forever," I said. "But first, there are things you need to know."

Her shoulders eased slightly, and I felt her relax even as she frowned. "What things?"

I smiled and kissed the tip of her nose. "It's all good. I promise. But it's a conversation we should have when we aren't sitting naked under a running shower."

Polly smiled and studied me closely as she ran her hands up and down my muscled chest. She seemed to consider her next words before she spoke. "Promise you won't break my heart? Because there's no going back for me. I'm all in."

"Not a chance," I said. "Promise you won't kill Simone?"

Polly giggled and shook her head. "I promise, but I owe her a conversation."

I nodded and smiled. "How long until you need to be back in Chicago?"

Polly smiled. "I have all summer."

"Good. I want you to stay with me, here in Florida."

Polly frowned and raised an eyebrow. "Are you living here permanently? Is this what you need to tell me?"

I nodded. "Partly. The house belongs to me, but that's all I'll say until we get more time to talk."

Polly's eyes widened with surprise. "You aren't doing anything illegal, are you?"

I chuckled and swatted her ass playfully. "I've broken no laws, and I have nothing to hide. Later this evening, we'll find a quiet place to talk. Just know that there is nothing bad looming on the horizon. Relax and have fun."

She smiled and kissed me, seemingly happy for now. "I want to sleep with you tonight."

"Your wish is my command, Princess Polly. Now, let's rinse off and join the party."


Chapter nine
Empty Threat


Hand in hand, Polly and I left my cabin together, pausing briefly in the corridor while I closed the door behind us.

When I turned back to face her, she greeted me with a smile before she popped on her toes and kissed me lovingly. "Do I really have to share you with Giana and Sage?"

"I raised an eyebrow. You forgot a name."

Polly rolled her eyes. "Fine. Her too."

I chuckled and leaned in for another kiss. "Don't you get off on watching? Maybe I'll have Giana give me a lap dance while you take notes."

She frowned and folded her arms over her ample chest, causing her tantalizing cleavage to jiggle invitingly inside her undersized bikini top. "I don't need to take notes. Besides, if anyone gives you a lap dance, it will be me."

"Now, now. Play nice. If we're going to make this work, you need to share. Besides, think of the threesome possibilities. The combinations are nearly endless."

Polly's eyes shimmered with excitement, and she bit her lower lip, gazing up at me as if trying to contain her growing arousal. "Giana is really hot. Like supermodel hot. You think she'd be into a threesome?"

I rolled my eyes. "Ask Sage if Giana is into threesomes."

Polly giggled. "That's right. I forgot. Okay then, maybe sharing won't be so bad."

I leaned in for a kiss and slid my hand across her ass, giving it a light squeeze before I backed off. "That's the spirit. By the way, what happened to Rick? Did he officially enlist with the crew as a junior deckhand?"

Polly giggled and picked up my hands, lacing her fingers with mine. "Hopefully, they'll make him walk the plank."

"After the way you screamed out my name, he may have jumped overboard."

She rolled her eyes. "Don't get a big head. But you have a point. I came so hard, I had an out-of-body experience."

"Not gonna lie. It was hot."

Polly giggled. "I never knew I would be so noisy."

"But seriously, what happened between you and Rick?"

"He followed me to my room, and some switch flipped inside me where I saw him as more stalker than boyfriend. The thought of him anywhere near me made me cringe so hard I just wanted him away from me. So, I dumped him in the hallway, then closed the door in his face."

She shrugged as if her entire relationship with Rick was a mere afterthought.

"You're not the least bit sad?"

Polly chuckled and shook her head. "You're the only man I've ever really loved." She popped on her toes and kissed me again, smiling as she came away. "Does that answer your questions?"

"Yeah. Thanks. But on the boat, there is no escape. It will be awkward, to say the least. I wonder where he went."

"If I had to guess, he's probably at the bar getting drunk. I really don't care. He is no longer my concern."

"Until we get home tomorrow, he's all of our concern. You don't think he'll do something crazy, do you?"

"I would like to think he wouldn't, but you never know. Ever since we arrived, he's shown a side of himself I never knew existed."

"More like his true colors," I said.

Polly shrugged. "Probably. Whatever. I'm done worrying about Rick or anything he has to say." She popped up on her tiptoes and pulled me into a long, lingering kiss before coming away, eyes simmering. "All I want is you."

The look in her eyes left me weak in the knees, and my head spun under a rush of adrenaline. She truly was my kryptonite. I squeezed her hands and relaxed, knowing that Polly had officially joined Team Ford. "That's good enough for me."

Hand in hand, we strode along the corridor and climbed the stairs that led into the main salon. The sound of music and laughter floated in through the open double doors and in the distance, the outline of a small island filled the horizon.

But before we could join the others, a lone figure sitting alone at the interior bar caught our attention.

Rick swiveled to greet us where he sat atop a bar stool holding a shot glass filled with bourbon. He grinned and raised his drink. "Well, well, well, if it isn't the happy couple. Or should I say throuple?" He frowned and scratched his head. "I guess you're not a throuple either." He eyed me, his eyes glimmering with something between hate and envy. "Looks like you got your wish. Happy harem, if that's even a phrase."

He downed his shot and slapped the glass onto the bar top next to a half empty bottle of bourbon.

Polly squeezed my hand and turned to face me, ignoring Rick. "Forget about him. Let's go."

There was no use rubbing it in his face. He had likely heard Polly's moans and groans as we fucked like rabbits only a few feet away below deck. The pain of that must have been unbearable. No wonder he was drinking himself into a stupor.

I tightened my grip on Polly's hand, and we walked past him, completely ignoring him while he swiveled in his chair to follow us.

We reached the door to the deck when his next words stopped me cold.

"Parker, I'd like to have a word with you."

Polly gritted her teeth, swiveling back to face him, her eyes alive with anger. "Why don't you fuck off?"

Rick ignored Polly and kept his eyes trained on me. "Come on, man. You fucked my girlfriend. You at least owe me a conversation. We can take a congratulatory shot, celebrating the conquest of your lifelong crush."

Polly's eyes flared with anger, and she started forward when I squeezed her hand and stopped her short.

"I'll talk to him," I said. "It's okay."

Polly whirled on me. "You owe him nothing."

Rick may have been a liar and a cheat, but I had dealt the guy a mortal wound. He likely wouldn't recover anytime soon, and one conversation now, might save more misery for Polly down the road.

"I'll be out in a few minutes," I said.

Polly fumed and glared at Rick. "You brought all of this on yourself."

Rick ignored her and turned back to the bar, pouring himself another shot while I released her hand.

Polly turned back to me and popped up for another kiss on the lips. Then, without another word, she turned and stepped outside to join our friends.

I crossed the room and sat on the barstool beside Rick. "What's this about?"

Rick stretched across the bar and grabbed an empty shot glass before setting it beside his already full one. "We're doing a shot together in honor of you taking Polly's cherry."

"Come on, man. Leave Polly out of this or I'm walking."

Rick poured me a shot and set down the bottle. "Fine. No more talk about the hundred times she left me so blue balled, I had to make a booty call just to relieve the pressure."

Anger welled inside me, and I pushed away the urge to rise to the bait. I held the power here. All I had to do was walk. I picked up the shot glass and forced a thin smile. "Fine. I'll do a shot with you."

Rick fixed his glassy eyes on me and pushed the shot in my direction. "Bottoms up."

We clinked glasses, and I put back the bourbon, letting it slide down my throat as I savored the burn.

I set the empty shot glass down and met Rick's gaze, waiting for him to get to the actual point. It didn't take long.

"NeuroGenesis. Is that some kind of scam company you and your old man are running?"

I froze as a wellspring of pure terror rose from the pit of my stomach. NeuroGenesis was the name of my newly formed company. It wasn't secret and anyone with an Internet connection could scan the public records and find our filings. The documents listed me as the CEO and my father as a minority partner. It seemed Rick had done his homework, which shouldn't have come as a surprise.

The question was -- how much did Rick know? I tried to wipe the surprise from my face, but the shit-eating grin on Rick's face told me I had failed miserably.

Rick chuckled and poured himself another shot. "Got your attention, did I?"

I shrugged. "You think you got one over on me because you can search a database of public records?"

"I know that you and your dad are into some seriously shady shit. Not that I care, mind you. You do you. But when you break into my house and make off with my property, we have a problem."

The nerve of this fucking psycho. "In this scenario, Polly is your property?"

A flash of anger splashed across Rick's face, and he clenched his jaw. "You know what I mean, numb nuts."

"What do you want, Rick? Just spit it out. I don't have time for fucking games and innuendo. You may be the arch villain in your own mind, but I don't give a shit what you have to say. Why are you even here? When Polly left you at the house, she made it clear you weren't welcome."

Rick slammed his shot glass down and clenched his fists. "I want you to leave Polly alone."

"NeuroGenesis has nothing to do with Polly."

"Your company is researching degenerative diseases, specifically Alzheimer's disease. Am I right?"

He was hitting close to home, but so what? Soon enough, the entire world would know. "I'm not telling you anything."

"My family has deep connections in the pharmaceutical industry. My dad is a golfing buddy with the CEO of NexGen. They are heavy hitters in this field and word has it their making a big announcement in about a week. The industry is about to explode, and maybe I can help find you a seat at the table."

Internally, I breathed a sigh of relief. He didn't know shit. "Is that how you got Pam into the trial?"

"Pam? Who the fuck is Pam?"

Another flash of anger sparked in the back of my brain. "Pamela St. James is Polly's mother. Remember her? You helped get her into an Alzheimer's trial."

Rick snapped his fingers and grinned. "Right. I forgot about that. Like I said, my connections run deep."

I sat back and folded my arms over my chest. "So let me get this straight. If I break things off with Polly, you can help me grease palms with NexGen's CEO?"

Rick smiled. "Glad you are seeing things straight. It beats the alternative."

"That being?"

"You really need me to spell it out?"

"Sure. Why not?"

Rick chuckled and shook his head. "You can't be that dense. What happened to the genius everyone told me about?"

I rolled my eyes. "If I refuse, you'll do your best to bury my company? Is that it?"

"Now you're seeing things straight."

"Does your father know you're throwing around his weight like this?"

"Fuck you. Peter Jensen is a friend of mine."

Peter Jensen was NexGen's CEO. While I wasn't best friends with the guy, I knew him well enough. He would never cozy up to an idiot like Rick.

"Was Peter the one who put Pam into the trial? You called Peter. He pulled some strings and put Polly's mother into the trial? I'm just trying to get the lay of the land."

Rick frowned, confused. "What does that have to do with anything?"

"I'm trying to understand the chain of command. Was it you talking to your dad who talked to Peter? Or did you call Peter directly?"

"I called him directly. Now stop tap dancing. What's it going to be?"

It was time to put this douche bag firmly in his place. I slipped my phone from my back pocket and tapped the screen. "I'm going to call Peter right now. He'll get a kick out of this. I'll put him on speaker, and we can both talk to him."

Rick's jaw dropped as the color drained from his face. "Bullshit. You don't know Peter Jensen."

I held up my phone and showed him the contact info, then took things a step further and opened my text history with him.

I held up my phone for Rick. "Actually, I messaged him this morning and let him know I'd be out of pocket for the next twenty-four hours. See for yourself."

Rick stared at my phone, looking like a man who just found his bank account drained.

"If you'd like to further embarrass yourself and possibly risk your career, let's call Peter. We'll set the facts straight."

Rick gazed into my eyes, horror-stricken. "My career? Who the fuck are you?"

"Parker Ford. I'm the bartender who lives out of his van. Or did you forget? Maybe we should see about getting you into that trial."

I paused with my finger hovering over the call button. "He'll answer on the first ring. Should I go through with it?"

Rick shook his head and ran his fingers through his hair, looking like he wanted to be anywhere but sitting next to me. "I'm already on thin ice because of my grades. My father will pull my trust fund if I fuck up again."

I darkened my screen and slipped my phone into my back pocket. "You won't get any mileage out of empty threats."

"Sorry. I... I just thought...."

"Here's what going to happen next," I said. "When we reach the dock, I'm going to arrange for someone to take you back. After that, I want you to pack your shit and get out of my house."

He stared at me, eyes wide. "Your house?"

"Forget about Polly, and we can leave it right here. But if you do anything to my house or to Polly, I'll make your life a living hell. Got it?"

Rick nodded dumbly. "I don't want any trouble."

I rolled my eyes. "Right. You just wanted trouble for me and your... property."

He licked his lips and gazed at me like the pathetic, broken worm he was. He held his tongue and averted his gaze, not daring to look me in the eye.

"Stay away from Polly," I said as I stood. "This is your one and only warning."

Rick didn't meet my gaze, and I turned away from him before heading outside. I found a nervous Polly sitting in a sun chair with her feet in the pool, gazing over her shoulder at me as I approached. Giana, Sage, and Simone sat in a semi-circle around her while Kinsey and Gabby splashed in the pool.

I approached, wearing a broad smile, and Polly's shoulders eased. She picked up my hand as I stopped beside her.

"What did he want?" Polly asked as the girls went silent, looking at me expectantly.

"He wanted me to break up with Polly. Obviously, that's not happening. But we came to an agreement. Rick's heading back as soon as we reach the island. After that, he's going home."

Polly jumped up from her chair and squealed excitedly. She pulled me into a bear hug while the girls looked on, each of them smiling.

"Does this mean we have another blonde in the harem?" Giana asked. "For the record, I'm the OG blondie."

Polly spun around and smirked at the stunning blonde beauty. "Oh, yeah? I'm the OG blondie because I liked him first."

Giana rolled her eyes. "And I fucked him first."

Simone snorted, and Sage giggled.

"She's got you there, babe," Sage said.

Polly giggled and squeezed my hand. "You know what? I don't even care. I feel like I can breathe for the first time in a very long time."

Giana licked her lips as her gaze traveled up and down Polly's voluptuous body. "It's okay, sweetie. We'll just have to show the rest of these bitches that blondes really do have more fun."


Chapter ten
Roomies


Thirty minutes later, we arrived at the island. One by one, we made our way off the boat and down the pier, emerging into a lush tropical oasis that reminded me more of Hawaii than south Florida.

A pair of Polynesian beauties greeted us, each wearing a grass skirt, white bikini top, and white Hawaiian leis. Since the young women looked identical, right down to the size of their very round and springy breasts, I assumed they were twins.

The first twin flashed a perfect smile and waved while the second stood beside her, holding a tray laden with pink, slushy cocktails.

I had a hard time taking my eyes off their deep golden cleavage, but their beautiful faces featured smiles so flawless they could have been AI generated. Their long, raven dark hair flowed over their shoulders in rich, glossy waves, ending halfway down their backs, and I imagined they drew a ton of attention from the male visitors who frequented the private island.

"Aloha, and welcome to Temptation Island," the first woman said. "I'm Leilani and this is my sister, Meilani. We'll be your hosts during your stay. Our number one goal is to make sure you have as much fun as possible, whether that comes from our arranged activities or simply sunbathing by the pool. The choice is yours alone. Together, we'll show you the amenities our island offers and ensure your stay is as comfortable as possible."

One by one, we took a frozen concoction from Meilani's tray and gathered at the end of the pier, taking in our surroundings.

In either direction, a broad, flawless white sandy beach stretched around the small island where gentle waves lapped at the surf. Lush, towering palm trees swayed in the breeze, forming a tree line broken by the occasional, well-marked, trailhead. At the end of the dock, a broad, sandy trail meandered through a smattering of huts and houses, before disappearing into the tropical forest ahead. Tropical flowers were everywhere, sprouting from shrubs and trees while their sweet scent carried on the breeze.

After dishing out the last drink, Meilani set aside her tray and smiled as she relaxed beside her identical twin sister. Leilani waited patiently for our side conversations to subside until we turned our full attention in her direction.

Giana picked up my free hand while I sipped on my drink and eyed the gorgeous Hawaiian twins, trying not to let my imagination run wild.

"Behind us," Leilani said, pointing over her shoulders, "the trail leads to our five-star resort. There you'll find anything and everything you need, including our pool, hot tub, spa, bar, snacks, and outdoor festival area where you will experience a traditional Hawaiian luau with all the trimmings."

A murmur of hushed conversation and muted excitement buzzed through the crowd. Giana gazed up at me, her blue eyes twinkling.

She leaned in and lowered her voice to a whisper. "You arranged all this?"

I grinned, leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips, then peered into her dazzling blue eyes. "You're kinda worth it... I think."

Giana giggled and squeezed my hand affectionately before she pressed in close, resting her hip against mine. She whispered again, grinning mischievously. "Maybe we can recruit Leilani and Meilani into the harem? Have you ever had identical twins?"

I rolled my eyes. "No. Besides, don't you think my plate is full enough as it is?"

Giana shrugged. "There's always room for more, and who knows, maybe they'll rename this place Orgy Island after we leave?"

I snorted out a laugh, drawing a sharp look of disapproval from Polly who stood beside Simone, of all people.

Giana elbowed me, giggling. "Stop. You're going to get us in trouble with mom."

Leilani waited patiently until, one by one, the side conversations ended. "We're starting off the afternoon with a team game designed to help you get to know the island in a slightly competitive but friendly way. After that, we'll have snacks and free time by the pool, and you're free to explore the island at your leisure. Later in the afternoon, for those interested, Meilani and I will teach hula lessons by the pool, and we'll finish the night off with a traditional Hawaiian luau."

More chattering broke out among our crew while some excited squeals came from Angel and Cecily.

Giana leaned in and whispered, "I wonder if they would let me keep the grass skirt?"

I looked at her with a raised eyebrow. "Do I even need to ask why?"

Giana grinned. "I can wear it whenever you want to get laid."

I chuckled and shook my head. "That joke falls somewhere between a bad dad joke and an X-rated knock-knock joke."

Giana flashed a coy smile. "You won't complain while you're doing me from behind while I'm wearing a grass hula skirt."

"You've got me there."

Leilani spoke again, this time above the chatter. "If you'll follow me to the resort, we'll draw names for our paired team scavenger hunt."

The twins turned around and sashayed up the sandy trail while our group tagged behind, breaking into small groups and lively chatter.

Polly appeared at my side, cradling her fruity cocktail in both hands. She gazed at me through her mirrored sunglasses and grinned, flashing an excited smile. "I hope we're paired together."

Giana peeked around me and glared at Polly. "Don't Bogart our boyfriend. You spent all morning together. Remember, sharing is caring."

I laughed and Giana grinned while Polly glared at me. "That's not funny."

"It kinda yes," I said.

Sage walked up to us, appearing beside Giana. "What are we laughing about?"

"Oh, nothing. We're both hoping we get partnered up with Parker for this scavenger hunt thing," Giana said.

"I'm wondering if Leilani accepts bribes," Sage said. "I was just thinking the same thing."

"We all are," Polly said. "How do you guys handle sharing him? All I can think about is when we can do it again."

Giana laughed. "You little horn dog. I bet you're a little demon in the sack."

"You'd bet right," I said.

Sage and Giana laughed while Polly smacked me playfully on the arm. "Don't kiss and tell."

"Baby girl, an hour ago you were moaning like a humpback whale giving birth," Giana said. "I think they heard you all the way back to the mainland."

Polly's jaw dropped, and her cheeks turned bright red. "Was I really that loud?"

"Yeah," Sage said. "But I thought it was hot."

"Told you," I said, grinning at Polly. "And I agree with you, Sage. I told Polly the same thing. She could make a living narrating erotica."

"I would totally listen," Sage said.

"Same," Giana said. "She's a super hot humpback whale."

We all laughed, including Polly, as we stepped between two gargantuan palm trees. Suddenly, the entire resort opened up before us.

A modest yet exquisite swimming pool caught my eye first. It looked a pond, yet it was clearly man made with plenty of natural stone and a miniature cascading waterfall.

Beside the pool, there was a large open sandy area with stacked chairs, tables, and a pig roasting on a spit. A bar appeared beyond the pool fashioned like a grass tiki hut.

In the distance, a sandy trail led to a Polynesian style resort. Thankfully, I had rented out all the rooms to guarantee that we had the entire island to ourselves. With the addition of Kinsey, Gabby, Angel, Joe, and Cecily, I was glad I did.

We followed the twins around the pool and gathered by the stand-up cocktail tables just outside the outdoor bar. Meilani grabbed a silver bucket from the bar and stood beside her sister while we all gathered around in a semi-circle.

"As I mentioned at the dock, we'll start with a scavenger hunt. We will split you up into pairs by drawing random names from a bucket," Leilani said.

She tipped her head toward the silver bucket her mute sister pressed between her velvety soft cleavage. Meilani smiled, reminding me more and more of a game show model with every passing second.

All eyes went to the silver bucket, which allowed me to gaze directly at Meilani's well-endowed chest, raising no suspicion.

"We will provide each team with a map of the island and their first clue. The first team back, wins a prize."

"What's the prize?" Jason asked.

"Win the contest, and you'll find out," Leilani said, drawing muted laughter from the group.

In the corner of my eye, I caught Polly crossing her fingers while Veronica leaned over and whispered something in her ear.

Leilani fished her hand into the bucket and came away with a slip of white paper. She unfolded it and gazed at the name on the front. "Simone will be paired with...." She finished another slip of paper out of the bucket and read it out loud. "Polly."

Polly's shoulders slumped, and Veronica joined the rest of us in a round of laughter.

Giana leaned over to me and whispered, "Hopefully, they don't kill each other."

I couldn't believe I was thinking this, but after what happened on the boat with each of them, it was a perfect pairing. Maybe they would work things out?

Leilani drew two more names and read them together. "Jack and Sage."

"That's an odd couple," Giana said. "But with every name gone, my odds of pairing with you increase."

"If we get paired together, I highly doubt we'll do much hunting," I said.

"But oh so much scavenging," Giana said. "I'll scavenge your cock right out of your swim trunks."

She said it loud enough that Meilani looked at us, breaking character with a slight smile in our direction before putting her mask back on.

Meanwhile, Leilani announced the next pairing. "Jason and Giana."

Giana whimpered slightly beside me, squeezing my hand while Jason turned around and flashed her a thumbs up.

"Be nice," I said under my breath.

"I'm always nice," she said through gritted teeth. "Besides, we're sure to win."

"We'll see about that," I said.

Leilani spoke above the chatter, announcing the next pairing. "Veronica and Joe."

Joe pumped his fist, but not enough to make a spectacle while Jack's shoulders slumped where he stood beside Angel.

Giana sighed. "Love throws big bro another curve ball. My poor brother is getting cock blocked at every turn."

I tried my best to ignore her as the names dwindled in the bucket. Thankfully, my name came up next.

Leilani read out the names. "Parker and Kinsey."

The stunningly gorgeous redhead jumped up and down, clapping excitedly, taking her big creamy breasts for the ride of their life. Her undersized bikini top barely held them in place while Joe openly gawked at her all-natural wonders. Beside her, Gabby deflated slightly.

Giana snickered before leaning in to whisper, "She's going to ride you like a roller coaster."

I chuckled nervously and responded under my breath. "What the hell has gotten into you?"

She shrugged. "I'd love to play with those big beautiful knockers, but it looks like you'll beat me to the punch. She's been itching to get you alone. Good job, Parker."

"We only have three more names in the bucket," Leilani said. "I'll draw another pair, and the last person can choose which team they want to join to form a threesome."

Giana sighed. "Great. Isn't Cecily still on the big board?"

"You don't like Cecily?"

"I don't enjoy being a third wheel because she will for sure pick Jason."

"True."

Leilani announced the last pairing. "Angela and Gabby."

Cecily clapped excitedly while beside me, Giana groaned.

"I'll go with Jason," Cecily said.

Giana sighed. "You better fuck me later. I'm really taking one for Team Ford."

I laughed. "Maybe Kinsey will wear me out."

She shot me a murderous gaze, and I leaned in and kissed her on the lips. "I'm joking. We'll do whatever you want, and I love you very much."

Giana pulled me into a long, tongue-fueled kiss, as if making sure all the ladies saw her marking her territory. She then turned on her heel and made for Jason and Cecily, who were collecting their packet from Meilani.

Before I could even turn around to find Kinsey, the lush redheaded beauty seemed to pop into existence before me, already holding a map and an envelope.

"I got our clue," she said as her blue eyes sparkled.

The midday sunshine brought out the freckles on the bridge of Kinsey's pert nose, and for the first time I took a good long look at the gorgeous redhead.

Kinsey's face was a perfect blend of youthful radiance and natural charm. Her high cheekbones caught the light when she smiled. She had a softly rounded jawline, and a delicate, slightly upturned nose dusted with a scattering of freckles that formed a bridge across to her cheeks. Her fair skin had a achieved a slightly golden hue, giving her complexion a warm undertone, glowing with the effortless vitality of an All-American collegiate track star. Her full and naturally rosy full lips curved easily into an inviting smile, revealing straight, pearly teeth.

But her eyes captivated me the most. Eyes that betrayed a mixture of intelligence, mischief, and an easy, natural beauty that instantly lassoed my soul. They were large, almond-shaped, and a mesmerizing shade of blue flecked with hints of gold, framed by long, dark lashes that contrasted strikingly against her fiery red hair. Her eyebrows, arched and expressive, were just a shade darker than her cascading copper waves, which caught the sunlight in shimmering strands of auburn and gold.

It was as if the universe had flipped a switch, and I found myself instantly drawn to the stunning beauty in a way I had never experienced. My stomach churned with a fresh volley of butterflies, and I stood before her, completely exposed, like an award, tongue-tied teenager standing on the doorstep of a girl way out of his league. I melted under her non-verbal charms and forced myself to relax as I decided not to fight our clear connection.

"Great," I said, forcing myself back to reality, breaking the spell between us. "Open the envelope and let's look."

Kinsey gazed to her right and left conspiratorially, frowning with uncertainty as if another team might spy on our clue. It was beyond endearing, and if there was some invisible galactic cute meter floating somewhere in the ether, she had just shattered it.

She pressed the envelope tight against her ample breasts and leaned in close before whispering, "Let's go read our clue away from the others."

Without missing a beat, Kinsey picked up my hand in hers, lacing her fingers with mine as if she had done so a thousand times before. Of course, I'd heard about people having natural chemistry, but this was more like a chain reaction, cementing a bond between us that felt as concrete as anything I had ever experienced.

Kinsey dragged me away from the others and pulled me to a nearby stand-up cocktail table, away from everyone else. We stood so close that I felt the heat from her body radiating up and down my side while I stole a glance at the eye-popping cleavage bulging from her undersized bikini top.

She released my hand and opened the envelope, drawing out a folded note inside. "Let's see what we have here."

Her sweet scent swept over me, and my head swooned while my stomach pitched sideways with butterflies. Without even thinking, I curled my arm around her slender waist and drew her toward me as I hovered over her shoulder to read the note.

Kinsey smiled, not resisting in the slightest. She pressed up against me, inviting me closer. Her soft but firm breast mashed up against the side of my chest, and her nipples visibly hardened, rising inside her bikini top until they formed perfect twin indentations in the skimpy material.

My heart thundered in my chest, and my breathing sharpened as Kinsey opened the note and read it out loud.

"Where waves kiss the shore and footprints fade, find your first clue where the shade is made."

"That could be anywhere," I said. "Open the map. Let's see if we can figure it out based on the context."

Kinsey opened the map and spread it out on the table. There were five areas labeled on the map -- rocky shoreline, coconut grove, hidden cove, waterfall, and lagoon. Since this contest was supposed to be fun, I imagined the clue lined up with one of these five areas.

"It's got to be the rocky shoreline," Kinsey said as she tucked a lock of her silky red hair behind her ear.

"For sure," I said. "Let's go."

Kinsey tucked away the note and slid the map inside the envelope before she picked up my hand in hers. She smiled and popped on her toes, kissing me softly on the lips. "I'm really glad we got paired together."

My head flashed with unbridled lust, and a rush of adrenaline surged through my veins. What was happening to me? "Me too. Is it just me or do you feel...?"

I let the question linger a moment before Kinsey finished. "A connection? Yeah. I felt it the first time I saw you at the party."

She spoke the words so nonchalantly, as if this was yesterday's news. I wasn't sure exactly how to process her words and couldn't form a response before she whisked me away. Hand in hand, we headed off toward the rocky shoreline while I let her answer simmer, giving it some serious thought.

"Sorry. I was kind of pre-occupied that night," I said. "Have you ever experienced anything like this before?"

Kinsey shook her head. "Never. It threw me off. Honestly, I kind of freaked out at first."

I chuckled nervously. "Yeah. That's how I feel right now."

As we walked along the wide, sandy trail, Kinsey squeezed my hand lovingly. "I could barely control myself during the hot tub kissing game."

"If the girls hadn't pulled you off my lap, I couldn't have stopped myself," I said.

"Me neither," she said. "Can I confess something to you without sounding like a complete weirdo?"

"Sure. This is a judgement free zone."

Kinsey stopped me in the middle of the trail, and we turned to face each other. She licked her lips, averted her gaze, and fidgeting from one foot to the other. She squeezed my hands and smiled nervously before meeting my gaze. "My heart is racing like a million miles a minute. I've never felt this way about anyone, guy or girl. It's kind of scary."

"Mine too," I said, heart racing.

She pursed her lips and gazed into my eyes as if gathering her courage. "Here's the weird part -- I broke up with my girlfriend over the phone because of you."

My jaw dropped while numb shock left me frozen in place. "What? Why?"

Kinsey's eyes flashed with worry, and she frowned as if she had said too much. "You think I'm crazy."

I stepped forward, reflexively squeezing her hands reassuringly. "No -- I mean, I don't know. I just can't believe you did that. We barely know each other."

I brushed my thumbs over the back of her hands, and she relaxed slightly, stepping closer as a warm smile touched her eyes. "It's just -- I thought forever that I was only into girls, and when I saw you, whatever this is between us hit me like a freaking ton of bricks. It was then I realized that my sexuality was much more complicated and fluid than I initially thought. Mara is strictly into girls, and I just had to come clean. You know? I'm not a girl who holds onto secrets very well. What you see is what you get. I guess I just thought that if I loved Mara, I shouldn't have these very intense feelings for anyone else, especially not a man."

It took me a moment to process her words, and I wasn't sure how best to reply. I wanted to acknowledge her feelings without fully committing to anything. I thought Kinsey wanted a casual fling, but it seemed I was way off in my assessment.

"Wow. Thanks for sharing. That took a lot of courage," I said. "Although I feel bad for Mara. You realize that I'm dating multiple women at once?"

Kinsey nodded. "Giana and Sage filled me in. When they told me what you guys were building, it resonated with me. I wasn't lying when I said it was hot. Since I'm into girls and only one guy, it lines up. You know?"

She had a point. For Kinsey, this was as close to a sexual all-you-can-eat buffet as it got. "Not that I think it won't, but what if it doesn't work out between us?"

"I already know it will work between us, and even if it doesn't, I couldn't go on with Mara pretending like I never met you. As for us, we could both walk away knowing we gave it a shot."

"We should spend a lot more time together," I said. "But what about Gabby? Does she know all this? And won't she be jealous?"

"Gabby knows everything. The same goes for Giana and Sage. What happens between you and Gabby stays between you and Gabby. Honestly, I would love it if you two connected. Like I said, I've never been with a guy, and I want to see where this goes. Do you?"

I leaned over and kissed her, and our lips lingered together for a long moment before I backed up and studied her closely. "I think you and Gabby should move your stuff into our beach house."

Kinsey visibly relaxed and smiled as she popped up on her toes, curled her arms around my neck and drew me into a long, lingering kiss. She came away, her blue eyes dancing with high-octane excitement. "I'd like that very much."

"Good. Now that's settled, let's find our next clue."

Ahead, the trail spilled onto the white sand beach. After a few minutes of casual walking, we found the rocky outcropping. Thankfully, the twins weren't out to make us explore every nook and cranny. We discovered a gold flag sticking out of the sand with an envelope propped up against it.

Kinsey retrieved the envelope, and a moment later, read the next clue aloud.

"Tall and slender, swaying high. Some hold treasure, give them a try. One on the ground is not like the rest. Crack it open to continue your quest!"

Kinsey and I turned to face each other and simultaneously said, "Coconut Grove."

She giggled and picked up my hand, pulling me along the beach as the warm wind tossed her silky red hair sideways. "Come on. The trail split off toward the coconut grove. I know exactly where to go."

With Kinsey wearing nothing but her hot pink bikini, my gaze traveled down her slender frame before I settled on her objectively perfect ass. Her bikini bottoms rode up her crack, exposing each of her firm yet bouncy cheeks. Mother Nature had certainly gifted the girl with a body built for sin, and Kinsey, like Giana and Sage, had earned every extra curve.

We reached the trail and Kinsey slowed as I pulled up beside her. Mottled sunlight broke through the canopy of palms high overhead, leaving the trail speckled with gold, flickering as the breeze shifted the massive fronds. Birds chirped, and the scent of wildflowers washed over us.

Kinsey breathed it all in with a smile. "I can't believe I'm here," she said. "What a life."

I chuckled. "Me neither. Well... this outing was all part of the plan but having you here with me is an incredibly welcome surprise."

"Gabby is going to kill me," Kinsey said. "She's really into you. Like maybe even more than me."

"Yeah. I kind of picked up on that."

"She's not some crazy psycho stalker, if that's what you're worried about. Normally, she's really shy and reserved. She dated one guy in high school, but so far in college, she's been with nobody I know of. She stays really focused on her training and making grades. The girl has a real shot at making the Olympic team in the 800."

"I'll take your word on that. But don't worry, she never gave me the ick or anything. She's just slightly infatuated, and one thing is for sure, the girl knows how to kiss."

"I know, right? That was so hot."

"I should probably talk to her," I said. "You know, to make sure she is cool staying with us at the beach house."

Kinsey giggled. "Trust me. She won't have a problem with it. Your beach house is sick."

"Still. I feel like I owe her a conversation before you springing it on her. Can you keep the invite to yourself until I can speak with her? I'll try to pull her aside later this afternoon."

"Fine by me," she said.

Ahead, the trail split with one arrow pointing toward the coconut grove and the other pointing toward the waterfall.

Kinsey guided us along the trail leading to the coconut grove until a cluster of palm trees, laden with fresh coconuts, appeared before us. More coconuts lay scattered across the ground, and one of them sported a gold flag sticking out the top.

A comfortable-looking park bench sat under the shade of a towering palm, and while Kinsey traversed the coconut carpet, I took a seat on the bench.

"Bring it over here and we'll read it together," I said.

Kinsey retrieved the coconut and zigzagged through the downed coconuts. Her next move surprised me, but it really shouldn't have. When she reached the bench, she climbed onto my lap, sitting sideways as I curled my arm around her waist and moved her into position until we were both comfortable.

"It's a plastic coconut," she said, giggling before she cracked it open, letting half of it swing on hinges before she pulled out a folded note.

With Kinsey's large breasts mashed up against my chest, and her tight ass squirming atop my rapidly hardening cock, I found it difficult to fully concentrate.

As she unfolded the note, I leaned in and kissed my way up her neck, inhaling her fresh, tropical scent before I stopped and nibbled on her earlobe.

Kinsey giggled and scrunched her neck. "Your whiskers tickle."

I cupped my hand around her slender waist and drew her toward me. My cock pulsed, thickening beneath her perky ass as Kinsey turned her face to meet mine and found my lips with hers.

Our tongues floated together, and we instantly deepened the kiss, taking our time as tropical birds chattered and squawked amid the branches high overhead.

Kinsey moaned into my mouth and sucked playfully on my tongue, drawing it between her lips while she ground her hips against my rock hard cock.

I scooped up one of her firm, bikini-clad breasts and squeezed, savoring the feeling of her nipple stiffening between my thumb and index finger. I swirled my fingertip over her hard nipple, eliciting a raw moan from the stunning beauty.

Kinsey broke off the kiss, panting for breath. She gazed at me, her eyes simmering with lust. "Fuck. I want you so bad."

I continued groping her breast and slid my fingers inside her top, filling my hand with her warm, supple flesh. "Look. I found our next clue."

Kinsey giggled and leaned in for another kiss, moaning as I let her hard nipple slide between my open fingers.

She broke away again and pressed her forehead against mine, gazing into my eyes. "Let's read the next clue before another team walks in on us."

I squeezed Kinsey's breast while I kissed and licked my way up her neck. My cock ached, straining under her tight little ass where it pulsed, turning harder by the second. "Fuck the next clue."

Kinsey ignored me and the sound of rustling paper came from behind my back even while she ground her hips against my thick cock. Through heavy pants and simmering moans, she read through the next clue.

"Where fresh meets salt and waters flow, follow the sound of the falls as they go. Look for a rock where the spray feels cool. Beneath it awaits your next golden jewel."

I paused long enough to look up and meet her face to face. "The waterfall."

Kinsey nodded, her nostrils flaring as she reached between her legs and played with my stiff cock. She chewed on her lower lip and furrowed her brow. "I'm down for some waterfall fun."

I doubted I could keep my hands off her beyond the waterfall, but getting naked with the lush redheaded beauty beneath a warm, tropical waterfall beat a coconut grove every day of the week.

"Let's pick this up after we find our next clue," I said.

Reluctantly, Kinsey crawled off my lap and my mammoth hard-on sprang upward, instantly tenting my swim trunks.

Kinsey giggled. "That looks painful."

"It is," I said. "I hope you're up for some skinny dipping, because I can't wait to get these swim trunks off."

She grinned mischievously, her blue eyes swirling with excitement. "I love getting naked."

Kinsey reached out her hand, and I took it. "Let's go." Her eyes flickered for only a moment before she flashed a teasing smile. "Last one there is a rotten egg."

She dropped my hand and took off at a dead sprint. Seeing that Kinsey was a world-class sprinter, I had no actual chance to catch her. Still, I couldn't just let her leave me in the dust. My competitive juices stirred, and I took off after her.

I gave it my all, but I watched helplessly as she widened the gap with every stride. When I finally caught up, I found Kinsey wading into a tropical lagoon while she reached behind her back to untie her bikini top.

Hearing my labored breaths, she turned around, covering her breasts as the bikini went slack, and she smiled. "Took you long enough."

I rolled my eyes. "You don't take prisoners."

Kinsey giggled as she pulled the top free and tossed it at me. But she kept her arm covering her ample chest. "Gotta keep up if you want to get the girl."

I grinned and leered at her exposed chest. "I'm up for the challenge."

As I strode forward, Kinsey's gaze drifted to the bulge in my swim trunks, and she licked her lips. "You're a little overdressed, aren't you?"

I paused and gazed down at my swim trunks. "You're right. Does this count as keeping up?"

I reached for my drawstring and gave it a sharp tug while Kinsey bit her lower lip and eyed my cock hungrily.

Behind her, a fifteen foot waterfall tumbled over sheer rock before emptying into the lagoon, filling the lagoon with a slow and steady churn. A fine spray of mist caught the sunlight engraving a permanent, miniature rainbow in the air above the water.

Kinsey's long, silky red hair floated in the breeze, where errant wisps plastered her lips and cheeks. She stood ankle deep in the sun-drenched, crystal clear water and smiled devilishly.

Without missing a beat, she dropped her arm, exposing her chest, then hooked her thumbs inside her bikini bottoms, one at each hip.

As my swim trunks dropped around my ankles, Kinsey's bare breasts tumbled into view. My stomach dropped and adrenaline surged through my veins as I soaked in her perfect form.

At twenty-years-old, the college sophomore had hit her prime and had the body to prove it. Her big, beautiful breasts jiggled as she wriggled her bikini bottoms over her shapely hips. They were round and springy -- completely all-natural without a hint of sag. Her strawberry pink areolas were upturned slightly capped with bite-sized nipples, hardening under my lecherous gaze. Kinsey's breasts weren't as big as Giana's or Polly's, but every bit as perfect.

As she locked her eyes on my half-hard cock, Kinsey's mouth dropped open, and her eyes widened with surprise. "Oh, my God. It's huge."

I kicked aside my swim trunks and strolled forward, following the white sand into the crystal clear lagoon. My cock swayed before me, hardening as I soaked in Kinsey's beautiful breasts and lithe, athletic frame.

"Who’s the shy one now?" I asked.

Kinsey wriggled out of her bikini bottoms, revealing a thin strip of neatly trimmed red pubic hair between her legs. Without a hint of trepidation, she tossed her bikini bottoms over my shoulder and onto the beach. She returned her hungry eyes to my cock as she slowly backed into the lagoon until the water circled her waist.

I moved forward to intercept her, and Kinsey cut me off with her hand, all the while eyeing my cock like an extra-large banana split topped with hot fudge. "Wait."

I paused and frowned, worried she was getting cold feet. "What's wrong?"

She sank to her knees and floated forward in the waist deep water, never taking her eyes off my rapidly expanding cock. Her nostrils flared, and she licked her lips. "I've never seen one in real life. Can I touch it?"

I chuckled. "Is that a trick question?"

Even as she approached, my cock pulsed, kicking sideways as desire swelled in my loins.

She giggled as her eyes went from my cock to me and back again. "Did you make it do that?"

"You made it do that," I said. "You're extremely pretty."

Kinsey's cheeks reddened, but she let the comment go, choosing instead to focus on my cock. She floated forward, then reached out, wrapping her warm fingers around my stiff shaft.

She gently squeezed my manhood, milking a clear drop of pre-cum onto my tip. As she stroked my cock, she licked her lips as desire welled in her eyes. "Is that pre cum?"

"Yes," I said. "I can't believe you've never seen a cock."

She gazed up at me and rolled her eyes. "I watch porn. I'm not a complete idiot. But until a few months ago, I've always been into girls. Lately, I've had an urge to be with a guy. Then when I saw you, it all clicked into place."

That made me curious. "You watch boy-girl porn?"

Kinsey shrugged and looked at me. "Don't judge. Sometimes I watch it when I'm alone. It's hot. I can't believe I'm even saying this out loud."

"Judge? Kinsey, I'm completely straight. What would I judge?"

She continued stroking my cock and frowned. "That's right. God, that's so weird. You've never fooled around with a guy?"

She continued milking my cock as she gazed up at me, her expression curious. "Women are my thing. They're way more beautiful than men in just about every way."

Kinsey grinned. "True. Can't argue facts."

"To answer your question, no. I've never been with a guy. Girls have always been my... kink."

"You're into threesomes with other girls?"

"Very much. Ask Giana and Sage for details. Polly is also very curious."

She smiled as if she already knew the answer. "Would you have a problem with me going both ways?"

I shook my head. "So long as you're open and honest. Giana, Sage, and now Polly have full veto power over my picks, as do I with them."

Technically Simone did too, but I didn't want to open that can of worms.

"But if I fooled around with, say... Polly, you wouldn't care?"

I grinned. "You have your eye on Polly?"

Kinsey's cheeks turned an even brighter shade of red. "Duh. Who wouldn't be?"

I chuckled. "If you and Polly want to explore each other, that's fine by me. Even better if the three of us do it together."

She grinned and nodded with approval. "Good answer."

Kinsey turned her full attention back to my cock and continued stoking me. I fully relaxed, letting her have her way with me.

She paid rapt attention to my ever thickening manhood, seeming more fascinated by the second. She rolled my tip in between her fingers and traced the outline of my knob before caressing my glans, causing my cock to pulse with excitement. "It feels way different than I expected."

"How so?"

"I thought it would be rock hard, and it is, but it's also it isn't. It's soft and hard at the same time." She gazed up at me. "Can I taste it?"

"Baby, you can do whatever you want. There's no need to ask my permission."

Kinsey leaned forward, extended her tongue, and licked the bubble of pre-cum off my tip. She smacked her lips while she stroked. "It's salty."

"Is that good or bad?"

She wrapped her other hand around my cock, now fully stroking me with both hands. "Definitely good. I want to taste a full load."

Without waiting for a response, she leaned forward and wrapped her lips around my tip, sliding my glans over her tongue while she took me deeper.

I groaned as my cock bulged inside her cheek, and Kinsey moaned, closing her eyes while she sucked my cock, fully immersing herself in the experience.

Her teeth lightly raked the top of my cock, and I sucked in a sharp breath. "Baby, watch your teeth."

She came off my cock with a loud pop and gazed up at me. "I'm sorry. Did I hurt you?"

"Just a little," I said. "It feels better when it's all mouth, lips, and tongue."

Kinsey giggled and kissed the tip of my cock. "My bad. My toys never talk back. I'll ask Giana for some pointers."

It was funny that she considered Giana a cock sucking pro when the girl had very little experience. If she wanted to ask anyone, she should ask Simone. She had more firsthand experience than the rest of the girls combined.

Kinsey wrapped her lips around my cock and pressed forward, taking me deep until my tip teased the back of her throat, this time without a hint of teeth.

Pleasure engulfed me, and I groaned, my legs shuddering beneath me. My cock throbbed inside her mouth while she wriggled her tongue around my tip and shaft, sucking and slurping with enthusiasm.

The sensations were so intense that I closed my eyes and focused on not coming too soon. My breathing turned shallow and labored while her tongue did things that shouldn't have been possible, curling my toes while I groaned.

"God, that feels amazing. You're doing incredible."

Kinsey bobbed up and down on my cock, slurping and glugging, coming off occasionally to breathe. My cock glistened with her saliva and my balls tightened with orgasmic arousal.

"Kinsey, if you keep going, I'm gonna blow my load."

Kinsey came off my cock then licked my knob, slurping up a string of cum soaked saliva. "Sorry. I got carried away a little."

"You're a natural," I said. "You're sure that's your first blowjob?"

She kissed my tip and stroked me, all the while studying my cock with a look of pride on her face. "I'm sure. But I'm glad you liked it." She squeezed my cock and milked out another bubble of cum before licking it up. "You have a beautiful cock. I could do this all day."

That she wasn't turned off by my cock was a big step. It seemed her bi-curiosity might take hold. "I want to get my hands on that amazing body of yours. Come on, I have an idea."

Kinsey released my cock, and I floated into the water beside her. I curled my arms around her waist and pulled her closer until our lips met and we melted into a kiss.

She coiled her legs around my waist while I fondled her breast with one hand and squeezed her ass with the other. I filled my palm with her flesh, savoring the natural weight and springy shape of her world class breast. As our tongues swam together, Kinsey's nipple hardened against my palm and my cock flexed, pulsing underwater with a fresh wave of lust.

Kinsey moaned in my mouth and shifted her hips, front to back, grinding against me, rubbing her hot, slick pussy against my lower abdomen.

My tip brushed the bottom of her pert little ass, and my head flashed with an overwhelming desire to slide deep inside her and come until I passed out. But I wasn't in any position to achieve proper leverage, and we still needed to find our last clue. Fortunately, I had a good idea where to look.

With Kinsey moaning in my mouth and grinding against me, I crossed the shallow sandy bottom, cradling her in my arms. As I ducked behind the waterfall, the droning sound of the water echoed off the stone before us.

Misty spray swirled around us and sunlight filtered through the falling water, leaving the rocky nook around us bathed in the perfect amount of sun and shade.

With Kinsey going all in on our kiss, I pried my eyes open to fully take in the space. A golden flag emerged from a crack in the rocky wall along with the edge of a plastic bag and an envelope inside.

I was in no hurry to break the mood by claiming the envelope. The real prize rested comfortably in my arms with her tongue freely exploring my open mouth.

A smooth flat rock appeared just above the waterline, where waves lapped over its welcoming surface, providing the perfect place to take things to the next level.

I pushed up and onto the stone slab, taking Kinsey with me. I slid backward until my back rested against the flat, smooth stone wall. My cock slipped into place between us, resting firmly against Kinsey's toned tummy. As she shifted into place atop my lap, her springy breasts jiggled, and her hard nipples raked my chest.

Kinsey broke our kiss and came up for air, panting as she gazed into my eyes. "I want to feel you inside me. Please baby, fuck me."

As the water cascaded behind us, the misty spray coated Kinsey's body, leaving her hair slick and her skin glistening under the muted sunlight. Rays of sunshine danced off her lush, red hair and brought out her beautiful freckles, where they bridged her nose and smattered her cheeks. Her full, rosy pink lips, reminded me of cotton candy that would instantly melt in my mouth.

Her blue eyes shone with tropical lust, and I scooped up one of her fat breasts, squeezing her nipple as I ran my free hand down her side and over her hip. "You're one hundred percent sure?"

She nodded as she pushed up to her knees and grabbed my cock. She dredged my tip through her neatly trimmed pubic hair until my knob slid between her warm, wet pussy lips.

Pleasure kicked me like a mule, and a rush of adrenaline sent my heart rate spiking.

"Two hundred percent sure," she said. "But I'm not on birth control. You'll have to pull out."

As she uttered the words, pull out, my head flashed with white-hot desire. This was really happening. "I'll give you a warning."

"When we get home, I'll start birth control because I really want to feel you come inside me."

My head flashed again, and my steel hard cock jumped before slapping Kinsey's soft tummy. Her sweet scent enveloped me, and her warm body and ripe, round breasts left me on the verge of collapse. Everything about her drew me in like a moth to a redheaded flame, and at that moment, I would have done anything she asked. Her whispered words and the promise of more to come nearly made me ejaculate right then and there.

She could have picked any man in the world, and she wanted me. Best of all, she didn't know about the fame and fortune to come.

"I hit the lottery," I said, barely able to get the words out as I lost myself in her beautiful blue eyes.

Kinsey rocked her hips, sliding my tip and shaft up and down her soaking wet and very slippery pussy. Her warm breath washed over my face and her damp red hair floated over my shoulders and chest, tickling my skin as I struggled to resist a rising urge to come.

With a groan, she slipped my tip inside her honey hole and shuddered as a rash of goose bumps sprang to life across her chest. "Fuck," she said, hissing out the word.

Her eyes rolled back in her head, and she dug her fingers into my muscled chest, moaning as my cock split her like a grape.

I watched my cock slide into her pussy and moaned as her tight walls gripped my shaft. Warm, wet, and tight, the pleasure was so intense I had to squeeze Kinsey's perky little ass in both hands for fear I would fill her unprotected womb with my virulent seed. Thoughts about impregnating the goddess didn't help, and I moaned, rocking my hips while I fed her my fat cock.

"Jesus, baby. You're insanely tight," I said.

Kinsey moaned and churned her hips, dipping in low for a kiss. Using the tip of her tongue, she traced her way along my bottom lip while gazing directly into my eyes. She smiled and playfully nibbled on lower lip before coming away with a breathy moan. "Your cock is stretching me out sooooo good. I had no idea what I was missing."

I inched deeper, fighting through Kinsey's supernatural resistance. With miniature upthrusts of my hips, I sank into her depths, eliciting throaty coos of pleasure from the busty redheaded beauty.

Waves of rapturous ecstasy swept over me, and my cock expanded inside her, splitting her open as she welcomed me into her warm, tight pussy. I ached to come inside her but shelved the orgasmic itch tingling in the back of my brain.

With my cock buried halfway deep, Kinsey switched motions and picked up the tempo. She twerked her hips and groaned, riding my cock up and down while she leaned forward and pinned her hands to my shoulders.

As she bounced off my cock, her beautiful breasts clapped together, and my manhood sizzled, throbbing inside her incredibly tight pussy. Kinsey moved in for a kiss, and I stretched out, meeting her halfway. Our tongues met, swirling together with wild abandon. Our mouths were a mesh of lips and tongues while we devoured each other, fully submitting to our lust and mutual desire. Her warm breath and soft moans played in my mouth, supercharging my cock until it was so hard I thought it might explode.

I grabbed Kinsey's hips and matched her rhythm, going deeper with every stroke. Then, with a heavy thrust, I grunted and bottomed out inside the lush goddess, pinning my cock to the root. Her hips quivered and her breasts jiggled as she grunted into my mouth.

I held still for a moment, moaning as I savored the sensation of her pussy greedily squeezing every inch of my cock while I fought off the urge to erupt inside her.

Kinsey broke the kiss with a gasp and sat upright, pausing for a moment with my cock fully impaling her. Her round, springy breasts jiggled to a stop, and her body shivered as another rash of goosebumps swept over her chest, engorging her areolas before my eyes. She looked at me as if I were the only human being on earth and the world slipped away.

Slowly, she churned her hips in slow rhythmic circles, plumbing her depths with my meaty cock. Kinsey ran her hands over my chest and panted for breath. Her eyes simmered with unbridled lust, and her cheeks turned a rosy shade of red. A wet lock of her fiery red hair lay plastered over her cheek, lips and mouth, perfectly offsetting her dazzling blue irises.

She was achingly beautiful, and I reached up, filling my hands with her round wonders. I gave them a full squeeze, rolling her nipples between my open fingers while pleasure radiated through my cock in electric waves.

"I can't believe it feels this good," she said. "You're in so fucking deep. I need your cock inside me all the time."

"I won't say no to that," I said and lifted my hips off the stone, driving my cock even deeper.

Kinsey shuddered, and her stomach spasmed in short, orgasmic waves. Her pussy contracted around my cock in rapid-fire microbursts while her eyes rolled back in her head. She mumbled garbled words through a primal moan and dug her fingers into my chest while her entire body vibrated under the weight of a massive orgasm.

The moment passed and Kinsey came up for breath, sucking in air through her open mouth as she gazed at me, her eyes glassy with orgasmic bliss. "I just came harder than I ever have."

I ran my hands between her breasts and lower, gliding my palms over her flat, toned stomach, before sliding around to her hips. "Do you want to take a break?"

Kinsey shook her head. "God, no. Keep fucking me forever."

I laughed as I swiveled my hips, fucking her slow and deep as my cock strobed inside her. Buttery waves tickled my shaft as she did something with her vaginal muscles that nearly ended me.

"Fuck, Kins. You're gonna make me come doing that.'

Kinsey giggled. "Kegel exercises are paying off. It's good to know I can make you come whenever I want."

"I'm a mere mortal in the hands of a goddess. Cut me some slack."

Kinsey moaned and rolled her hips. She closed her eyes and spread her hands open wide, caressing my chest. "I disagree. Your cock is otherworldly, and the way you throb inside me -- it's incredible. I can feel your heart beating through your giant dick."

She grinned, and I laughed. I squeezed her hips and guided her in a front-to-back motion while I pinned my cock to the root, fucking her slow and deep.

Kinsey leaned back slightly and rested her hands on my thighs, giving us a full view of my cock impaling her pussy.

She slid up and down in slow strokes, watching in fascination as her pussy formed a perfect, airtight seal around my hard, glistening shaft.

"My toys can't even come close to the real thing. You've ruined me."

I trailed my fingertips along her thighs and gazed at her perfectly pink little pussy, stretched out just enough to fit my girth. What I wouldn't give to empty my load into her pristine depths.

Kinsey pushed up off my cock and came down again, picking up the pace as we matched rhythm, fucking harder and faster. Our moans melted together, echoing off the stone while the waterfall steadily droned.

My cock sizzled with heat, and the insurmountable pleasure broke through my resistance. My orgasm came calling, and I was powerless to stop it. Still, I could last for another thirty seconds before I shouted out a warning.

Kinsey leaned forward and pinned my shoulders to the rock wall. She came off her knees and placed her feet on either side of my hips, squatting over my cock while she used her incredible core strength to slide bounce off my cock, taking me faster and deeper while her massive tits circled her chest and tapped together when she bottomed out.

She bounced off my lap with light clapping sounds, moaning as her eyes lost focus and her breathing intensified. Her chest heaved and her tits bounced, careening together as Kinsey's loud groans echoed inside the rocky nook.

"Baby, I'm gonna come again so hard," she said through labored breaths.

I couldn't hold out much longer, and gritted my teeth, hoping Kinsey would come first, before I lost all control.

The seconds ticked by and the rhythmic slosh of our lovemaking, Kinsey's moans, and our clapping bodies, conspired to push me over the edge.

"Kinsey, I'm gonna come," I said. "You need to get off right now."

Kinsey didn't stop bouncing as she rode me like a rodeo bull. "I'm so close. Wait just a second longer."

The pleasure intensified, and I felt the familiar rush of orgasmic ecstasy blossom and steal away all reason. "Baby, I don't have a second."

Kinsey dropped to her knees, pitched forward and pinned my cock deep inside her as we met face to face. She churned her hips and gazed into my eyes just as her breath caught in her throat.

Her stomach quivered and her legs vibrated as her breasts jiggled and bounced. "Come inside me," she said before she lost herself in the throes of orgasmic bliss.

My orgasm slammed into me, and with a sharp grunt, I exploded inside her, gushing hot thick ropes of sticky sperm laden cum directly into her unprotected womb.

Again and again, I came, unloaded a monstrous orgasm into her depths while Kinsey took every bit, churning her hips as I flooded her insides with sticky sperm.

Kinsey collapsed against me, falling forward, where she buried her head in my neck and her body went limp. She sucked in short, shallow breaths while I drove deep inside her, filling her until I had nothing left to give.

We sat together, motionless, while the waterfall continued to roar a few feet away. Kinsey kissed her way up and down my neck while I caressed her back and ran my palms over her round, perky bottom.

A full minute later, Kinsey sat up and found my lips with hers. We kissed and held each other, running our hands over each other's bodies, neither one of us wanting this to end.

When she came up for air, she came away and looked me in the eye. "I've lost feeling in my legs.

We laughed together and Kinsey sat back, drawing my cock from her freshly fucked pussy. She sat atop my thighs with her legs stretched out in front of her on either side of my hips.

"Much better," she said and sighed happily while I gazed at the cum leaking from her ravaged hole.

"I came a lot," I said. "Sorry."

Kinsey shook her head and gazed down, sliding her hand between her legs where she pried open her lips. She flexed her pussy, and a massive load of pearly white cum bubbled to the surface where it slowly drizzled down her ass.

"I wanted to feel it, and I'm so glad I did," she said. "It sucks, but there's always Plan B. After that, I'll start birth control, and we can fuck like rabbits all day long."

"Thanks, and I can't say I didn't enjoy every second." I ran my hands up her legs, caressing her warm skin as I gazed into her eyes. "How long are you planning to stay?"

"Until the end of the week," she said. "But I only live like an hour away from here."

I grinned. "Don't leave. Stay with us at the beach house instead. You can use my car, and you don't have to worry about food or expenses."

Kinsey frowned. "You guys are leaving in another week, aren't you? Do you live nearby?"

"It's complicated," I said. "But the beach house belongs to me. Just keep it to yourself for now."

Kinsey's eyes widened. "Wait. You're rich? I thought you lived out of a van or something? We follow your TikTok. Is that all bullshit?"

"Not bullshit. Until recently, I kind of let fate guide me where it wanted. But I'm putting down roots. Everything is on the up and up, and I'll explain it all to you later. But I really don't want you to leave. Stay with me. What do you say?"

Kinsey grinned and scooted forward on my lap. She curled her legs around my waist and came in for a quick kiss. When she came away, a bright smile split her beautiful face, and her blue eyes bubbled with excitement. "I say -- hello, roomie."


Chapter eleven
The Bachelorette


The envelope held a gold, plastic coin and a note telling us to return to the resort. It was clear they designed the entire hunt to take about ten to fifteen minutes, but Kinsey and I blew the doors off that time table.

We played naked in the lagoon for thirty minutes, which included a long make-out session on the beach. By the time we made it back to the resort, the contest was over, and we found our crew in small clusters, scattered between the bar, pool, and party zone.

By the pool, Simone and Polly sat cross-legged on the same lounge chair, facing each other and holding hands, giggling and laughing as if they were long-lost friends.

A smile spread across my face, and my already good mood soared into the stratosphere. It looked like I had come out of the Simone-Polly-Rick shit show unscathed. I had every intention of finding out exactly what went down during their scavenger hunt, and why, suddenly, they were best buddies. But for now, I was content to let them bond.

"There's G, Sage, and Gabby," Kinsey said, pointing to the bar. "Let's go see what they're doing."

Kinsey led me by the hand past the pool and toward the bar while I took in the scene, looking for everyone else.

Jason, Cecily, Angel, and Joe stood around the roasting pit, holding drinks. They laughed and talked among themselves in what looked like casual conversation. Meanwhile, the star of the show, the skewered pig, rotated over a bed of hot coals, and the resort crew placed tables, chairs, and decorations, getting the space ready for the evening luau to come.

Jack and Veronica were conspicuously absent, and a feeling of dread settled in the pit of my stomach. Not out of jealousy, but out of fear for my best friend's ego. How would Veronica respond once Jack declared his feelings? How would Jack react when he discovered Veronica had proclaimed her feelings for me? With so many women attaching themselves to me, it wouldn't surprise me if Jack turned on me. For Jack's sake, maybe it was better if I put a stake in whatever relationship Veronica and I had going on.

But that was a problem for another day. Right now, I needed to make things right with Gabby. After me having sex with her best friend, I doubted we would find her in the best mood.

As we approached the table, Giana frowned, tilting her head slightly as she took us in. "You two had sex, didn't you?"

Kinsey laughed playfully while I homed in on Gabby, carefully appraising the brunette beauty's reaction. As if on cue, Gabby's shoulders deflated while she plastered a fake smile onto her exquisite face.

"I don't kiss and tell," Kinsey said

Sage rolled her eyes. "You're terrible at keeping secrets."

Kinsey giggled as she practically skipped to the table, bubbling over with joy. We stopped at the high-top cocktail table where the ladies sat on high-backed stools, each wearing a different colored bikini.

"Seriously, Giana? You can't possibly tell that just by looking at us," I said.

Giana grinned and shook her head. "That's where you're wrong, my oh so charming boyfriend. Look at Kinsey. She has that freshly fucked afterglow you simply can't fake."

"Not to mention it took you guys over an hour to complete a game that should only take about ten minutes," Sage said. "Even Simone and Polly only took thirty minutes."

"Is it too soon to welcome you to the club?" Giana asked, turning her full attention to Kinsey.

Kinsey looked at me for confirmation, and I shrugged. "I already told you how I felt. The ball is in your court."

Kinsey squeezed my hand in hers and turned back to the girls, looking ready to burst with excitement. "I'm in."

Sage clapped her hands and squealed with excitement while Giana pulled Kinsey into a hug. Meanwhile, Gabby's muted reaction was exactly what I predicted. She forced a smile, then fiddled with the straw in her drink, looking like a woman who wanted to hide under a very large rock.

Giana seemed to notice the same thing and frowned at me while she hugged Kinsey and tipped her head in Gabby's direction. It didn't take a mind reader to understand what she wanted me to do.

I turned to Gabby, trying to find the right words. Here I just had sex with her best friend and trying to explain myself to Gabby now felt more than a little smarmy. With all the other girls, I had built longstanding relationships built on years of friendship or intimacy in Simone's case.

But that didn't hold true for Kinsey and Gabby. They were the new girls, and getting with Kinsey made it seem like I had picked her over Gabby when that wasn't even remotely true.

Kinsey released my hand to fully embrace Giana, then surprised me by kicking my ankle under the table.

It was clear the girls wanted me to talk with Gabby, but how exactly was I supposed to do that? I felt more than a little awkward just asking her to take a walk with me. Instead, I opted for a slightly more subtle approach that wouldn't embarrass Gabby in front of her friends.

"Who needs a drink?" I asked.

"Me," Sage said, raising her hand. She rattled her empty glass of ice. "Tito's and soda with a lime."

"I'll take another round," Giana said as she released Kinsey from her hug.

Before they separated, the two women had traded whispered words, but it wasn't my place to call them out.

Kinsey moved her chair closer to Giana, then sat beside her. "I'll have what G's having."

"Strawberry mule with Tito's," Giana said.

I turned to Gabby, who just stared down into her drink, absentmindedly swirling her straw.

"Gabby?" I asked.

She looked up from her drink, forced another smile, and shook her head. "I'm good."

"Can you come with me? I need help to bring the drinks back to the table."

She paused, staring at me as if trying to figure out my angle.

I extended my hand, waiting for Gabby to take it.

Gabby gazed at my hand, frowning, her hazel eyes sparking with curiosity.

"Girl, he doesn't bite," Sage said. "Go help the man."

Gabby rolled her eyes and sighed. "Fine."

She took my offered hand in hers, and I guided her out of her stool while she looked over at her friends as if this were some sort of conspiracy.

Giana rolled her eyes. "Don't overthink it, baby girl. Also, don't hurry back."

Sage giggled, and Kinsey snorted out a laugh.

Gabby ignored the teasing, tightened her hand around mine and followed closely behind me. After we put a few feet of distance between us and the table, the girls broke into hushed, conspiratorial whispers, followed by a round of high fives and muted laughter.

Side by side, Gabby and I made our way to the bar. "Sorry about that. G likes to stir the pot."

She met my gaze and forced a shy smile. "It's fine."

Lithe and athletic, Gabby's petite frame came equipped with a tight yet bouncy rear-end her bikini bottoms struggled to contain. Despite her best efforts, the fabric had endlessly ridden her crack, exposing a visual smorgasbord of her firm, golden cheeks. Even among the bevy of perfectly sculpted asses, Gabby's stood out. She had perhaps the finest caboose I had ever laid eyes on, and that was saying something.

I stood nearly a foot taller than the dark-haired stunner, which made her the shortest girl in our crew. Even Polly was a shade taller. Her chest, like her ass, perfectly fit her sleek, toned body, but unlike Polly, Giana, or any of my other girls, Gabby's breasts were on the smaller side. Yet that made them even more spectacular.

Even though she was a petite girl, Gabby had legs for days, with shapely, athletic thighs and toned calves. On top of her banging body, she had a face that belonged on a magazine cover and reminded me of a celebrity I couldn't quite place.

Her face was a masterpiece of symmetry and allure, with high cheekbones that softly caught the muted afternoon light, adding depth to her golden-toned skin. Her hazel eyes shimmered like a blend of warm amber and deep green, framed by long, dark lashes that curled effortlessly. They held a captivating intensity--both playful and serene--enhanced by perfectly arched brows that shaped her expressions with effortless elegance. Her full lips, naturally plump and inviting, held a soft, rosy hue, their shape a perfect balance between sensuality and grace. A delicate nose with a gentle slope sat harmoniously in the center of her face, completing a vision of Gabby's timeless beauty. Her long, dark hair cascaded around her face in silky waves, standing in contrast with the luminous warmth of her skin. Whether she smiled or remained quiet, as she was in that moment, her presence was mesmerizing--radiating confidence, charm, and an undeniable magnetism.

She rivaled Sage for pure beauty, perhaps even eclipsing her, and the girl oozed femininity from every pore of her mouthwatering body. She was equal parts cute and sexy, with cute pulling ahead by a razor thin margin.

When we arrived at the bar, I placed our drink order and tried to think of something to say to break the ice. Thankfully, Gabby beat me to the punch.

"So, you and Kinsey, huh?"

There was more than a hint of bitterness and jealousy in her voice, and she seemed like she wanted to get it off her chest. Otherwise, why would she bring it up at all?

"You seem upset," I said.

Gabby shrugged. "I find it strange that she's only ever been into girls until she sees the one guy I'm into."

There was a lot of unpack behind those words. I mean, I knew she was into me since the first moment I saw her at Angel's party. She hadn't made it a secret, and after our kiss in the hot tub, she had solidified our undeniable physical connection. But was there more to it than that? Gabby followed me on social media and tracked all my posts. Was this an unhealthy obsession?

"In case you hadn't noticed, I make no secret that I am into multiple women," I said, making sure she knew the score. "Why not be just as angry with me for getting with Sage, Giana, and Polly?"

"They saw you first," Gabby said. "It's different with Kinsey."

She had blown right past my comments about the harem. Clearly, that didn't bother her. "You feel like Kinsey betrayed you somehow?"

Gabby shrugged. "Whatever. It doesn't matter anyway since you are obviously into her. Every guy she has ever met is into her. It's not even a little fair."

I laughed in disbelief. "Come on, Gabby. You must have guys lined up around the block. You're beyond beautiful, and I find it impossible to believe that you couldn't handpick any guy you wanted."

Gabby's hazel eyes simmered with an intensity that bordered on outright anger. She sighed through gritted teeth, as if trying to stay calm, and stared past me at the bartender while she mumbled under her breath, "That's the thing. I made my pick."

I frowned. "Help me understand."

Gabby turned to face me. "Even before we agreed to go on vacation, Kinsey and I discussed this."

The plot thickened. "Discussed what?"

Before Gabby could answer, the bartender returned with our drinks.

I scooped up all three drinks and gazed into her pretty hazel eyes. "Don't move. I'll be right back."

I picked up three of the drinks, balancing two in one hand, and headed back to the table.

As I quickly doled out the drinks, Giana tried to pry me for information. "We saw you guys talking. Gabby looks upset. What's that about?"

It wasn't her business, yet she couldn't help herself. "Just getting to know each other," I said as I handed out the last drink. "I'm taking Gabby on a walk. We'll be back later."

"Not the waterfall," Kinsey said. "That's our spot."

Giana snorted out a laugh, and Sage giggled.

I rolled my eyes. "It's not that kind of walk."

Sage smirked and shook her head. "Right. Are you already forgetting our little walk?"

My cheeks flushed hot. "That's different. I already knew you."

"Gabby loves the beach," Giana said. "Take her there, and she'll be putty in your hands."

"She's already putty in his hands," Kinsey said, drawing another round of giggles from Giana and Sage.

"You three are insufferable," I said, then left the ladies before returning to Gabby.

Gabby watched me approach, looking at me nervously until I reached her side and held out my hand.

"Let's go on a walk," I said.

Gabby slid her hand in mine and frowned, sliding away from the bar and closer to me. "Why?"

I laughed. "Because I want to get to know you better? Why are you looking at me like that?"

"How am I looking at you?" she asked.

I guided her away from the bar and toward the trail leading to the opposite side of the island from where I went with Kinsey.

"Why do you look like a woman waiting for the other shoe to drop?" I asked. "Isn't this what you wanted?"

She shrugged. "I'm just wondering what the girls put you up to. If this turns into some kind of prank, I'll never forgive you."

"I have no ulterior motive other than getting you all to myself. Okay?"

Her lips ticked up in a smile, and she deepened the hold on my hand. "Fine."

We made our way along a wide sandy trail that split rolling grass dunes. Several seconds ticked by while Gabby stared straight ahead as if collecting her thoughts.

Her long dark hair swirled over her shoulders and hung down her back, floating in the breeze as the afternoon sunshine drenched her golden toned flesh. By any measure, she was an insanely beautiful woman.

As I let my mind wander to the things I would do with her in the privacy of my bedroom, she broke the silence with a question.

"Do you ever watch the Bachelor?" she asked.

"The TV show?"

"Yes," Gabby said. "A ton of girls come on the show, and they all compete for the affection of one bachelor. In the end, he picks one girl he wants to marry."

"I’ve seen it," I said. "Polly used to make me watch it with her."

"This entire trip feels like one giant group date."

"You're not competing with anyone, Gabby."

"It sure feels like it. These women are all stacked and gorgeous. You're clearly into big breasts which, in case you hadn't noticed, I'm severely lacking."

"You have a beautiful body, including your chest. That the women I love have big breasts is just a coincidence. Yours are perfect just the way they are."

"I'm not as outgoing as Kinsey, Polly, Giana, or really any of the other girls."

"So?"

"So, I'm the girl on the group date everyone knows will go home at the next rose ceremony."

I laughed. "This isn't the Bachelor, and there is no rose ceremony. I'm not picking one woman to marry at the end of the season. Hell, I'm not choosing any woman. We're all choosing each other."

Gabby continued walking, remaining silent while she seemed to think about how to respond. "Did Giana tell you I followed you on Instagram for a year before I even met her?"

She hadn't, and this was news to me. "Really? I had no idea."

Gabby nodded. "I found you in my recommendations because you're into so many of the same things as me. Then I found you on TikTok and pretty much got hooked on your feed. When I found out Giana knew you and she was coming on this trip, I kind of invited myself to Angel's place, hoping to meet you. That's creepy as fuck, I know, but I just want to get it out in the open."

Was it a little creepy? Yes. But she seemed like a genuinely nice girl with good friends and a heavy investment in her sport. Most stalkers weren't world-class athletes. I wouldn't fault her for being an introvert because I was also an introvert.

"It's flattering," I said. "You dragged Kinsey along with you?"

Gabby nodded. "At first she thought it was creepy, then I made her watch your reels with me and she was into you just as much me. She would never admit it, but she was. And I swear I'm not a stalker."

I had about a hundred and fifty thousand followers across my socials, so it didn't shock me. I laughed and squeezed her hand. "If you say so," I said, making it clear I was teasing her. "Seriously though, what a small world."

Gabby shrugged. "Not really. The algorithms probably connected Giana and I through our sport. Since she already followed you, and you're into the same sports I like, you showed up in my feed. But who can say for sure? Still, we have a lot in common."

The trail opened onto a pristine white sandy beach that stretched out, completely empty, in both directions. Gentle waves lapped against the shore while sea gulls chirped, floating on the breeze.

"Yeah? What else do we have in common?"

A nervous smile flickered across Gabby's face. "I haven't gone mountain climbing yet, but I'm really interested in it. Back home, I climb indoor rock walls every chance I get, and I've always wanted to try the real thing. Then there's running, obviously. I grew up not only on the track, but I love to go on long runs on the beach. It's where I do my best thinking."

I had made a few videos during my morning beach runs, and it wasn't a secret how much I enjoyed it. "I'm the same way. When I'm running, I can let my mind drift. Not so much on the side of a mountain. What are you studying?"

She gazed up at me, her expression timid. "It's not like I'm going to MIT or anything, but I'm into tech almost as much as I'm into running. I’m a STEM girl."

Her mention of MIT dredged up memories of my past failures. She probably knew all about it already, and I didn't want to dwell on it. "Yeah? That's a pretty broad category. What's your major?"

"I'm double majoring, actually. In mathematics and machine learning."

My jaw dropped, and I felt the blood drain from my face. Gabby was studying artificial intelligence? Did she know about Project Pamela? She was clearly intelligent, and some Internet sleuthing might lead her to the truth.

But the way she smiled at me so innocently made me think she had no idea. "Wow. That's impressive. No wonder you don't have time for anything else. Between track and school, I'm surprised you could take the time to come on this trip."

She kicked at the sand between her feet. "Not as impressive as going to MIT. Giana told me you're a literal genius."

"A genius who failed out of MIT," I said.

She nodded. "Yep, but I don't think it's because of a lack of intelligence. She told me you went through some rough times, and that makes you even more interesting. But don't worry, Giana refused to go into any detail."

The conversation was veering into dangerous territory. It was time to steer things back around to her.

"If you're into running on the beach, can I assume you grew up near one?"

Gabby smiled at me as if she knew exactly what I was doing. But she didn't push me. Instead, she nodded and humored me with an answer. "I'm a native Floridian. Atlantic side. Jupiter Beach. My mom is a plastic surgeon, and my dad is a patent attorney."

"Another rich kid," I said. "I remember those days."

"My family has the beach house, but they tried to keep me and my brother grounded. We did chores, and we both had jobs during the summer. We also went to a public school. I earned a scholarship by running track."

I led Gabby by the hand until we reached the edge of the surf and sat down, gazing out across the gulf while the water lapped at our feet. We laced our fingers together, and sat side by side, watching a pair of seagulls fight over a soggy cracker.

"I'm flattered that you went to so much trouble to meet me," I said. "Why didn't you just DM me?"

Gabby shrugged. "And say what? I'm not that forward."

"So, you went to all this trouble to meet me, and you're upset that Kinsey swooped in first?"

"Exactly," she said.

"Yet here we are, sitting alone together on the beach."

She shrugged. "That doesn't mean I'll end up with a rose."

Another Bachelor reference. "What? You think I'm sitting here with you out of obligation?"

"No," she said. "More like pity."

She said the words with such certainty, I wasn't sure how I could convince her otherwise.

I chuckled and shook my head. "You're a hard woman to figure out."

She frowned at me. "What's that supposed to mean?"

"You want me to get into this?"

She tucked a lock of hair behind her ear and a kernel of anger flared behind her eyes. "Yes. I want to get into this. What is so hard to figure out?"

"Let's start with the fact that you're an insanely beautiful girl who is driven enough to have a very real shot at making the next Olympic team in a sport where you've already earned a full scholarship with a major division one university. You're working towards a double major in two extremely difficult fields, which means you are a very, very smart person. You are humble and hardworking, yet somehow you think I'm only interested in you out of pity? Are you fucking crazy?"

"It's --"

I cut her off before she could speak. "I'm not finished."

Gabby closed her mouth and waited, but I caught the smile touching her eyes.

"I can't figure out how a girl so put together has only had one boyfriend in high school and no relationships in college. Don't tell me you're not getting offers. Because that's bullshit and we both know it."

"I'm extremely picky," she said.

"Fair enough. You're picky, but guys are interested?"

"Yes," she said. "I have a lot of guys asking me out."

"Are you into girls?"

Her eyes widened. "No. Of course not."

"That's what I thought. When you put the facts together, it makes no sense. You're a smart, gorgeous, hardworking, successful woman with an even brighter future ahead of you. You could throw a dart into the middle of a room filled with men, and any of them would commit genocide just to have a shot with you. The kiss you gave me in the hot tub was the single greatest kiss of my life, and you think I'm sitting here beside you right now out of some deranged sense of pity. Meanwhile, I'm wondering why an absolute unicorn like you would want to get with a guy who self-admittedly wants to date many women at the same time, failed out of MIT, and spent the last two years living out of a van."

I came up for air and Gabby's smile brightened as she squeezed my hand. "Was it really the best kiss of your life?"

I laughed in disbelief. "That's your takeaway?"

She giggled and ran her fingertips up my arm. "Okay, so maybe you are into me."

I rolled my eyes. "You think?"

Gabby's next move caught me off guard. She crawled onto my lap and straddled me, positioning herself such that we came face to face. She gazed at me, her hazel eyes simmering. "You don't need to commit genocide to be with me. I already picked you."

The wind whipped her hair, and the afternoon sunshine caught the gold flecks in her amazing hazel eyes.

I circled her waist with both hands and drew her hips forward until her pussy rested directly atop my rapidly hardening cock. Together, we leaned into each other and our lips met. Just like our first kiss in the hot tub, the world melted away and time lost all meaning.

Her tongue floated through my mouth, sending a sugary rush racing down my spine. Gabby's soft, buttery smooth moans filled my mouth, and her honey coated lips melted against mine. She ran her fingers through my hair while I slipped my hands over her hips and palmed her perky rear end.

The minutes flew by in a moment until we both came up for air. We met face to face, and Gabby's eyes simmered with electric lust. She laced her fingers with mine and smiled.

"Does this mean I get a rose?"

I laughed, and she laughed with me. "A rose and a one-on-one date when we get back to the beach house. Gabrielle Martin, will you go out on a proper date with me?"

Gabby nodded, and her eyes twinkled with pure joy. "I'd love that."

I squeezed her hands in mine. "Can I ask a favor?"

She nodded, then kissed me again, finding my tongue with hers before coming away, nibbling on my lower lip.

"Wait just a second so I can get this out," I said.

Gabby giggled but relented, grinding my cock as she pressed her forehead against mine. "Sorry. I can't help myself."

"How would you feel about extending your vacation and moving into the beach house with the rest of us?"

A broad smile lit her entire face. "I accept."


Chapter twelve
Hula Girls


Gabby and I spent the next thirty minutes walking along the beach, occasionally stopping to play in the surf. We also kissed -- a lot. We might have pushed things even further, but we ran into Jack, walking toward us, alone, in the opposite direction.

The distraught look on his face spoke volumes, and before he came within earshot, Gabby squeezed my hand and pulled us both to a stop.

For a moment, Gabby studied Jack in the distance, frowning before leaning in close and whispering, "I don't think he's okay."

"He isn't okay," I said, nodding my agreement as a knot of worry twisted in my stomach.

Gabby turned to face me, popped on her toes and kissed me softly on the lips. "I'm going back to the pool. Talk to him, and we'll catch up later."

I smiled and leaned in, kissing her again. "Thanks, Gabby."

As Jack approached, Gabby gave him a friendly wave and jogged up the sand toward a nearby trail head.

Jack stopped and watched her go, frowning, before turning his attention to me. "What was that about?" He asked, shouting over the pounding surf. "Is Gabby avoiding me too?"

I closed the distance between us, then stopped before Jack, giving him a long, appraising look. "Too? Uh, oh. That doesn't sound good."

With a sigh, Jack stopped and plopped down onto the sand. "Veronica is avoiding me."

I sat down beside him and squeezed his shoulder. "Why do you think she's avoiding you?"

"Because every time we're alone together, she finds a reason to leave. That's no exaggeration. At first I thought it was a coincidence, but after the tenth time, it's clear she's afraid to be alone with me."

"Tenth time? What the hell, Jack? Are you stalking the poor girl?"

He threw up his hands and pleaded to the sky. "I just want to tell her how I feel. Is that too much to ask?"

I winced and patted him on the back. "Sorry, man."

"Meanwhile, you have every girl on this trip literally throwing themselves at you. It's like you're collecting supermodels, and they don't even know you're rich. Some guys get all the breaks."

"Not every girl. Angel and Cecily haven't."

Jack looked over at me, jaw agape. "Please. Spare me. Angel and Cecily are pretty, but let's face it, Parker, they are the JV compared to Simone or Polly."

"Don't let Angel hear you say that."

"I'm not into Angel, no matter how many times I try to convince myself otherwise. I want Ronnie. And don't think it escaped my notice that you didn't add Ronnie to the list of your non-conquests."

There was no use kicking the guy while he was down. Now wasn't the time to come clean about Veronica admitting she loved me. "Dude, I've had my hands full. Have you seen Veronica make a pass at me?"

Jack scooped up a handful of sand and threw it into the wind. "Fuck! Why doesn't she love me, Park?"

I gave him a moment to vent while a feeling of guilt sat like an iron boat anchor in the pit of my stomach. But Veronica couldn't fight her feelings, any more than Jack could fight his. Her feelings for me weren't anybody's fault, and I couldn't make her love Jack. Still, I could turn her down before things escalated. Until Jack healed, it was the right thing to do.

With his outburst over, Jack slumped forward and shook his head. "Sorry, man. I know this isn't your fault."

"It's fine," I said. "Vent all you want."

He gazed out across the ocean and sighed. "It's not going to happen, is it?"

"Honestly, it's not looking good," I said.

"I think I'll salvage what's left of my pride and set aside my feelings rather than make a full-on suicide run with my heart."

"That's probably a good idea," I said.

Jack let out a humorless chuckle. "She's just so beautiful, you know? Inside and out."

"Yeah. She is. But there are a lot of beautiful women out there, and you're a pretty terrific guy."

"Thanks, man. I hope Ms. Right comes along soon because this fucking hurts. You want to know the worst part?"

"Lay it on me."

"The thought of Joe getting with Ronnie makes my skin crawl. The guy is all up in her business twenty-four-seven."

"Yeah. I'm pretty sure that dog won't hunt," I said.

Jack looked at me hopefully. "You think?"

"She's not into the dude. That, I can guarantee you."

"How can you be so sure?"

This was tricky ground. "She told me."

Jack's eyes widened. "You talked to her?"

I laughed at Jack. "Dude, she's one of my best friends. Of course I talk to her."

"Has she said anything about me?"

"If she had said anything about you, I would have already told you. Has she ever led you on or given you any reason to think that she's into you as more than just a friend?"

"In my wet dreams, plenty of times."

I chuckled, but let his retort go. "Just be her friend, or don't if it's too much. One thing is for sure, Veronica will always have your back."

We sat in silence for a long time, listening to the seagulls chirp and the surf roll in while the afternoon sun sat high in the sky. Finally, Jack spoke.

"Those twins are smoking hot," Jack said.

I laughed and wrapped my arm around his shoulder. "Yeah, they are. You thinking about making a move?"

He looked at me, grinned, and shrugged. "They're both so far out of my league I would need NASA to reach their orbit, but I'm tired of sitting on the sidelines while life plays out around me. I don't want to be a bystander anymore."

"Yeah? I've got a van you can borrow, and I'll teach you everything you would ever want to know about rock climbing."

Jack rolled onto his back and laughed. which eased some of the guilt sitting heavy in my heart.

"I'm afraid of heights," Jack said. "And I'm shit with flat tires. But we have a kick ass beach house and an entire summer ahead of us."

The word we in his statement warmed my heart, and I held out my hand for him. "Come on. I'll buy you a beer."

He took my hand, and I helped pull him to his feet. "Thanks, but you're already buying everybody's beers."

"Then you can buy me a beer," I said.

Jack and I laughed as we made our way up the beach and toward the resort.

We spent the rest of the afternoon partying with all our friends, going between the pool, beach, and bar. We turned up the music, and the girls danced poolside. For the first time since we arrived, everyone seemed genuinely happy.

Polly and Simone were inseparable, and I still hadn't had the chance to get the debrief on exactly what went down. I was about to ask when the girls left for hula lessons, and I took a moment to catch a catnap on a lounger beneath the shade of a massive palm frond.

After what seemed like only a minute, I woke to the sensation of warm lips pressed against mine and jolted awake to find Sage parked on the edge of the lounger, smiling down at me.

I sat up and looked around, finding the pool empty. The sun had shifted behind the trees, leaving the deck shrouded in murky, late afternoon sunlight. Across the pool, Giana waved at me, holding a pool bag, clearly waiting for Sage.

"What time is it? How long was I asleep?"

Sage rested her hand on my chest and gave me a moment to acclimate before answering.

"You slept for like two hours," she said.

"Why didn't anyone wake me?"

She leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips. "Baby, you really needed the rest."

"The luau," I said. "I have to check the details with the catering staff, and --"

Sage cut me off with another kiss. "G and I already took care of everything. It's fine. Although you missed our hula practice. It was hilarious."

My stomach sank. "I was looking forward to watching it."

Sage ran her fingertips along my leg and smiled sweetly. "Don't worry, baby. We're having an encore performance tonight during the luau. We choreographed a little routine just for you."

I picked up her hand and laced my fingers with hers. My gaze lingered on the tight cleavage bulging from her lime green bikini top, and my cock stirred in my swim trunks.

Sage glanced at the rising bulge in my trunks and licked her lips before turning her eyes on me. "I recognize that look."

I grinned. "Let’s go back to the boat, and we can fool around before the luau," I said. "Just you and me. What do you say?"

Sage leaned over and kissed me. We parted our lips, and our tongues drifted together, causing my cock to surge.

I reached for her breast and cradled it in my palm, squeezing it softly until I felt her nipple rise inside her top.

But before I could kick things up a notch, Sage broke off the kiss and sat back. Her eyes told me she wanted more, but her next words dispelled the ideas forming in my head.

"We need to get ready for the luau, and besides, after all day in the sun, I need a shower."

"Fine. I'll join you."

Sage shook her head. "I know what that means, and we really don't have that much time. Everybody else is back at the boat or claimed a room at the resort. Giana and I stuck around to talk with the caterers."

There was no need to pout about it. Besides, pressing your girlfriend for sex wasn't a good look. "Well, I appreciate you letting me take a nap."

She leaned in for one more kiss, then scrunched her nose as if in disgust. "By the way, I'm not the only one in need of a shower."

I sniffed my pit and frowned. "You're right. Let's go."

Together, the three of us walked back to the yacht. We found Jack and Jason already showered and dressed, having drinks at the exterior bar on the main deck. We said a quick hello before heading for our cabins. Giana and Sage showered together in the primary suite while I used Jack's shower.

An hour later, our group assembled near the stage by the resort's bar and swimming pool. The pig was long gone, and a Hawaiian theme pervaded every inch of the party grounds.

Long wooden tables, covered in woven lauhala mats and decorated with fresh tropical flowers, sat in a semi-circle around a short, raised stage. Tiki torches planted into the sand lined the perimeter, and the aroma of roast pork filled the air and mingled with the scents of grilled mahi-mahi, sweet pineapple, and smoky teriyaki.

Overhead, a sky full of stars shimmered against the deep blue night, while the ocean breeze carried laughter and joy from our assembled group of friends. Subtle, rhythmic beats of Polynesian drums combined with the melodic sounds of ukuleles came from a pair of performers up on stage.

Beside me, Giana slipped her arm around mine and pressed in tight, mashing her breast against me. She gently caressed my wrist with her fingertips as she soaked in the scene before us.

"Have they teleported us to Maui? This is incredible," she said.

I stole a glance at the springy, golden cleavage bulging from Giana's white bikini-style top. Mouthwatering tan lines rode low on her inner breasts, exposing plenty of snow white flesh beneath. Her rich golden locks tumbled over her shoulders and hung down her back, while her blue eyes twinkled with a look of wonder. Flickering torchlight danced over the toned expanse of her flawless tummy where a diamond stud glittered in her navel. A pair of white shorts rode her perfectly sculpted hips, giving way to her round, lush ass that literally made my mouth water.

The twenty-year-old golden girl was absolutely off-the-charts beautiful and arousal stirred in my shorts. I leaned over and kissed her. "Forget the food. I'll eat you for dinner."

Giana turned her dazzling blue eyes on me, and my stomach swooned. "I could say the same about you, handsome." She planted a kiss on my lips, leaving the taste of vanilla and strawberry in her wake. "This evening you're all mine."

I raised an eyebrow at her. "You guys talked or something?"

She popped on her toes and kissed me again, then flashed me a mischievous smile. "We made a new group chat called Parker's Wives." She leaned in and lowered her voice to a whisper. "I went ahead and invited Ronnie to the chat. I didn't think you would mind."

Heat spread across my cheeks, but deep down, I loved it. The vacation had already exceeded my wildest dreams. "Parker's wives, huh? You want to marry me, Giana Jones?"

She batted her eyelashes at me. "Is this a proposal?"

I laughed and pulled her into a hug. "It is if you want it to be."

She rolled her eyes. "When you propose to me, I want a ring, a knee, and plenty of romance."

"Noted," I said.

Giana popped on her toes and kissed me again. When she came away, she locked her eyes on me while she took my hands in hers. "In all seriousness, I'm so crazy in love with you, it makes my head spin."

I came in for another kiss, this one much longer and laced with a hint of tongue. When I came away, I locked eyes with the beautiful blonde, trying to find the right words. "I love you. The words are simple, true, and yet entirely inadequate." I paused for a long moment, searching her beautiful blue eyes, trying to find the words. "Giana, you are my world, and I'll cherish every day we spend together."

Giana's eyes welled, and her chin quivered with raw emotion. She sniffled and kissed me again, this time short and sweet. She came away and brushed her thumbs over the back of my hands, gazing up at me as she brought her emotions under control. "You are going to get so lucky tonight."

Our friends mingled in small groups around us, but the ladies seemed content to let Giana have me all to herself. Not that I was complaining. It made everything so much easier.

We settled into our seats, and a few minutes later, Leilani and Meilani appeared on stage, still wearing their hula skirts and bikini tops. They were our hosts for the evening, although Leilani did all the talking. She promised a full evening of entertainment, starting with a team of fire dancers.

We found our seats, and the staff served drinks and an array of traditional Hawaiian appetizers. Giana sat beside me, and we made conversation with Gabby, Kinsey, and Sage. When the entertainment started, we turned our chairs around to face the stage and Giana slid onto my lap.

As the fire dancers performed, they twirled blazing torches in dazzling displays of skill and bravery. We provided the cheers, claps, and awe-inspiring gasps while thundering bass drums added even more drama.

After the fire dancers finished, we ate dinner and spent the next hour engaged in lively conversation, laughter, and plenty of hands-on touching courtesy of the stunning blonde parked next to me. We sipped on a bevy of sweet, tropical drinks, and maintained a steady buzz without getting outright wasted.

After dinner, the ladies disappeared backstage to prepare for their Hula show. Jack, Jason, Joe, and I gathered together at the main table in front of the stage.

One by one, the ladies filed onto the stage, each wearing a grass skirt, lei, and a laurel of tropical wildflowers resting atop their heads. We cheered, clapped, and whistled cat calls as they formed a long line, running from one end of the stage to the other.

The music started. Leilani and Meilani took their places in front of the ladies, facing them as they led them through their pre-rehearsed routine. Gracefully, they moved in time with the music, using their hands to tell a story of nature, love, and island legends. Or at least that's what Leilani told us as she narrated.

We followed their performance with raucous cheering, whistles, and claps. After they finished, the ladies came back to their seats, all of them still wearing their hula costumes.

When Giana reached me, she stopped before me, leaned over and kissed me on the lips. "How did you like our show?"

I slid my hands up the back of her toned thighs, gliding my way through the mesh of grass until my palms rested on her rear end. "The whole time I wondered if you had anything on under that grass skirt."

Giana rolled her eyes and smirked, folding her arms over her chest as I freely groped her round, springy, and very clothed ass. "Satisfied?"

"Not even remotely," I said. "Can you ask Leilani if they sell these skirts in the gift shop?"

Giana giggled and stepped closer. She rested her hands on my shoulders, and her blue eyes sparkled with amusement. "Is your mind ever out of the gutter?"

"Oh, my mind isn't in the gutter. It's back at our cabin where you're wearing that grass skirt and pretty much nothing else."

Giana smiled, clearly loving the tease. She pressed closer until her cleavage rested mere inches from my face. She ran her hands up the back of my neck, then leaned over to kiss me. When she came away, her eyes danced as she held my gaze. "Then you better buckle up, baby, and bring your mind back to the show. The next part of the show will make those fire dancers look tame by comparison."

My stomach dipped, then soared. What was she talking about? "Next part?"

Leilani spoke from the stage, breaking through the side conversations happening around us. "The next part of our show requires audience participation. Guys, we need you up on stage."

A backstage crew swooped in behind the twins, dropping four chairs spread out across the stage, equal distance apart.

Giana pulled me to my feet and into a quick kiss. "Now it's your turn to entertain us."

"Uhhh... what's happening?" I asked.

Judging by the looks on Jason, Jack, and Joe's faces, they were equally confused. But I wasn't one to shy away from a surprise and took on the challenge with a grin.

I stole a glance at Jack, who looked utterly mortified but reluctantly got to his feet and met me halfway as we made our way to the stage.

I leaned over and whispered. "Remember what you said about not being a bystander? Here's your chance."

Jack met my eye and nodded. "You're right." He clapped his hands together and sucked in a breath. "Let's do this. Whatever it is."

As the four of us climbed onto the stage, Meilani guided each of us to one of the four seats. Jack and I took the two chairs in the center while Jason and Joe took the pair on the outside.

The music started back up and the girls sat at the table, smiling up at us, whistling and catcalling just as we had done to them.

If they expected us to dance, it would be hilariously bad, but I would embrace it, hula skirt and all. Lucky for us, Leilani had other plans.

Leilani turned to face the guys and spoke, her voice carrying through the speakers as Polynesian music played as background music.

"Each lady has created their own dance as a tribute to the man who holds their heart. They will come up, one by one, and perform their very special dance for their loving partner."

Apparently, one of Parker's Wives had clued Leilani in on our arrangement because the simple math didn't add up. We had a two-to-one ratio of girls to guys, but the beautiful hostess acted like nothing was amiss.

I let the oddity roll off my back and sat back, determined to fully enjoy the show.

"Without further ado, let the dance begin! Miss Simone, you're up," Leilani said, before the music turned louder.

As Simone jumped to her feet, the girls shouted and clapped, with Polly leading the charge. The bouncy brown-haired hottie trotted toward the stage while her bikini top worked overtime to contain her big, jiggling boobs.

She locked her eyes on mine, and any pretense that we weren't an item vanished under the silvery tropical moon.

As she came onto the stage, she swayed her hips and moved, hula style, right toward me. With her arms performing gentle waves in rhythm with her hips, my stunning friends with benefits appeared before me, brown eyes shining.

"Ohhh... it looks like someone paid attention during our lessons," Leilani said through the mic. "I hope you girls brought your A-game."

Simone locked her eyes on mine, and I stared at her, jaw agape. She swayed her hips and towered over me while the girls cheered her on. In time with the music, she leaned over and placed her hands on my legs, presenting me with a bird's-eye view of her massive cleavage.

"It looks like someone's about to get very lucky," Leilani said.

My heart raced, and I licked the dryness from my lips while my cock bubbled to life. I reached out for her, but Simone cut me off, taking my hands in hers before leaning in and kissing me on the lips. She came in close and whispered in my ear, "I hoped you liked my dance, baby. I love you."

She gave me one last kiss and bounced away to raucous cheers of approval from the rest of the ladies.

Jason laughed and clapped while Joe and Jack stared at me with their jaws scraping the floor.

"That was hot, but maybe the next lady will make things even hotter," Leilani said. "Cecily, you're up, girl."

Cecily hula danced her way onto the stage, and unsurprisingly, made a beeline for Jason. She performed a little routine that included sitting sideways on his lap and wriggling her ass while they made out, tongues flying.

I cheered loudest of all. After everything the guy had been through, he had finally caught a wave of good fortune.

Giana followed Cecily, performing an erotic hula that turned into a full-on, grind-my-cock lap dance. It ended with her straddling me, and her tongue shoved halfway down my throat before Leilani called her off.

"Someone get that girl a vibrator, stat," Leilani said before everyone laughed, including Giana.

Polly followed Giana and seemed nervous about trying to top Giana's ridiculous performance. She made her way onto the stage amid cheers of encouragement, with Simone standing and clapping the loudest.

"You got this, babe," Simone said. "Show him who's boss!"

Polly started slowly with carefully timed and awkward movements of her hips. But the pixie blonde had a body built for sin, and even at her most shy, she was a bubbling sex pot that I couldn't take my eyes off of.

When she reached me, she danced timidly before me, gazing into my eyes as if seeking approval.

I didn't let her down. "You look beautiful, baby. You're doing great."

She loosened up slightly and found her rhythm, locking her hands together as she performed a hula wave. "I knew I shouldn't have followed G," she said in a whisper.

The way her springy breasts jiggled inside her tight little bikini top coupled with her overall shy demeanor turned my cock hard enough to double as a ship's rudder.

I wanted her and let her know as much when I leaned forward and cupped her ass, drawing her closer as the crowd went wild behind us.

"Aww... nothing says true love like a good ass grope," Leilani said over her mic.

Polly relaxed and even giggled as she continued swaying her hips. She planted her hands on my shoulders, bit her lower lip, and gazed at me, eyes twinkling. Meanwhile, I let my hands roam up and down her legs and ass and briefly considered burying my face in the wellspring of bountiful cleavage bursting from her tight, little bikini top.

Her song ended, and she crawled onto my lap for a kiss. Our tongues met, but it only lasted a moment before she leaned in and whispered, "Tonight, all your dreams come true."

"What?" I asked.

Polly only giggled and jumped to her feet. She planted one last kiss on my lips before jogging off stage.

"Nothing says cute and sexy like a giant set of all-natural double d's," Leilani said as Polly jogged back to her seat. "Girl, you won the genetic lottery."

Kinsey followed Polly and ground me even more than Giana. She pulled my hands onto her breasts and even Leilani commented through her mic.

"This show is about to turn X-rated," Leilani said. "This ain't the waterfall, baby girl."

Everyone laughed, with Kinsey laughing the hardest. She leaned in and kissed me one last time, eyes dancing. "Sorry, I may have let our little adventure slip during hula lessons."

I gave her breasts one last squeeze, my hard cock throbbing between her sculpted thighs. "I'll discipline you later with a proper spanking."

Her eyes lit up. "Oh, yes, daddy. I've been a very naughty girl."

"This guy gets more ass than a proctologist," Leilani said. "Okay, Kinsey, time to cool off."

The crowd laughed and Kinsey stood, blowing kisses to everyone before leaning over and planting one last kiss on my lips.

Angel followed Kinsey and unsurprisingly targeted Jack. The actual surprise came when Jack fully embraced her, grabbing her ass while she rocked on his lap, fully grinding him just like Kinsey and Giana while the two made out to a chorus of cheers.

Gabby followed Angel and stood before me, performing the most sensual dance so far. She was a natural, and even Leilani said so, during her impressive performance. She ended up sitting sideways on my lap, kissing me for a full minute until Leilani called her off.

"Now that's love," Leilani said. "And while I appreciate it, we still have a few more dancers."

Not to be outdone, Sage followed Gabby and out danced all the ladies, even edging Gabby out by the slimmest of margins. The way she moved made me so hard that my cock visibly throbbed where it bulged inside my shorts. Her breasts bounced and jiggled, barely contained in her tiny tropical bikini top, while her lush hips swayed like a palm in a warm tropical breeze.

She ended the performance with a long, sensual, French kiss before she bounced off the stage to loud cheers and thunderous applause.

"Seriously, that girl could be a supermodel," Leilani said, then turned to me. "I can't even imagine what you must be packing."

"It's nice and juicy," Polly yelled from her seat, drawing laughter from the other girls.

Leilani laughed and turned her eyes on poor Joe, who had yet to draw a single dance. "We're running out of hottie's dude. Your buddy Parker here has cornered the market."

"I'm getting a complex," Joe said, jokingly, but there was truth behind his words.

The question buzzing in the back of my mind was exactly who would Veronica perform for? As the last woman to come up on stage, we were all about to find out.

"Tonight's last performance comes courtesy of the lovely Veronica Bardot," Leilani said. "And by lovely, I mean a scorching hot ten. Seriously, how can one guy scoop up so many lovely ladies? Veronica, come on up and take pity on poor Joe."

Joe clapped his hands and cheered, clearly believing this was his moment in the sun. But I had my doubts.

Veronica smiled nervously, then leaned over and whispered something into Polly's ear. Polly nodded and whispered into Simone's ear. Simone whispered into Giana's ear and so on. The game of telephone continued until all the ladies were brought in on the secret, including Angel and Cecily.

Veronica came up on stage amid encouraging cheers and shouts from her peers. As the music kicked up, she swayed on her feet, finding her rhythm until her perfectly sculpted hips moved in time with her swaying hula hands.

I stole a glance at the guys, paying particular attention to Jack and Joe. Jack seemed much more relaxed than I would have expected, as if he had already made peace with the fact that Veronica wouldn't choose him.

Joe, however, grinned with the look of a guy who just got asked to the Sadie Hawkin's dance by his dream crush. I could practically see the drool running down his chin.

I honestly didn't know how she would proceed. Would she stay in the middle of the stage, essentially performing for no one? Would she choose Joe out of pity or fear that she might reveal to Polly and Jack her genuine feelings for me? Or would she throw caution to the wind and choose me?

Lost in thought, the sound of cheers brought me back to reality, and out of the corner of my eye, I caught sight of a crestfallen Joe sagging back into his chair, wearing a pained expression.

With her hips swaying and arms moving, Veronica danced in my direction until she ended up before me, wearing a bright smile. Her eyes twinkling with mirth.

"Ooh... that's going to leave a mark," Leilani said. "Maybe I should get Meilani to dance for you?"

Beside me, Jack whistled and clapped, pumping his fist while he shouted out, "lap dance."

I had a feeling this was more about rubbing Joe's nose in the loss rather than coming to terms with Veronica's secret, lifelong crush on me.

The rest of the girls followed, shouting lap dance along with Jack. I couldn't see Joe, but I imagined the guy must have been beyond distraught.

Veronica climbed onto my lap, straddling me as she swayed her hips and ran her fingers through my hair.

My rock hard cock pressed against her pussy, and I didn't even try to fight my complete arousal. Still, I kept my hands to myself, letting Veronica dictate just how far this performance went.

Veronica ground her hips, moving atop me in sinuous waves, letting me know exactly what sex with her would be like. I struggled to stay neutral while I let Veronica take the lead.

"Jesus Christ," Leilani said. "That girl sure does know how to fu--" She cleared her throat. "I mean move. She sure does know how to move."

Everyone laughed, and it seemed we had gotten away with it. As badly as I wanted to run my hands all over Veronica's incredible body, I resisted.

As the song wound down, Veronica leaned forward and kissed me softly on the lips. It wasn't long and lecherous as it had been with my other wives. Yet, it contained the same sensuality, if not more. She dipped in low behind my ear and whispered. "Nobody knows about my feelings for you. I danced for you, but they think this was my way of rejecting Joe."

She climbed off my lap and took a bow while I tucked my cock back into place and tried to compose myself.

"Clean up on aisle five," Leilani said, looking directly at me. "It looks like someone made a mess in his underwear."

That remark drew even more laughter, but she wasn't far off as I shifted in my seat.

As Veronica walked off stage, Jack leaned over and laughed. "Lucky bastard. I guess you were right about Ronnie and Joe."

The ladies disappeared backstage to change while the four of us returned to our seats. Joe looked like a kicked dog, and surprisingly, it was Jack who extended an olive branch. They sat together, chatting casually, while Jason ribbed me about my burgeoning harem.

The crew pushed an electric piano on stage, along with a stool and an acoustic guitar. When the ladies returned to their seats, the hula skirts, laurels, and leis were gone. They joined us at the table while Leilani appeared on stage.

"We have one last surprise for you this evening," Leilani said. "Guys, grab your girl and join us for one last dance." She looked in my direction and grinned. "Maybe you all can flip a coin or something for Parker."

That drew laughter from all the ladies, but Giana had already locked her hand in mine. She leaned over and kissed me. "Baby, you're with me."

I squeezed her hand as Leilani picked up the acoustic guitar and Meilani took a seat behind the piano.

They started playing, and I recognized the tune right away. It was Ed Sheeran's Thinking Out Loud. But the surprise came when Meilani, not Leilani, started singing. And the girl could flat out sing.

We coupled up on the dance floor. Giana and I led the way. Jason and Cecily followed close behind, along with Angel and Jack. The rest of the ladies pulled Joe out of his chair and locked arms, forming a circle on the dance floor.

As Meilani crooned, they swayed to the music, but it was Giana who captured my full attention. We spent the first half of the song lost in a kiss, before Giana came up for air and gazed into my eyes.

"Our evening is almost over," she said, her words tinged with disappointment.

"But we have all night in front of us," I said. "And you can be as loud as you want."

Giana caressed my cheek and smiled before she kissed me softly on the lips. "Polly has dibs on you tonight."

I had spent a ton of time with Polly and almost zero with Sage or Giana. I had planned to pull in Sage for a possible late night threesome, but it seemed those plans were now on hold.

"What? Why?" I asked.

She studied me carefully, kissing me tenderly before backing away just enough to press her forehead against mine. "Because you need to tell her and Simone everything. They don't know yet, do they?"

"I planned to tell them tomorrow after we got back," I said.

Giana shook her head. "Too many people already know. Your secret is bound to leak. If they don't hear it from you first, they will be upset. Especially Polly."

"What happened between them? Why are they getting along so well?"

"Ask them yourself. Tonight."

I swallowed the lump rising in my throat, suddenly aware of the implication. Polly's promise of my dreams coming true played back in my head. "As in... both of them?"

Giana smiled and kissed me again. "You're very sweet when you get flustered. When the song ends, find Polly. We'll all stay back and enjoy the drinks for a while longer."

"You're sure?"

"I love you, Parker," she said. "But I can't hog you all to myself forever. Don't worry. Kinsey has something in mind for us at the hotel."

I laughed. "Yeah. I bet she does."

She looked genuinely concerned. "Are you jealous?"

I shook my head. "Not if you leave Joe out of the equation."

Giana giggled and rolled her eyes. "Baby, you're the only man I'll ever need."


Chapter thirteen
Mr. and Mrs. Washing Machine


After the song ended, I found Polly chatting quietly with Simone at a cocktail table near the bar. As I approached, my body yo-yoed between excitement and fear. The fantasy of a threesome with Polly and Simone warred with the fear that Polly might never forgive me for keeping my big secret from her for so long.

Would Polly be angry that I hadn't told her about my research sooner? Her mother had inspired my research, but how would she take being left out of the loop for so long? With Polly and Simone getting along so well, maybe my confession could wait until after we had some fun.

My inner devil and angel battled back and forth until the angel came out on top. Putting this off any longer risked my long-term relationships, not only with Polly but potentially with the rest of the ladies as well. It was time to put all my cards on the table and come clean with both of them. After that, Polly could decide for herself.

Simone and Polly looked up as I arrived, and I flashed them both a nervous smile.

"That was some performance," I said, trying to sound as natural as possible, but Polly saw right through me.

She frowned and exchanged a worried look with Simone. "What's wrong?" she asked.

"Wrong? Nothing is wrong, but...."

"But what, baby?" Simone asked as she picked up my hand. "You can tell us anything."

I traded looks with them both, and curiosity overcame fear. "By the way, what happened between you two? Earlier today, you wanted to murder each other. Now you're lifelong friends?"

"It's pretty simple," Simone said. "Both of us love you, and it turns out Polly and I have a ton in common."

I rolled my eyes. "I've been telling you guys this for years."

Polly giggled and shrugged. "We're stubborn."

"Also, we don't have to worry about you picking one of us over the other," Simone said. "We both get you, so it's a win-win-win scenario."

"That's a lot of winning," I said.

Polly and Simone traded a look and a knowing smile before Polly spoke up. "We thought we might celebrate all this winning back on the boat. You know, with just the three of us?"

There was an open invitation in her words, and my stomach back flipped while a wave of dizzy lust literally swept through me.

"That sounds like a winning combination," I said. "But before we celebrate, there's something I need to tell you both."

"If it's about Kinsey or Gabby, we know," Polly said. "I'm all in, Parker. There's no need to walk on eggshells. In fact, I wouldn't have it any other way."

"Blondie speaks for me, too," Simone said. "Did you know that with six ladies currently in the Parker's Wives group, that's twenty unique combinations of threesomes?"

My mind reeled with the possibilities. If we added Veronica, the number of unique threesomes shot up to thirty-five. "You've done the math?"

Simone and Polly giggled. "No. Gabby did," Simone said. "She's some kind of mathematical whiz like you."

"We told her to post a team roster," Polly said. "You know, listing all our options."

"What else goes on in that chat?" I asked.

Simone and Polly grinned at each other before Polly answered. "You'll never know."

"What do you need to tell us?" Simone asked, bringing us back on topic.

"Let's go back to the boat," I said. "We'll talk there."

As we made our way back to the boat, Polly and Simone flanked me, each of them holding one of my hands. We made small talk about their performances and how nervous they were to do their one-on-one dance. Meanwhile, my own nerves were sky high and currently in orbit somewhere around Mars.

When we reached the boat, we found the main deck empty, with no sign of the crew. In the distance, music and laughter came from the resort, and I envied everyone there having a good time without heavy conversation looming over them.

"Let's have a drink," I said.

"Just water for me," Polly said.

"Me too," Simone said.

I nodded solemnly and grabbed three water bottles from the outdoor fridge before joining Polly and Simone at a small round table just off the bar.

The girls seemed to have picked up on my nervous energy because they remained mostly quiet, as if sensing I had something important to tell them.

I handed out the water bottles and took the spot between while the girls gazed at me, their expressions registering my anxiety.

"Something is really, super wrong, isn't it?" Polly asked.

"Yeah. I'm picking up on the same vibe," Simone said. "I've never seen you this nervous."

I forced a smile and nodded. "This is pretty big news. It's good news, but it's life changing. Well, it's life changing for me and for you both if you decide to stay with me."

"Then this isn't about another girl you have stashed away somewhere?" Polly asked. "Because if it is, then just introduce us to her, and we'll see if she fits our group."

Simone giggled and nodded. "What blondie said. And we reserve the right to veto skanks."

"This isn't about any other women. I've got my hands full in that department."

Simone giggled, and Polly's eyes widened.

"Oh, this is about the house," Polly said.

Simone frowned. "The beach house?"

Polly nodded and looked at me. "Tell her."

I met Simone's gaze and took comfort in her warm brown eyes. "I own the beach house. It's not a rental."

Simone's jaw dropped, and she stared at me for what felt like an eternity before she spoke. "That place has got to be worth at least fifteen million. What the hell, Parker? Didn't your family lose everything? Are you doing something illegal?"

Polly laughed. "That's what I asked him."

I shook my head. "Yes, my family lost everything, and no, I'm not doing anything illegal."

Simone turned her attention to Polly. "When did you find out about the beach house?"

"This morning," Polly said.

I faced Simone. "I tried to tell you about the house earlier today, but we ran out of time. Remember when you told me to put a pin in our conversation? The house and everything else are what I wanted to talk about."

Simone's eyes widened with realization. "That's right. Remind me to never put a pin in another conversation with you."

"The everything else part of your statement worries me," Polly said. "That's the part where you tell us how you came into so much money."

I read the concern in both of their eyes but pressed on. "I told you earlier that I'm not doing anything illegal. In fact, it's the opposite of that."

"Baby, why don't you just spit it out?" Simone asked.

I took a deep breath, exhaled, and nodded. I looked between them, trying not to favor one over the other. "It's true that my family lost everything, but climbing mountains and tending bar only took part of my time. During my three-years on the road, I had a lot of time to think. It's true I worked through my personal issues, but for the first time in my life, I let my mind wander. The creative side of my brain got together with the analytical side of my brain, and together, they hatched a plan. I got heavily involved in two topics. The first was artificial intelligence, and the second was medicine." I held Polly's gaze. "Specifically, the field of neurology."

It was the same field of medicine Polly wanted to make for her career. It was why she wanted to become a doctor. She wanted to help people with Alzheimer's. We both wanted the same thing.

Polly went still and licked her lips, not moving her eyes off mine by even a millimeter. "Neurology? That's what I want to study."

I smiled at her and felt warm tears well in my eyes. "I know."

I could see the dots connecting behind Polly's bright blue eyes. Her mother's inclusion in a radical new Alzheimer's treatment and her miraculous cure. It wasn't because of Rick or dumb luck. She knew I had a hand in it.

Polly hand trembled as she found mine and squeezed. She inched closer and tightened her grip, as if I might vanish if she let go for even a second.

Her voice quivered as she spoke her next words that came out barely above a whisper. "What did you do?"

Simone sniffled, and tears flowed freely down her cheeks. She picked up my free hand in both of hers. "You helped Polly's mom, didn't you?"

I smiled at Simone and nodded before turning back to Polly. "When I found out your mom was sick, it hit me very, very hard."

Polly visibly trembled and inched closer. "Why didn't you tell me? I would have been there for you. We could have been there for each other."

We both knew why and now wasn't the time to dredge up our painful past. "I discovered a way, through the use of artificial intelligence, to mimic and accelerate human testing of every known Alzheimer's treatment available today. But my research took things much further. Through AI, we discovered thousands of previously unknown compounds humankind can use to treat hundreds of incurable diseases, including Alzheimer's disease. This breakthrough allows us to test tens of thousands of iterations of millions of drug combinations using supercomputers. We're doing a thousand years' worth of clinical testing in the span of a single month."

Polly shook her head, her eyes wide as the color drained from her face and the realization hit her. "You got my mom into the trial. Didn't you?"

I smiled. "Imagine my surprise when I discovered Rick Wagner had deeper hooks into Project Pamela than the guy who started it."

Simone giggled, but Polly just stared at me in disbelief. "Project Pamela?"

"That's the internal code name we're using. Like I said, your mom inspired me."

Polly shook her head in complete shock. "Parker, you really should have told me. I...." She shook her head. "Why didn't you?"

I nodded and sighed. "Yeah. There are a few reasons for that."

Polly didn't look angry but waited silently, never letting go of my hand.

"First, I didn't want to give you false hope," I said. "If the treatment failed, then I didn't want you to hate me more than you already did."

"I never hated you," Polly said, her voice quivering. " I could never hate you."

"Hate may be too strong. You were angry and for good reason. I fucked up, but we've beaten that horse to death already."

Polly smiled and nodded. "Yeah. We don't need to rehash the past."

"Also, I didn't want you to think I was doing this to get you back into my life. Your mother is family, and I would have done this for her even if you never spoke to me again."

"Baby, I know how you feel about my mom. I would have understood."

"The last reason I didn't tell you was because every day I did this research, I felt like you were right there with me. If you rejected me, it might have completely derailed my progress. It was the only way I knew to have you with me every day."

My words trailed off, broken by raw emotion as tears streamed down my face. Polly pushed out of her chair and came to me.

She climbed into my lap and wrapped her arms around me, crying with me as Simone stood and wrapped us both in a hug.

"I love you so much," Polly said in my ear. "You could have told me, but I understand."

The three of us held each other close before I pulled myself together and came up for air.

Simone sat down but pushed her chair against mine and pulled my hand into her lap. She gazed at Polly, who sat sideways on my lap with her head resting against my chest and her arms wrapped around me.

"How is your mom now?" Simone asked.

"Full remission," Polly said. "It's like she never had it. It's a miracle."

My entire body sagged with relief. I had confessed everything, and she still loved me. "In about a week, we're announcing the breakthrough to the world. My life will get pretty crazy after that."

Simone's eyes widened. "A week? How aren't you running in a million different directions?"

I laughed and rested my palm on Polly's ass, drawing her closer. "My dad is running the business end of things, and we've partnered with a soon-to-be major pharmaceutical company. Since most of the research came from me, we negotiated consumer pricing that minimizes the cost of the treatment."

"I don't even want to know how much that patent is worth," Simone said.

"You'll be the world's first Trillionaire," Polly said.

"God, no. That much wealth doesn't belong in the hands of one person. Sure, I'm rich, but we've earmarked most of the money to go back into research and salaries."

"I can't believe this is really happening," Simone said. "You'll be like the most famous person in the world."

"Which is another reason I wanted everybody with me this week. I love our friends, including you two, more than anyone in the world. I had fences to mend before the news broke. And when it finally breaks, I want you with me to celebrate."

Polly raised her head off my chest and kissed me on the lips. "I love you too, and just so you know, we're good. No. We're better than good. We're great."

Simone leaned over and joined her, kissing me first, then followed it up by kissing Polly fully on the lips. Their lips lingered and then parted before their tongues flashed together. It lasted only a moment, but it had happened, and I was all about it.

"We're doubly good," Simone said, looking between both me and Polly.

Polly blushed but smiled as she returned her head to my chest. "You have a really hot girlfriend, Parker."

I laughed. "You'll have to narrow it down a bit."

Polly giggled and slapped my chest playfully. "I'm talking about the beautiful brown-haired cheerleader with the big juicy boobs who I've secretly crushed on all the way through high school."

Simone's jaw dropped as she feigned shock. "Have you looked in the mirror, babe? Your tits are tops."

Both girls laughed and traded a high five.

Polly had secretly crushed on Simone? She hadn't revealed that particular tidbit, but it didn't surprise me. Now that I knew Polly had observed my relationship with Simone from behind the curtain, it actually made sense.

Human sexuality was a strange and complicated subject, especially for a teenage girl growing into her own skin. I wanted to talk more about it with Polly, but now wasn't the time.

"In all seriousness," I said. "This vacation isn't just a vacation. It's an open-ended invitation and if you'll join me, a new permanent home address. But I'm not asking you to make any life-altering decisions right now. If getting swept up in this life isn't for you, I understand and fully support your decision."

Polly sat up and turned to face me. "I don't need to think about it. I love you, and I'm all in. But I don't want to give up med school. It might cost me a year, but I'll transfer to another med school nearby. In the meantime, I would love to learn more about your discovery."

I grinned. With my connections, I could get Polly into whatever med school she wanted, even on short notice, but I didn't want to make her feel like she hadn't earned it on her own. "Good. I'll help you move, and of course, I'll show you everything."

"Me too," Simone. "I suppose I can rough it out in a multi-million dollar beach house for the next fifty years or so, but I would love the chance to get to know the business side of the operation."

"I was hoping you might say that," I said. "My dad is an amazing business coach and mentor. After what happened with my father's old business partner, we need people we can trust. You're my family, Simone, and I trust you with my life."

Simone smiled and leaned in for a series of sweet kisses before she furrowed her brows in curiosity. "Does he know I shagged his son all the way through high school? Because that could make things awkward."

That drew a giggle and snort of laughter from Polly.

"I'm not sure, but my mom sure as hell knows," I said.

Simone's jaw dropped, and she pitched forward in her seat, eyes wide with shock. "What the fuck? You never told me that."

"Oh, I love a juicy story," Polly said. "Spill the tea."

"You really want me to hear about one of our sex-capades?"

Polly nodded. "God, yes. I think it's hot."

"And I had no idea this even happened," Simone said. "Do tell, Mr. Ford."

"Fine," I said as I caressed Polly's firm little ass. "This happened in our junior year before the homecoming football game."

Simone frowned and looked up, as if searching her memory. "Give me some more context."

"You had just watched a porn video where a girl had sex with her boyfriend while she sat atop a spinning washing machine. You mentioned something about the vibrations."

Simone gasped. "Oh, my God. That's right. I totally remember." She leaned in for a long lingering kiss, then came away, eyes twinkling. "I came three times."

"Was this like right before the game?" Polly asked.

We both frowned and looked at her. "Why is that detail important?"

Polly giggled. "Don't look at me like that. Were you wearing your cheerleader outfit?"

I grinned. "Oh, yes. She stopped at my house on her way to the game. She looked perfect in her tight little cheer outfit right down to her white keds tennis shoes and blue hair ribbons."

"God, that's so hot," Polly said. "We should roleplay as rival cheerleaders trying to one up each other for our man's affection."

Simone giggled. "You are a twisted little kitten, and I'm so in."

"Should I go on or do we want to discuss more role-playing scenarios?" I asked. "I, for one, love the idea."

"I'm sure you do," Simone said.

"We can discuss kinks later. Sorry. Keep going," Polly said.

"Anyway, Simone came into the house and saw our washing machine going. She told me about the porn video and wanted me to have sex with her while she sat on the lid."

"The house was empty," Simone said. "I remember checking before we did the deed."

"So, we thought," I said. "We didn't check the basement."

"Oh, my God," Simone said and covered her face. "I'm so embarrassed."

"Don't skip ahead," Polly said. "Tell me more about the washing machine."

I gazed down at Polly and grinned. "We've unleashed a monster."

"She was always like this," Simone said. "She's finally expressing herself."

"Rub a dub, dub. Tell me how you fucked Simone on the...." Polly frowned. "Wait... what rhymes with washing machine?"

Simone and I laughed before I continued the story.

"Anyway, we were going at pretty hard with Simone sitting atop the washing machine, reclining against the wall of dials with her legs wrapped around my waist."

"Fuck. That's so hot," Polly said. "Did you keep the uniform on?"

"What is it with you and her cheerleader uniform?"

"Cosplay is hot," Simone said. "And for the record, I didn't want to mess up my makeup, so I stripped off my underlining and panties, but kept on my skirt."

"And I had shoved her sweater up over her tits and pulled them free of her bra so I could watch them bounce," I said, adding more color, then grinned, vividly recalling the event. "Through the years, we got a lot of mileage out of your cheer uniforms."

"My mom asked me once how my uniforms always got so stained," Simone said.

"Oh, my God," Polly said and burst into laughter. "Parker's cum stains?"

Simone nodded. "I learned to do my own laundry just so my mom wouldn't get suspicious."

"It's your fault for being so hot," I said.

Simone laughed. "Whatever."

"What happened next?" Polly asked.

"So, we were going at it pretty hard," I said. "Simone is moaning away and the washing machine is spinning under her, and she's really getting into it. Loud moans, screaming, the works."

"Did it work?" Polly asked. "The washing machine, I mean. Did it feel better that way?"

"Baby girl, it worked like magic," Simone said. "I came so hard."

Polly gazed up at me. "You're fucking me on a washing machine."

I laughed in disbelief. "You two are unbelievable. Is this really happening? Are we in some alternate timeline?"

"Shush," Polly said. "What happened after that?"

"Right. So, things got pretty hot and heavy. Simone was moaning really loud, and the washing machine was bucking under the load. When Simone came, she squeezed her legs around me and pulled me in so deep I came with her. When I was, you know, immersed in the moment, I looked up and made eye contact with my mother, who stood in the doorway with a look of horrified shock on her face."

"Oh. My. Fucking. God," Simone said. "Why didn't you tell me?"

"Awkwarrrrd," Polly said. "On the bright side, at least it wasn't your dad she busted with another woman. I mean, on some level, she must have been relieved."

I laughed. "I never thought of it that way, but you're right. It might also explain why she wasn't all that pissed off. She was more worried about me breaking the washing machine than knocking up Simone."

Simone sat with her face buried in her hands. "I'm fucking mortified."

"I didn't tell you to save you the embarrassment," I said.

Simone's cheeks turned bright red. "Sandra must think I'm the biggest slut."

"Slut implies you slept with a lot of guys," I said. "You were only ever with me. My mom knows that."

"She knows what, exactly? Wait, what did you tell her?"

"My mom was actually really cool about the whole thing," I said. "She sat me down and talked about the importance of contraception. She also told me not to take sex casually and I should only do it with someone I deeply care about."

"Wow," Polly said. "What did you tell her?"

"The truth," I said. "I told her I cared deeply for Simone, and we had been seeing each other for a while, but it was complicated."

"That's the understatement of the year," Polly said.

"Wait. Is that when you introduced me to your family?" Simone asked.

"Yeah. She kind of insisted," I said.

Simone face palmed herself. "God, Parker. It will be so awkward the next time I see her."

"Babe, it's only awkward if you let it be awkward," Polly said.

"That was what, six years ago? My mom has had much bigger fish to fry. If anything, it will thrill her to find out we're together."

Simone looked up, and her eyes widened with horror. "Do your parents know about your harem?"

I rolled my eyes. "For the record, I've never used the word harem. And I haven't told my mom, but I'm not ashamed of it. I want to tell them both face to face. I thought we could invite them down for a cookout, you know, with all of us there. It might be easier for them to process if they meet all of you together."

"I love that idea," Polly said.

"Same," Simone said. "We can make it a whole celebration around the announcement."

"Does she know about me and you?" Polly asked, her eyes hopeful.

"I told her we admitted our feelings for each other, but I didn't disclose any explicit sex details, if that's what you're asking. I mean, she's still my mom, and that's really fucking awkward."

Simone laughed. "You didn't tell her that Polly screamed out your name so loud that they heard her all the way to Miami?"

Laughing, Polly reached over and smacked Simone playfully. "I wasn't that loud."

Simone and I traded a look, then burst out laughing, causing Polly's cheeks to turn bright red. "Ha, ha. You two think you're so funny, Mr. And Mrs. Washing Machine."

"Sorry, sweetie," Simone said. "You are just beyond adorable when you get embarrassed."

Polly smiled and ran her hand over my chest, then gently caressed my flesh with her fingertips. "All this talk about cheerleaders and washing machines has me pretty worked up."

Polly ran her hand up my cheek and laced her fingers through my hair, her eyes lingering on Simone. "How about you, sissy?"

Sissy? I had never heard Polly use the term of endearment before, but maybe she considered Simone her sister now?

Simone leaned forward and traced the outline of my ear with the tip of her tongue. Her warm breath flooded my ear and washed down my neck. "Do you think he can handle both of us?"

Polly held my gaze, her blue eyes sizzling with heat. "I think he's up to the challenge. What do you say, daddy? Are you ready to make some fresh memories with your two favorite high school sweethearts?"


Chapter fourteen
Simone Says


In one fluid motion, I pushed out of my chair and scooped up Polly up.

She squealed and squirmed, but I ignored her fake protests and tossed her over my shoulder.

She battered my back with her fists but put no actual strength into her shots. Meanwhile, she giggled and squealed, feigning protest.

"Parker, what are you doing? Put me down," Polly said before soliciting her brand new BFF for help. "Simone, make him put me down."

Polly loved it when I took control, and I knew how much this turned her on. "Shush before I paddle you."

"You wouldn't dare," she said, squirming over my shoulder.

Simone stood and laced her fingers with my free hand, then doubled down on Polly's angst. She reared her hand back and swatted the tight little blonde right on her perky little bottom.

"Hey! That stings," Polly said in protest as she rubbed her ass.

"Sorry, babe. I got a little carried away," Simone said.

Polly stared back at her friend as her golden blonde locks dangled beneath her, nearly stretching to the teak deck boards. "That was you? You're supposed to be on my side."

"Your ass is too cute to resist," Simone said.

"Amen to that," I said, giving Polly's ass a gentle rub. "Come on. Let's go to our room and I'll tend your wounds."

With Polly slung over my shoulder, we made our way through the main salon and downstairs. She shrieked and cried foul, but she didn't really want me to put her down. When we reached the bedroom, I unceremoniously tossed her onto the bed, and she giggled as she flopped to a stop, her hair sprawled out around her and her chest heaving.

Polly gazed up at me, eyes shining, while a bright smile lit her angelic face. "I'll bite your dick off."

"You're such a potty mouth," I said as I crawled onto the bed after her.

During the transit, her bikini top came loose and one of her nipples had popped free. Lying flat on her back, she scooted around and grabbed a pillow before sliding it under her head. She stretched her tiny form out diagonally across the king-sized monstrosity, and it looked like the bed might swallow her whole.

Simone crawled onto the bed with me and, together, we converged on Polly, with Simone sliding between Polly's legs while I hovered over her torso.

"No fair tag teaming me," Polly said.

"I've gotta agree with Simone on this one," I said. "You're too cute to resist."

"She's a tiny little sex kitten," Simone said. "And I want to lap her up."

I squeezed Polly's exposed nipple, eliciting a squeal from the little blonde bombshell. "We'll turn her into our personal sex doll. We have to make up for lost time."

Simone eyed the tiny indent of Polly's slit in her bright blue and yellow tropical print bikini bottoms, then crawled forward on her hands and knees as if to get a better look. "She has such a tight little body with great big tits. Yeah, I agree. Let's use her as our free-use fuck toy."

Polly giggled. "Oh, my God. You guys are the worst."

Simone sat back on her knees and lifted one of Polly's legs and brought the blonde's foot around until it was even with her face. "Even her dainty little toes are perfect, right down to her perfectly applied white toe polish."

Simone slid one of Polly's toes between her lips and gazed at Polly's face while she gently sucked.

Polly's breath caught in her throat, and she squirmed, but didn't resist. "That feels amazing."

I ran my hand over Polly's stomach, and her flesh quivered under my gentle caress. Goosebumps flashed across her skin, and she moaned softly as she gazed into my eyes.

"God, never stop touching me," Polly said, her eyes burning with desire.

I drew an S-shaped line over her navel and up her tummy, causing Polly's breath to hitch while her stomach fluttered.

I glanced over my shoulder at Simone, who was busy, licking and sucking her way across Polly's toes before turning my gaze back to Polly's exquisite face. "This is what you always wanted, isn't it, baby?" I asked. "The three of us fucking and sucking."

Polly nodded and licked her hips. Her chest rose and fell in rapid succession, and my cock thickened in my swim trunks as I eyed her plump breasts. One breast had popped completely free of her top while the other bulged inside the misshapen material. No dessert had ever looked so tempting.

I traced the crisp tan line, traversing her exposed breast, then circled her areola with my fingertip. Her nipple visibly hardened under my eyes while tiny goosebumps filled out her areola. "Use your words, baby. I want to hear you say it."

"Yes," she said, as her nostrils flared, and her chest rose and fell in rapid succession.

"You wanted us both, didn't you?"

Polly nodded, then answered, knowing I would have forced the words from her. "Yes. I wanted you both so badly."

"Tell us what you want, princess," I said.

I ran my hand back down her stomach, where I dipped my fingertips barely inside her bikini bottoms and teased the creamy flesh below her vivid tan line.

Polly squirmed under my touch and raised her hips off the bed as Simone went to work on her other foot.

"I want you to fuck me," she said,

That was a given, but also not the answer I wanted to hear. Polly got off on watching just as much as the act itself. I needed to coax her out of the nest, where she could spread her sexual wings and truly soar. Most of all, I wanted to hear the dirty words spill from her sweet, innocent lips.

I ran my hand back up her stomach, then filled my palm with her exposed breast. I gently squeezed her creamy flesh until her breast bulged between my open fingers. Her taut pink nipple popped into view, and I teased it with my thumb.

"Tell Simone what you want her to do."

Simone slurped Polly's toes from between her lips and smiled at the petite blonde as she ran her hands up and down Polly's inner thighs.

They may have been the same age, but a gulf of sexual experience separated the two women. Although Simone and I hadn't fooled around with another girl together in high school, she looked like she had closed that gap in college.

The former college cheerleader kissed her way down Polly's ankle, still waiting for Polly to speak.

"I want her to lick me, down there," Polly said.

Simone giggled and released Polly's legs. She crawled forward on her hands and knees, letting her long brown hair glide over Polly's thighs.

Rome wasn't built in a day, and neither was Polly's dirty talk skill. But it wouldn't level up unless you tried.

Simone grabbed Polly's bikini bottoms and slid them over her hips before gently guiding them down Polly's toned legs and over her dainty feet.

Polly's bare pussy came into view. Her tiny little slit glistened with excitement, capped by a hint of her bite-sized, pastel pink labia.

My mouth literally watered, and I wrestled with the urge to dive face first into her tight, pink wonderland.

"God, it's perfect," Simone said. "How did you not instantly bust a nut?"

"That pussy is the sexual equivalent of Willy Wonka's chocolate factory," I said. "Congrats on your golden ticket."

Both Simone and Polly giggled as I rolled Polly's fat nipple between my open fingers. "Seriously though. It came down to iron will and a bargain with the devil not to explode on contact. Otherwise, I would have left a big mess between her legs before the party even started."

Simone reached between Polly's legs and traced the golden blonde's soaking wet slit. "Just looking at her makes my pussy tingle."

"Wait," Polly said, interjecting. "Before you guys devour me like a warm chocolate chip cookie, there's something else I want first."

Simone and I paused and both of us turned to Polly, frowning.

"What's wrong?" I asked.

Polly's cheeks turned bright red. "It's hard for me to just blurt it out."

"We can't read minds," Simone said. "Speak up, baby girl. Parker and I tell each other what we want in bed. It's healthy, and we won't judge."

I sank back on my knees, giving Polly some space. At heart, she was a people pleaser, and I hoped she meant to vocalize what she really wanted out of this experience.

"Tell us want you, baby, and we'll do it," I said.

Polly smiled at me nervously, then sat up and gazed between us. She paused for a moment and sat up a little straighter as she seemed to find her inner conviction. "I want you both, but I really get off on watching. Can we play... ummm... a game of sexual Simon Says? I will tell you what to do, and you guys have to do it."

I grinned and nodded. It was exactly what I wanted to hear even though she had couched it in a game of Simon Says. But if that made it easier on, so be it. "Excellent. Now that you've ripped off the band-aid, let's get freaky as fuck."

Simone grinned. "Once I'm in charge, I'll rename the game to Simone Says."

I flashed her a withering look, and Simone giggled. "What? Is that a dad joke? Should I not have said that?"

"I thought it was cute," Polly said. "And when you're giving the orders, we'll play by your rules."

Simone grinned. "I'll never say no to that."

I turned to Simone. "Our little princess just turned the tables. Tonight, it looks like we're her sex dolls."

Polly grinned. "Exactly."

Simone eyed me like a perfectly cooked filet mignon, her eyes smoldering with heat. "For now, I'll make do with your fat cock."

She crawled toward me on all fours, and I leaned into her, intercepting her advance with a kiss. Our lips met and our tongues twined together while Polly looked on.

Polly watched us kiss and licked her lips as her hand disappeared between her legs. "Is it okay to admit that you two look super hot together? Oh, and Simon says you two should kiss on your hands and knees."

I dropped to my hands and knees, breaking the kiss just long enough to reposition myself. Simone wrapped her hand around my neck and drew me into another kiss. As our tongues flashed together, she moaned into my mouth. She deepened the kiss and slurped my tongue between her lips while her warm breath spread across my upper lip.

Her tongue tasted like ripe cherries and a fresh stick of bubblegum. My head spun sideways with arousal while my cock throbbed inside my shorts.

Polly appeared behind me. "Simon says I'm going to stroke your juicy cock."

Simone giggled into my mouth, but we kept kissing even as Polly fumbled with my shorts.

She unbuttoned my shorts and lowered my zipper, then pulled off my shorts, underwear and all, until my cock sprang free. A moment later, she had removed them entirely, leaving me bottomless.

Polly wasted no time. She reached around my waist and grabbed my cock. She gently squeezed my shaft as she peppered my back with soft kisses.

For a girl who got off on watching, she played a surprisingly active role. Still, I wasn't about to argue.

While Polly played with my cock, I reached behind Simone's back and untied her bikini top.

Her round, springy breasts tumbled free, and I took a moment to admire the view while they sprang into their natural position.

We broke our kiss long enough for Simone to pull my shirt over my head and toss it aside, leaving me completely naked. Meanwhile, I shimmied Simone's bikini bottoms over her shapely hips as she wriggled free of them. I pulled her bottoms over her feet and off, leaving the hot little cheer queen completely exposed.

All the moving around left me sitting upright on my knees while Simone was in the same position facing me. We had technically broken the rules of the game, but Polly didn't seem to care. She remained behind me, jerking me off while she groped my ass with her free hand.

With both of them on either side of me, I formed the meat of a sandwich with my two high school crushes layering me like freshly baked bread.

Polly pressed in closer and wrapped her hand around my chest while she kissed her way along my shoulder blade. She stroked my cock from behind and pressed her glorious mounds against my chest. At some point, she had lost her bikini top, leaving all three of us wearing absolutely nothing.

Even the thought of Polly's perfect breasts, so long hidden from my prying eyes, caused a wave of arousal to spike in the back of my brain. Raw adrenaline surged through my veins, and my pulse quickened as I savored the sensation of Polly's nipples hardening against my bare flesh. My cock throbbed inside the lush blonde's warm grip, and I gazed down to watch as she caressed my swollen knob with her thumb.

As Polly jerked me off, her lips brushed against my ear, and a moment later, her tongue followed. Her warm, honey breath sent a sharp shiver down my spine as Simone broke our kiss long enough to lean in and kiss my exposed neck opposite of Polly.

As Simone ran her hands over my muscle chest, she found a soft spot high on my neck where she latched on and formed a hickey seal with her lips. As she sucked, her tongue flickered over my skin, causing a secondary rush of blood to surge into my cock, making it throb even harder in Polly's hand.

Back in the day, Simone regularly gave me hickeys, which she called sex tattoos. She told me that imagining me having to explain away the bruise excited her. I believed her, but always thought it ran deeper. She regularly asked me to give her hickeys, which flew in the face of her core logic. Because of the secrecy of our forbidden high school relationship, marking each other in such a public way was her way of announcing to the world that we belonged to each other. It was why I never fought her on it.

Polly wriggled her tongue inside my ear and moaned as she squeezed. A clear bubble of pre-cum oozed from the tip of my rock hard cock.

Polly whispered sweet, sugary words into my ear that nearly ended me on the spot. "Simon Says, I want to taste your cock in my mouth. Simon also says I want to watch your big fat cock slide deep inside Simone's pussy."

I sucked in a shallow breath and grabbed Simone's breast in one hand, mauling it between my open fingers. Her nipple stiffened, and I tweaked it between my thumb and forefinger, barely keeping it together as both women worked me over like a full court press.

At Polly's words, Simone moaned and ground her hips as if seeking my cock. She doubled the ferocity of her oral assault on my neck while I scooped up both of her breasts and kneaded them together.

Polly came away from my ear and slipped around to my front side. She dropped to her hands and knees and crawled between Simone and me, where she came face to face with my rigid cock.

Not missing a beat, the bubbly blonde opened her mouth and slid my tip between her plump, bubblegum lips.

The sensation took my breath away, and I gasped, involuntarily jerking my hips as Polly swirled her tongue over my knob, slurping up the pre-cum oozing down my shaft. She opened her mouth and rested my cock on her lower lip and gazed up at me, wearing an innocent smile.

"Fuck," I said, hissing out the word. "Don't stop."

Polly went back to work, sliding my cock over her tongue as she slurped her way up and down my glistening shaft. Then she used the flat of her tongue like a slide to deliver my man meat all the way to the back of her throat.

Intense pleasure wrapped my head in a warm, fuzzy sheath, and my legs quivered as I let out an involuntary moan. With Simone sucking my neck and Polly blowing my cock, I thrust my hips forward and backward, face fucking my high school dream girl as she occasionally gagged amid a symphony of slurping and sucking.

Simone came away from my neck with a loud pop, and my skin tingled where the inevitable hickey would form in a few brief hours. She gazed down at Polly and a knowing smile formed on her glossy, saliva-coated lips.

"Look at baby girl go," Simone said. "That's hot."

On her hands and knees, Polly cupped my balls in one hand and bobbed up and down on my shaft, forming an air-tight seal with her lips. She floated her tongue over my knob and down the back of my shaft, eliciting the faint sensation of an orgasm tingling from my over-sexed libido. Even after a day filled with explosive sex, Polly had already brought me to the brink.

Simone found my open mouth with hers. She swirled her fingertip over my nipple as our slurping tongues mingled with the sounds of Polly's expert-level blowjob.

Polly reached behind me and grabbed my ass in both hands, squeezing my flesh as she moaned, bobbing up and down on my cock.

Even sitting on my knees, my legs quivered with arousal as the orgasm rumbled at the edge of my consciousness.

Without warning, she used my ass as leverage and pulled me closer while she thrust her face forward, taking my cock down the back of her throat in one smooth stroke. Her throat muscles converged on my tip, and I groaned into Simone's mouth, momentarily stunned.

Polly gagged as she took my cock halfway down her throat, leaving me buried to the root inside her pretty little mouth. She squeezed her throat muscles around my cock and released before squeezing again, sucking and gagging while she held onto my ass.

It was a sensation I had never experienced, and it was as unexpected as it was overwhelming. White hot pleasure erupted in my loins and a seismic orgasm lurched upward from my depths, nearly capsizing me on the spot. With the speed and ferocity of a flash flood, the quickly rising pleasure left my brain locked. Acting on pure instinct, I made a decisive choice to save the threesome from a ruinous ending.

I broke off the kiss with Simone and freed my cock from Polly's throat a split-second before I passed the point of no return.

With a thick slurping sound, I slid my cock the rest of the way from Polly's mouth and groaned, heaving for breath as my cock pulsed with rapid fire intensity. I had staved off a full orgasm, but rivulets of pearly cum oozed from my tip in miniature spurts, which Polly gleefully lapped up with the eagerness of a puppy with its nose buried in an ice cream dish.

A thick tendril of cum-filled saliva stretched from Polly's lower lip to the tip of my steel hard cock. An expression somewhere between disappointment and irritation played out across Polly's pretty face.

"Why did you pull it out?" Polly asked me as she squeezed my cock like a tube of toothpaste, emptying a pearl of cum directly onto her outstretched tongue. As she eyed me, awaiting an answer, she continued licking my tip like an ice cream cone left to melt in the sun.

Simone giggled as she reached down and squeezed my meaty shaft. "Baby, he was about to fill your belly with a load of hot cum. You want it to be over before he can fuck our brains out?"

Polly looked up at me, and her watery eyes widened in realization. "Oh, wow. Really?"

"You deep throated me, babe. What do you expect?" I asked. "I'm not superman, and my God, you're as hot the sun."

"The girls better watch out," Simone said. "There's a new blow job queen ready to ascend the throne."

I laughed. "Giana will go to war if she hears you say that."

"We should totally have a BJ contest," Polly said. "I would win for sure."

"There are some hills I'll die on," I said. "Not picking the winner of a BJ contest is one of them."

"Smart man," Simone said.

Polly wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and smiled up at us. "Simon Says, are you guys ready for your next order?"

I wondered how many positions she had in mind. After all, I was only mortal and couldn't go forever with both of them stuck to me like honey flavored glue.

"Ready and willing is my motto," Simone said, looking at me. "Isn't that right, baby?"

"You were born to breed," I said, eliciting a giggle from Simone as she leaned in and kissed me.

"Someday you'll breed me, but right now I just want to ride this big fat cock until I see stars," she said and grabbed my cock as she dipped in for another kiss.

Polly grinned. "Simon says, Simone sit on Parker's lap and ride him while you look into each other's eyes," Polly said.

"That's almost a tongue twister," I said.

Simone kept stroking my cock and smiled over at Polly. "Looks like I have a new BFF. Simone says, I'll ride him like a rodeo bull."

Polly giggled as Simone and I shifted positions.

I sat upright and extended my legs in front of me while Simone climbed aboard my lap, planting her knees on either side of my hips.

While she shimmied into position, her breasts jiggled and bounced, and I used the opportunity to inhale an areola and tweak her nipple between my lips. My cock stood between us, as hard and straight as the Washington Monument, where it rested, taut and throbbing, against Simone's soft tummy.

Polly sat beside us with her legs parted and her feet resting on my thigh. "God, that's hot," she said as she eyed me sucking Simone's breast while I mauled her other breast with my free hand.

Simone steadied herself on my shoulders and pitched her hips forward and back, grinding my tip along her soaking wet pussy.

I released Simone's breast, but kept my lip locked on her nipple. I grabbed her bouncy little ass in both hands and squeezed, preparing myself for the ride of my life.

Polly slipped a finger inside her pussy and moaned, rocking her hips as she watched.

Simone leaned forward and pushed herself off my lap just enough to let me slide inside her. I grabbed my cock in one hand and slid my tip along her warm, slippery wet pussy until my cock dipped inside her honey hole. With my manhood throbbing and ready for entry, I paused and gazed over at Polly.

With her eyelids half closed, Polly moaned while she swirled her finger over her clit and gyrated her hips.

"Is this what you wanted to watch?" I asked.

Polly nodded, her eyes heavy as her chest heaved.

"Simone says, fuck me," Simone said and pushed down her hips, sliding my cock inside her tight little hole.

As Simone moaned in ecstasy, I sank deeper, filling her achingly tight pussy with my thick cock. A wave of pleasure swept through me as goosebumps flashed across Simone's chest. She sucked in a sharp, shallow breath and dug her fingernails into my shoulders, shivering slightly as I filled her pussy, burying my cock to the root.

Ribbons of buttery pleasure swam through my consciousness, and my cock tugged with rhythmic throbs where it lay buried deep inside Simone's sweet, sweet pussy.

Simone relaxed slightly, sinking onto my lap as she met me face to face. "It never gets old, does it?"

I gazed into her beautiful brown eyes and exquisite face. I was crazy to let her get away. "It only gets better."

Simone came in for a kiss and swiveled her hips in slow, tight circles, plumbing her depths with the full weight and girth of my meaty cock.

Pleasure strobed through my cock, and I raised my hips off the bed while I matched her rhythm, penetrating deeper as I moaned in Simone's mouth

Polly swiveled her hips, matching our rhythm, and pushed her hips off the bed with one arm while she fingered herself and moaned.

Simone pressed up against me, flattening her breasts against my chest as she dipped in low behind my ear. She gently kissed the sight of my brand new hickey, as if trying to soothe the sting. She rocked her hips up and down, fucking me slow and deep as our bodies gently clapped together and the bedsprings squeaked beneath us.

Every time I bottomed out, Simone squeezed her pussy, sending an electric thrill racing up my spine. I filled my hands with her tight little ass, lifting and lowering her onto my cock as I thrust upward, plunging into her exquisite depths as the faint tendrils of orgasmic ecstasy lurched into my consciousness.

Simone increased the pace and her big beautiful breasts bounced together as she lost herself in my eyes. The bed chirped with an ear-pleasing singsong rhythm while my hard cock throbbed, and she clamped down with her vaginal muscles.

At this pace, I wouldn't last long, and when Simone's eyes turned hazy, I knew she was on the brink of orgasm.

"Oh, fuck," Polly said and moaned as she pumped her hips in the air, finger banging herself so fast her hand blurred. Her stomach quivered under the weight of a titanic orgasm just as Simone went rigid in my arms.

Simone leaned against me and twitched as her pussy spasmed. She groaned in my ear and wrapped her arms around my chest, rooting my cock deep inside her.

I cradled Simone's ass and kissed my way up and down her neck, slowly rocking my hips, slowing down our pace until her orgasm faded.

Polly collapsed back onto the bed, panting for breath while Simone leaned against me, chest heaving as she ran her fingers through my hair and licked her way around my ear.

Polly rolled over onto her side and pushed an errant lock of hair out of her face. She held out her arm limply in my general direction. "Simon says, Parker, here and fuck me."

Simone dragged her fingertips down my back, gently caressing me, and sighed with post orgasmic bliss. She rested her head on my shoulder and smiled over at Polly. "Simone says for Parker to bust a nut inside that sweet little pussy."

Polly giggled. "Simon agrees with Simone."

I kissed Simone and smiled over at Polly. "Mmm... like a cream filled donut."

Polly smiled and rolled onto her back, spreading her legs for me. Her chest heaved as her springy breasts jiggled invitingly.

"Polly says, come breed me like you did Simone," Polly said.

"It looks like I'm the only actual sex doll here," I said. "You two are passing me around like a side of beef."

Simone giggled and collapsed backward off my lap, where she flopped onto the bed. My cock slipped free, springing upward where it glistened with Simone's essence.

Polly spread her legs wide and motioned me forward. "Come here, baby. Let's test your stamina."

Simone lay before me, legs askew and chest heaving with her brown hair splayed out across the bed. "You two have at it. Mama needs a minute."

I crawled across the bed and in between Polly's parted legs. The sight before me nearly took my breath away.

Polly's breast jiggled as she moved before settling into place. Her blue eyes sparkled with excitement and her long, golden blonde hair formed a halo around her head. Her tummy rose and fell in rapid succession, and the diamond stud in her navel twinkled under the warm lamplight.

Tan lines crisscrossed her flawless skin, and even a Lamborghini couldn't compete with her rich, sleek curves. Polly St. James was every man's fantasy girl, and she was all mine.

As I crawled forward, Polly ran her hands up the back of my arms, squeezing my muscled triceps as heat gathered behind her eyes. I rested my cock on her mons and leaned in to kiss her.

Our mouths met, and our tongues flowed together like warm milk and honey. My head seesawed under a delirious wave of lust, and my cock twitched with arousal, jumping off her pussy before neatly landing with a gentle clap.

Polly deepened the kiss and twined her legs around my waist, drawing me lower as she moaned softly in my mouth. She ran her hands up my back and through my hair, devouring me with her tongue as she gyrated her hips.

As my cock throbbed, I lost myself in our kiss and breathed in her sweet, intoxicating scent. She was too much. Once I was inside her, I wouldn't last long.

Polly broke off the kiss, panting for breath as she gazed into my eyes. "Baby, I love you so much."

"I love you, too," I said before I sat up on my knees and took my cock in hand.

Polly gazed down the length of her body and watched as I dredged my tip up and down her warm, wet slit. Her pastel pink labia glistened with her essence, and she moaned softly as I made sure she was wet enough to take me.

Polly grabbed fistfuls of the bedspread and furrowed her brows. "Parker, fuck me. I can't take it anymore."

I smiled at her and dredged my tip over her clit, prying it loose and causing Polly to cry out loud. "Just a little longer. I think you'll like this."

She bit her lower lip and her body practically vibrated as I swirled my knob atop her little pink nubbin. "I'm gonna come again."

I slid my shaft along her soaking wet clit and back again when Polly's eyes rolled back into her head.

Her legs quivered around my waist, and miniature spasms flashed across her tummy. "Oh, my fuck," she said. "God, I'm coming so hard all over your fat cock."

Without warning, she arched her back and moaned. "Fuck, I'm coming."

Wetness flooded her pussy, and her entire body stiffened. But as fast as the orgasm came, it retreated, and Polly sank back onto the bed, heaving for breath.

Simone crawled up beside Polly and lay naked on her side. She propped herself up on her elbow and gently caressed Polly's quivering stomach with her fingertips.

"She's wound tighter than a string of tangled Christmas Lights," Simone said.

I chuckled and back up just enough to lean over and kiss Polly's navel. "I'd say so. Two orgasms and we haven't even had sex yet."

Simone caressed Polly's breasts, running her hands over her lush curves while she teased Polly's fat nipple. "Are you up for round three, princess?"

Polly came up for air and smiled as she nodded at Simone. "Yeah. He turns me on so much I can't help it."

Simone turned her attention to me and smiled. "Our baby girl has it bad. Time to put a ring on her finger and lock her down."

"I'll put a ring on both your fingers," I said.

Polly smiled. "Simon says, stop talking and stick your cock in me."

Simone and I laughed as I returned my full attention to the bubbly blonde with her legs spread open. "Your wish. My command and all that," I said.

With my cock in hand, I dredged my tip along Polly's soaking wet treasure trail. If she wasn't wet enough to take me now, she never would be. As I gazed into her clear blue eyes, I dipped my cock inside her and met a wall of resistance.

Polly furrowed her brows and moaned, her expression registering equal doses of pain and pleasure.

I stopped with my tip barely inside her. "You're just so tight," I said to Polly. "I don't want to hurt you."

Simone sighed. "Now is the one time in my life I wished I had a dick."

Polly twined her feet around my ankles and rocked her hips, gently pushing my tip deeper inside her slippery hole. "It feels amazing, baby. You aren't hurting me, I swear. It's okay. I promise."

It wasn't like she was a virgin, and I knew I fit inside her just fine. I grabbed Polly's outer thighs and eased my hips forward, inching deeper while I carefully studied her face. I felt like a guy trying to back an eighteen-wheeler into a single family garage.

"That's it, baby," Polly said and gyrated her hips, taking my knob completely inside her as she contracted her vaginal walls around my shaft. "You feel so good. Go deeper."

I groaned as feathery pleasure rode up my shaft and flooded my body with a rush of endorphins. As I sank deeper, Polly flexed and squeezed her tight little pussy, and my legs trembled.

Polly caressed my muscled biceps, and her gaze never left my face. She rocked her hips up and down and caressed the back of my thighs with her heels.

Simone gazed between Polly's legs, completely enthralled as my cock slowly descended into the blonde goddess.

"Mighty Aphrodite, would you look at that?" Simone said. "You're splitting her like an atom with that monstrosity."

"Don't stop," Polly said, moaning. "It feels amazing."

She ground her hips and wrapped her legs around my waist, taking me deeper as I resisted a nearly overwhelming urge to blow my load.

I cradled Polly's thighs in both hands and fucked her in slow, shallow thrusts, deepening the penetration as Polly rock her hips upward, matching my rhythm.

As I continued pumping the hot little blonde with my fat cock, pleasure strobed in my head in constant, never-ending waves, but as the seconds ticked by, I slowly adjusted.

Simone leaned over Polly's face, caressing her cheek before Polly turned and came face to face with her former rival. They pressed their faces together, and their lips met, followed quickly by their tongues.

I fucked Polly harder and faster, grunting with pleasure as I deepened my penetration with each thrust. Meanwhile, the girls lost themselves in a blur of lips and tongues.

As I picked up the pace, Polly matched her rhythm with mine as she grunted into Simone's mouth, her face contorted with pleasure.

I leaned my weight into a powerful thrust, and with a heavy grunt, I bottomed out inside her. My cock lay buried to the root with her pastel pink pussy lips clinging to my throbbing shaft.

Polly squeezed and released her vaginal walls, causing pleasure to swell inside my brain. With my cock fully impaling her, I savored the moment and palmed her springy breasts in both hands.

I moved, gently rocking deep inside her, while I thumbed Polly's nipples and mauled her big breasts. I filled my open fingers with her creamy flesh as Simone and Polly's make-out session intensified.

I picked up the pace and Polly's moans turned sharply louder. Her thighs clapped off my midsection, and I released her breasts so I could watch them sway atop her chest while I fucked her hard and fast.

Polly broke off the kiss and arched her back. "Parker, baby, you're in so deep. You're fucking me so good."

I sat up on my knees to get more leverage and slid my hands under Polly's ass. With my cock fully impaling her, I lifted her hips off the bed, giving me the perfect angle for maximum thrust.

With rhythmic grunts, I plowed Polly's pussy, hammering her hard and deep. With every thrust, her stomach quivered, her legs shuddered, and her springy breasts clapped together.

That's when her orgasm hit. Her entire body shuddered, and her eyes rolled back in her head.

"Parker! Parker! Parker!" She cried out my name on repeat, loud enough for our friends to hear all the way back at the resort.

An urgent need to come rose inside me, and this time there was no putting Pandora back in its box. I was going to empty my load deep inside Polly's sweet pussy.

Simone lay along Polly's side with her legs spread, ramming her pussy with two fingers, moaning loudly while her brown eyes registered the telltale signs of an eminent orgasm.

Polly went rigid and her pussy contracted, squeezing my cock until a massive orgasm washed over me.

With a loud grunt, I pinned my cock to the root and erupted inside her, painting her insides with a violent eruption of hot, sticky cum.

Beside me, Simone stiffened, and her stomach spasmed. She closed her eyes and arched her back as her second orgasm washed over her.

Polly locked her legs around my thighs and pulled me in as my orgasm peaked with pleasure at the absolute zenith. She pumped her hips and squeezed her pussy, as I emptied load after load of inside her. As I came down from my orgasmic rush, Polly rocked her hips and milked me of every drop.

I lowered Polly's hips onto the bed and sucked in short, cleansing breaths as the world came into sharp focus. Sweat beaded my chest, and my legs quivered beneath me, but my cock remained buried deep inside Polly.

Simone recovered first and pushed to her knees before creeping forward to get a good look at my cock, still entrenched in Polly's pussy.

"Let's see the wreckage," Simone said. "How hard did you come?"

"Look at her. How hard do you think I came?" I asked.

Simone giggled. "Yeah. That's a stupid question."

Simone tucked a long lock of hair behind her ear and leaned over. "I bet there's like an entire lake of cum inside her."

Polly pushed herself up on her elbows and giggled. "I can feel a lot of cum inside me."

As I pulled my cock free, I shuddered with a backfire of pleasure, then sat back on my knees, my cock dripping with cum.

Two thick strings of cum oozed from Polly's pussy and disappeared between her ass crack, while a thick dollop of pearly jizz dotted her puckered hole.

Simone leaned forward and squeezed Polly's pussy, releasing another thick string of cum that joined the others, forming a trail down her ass.

"I think it's safe to say you two should pick out names for your kid," Simone said.

Polly didn't seem the least bit concerned. Rather, she smiled brightly as she gazed at the river of cum oozing from her ravaged pussy. "If it happens, it happens. Anyway, I always planned to have Parker's babies."

"Don't you want to a live a little first?" Simone asked.

Polly's smile only brightened. "If this isn't living, then I don't know what is. I love Parker and he loves me. What else is there but to start a family?"

I leaned over Polly and kissed her gently on the lips. "I'm with you one-hundred and ten percent."

Polly's face lit and she smiled at Simone. "See? It's all good."

She would be pregnant inside a month, and we all knew it, and the thought of it electrified me. Having my baby grow in Polly's womb made me feel as happy as much as it turned me on.

Simone shrugged. "I can't argue with that logic."

Simone crawled up beside Polly and rested her head on Polly's shoulder while I stretched out on the other side of Polly resting on my side, facing them.

Simone picked up Polly's hand, and the two beauties laced their fingers together.

"Polly?" Simone said. "I'm sorry."

"I know, babe. Me too."

"Let's never fight again," Simone said.

I chuckled. "That'll be the day."

They both glared at me, and I immediately stopped laughing.

"Sorry," I said. "This is going to take some getting used to."

The girls squeezed each other's hands and leaned into each other before trading a sweet kiss on the lips.

"Hey. Don't forget about me," I said.

Simone smiled and leaned over to Polly before whispering something in her ear. Polly giggled and nodded before turning her bright blue eyes on me.

"Simon says go get us some snacks," Polly said.


Chapter fifteen
Surprise Guests


The next day, our entire crew arrived back at the mansion. Kinsey, Gabby, Joe, Angel, and Cecily said their goodbyes at the marina, although we had plans to meet up with all of them later. In Kinsey and Gabby's case, they returned to pack their bags and promised to text me when they wanted me to come pick them up.

After a night of heavy partying, all of us were ready for a chill evening around the pool, or maybe even a fire on the beach.

Polly and Simone went to change into their bikinis while Giana and Sage dug around in the kitchen refrigerator. Jack and Jason made for the indoor bar, leaving me alone in the family room with Veronica.

Veronica looked to her left and right, making sure it was all clear before she stepped in close and picked up my hands.

"I couldn't get that lap dance out of my head," she said, lowering her voice to a whisper. "Joe has barely said two words to me since."

"Is that a bad thing?" I asked.

She smiled and shook her head. "No. He's nice, but annoying. On the bright side, Jack seems to have backed off. Do you know what made him stop pursuing me?"

"He finally got the hint," I said. "But that doesn't mean he's down to see you and I doing... uh... more lap dances."

Veronica frowned and nodded. "Guy code?" She sighed and deflated before me. "It's really not fair. Jack and I were never a couple. I don't see how that's breaking guy code."

"It's complicated," I said. "But I'm not giving up hope. On the bright side, I think Polly will be more open than ever to your joining the team. In fact, she would probably be disappointed if you didn't."

"I got that same vibe," she said. "She's like the biggest cheerleader for the harem. Even more so than Giana. Do you think it's okay if I bring it up to her tomorrow?"

"The sooner the better," I said. "The only one I'm really worried about is Jack."

Suddenly, heavy bass music thumped from the outdoor speakers by the pool.

Veronica and I paused and turned toward the sound. She released my hands as Giana, Sage, Jack, and Jason filtered into the room with us.

"Did you guys turn on the music?" I asked.

Jack shook his head. "We thought you did."

Polly and Simone appeared over my right and left shoulder.

Polly looked suddenly anxious. "Oh, God. You don't think it's Rick, do you?"

An ember of anger flared to life in the pit of my stomach. I couldn't have been more clear with that asshole. The gloves were coming off.

"If it is, I'm kicking him out," I said and headed for the back door.

The rest of the crew followed close behind and when I opened the back door, the music turned sharply louder.

"Fucking turn it down," Veronica yelled across the deck.

I rounded the corner and stopped short when two figures appeared. I recognized both of them immediately but couldn't figure out for the life of me why they were here, partying on my pool deck.

"Lola, what the fuck are you doing here?" Veronica asked and stormed past me.

Lola Bardot, Veronica's nineteen-year-old sister, stood behind the bar mixing drinks in a skimpy bikini while she danced to the thundering bass beat. To say that Lola was all grown up was the understatement of the century. The dark-haired beauty had the body of a goddess.

The other figure was Lola's lifelong best friend, Renee Roberts. Renee wore a pair of cutoff jeans shorts and a white bikini top. She sipped through a straw from a margarita glass and casually moved to the bass beat as if she hadn't a care in the world.

Lola returned her sister's glare and put her hand on her very shapely hip. She tucked a lock of her dark hair behind her ear and seemed to muster all the sass she could. "Why am I here? I'll tell you why -- you owe me a fucking boyfriend."


Also by Rex Sterling


Harem University: Complete Box Set
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A young man’s college adventure leads down a road paved with co-ed gold…

Nineteen-year-old Matt Parker was a late bloomer. After growing up as the runt of the litter, left out and left behind, Matt experienced a growth spurt that made him unrecognizable to all but his best friend, Luke Monroe.

After years of personal tragedy, Luke’s family took Matt in and gave him a home where he spent the last two years preparing for college.

Two years where Matt thrived and blossomed, growing from an undersized ninety-eight-pound weakling into a muscled hunk ready to take college by storm.

But his troubles are only beginning when a blown dorm assignment leaves Matt homeless. But Luke’s mother, Nora, won’t feed Matt to the wolves. The round and curvy mother of four rounds up her three daughters to brainstorm alternate living arrangements for Matt.

The dorm isn’t Matt’s only problem. He’s spent the last two years dodging Luke’s gorgeous college-aged sisters, and now it’s time to make amends.

First, Matt comes face-to-face with the oldest Monroe daughter, his former babysitter, Bella. The onetime homecoming queen is now the president of her sorority. When she meets Matt, the lithe, raven-haired beauty, doesn’t recognize him and neither does Mia, the middle Monroe sister, who is as beautiful and busty as she is sweet and innocent.

The youngest Monroe sister, fiery, golden-haired Zoe, isn’t as forgiving as her sisters. During high school, Zoe and Matt were best friends until Matt ghosted her.

It’s up to Matt to make good with Zoe and solve his housing crisis while traversing the raging rapids of the Monroe’s sister’s sibling rivalry, as they each lay claim to Matt’s heart.

Harem University follows nineteen-year-old, Matt Parker, as he settles in at college and builds the harem of his dreams!

This full box set contains the entire Harem University trilogy including Tempting Tutor, Co-Ed Comfort and Day Trip!

Includes a brand new, never released bonus scene not available in the original series!


18+ Only!

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.
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