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  Chapter one








Welcome Back to the Wreckage


As my father's ancient Ford pickup crawled up the driveway, gravel crunched beneath the tires. My pulse quickened, and I could feel my heart pounding in my ears. Behind every tree and shrub lurked an old memory, reminding me of Riley, Bella, and Lily. The five years of distance between us felt more like an eternity. Everything had changed, yet the closer we drew to the Ross house, the more my old feelings surged--as though time itself had collapsed in on me. 
"Ugh, there's no cell signal," Fiona said, gazing at her phone with her bare feet propped up on the dashboard.
Her words anchored me in reality, and her presence offered comforting reassurance that, no matter what, I was not facing this reunion alone.
"Some things never change," I said. "There's no cell service, and the electric company won't restore power until tomorrow."
Fiona smiled and set her phone down before crawling over to my side of the cab. She wrapped her arms around me and rested her head on my shoulder. "I can't believe this is where you and Riley grew up."
"Bella and Lily, too," I said. "Maybe you'll meet them someday."
Fiona gazed out the windshield, her eyes tracing the canopy of towering trees that cast shadows over the driveway ahead.
"It's a large property," she said. "Does all of this belong to Riley and her sisters?"
"Yep. It's been in their family for generations. I can't imagine how much it's worth today."
"I can't wait to see the lake," she said, her voice softening into something playful. "We can go skinny-dipping and make love under the moonlight."
"We could do the same thing back in Marseilles," I said. "June's friend Chloe owns a place in Côte Bleue. We can go skinny-dipping as much as you want."
Fiona giggled, her laughter bright and lighthearted in the dusty old cab. "It's not the same. Besides, we're here to renovate a lake house for one of our oldest and dearest friends. We can't just abandon her."
"You French girls want everything, don't you?"
Fiona smiled at me, still clinging to my arm. "Est-ce que ça te pose un problème?"
I grinned. "Not only do I have no problem with it, but if you keep talking like that, we might skip the renovation and go straight to skinny-dipping."
Fiona reached up to plant a kiss on my cheek and sighed contentedly. "I would estimate your chances of getting me naked in the lake to lie somewhere between ninety-nine and one hundred percent."
I chuckled and kissed the crown of her head as she tucked a stray lock of her golden-blonde hair behind her ear. "Just a fair warning: this place is much larger than the flips we've done back home."
"You've told me a hundred times. It doesn't matter; Riley is worth it."
I maneuvered the old pickup around a bend, and the gravel road opened up to a spacious lot. As my gaze fell upon the weathered Ross family lake house, my chest tightened, and I instinctively gripped the steering wheel until my knuckles turned white.
Old memories flooded my mind, resurfacing from a childhood I believed I had firmly placed behind me. I had buried this part of my past long ago, but it turned out that ghosts didn't care what you thought.
"Oh, mon Dieu! C'est magnifique," Fiona exclaimed, leaning forward to get a closer look through the dusty windshield.
I inhaled deeply, then exhaled through my nose, attempting to steady the tempest of emotions threatening to overwhelm me. Yet, I remained silent, staring at the front porch I had stepped onto a thousand times before--as if it belonged to someone else's life.
It was on that porch where I kissed both Bella and Riley, where I nearly confessed my feelings to Lily as we sat together on the swing. I remembered helping Mrs. Ross shuck corn and snap green beans on the front steps, and working alongside Mr. Ross as we repaired the handrails.
I felt Fiona's gaze upon me, yet she refrained from asking about my thoughts. She understood the significance of this place and was acutely aware of my past.
Instead of pressing, she simply squeezed my hand and kissed me gently on the cheek. "Come on, let's see what we've gotten ourselves into."
Truer words were never spoken. I climbed out of the cab, and Fiona followed. As I stepped around the truck, she stretched her arms high overhead, showcasing her petite yet alluringly curvaceous figure, then inhaled the sweet scent of the lake air. "I already love it here."
I forced a smile and tore my attention away from Fiona to focus on the house before me. As much as this place meant to me, it was deteriorating right before my eyes.
Overgrown shrubs obscured the windows, weeds choked the sparse grass that remained, and sections of the porch sagged dangerously. Two windows on the third floor stood broken, their dark, empty sockets gaping at us.
The late afternoon sun bathed the structure in a warm, golden glow, as if attempting to mask its decay. Despite the romantic backdrop of the woods and the lake beyond, the signs of neglect were impossible to miss.
Fiona stepped up beside me, pausing long enough to study my expression. I couldn't have asked for a better partner--not just for our home renovation business, but for life itself. She had a way of grounding me, making me feel seen, even when I was trying to hide.
I reached down and laced my fingers through hers, giving her hand a reassuring squeeze, silently telling her: don't worry, I'm alright.
"It's spectacular," she said softly. "You were so lucky to grow up here."
I chuckled. "I lived in the dump across the lake. But yeah, you're right--this place is truly special."
"Let's go see the inside," she said, tugging me toward the front door.
Riley had sent Fiona and me the keys along with her letter, practically begging us to undertake the renovation. The house needed to pass a structural inspection by July 1st to host a wedding on September 1st. Between July and September, we would need to replace the roof, install all new drywall, and completely finish both the exterior and interior. If we missed any deadlines, their loan would fall through. No one local was foolish enough to take on the project. We were desperate--or maybe determined--enough to try.
I suspected that she and Fiona had planned this venture together long before Riley's letter arrived, and I was simply along for the ride--bringing muscle, tools, and just enough expertise to get the project moving.
Fiona slipped the keys from the pocket of her cut-off denim shorts and tugged me across the porch. The boards creaked under our weight, brittle with age, and for a moment, I worried the entire structure might give way beneath us.
"Be careful," I warned. "This place was already ancient five years ago when I left."
"It's fine," Fiona said with a grin. "She won't hurt us."
I raised a brow. "The house is a she?"
She slid the key into the lock and tossed me a look over her shoulder, as if I were slow on the uptake. "Of course. She has a feminine energy. Please tell me you feel it too."
The truth? I did. I had always sensed something maternal, even protective, about this house but had never put it into words. "I suppose when you raise three girls here, the walls themselves start to feel feminine."
The lock clicked, the hinges groaned, and the door swung open.
Fiona stepped inside first, her jaw dropping, eyes widening. What struck me wasn't the sight but the silence. The Ross house had always pulsed with life--laughter in the kitchen, footsteps on the stairs, music leaking from bedrooms. Now, it stood hollow, a mere shell.
Dust clung to the old oak banister, and the steps were worn smooth from decades of use. Above us, a dirt-caked skylight struggled to cast a weak glow, its dim light falling on the same faded rug I had crossed a thousand times.
Still, my mind painted over the decay with memories. I could almost hear Riley's laugh echoing down the stairs. I could almost feel Lily's hand in mine as she dragged me onto that rug to dance. And Riley's sweet-sixteen kiss--the first we ever shared--lingered in this very spot like a ghost.
"How old is this house?" Fiona asked softly, running her fingertips along the banister.
"Riley's great-great-great-grandfather built it in the 1840s," I said. "It's been renovated plenty of times since, but Mr. Ross always made sure the soul of the place stayed intact. He used to say a house is more than wood and nails--it's memory. He taught me everything I know about restoration."
Fiona's voice softened. "What happened to him?"
"He had a heart attack on the dock when I was sixteen. He was fifty-one, maybe fifty-two."
We wandered into the kitchen. The outdated linoleum and old appliances made it feel like stepping back into the 1960s. My stomach tightened with another memory: Lily and I baking cookies, our hands dusted with flour, her grin bright enough to light the room.
Fiona drifted toward the back door, its glass smudged with years of dirt and grime. She pressed closer, staring past the creaky dock to the vast lake beyond. "It's like we've stepped into a fairytale. Why would anyone ever leave this place?"
The words slipped out of her carelessly, and as soon as they did, she turned back, her eyes wide with horror. "I didn't mean you. I wasn't thinking. I just--"
I leaned in and kissed her before guilt could dig in. "I know what you meant, and I love you for trying to take it back. If I hadn't left, Fi, you'd be someone else's girlfriend--and I'm damn glad you're mine."
Her shoulders loosened, relief softening her features. She rose onto her toes, kissed me again, and whispered, "You're the first and last boy I'll ever love."
That memory hit me hard. The first time she said those words, we were nineteen--just after we had given ourselves to each other for the first time. It wasn't simply our first time together, but the first time either of us had given ourselves to anyone.
"Ditto," I said with a crooked grin, pulling her into a kiss that lingered--warm and unhurried, with just a hint of tongue.
Heat flared low in my body. My cock stirred against my jeans, thickening as my gaze drifted down the front of her loose white tank top to the delicate lace bra I had watched her put on that morning in the hotel.
"I want to see the lake," Fiona said, her voice low with promise. "But first, let's go upstairs."
Hand in hand, we explored the rest of the first floor--the family room, living room, dining room, the primary bedroom, and even the small secondary bedroom that had once been a nursery. Then we climbed the stairs and walked down the hall until I pushed open the first door on the left.
My stomach dropped.
The room was empty now, but Riley's presence lingered in every scar: a small hole in the drywall where she had roller-skated straight into the wall, scuff marks outlining where her desk once stood, and a faded square on the hardwood floor where her rug had been.
Fiona squeezed my hand and teased, "So... which girl broke your heart here?"
I should have laughed it off. I should have lied. But the name caught in my throat: "Riley."
Silence stretched between us. Fiona studied the room, then rose onto her toes to kiss my cheek. "Come on. Let's get our bags."
We left Riley's ghost behind, though it followed me down the stairs. By the time we retrieved our luggage from the truck, a mixture of dread and relief churned uneasily in my chest.
I carried a duffel bag under one arm and the air mattress under the other. Fiona broke the silence: "What about Mrs. Ross?"
"She passed away two years ago," I said, my voice catching. "Cancer. I wasn't there."
Fiona's tone was gentle. "You were earning your degree overseas. She would have understood."
I forced a smile. "She wouldn't have wanted anyone to make a fuss."
"Did she stay here until the end?"
I shook my head. "Nate said they moved after she got sick--Indianapolis, for treatment. That was right after Riley's high school graduation. This place has been empty ever since."
I vanished that summer--before senior year even began. It was a decision I regretted deeply, though it ultimately led me back to Fiona and her sister, June. Who could have guessed that the French girl from summer camp would become the love of my life?
We set up the air mattress in the living room, which served as our base camp for the renovation. While Fiona hung dust curtains, I drove into town to pick up supplies and Chinese takeout.
By the time I returned, night had fallen. Shadows pooled in the corners, but Fiona had ringed the room with candles, chasing back the darkness with a warm, flickering glow. She sat cross-legged on the mattress, her hair spilling around her shoulders, absorbed in a game on her phone.
"Please tell me you got fortune cookies," she said, grinning as she set it aside.
I kicked off my shoes. "Fi, this isn't my first rodeo."
Her smile widened as she reached for the bag. "Just checking--I'm starving! Did you get paper plates?"
I sank down beside her and handed over the food, the candlelight gilding her features. "Paper plates, plastic utensils, bottled water, toilet paper, and... a surprise."
Her blue eyes sparkled. "Surprise? What surprise?"
She dove into the bag and squealed when she found it. "Chocolate!"
Her delight hit me like a rush of sunlight. I never tired of that accent, that smile. Fiona Monet was everything--my angel, my goddess. She loved chocolate almost as much as she loved fortune cookies, and maybe even as much as she loved sex.
She threw herself into my arms, and I hugged her tight, letting my hand drift down to squeeze her round, perfect ass.
"Dinner first," I teased. "Then you can demolish the cookies and chocolate."
"I love you, baby," she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. Then her lips found mine. The kiss lingered, deepened, until our tongues tangled.
Desire rippled through me, tightening my muscles, thickening my cock inside my jeans. I squeezed her ass again, groaning as my body responded to her touch.
Fiona raked her hands over my chest and shoulders, kissing me harder, hungrier. Then she pulled back, her eyes flashing with playful heat. "As much as I want to jump your bones, it's bad luck to have sex before reading a fortune cookie."
I laughed. "That's not even a thing."
She nipped my lip with her teeth, her voice husky. "Everyone knows that. It's common knowledge."
I slid my hand into the back of her shorts, palming her panty-clad ass. "What about this? Is that seven years of bad luck?"
Her giggle melted into a gasp as she released me and scooted back, grabbing cartons of food. "Remember what happened the last time we ate Chinese in bed? No soy sauce on my duvet cover."
"Solution: beach towel."
She grinned, approved, and spread out our feast. Soon, she nestled between my legs, her back against my chest, both of us eating by candlelight.
Fi was tactile--she needed touch the way others need air. She sat on my lap even when chairs were free, reached for my hand when no one was looking, and draped herself over me like a favorite sweater. I never discouraged her; I loved it. Her touch was her love language. Mine was small gifts and small gestures. Together, we worked.
But the Ross house had teeth. Sitting there, I couldn't ignore the ghosts--Riley, Bella, Lily--the women I'd loved and left behind. They were the reason I'd walked away, yet here their presence pressed against me, reminding me of everything I had buried.
Fiona chattered about design, woodwork, and structure. I gave short replies, but my thoughts drifted. I could almost see Riley stepping out from behind a dust curtain, grinning, ready to pull me into some reckless scheme.
The thought of her sparked guilt like a live wire. My father had loved two women at once. It destroyed him. It destroyed us all. I had sworn never to repeat his mistake. Fiona was the only woman I needed.
"Hello? Earth to Matthew," Fiona said, tilting her head back to look up at me.
I blinked and forced a smile. "Sorry. I drifted."
Her eyes searched mine, steady and unflinching. "You don't have to tell me everything. Just... don't pretend you don't feel it."
Her words cut right through me. Fiona had always seen me, always known me. That was both the gift and the terror of loving her: I couldn't hide.
"This place stirs up a lot of old feelings," I admitted. "It caught me off guard."
Fiona set her plate aside, then crawled around to straddle my lap. Her arms looped around my neck, and her blue eyes were tender but insistent. "Then tell me. It's okay."
I kissed her, slow and grateful. "Thank you, baby. I'll do better."
Her answering grin was wicked. "Good. Now--fortune cookie time."
I reached into the bag and pulled out a fortune cookie, passing it to Fiona. She tore open the wrapper with gleeful precision, cracked the cookie, and handed me half. A slip of paper unfurled in her hand, and she read it aloud:
"Love is rarely a straight line."
"I'm not sure if that's ominous or just stating the obvious," I muttered.
Fiona nibbled her half, frowning in thought. "Our love is a straight line. I wonder what it's trying to tell us?"
"It's just a fortune cookie, Fi. Don't read too much into it."
She tossed the paper at me, pouting. "You're no fun. For that, I won't share my chocolate bar."
I gave her my most tragic look, my eyes flicking to the candy beside her like a kicked dog. She was hopeless against my sad face--she always caved.
"Fine," she sighed. "You can have some. Just stop teasing."
I laughed and pulled her into my arms. "Wasn't teasing."
She kissed me again and pressed her forehead against mine. "I think coming here is good for you... good for us. Just don't shut down on me, okay?"
I nodded. "Okay."
Her smile warmed me to the bone. "Now--chocolate."
We split the bar, cleaned up, and carried bottled water and candles through the darkened house. The plumbing worked, but I didn't trust the taps for brushing teeth, let alone for drinking. Later, back on our makeshift bed, I stripped off my T-shirt and jeans, standing in just black briefs and socks.
Fiona paused mid-undress, her eyes devouring me as though she hadn't already seen every inch of me countless times before. I peeled away the rest--socks, then underwear--until my cock stood tall, flushed, and hard.
She bit her lip, her eyes smoldering. "Tu m'excites."
"I know what that means," I said, grinning. "Tu es le prochain." You're next.
Her grin widened as I climbed beneath the sheets, propping myself on a pillow and watched. Fiona loved to perform, and tonight, the firelight transformed her into something more than mortal.
She peeled off her tank top, revealing the white lace bra I had admired earlier. Her breasts swelled against the cups, the lace straining to contain them, and heat pulsed low in my belly.
Her gaze dropped to the tented blanket. She adored watching me stiffen just from the mere sight of her--and she wasn't wrong. Tugging the covers back, she bared my cock to the candlelight, and it rose like a challenge.
My eyes swept over her flat stomach, the curve of her hips--every familiar line that still made my heart race. Even on my deathbed, I would get hard for her.
She reached behind her back, unclasped her bra, and let it fall. Her breasts spilled free--large, round, perky, impossibly perfect. Her nipples were tight, centered on pale pink areolas that made my cock jerk violently.
Despite how often we made love--last night, twice in the morning, and again in the hotel shower--I still burned for more.
Fiona knew it. She cupped her breasts, pressing them together, offering me a valley I could lose myself in. My cock twitched, bobbing in helpless response.
"God, you're beautiful," I said, reverent.
She let them fall back into place, bouncing lightly, then freed her hair from its tie. Golden waves cascaded over her shoulders like molten light, transforming her from the girl next door into a goddess.
Candlelight gilded her as she unbuttoned her shorts. My heart hammered at the familiar tease; she loved watching me unravel while taking her time.
Her gaze flicked from my face to my cock. She licked her lips, her eyes darkening. The desire in them was rawer than usual--hungry, almost urgent.
She shimmied her shorts to the floor, revealing matching lace panties that rode high on her hips, dipping low between her thighs. That tiny scrap of fabric barely covered her, and my mouth went dry.
Fiona's eyes locked on mine as she slid her panties down her toned legs, her smile both playful and hungry. My cock twitched, already aching, but beneath the lust was that deeper ache -- the one I could never quite name.
She crawled up my body, her breasts dragging over me, nipples grazing my abs before brushing my chest. The sensation sent white-hot sparks shooting down my spine. I cupped her ass, squeezing the perfect curve of her flesh, grounding myself in her body, in her warmth.
Wordlessly, our lips found each other, tongues tangling as her scent -- vanilla and woman -- wrapped around me like a drug. Her pussy slicked against my cock, her heat branding me as she ground back and forth along my length.
"Tu m'excites," she whispered against my mouth, and I nearly came just from the sound of it.
Her hips shifted, guiding my tip against her entrance. The moment stretched -- one suspended heartbeat where time folded in on itself.
And then she sank onto me, slow and steady, taking me deep.
I groaned into her kiss, my body overwhelmed by the velvet clutch of her pussy. Fiona moaned, her hair spilling like golden silk over my face, her eyes fluttering shut as she rocked her hips. "Mon cœur," she breathed.
Every thrust bound me tighter to her. Every squeeze of her pussy pulled me deeper into the moment -- and yet, against my will, another face flickered in my mind. Riley's laughter echoing in this house. Riley's blue eyes wide with that same mix of innocence and danger.
I squeezed Fiona's hips harder, almost punishing myself for the intrusion. This was my angel on top of me, my ride-or-die, the woman who had stood by me when I had nothing. And yet...
Fiona quickened her pace, rolling her hips in those delicious, grinding circles that always unraveled me. Her breasts bounced, her mouth parted in ecstasy, and I buried my face in her chest, breathing her in, kissing her skin like it could blot out the ghosts.
"I'm so close," she moaned, her voice high, raw.
"Me too," I rasped, my chest heaving. My cock throbbed like it was forged from steel, strobed with every clench of her inner walls.
Her climax hit first -- her stomach tightening, her hips jerking as she cried out, French spilling from her lips like poetry. The sound tipped me over. I thrust deep, erupting inside her, my vision flashing white. Riley's face threatened to rise again -- that day at the dock, her sweet sixteen smile -- but Fiona's body clenched around me, dragging me back, drowning me in her heat until the ghost dissolved.
I came hard, pulse after pulse, until Fiona collapsed on my chest, gasping, clutching me as though she could keep me tethered to her by sheer force of will.
As the tremors subsided, I held her, stroking her back, my own chest heaving. Guilt prickled, sharp and unwelcome. I had never once fantasized about another woman while inside Fiona. She was everything. She had to be everything.
But the Ross house had a way of unearthing secrets you thought you had buried.
Fiona was nurturing, luminous, grounding. Riley had been wild, impossible, uncontainable. Both blondes. Both unforgettable.
But I had already made my choice. I would not follow my father's path into ruin. Fiona was my ride-or-die; Riley belonged to the past.
Tomorrow, when I saw her again, I would finally bury those ghosts--for good.
Fiona was my forever, and Riley had moved on with her life. Her memory was just a ghost of desire--a fantasy I had carried for too long. Tomorrow, when I stood face-to-face with the real Riley Ross, I could finally bury the past and move forward with Fiona.
I slowly stroked my hands along Fiona's back, savoring the silkiness of her skin beneath my fingertips. Her lips brushed against my neck, warm breath tickling my ear.
"It's been a long time since we came that hard," she whispered.
I kissed her cheek, holding her close. "I don't know what got into me."
She pushed herself up on her elbows, her blue eyes burning into mine. "It wasn't just us. It was her spirit."
I stiffened. Riley? "What are you talking about, baby?"
Fiona's smile turned secretive as she glanced around the darkened room. "Not Riley--the house. Its spirit ran through us. That's why it felt so intense. This place... it's alive. It feels like home in a way I've never felt before. We belong here, Matthew. The house wants us here."
"It's not our house," I reminded her. "Riley is turning it into a wedding venue."
Her knowing grin made my chest tighten. She leaned down and kissed me softly, a promise lingering on her lips. "We'll see."
There was no point arguing. Time would tell. I chuckled instead. "If the house makes us come that hard every time, then sign me up as a believer."
Fiona giggled, her laughter spilling over my mouth as she kissed me again. "This place makes me want you all the time."
I raised a brow. "More than usual? We already average three times a day."
"Then you'd better pace yourself," she teased, muffling a yawn. "But for now, I'm spent. We'll see the lake in the morning."
She slid off me and curled against my side, her naked skin pressed to mine, her body melting into the crook of my arm. Within minutes, her breathing slowed to the soft rhythm of sleep.
I let myself drift, listening to the old house settle with creaks and sighs, until the silence was broken by something that stole my breath--light, lilting, and impossibly familiar.
A laugh--sweet and unmistakable. Riley's laugh, carried through the night like music meant only for me.






  
  Chapter two








Ghosts in the Doorframe


Morning came in the blink of an eye. Fiona and I made love in the soft pre-dawn light, our bodies moving together with a hunger that felt bottomless. No matter how many times we reached for each other, it was never enough. By the time we collapsed against the sheets, we were slick with sweat, our hearts pounding in perfect unison. 
We grabbed a banana and a breakfast bar before heading down to the lake. The dock stretched out over the water, in far better shape than the rest of the house. It shouldn't have surprised me--Mr. Ross had built it himself, pouring the same care into every beam and nail that he did into the rest of his life's work. I had been by his side the summer he built it, learning the craft from a man who could coax perfection from wood and steel. He taught me more in those years than any classroom ever could.
Instead of taking a shower, Fiona and I stripped down on the dock, armed with a bar of soap and a half-empty bottle of shampoo. The lake's crisp water enveloped us--shockingly cold and vibrantly alive. We bathed beneath the open sky, our laughter bouncing across the water, our skin slick with bubbles and sunlight. I promised myself I would inspect the water heater and the well before the week was out, but for now, it was pure bliss.
By the time we had toweled off and dressed, Riley was all I could think about. Today, at last, I would see her again.
Work came first. We couldn't begin renovations until the inspector signed off on the foundation, so Fiona and I circled the side of the house, crouching before a concrete post scarred with a thin, jagged crack.
"If we find more like this, we'll need to reinforce the supports," I said, running my hand along the fissure. "If it's just this one--or even a handful--I can patch them."
Fiona frowned. "Reinforce how?"
I opened my mouth to explain, but the sound of an engine cut me off--the low growl of tires chewing gravel.
My stomach clenched. I knew who it was before I even turned my head.
Fiona squealed in delight, abandoning the foundation without hesitation. She darted around the corner of the house like a woman racing toward a long-lost sister.
I closed my eyes and drew a deep breath. You can do this, Matt. It's just Riley--just your best friend, just the girl you left behind.
The truck rattled into view as I rounded the corner--Mr. Ross's old Ford, the same rust-etched blue beast I had ridden in a hundred times. Nostalgia hit me like a hammer, momentarily softening the edge of fear in my chest.
I stopped short of the gravel lot, letting Fiona take the lead. The truck braked to a stop, and through the dust-filmed window, I saw a flash of golden hair and a bright, eager wave.
Riley Ross.
It had been five years since I last saw her, and even longer for Fiona. Our final summer together at camp had been before high school--eight years gone now. Back then, they were girls; now, they were women.
Riley swung the door open and rounded the hood. Fiona barreled into her arms with a squeal, and the two spun in circles like children, their laughter peeling through the air. I stood frozen, every buried emotion clawing its way back to the surface.
Riley hadn't changed--and yet she had. Her long blonde ponytail gleamed in the sun, but her body was no longer teenage-slim. She had trained it into an athlete's weapon--years of swimming had sculpted her into something sleek, toned, undeniably feminine. Her curves were exactly where they should be, her petite waist tapering into strong hips, and her tank top hugged perfect C-cup breasts that suited her frame like they'd been drawn there by design.
Desire surged through me--old and reckless. Fiona. Riley. My two greatest loves, colliding before my eyes.
The last time I saw Riley Ross, she was seventeen--homecoming queen, swim team star, untouchable to everyone except me. Now, at twenty-two, I couldn't decide whether I wanted to pull her into my arms or turn and run.
When Riley finally glanced my way, she smiled--not with the full-wattage grin I remembered, but with a hesitation behind it. A wound. A question.
Fiona and Riley clasped hands as Riley slung a duffle bag over her shoulder and walked toward me. She wore Fiona's uniform from the day before: cut-off denim shorts and a white tank top cropped high enough to flash her toned stomach and diamond navel stud. She looked grown-up. Confident. Devastating.
And when she smiled again, relief crashed through me like a tide. She didn't hate me.
"Mattie, look at you!" she said, her voice bright--almost too bright. "You leave home and turn into a GQ model."
Heat burned across my cheeks. Fiona's eyes went wide, delighted. "He's blushing," she gasped, turning to Riley. "You actually made him blush! What kind of witchcraft is this?"
"I'm not blushing," I muttered.
"You're so blushing," Fiona teased.
Riley smirked. "What can I say? I've always had that effect on Mattie Mittens."
I burst out laughing. "Mattie Mittens? What the hell, Riley?"
Her grin faltered. "I'm nervous. Sue me."
I raised a hand. "Ditto."
Then she stepped forward, her smile softening into something tentative--arms open, a silent question.
I didn't hesitate; I pulled her close.
"Thank you for coming," she whispered against my shoulder. "You're saving my life."
Her body pressed against mine--both familiar and foreign at once. She held me a moment longer than she needed to, her arms slipping around my neck, her breath warm against my ear.
"My dad would've loved this," she said, her voice cracking for a fraction of a second. "Seeing you here, bringing this place back to life."
She pulled away, masking the crack with a forced grin. But Fiona caught it. I saw it in her eyes--she noticed everything. She wasn't jealous, though. If anything, she looked... intrigued.
And that terrified me because Riley was different. Riley wasn't a stranger; she was the line we swore never to cross.
Riley dropped her bag with a thud and set her hands on her hips, surveying the house. "This place is a mess," she said with a grin. "And I love it."
I doubted she would love it as much after seeing the foundation.
"When's the last time you were here?" I asked.
Her grin faded. "Four years ago, when Mom got sick."
The words gutted me. "Riley... I'm sorry. I should have been here."
She shook her head. "She wouldn't have wanted you to see her like that. Better to remember her when she was strong."
She let me off the hook, but it didn't ease the guilt gnawing at my gut.
"Why not sell?" Fiona asked, practical as always.
Riley's eyes darted to mine before settling on her. "Because this house is in our blood. My sisters and I would rather starve than let it go."
Fiona nodded. "Then it's a good thing you called us. We'll bring her back."
Riley grinned. "So you think it's a her, too?"
"Obviously," Fiona said.
I rolled my eyes. Riley noticed, her grin widening. "See? Even he's coming around."
"He's a romantic," Fiona teased.
Riley smirked at me. "With a girlfriend like you, I can see why."
Fi blushed. I laughed.
Then Riley turned serious. "You read my letter. You know this isn't just about weddings."
I frowned. "Then what's it about?"
She straightened, her swimmer's shoulders squaring. "Two hundred acres of prime land. Pumpkins in the fall. Apple orchards. A corn maze, cider shop, sleigh rides at Christmas. Weddings and festivals in the summer. A year-round destination. And it all starts here, with one wedding. September first."
I kept my thoughts to myself. To me, it felt like turning the Ross family home into a theme park, but it wasn't my decision.
Fi's eyes widened. "A wedding? Who's the lucky couple?"
Riley hesitated. "Didn't I... mention that in the letter?"
We both shook our heads.
She shifted on her feet, nervous. My stomach dropped. Heat climbed my neck. Oh, God.
"You're not--" The words caught in my throat. "You're not getting married, are you?"
Her eyes went wide. "Me? God, no."
The relief that washed through me was shameful and immediate. Fiona noticed. Of course she did.
"Then who?" I asked, bracing myself.
Riley's expression hardened. "Lily. September first. Right here."
Shock punched through me. Lily. Sweet, steady Lily. I shouldn't have been surprised; she was twenty-seven, ready for that chapter. But it hit like a blow all the same.
Fi squeezed my hand, grounding me. Riley looked away, discomfort flickering across her face.
"To whom?" I managed, my throat dry.
Riley's mouth twisted. "To an asshole. I love my sister, but I'm not responsible for her mistakes. And if it's all the same, I'd rather not say his name."
That was fine with me, but I had to ask, "Is Bella...?"
I let the words hang in the air until Riley shook her head. "She doesn't even have a boyfriend. We're still... waiting for Mr. Right."
Her gaze lingered on me, the weight of her words unmistakable. It didn't take a genius to read between the lines. If Riley had any hesitation about openly flirting with me in front of Fiona, she didn't show it. In fact, Fiona's smile only brightened, as though Riley's subtle invitation were a gift rather than a threat.
But Fiona had my back. She jumped in, saving me from answering. "Let's do a quick walkthrough of the house--just to make sure we're aligned before demolition."
Riley snapped out of her reverie and grinned. "Perfect. Let's get down to business."
With that, she scooped up her duffel bag and stepped through the front door.
We toured the house room by room, comparing notes, knowing the first step was gutting the house to its bones while preserving the soul of its woodwork. There was no way around it--we needed to strip her down to the frame before she could stand proud again.
When we reached Riley's bedroom, the ghosts stirred inside me, but with Riley herself standing in the doorway, their whispers felt muted.
I pointed to the dented drywall. "I see you never fixed the fallout from your roller-derby stunt with Bella."
Riley laughed, her eyes lighting up as she looked at the hole. "Oh my God, I completely forgot about that." She turned, surprised. "You remembered?"
"I remember a lot," I said.
Most of it broken promises, though I kept that part to myself.
Riley's fingers traced the frame, pausing high up where the wood was still faintly scarred. "It's still here," she whispered.
Fiona frowned. "What is?"
I leaned against the wall, my arms folded, though my heart hammered like a boy caught in a lie. "Our initials. M.R.F."
Fiona blinked. "Mine too? How...?"
Riley smiled wistfully. "We carved them the summer after camp. Matt insisted we add yours, even though you weren't here. He said you were part of us."
Fiona turned to me, her chin trembling, eyes brimming with tears. "You never told me that."
I swallowed hard because saying it out loud would mean admitting I had wanted you both even then. Instead, I forced a smile. "I didn't forget. I just--some memories hurt too much to share."
She rose onto her toes and kissed me, soft and trembling, as though she understood anyway. "I love you."
I hugged her tightly. "Even back then, Fi. Somehow... I always knew."
Riley lingered in the doorway, her hand still on the scarred wood, smiling at us, though a flicker of sadness lingered in her eyes. "We promised you'd stand here one day. And now you are."
The weight of that promise pressed against my chest like a heavy hand. Not all promises could be kept, but damn if I wasn't going to try. The memory hit me harder than I expected. "And I promised to keep this place from falling into ruin... then I left."
Pain flickered across Riley's face, but she masked it quickly. "You're here now, making good on that promise."
Her forgiveness cut deeper than anger ever could. I forced a smile. "By the time we're finished, this house will more than pass inspection. It'll earn the James Ross seal of approval."
Riley chuckled. "If Dad were alive, he'd want no one else on the job."
The rest of the tour passed in a blur, and soon the three of us were in the kitchen, with Fiona jotting down a list on the back of an envelope.
"We'll start with the subfloors," Fiona said. "Matt and Riley, inspect the main floor. I'll inventory materials upstairs."
I caught the mischievous glint in her eyes. She wanted me alone with Riley. "I'll do the inventory," I countered. "You and Riley--"
"Matt," Fiona cut in gently, "you're the engineer. I'm not qualified. Riley can help you."
Riley smiled. "I don't know much about subfloors, but I'll pitch in."
Fiona handed her the flashlight with a sly grin. "Good. Don't mind getting dirty, do you?"
Riley shot me a look, eyes sparkling. "I love getting dirty. Don't I, Mattie Mittens?"
The basement--if you could call it that--was little more than a root cellar dressed up with concrete. Most of the real work would take place in the crawl space.
With a sigh, I gestured at the dark opening. "We'll need to check the joists from underneath."
Riley's eyes widened. "Seriously? You know how much I hate spiders."
"It's part of the job," I said. "If you'd rather--"
"No. I can handle it." She flicked on the flashlight, held it beneath her chin, and gave me a maniacal grin. "My evil plan is coming together perfectly."
I chuckled. "Just shine the light while I take notes."
We crawled in side by side, lying on our backs beneath the beams. Dust settled on my face as I dictated into my phone.
"You'll have to straddle that beam," I said.
Riley snorted. "I've waited my whole life to hear a man say that."
Her grin was so infectious I almost laughed, but I held steady. "Are you done?"
She leaned closer, whispering with that old spark. "I missed you, Mattie."
The words cracked something inside me. "I missed you too, little Roo."
Her smile softened, her eyes shimmering in the half-light.
When she finally moved into position, my hand brushed her knee. A rush of adrenaline surged through me, but Riley pretended not to notice.
She steadied the flashlight overhead. "Like this?"
"Perfect," I said, forcing myself back to the inspection.
But she wasn't finished. "Why did you really come back?"
Her gaze pinned me.
I swallowed. "We want the lake house as the cornerstone of our portfolio."
"You traveled halfway across the world for a house flip?"
"It's more than that. I owe this place. I owe your father. I owe you."
Her breath caught, but then she turned back to the beam. "Are you sure you know what that really means?"
The crawl space wasn't the place to unpack it. "Hold the light steady. We're almost done."
By sundown, the three of us sat on the porch, legs dangling, notes spread out. Just as we began planning dinner, a cloud of dust rose at the end of the drive.
A sleek pickup pulled up, polished chrome flashing in the fading light. Riley's jaw clenched. "What's he doing here?"
I recognized him instantly. "Derek Morrow?"
"Unfortunately." Riley's voice dripping with venom. "And he's still a prick."
Fiona frowned. "What does he want?"
Riley's glare hardened. "He wants our property."
Fiona turned to me. "You know him?"
"Yeah. Same age as June and Lily. He had a thing for Lily years ago and wouldn't take no for an answer. I... may have confronted him."
Riley burst out laughing. "Confronted? Matt, you dropped him cold--knocked him flat on the Ross porch."
Fiona's eyes went wide. "You punched him?"
I met her gaze evenly. "He tried to force himself on Lily. She pushed him away. He pushed harder. So I hit him."
Riley grinned fiercely. "Best punch I've ever seen."
Fiona's smile was soft, but proud.
"Let's go hear him out," I said.
"This should be fun," Riley muttered. "But be careful, Matt--he's not the pushover he used to be."
Fiona slipped her arm through mine. "Don't worry. Matt's mine and June's Kru at our Muay Thai gym."
Riley blinked. "Kru?"
"Like a sensei," Fiona explained. "If Muay Thai had belts, Matt would be triple black."
Riley stared at me. "When the hell did you learn that?"
"France," I said simply. The years I had spent channeling my father's rage into fists and focus weren't for nothing.
We met Derek halfway up the drive. His eyes raked over Fiona, then Riley, before settling on me with a sneer.
"Didn't think you had the balls to come back."
"What do you want?" Riley snapped. "You know you're not allowed here."
That was new--but I filed it away for later.
Derek smirked. "Your Aunt Margot mentioned code violations. I'm here to extend an olive branch. Offer my services. Bring the place up to code."
"Right," Riley said coldly. "Because Aunt Margot suddenly grew a conscience."
The name alone made me bristle. Margot, an aunt by marriage only, had circled this property like a vulture since James Ross passed. If she was aligned with Derek, it meant trouble.
And as he stood there smirking, I realized this house wasn't the only thing in need of reinforcement.
Derek's eyes shamelessly roamed up and down Riley's body before settling on her face. "Who's going to fix this shit heap? Not a contractor within a hundred miles will touch it."
"We're doing the work," I said evenly. "So unless you're begging for a repeat of last time, kindly shove off."
His eyes flared with anger before he forced them cold again. "Careful, boy. You and I still have unfinished business."
I spread my arms wide. "Then take your best shot. I'm right here."
But as much as he wanted to, he wasn't eager to get knocked flat in front of another Ross sister. Instead, he ignored me and zeroed back in on Riley. "This idiot doesn't know a damn thing about construction. The clock's ticking, and we both know it. But if you want to waste your time, fine. My offer's good for twenty-four hours. After that, you're on your own."
Fiona bristled. "Matt knows more about--"
I squeezed her hand, cutting her off with a shake of my head. The less Derek knew about my background, the better.
He smirked at her anyway, eyes gleaming. "Oh, la la. French and fiery. Maybe we've got more in common than I thought."
I didn't bite. Instead, I turned to Riley. "Let's go. He's the same coward he's always been--picking fights with people who can't hit back."
Riley's lips curved. She faced Derek, eyes sharp as knives. "Goodbye, Derek. Don't forget to fuck off on your way out."
Fiona giggled, and we turned our backs on him. But Derek couldn't resist a parting shot.
"One word of advice," he called. "Be careful mixing business with nostalgia. One always gets ruined."
We left Derek behind and retreated to the house, the sour taste of his presence lingering long after he drove away. But Riley surprised us with a cooler brimming with food and drinks, and the evening softened around us. She opened a bottle of wine, the cork popping like a promise, and laid out a spread of cheese, meats, fruit, and crackers with the ease of someone reclaiming her home.
The three of us settled on the back porch, legs dangling as the sun dipped toward the western horizon. The lake mirrored the colors of fire and honey, fading slowly into violet dusk. Fiona nestled close to me on one side, Riley brushing shoulders with me on the other. For a fleeting moment, I felt caught between past and present--torn in a way that both thrilled and unsettled me.
Fiona, ever the instigator, steered the conversation toward more dangerous waters. "Tell me about your first kiss," she said to Riley, then turned to me with a spark in her eye, testing to see how far she could push.
Riley smirked into her glass, her blue eyes alive with mischief. "I want to hear Matt tell it. Let's see if he remembers."
"Do you think I forgot?" I asked, my voice catching slightly, though I tried to disguise it with a chuckle.
"Prove me wrong," she said.
I sighed, topping off my glass. "Oh, ye of little faith."
Fiona giggled, leaning closer against my side, while Riley inched toward me as well, her hand settling on my thigh with deliberate ease. Her fingers rested just above my knee--innocent enough to pass for casual--but we all knew better. Fiona noticed instantly, her gaze flicking to Riley's hand. Instead of jealousy, her smile brightened, her eyes sparkling with unspoken approval.
A sharp thrill ran up my spine, colliding with dread. Riley's hand on my leg was everything I had dreamed of when I was younger, and now it was everything I feared. I should have brushed her off. I should have drawn a line. Instead, I let it linger, feigning nonchalance while heat pooled low in my belly.
"Don't keep me in suspense," Fiona said, her voice tinged with laughter but her eyes watchful, as though she could see into the marrow of me.
I looked directly at Riley. "It was on Roo's sixteenth birthday."
Her grin widened as she slid her hand lower, her touch grazing closer to dangerous territory. "Got it in one."
Fiona's eyebrows lifted. "Details. Where? How? Who leaned in first?"
I took a breath, sinking into the memory. "It was August 28th--hot enough that the air stuck to your skin. The party was out on the dock. Mr. Ross spent the day pulling us on the ski boat, and Riley, showing off, was--"
"I was hardly showing off," Riley interrupted, her eyes glittering with playful defiance.
"You did a backflip off the wake," I said, "and landed face-first."
Riley giggled, unashamed. Fiona inched closer on my other side, her hand coming to rest on my opposite thigh, her breast pressing lightly against my ribs. Heat swirled between the three of us, layered with nostalgia and something sharper--more dangerous.
"I wish I could have been there," Fiona said.
Riley's eyes softened, but her words carried a teasing edge. "If you had, strutting around in a bikini, no one would've so much as looked in my direction."
"Stop," Fiona giggled. "You're so much prettier than I'll ever be."
"You're both gorgeous," I said firmly. "Can we agree on that?"
The girls laughed, breaking the tension with a high-five, but it only amplified the current sparking through me.
Fiona circled back. "So then? The kiss?"
Riley tucked a strand of golden hair behind her ear and placed her hand back on my thigh--higher this time. "Matt stayed until the very end. I'd opened every present but his. I thought maybe he'd forgotten me."
"You didn't actually believe that," I said, my voice lower, more intimate.
"I didn't admit it," Riley answered, her gaze distant. "But my heart was breaking."
Fiona turned, planting a kiss on the corner of my lips. "Matthew would never forget something so important."
"Thank you, baby," I said softly, touched and torn at the same time.
Riley's smile turned wistful. "He didn't. He waited until the very last moment." Her eyes flicked up to mine. "You dragged it out on purpose, you jerk."
I chuckled. "You were too cocky for your own good."
"What did he give you?" Fiona asked.
Riley's fingers squeezed gently into my thigh. "Want to tell her?"
I shook my head, heat rising to my face. "You tell it."
Riley turned to Fiona. "He gave me a necklace--gold and silver, with my initials engraved on the pendant."
Fiona gasped. "I want to see it."
Without hesitation, Riley touched her chest, her fingers brushing the swell of her breast. "I don't wear it working outside, but otherwise? Always."
My chest tightened, pulse thundering. "You kept it? After all these years?"
"I bought a new chain," Riley said. "But the pendant? I'll never let it go."
The image gutted me: Riley, even now, carrying a piece of me against her skin, close to her heart.
"Where did you give it to her?" Fiona asked softly, almost reverently.
Riley's gaze drifted toward the front door. "Just inside the entryway. He was leaving. I was almost in tears. Then he pulled out this little box from his back pocket."
I found myself reliving the moment, my heart racing as if I were sixteen again. "The bow was crushed," I murmured. "I'd been sitting on it all night."
Riley giggled, her eyes shining with remembered joy. "And I didn't care. Relief washed over me like a wave. I still remember the weight of it in my hand and how my heart soared."
"That's so romantic," Fiona whispered. "And then, you kissed?"
"I made him put the necklace on me first," Riley said. "When I turned around... he was right there--so close."
My breath caught. "I was shaking, Roo. My heart was hammering so hard I thought you'd hear it."
"Did you kiss her?" Fiona pressed.
I met Riley's gaze. "I wanted to--God, I wanted to. I stared at her lips... and then, somehow, I found the courage."
Riley's voice softened. "It was awkward and sweet. We didn't know what we were doing, but it was perfect."
Silence stretched, charged with memory. Fiona broke it with a smile, running her fingers up the back of my neck. "Look at him--still that smitten boy."
Riley giggled. "It was his first kiss."
"Mine too," she added.
Fiona ran her hand up the back of my neck, her fingertips gliding through the short hair at my nape. "Was he this adorably cute six years ago?"
Riley tilted her head, studying me like she was appraising a painting she hadn't seen in years. Her fingers rose to the pendant at her chest--my gift to her sweet sixteen--resting in the soft curve of her cleavage. She rolled the charm between her fingertips as her lips curved into a slow, deliberate smile.
"Back then, he was cute--boyish, with that shaggy longer hair. But now?" Her eyes drifted down my chest, lingered on the lines of my shoulders, then climbed back to meet mine. "Now, he's hot."
The way her thumb brushed across the pendant while she said it hit me harder than the words themselves. She was still wearing it. Six years later, after everything, she still carried a piece of me against her skin. Heat flooded my chest, and my throat tightened with the weight of the moment.
Fiona let out a low, playful hum as if she hadn't missed the gesture. Her eyes gleamed with approval instead of jealousy. She stretched up, pressing a trail of kisses along my neck before resting her cheek against mine. "He's definitely hot. And thank you for sharing that with me. We don't keep secrets, and I'm glad you didn't hide this one from me."
Her fingers slid teasingly up and down my thigh as she smiled past me at Riley. Possessive, yes--but not shutting the door.
Riley didn't flinch. She squeezed my other thigh instead, her hand inching higher, bold as ever. First, she glanced at Fiona--gauging her reaction, maybe testing her resolve--then she locked eyes with me. And with the necklace glittering at her chest, it wasn't just a touch; it was a reminder. A claim.
If she was probing Fiona's limits, she would find none. But me? My chest felt tight, my pulse thundering. Too much, too fast. The night was still young, but the summer stretched ahead like a fuse already lit.
I cleared my throat, forcing a weak smile. "You know what I forgot to do? The water heater and the plumbing. I should check that before we all want showers in the morning."
Riley sighed, pulling her hand back with a knowing smirk. "Fine. While you play handyman, I'm going to cool off in the lake."
"May I join you?" Fiona asked instantly, her tone bright with mischief.
Riley's grin sharpened, flashing white in the dim light. "Sure, but fair warning--I didn't bring a swimsuit."
Fiona smiled, unbothered. "That's not a problem for me. I sleep naked and love to go skinny-dipping."
Riley laughed, her fingers brushing the pendant one last time as if to punctuate the moment. "You and I are going to get along just fine."
While the ladies enjoyed a moonlit swim in the lake, I inspected the water heater and plumbing. Overall, both were in good condition. I let the kitchen tap run and drained the water heater before refilling it, checking for any leaks. The upstairs shower had no water pressure, so it seemed that the three of us would have to share the one downstairs.
Later that night, Fiona and I made love with no less intensity than we had the night before. In fact, Riley's presence seemed to awaken something deep and primal within her, as if no matter how many times we made love, it couldn't sate her appetite.
She told me she loved me before drifting off to sleep, her hand curled around my cock. Despite my exhaustion, thoughts of Riley lingered in my mind. I needed some fresh air and space to think. After giving Fiona a gentle kiss on the forehead, I tucked her in, slipped on a pair of shorts and a T-shirt, and made my way to the back porch, which overlooked the lake.
As I opened the screen door, it squeaked on its hinges, causing me to freeze, hoping the noise hadn't disturbed Fiona from her deep slumber. The sound of crickets filled the silence as I carefully eased through the gap in the door and stepped out onto the porch.
"You can't sleep either, huh?"
It was Riley's voice coming from the far side of the porch, and I tensed before turning to find the stunning blonde reclining against the wall. She held her phone in one hand and a water bottle in the other, smiling up at me.
I relaxed and exhaled a breath I hadn't even realized I was holding. "I thought you couldn't get a cell signal?"
Riley held up her phone and smiled, displaying a game of Candy Crush on her screen. "Now that you're here, I don't need my phone anymore."
Riley wore a loose tank top that revealed part of her smooth side breast through a gaping hole that ended all the way down by her ribcage. A pair of tight black shorts hugged her hips, perfectly accentuating her flawless rear end.
I swallowed the lump rising in my throat and fought against the wave of arousal surging through my body. Even after making love to Fiona, I craved more. I craved Riley.
"Maybe I should head back to bed," I said, wary of the stunning blonde.
Riley placed her phone in her lap and patted the space beside her. "Come sit with me, Mattie. I promise I won't bite."
Reluctantly, I stepped forward and sank down onto the deck beside her.
In the distance, silvery moonlight glistened on the lake's glassy surface, while a million stars dotted the sky. Crickets chirped in rhythmic pulses, and somewhere nearby, a frog croaked. A gentle breeze carried the sound of reeds rustling near the dock, and a wave of instant relaxation washed over me, leaving me feeling calm and centered.
"There's no place on Earth quite like this," I said.
Riley sipped her water and gazed at the lake. "I forgot how peaceful it is here."
"And absolutely no light pollution," I said. "We didn't appreciate what we had when we were kids."
Riley turned her head and gazed at me, letting the moment linger. "I did."
With a sigh, I squeezed my eyes shut before opening them again to find Riley staring back at me. "I'm sorry, Roo. The way I left--it was wrong."
Riley shrugged. "After what happened with your mom, I don't blame you. I just wish you had come to me and let me into your world. We could have figured things out together."
"You were my world," I said. "So were Bella and Lily, but things became complicated."
Riley took my hand and squeezed it gently. "I was angry for a long time, but now I'm not. You're here, and I would much rather spend time with you than chase you away again."
"You didn't chase me away, Roo."
Riley let my words hang in the air, but it was clear she didn't want to push our past too hard. She intertwined her fingers with mine and gave my hand a loving squeeze.
"You're happy with her?"
I gazed into Riley's eyes. "I didn't think I'd ever be this happy again."
"Then why are you out here with me?"
Riley leaned in slightly, closing the distance between her lips and mine. God, she was breathtakingly beautiful. I ached to kiss her plump lips and leaned in to meet her halfway.
But just before our lips met, I pulled back and broke the spell. "I'm sorry. I --"
"You're not ready," Riley said as she sat up, redirecting her attention to the lake. "I get it, but I don't think Fiona would mind if that's what you're worried about."
"It's more complicated than that."
"It always is," she said, releasing my hand as she stood up. "I'm going to bed, Mattie. I'll see you in the morning."
The screen door creaked open and then gently closed behind her, leaving me alone with my thoughts.
As far as I knew, Riley was unaware of the secret night kisses I had shared with Bella or the deep bond that connected us. She also didn't know about my feelings for Lily, and although Lily never admitted it, I sensed she felt the same way about me. I loved all three sisters, but being with one of them would devastate the other two, making me no better than my father. Fiona was enough for any man, so why were these feelings resurfacing now?
A half hour later, I slipped back into bed, and Fiona immediately pressed against me, sliding her bare leg over my midsection. She nestled her face into the crook of my shoulder and kissed me softly on the neck.
"I love you," she said, her voice sweetly drowsy.
"I love you too, baby," I said, intertwining my fingers with hers.
The words flowed effortlessly from me because they were sincere. Deep within my heart, my love for Fiona remained steadfast. Our connection was profound, and I was confident that one day I would marry her. However, a part of me burned for Riley, and the thought that this part of me could change everything filled me with dread.






  
  Chapter three








Space for Two


After our confrontation on the back porch, Riley and I kept our conversations safe, skirting anything that might open old wounds. Still, the tension was there--an undercurrent neither of us dared name. 
The following days blurred into a rhythm of hard labor. After procuring lumber and hardware, we reinforced the main support beam, building it stronger than code required, as though we were shoring up something more fragile than wood and nails. We spent hours tearing out drywall and stripping the house to her bones, Fiona sanding down the old woodwork while Riley and I wielded sledgehammers together.
By the fourth day, we had fallen into a pattern. Every morning, Fiona stood on the deck with her clipboard, somehow always managing to pair Riley and me together.
"You two will spend the morning replacing the sagging floor beam you found," she announced.
"Not the crawl space again," Riley groaned, clasping her hands like a child begging for mercy. "Anything but that, pretty please?"
Fiona only smiled, resolute. "I'm sealing foundation cracks before I head into town for concrete. Don't worry--nothing scary lives in the crawl space."
"I've already torn up the floor above it," I added. "There's plenty of daylight this time, and no critters."
Riley narrowed her eyes. "Fine. But you're going in first."
"You two have fun," Fiona said breezily, vanishing around the side of the house.
We gathered tools and lumber. Electricity was finally live, so I grabbed my saw for the cuts ahead. Riley and I stood over the gaping hole, staring down at the rotted beam sagging beneath the frame.
"We'll cut out this section," I explained, pointing. "Then brace the cross-sections and slide the new piece in."
"Translation," Riley muttered, "I get stuck sweating in the crawl space."
"We both do. And it might get a little... awkward."
Her brows arched. "How awkward is 'awkward'?"
I waved her off. "Forget I said anything. It'll be fine."
"Why doesn't that reassure me?"
Ignoring her, I climbed down into the crawl space with my saw. "Give me a minute to cut the old one free, then I'll have you join me."
The air down there was hot and stale, already pushing into the mid-eighties. Sweat rolled down my back. I stripped off my shirt, leaving only my work jeans and boots, my chest gleaming under the weak light.
Above me, Riley sat cross-legged on the floorboards, watching. Her long, toned legs stretched out in the sun. Khaki shorts hugged her hips, riding high on her thighs, and her gray tank clung to her body with every breath. A diamond pendant sparkled in her navel when she leaned forward. Messy strands of blonde hair framed her flushed cheeks beneath a pair of oversized safety goggles that somehow made her look even cuter.
Every time I glanced up, my saw slipped off line.
"How did you get so ripped?" Riley asked finally, her voice low, eyes roaming across my abs.
"Muay Thai, mostly," I said, wiping sweat from my brow with the back of my glove. "And lifting when I can."
Her lips parted just slightly. "No wonder Fiona can't keep her hands off you."
I stilled. "What's that supposed to mean? Fi's affectionate, sure, but she's been almost restrained since we got here."
Riley smirked, rolling her eyes. "The walls are paper-thin. I hear you every night. I don't need to speak French--her moans translate just fine."
Heat crept up my neck. "Sorry. We'll try to keep it down."
Her chuckle was soft, dangerous. "Don't. It doesn't bother me. If anything, it... helps. I've relieved a little tension myself a few times."
My grip tightened on the saw. "Suit yourself. Fiona wouldn't stop anyway."
Her blue eyes sparked with mischief. "How many times a day?"
I hesitated, trying to read her tone. Teasing? Curious? Testing me? "Why do you want to know?"
"I just do."
"Two or three's normal," I admitted. "Sometimes in the middle of the night if one of us wakes up. Once in the morning. Once before bed."
Riley's tongue darted across her lips, nostrils flaring as though the answer had ignited something deep. "And how long have you two been together?"
"Three years."
Her jaw dropped. "You mean to tell me you've kept that pace for three years?"
I grinned despite myself. "She's hard to resist."
Riley leaned forward, bracing her elbows on her knees, eyes locked on me. "After three years, doesn't it ever get boring?"
I smirked. "If you only knew..."
Her smile spread slow and sultry. "Doesn't your sex life ever get boring? Please tell me you mix in the occasional afternoon delight."
If Riley knew half the crazy shit Fiona and I did with other women, even she might blush. My grin widened. "Like sky rockets in flight," I teased, earning a laugh. "You asked what was normal. Weekends... that's when we really let our hair down."
"You've always had a thing for her," Riley said, her eyes narrowing with the edge of memory. "Back at camp, you tripped over yourself trying to impress her. Not that I blame you--she's still the hottest woman I've ever seen."
I let my gaze trail deliberately over her--long legs, taut stomach, the glint of that diamond navel piercing. "Have you looked in a mirror lately?"
Her smile flared bright, mischievous. She leaned closer, ponytail sliding forward over her shoulder. "Aww... so you do flirt. Here I thought you weren't even giving me the time of day."
I rolled my eyes and hurled the rotted beam aside. "Are you ready to get dirty, princess?"
A sly grin curved her lips. "I thought you'd never ask."
I hauled myself out of the hole and tugged my shirt back on. "Grab that end of the new beam and help me get it in place."
Hands on hips, she glared. "Wait. You put your shirt back on?"
"We're crawling into a hole together. You want me dripping sweat all over you?"
She tapped her chin like she was weighing it. "Let me get back to you on that."
I chuckled. "Grab the damn beam, smartass."
Together, we walked it into position, setting it on temporary brackets. I braced my gloved hands on my thighs. "You'll lift one end while I fasten the permanent hardware. Then we'll repeat the process on the other side."
Her lips curved into a wicked smile. "So, time to get down and dirty. Did you bring lube, or should I check my truck?"
I gave her a look. "Does your mind revolve around sex twenty-four-seven?"
"Maybe." She winked. "Not all of us are humping the cheer squad captain three times a day."
"Fi wasn't a cheerleader."
"No," Riley said, eyes glinting, "but she could have been. She's got the rack and the ass."
"Are you finished?"
"Promise to take your shirt off after, and maybe."
I groaned. "Whatever."
"Good enough," she sang, hopping into the crawl space.
"Lie flat and lift the beam flush to the foundation," I instructed.
She slid beneath it, muscles flexing as she raised the weight. "Like this?"
"Perfect." I dropped down beside her, shoulder to shoulder. In the cramped space, the warmth of her body radiated toward mine. Sawdust and the faint scent of her shampoo wrapped around me, distracting as hell.
I drove in the first screws, then twisted across her chest to reach the angle for the second. My arm brushed her breasts, my weight pressing awkwardly against her ribs.
"This thing's getting heavy," she muttered, arms trembling.
"You're killing it. Just hold steady for another minute --almost done."
"A minute? I can't hold this thing another damn minute!"
"Hang on," I said, fumbling for the screw. At the worst possible moment, it slipped and skittered into the dirt. "Shit."
Her eyes went wide. "What happened? Can I drop it?"
"Not yet. I think the screw rolled under your back."
"Matt! Get it--I swear I'll let this thing crush us both."
No time to think. I shoved forward, crawling between her legs. My chest pressed into her stomach as my arm slid beneath her, hand raking through the dirt until my fingers closed around the screw. "Got it!"
She adjusted under the strain, hips shifting--and suddenly, my cock was pressed squarely against her pussy through thin layers of fabric. Heat shot through me, blood surging as my body betrayed me.
Riley's breath stuttered. Her blue eyes locked to mine, her lips curling despite the strain in her arms. "Do what you need to do," she whispered. "Just... make it quick."
"Really, Roo? Now?"
Her laugh came out breathless, teasing. She hooked her legs around my waist, pulling me tighter against her. "Maybe I can hold it longer than I thought."
My cock hardened to steel, grinding against her shorts with each tiny shift. Her scent--fresh, feminine, intoxicating--wrapped around me until the crawl space spun.
"You're impossible," I muttered, forcing myself back to the bracket. "Just hold it steady."
"Take your time," she teased, rolling her hips deliberately, grinding against me while I tightened the bolts. Her eyes glittered with wicked delight, drinking in my reaction.
I sank the last screw, my pulse hammering in my ears. "It's done. You can let go."
She let the beam drop into place with a grunt of relief, then immediately looped her arms around my shoulders, pulling me down again. Her lip caught between her teeth as her gaze flicked from my mouth to my eyes. "If you wanted foreplay," she murmured, voice low and husky, "all you had to do was ask."
Every nerve screamed at me to close the gap, but I forced the words instead. "We still have the other side to secure."
Her smirk widened, sultry and smug. "Then maybe strip down for round two. I might even join you."
I shook my head, though my cock throbbed with every beat of my heart. "You were never this forward growing up. What happened to the shy, sweet girl I used to know?"
Her eyes smoldered. "She grew up into a sexually frustrated twenty-two-year-old woman."
"Don't tell me you can't attract a guy," I said, shaking my head. "You could take your pick."
Her eyes gleamed as she leaned closer, voice low and certain. "Oh? Then I pick you."
The words landed like a punch to my gut. My cock throbbed between her thighs, making my restraint harder by the second. She knew exactly what she was doing--pressing every button, pushing every line--and enjoying the hell out of it.
"I'm taken," I said firmly, though my voice lacked conviction. I rolled off her and onto my back, dragging in a shaky breath.
For a beat, neither of us spoke. Then Riley propped herself on one elbow, gazing down at me with an intensity that cut right through me. "Do you ever think about the last night we spent together?"
Only a million times. "What about it?" I asked, though my chest already tightened with the memory.
Her eyes flashed. "What do you mean, 'what about it'? We were on the verge of having sex, Matt. I wanted it. You wanted it."
"But we didn't," I said, forcing myself to meet her gaze.
Her jaw tightened. "Only because stupid Bella cock-blocked me. I feel cheated."
I tried for levity, though the heat in her voice threatened to undo me. "So you want to have sex now to make up for it?"
"Yes," she said simply, like it was the most natural thing in the world. "It's only fair."
I chuckled, shaking my head. "That's not how it works."
Her bravado faltered, voice catching. "The next day, you were gone. I didn't even get to say goodbye."
That cracked something deep in me. I sat up, pulling her against me. "I'm sorry, Roo. I promise, this time I won't leave without saying goodbye."
She clung to me, face buried in my shoulder. Her words were muffled but raw. "Better yet... just don't leave."
We stayed like that for a long minute, her body pressed into mine, her breathing uneven. She had carried this wound for years, covering it with playful bravado. And I--I wanted her as much as she wanted me, which made the weight of my arms around her almost unbearable.
What she didn't know--what I would never let her know--was that Bella hadn't stumbled upon us by accident that night. She had made damn sure Riley and I never crossed that line. And I had let the secret rot in my chest ever since.
Eventually, Riley pulled back, brushing at her cheek as if wiping away sweat, not tears. "I'm better now. Thank you."
"You don't owe me thanks," I said quietly. "You owe me anger. You owe me hell."
She forced a smile, lifting her chin. "That was inappropriate. I'll apologize to Fiona."
I laughed, breaking the tension. "Fiona would only encourage you."
Her grin returned, bright and wicked. "Then maybe I'll tell her anyway."
Two hours later, the beam was secure, and the cross-sections reinforced. Riley perched atop the new timber like it was a throne, straddling it with her hands gripping either side for balance. The snug tank clung to her body, her cleavage spilling invitingly as she leaned forward, studying me.
"I'd say she's good for another hundred thousand miles," Riley said. Her voice was light, but her eyes burned into me.
Below her, I wiped sweat from my chest with a dirty rag, my hammer still in hand. I couldn't stop staring at her--legs hugging the beam, golden hair spilling loose from her ponytail, that damn smirk tugging at her lips. Every inch of her screamed temptation.
I licked my lips and leaned back on my heels, letting the hunger in my eyes speak louder than words. "Should I hang a 'Mission Accomplished' banner?"
She laughed, throaty and playful, the sound curling through me. "Mmm... not yet. Looks to me like you've got unfinished business." Her gaze dropped deliberately to the hammer in my hand. "Maybe you should pull it out and give it a swing."
The air thickened between us. My pulse hammered louder than the tool in my grip.
And then--motion at the corner of my eye.
Riley and I turned together to find Fiona standing above the crawl space, silent, unreadable. Her eyes flicked over Riley straddling the beam... then lingered on my bare chest, slick with sweat.
Her expression was impossible to read--neither jealousy nor approval, but something sharper, calculating.
"We're breaking for lunch," Fiona said softly. Then, without another word, she turned and walked away.
Riley and I joined Fiona at a picnic table by the lake, where we unwrapped sandwiches she had picked up in town. The warm sun glittered off the water, but beneath the idyllic scene, a knot twisted in my stomach. Fiona's reaction to Riley openly flirting with me still rattled me--not outrage, not jealousy, but something quieter, unreadable. And now, as if to stake her claim, she slid onto my lap after lunch, her arm draped around my shoulders while we watched jet skis and speedboats carve across the lake. If it was meant as a message, it was subtle, but clear.
When the meal was over, Riley and Fiona tidied up, leaving me restless. I turned back to yesterday's work. The reinforced beam was the backbone of the entire frame; if it failed inspection, everything else crumbled with it.
I ascended the ladder, tracing the length of the timber with my eyes. It looked solid, exactly as we had left it. But when I reached the junction where the crossbeam met the foundation, my stomach dropped.
The bolts were gone.
Four heavy bolts completely missing. Two more dangling loose, useless.
"What the fuck..." My voice was low, raw. I scratched my head, scanning the floorboards and dirt below. No bolts anywhere.
"What's wrong?" Fiona's voice floated up from the base of the ladder.
Riley joined her, hand shading her eyes against the sun.
"Did either of you touch this beam?"
They exchanged quick, puzzled glances. Fiona shook her head. "I didn't."
"Me neither," Riley said, already bristling.
"Grab a ladder. Both of you. Come take a look."
Fiona climbed up behind me until she was level with the beam. Riley hauled another ladder into place and rose opposite us.
Her blue eyes widened instantly. "This beam was perfect yesterday. I watched you tighten those bolts."
"I agree," Fiona murmured, fingertips brushing the edge of the bracket as if to test reality. "It isn't how we left it."
I clenched my jaw. "I put every one of these bolts in. No way I left them loose."
"Someone's fucking with us," Riley snapped.
One name surfaced immediately. "Derek?"
"Who else?" she hissed. "Marching orders from the Wicked Witch of the West."
"Wicked Witch?" Fiona asked.
"Margot," Riley spat. "She's wanted this property for years. And now she's got her pet gorilla doing the dirty work."
"This is against the law, no?" Fiona asked, her French lilt sharpened by anger.
"Absolutely," I said. "But you need proof. Otherwise it's just our word against his."
Riley's face burned, her hands curling into fists. "Then I'll get proof. I'm buying cameras. That bastard won't get away with it."
"Don't confront him," I cautioned, climbing down. "If he thinks we're clueless, he'll get sloppy. That's when we catch him."
Riley's jaw worked, fury simmering just beneath her skin. Finally, she exhaled hard. "Fine. But if he pulls this shit again, we get even."
I crouched to examine the beam more closely. "He didn't cause permanent damage. A few bolts and she's back in shape, but I'll check every inch to be sure he didn't weaken it."
"When do you think he did this?" Fiona asked.
"Last night, while we were in town," Riley answered before I could. Her voice was sharp with certainty. "Which means one of us has to be here. All the time."
I shook my head. "Not one of you--both of you. I'm not leaving you here alone with Derek prowling around."
Neither of them argued. Fiona knew when to trust my instincts, and Riley--Riley had already seen the side of Derek that made her voice carry steel when she said his name.
"While Matthew fixes the beam," Fiona said evenly, "I'll help you finish the subfloors."
We worked until dusk, uncovering another missing bracket and bolts--sabotage again--but the beam itself, thank God, was intact. Once it was secured, I joined Fiona and Riley in repairing the last sections of rotted subflooring. By early evening, the house felt steadier beneath our feet, if not safer in spirit.
To cool off, we dove into the lake, laughter mingling with splashes as the sun bled low across the water. By the time we dried off, the women had decided to run into town for dinner while I stayed behind to "hold down the fort," as Riley put it.
We entered the house to change clothes and trailed through the back hall, towels wrapped around their hips, bikini tops still clinging damply to their skin. My own towel hung loose across my shoulders, and for a moment, the air between us was easy--until I rounded the corner into the gutted family room.
And froze.
Derek stood there, half-shadowed behind a curtain of heavy plastic.
"What the hell is he doing here?" Riley hissed, voice sharp with disbelief.
"He couldn't have missed our trucks," I said, pulse spiking. "And I doubt he's here to lend a hand."
I changed direction instantly, stepping through the plastic sheeting and squaring up in front of him. Fiona and Riley flanked me, still damp, still radiant, their presence only fueling Derek's smug grin.
"What do you want?" I asked, voice low.
"Mixing business with pleasure already?" His tone dripped disdain. "Cute. But this house won't build itself."
"This is private property," Riley snapped. "Leave."
Derek ignored her, letting his gaze drag slowly down her body, lingering on her cleavage before curling into a wolfish smile. "You turned out just as pretty as your sisters. And I've always liked a girl with spunk."
Riley's hands clenched into fists, eyes blazing. "Get out before I call the sheriff."
He smirked. "Margot's got the sheriff in her back pocket. You think he'll come running out here for you?"
I stepped forward, closing the distance. "Then cut the bullshit and say what you came to say--before I decide you're a threat I need to handle right here."
His smile vanished, replaced with cold steel. "Try it, boy, and you'll wake up spitting teeth in a hospital bed."
Before I could answer, Fiona pressed against me, threading her fingers through mine and guiding my arm up between her breasts. Her warmth was steady, grounding, but it also drew Derek's eyes straight to her chest. He whistled low.
"Jesus," he said, shaking his head. "You're wasting yourself on this boy. Why not let a real man show you what he can do?"
"That's it," Riley snapped. "I'm calling the state police and reporting attempted rape. With your record, they'll lock you up just for breathing near us."
Derek's laugh was dry, empty. "You all can't take a joke. I'm here to help."
"And we told you before," Riley shot back, "we don't want your help."
His eyes flickered with annoyance. "Rumor is you've got a permit problem. I've got pull in the city. I can grease things with the inspectors. Make sure this dump passes code--no strings attached."
"No thanks," I said flatly.
Derek's glare snapped to me. "Not your house, boy. Let the lady answer."
"There are always strings attached," Riley said, fire burning in her voice. "We'll pass. Leave."
He shrugged as if it were nothing. "Suit yourself. Just don't say I didn't warn you. Margot can make sure the right inspector shows up--or the wrong one."
The threat hung in the air, thick as tar.
"Shoo," Riley spat, pointing to the door. "Before Matt here decides to tenderize you into hamburger."
Derek's eyes flicked back to me, measuring, weighing, before he gave a careless shrug. "Your house to lose... for now."
Later that evening, the three of us ate by the lake, watching the water ripple gold with the last traces of sunlight. I tinkered with the old speedboat tied at the dock--Mr. Ross's pride and joy--checking the motor that had hung silent for too long. The machine needed new spark plugs, a fuel pump, a carburetor rebuild. Half a day and one trip to town, and she'd sing again. The thought of it made me smile; the boat would be more than a project. It would be a release--a piece of the past resurrected.
By bedtime, the sting of Derek's intrusion had dulled, but the unease still lingered somewhere beneath the surface. Riley took her old room upstairs, while Fiona and I made love in the soft dark, our bodies tangled until her warmth settled against me. Naked, pliant, sated, she pressed her breasts into my ribs and hooked her long, toned leg across me, draping it over my still-sensitive cock. Her lips brushed the hollow of my throat, fingertips lazily tracing patterns across my chest as if she could keep me from drifting anywhere but here.
I wrapped my arm around her, palm smoothing over the curve of her bare ass, holding her close. Yet my mind slipped away regardless--slid backward in time, unbidden--back to Riley.
Back to the last night five years ago.
We had been on that very speedboat, docked and rocking gently, a stolen bottle of wine sweating between us. But we never really touched the wine. Instead, we curled beneath a blanket, watching the stars crowd the summer sky until her lips found mine.
That kiss burned hotter than anything I had ever known. One kiss led to another, and then her hand slid under my shirt, her mouth soft and insistent against mine, her breath catching as I explored the bare skin of her stomach.
Then she unzipped my jeans, her fingers slipping inside my briefs and curling around me. My cock jumped in her hand, and I nearly lost it right then, biting down on sheer willpower.
"I want you inside me," Riley whispered, her lips brushing mine.
"I don't have a condom," I managed, dizzy with need.
"You don't need one. Just pull out." Her hand stroked me as she said it, her voice trembling but certain.
"You're sure?"
"You're the one, Matt. It's always been you."
Her tank top had come off, lace bra gleaming pale in the moonlight, my fingers fumbling with the clasp. That's when I saw it--her necklace. The same gold-and-silver pendant I had given her on her sixteenth birthday glinted faintly at her throat, swaying with each rapid breath. She had worn it every single day since. Even in that moment, with her bra straps slipping from her shoulders and her voice begging for me, the pendant was there, resting just above her heart, anchoring me.
I had thought of it then as a promise--that she would always be mine.
And then the creak of footsteps on the dock. Bella's voice cutting through everything:
"Mom needs you in the house."
Riley tensed, clutching the blanket over her bare breasts, snapping back at her sister, begging her to leave us alone. But the spell was broken. The moment was gone.
Back in the present, a hand squeezed my shoulder. I blinked and found Fiona straddling me, cowgirl, her thighs snug against my hips. The silvery moonlight spilled down her body, catching on her bare breasts, painting her in a light so beautiful it hurt.
But her eyes were searching mine, not playful.
"Where were you just now?" she asked softly, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear.
I exhaled, guilt coiling hot in my chest. "I was... thinking about the past. I'm sorry, baby. Being around Riley--she brings up memories."
Fiona studied me for a long moment, her gaze both tender and unflinching. Finally, she said, "She's not over you. And you're not over her. You both need to stop dancing around it and have an honest conversation."
Her words struck harder than any punch Derek could ever throw. My throat tightened. I didn't deserve her--this woman who saw straight through me, who loved me despite my flaws. My feelings for Riley were real, but so was the weight of the promise I held in my arms.
I pulled Fiona down into me, hugging her fiercely. "You're right," I whispered against her hair. "I'll talk to her. I promise."






  
  Chapter four








Trio


Despite my promise to Fiona, I still couldn't summon the courage to have the honest conversation with Riley that I had sworn I would. Fiona wasn't making it any easier--pairing Riley and me together again, this time to seal the concrete foundation. 
I hauled a bag of mix from the shed, the weight dragging on my shoulders. Riley leaned lazily against the side of the house, her golden hair catching the morning light. She twirled a loose strand around her finger, watching me with those unblinking blue eyes that always seemed to cut straight through me.
"So... you're really that good at fighting?" she asked.
I dropped the bag near the mixer and straightened, frowning at her sudden question. "Where is this coming from?"
She pushed away from the wall, arms folded under her chest, but there was no hiding the flicker of unease in her eyes. "It's just... I worry about Derek. The way he looked at me. At Fiona. At Lily back then. He's dangerous."
Her voice wavered, but her posture stayed firm--classic Riley. Brave face. Terrified heart.
I wiped my palms on my jeans and studied her. "You don't need to worry. If he lays a hand on you--or Fi, or any of your sisters--it'll be the last mistake he ever makes. I promise."
Her shoulders softened, lips twitching with the beginnings of a smile. But I knew Riley too well; that wasn't what she truly wanted to ask. Something deeper burned in her eyes.
"Matt..." Her voice lowered. "Can I ask you something else?"
I slit open the bag and poured mix into the drum. "You're going to do it anyway. Go ahead."
She giggled faintly, shifting her weight from one foot to the other, restless as a teenager again. "It's... about that night in the boat."
The sound of the mixer drowned out the blood pounding in my ears. My hands froze mid-motion. Of all the subjects she could have dragged out of the shadows, it had to be that.
I kept my eyes on the swirling dust. "What about it?"
"Do you regret it?"
I looked up at her sharply. "Of course not, Roo. We kissed plenty of times before--"
"You know what I mean." Her arms dropped, frustration spilling into her tone. "It wasn't just kissing. We were about to go further, and if it hadn't been for Bella--" Her jaw clenched. "Would you have gone through with it?"
The question hit me like a hammer. I stalled, fumbling. "Would you have?"
"Of course I would have!" she snapped. "I'm asking you."
Silence stretched between us. I set the half-empty bag down and stood, meeting her glare. "Why are we talking about this now? Five years later?"
"Perfect," Riley spat. "Just keep ignoring me."
"I'm not ignoring you, I--"
"Bullshit!" She flipped me off and stormed toward the tree line, blonde ponytail whipping behind her.
"Riley, wait." I chased after her, my boots crunching on the dry earth.
"Keep ignoring me, Matt!" she yelled over her shoulder. "You've been doing it for years--why stop now?"
She disappeared behind a towering oak, but I caught up, circling around until I cut her off. "It's not like that. Can you just stop for a second--"
She whirled on me, fury flashing in her eyes, but beneath it all was raw hurt. "You walk around here like the past doesn't matter. Like none of it meant anything to you! It's fucking infuriating!"
My chest heaved. "It's complicated, Riley."
"Then let it be complicated!"
When she spun to leave, instinct overrode reason. I caught her wrist and pulled her back. She landed chest-to-chest against me, breathless, eyes shining with unshed tears.
"Just say it," she whispered. Her voice broke. "You wanted me back then."
I swallowed hard, unable to fight the truth. "I never stopped."
Her lips crashed into mine before the last word even left my mouth. It wasn't tentative. It was five years of buried passion exploding all at once. Her tongue pushed hungrily against mine, desperate and demanding.
I groaned into her mouth, gripping her waist, and her hands were suddenly under my shirt, nails grazing my skin. I lifted her in one motion, her legs locking tight around my waist as I pressed her back against the rough bark of the oak.
The taste of her was dizzying--spearmint, heat, everything I had craved for years. My hand slid under her shirt and found her breast through the thin stretch of a sports bra, her nipple hardening instantly beneath my thumb. Riley moaned into my mouth, arching into my touch, grinding against the erection straining my jeans.
Her hand darted down, cupping me, and I nearly lost it. All the years apart, every wall I had built, shattered in her embrace.
God, I wanted her. I always had.
She pressed harder, hips rolling, her breath ragged in my ear. I was seconds from tearing her shorts off when --
"Matt? Are you back there?" Fiona's voice rang through the trees, cutting sharp as a blade. "Matt, are you back there?" Fiona asked again, her voice laced with concern.
We broke off the kiss, and I gently set Riley down before stumbling away, my head spinning like a top.
Riley gaped at me, her eyes wide and her cheeks flushed, horror and guilt warring across her face. She turned her head just as Fiona stepped into the clearing.
I spun around to face her. Fiona didn't yell. She didn't cry. She didn't even flinch. Her expression was unreadable, her lips pressed into a delicate line as her eyes locked with mine.
In that moment, I braced myself for the storm--for accusations, for anger, for the sharp sting of betrayal. Instead, Fiona simply turned away and walked back toward the house, her steps measured and her silence deafening. She left Riley and me alone in the clearing, the air between us heavy and charged.
Riley vanished soon after, slipping out of sight as if she had dissolved into the woods themselves. I was left with the cracks in the foundation and the far deeper cracks in my conscience.
Later, I found Riley inside, helping Fiona restore the salvaged woodwork. Something Fiona said made Riley laugh--light and carefree, as if nothing had happened. That laugh should have comforted me, but instead, it unsettled me. If Fiona felt betrayed, she wasn't showing it.
Then again, why should I be surprised? In all the years we had been together, Fiona had never once shown jealousy. Not once. That was part of her power--her unshakable confidence, her refusal to compete with anyone for my affection. She was more beautiful inside than she had any right to be, and that truth gnawed at me. Because if she wasn't angry, if she wasn't hurt... what did that say about me?
I decided it was best to give them both some space, so I worked alone until the sun sagged low over the glassy water of the lake. By the time I finished, sweat soaked my shirt, but the repairs held. I stripped down and cooled off with a plunge in the lake, the chill doing nothing to wash away my dread.
When I finally headed inside, it wasn't to clean up or eat. It was to find out just how far up shit creek I really was with Fiona.
Riley wasn't around, and Fiona sat on the back porch swing overlooking the lake, a crossword puzzle book open on her lap. She looked completely at ease, the setting sun brushing her skin in gold.
I hesitated in the doorway, trying to gauge her mood. In all our years together, I had never seen her truly angry. Part of me prayed tonight wouldn't be the first.
Fiona glanced over her shoulder at me, and to my surprise, she smiled warmly--like nothing at all was wrong. With a gentle pat of her hand, she invited me to sit beside her.
I obeyed without hesitation, sinking into the swing as she returned her focus to the crossword. Her pen hovered, her brow furrowed in exaggerated thought. "These puzzles are really helping me learn English," she said casually. "What's a four-letter word that describes a group of three?"
I leaned closer and peeked at the page. I couldn't help rolling my eyes. "That can't possibly be an actual question."
Her lips curved into that sly, knowing grin that always undid me. She tapped her pen against the clue, right there in black and white. She had saved it--waiting and planning for this moment.
I exhaled slowly. "The word you're looking for is trio."
Her eyes sparkled as she filled in the boxes, every stroke of her pen deliberate. Then she glanced sideways at me, her voice deceptively light. "Is that what you want? A trio?"
My chest tightened. I tried to joke, to wriggle free. "We've had plenty of threesomes already. Why would we want to complicate our lives further?"
Fiona didn't let me dodge. She set her pen down, turned fully toward me, and fixed me with her piercing blue eyes. "I'm the one asking questions. Don't deflect." A pause. "Do you want her too?"
"Too?" My throat went dry. "As in... in addition to you?"
Fiona leaned forward and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. "Stop answering my questions with a question; it's rude." She tapped her pen on the freshly scribed word and smiled at me. "Answer."
"It's compl--"
Before I could finish, Fiona pressed her palm firmly over my mouth, silencing me. Her touch wasn't harsh; it was steady, deliberate, the way she always reminded me who I was when I tried to run from myself. She shook her head slowly, her eyes never leaving mine.
"May I remind you," she said softly, "that we built our relationship on honesty, respect, and, most importantly, transparency? You're better than this, Matthew. Speak to me plainly." Her hand fell away, her pen forgotten in her lap. "Do you want her too? It's a simple yes-or-no question."
My heart pounded so hard it echoed in my ears. The easy answer was no--to protect her, to protect us--but Fiona had just stripped away my defenses. She wouldn't let me hide. And wasn't that why I loved her? She always saw me, even the parts of me I tried to bury.
I hesitated for a moment, gazing into her mesmerizing blue eyes. If anyone in the world could find it in their heart to understand me, it was Fiona. She was right--I owed her the truth.
"Yes," I said at last, the word falling from my lips like a stone into deep water. "But I didn't plan for this."
The instant the admission left my mouth, shame flooded in. My chest tightened, my pulse quickened, and I half expected Fiona to recoil. Yet, even as the guilt burned through me, there was a strange, dangerous relief in saying it aloud--naming the desire I had tried so hard to bury. I wanted Riley. I always had.
Fiona's smile touched her eyes, soft but unflinching. She didn't pull away, didn't scold, didn't even flinch. Instead, she set down her crossword book, reached for my hand, and laced her fingers through mine. "Maybe it's not about plans or complications. Maybe it's as simple as chemistry?"
Her words struck deep. Fiona wasn't accusing me--she was inviting me to stop hiding. To stop pretending I could carve one part of myself clean from the others. Yet, I couldn't let go of the fear that gripped me.
Being around both of them awakened something within me--a desire I thought I had buried deep in my past. I wanted them both but was too afraid to say the words out loud. I wanted too much.
I worked up the courage to reply. "When we agreed to open our relationship to other women, we established a rule: no sex with friends, relatives, or anyone married."
"Because of Sunny," Fiona said gently, her eyes never leaving mine. "You want her too, just like you want Riley."
Her words hit like a hammer to my chest. "Are you asking me if I want June?"
Fiona only smiled, warm and devastating, brushing her hand along my cheek as if she were reading the truth written across my skin. "No, mon cœur. It wasn't a question. You love Sunny, and Sunny loves you, but you're both too stubborn to admit it."
Heat flushed through my face, shame and longing tangling in my chest. I tried to look away, but Fiona's gaze held me captive. "I love you. You're my entire world. If I hurt you, if I ever lost you--"
My voice cracked, betraying me. The words caught like glass in my throat, but I forced them out anyway. "I couldn't live with myself."
Fiona set aside her puzzle book and climbed gracefully into my lap, threading her arms around my shoulders. She kissed me with unbearable tenderness--first on one corner of my lips, then the other, before finally settling on my mouth. The kiss lingered, anchoring me, before she pulled back just enough for her eyes to fill my vision.
"You know me better than anyone in the world. Do you think I'll love you any less if you love my sister, Riley, or anyone else for that matter?" She pressed her palm against my chest, directly over my heart.
I shook my head, my voice hoarse. "You'll love me no matter what."
Her eyes glistened as she brushed her lips against mine again, whisper-soft. "Then why do you run away from everyone you love?"
"I've never run away from you," I said, almost pleading.
She tilted her head, searching my soul. "You ran from Riley. And you left Sunny in France when she could have easily traveled with us."
"June is married," I said, each word heavy. "And Riley... it's complicated. I don't want to hurt either of them. You know this about me. It's why we established the rules around our threesomes."
Those rules had been my shield. I'd written them in stone after Fiona first tempted me with the unthinkable--a threesome with her own sister, June. Fiona still teased me about it, but she didn't know the half of why I'd said no.
My attraction to June had nearly destroyed me. She wasn't just Fiona's older sister; she was... magnetic. We had never crossed the line, but we had danced far too close to the edge. Hands lingering too long, her body molded against mine like it belonged there, her lips grazing my ear when she laughed. June had wrapped herself around me like I was her favorite piece of furniture, and I had let her--God help me, I had let her.
It had become too much. And that's why Fiona and I left France. Why we struck out on our own. Because if we'd stayed, I couldn't have trusted myself not to fall the rest of the way.
Fiona shrugged, her gaze steady and unflinching. "That's your rule, and I've accepted it because I love you. But what if the universe has more in store for us? Mon amour, no matter what happens, I will love you until the end of time. But who says we need to limit ourselves? We decide together what is right for us. Don't let fear control you because you're worried about hurting me. Whether it's Riley, June, or all three of us together--why resist? Who says I don't want those things too?"
Her words slid into me like a key turning in a locked door, undoing defenses I had spent years building. I sat in silence, the lake breeze brushing over us, letting the enormity of her invitation sink in. She wasn't just tolerating this--she was opening the door wider than I had ever dared.
And yet, a weight still pressed against my chest. Fiona needed to know the whole truth, the part of my past I had never said aloud--the part that made the thought of loving Riley again both irresistible and unbearable.
I drew in a breath, bracing myself. "Baby, there's more to the story with Riley than I've told you."
Fiona's eyes softened, patient, encouraging.
"When things got hot between Riley and me," I said slowly, "I was also involved with Bella--secretly. We kept our interactions limited to kissing and... under-the-shirt stuff. But Riley doesn't know. Maybe Bella told her, maybe she didn't. But if she didn't... then I've been carrying this lie for years. And the last thing I want is to break Riley's heart all over again."
The words hung between us like a confession at an altar. Saying Bella's name aloud in this context made my gut churn, but also lifted a piece of the weight I had carried since I was seventeen.
For a long moment, Fiona didn't speak. Her eyes studied me, unblinking, as if she were rifling through the past right alongside me--sorting through every hidden piece of my history. My pulse hammered in my ears, and I braced for judgment, for disappointment, for the crack in her voice that would tell me I had finally gone too far.
But instead, Fiona reached out and rested her palm over my heart. "So you kissed Bella." Her tone wasn't cold or sharp--it was thoughtful, quiet, as if weighing the confession in her hands. "Mon cœur, why are you only telling me this now?"
"Because I was ashamed," I admitted, my throat tight. "Riley deserved my honesty back then. She deserved my loyalty, and I betrayed both without even going all the way. Every time I look at her, I feel like I'm still that coward, sneaking around. I didn't want you to see me like that too."
Fiona tilted her head, the faintest smile curling her lips. "Matthew, you speak as if you committed some great crime. You were a boy with two beautiful girls throwing their hearts at you. Do you know what I see in this confession?"
I frowned. "What?"
Her fingers traced my jaw, tender and steady. "That even now, years later, you're still carrying guilt because you care so deeply about not hurting them. That is not weakness--it is proof of your heart. Riley does not know? Then you tell her when the time is right. If Bella has already told her, then perhaps Riley has forgiven you without you even realizing it."
Tears stung the corners of my eyes, but Fiona's gaze didn't waver. She leaned closer, her forehead brushing mine. "And as for me--mon amour, I don't see betrayal. I see a man I love so much it hurts sometimes. A man whose honesty is the reason I will always trust him, even with the things most people would bury."
I swallowed hard, voice breaking. "You should hate me for this."
Fiona shook her head slowly, her blonde hair brushing against my cheek. "Never. You think I would let a teenage kiss with Bella undo everything we've built? Non. What matters is the man sitting before me now. The man I choose, every single day."
Her lips hovered above mine, her breath warm, before she whispered: "Do not run from this anymore, Matthew. Not from Riley. Not from June. Not from me."
Her words removed the weight of the world from my shoulders, and I sagged back against the swing, relief flooding through me. No matter what happened, I would always have Fiona--my anchor, my partner, my forever. "You have no idea how good it feels to hear you say that."
Fiona giggled, leaned in, and kissed me softly on the lips. "If we're done with confessions, I have an idea. Riley installed the camera today. I think the three of us should go out for dinner and have some fun."
I arched an eyebrow. "Are you referring to the kind of fun we experience in nightclubs, where we hook up with random women? Or do you mean the more wholesome, traditional fun of, let's say, enjoying beer and pizza?"
Her lips curved into a mischievous smile as she slid her hand along my inner thigh, her touch sparking heat through my jeans. "Let's not put a label on it."
"Fine. I could use a night away from this place. Speaking of Riley, where is she?"
"She went for a run, but she should be back soon."
Ten minutes later, Fiona had settled comfortably onto my lap, sitting cross-legged as she worked her crossword puzzle. I cradled her against my chest, breathing in her lavender-tinged scent as we filled in the boxes together. Just as she finished scribbling in her last clue, Riley jogged around the back of the house.
She wore only a sports bra and a pair of snug yoga shorts that hugged every curve of her spectacular ass. Her ponytail bounced with each step, and sweat glistened across her lean stomach, highlighting the definition of her abs. Her breasts strained against the fabric of the bra in a way that left nothing to the imagination, and for a moment I was convinced she had just stepped out of a Sports Illustrated shoot.
I could only imagine the heads she must have turned running down the road looking like that. As she climbed the steps, glistening with sweat, her cheeks flushed from exertion, her eyes locked on us--on me.
"Don't you two look sweet," Riley said, her voice teasing, but with something sharper buried beneath it. "I'm starting to feel like a third wheel."
Fiona set down her puzzle but didn't budge from my lap. Instead, she smiled, took my hands, and wrapped my arms snugly around her waist, leaning back into me with deliberate intimacy. "Bonjour, chérie."
I rested my chin on Fiona's shoulder, pulling her closer, but my eyes never left Riley. "You look hot."
Fiona giggled at my bluntness, while Riley rolled her eyes. "You're so subtle, you goofball."
"I'm just calling it like I see it," I said, unashamed.
Riley hesitated on the porch, glancing between us, her expression torn between playful and uncertain. "Are we good?"
Fiona was the first to answer, her voice calm, steady, and warm. "We're more than just good. But let's discuss it tonight over dinner and a bottle of wine. I'm tired of takeout."
Riley's gaze flicked to me, almost bracing herself for my rejection. But instead I met her eyes, offering the smallest smile of reassurance. "You installed the camera, right? We're all set?"
Her frown deepened, suspicion evident in her tone. "Yes, but why are you two in such a hurry to take me to dinner?"
Fiona's response was simple, deliberate, and laced with promise. She tightened my arms around her waist and looked directly at Riley. "Because this house isn't the only thing we're rebuilding."
We dined at the same Italian restaurant where Riley and I had gone for our first official date. In a small lakeside town like ours, options were limited, but the warm atmosphere, soft lighting, and scent of garlic and red wine made it a far better choice than greasy pizza eaten from a box. The conversation flowed easily, carried along by the wine, and we let it drift into lighter waters--childhood stories, awkward moments from camp, old friends we hadn't thought of in years. Tonight wasn't for confrontation. Tonight was about rebuilding--rekindling what was lost and opening the door to something new.
Fiona and Riley sat side by side, and by the time dessert arrived, they were holding hands openly, their fingers intertwined not in polite camaraderie but with the quiet intimacy of lovers testing the shape of something fragile and new.
Watching them together ignited a fire inside me, one I knew could never again be extinguished. The world around us felt precarious, with Derek circling and Margot scheming, but here--over wine and laughter--I trusted Fiona to chart the course. She was as brilliant as she was beautiful, and she had never once steered me wrong. She had always embraced the parts of me I thought were too complicated to love--and now she was showing me, in her steady way, that Riley could belong here too.
When we returned to the lake house, we carried another bottle of wine down to the dock. The water was glassy under the starlight, a dark mirror fractured by the silver shimmer of the moon. We sipped and reminisced, letting camp memories and half-forgotten stories spill out. Riley laughed with her whole body, head tilted back, hair falling loose, and I was thrown back to summers where she had owned every dock, every bonfire, every kiss of golden sunlight. Fiona nudged her, laughing with her, and the two of them glowed together in the candlelit night.
I kept Bella's name locked behind my teeth. The night was too perfect, too fragile, to invite that ghost into it.
By the time we finally came inside, it was well past midnight. I showered first, letting the heat wash away the sweat, the lake water, and some of the tension that had been building all night. Back in our room, I stripped down to my briefs, lit a few candles, and put on soft music--something slow, something with a heartbeat. There was never a night when Fiona and I didn't make love, but tonight I wanted more than release. I wanted ritual, reverence. I wanted to claim her with all the intensity that had been simmering within me since I'd watched her fingers intertwine with Riley's across the table.
Seeing them together had left me harder than I could remember being in years, hard enough to split granite. I needed Fiona. Needed her softness, her fire, her laughter, her endless capacity to love. And if tonight was the first step toward something bigger, then I wanted to take that step with her, body and soul.
The laughter and warmth from our night out lingered long after we returned home. Even as Riley excused herself upstairs, the glow of wine and shared memories stayed with me, wrapping around my thoughts like a soft haze. The candles I had lit earlier flickered against the half-finished walls of our makeshift bedroom, their glow transforming the raw studs and plastic sheeting into something that felt almost sacred. The scent of lake air drifted in through the cracked window, mixing with the faint perfume Fiona had worn to dinner--floral, subtle, uniquely hers.
By the time I stripped down and slid beneath the covers, my body thrummed with a restless energy that had little to do with the wine and everything to do with Fiona. Tonight hadn't just stirred desire--it had reminded me why, no matter what ghosts from the past resurfaced, she would always be my center.
A minute later, the plastic curtain rustled, and Fiona stepped through, framed by the warm candlelight. The contrast between our raw, unfinished room and the breathtaking woman crossing into it made my chest tighten. It wasn't the most romantic setting, but in that moment, it felt like the only place in the world I wanted to be.
I took a long moment just to drink her in, letting everything else fall away. Fiona had always been beautiful, but tonight--after an evening filled with laughter, shared glances, and too much wine--she looked transcendent. My gaze traced her petite yet voluptuous figure, framed in a cream-colored summer dress dusted with soft floral patterns--the same dress that had turned more than a few heads when we walked into the restaurant earlier.
The delicate spaghetti straps clung to her slender shoulders, tasked with the impossible duty of supporting what they never could: the full, natural weight of her braless breasts. A teasing hint of cleavage peeked from the scooped neckline, and the sight alone made my cock stiffen under the sheets, a physical reaction I couldn't disguise even if I had wanted to.
Fiona had always preferred braless freedom, claiming it unnecessary despite her generous curves. Tonight, I silently thanked her for it. As she paused at the foot of the bed, her breasts swayed with the subtle rhythm of her movements--hypnotic, like a private dance meant for me alone. Her eyes caught mine in the candlelight, and there was no coyness in her expression--only the warmth of a woman who knew exactly the effect she had on the man who adored her.
Her breasts were a study in perfection--full and generous without a hint of excess, balanced in a way that stirred both imagination and hunger. They weren't just beautiful; they carried presence, a quiet, irresistible gravity that drew my gaze and slowed my breathing. Beneath the thin summer dress they swelled with each inhale, rising and falling in a subtle rhythm, firm yet promising the kind of softness that begged to be cradled in my hands. Every slight sway of them as she shifted was hypnotic, sensual, as much a part of her allure as the smile curving her lips.
The dress did more than frame those legendary curves--it celebrated them. It cinched her narrow waist before flaring over compact hips, guiding my eyes down to the hemline that cut high across her thighs. Her sun-kissed legs, toned and glowing from long days under the Indiana summer sun, looked impossibly smooth, the kind of legs a man could worship for hours.
Her hair, freed from its ponytail, spilled in golden waves over her shoulders, tumbling just past her shoulder blades. In the candlelight, each strand shimmered like threads of silk. But it was her eyes--bright, glacial blue, lit with a secret smile--that struck me hardest. She knew I was watching her, knew what she was doing to me, and she reveled in it.
"God, baby," I said, my voice hoarse with need. "The word 'beautiful' doesn't even begin to cover you."
Her smile widened, soft but devastating, revealing a flash of perfect white teeth. "The way you look at me says everything I need to know."
She was right. My body betrayed me. The sheet shifted as my cock swelled, hard and urgent, the pulse of my arousal impossible to hide. Fiona's eyes flicked to the movement, her lips parting with a quiet laugh of delight. She loved seeing what she did to me, loved knowing that just by standing there, she could unravel me.
Fiona lingered at the foot of the bed, teasing me with the smallest motion. Her fingertips brushed over the thin straps at her shoulders, easing them down inch by inch until they slipped free, baring the elegant line of her collarbones. The fabric sagged forward, clinging to the swell of her breasts, and for a moment I thought she might stop there--content to let me suffer in anticipation. But then she tugged lightly, and the dress surrendered, cascading in a whisper past her waist. It caught for a heartbeat on the flare of her hips before she shimmied, the motion sending a subtle ripple through her curves.
The moment her breasts sprang free, my pulse roared in my ears. They bounced softly as the dress pooled at her feet, swaying with their own rhythm, mesmerizing me as much as the molten look in her eyes. A fresh surge of desire hit me like a tidal wave, and I hardened so fast it almost hurt. My breath caught, chest rising and falling with the force of it, every nerve in my body straining toward her.
God, I never tired of this. I never would. Fiona's naked body wasn't just beauty--it was belonging, a living reminder of everything I'd built, everything I could lose, everything I'd never stop fighting for. She was my universe, my anchor, the one truth in a life full of contradictions. No matter who else entered our orbit, she would always be the center of mine.
Her lips curled into that innocent smile that undid me more than lingerie ever could, her warm blue eyes melting me from the inside out. She stood there unapologetically, clad only in a delicate pair of high-cut silk G-string panties that emphasized the long sweep of her legs and the perfect curve of her hips.
The weight of my arousal pressed against the sheets, an obvious tent of cotton that was almost comical in its urgency. With a low growl in my throat, I shoved the sheet aside, exposing myself. My cock stood thick and aching, flushed with need. I wrapped my fist around it, giving a firm squeeze, needing the grounding pressure before I lost my mind entirely.
Fiona's nostrils flared as her tongue darted out to wet her lips, her gaze locked hungrily on my cock. With unhurried grace, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and peeled them down over her hips, shimmying until the silk slipped past her thighs and pooled with her dress at her feet.
The sharp bikini tan lines etched across her skin framed the golden glow of her hips and belly, small reminders that what I was about to savor, the world would never see. She never flaunted herself in public--her body was for me alone. That secret, that intimacy, made the sight of her even more intoxicating.
As I stroked my cock, her nipples pebbled hard, and goosebumps bloomed across her chest in a delicate wave. Between her thighs, her slick heat glistened faintly in the dim light, undeniable proof that our evening with Riley had stoked her as fiercely as it had me.
She dropped to her hands and knees, crawling up the mattress with a slow, predatory grace. Her breasts swayed beneath her with each movement, the soft brush of a golden strand of hair trailing across my ankle sending a jolt of electricity through me.
A bead of pre-cum welled at my tip, glistening as it slid down the length of my shaft. My breath hitched, heart pounding, as Fiona's body moved inexorably closer, until she finally straddled me, settling her ass on my thighs. She grasped my shoulders firmly and drew me up from the mattress, pulling me into her until we were face to face, chest to chest, breath mingling as the world narrowed down to only us.
I sat upright, gently cradling Fiona's plump rear and shifting her forward until her lips hovered a breath from mine. My cock throbbed where it pressed against her taut belly, the swollen shaft cresting over her bikini tan line, the tip resting against the smooth, creamy plane of flesh just beneath her navel.
Her hands swept over my shoulders as she leaned in, kissing me with a tenderness that unraveled me, even as her slick slit ground along the length of my shaft. Every rock of her hips painted me in her wetness, a molten rhythm that made it impossible to think of anything but her.
I cupped her breasts, heavy and perfect in my palms, teasing her nipples until they peaked hard against my fingers. My cock twitched against her warm skin, pre-cum spilling like a faucet. She was my goddess, my world--no actress or fantasy could ever rival Fiona Monet--and yet, a storm of butterflies churned in my stomach, knowing where this moment was headed.
Her lips trailed along my jaw, her breath hot against my ear as she rolled her hips in a slow, grinding arc. My body burned, and I groaned, sliding my shaft snugly between her swollen lips, thrusting in sync with her, each motion wringing a moan from my little French goddess.
Then she drew back just enough to meet my gaze. Candlelight flickered across her flawless features as she studied me, her eyes a blazing mixture of love and daring.
"Touch me the way you would touch her," she whispered.
I froze, the words hitting me like a bolt of lightning. Riley. Desire for her had haunted me for years, but Fiona had never dragged it into our bed so openly, so brazenly. My chest tightened. "Fi, I--"
Her fingertip pressed against my lips, silencing me. She shook her head, her voice a sultry command. "Show me. I'm not asking."
I held my breath, searching her eyes for hesitation, for jealousy, for anything that might betray the risk in her words. But there was nothing--only trust, only fire. Fiona wasn't testing me. She was offering me permission. No--she was demanding that I stop hiding, that I bring every shadowed fantasy into the light with her.
And Riley... God, Riley had been in my head for years. I had imagined that first touch a thousand times, built her into my forbidden dream. And now Fiona wanted me to lay that fantasy bare--with her.
Yet there was no judgment in Fiona's eyes. No insecurity. No test. Only hunger. She wanted this as much as I did--wanted Riley, had wanted her since camp, and now she was inviting me to channel every forbidden thought through her body. This wasn't just permission; it was a shared craving.
"I would start slowly," I murmured, my voice rough with memory. "Riley has a thing for touch. This always drove her wild."
I raised my hands and, using only my fingertips, brushed over Fiona's delicate shoulders. I lingered there, barely grazing her skin, before drawing a feather-light path down the length of her arms to her elbows. My cock pulsed against her belly as my gaze roamed down to the soft, perfect swell of her breasts, rising and falling with her quickened breath, then to the taut plane of her stomach.
Goosebumps bloomed across her chest in response, and her nipples hardened into stiff little points begging for my mouth. She wet her lips, her blue eyes molten with desire. "What else does she like?"
I smiled faintly and leaned close, brushing my lips against hers without fully closing the distance, savoring the tension. Then I pulled back, meeting her gaze with deliberate slowness.
"Kissing her ear drives her crazy."
"Show me," Fiona whispered, her voice trembling with breathless urgency.
I tucked a strand of golden hair behind her ear and bent close, pressing my lips to the tender curve of her earlobe. The shiver that rippled through her body told me I already had her. Slowly, I traced the edge of her ear with the tip of my tongue, finishing with a teasing nip before letting my warm breath ghost down her neck.
A throaty moan slipped from her lips as she ground her hips harder against my shaft. Her wetness smeared hot and slick along my length, soaking me in her arousal. Goosebumps erupted over her shoulder and raced down her spine, her skin alive under my touch.
I kissed a path down her graceful neck, pausing at the hollow of her throat before letting my fingertips trail down her back, slow and teasing, until I reached the soft flare of her hips. Her scent--coconut mingled with orange blossom--rose up to meet me, intoxicating, drowning me in want until all I could think of was sinking into her.
But it wasn't Fiona I was thinking about; it was Riley. The ghost of her scent, the memory of her lips, the way she had looked at me that afternoon--all of it came rushing back in an intoxicating wave. As hard as I had been a moment ago, my cock thickened to steel, every pulse of blood a drumbeat of raw need, as I gripped Fiona's ass and pulled her tighter against me.
She quickened her pace, grinding her slick folds over my length, her breath hot in my ear as her tongue slipped inside, sending a tremor through my entire body. My hips matched her rhythm, each thrust bringing me closer to a delirious edge--but then I heard something.
A low, breathy moan. Not Fiona's.
My gaze flicked toward the plastic curtain, and through the faint rustle of candlelight I caught it: movement, a shadow. At first I thought it was my imagination, but then I noticed it--an almost imperceptible seam in the veil, just wide enough to peek through.
A bolt of memory slammed into me--Riley's confession that morning, her unabashed admission that she'd touched herself listening to Fiona and me fuck. My pulse raced. Apparently, tonight she had taken her voyeurism to the next level.
I forced myself to stay still, not to give anything away, but my eyes tracked the flicker of candlelight across the silhouette behind the curtain. And then I saw it--just enough blonde hair catching the glow, the delicate curve of her cheek, the unmistakable outline of Riley's face.
She wasn't hiding. She wanted me to know she was there. Watching.
My cock jerked so hard against Fiona that she gasped, mistaking it for a reaction to her grinding. But the truth was far darker, far more dangerous. The sight of Riley, her eyes locked on us, drinking in every detail, pushed me past arousal into obsession.
The risk. The forbidden hunger. The fact that she was right there, separated from us by nothing but a flimsy veil of plastic--it made my chest ache and my balls tighten. My body screamed to tear the curtain aside and drag her in, to let the fantasy Fiona had teased about minutes ago explode into reality.
Instead, I buried my face in Fiona's neck, muffling a groan that was half lust, half torment, as Fiona whispered sweet nothings in my ear, blissfully unaware--or maybe not--of the audience just a few feet away.
Fiona moaned softly into my ear, her lips brushing fire across my jaw until she found my mouth again. Her kiss was hungry, insistent, her tongue coaxing mine into a dance that had me dizzy with need. Her hips rolled faster, grinding her drenched slit against the full length of my cock, and each teasing thrust threatened to end us--just one slip, and I'd be buried inside her, lost to heat and wetness.
But then she slowed, pulling back just enough to press her forehead against mine, her breath hot and ragged between us. "Show me how you would make love to her," she whispered.
The request hit me like a jolt of lightning. Complicated didn't even begin to cover it. I'd dreamed of Riley too many times to count--fantasies replayed on endless loops, always circling back to that perfect ass of hers. Round, tight, and sinful enough to ruin a man. I'd pictured it bouncing against me, heard her moans in my head while I stroked myself raw in the dark. And now... now she was right there, watching.
The thought tore through me like fire. What would Riley do if she saw me take Fiona the way I'd always dreamed of taking her? What would Fiona do if she realized her best friend wasn't just peeking, but devouring the show with her eyes? A dangerous thought crept into my mind--maybe they already knew. Maybe they had orchestrated this, feeding me a perfect storm of desire and daring. Fiona had always loved being watched. Riley, I now knew, loved to watch.
They were a match made in heaven. And I was the man caught between them, drowning in hunger.
I kissed Fiona hard, nibbling her lower lip before letting it go. My voice was low, rough with need. "I would take her from behind."
For a heartbeat, Fiona held my gaze. Mischief glittered in her sapphire eyes, the corners of her lips curling into a smile that was half-angel, half-devil. Then, without a word, she slid off my lap and crawled forward onto her hands and knees--her ass arched high, her golden hair tumbling over her shoulders, her breasts swaying with every movement.
And she faced Riley.
Through the seam in the curtain, I caught the faint outline of Riley's wide, hungry eyes locked onto Fiona's naked form. Fiona knew. She had to know. This wasn't submission--this was invitation.
Fiona lowered onto her elbows, her back arching as she presented her plump, perfect rear to me. Candlelight spilled over her golden skin, turning her curves into living sculpture, every flicker tracing highlights across her ass and the elegant dip of her spine. My cock strained forward, aching, and I shifted behind her, nestling my shaft between the soft swell of her cheeks.
She glanced back over her shoulder, eyes sultry, lips parted, completely in her element. Whether or not she knew Riley was watching, I couldn't tell--but the sway of her hips and the playful squeeze of her ass told me she knew someone was on fire for her. My pulse hammered.
Her slit gleamed wet and pink, catching the light like a jewel between her toned thighs. I wrapped my hand around my shaft, dragging the fat head over her folds, smearing her slick arousal along my length. With my other hand, I cupped and caressed her ass, spreading her just enough to tease the prize I'd claimed a thousand times but never taken for granted.
Fiona moaned, clutching the sheets in white-knuckled fists. Her thighs trembled with pent-up need, her breasts swaying beneath her as she offered herself up. "Baise-moi, mon amour," she whispered--fuck me, my love.
The French shattered what little control I had left. Desire spun through me, white-hot, making my head swim. She swiveled her hips in a slow, deliberate circle, grinding the tip of my cock against her entrance, taunting me with the heaven I was seconds from entering.
I flicked my gaze toward the curtain. Riley's shadow was still there. Still watching. Still wanting. The knowledge detonated inside me--pure adrenaline, pure lust. My cock throbbed with violent pulses, so hard it hurt.
I pushed forward. The head slipped inside, swallowed by Fiona's molten heat, and a ragged groan tore out of my throat. The squeeze of her walls around me was almost unbearable, a velvet vice that made my legs quake with raw urgency.
She cried out, tightening around me, pulling me deeper, until I bottomed out inside her. Her back arched higher, her ass pressed harder against me, as if begging for everything I had.
Leaning forward, I palmed her swaying breasts, heavy and warm in my hands, and thrust slowly, savoring the friction as her body rippled around me. I kissed my way up her shoulder, across her neck, drinking in her scent, while my hips churned with deliberate, unhurried force--every stroke deep, every stroke a claim.
Fiona pressed back into me, grinding with deliberate force, her ass slapping against my hips as she drove my cock deeper into her velvet heat. Her head tilted back, golden hair cascading in waves down one shoulder, and for an instant her eyes flicked toward the curtain. A ghost of a smile curved her lips--as if she knew.
I pinched her nipples between my fingers, rolling them until she gasped, then leaned in to tug gently at her earlobe with my teeth. My hips churned slow, deep circles, plumbing her depths while her scent--warm, sweet, intoxicating--swirled in the air, dizzying me with lust.
Suddenly, Fiona stiffened, her pussy clenching in rapid pulses around my cock. "Oh, fuck! Baby--I'm coming," she cried, her voice breaking with raw pleasure.
I groaned, bracing myself as her climax tore through her body. Her back arched, her breasts pressed harder into my palms, and her thighs trembled violently. The squeeze of her slick channel nearly wrenched my orgasm out of me, and I had to close my eyes, grounding myself. For the briefest heartbeat, I imagined it was Riley wrapped around me, Riley's voice, Riley's body unraveling on my cock. The thought alone sent a sharp jolt of heat down my spine.
I bottomed out, burying myself to the hilt, and held her there while her orgasm rolled on. Fiona's moans echoed off the plastic walls, sharp and primal, until at last her body sagged beneath me, quivering and spent.
She looked over her shoulder with a dazed grin, cheeks flushed, lips parted. "Fuck... I haven't come that hard in forever."
I eased back, settling on my knees as I caught her hips in my hands, thumbs stroking the warm, rounded swell of her ass. My cock glistened as I slid in and out of her slowly, savoring her tightness while she caught her breath. "It's this place," I murmured. "All I can think about is sex."
Fiona pushed herself up onto all fours, her breasts swaying gently beneath her as she cast a mischievous glance over her shoulder. "Or maybe..." She giggled. "...it's Riley making you horny."
I smirked and didn't bother denying it. Not with Riley's shadow shifting in the corner of my vision, her presence feeding the fire in my blood. "Riley is definitely making me horny."
Fiona's moan came low and sultry as she rocked her hips back against me, milking my shaft. "Then you should tell her," she whispered, her voice thick with arousal.
Technically, I already had--but if Riley wanted to be unseen, I wouldn't blow her cover. I slid my hands from Fiona's hips up to her breasts, palming their weight as I drove into her with steady, measured thrusts. "Right now, I've got my hands full of you."
She laughed breathlessly, her back arching as my cock filled her again. "And your big dick inside me."
"That too," I groaned, grinding deeper.
Her giggles dissolved into moans as she quickened her pace, fucking me with a rhythm that grew hotter, wetter, faster. Each slap of her ass against my hips seemed to sync with my pulse, with Riley's unseen gaze on us--pushing me higher, harder, closer to the edge.
"Mmmm... baby, fuck me harder," Fiona moaned, her voice husky, needy. "I'm about to come again soon."
I braced my hands on her hips and drove into her with long, measured strokes, the slap of my midsection against her ass echoing in the candlelit room. "God, Fi--you feel incredible tonight. Your pussy's on fire."
She forced the pace, her hips pumping back faster, her tight body moving with an urgency that bordered on feral. The air mattress squeaked beneath us but held firm, giving me the leverage to ram into her harder, faster, deeper. My cock burned, sizzling with each plunge as Fiona's body jiggled in all the right ways. Her breasts swung beneath her, nipples grazing the sheets, and tiny ripples chased across her ass every time it clapped against my thighs.
A sharp, unbearable need to release surged inside me. My cock throbbed, heavy and desperate, teetering on the edge. I was seconds away from blowing inside Fiona--and every image in my head was Riley. Riley on her knees. Riley bent over like Fiona. Riley watching me right now, her hand buried in her shorts, chasing her own orgasm as she spied on her best friend and me.
Fiona's breath grew ragged, her moans rising above the frantic rhythm of our bodies. Beneath it all, faint and almost lost, I swore I heard another sound--a whispery moan that didn't belong to Fiona. The curtain shifted. Riley. Her arousal mixed with ours, a forbidden harmony, and it drove me wild.
Sweat streamed down my chest, dripping onto Fiona's golden back as I hammered her, the pounding reaching a frenzied crescendo. My head swam with fire, every nerve lit, every muscle trembling with the need to explode. "Fi--I'm about to come!"
Her voice broke into a cry, guttural and raw. "God, me too. Come with me, baby."
Her pussy clamped down violently, contracting in hot, rhythmic spasms around my cock. The vice-like squeeze tipped me over the edge. With a guttural grunt, I bottomed out, pinning her hips hard to mine as my world went white.
Release tore through me in brutal waves. I erupted inside her, filling her with a monstrous load, then again, and again, each pulse stronger than the last. Cum gushed deep, thick, endless, until it felt like I was emptying every ounce of pent-up lust I'd carried since Riley walked back into my life.
Fi writhed beneath me, shaking through another seismic orgasm, her body milking me with greedy contractions that wrung every drop from my cock. My mind splintered--half lost in Fiona's perfection, half drowning in the image of Riley's hand slipping deeper into her panties as she came with us.
The climax crested and then slowly ebbed, leaving my body trembling, my chest heaving, my cock still twitching inside Fiona's warm, clenching depths. The visions blurred, Fiona and Riley's bodies colliding and merging in the fog of pleasure, until at last reality crept back in around the edges.
Fiona collapsed forward onto her stomach, heaving for breath as a string of pearly cum stretched from my tip to her pussy before snapping and splattering against her inner thigh. More seeped out of her swollen slit, dripping in a slow, glistening trail that smeared across the sheets.
I sagged back onto my knees, panting and utterly spent. My cock swayed heavily, leaking Fiona's essence, my thighs trembling with the aftershocks. When I glanced toward the curtain, Riley was gone--the thin seam closed again, erasing all trace of her watchful eyes.
I flopped backward, chest heaving, staring up at the ceiling. "That was easily top five. Maybe top three."
Fiona giggled and crawled up beside me, draping her leg over my cock the way she always did to fall asleep. "Top three? Then I'll take it. What's number one for you?"
I grinned, pulling her close. "The time I roleplayed as your trainer and you were the Olympic swimmer with the pulled thigh muscle."
Fiona giggled, burying her smile against my shoulder. "When I wore that one-piece? Really?"
"Yes. That suit was criminally hot. And you nailed the performance."
Her fingers drifted lazily across my chest as she looked up, eyes sparkling. "Don't pretend you don't know mine. I thought it would be your number one too. You came so hard that night."
Heat flared in my face. "That doesn't count."
"Oh, it counted." Her grin widened. "You wanted my big sister so badly. Maybe I should dye my hair June's shade of red again?"
The memory made my chest tighten--when Fiona dyed her hair, she and June had been indistinguishable, identical right down to the freckles. "No," I said softly, kissing her forehead. "You're perfect as you are."
"Good," Fiona said with a mischievous smirk. "It's easier to play Riley this way."
That landed like a stone in my gut. I brushed her hair back and met her gaze. "Speaking of Riley--she was watching us."
Fiona kissed my chest, sighing contentedly. "I know. She watched us last night too."
I frowned, startled. "Why didn't you tell me?"
"I didn't want you to get angry." Her smile softened. "And tonight? Yes, it was for her as much as for us. You saw the way she lingered."
My breath caught. "Fi..."
She pressed her finger to my lips, shaking her head with quiet certainty. "I think all three of us had a good time. You should put her out of her misery."
"Me? I'm not cheating on you."
Fiona's lips curved as she kissed me gently. "It's not cheating if I consent. Besides, I'm as drawn to Riley as you are. There's something between us--something I'd like to explore. If you're okay with it."
Her words pulled every knot of resistance tight inside me. Fiona wasn't just permitting it--she was inviting it. My lover, my anchor, was asking me to step toward the thing I'd been fighting since the moment Riley walked back into my life.
"I don't know," I admitted. "Can I sleep on it?"
Fiona crawled on top of me, straddling me in the afterglow, her skin still warm and glowing. She pressed her lips to mine in a soft, lingering kiss, then curled against me, her arms lacing around my shoulders. "You sleep on that, and I'll sleep on you. I love you."
I cradled her bare bottom in my palms, feeling her heartbeat against my chest. Above us, the ceiling shadows swayed with candlelight, whispering of futures I wasn't sure I was ready for.
The summer was about to become much more complicated.






  
  Chapter five








Words Left Behind


The next morning, Fiona paired Riley and me to work in one of the upstairs bedrooms. Systematically, we had gone through each room one by one, stripping out the old drywall and replacing any rotten studs we discovered beneath. Today, that hot, sweaty work continued--at least for Riley and me--while Fiona headed into town for supplies. 
Over breakfast, no one mentioned the events of the previous night, which suited me just fine. Riley, however, was quieter than usual. The ornery, sharp-tongued girl I had grown used to sparring with had been replaced by someone simmering beneath the surface. She picked at her food, avoided eye contact, and when she did speak, it was in short, clipped answers.
Once we started work, it became impossible to ignore. Riley gripped her sledgehammer like she wanted to split the Earth in two. Clad in safety glasses and a hard hat, she swung at the wall as though it had wronged her personally.
I tried to match her rhythm, but my eyes kept drifting to her. She wasn't teasing me, wasn't filling the silence with jokes or half-flirtatious jabs. She just hammered. Harder. Harder.
Finally, I couldn't take the quiet any longer. I set my hammer down and turned toward her. "You got a bug up your ass this morning?"
She didn't look at me. Instead, she delivered a ferocious overhand blow that not only smashed through drywall but rattled the stud loose beneath.
"Everything is perfect," Riley said, her tone sharp enough to cut glass.
"Come on, Roo," I said, keeping my voice calm. "What's going on? I thought we all had a fantastic time last night."
That earned me something resembling a smile, but it was brittle, all teeth and no warmth. She raised the hammer again, then slammed it into the wall so hard the window frame shook.
"Oh, we did. Sure. You're perfect." She swung again. Crack. "Fi's perfect." Crack. "You're both fucking perfectly perfect together. Is that what you want to hear?"
I took a step back, wincing as she battered the plaster, each strike reverberating through the floorboards.
At last, Riley let the hammer drop, breathing hard. She turned to me, her chest rising and falling, sweat beading across her collarbones. Anger burned in her blue eyes, but underneath it was something rawer, something almost desperate.
"Stop pretending you didn't see me last night," she said.
The words hit harder than her hammer ever could. Blood rushed to my face, and my jaw went slack. "I should be the one upset about you peeping at us."
Riley clenched her jaw, snatched up her hammer, and with a scream, smashed it into the far corner of the wall. The blow ripped through the drywall with a splintering crack, sending dust and plaster exploding into the air.
We both shielded our faces until the haze settled. When it did, something metallic glinted inside the jagged hole.
"What the hell?" I muttered, stepping closer.
Riley dropped her hammer, her anger dissolving into wide-eyed curiosity. "What is that?"
Wedged between two studs was a rusted, cigar-shaped tin canister, sealed tight as if it had been entombed there for decades. The lid--a tarnished disc of tin--had broken loose and clattered to the floor. I bent down, picked it up, and turned it over in my hand, flakes of rust staining my fingers.
Meanwhile, Riley carefully worked the canister free from the wall and cradled it in both hands. "It's heavier than I expected," she murmured, brushing away plaster dust.
She set it on the floor between us and eased the lid aside. Inside, stacked neatly like someone had placed them there with purpose, were a bundle of envelopes--yellowed with age, the edges curled and fragile.
We both froze.
"Letters," Riley whispered, her voice almost reverent now that her fury had been replaced by awe.
I crouched beside her and reached for the top one. Faded ink, elegant and looping, spelled out a single name across the front: Violet.
"Does that name ring a bell?" I asked.
Riley shook her head slowly, still staring at the envelope. "Whoever she was, she wanted these hidden. Look how carefully they were tucked away."
"They're old," I said, studying the paper. "Mid-1800s, maybe?"
Riley nodded, her voice hushed. "That makes sense. My great-great-great-grandfather added the upstairs in that era. These could've been sealed away since then."
"They were hidden for a reason," I said, though my curiosity was already chewing at me. "We probably shouldn't disturb them."
But even as I said it, I couldn't stop staring at the stack of forgotten history.
Riley's eyes flicked up to meet mine, a mischievous glimmer cutting through the dust on her face. "She's long gone, Matt. Whoever Violet was, she can't be hurt by us reading her words now."
"The curiosity's killing me," I admitted.
Her lips curved into a grin. "Me too."
She lowered herself to the floor, sitting cross-legged with the cigar box balanced on her lap. I dropped down across from her, dust puffing around us, and waited as Riley picked up the envelope, her fingers trembling just slightly as she rifled through the stack.
"They're all addressed to Violet," she murmured, her voice hushed like we'd stumbled into church.
"Maybe this was her room?" I offered.
Riley shrugged, her eyes never leaving the stack. "There's only one way to find out."
She slipped her thumb under the flap of the first envelope and carefully unfolded a two-page letter, the ink faded but still legible in an elegant, curling hand.
I slid closer, shoulder to shoulder, until I could peer over her arm. Riley tilted the page toward me and pointed to the date in the top right corner.
"It's July 1, 1855," she whispered.
"That lines up," I said, running my hand over the cracked floorboards beside us. "That's about when your family added the second floor."
"The cursive takes a minute," Riley said, squinting.
I smirked. "Do you want me to translate?"
She shot me a glare, elbowing me in the ribs. "Shush, or I'll kick you out."
I laughed under my breath and rested my hand lightly on her arm, savoring the warmth of her skin against my palm. "So sensitive."
Ignoring me, Riley's eyes widened as she scanned down the page. Her fingertip stopped on the name scrawled at the bottom. "It's signed John. Do you think it's John Ross?"
"He's your however-many-greats grandfather, right?"
Riley nodded slowly, still stunned. "Yeah. He built this place. He and his wife had twelve children."
The same house where I was currently juggling more than my share of women had apparently been ground zero for Ross family scandal since the beginning. History really did repeat itself. Still, I bit my tongue. Riley already knew too much about my extracurriculars.
"Was his wife named Violet?" I asked.
She shook her head. "Nope. Elizabeth."
I grinned. "The plot thickens. What does it say?"
Riley smoothed the letter against her knee and began to read aloud, her voice trembling just slightly:
"My dearest hidden heart, you are the breath I steal when duty turns my eyes elsewhere. In you, I have found not a sin, but a second home."
Her jaw dropped. Mine wasn't far behind.
"Holy shit," I muttered, letting out a low whistle. "No wonder these letters were hidden. Your grandfather was a player."
Riley shot me a sharp look over her shoulder. "My grandfather loved my grandmother. They were married for more than fifty years."
I raised my hands in mock surrender. "Hey, I'm just saying... maybe Beth didn't know what her husband was up to. Read on. This is too good."
Her curiosity outweighed her indignation. She looked back at the page, her lips parting as she read:
"When I look upon our children -- yours and hers, ours and hers -- I see not betrayal but abundance. The Almighty could not have erred in making room for so much love in one man's breast."
My jaw dropped, and the room tilted with the weight of it. "What the actual fuck?"
Riley's eyes darted to mine, round with shock. "This can't be real. It's like... he was keeping two families under one roof."
She appeared too stunned to continue, her blue eyes locked on the page but unfocused, as if the words themselves were too heavy to process. I leaned closer and read aloud, my voice low:
"Forgive me each hour I spend pretending you are not my rightful wife in every secret measure, but name. You are as much mine as she, and she knows it, and I know it, and the world must never know."
The color drained from Riley's face. Her lips parted, but it took her a moment to find her voice. "My grandmother knew?"
"That... would explain the twelve kids," I said softly.
Riley's mouth pressed into a thin line as her eyes darted across the page, drinking in more than she said aloud. The letter went on, John pouring out his devotion to Violet in sweeping, poetic flourishes--plans for a secret getaway, whispered vows, a love legitimized by the knowledge and blessing of the wife he was sworn to in public.
"No wonder Violet hid these," I said. "She couldn't destroy them, but she couldn't leave them out either."
"She couldn't bring herself to let them go," Riley whispered, running her thumb over the delicate script. "Look at the last line."
I read it out loud, the words tasting both tragic and familiar on my tongue: "If we can't have a house, we'll have a room. And if we can't have a room, we'll have words left behind."
The silence that followed pressed in on us like the dust-filled air. The parallels were undeniable--John, Violet, Elizabeth. Me, Riley, Fiona. We didn't say it aloud, but we both felt it.
Riley kept the letter open on her lap, her shoulders hunched forward, her hair falling like a curtain as she stared down at the words. Without looking at me, she asked quietly, "Do you ever wish it had been me back then?"
Surely, she wasn't referring to Bella--or my quiet obsession with Lily. That left only Fiona. Was she asking if I regretted choosing Fi over her? If that was the case, it hadn't been a choice at all, but an outcome written by circumstance.
"I wish I hadn't run away from you," I said at last, my voice heavier than I expected. "Is this what's been bothering you today?"
Riley's chest rose and fell in a sigh. She shrugged, then nodded, finally meeting my gaze. "After watching you and Fiona last night, I realized what we could have been. Then I thought... maybe you and I could never be that close. Maybe you only love her that way."
"Back then, I was drowning in the aftermath of my parents' mess," I said. "Just because I left doesn't mean I didn't want more with you."
Her eyes bored into mine, searching, demanding the truth. "If you had stayed, could we have been the perfect couple?"
The honest answer lived in the shadows with Bella--and Lily. If I had stayed, Riley would have discovered my feelings for her sister, and my longing for Lily would have risen to the surface too. It all would have exploded. She thought I was flawless; in reality, I was fractured. I loved them all.
But after everything I had put Riley through, I owed her the truth. If there was ever a moment to unburden myself of Bella, it was now.
"I know this isn't the answer you want," I said carefully, "but back then, things were way more complicated than you realized."
Riley froze, not even breathing. Her voice was quiet, but it struck like a hammer. "How so?"
I forced myself to look into her eyes, praying this wouldn't shatter us. "The night on the dock when Bella interrupted us... she did it on purpose."
No flicker of surprise. Just steady, unreadable blue eyes. "Obviously, you know why. Are you going to tell me?"
"Bella was jealous," I admitted. "She and I... we had feelings for each other. We hid them from you."
Riley shifted where she sat, still holding the old letter in her lap. Her gaze lowered, and she spoke softly, almost casually: "I know."
Her words hit me like a sucker punch. My stomach dropped, the room tilting sideways. "What? Did Bella tell you?"
Riley lifted her chin and shook her head. "No. I saw you. On the back porch swing. More than once."
My mouth went dry. "And you never said anything?"
A thin, mischievous smile curved her lips. "Why would I? I thought it was hot. If I said something, I worried you'd stop."
Disbelief rattled through me. "You wanted me to be with Bella?"
She shrugged, but her eyes gleamed. "It was then I realized my... fetish."
"Voyeurism?"
Riley's cheeks flushed pink, but she nodded. "Especially when it's you. I've gotten off to the thought of you and Bella more times than I can count. Does that make me some kind of pervert?"
Relief punched out of me in a laugh. "Far from it. I think it's hot. I feel the same way about you, me, and Fi."
She tilted her head, giving me a cockeyed grin. "So you're just as twisted as me?"
"Guilty as charged," I said, spreading my hands. "I blame my father."
Riley lifted the old letter, smirking as she tapped John Ross's florid handwriting. "Don't think you've cornered the market on family perversion. I come by it honestly."
Her teasing eased the knot in my chest, and for the first time in years, the weight of the secret with Bella lifted. "Does Bella know you know?"
Riley shook her head. "Just you, me... and soon enough, Fiona."
I studied her, unsure if I'd heard correctly. "You don't hate me?"
She looked straight at me, her eyes steady. "You know how I feel. I also know you left partly because of me--and Bella. Especially after what happened with your dad. But Bella... yeah, she hates you. She begged me to keep you away."
The admission stung, but I couldn't blame her. I had left her with her confession hanging in the air, abandoned her when she needed me most.
"Now that you've spilled your darkest secret," Riley said, her voice softer now, "I'll ask again. Could we have been the perfect couple? Could you love me like you love Fiona?"
"Yes," I said, without hesitation. No caveats. No excuses. Just the truth.
Her lips trembled into a smile, faint but real. She let out a long breath and slid around so her back pressed against my chest. Together, we looked down at the box of hidden letters--two ghosts from the past staring at two living echoes of their same story.
Before either Riley or I could say more, Fiona walked in, balancing a tray with a pitcher and three tall glasses clinking with ice-cold lemonade.
"It's break time. Are you two thirsty?" she asked, her voice as bright as her smile.
She looked nothing like someone ready for demolition work. In her tiny bikini top, frayed denim cutoffs, and open-toed sandals, she was dressed for a boat ride across the lake. My gaze lingered on the generous swell of her breasts, the thin straps straining to contain them. A teasing hint of underboob peeked out, the fabric riding higher than it should, and for a moment I could have sworn her curves had become fuller since we'd arrived.
I licked my lips, desire blooming fresh and sharp. "It's like you're reading my mind. I'm parched."
Fiona caught where my eyes had wandered, rolled her own, and giggled. "I meant the lemonade, mon amour."
"He's such a man whore," Riley muttered, though her smile betrayed her amusement. "Thanks, Fi. I'll take one."
Fiona knelt gracefully, setting the tray down. As she did, her gaze flicked to the yellowed paper in Riley's lap. "What's that?"
Riley handed me a glass, then took one for herself. "Letters. We found a box hidden inside the wall."
"Old family secrets," I added with a grin. "Juicy ones."
Fiona leaned close to Riley as if dust and sweat didn't matter, plucking a strand of drywall powder from Riley's golden hair. Her smile softened, intimate. "Oh? How old are these secrets?"
"Mid-1800s," Riley said, tapping the envelope. "Her name was Violet. She was involved with my great-great-great-grandfather. And apparently... his wife knew about it."
Fiona settled onto the floor beside Riley, their thighs brushing. She leaned in over Riley's shoulder, scanning the elegant script. "These kinds of relationships aren't as rare as people think."
Her words landed like a pebble in my chest, rippling outward. My father's hidden life was proof of that--but his story ended in ruin. John Ross's, at least, seemed to have been born of permission rather than betrayal.
"Oh, look at this line," Fiona said, her fingertip tracing the faded ink near the bottom of the page. Her voice dropped to something almost reverent as she read aloud: "Love that no one understands is still love."
The silence that followed was heavier than the summer heat. Fiona lifted her gaze, and Riley's blue eyes met hers. For the briefest second, something electric pulsed between them--an unspoken recognition, maybe even desire. Then Riley flushed, cheeks pink, and tore her gaze away.
My throat tightened as I watched, my pulse quickening. The past and present weren't just overlapping--they were bleeding into one another.
John Ross may have penned the words, but nearly two centuries later, Fiona Monet read them with as much reassurance as there was invitation. Whatever was unfolding between Riley and me, Fiona was just as much a part of it too--woven seamlessly into the fabric of what we were building, even if none of us could quite name it yet.
Before the moment tipped into something heavier, I tried to lighten the mood. "Babe, believe me when I say I'm all about that outfit--but isn't it a little early to head out on the lake?"
Fiona shrugged, the corner of her mouth quirking up. "I'm comfortable. But if you'd prefer me to change, I'll gladly--"
"No, no," I cut her off quickly. "You're perfect just the way you are."
Across from us, Riley's eyes lingered on Fiona's chest with something halfway between envy and admiration. "I'd kill for a rack like that. I don't remember your boobs being that big at summer camp."
Fiona cupped her breasts together with both hands, bouncing them playfully. "They grew a lot my first year at university. And lately? I swear they've gotten even bigger. Maybe it's all the fresh lake air."
She wasn't wrong. I'd noticed too--not just the size, but the way her hunger had grown in step with her curves. Fiona radiated sex lately, like her body couldn't help itself.
Riley glanced down at her own chest and sighed. "Still waiting on my growth spurt."
Fiona leaned closer to her, her voice dipping into a warmth that sounded almost intimate. "You have a beautiful body, chérie. Perfect just as it is. Isn't that true, Matthew?"
My eyes flicked automatically to Riley's shirt, thankful the cotton kept me from giving myself away. Heat crept up my neck, and I rubbed the back of it awkwardly. "Uh... yeah. No complaints in that department."
"Look--his cheeks are turning red," Fiona teased. She nudged Riley. "Do you see what you do to him?"
Riley giggled, her lips curling into a sly smile. "No... but I've seen what you do to him."
Fiona's eyes lit up, a knowing sparkle flashing there. "I suppose you have. Twice now. Perhaps next time, you won't be so shy."
Riley's cheeks flushed crimson, and she quickly sipped her lemonade before tucking the letter neatly back into its envelope. "Right. Well, we should get back to work."
Fiona winked at me over the rim of her glass, a silent promise, before we drained the rest of our drinks and set back to repairs.
Three hours later, we finished securing the studs in the last upstairs bedroom. Riley collapsed onto the floor, swiping sweat from her brow. "I'm glad that's over."
"Me too," Fiona said lightly, lowering herself into a bag chair she'd dragged up from the porch. Despite the work she'd done, she looked maddeningly fresh--glowing, not sweaty, as if labor only polished her shine.
Riley glared at her. "For fuck's sake, do you even sweat?"
"I perspire," Fiona corrected primly. "I don't sweat."
I shot Riley a crooked grin. "Oh, I've seen her sweat. Plenty."
Fiona rolled her eyes. "That's what you call glistening in post-coital bliss."
Riley barked a laugh. "You two could make a fortune with an OnlyFans account."
"Sacré bleu," Fiona gasped theatrically. "I'm far too modest."
I smirked. "Are you speaking from experience, Ms. Ross? Care to share your handle with the class?"
"Me? God, no," Riley said, shaking her head fast. Then a wicked glimmer touched her eyes. "But I wouldn't say no to making a good old-fashioned sex tape."
Fiona perked up instantly. "You want to make a sex tape?"
"Um--no," Riley backpedaled, waving her hands. "Forget I said that."
I leaned back against the wall, grinning. "Who needs a sex tape when we've got a stash of forbidden love letters in the walls? Crack those open with a bottle of wine, and you've got yourself a show."
Riley smirked, just enough heat behind her eyes to keep me guessing. "That's... not the worst idea I've ever heard."
"Dinner first," Fiona said, stretching like a cat in her chair. "I'm starving."
"A swim, then dinner, then wine," I said. "I'm too hot and glistening to eat dinner like this."
Riley laughed, leaned over, and slapped my palm. "Good one, Mattie."
Fiona planted her hands on her hips and gave us both an exaggerated glare. "It's a good thing I'm already dressed for the lake. Last one in is a rotten egg!"
She bolted for the stairs, her laughter trailing behind her. Riley darted after her, hair bouncing, calling, "You're on!"
I scrambled to follow, but clipped my shoulder on a freshly installed stud and nearly went down. "That's cheating!" I shouted after them. "I wasn't ready!"
Their giggles floated back from downstairs, followed by the creak of the back screen door and the slam as it shut behind them.
I took off after them, my grin stretching wide. For the first time since we'd arrived, it felt like the three of us were perfectly in sync--not just coworkers or old friends, but something deeper. Something closer to a family. The realization sent a warmth rushing through me that no summer sun could rival.
After a cooling swim in the lake, the three of us cooked together, chopping and stirring shoulder to shoulder in the half-finished kitchen. Fiona's fresh vegetables sizzled in the pan, Riley's laughter filled the room, and most of their jokes landed at my expense. I didn't mind. The easy rhythm between us felt as nourishing as the meal itself.
Once dinner was finished and the dishes stacked to dry, I uncorked a bottle of wine and poured three glasses. With them balanced carefully in hand, I slipped out onto the back porch. Fiona was already there, curled comfortably on the swing, her gaze fixed on the mirrored lake where the fading sunset draped the water in orange fire.
She turned as I stepped out, her smile soft and inviting. With one graceful hand, she reached for mine. I set the wine down on the crate that served as our makeshift table and lowered myself beside her.
The porch swing creaked as we settled into it together. I draped my arm around Fiona's shoulders, and she melted against me, tucking her head beneath my chin, fingers lacing tight with mine.
The peace of the moment seeped into me, smoothing out every jagged edge the day had carved. For once, I felt balanced--content, grounded, whole.
Still, as I pressed a kiss into Fiona's hair, I couldn't shake the sense that one piece was missing. I glanced toward the door, the third glass catching the candlelight from inside.
"Where's Riley?" I asked.
Fiona caressed my hand with her thumb and draped her legs across my lap. "She mentioned wanting to change into something more comfortable, but the way she said it makes me think she's up to no good."
"What do you mean by 'no good'?"
Fiona smiled knowingly, as if replaying the exchange in her head. "She's got the devil inside her."
"And water is wet; some things never change."
As if summoned by our words, Riley stepped out onto the porch. The screen door creaked, then clicked shut behind her, and the moment she appeared, my pulse quickened.
She wore an oversized t-shirt that barely skimmed her thighs, no pants in sight. The hem swung as she moved, flashing the briefest glimpse of white panties before they vanished again beneath the cotton. The fabric clung in just the right places, highlighting her flat stomach and the delicious curve of her hips. Braless, her breasts swayed gently with each step, her nipples hard and pressing insistently against the thin material.
My throat went dry. Heat surged through me so fast I could feel my cock stiffen against the weight of Fiona's legs draped over mine. Riley's figure had always been lethal, but the way she stood before us now--casual, unbothered, knowing--lit me on fire.
Fiona's reaction jolted me from my daze. She gasped, her eyes widening in shock as she sat up straighter on the swing. "Where did you get that?"
I frowned, confusion creasing my brow--until it hit me. Recognition slammed into my chest like a hammer. The logo on the front of the shirt was unmistakable: a pine tree surrounded by the words Whispering Pines Camp.
It wasn't just Riley's shirt. It was my shirt--one I'd lost years ago, on the very same shores that had bound the three of us together. I had given it to Fiona after losing a bet during our last summer at camp.
And now, Riley stood before us wearing it.
The memory of that night flickered in my mind, layered with the raw sight of her half-naked body in the moonlight. My stomach twisted with equal parts nostalgia, desire, and dread. That shirt wasn't just fabric--it was history, and Riley damn well knew it.
I scratched my head and openly stared at Riley's chest, where her taut nipples visibly hardened under my watchful gaze. "Is that my t-shirt?"
Fiona's eyes glimmered with challenge. "I can't believe you still have it."
Riley smiled, placing her hands on her hips triumphantly. She held my gaze, her eyes smoldering. "Oh, this old thing? I like to wear it when I'm feeling nostalgic."
"Give me a chance to win it back," Fiona pleaded.
"Can someone tell me what's going on?" I asked. "Fi, isn't that the T-shirt I gave you after you beat me in that swim across the lake?"
Fiona glared at Riley and nodded. "And I lost it to Riley after we made a bet on a canoe race."
Riley turned to Fiona. "You lost fair and square." She then turned back to me. "The winner of the canoe race got to sit next to you that night at the bonfire. After she lost round one, your girlfriend bet me double or nothing and lost the t-shirt."
"And I'm just now finding out about this?" I asked.
Fiona shrugged. "I was too humiliated to say anything."
"And I didn't have the heart to wear the t-shirt in front of Fiona," Riley said. "But I thought it was well past time to take this little beauty out of mothballs and preen a little."
Another look of challenge flashed in Fiona's eyes. "Are you planning to sleep in that tonight?"
Riley grinned. "Why? Do you plan on stealing it off my body while I'm asleep?"
"No, mon cœur. Keep it. But if you wear it into our bed... be ready."
Riley's eyes widened, and her cheeks flushed a deep shade of crimson. She stared at Fiona, her expression one of shock. "I...uhh...."
Fiona giggled, clearly happy about getting one over on Riley, while I stole glances at Riley's chest, where her nipples had hardened to the point that I could discern the puffiness of her areolas beneath.
My desire intensified, and my cock stiffened to the point where I could no longer conceal the bulge in my jeans. My gaze wandered to Riley's pert ass, partially revealed beneath the hem of her long t-shirt, where her white panties framed the curves of her flawless thighs. Heat coursed up the back of my neck, and images of Riley watching us from the shadows replayed in my mind. Would she watch again tonight? Or had Fiona's words provided enough of an invitation to finally draw her in? Secretly, the thought thrilled me, even though the rational part of my mind knew better.
Riley sputtered for a few more seconds before Fiona let her off the hook with a giggle. Then, the three of us settled onto the swing, with both girls insisting that I take the middle seat. I poured more wine while Riley opened another letter.
This one came a month after a secret trip during which John and Violet visited a friend of Violet's in Michigan. Most of the letter dwelled on the pain of being unable to love both Violet and Beth openly, but one line struck at the very core of my own tangled feelings for Riley and Fiona. John had written:
I weary of binding my heart in half, as though I were made to choose one when God Himself saw fit to let me love you both -- you, my Violet, and she, my Beth -- yet nowhere in this world may I hold you both in honest light.
The words silenced us, pressing into the space between our bodies, heavier than the wine, heavier even than our shared history.
Much later, Riley confided in me that she had watched Fiona and me make love that night. She stood in the shadows with the box of letters tucked under her arm, her heart pounding as hard as mine had. She admitted she had nearly stepped inside, nearly crossed the veil. She was tired of hiding, tired of pretending, and she wanted to show the world that it was possible to love in our way.
But something held her back. She wanted to be chosen, not to intrude. She told me she had promised herself the first time we made love would be with all three of us--conscious, deliberate, together.
That choice came far sooner than any of us had expected.






  
  Chapter six








The Three of Us


We took the next day off. After rebuilding the carburetor on the old outboard, I managed to coax Riley's father's boat back to life well enough for a lazy tour of the lake. It was the first time Riley and I had set foot on that boat together since our last night all those years ago, and the memories hung heavy in the air. Every creak of the wood, every ripple off the hull seemed to whisper of what we almost were, and what we had left unfinished. 
We drifted toward one of our old haunts--a wooded hillside with the giant rope swing still dangling, weathered but intact, like a relic waiting for us to reclaim it. Riley and I took turns launching into the lake, our laughter echoing across the cove, until Fiona claimed the rope. She didn't hesitate, didn't test the knots or the water's depth. She simply gripped the rope and hurled herself skyward, golden hair streaming behind her before she splashed down with fearless abandon.
That was Fiona--utterly sure of herself, the kind of woman who made confidence look effortless. Everything she touched seemed inevitable, as if the world bent to her will. Watching her swim back toward us, radiant and grinning, I couldn't help but wonder if I could ever summon even a fraction of that certainty. Maybe then I'd stop second-guessing myself and embrace what life was offering: not just the echoes of an old love, but the impossible future shimmering before me--a future surrounded by five extraordinary women.
Later we found a quiet cove, ringed with Indiana sycamores and birch, the shoreline left wild where the state forest pressed down against the water. The world felt hushed there, the only sounds the lap of waves against the hull and the fizz of our beer cans cracking open. We floated lazily on inner tubes, passing bottles back and forth, trading stories, and letting the day unspool without hurry. It was the kind of stillness that made time blur, the kind of summer moment you wanted to bottle forever.
Eventually hunger drove us ashore. We hit a lakeside burger joint still dripping from our swims, greasy fries and charred patties tasting better than any feast. Afterwards, we wandered half-forgotten trails, Riley leading with that restless energy, Fiona pausing to point out wildflowers in the brush. Every so often we'd duck into a hidden inlet and dive into the cool water again, our laughter scattering across the trees like startled birds.
By evening, the air shifted. Clouds bunched and gathered, turning the lake a deep steel gray. The heat broke, replaced by a sharp breeze that raised goosebumps on our arms. We tried to stretch dinner at the Italian place, but the first fat drops of rain splattered the windows, urging us home. By the time we sprinted across the lot to the car, we were laughing and shrieking, soaked through to the skin.
Lightning cracked over the water as we tumbled inside the house, dripping and shivering, a storm raging outside and something just as electric stirring between the three of us.
The furnace had long since given up. In the middle of summer, I wouldn't have used it anyway. There was only one solution: firelight.
"I saw wood in the bin by the hearth," I said. "I'll start it while you two change."
Fiona's eyes lit up. "We still have marshmallows and chocolate in the kitchen. S'mores by the fire!"
Riley grinned, her damp hair clinging in golden strands to her face. "And I brought extra blankets. We can make a whole sleepover of it."
Hand in hand, they darted upstairs, their laughter ringing through the hall like echoes from summers past, leaving me alone to strike the match.
I peeled off my soaked shirt and draped it across a sawhorse before kneeling at the hearth. The stone was worn smooth by generations of hands, the firewood dry and ready. Soon the flames leapt high, orange and gold licking at the dark, pushing back the storm. Heat seeped into my bones, chasing away the chill of the rain.
For a rare moment, I let myself breathe. France had been a dream, but here--the crackle of the fire, the smell of lake air, the memory of rope swings and campfires--this felt like home. With Fiona beside me and Riley returned to my life, it was almost perfect. Almost. The absence of June pressed at me like a ghost, a reminder that some parts of me still lived an ocean away.
I was still lost in thought when the girls reappeared. They carried blankets, graham crackers, chocolate bars, and marshmallows. But all of that fell away the instant I saw what they were wearing.
Fiona padded into the room first, barefoot, in a loose gray tank that ended at her navel, white cotton panties hugging the perfect curve of her hips. No bra, nipples taut against the fabric, the sides of her top cut low enough to tease flashes of bare breast with every movement. She moved with the easy confidence of a woman who knew exactly how devastating she looked -- and exactly how undone she was making me.
Riley followed, her choice only slightly more modest. A faded blue-and-white jersey tank hung loose across her shoulders, the number eighteen cracked and worn across the front. Her pink silk panties clung to her curves, riding just high enough to frame the swell of her hips. When she tucked a damp lock of hair behind her ear, my chest tightened. I had seen Riley in bikinis a hundred times over the years, but somehow this--bare legs, soft cotton, the suggestion of what she wasn't showing--hit harder than all those summers combined.
Heat surged through me, blood rushing south, my cock straining against my jeans. My pulse roared in my ears. This was no longer memory or fantasy--it was here, now, alive.
Fiona leaned in first, kissed me softly, and brushed her braless chest against mine. Her eyes shimmered with the same unspoken promise I saw every night before we made love, but tonight there was something added--something that included Riley in its reflection.
Meanwhile Riley, smirking, spread a thick quilt across the floor in front of the fire. She glanced back at me with mock severity. "Please tell me you're not about to sit on our blanket in those wet jeans."
I raised an eyebrow, testing her. "Are you asking me to take them off?"
Fiona giggled, the sound bubbling with anticipation. "We're already half-naked. Might as well make it fair."
Riley folded her arms beneath her breasts, lips curling into a challenge. "Exactly. Now strip."
I kicked off my jeans, leaving only black boxer briefs. My cock pressed hard against the fabric, straining to escape. Both girls noticed. Riley's tongue darted out, wetting her lips, while Fiona's smirk deepened. She reached out and traced me lightly with a fingertip, the feather-touch nearly undoing me on the spot.
Fiona glanced at Riley with a playful grin. "Do you see what you're doing to him?"
Riley's cheeks flushed, but her eyes never left my lap. "I doubt I'm the only reason."
Fiona slid her hand deliberately along my length, slow enough to make me twitch against the cotton, then lifted her gaze to mine. She didn't need words--I already knew what she wanted. What we all wanted.
And suddenly, the only choice left was to surrender.
Fiona wanted Riley as badly as I did. I could see it in the hunger behind her calm, in the way she touched me but looked at Riley. If I said yes, there would be no turning back. My father's shadow loomed--I risked repeating his sins, building a life of tangled hearts that might collapse under its own weight. But how could I resist? The two greatest loves of my life, here together, offering themselves. This was the fantasy that had haunted me since campfires and starlight, a secret wish I'd buried for years. Now it hovered inches from reality. Was I stepping into disaster... or bliss?
This wasn't the time for hesitation. Fiona had taught me boldness, and now I leaned on it. I met her eyes, let her see my answer without a word, and she smiled as though she'd been waiting her whole life for me to stop running.
Riley's chest heaved as she watched Fiona caress me through my briefs. Her body leaned forward but her heart held back, torn between hunger and fear. For weeks she'd lingered at the edges, watching in secret. Now she had nowhere left to hide.
Fiona reached across the small gulf of space between them, her touch featherlight against Riley's cheek. Her voice came low, steady, and warm. "Mon cœur... we've talked enough. Do you want this?"
The words struck Riley like lightning. She flinched, breath catching, her cheeks blazing red. Her eyes darted between us--my hardness, Fiona's certainty, the fire crackling in the hearth--until finally she looked straight at me.
And there it was: not just desire, but terror. A challenge sharpened by years of buried hurt. "I don't want to be your second choice, Mattie."
The sentence gutted me. My pulse hammered as the truth clicked into place. That was her fear--not lust, not sin, but love. Being loved less. Being left behind again.
I reached for them both, threading my fingers through theirs. The heat of Fiona's steady hand, the tremor in Riley's--two currents sparking through me at once. My throat tightened, but I forced the words out, steady and unflinching.
"You were never my second choice, Riley Ross," I said. "Not then. Not now. And you never will be."
Fiona's approving smile steadied me, but it was Riley's eyes--wet, blazing, hopeful--that broke me open. She gripped my hand tighter, her nipples pushing hard against the thin fabric of her top. "Then touch me like I'm not."
Fiona slid closer, knees brushing Riley's, releasing my hand to trail up Riley's thigh. Her fingers crept higher, stopping just short of the silk covering her. Goosebumps rippled along Riley's skin, her breath catching as she turned fully to Fiona.
Fiona's palm pressed warmly against Riley's inner thigh. She leaned in, lips hovering a whisper away, pausing as if to offer one final out.
Riley trembled... then surged forward, meeting her halfway. Their lips touched--once, twice, then again, deeper. By the third kiss their mouths parted, tongues sliding together, firelight painting their faces in gold. Riley moaned softly, surrendering to the taste of her best friend.
I had never seen anything more erotic. My chest hammered; my length pulsed painfully against my briefs. This was happening. After years of longing, of hesitation and doubt, it was finally real. Regret could wait for tomorrow.
Fiona broke the kiss, leaving Riley swaying forward, dazed, lips glistening. Then Fiona reached for me, palm open, voice low and inviting. "Come here. Show her how much you want her."
My pulse leapt to my throat. My cock strained, shifting visibly inside my briefs. Every ounce of restraint crumbled. I took Fiona's hand and leaned forward until I was face-to-face with Riley.
Her breath hitched. Her lips were parted, her chest rising and falling quickly as though she'd run a mile. I lifted a hand to her cheek, brushing my thumb across her flushed skin. "Roo..." The old nickname came out husky, cracked with desire.
"Mattie," she whispered, and it was both plea and permission.
Then we kissed.
Not the frantic, desperate kisses of teenagers stealing time on a dock, but deep and hungry, five years of longing igniting all at once. Her lips were soft but sure, her tongue eager, tasting of marshmallow and wine. She moaned into my mouth, her hand clutching my wrist like she might float away without me.
Fiona's hand lingered on Riley's thigh, stroking higher, encouraging, guiding. She pressed closer against Riley's side, letting her warmth and confidence pour into the trembling blonde. "That's it," Fiona murmured against Riley's ear. "Let him feel how much you've missed him."
Riley shivered, and her other hand rose, trembling but determined, to press flat against my chest.
And just like that, the three of us were bound--by firelight, by memory, by a love that refused to fit inside any rule the world had written for us.
Riley's eyes burned, her cheeks scarlet. Without hesitation, she climbed onto my lap, legs locking around my waist, her hands sliding across my chest. I gripped her hips, cupping the firm curve of her ass, and pulled her closer.
Our mouths crashed together, years of repressed hunger exploding in that kiss. Her tongue sought mine, urgent and desperate, while she rocked on my lap, grinding her heat against me. She moaned into my mouth, clutching my shoulders.
Her scent enveloped me, part memory, part revelation. I caught the crisp trace of citrus shampoo from years ago, mingled now with warm vanilla and something deeper--something purely Riley--that lingered like a secret against my tongue.
Her moans filled my ears, her lips and tongue exploring me with frantic hunger. Goosebumps raced down my chest when her fingers combed the hair at my nape.
Then Fiona slid against my back, breasts pressing into my shoulders, nipples stiff as her lips trailed fire along my neck. Desire shivered up my spine, doubling the ache already flooding me.
With Fiona releasing my hand, I slid the other down to Riley's firm curves, slipping my fingertips beneath the soft silk of her waistband until my palms rested against bare skin. Heat radiated off her, and my hardness surged inside my briefs, pressing high enough to breach the band. A lifetime of longing for Riley Ross--my first crush, my forever temptation--erupted inside me, making my mind spin to mush.
Our tongues tangled, urgent and searching, her breath feathering across my lips as I gripped her perfect ass and pulled her flush against me. The silk of her panties dragged across my tip, and even through the thin barrier I felt the heat of her center spilling over me.
Fiona leaned in over my shoulder, and as if sensing her, Riley broke our kiss and found Fiona's mouth instead. Firelight gleamed over them, their lips and tongues glistening so close I could almost taste them.
I leaned forward, and they welcomed me into their kiss. The three of us fused together--tongues sliding, lips grazing, breaths mingling--until I couldn't tell where one ended and the other began.
I cupped Fiona's ass in one hand and Riley's in the other, kneading both as waves of dizzying pleasure rushed through me. My hands climbed beneath their nightshirts, exploring warm skin and smooth backs, pulling them closer.
Riley kissed along my jaw, her tongue flicking into my ear, while Fiona claimed my mouth, tugging my tongue between her lips. Their hands roamed over me, teasing my chest, tangling in my hair, stroking my back. At some point, Fiona shifted to one side, straddling my right thigh while Riley perched on my left, the two of them flanking me, facing each other.
Fiona toyed with the swollen tip pressing through my briefs, her touch light and maddening, while Riley traced a fingertip over my nipple.
Sliding my palms higher, I cupped their breasts through the thin fabric, savoring the way each nipple hardened beneath my touch. It was the first time I had touched Riley's bare chest since our clumsy teenage fumbling, and the reality outshone even my most desperate fantasies. Her breasts were perfect--firm, round, more than a handful, with taut peaks that begged to be tasted.
Fiona's body was as familiar as breath itself--her legendary curves etched into my memory--yet she never failed to astonish me. Full, supple, flawlessly balanced, her breasts had the power to stop conversations and ruin comparisons.
With a soft moan, Fiona broke our kiss, lifted her tank top, and peeled it over her head. Her perfect breasts spilled free, swaying gently as she tossed the fabric aside.
Riley's eyes widened in awe. She stared openly, lips parted. "They're even more perfect up close." Then she turned to me, cheeks flushed. "You are the luckiest man alive."
"That might be the understatement of the year," I said.
Fiona pressed her breasts together, deepening the valley of cleavage until Riley looked ready to melt. "Sometimes I think they're too big."
"That's blasphemy," I said firmly. "They're perfect. Just like you."
Riley giggled, resting her head on my shoulder, eyes still fixed on Fiona's chest. "That's a tough act to follow. Mine aren't nearly that nice."
"Let me decide that," I murmured, rolling her nipple gently between my fingers.
She flushed deeper, then slid higher onto my lap, her tight body grinding against me as I squeezed her. Fiona licked her lips, eyes locked on Riley. "We're all bare except you. I guarantee yours are every bit as beautiful as you think they're not."
Riley bit her lip, then sighed. "Fine. But remind me never to compete against you in a wet T-shirt contest."
I chuckled and gave her ass a playful swat as she stripped her jersey over her head and tossed it aside, leaving her in nothing but delicate pink silk panties.
Fiona slid from my lap to kneel in front of Riley, her eyes raking over the blonde's perfect frame. Firelight kissed Riley's skin, highlighting the curves of her chest, her nipples tightening in the glow.
I joined Fiona in silent admiration, resting my hand against Riley's ribcage just beneath her breasts as a fresh wave of arousal surged through me.
"Chaque centimètre de toi... mon Dieu," Fiona whispered, wide-eyed.
Riley blushed, nestling against me with a smile. "What does that mean?"
I leaned in and brushed Riley's lips with mine. "She thinks you're beautiful."
Fiona smiled softly, then traced the curve of Riley's breast with a single fingertip. "Plus que belle... tu es extraordinaire."
I chuckled. "You've driven her straight into French. That's how much you've got her tongue-tied."
Riley giggled, cheeks pink. "Guess I'd better start learning French."
I cupped her breast fully now, savoring its weight and warmth in my palm. "For the record," I murmured, giving her a gentle squeeze, "she just said every inch of you is extraordinary--more than beautiful."
Riley shivered. "Are you fluent?"
"I speak a little," I said.
Fiona rolled her eyes. "Don't let him fool you. His French is perfect. I taught him myself."
I smirked. "Don't let June catch you saying that."
"June gave you a handful of words," Fiona countered with a grin. "I taught you to speak like a native."
Riley blinked. "Your sister, June?"
"Oui," Fiona teased.
I added, "We call her Sunny--always in a good mood, never a bad day."
Riley smiled faintly. "If she's as beautiful as you, Fiona, I don't know how I'd handle the competition."
"She could be Fi's twin with red hair," I said. "But she's married--so no competition."
Fiona shook her head, amused. "Sunny doesn't love her husband. She loves Matthew."
My stomach jolted, though I kept it hidden. She wasn't wrong--but tonight wasn't for thoughts of June. Not with two near-naked beauties draped across me, eager to take us further than we'd ever gone.
Riley's eyes locked with mine, blue and smoldering. "I can't say I blame her. You're easy to fall for."
Fiona crawled forward and pressed two soft kisses to my lips before whispering against them, "He's easy to love--and far too overdressed."
I laughed. "If I'm overdressed, then what does that make you? We're all still in underwear."
Fiona pretended to think, then smirked. "You're right."
With a slow roll of her hips, she slid her panties down, baring herself completely. When she turned back, her eyes blazed, fixed hungrily on me. "Now who's overdressed?"
My mouth went dry as I drank her in--every curve, every perfect line. No matter how many times I'd seen her bare, it always felt like the first time.
Riley's gaze followed mine, traveling Fiona's body with open awe. Her voice trembled. "Mother of dragons... you're perfect."
Fiona laughed lightly. "Hardly--but thank you. Now, let's get our man undressed."
Riley slipped from my lap to kneel beside her, tossing her blonde hair over her shoulders so her breasts bounced with the motion. The sight sent a fresh ache through me.
Riley's grinding against me had left me swollen and straining, the head of my arousal peeking from my waistband where it pressed against my stomach.
"He has such a beautiful cock," Fiona purred, glancing at Riley. "Don't you agree?"
Riley's eyes dropped, widening at the sight. She nodded, biting her lip. "It's... so big."
Fiona smirked. "Wait until you feel him. There's nothing like it."
My shaft throbbed in agreement, smearing a streak of clear arousal across my stomach. My hands roamed Fiona's thighs, inching higher, as I glimpsed the glistening jewel between her folds.
I grinned. "Clean up on aisle sixty-nine."
Fiona giggled and hooked her thumbs into my waistband, tugging my briefs down with agonizing slowness. "Spills like this need careful attention. Best if I handle it myself."
Her breasts swayed before me as I cupped them both, rolling her nipples between my thumbs, while she freed me at last. My cock sprang upward, rigid and dripping, gleaming in the firelight.
Fiona wrapped her hand around me, stroking with an appreciative squeeze as a fresh pearl of pre-cum welled at the tip. She glanced back at Riley with a wicked smile. "You did this. Look at him--aching for you."
Then she bent, licking the bead from my abs with a long, deliberate stroke of her tongue, her ass rising high, giving Riley a perfect view of her from behind.
I groaned, kneading Fiona's breasts as she worked me with lips and fingers.
Riley stared, lip caught between her teeth, her arousal written plainly across her face. She didn't move yet--hesitation flickered in her eyes--but the hunger was there.
Something about Riley's hesitation tugged at me. Was this her first threesome? Or her first time with another woman? Either way, her nerves were understandable. I remembered my own the first time Fiona and I invited someone into our bed--how overwhelming it had been to want everything at once.
Satisfied with her work, Fiona slid back onto her knees. Her gaze locked on my arousal, standing tall against my stomach. With a sly smile, she leaned down, golden hair spilling across me, and licked the bead of moisture glistening at the tip.
A sharp breath hissed from my lungs. My toes curled as pleasure streaked through me.
Fiona circled her tongue around the head, teasing until I groaned, then slipped her lips over me, slowly savoring. Heat and wetness enveloped me as she played over my most sensitive spot with practiced ease.
I clutched her breasts, kneading soft flesh, teasing her nipples until they stiffened between my thumbs.
When I looked up, Riley was watching--her eyes darting between Fiona's lips and my throbbing length--wearing the same expression I remembered from the nights she had spied on us in secret.
I reached out, hand open. "Come here, baby. We don't bite."
Her shoulders eased. She licked her lips and inched forward on her knees, breath quickening. Her eyes flicked up to mine, nerves written across her face. "What if I ruin this?"
Fiona pulled off me with a soft pop, still stroking, then glanced over her shoulder. "Ruin what, chérie?"
"What you two have," Riley whispered. "What if it's a mistake?"
Her fear echoed my own, but Fiona met it with certainty. She leaned in and kissed Riley deeply. Their tongues tangled, slow and lingering, before she pulled back and whispered against her lips, "You're not a mistake. You're the missing piece."
Riley's whole body softened with relief. She smiled, took my hand, and then kissed me with sudden hunger.
Our mouths opened instantly, tongues meeting with desperate intensity. As we kissed, I slid her panties down her thighs. She moaned into my mouth, hips rolling, helping me peel the silk away.
Meanwhile, Fiona returned her focus to me, lips sealing around my shaft. She slid lower, her throat taking me with effortless practice.
My heart thundered. With one hand gripping Riley's ass, I let the other slip between her thighs. Heat radiated from her as my fingers found her slick folds.
Riley gasped into my mouth, pulling me deeper, her moans vibrating against my tongue.
I traced her entrance with care, giving her space to stop me--but instead she pressed closer, breasts crushed against my chest, urging me on.
Fiona bobbed steadily, her tongue swirling with maddening rhythm, holding me at the edge without pushing me over.
I eased a finger inside Riley, and her walls clenched tight around me, hot and impossibly smooth. She rocked against my hand, hips grinding, fingers tugging my hair as I teased her swollen bud with my thumb.
The firelight flickered, painting her face in gold as she moaned softly into my mouth.
Fiona's pace quickened, wet sounds filling the air as her throat worked over me. My release threatened, surging like a wave. She must have sensed it, because she drew back, stroking me instead, lips glistening as she smiled.
A thin ribbon of release slipped free, but the danger of losing control faded as quickly as it came.
She had saved me from finishing too soon--holding the moment in her hands.
Riley broke the kiss, panting softly. She pressed her forehead to mine, eyes blazing with heat and certainty now. "I want you, Mattie."
Fiona stroked me slowly, flashing Riley a playful, wicked smile. "He's all warmed up for you, love."
Adrenaline surged through me, turning my legs to water. My head swam as I locked eyes with Riley's brilliant blues, my heart thundering. "Are you sure?" I asked, voice low.
She cupped my face in both hands, steady despite her trembling. "I've waited my whole life for this--for you. I was starting to think it would never happen."
Fiona froze, her hand tightening around me. "Mon Dieu... you're a virgin?"
The words hung heavy in the air. And suddenly everything about Riley's hesitation--the nerves, the tremors, the way her eyes darted--clicked into place. This wasn't just her first time with us. This was her first time, period.
Shock rippled through me, but underneath it... a strange kind of inevitability. Deep down, it didn't surprise me. Five years ago, on her father's boat, it should have happened between us. I remembered the way she'd clung to me, the fire in her eyes--until Bella had torn the moment away, jealous enough to steal even that from her sister.
Now here we were again, on the edge of everything we'd both denied ourselves.
Riley's fingers threaded through mine, grounding me. She turned that soft, glowing smile on Fiona, who still held me in a trembling grip.
Fiona and I paused, the air around us thick with firelight and unspoken agreement. This wasn't about indulgence anymore, or about chasing the heat of a threesome. This was about Riley--her first time, her choice, and the moment she had carried with her for five long years. One loses their virginity only once in a lifetime, and we both knew it deserved more than raw hunger. It deserved reverence.
"We'll go slow," I murmured, my voice low but steady, as though speaking any louder might shatter the fragile magic building between us. "Do you want me to lead... or do you want to be in control?"
Riley's lashes fluttered as her gaze darted from me to Fiona, searching her best friend's face for resistance, maybe even a reason to stop. But Fiona's eyes held nothing but warmth, her presence radiating reassurance. Riley knew Fiona well enough to understand--Fi would never stand in the way, not tonight. If anything, she would pour every ounce of herself into making sure Riley's first time was beautiful.
Fiona's lips curved into a soft, knowing smile. She reached up and brushed a strand of Riley's golden hair from her cheek, her touch tender enough to draw a shiver. "Matthew is an amazing lover," she whispered, the French lilt in her voice turning the words into a promise. "Would it be okay for him to lead... until you're comfortable enough to take over?"
Relief softened Riley's eyes, and her shoulders sagged as though she'd been holding her breath for years. She turned to me, the innocence in her gaze hitting me with more force than any kiss ever could. "I'll do what you think best," she whispered, her voice small, trembling with trust.
My chest tightened, my stomach swirling with anticipation. I leaned in, brushing my lips against hers, tentative at first, then deeper when her tongue found mine. Her taste was sweet, nervous, intoxicating. When I drew back, I let my forehead rest against hers for a moment, steadying us both. "Lay down, baby," I murmured. "I'll make sure you're good and ready before we begin."
Riley nodded, cheeks flushed, and stretched out on her back. The firelight claimed her body, painting her bare skin in molten gold. Shadows danced across the proud peaks of her nipples, over the soft curves of her breasts, and down the subtle rise and fall of her stomach. She looked achingly beautiful--an untouched goddess offered up by the night itself.
Fiona shifted, positioning herself on her knees with the fire glowing behind her like a halo. She gently guided Riley's head down onto her lap, cradling her as though she were both lover and guardian. Her fingers threaded slowly through Riley's silky blonde hair, stroking in a rhythm that soothed as much as it aroused. With her other hand she cupped Riley's cheek, her thumb brushing tender circles over flushed skin. "Matthew is a very lucky man," she whispered, her accent turning the words into velvet. "To make love to a woman as beautiful as you."
Riley's blush deepened, and she tilted her head back against Fiona's lap, managing a shy smile before lowering her gaze down the length of her own body. Her breath caught when her eyes found me, poised between her parted thighs. "I'm the lucky one," she murmured, though her voice trembled. Then, with a nervous little laugh, she added, "but I'm also pretty fucking terrified. He might wreck me with that tree trunk he calls a cock."
Her words hung in the firelit air, raw and disarming. Fiona giggled, the sound warm and melodic, then licked her lips as her hungry gaze dropped to where I strained, thick and twitching, aching for the girl we both adored. I gently spread Riley wider, the firelight spilling across the soft pink folds that glistened for me.
"Mon chéri," Fiona whispered to Riley, stroking her hair with one hand and brushing her cheek with the other, "the orgasm you will soon experience will take you to another universe."
I barked out a low laugh, the tension easing. "Jeez, Fi. No pressure or anything."
Fiona shot me a knowing smile, equal parts playful and reassuring, before bending to kiss the crown of Riley's head. Her hand continued its soothing circles, grounding her best friend in the moment. "Relax, mon cœur," she said softly. "Enjoy every second. It only hurts once, and then it gets easier... every time you make love with him."
I lowered myself between Riley's thighs, her skin warm against my palms as I eased her open wider. My lips traced slow kisses along the smooth length of her inner thigh, each press drawing a shiver from her trembling body. She moaned softly, squirming beneath my mouth, her hips rolling in tight, restless circles as though her body were pleading before her voice dared to.
Her chest rose and fell against Fiona's lap in uneven bursts, nipples stiff and straining, every breath quickening as anticipation coiled tighter inside her.
I let the backs of my fingers skim the delicate crease of her thigh, then finally let one fingertip glide along her slick seam. The second I touched her, her hips jolted, a sharp gasp tearing from her lips.
"Easy, Roo," I murmured, watching her face for every flicker, every tiny tell. "I'm just making sure you're ready."
Her eyes fluttered shut, her body arching instinctively toward my hand. She was already drenched--her arousal clinging to my fingertip as I stroked her again, circling higher, teasing the pearl of her clit in slow, deliberate motions.
The sight of her--the openness, the trust, the need--sent heat roaring through me. My mouth watered. My tongue ached to taste her. She was a narcotic, her glistening slit calling me closer with a promise I'd craved for years.
"Oh, fuck," Riley whimpered, her fingers clutching Fiona's wrist where it rested in her hair.
Fiona bent over her, pressing a tender kiss to her temple. "That's it, mon cœur. Let yourself feel. You're safe with us."
I gave in, lowering my mouth to her pussy. My tongue flattened and dragged a slow, savoring stroke from her entrance to her clit. The taste hit me instantly--pure, sweet, a little salty, achingly familiar to every fantasy I'd ever had of her. My head buzzed with dizzying lust as I licked again, greedier this time, swallowing down her essence like I'd been starving for it.
Riley cried out in surprise, her hips jerking upward, and her hand clutched at the quilt beneath her.
I licked her slowly at first, tracing every contour, drawing out the wetness that poured for me. Then I closed my lips around her swollen clit and sucked, gentle but insistent. Riley moaned, her thighs trembling against my shoulders, her entire body taut with sensation.
"Oh my God--Matt--" Her words broke apart into ragged gasps as I flicked my tongue faster, matching the rhythm of her desperate hips.
Fiona kept stroking her hair, her voice steady and calm even as her own breath quickened. "You're beautiful, Riley. You're doing so well. Let go for him, mon amour. Give him what he's asking for."
I slid one finger carefully inside her, testing, coaxing her tight heat to open around me. She was snug, pulsing, every flutter sending shockwaves up my arm. When I curved my finger just right, her whole body arched from Fiona's lap.
Her moans rose higher, her legs clamped around my head, and then she shattered. Riley cried out, thighs quaking as her pussy clenched wildly around my finger, her first orgasm breaking over her in hot waves. I drank her down greedily, tongue and lips savoring every pulse of release until she sagged bonelessly back against Fiona, gasping for breath.
Fiona kissed the damp hair from her forehead, whispering in French as she rocked her gently. "See, mon cœur? You survived your first storm. And it was glorious."
I covered Riley's pussy with slow, lingering kisses, savoring every tiny twitch of her body as aftershocks rippled through her. The heat between her thighs radiated against my face, and her scent--sweet, clean, intoxicating--wrapped around me like a spell. With the tip of my tongue, I dredged her slit one last time, drinking her down until she shuddered, moaned, and arched against me, her legs trembling as waves of sensitivity rolled through her.
"God, Mattie..." Her voice broke on a whimper, raw and breathless. "That's driving me crazy."
I chuckled softly, pressing my nose into her sex, stealing one more taste before I kissed her swollen lips tenderly, almost reverently, like sealing a promise. Then I slid back, cupping her thighs in my hands as I rose onto my knees.
My cock rested against her, heavy and hot, the thick crown gliding from her glistening entrance up the soft swell of her mound, until it lay along the flat plane of her taut stomach. Against Riley's petite frame, my shaft looked impossibly large, and even I found myself silently wondering how her body could possibly take me.
Riley gazed up at me, blonde hair fanned across Fiona's lap, blue eyes molten with desire. In the firelight, the tiny pendant I had given her on her sixteenth birthday glimmered where it nestled in the swell of her breast. The sight of it--her still wearing it, cherishing it--clutched at my heart. She looked like a goddess bathed in fire and shadow, equal parts innocence and raw, aching want.
Her chest rose and fell in quick bursts, breasts jiggling with each uneven breath, nipples so hard they looked ready to spark. Fiona cradled her head tenderly, running her fingers through Riley's hair, but her own eyes had drifted lower--down the line of Riley's trembling body to where my cock lay pulsing like a coiled beast at the entrance to her untouched sex.
A crease formed between Fiona's brows, her tone protective though gentle. "Be gentle, Matthew. She's petite."
Riley's lips parted, her gaze dropping to where my length pressed against her. Her voice came out husky, trembling, but certain: "I can take it. If a woman can have a baby, I can handle my man's cock."
My man. The words slammed through me, electric, setting my blood on fire. A grin came unbidden as I stroked her thighs softly, reverently. "Still... Fiona is right. I'll go slow. Let your body adjust to me."
Riley propped herself on her elbows, her gaze locked on the sheer size of me, nestled along her slit like a hot brand. Her eyes widened, flicking from my cock to my face. "Were you this big when we were seventeen?"
Fiona giggled, and I couldn't stop myself from grinning. I shook my head. "I've gotten bigger since I've been with Fi. Must be all the sex--we swear it's stretched me."
Fiona kissed the crown of Riley's head, her voice low and encouraging. "He fits inside me perfectly, chérie. Trust me--you'll be just fine."
Riley shifted her hips, rolling them forward and back, letting my shaft glide through her slick folds. Each pass painted me wetter, coating my cock until it gleamed in the firelight. A soft moan escaped her lips, her eyes dropping hungrily to where I slid against her, gaze sharpening like a wolf sighting prey.
A rush of sugar-sweet excitement pulsed down my length, tightening my balls as I steadied her thighs and matched her rhythm, gliding myself along her slit like a surfer catching a wave. Each stroke made me harder, heavier, my need spiraling beyond reason.
Fiona leaned forward, gathering Riley's breasts in her palms. She teased her friend's nipples with expert fingers, then trailed kisses across her throat and up beneath her ear. Their golden hair tangled together until it was impossible to see where Riley ended and Fiona began. My hunger for blondes had never been more glaring, nor more perfectly embodied than in the two women beneath me.
Riley melted into Fiona's touch, her moans climbing, her body slicking me with more of her essence until I could feel it sliding down the base of my cock. She was flooding for me, trembling with need, and my head buzzed with the razor edge of desire. My cock throbbed between her thighs, aching to claim her.
"Fuck, Mattie..." Riley's breath came fast and shallow. Her voice broke into a desperate plea. "Please. I need you inside me."
My chest ached at the sound--years of waiting, wanting, crashing into this one fragile instant. I braced my hands on either side of her chest and leaned down until our faces hovered inches apart. My lips found hers, hot and hungry, tongues tangling in a surge of desperate, starving need.
She coiled her legs around my waist, heels dragging along my outer thighs, pulling me down into her. Each tug forced my cock lower until the crown bumped her entrance, slipping against her honeyed opening like fate itself aligning.
Her hands clutched my ass, nails biting into my skin as she arched, hips tilting up to meet me. A sharp gasp tore from her throat as my swollen tip pressed firmly into the mouth of her virgin body, poised on the precipice.
Fiona's touch followed me--her hands smoothing across my back, tracing the lines of muscle. Her lips brushed my ear, whispering warm encouragement down my neck. The soft tease of her breath sent a jolt through me, and my cock twitched, sliding just barely inside Riley's tight heat.
Riley broke our kiss, gasping, trembling, her ankles locking behind my waist as though her body itself was begging me to cross the line. Her blue eyes burned, wide and shimmering with both fear and want.
I turned my head, finding Fiona's lips in the firelight. Her kiss flooded me with her familiar sweetness, grounding me in the bond we had forged, even as I pressed closer to breaking Riley wide open.
My lips broke from Fiona's, and I looked down at Riley, sprawled beneath me, trembling and radiant in the firelight. The gold pendant I had given her years ago--our secret thread through time--rested in the soft swell of her breasts, glinting like a promise I hadn't realized I was always meant to keep.
I bent lower and pressed my lips to it, kissing the warm metal, then the tender flesh beside it. Riley's breath hitched, her chest rising into me as though her body itself wanted to fuse with mine.
I kissed my way up, tasting the salt of her skin, until I found her lips again. She kissed me back hungrily, need spilling into me, years of waiting collapsing into that single, dizzying connection. When I finally drew back, I didn't go far. I rested my forehead against hers, our noses brushing, her blue eyes wide and shimmering with both desire and fear.
"I love you, Riley Ross," I whispered, my voice breaking with the truth I had carried too long. "I always have."
Her eyes fluttered shut for a heartbeat, then opened again, blazing with raw emotion. She clung to me, and I felt her whisper against my lips: "Then take me, Mattie. Please."
Guiding myself with one hand, I pressed forward, easing my thick crown past her slick folds. Riley gasped sharply, arching against me, her body clamping down as the swollen head of my cock stretched her virgin opening. Inch by aching inch, I sank deeper, until my length met a wall of tight resistance.
Her nails dug into the meat of my ass, clutching desperately as her entire body quivered beneath mine. She gasped, eyes wide, pupils blown. For a moment I thought she might break--but instead, she exhaled in a shuddering moan that sent fire racing through my veins.
"I love you," she whispered, voice cracking, breathless with both strain and wonder. "I've always loved you, since the very first day we met."
Her words hit me harder than the heat gripping my cock. My chest ached, my throat tight, as though the years between us collapsed into this single heartbeat. I kissed her deeply, swallowing her confession, and held her close as I braced myself for the final push--knowing that Fiona and Riley were both my great loves, two women on the same unshakable pedestal, both mine now and forever.
When I broke from her lips, my legs trembled, unsteady beneath the weight of lust and awe. I looked down the line of our joined bodies and nearly lost myself--the thick base of my cock disappeared between Riley's thighs, buried in the tightest, most sacred place I had ever entered. For years it had been a dream, a fantasy too dangerous to voice. But now--real, alive, and trembling beneath me--I was truly inside Riley.
A strangled moan escaped me as I shifted my hips, careful, reverent, letting myself glide through the gripping heat of her virgin pussy. I resisted the urge to drive too deep, to take more than she could give.
Fiona's voice came soft and melodic, weaving through the firelight, layering tenderness over the heat. "Make love to him, mon cœur. Let yourself go, and feel everything."
As if Fiona's blessing unlocked her body, Riley's hips tilted to meet mine. She sighed, the sound a blend of wonder and want, her hand roaming up my back, the other splaying over my chest as if to anchor herself in me. Her blue eyes locked on mine, burning, unflinching. "I can take more. You feel so good inside me, baby."
Her words sent a hard pulse through my cock, stretching her inner walls. I groaned, fighting for control, then braced my hands beneath her ass, lifting just enough to angle her higher. With a slow, steady push, I sank deeper, inch by inch, until I was fully sheathed inside her.
Riley's gasp cut through the crackle of the fire. Her chest arched, nipples taut, goosebumps flashing across her golden skin as her legs locked tight around my waist. She bit her lip, moaned, and pulled me further, impaling herself without hesitation until my cock claimed the deepest part of her.
A virgin no more, Riley lay spread before me, unashamed, her body trembling and open, every curve--breasts, hips, thighs--an offering I had waited half a lifetime to receive. My cock throbbed in her tight, wet heat, each pulse threatening to tear me loose before I could steady myself.
Firelight danced across her body, gilding her like a goddess, while Fiona knelt at her side, lips parted in awe, her gaze darting between Riley's bliss and my surrender.
Slowly, I began to move--deep, rolling thrusts, savoring each glide through her wet heat. Riley's eyes glazed, her mouth falling open as she clung to me, her body shuddering, already shaping itself to mine. Every squeeze of her pussy sent sharp jolts of pleasure surging through my cock, and the sound of her moans only drove me closer to the brink.
Riley writhed beneath me, her nails digging into the flesh of my ass as her hips rolled up to meet every thrust. Her breath came in staccato gasps, her chest arching, nipples grazing Fiona's cheek as she held her.
"Mattie," Riley moaned, her voice breaking. "God--I can't--ohhh..."
Fiona cradled her tighter, stroking her hair, her lips at Riley's temple. "That's it, mon cœur. Let it take you. Don't fight it. Give it to him. Give it to us."
I angled deeper, grinding the base of my cock against her clit with each thrust. Riley's body tensed, her legs stiffening around my waist, her pussy clamping down in frantic waves that milked me toward the edge.
"Oh, fuck!" Riley cried, back arching, her whole body shuddering violently as her climax broke over her like lightning. Her tight pussy squeezed me so hard I nearly spilled inside her then and there.
I froze, trembling, holding myself steady while she convulsed, riding out the storm, her cries muffled as Fiona kissed her mouth, stealing every ragged breath until Riley sagged, limp and trembling, against her lap.
My cock still pulsed deep inside her, throbbing for release, but I wasn't ready to give in--not yet. I glanced at Fiona, her blue eyes glistening with the same hunger as mine.
"Come here," I rasped. "Straddle her."
Her lips curled into a knowing smile. Fiona shifted, rising gracefully before swinging one leg over Riley's trembling frame. She lowered herself onto Riley's stomach, presenting me with a view that stole what little control I had left: her perfect ass, her glistening slit spread open for me in the firelight.
I withdrew from Riley with a wet sound, immediately guiding my cock between Fiona's folds. With one push, I slid into her molten heat, groaning aloud at the familiar tightness. Fiona braced her hands on either side of Riley's shoulders and moaned, her breasts dangling over Riley's face as she rocked back against me.
"Fuck, Matt," Fiona gasped, hair falling forward as I drove into her from behind. "God, yes."
Riley, still dazed, blinked up at the sight above her--her best friend moaning, breasts brushing her lips, my cock buried in her from behind. Her cheeks flushed, but her hands moved, cupping Fiona's breasts, thumbing her nipples as Fiona rode me harder.
The sound of Fiona's cries mingled with Riley's soft, reverent moans, and the sight of them together nearly undid me. I gripped Fiona's hips and pounded into her, driving her down onto my cock until she came with a cry, pussy convulsing around me, her body collapsing forward onto Riley's chest.
I clenched my teeth, holding on by sheer will, my balls tight and aching with the need to release. Fiona collapsed beside Riley, her body still twitching from aftershocks, and I pulled free, my cock slick and swollen, raging for release.
"Lie back--both of you," I ordered, my voice thick with lust.
They obeyed, stretching out side by side, golden skin glowing in the firelight, breasts rising and falling, nipples stiff with arousal.
I stroked myself over them, hovering above their flawless bodies. Riley's eyes locked on mine, wide and worshipful, while Fiona's lips curved in that knowing, hungry smile.
With a guttural growl, I came--hot streams of semen painting across their breasts, their stomachs, spattering between their ribs and nipples. My cock jerked in my grip as I emptied days' worth of desire all over them, my seed glistening on their flushed, trembling bodies.
Riley gasped, breathless, her fingers trailing through the thick, pearly ropes across her chest. Fiona turned her head, captured Riley's lips with her own, and kissed her deeply, their breasts sliding together, wet with me.
I collapsed beside them, utterly spent, and for a long moment, the three of us lay tangled together--bodies slick, hearts hammering, the fire crackling as if it had witnessed something sacred.
Not just lust. Not just pleasure.
But the birth of something new--something binding.
As the girls continued their soft, hungry kisses, I propped myself up on one elbow and simply watched. Relief seeped into every muscle, a tide of contentment washing away the storm that had raged inside me for years. For the first time, it felt like everything was finally right.
Fiona broke from Riley with a sly smirk, casting me a sideways glance before leaning close to whisper in her best friend's ear. Whatever she said made Riley giggle, her cheeks flushing as she nodded eagerly.
Then, like co-conspirators, they descended on me. One took each side, lowering their mouths toward my slowly softening cock.
Fiona tucked a strand of her golden hair behind her ear -- a practiced gesture, because she knew I loved to watch. She parted her lips and slid my tip inside, savoring me as if I were a treat meant just for her.
I groaned, dropping onto my back, hands folded behind my head, surrendering to their devotion. Riley's tongue followed, tracing the length of my shaft, licking me clean while her eyes locked onto mine -- radiant, mischievous, utterly hers.
Only when they had cleaned me completely, sharing me between their mouths, did they rise together, sliding up against me. Naked, glowing, they settled into place -- Riley on my left, Fiona on my right -- their bodies pressed to mine as though we had always belonged this way.
Fiona's hand traced my chest, circling my nipple before her lips followed, leaving honey-warm kisses along my throat. Riley's fingers toyed idly with my cock, even in its softened state, her touch light, teasing, reverent. My own palms found their perfect resting place: one on each gorgeous ass, holding them with all the care and reverence they deserved.
The fire snapped and spat, dimming slowly, its glow falling across three bodies tangled in a warmth no storm could touch.
Outside, the wind howled across the lake, but inside our cocoon of heat and laughter, time felt suspended.
"We could use another log," I murmured. "And those s'mores won't roast themselves."
Riley giggled, nibbling at my ear. "I thought you'd had your fill of sweet treats tonight?"
Fiona laughed with her, eyes sparkling. "Matthew is never satisfied. You'll learn that soon enough."
Riley sat up, reaching for the chocolate while Fiona grabbed the marshmallows. "So if I happen to rise in the middle of the night," Riley teased, "seeking out something warm and hard..."
I flashed her my crooked grin. "Pretend I'm that beam you were practicing on the other day."
Fiona snorted, clapping my palm in a high five. Riley rolled her eyes but grinned, curling her fingers around my cock with mock seriousness.
"You're way bigger than that beam," she said, voice softening into something more real. "But I've got five years of steam to blow off, so brace yourself, Mattie Mittens. You've opened Pandora's box."
I rubbed my chin thoughtfully. "Funny... I thought it was Riley Ross's box I pried open earlier."
That broke them both -- Fiona giggling, Riley blushing but laughing along with us. I tossed another log onto the fire and watched sparks spiral up the chimney.
We didn't bother dressing. We roasted marshmallows naked, chocolate melting across fingers, laughter spilling into the night. It wasn't just sex. It wasn't just fun. It was family.
And from that night forward, nothing would ever be the same.
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  Chapter seven








I Want You Both, But I Don't Trust Myself


The faint hoot of an owl pulled me out of a heavy sleep. For a moment I couldn't place where I was, the room strange in its dim half-light, until memory came rushing back like a tide. Last night hadn't been a dream. Fiona, Riley, me--we had crossed the red line I'd sworn I would never breach. 
A thin blanket draped across my hips, carrying the lingering scent of wood smoke from the fire. One bare leg lay slung over my softened cock, the soft weight of it pressing me down, while an arm stretched lazily across my chest. Their warmth surrounded me, two naked bodies pressed against mine, living proof that the night before hadn't been fantasy but reality.
To my left, Riley nestled into the crook of my arm, her golden hair spilling across my shoulder, her bare breasts pressed snug against my side, rising and falling with the rhythm of her sleep.
To my right, Fiona lay in her usual place, her body as familiar as breath itself. One full breast billowed over my ribs, the curve of her pink areola just visible, her nipple nudging into the sensitive skin at my side. Strands of her hair veiled her face, but I could still make out the softness of her expression, tranquil and trusting, her fingertips resting on my collarbone as if she could feel the beating of my heart.
Their mingled scent--sweet skin, sweat, the faint trace of chocolate--wrapped around me, intoxicating and dangerous. Despite my better intentions, my cock stirred beneath Riley's thigh, blood rushing hot with remembered pleasure, my body eager for a round four.
I couldn't ignore it: the chain of encounters from the night before. Fiona and Riley had laughed as they painted my cock with melted chocolate and sticky marshmallow, turning me into their makeshift dessert bar. Riley had straddled me after, riding me with Fiona egging her on, whispering tips and encouragement. Later, Fiona had claimed me herself, drawing me so deep inside her that I'd spilled every drop into her welcoming heat.
But in the pale haze of dawn, clarity returned. The fire in my body clashed with the storm in my head. Fear and doubt sharpened, warring with the intoxicating warmth of their bodies pressed to mine.
An image I could never outrun replayed itself in my mind: that night when everything broke. My father's confession of a second family. My mother's sobs as she fled the house. The screech of tires. The fiery wreck that ended her life. The betrayal that hollowed out my childhood.
Now, with Fiona's breast rising against my ribs and Riley's thigh draped across my cock, the question burned: was I leading them down the same road?
The night before had been more than just sex. Yes, it had been wild and consuming--but it had also been filled with laughter, teasing, and marshmallow-smeared giggles. Playful. Almost wholesome. That was the difference. That, and the one thing that set me apart from my father: he lied. I hadn't.
Fiona and Riley weren't in the dark; they weren't being deceived. They had raised their hands, stepped into this fire with me willingly. They wanted this. Us. But wanting it now was not the same as holding it together forever. Could we keep the balance in the long haul? Or would jealousy and doubt erode the easy banter and turn the threesomes into fractures we couldn't repair?
No matter how I tried to reason it through, dread gnawed at the pit of my stomach. There was no turning back, not after last night. No undoing the way Riley had opened to me, no erasing the sight of Fiona smiling at us both as if she had waited years for that moment. I was all in now--win everything or burn with it.
And the truth pressed against me as surely as Riley's thigh: I couldn't imagine going back to a life where she was half a world away.
As carefully as I could, I lifted Riley's leg from my waist and slipped Fiona's arm from across my chest. Both shifted, sighing softly, but stayed asleep. I tugged a blanket over their naked bodies, tucking it gently around their shoulders before easing toward the kitchen, cursing every creak of the floorboards that seemed intent on betraying me.
In the quiet, I set the coffeepot to brew, then guided the screen door closed with my fingertips, careful not to let it snap. Outside, the back porch smelled of wet pine and wood smoke, the storm-washed air so crisp it felt like late September instead of June. Across the lake, the rising sun lit the far bank, leaving our side still wrapped in shadow. Murky gold light skated over the ripples, quiet and deceptive, as though nothing in the world had changed.
But everything had changed.
Was this the new normal? Riley asleep in our bedroll every night, tangled up with Fiona and me as though she'd always belonged? Would she stay here in Indiana, or cross the ocean and follow us back to France? And Sunny--Christ, why had I insisted she stay behind? The thought of her absence gnawed at me: her smile, her scent, the way she teased the world with that twinkle in her eye.
At twenty-seven, June was the same age as Lily, but she had always felt younger to me--more innocent somehow, though I knew better. How would she react to Riley? With jealousy? Anger? Or that easygoing sunshine that had earned her nickname? We called her Sunny for a reason. She would put on a smile for Fiona's sake, I knew it. But behind it? I couldn't guess. And why had I run from her when every part of me had wanted more?
I paced the back porch, the questions circling like vultures--Riley, Sunny, my father's secret sins. Was I repeating the same curse he had handed down? No. I swore I wouldn't be him. He had lied. I wouldn't. No matter what else happened, I would face every woman in my life with honesty, even if the truth cut me down.
With a final glance at the glassy water, I pushed back inside and peeked into the family room. Fiona and Riley had drawn closer in their sleep, wrapped tight in the blanket as if by instinct. Neither stirred.
My body still reeked of last night--wood smoke, chocolate, sweat, sex. My skin begged for heat and cleansing. Thankfully, the house had one working shower, big enough for me to stretch out and steam away the chaos.
In the bathroom, I twisted the faucet, the pipes groaning before spilling hot water against the tub. Steam clouded the air, curling around the mirror as I stripped bare. My reflection stared back at me, eyes shadowed, jaw rough with stubble I had been neglecting.
I brushed my teeth, trying to wash away more than just the taste of last night, then tugged the curtain aside and stepped into the spray. The water hit hard and hot, a scalding baptism I hoped might rinse off the guilt, the questions, and the dangerous hunger that bound me to Riley and Fiona alike.
I let the hot water dig into my aching muscles, soothing the wear and tear from the long days of swinging hammers. The foundation was secure, the framing nearly done. We were on track. Each strike had been my therapy--my way of punching the past into something solid--but no amount of work ever scrubbed out the fear completely.
Soap lathered across my skin, washing away yesterday. The hiss of the water, the swirl of steam rising around me--it was a familiar ritual, one that usually ended the same way.
The bathroom door creaked open. I smiled, anticipation surging. Fiona. My mornings began and ended with her. Just like the sunrise, she came to me here--her body, her kiss, the warmth of her pressed against my back. My sacred coffee. My anchor.
The curtain rattled open and cool air slipped across my spine. A body stepped in behind me, closing us into a cocoon of steam and hiss. My cock thickened instantly, already aching to feel her breasts press into my back, her nipples hard against me.
Hands slid around my waist, over my abs, up my chest. Lips brushed my shoulder blade, fingers teasing my nipples.
But something was off. Not wrong--different.
I turned, and the world shifted.
Riley.
Her golden hair clung wet to her shoulders, her nipples pebbling against my chest. Steam curled around her face like a halo, her blue eyes lit with a fire I hadn't seen before.
"Roo..." My voice cracked, breath catching. "Wow. I--good morning."
She smiled nervously, but boldly, her hand wrapping around my cock as if she had always had the right to touch me there. My shaft swelled hot and heavy in her grip, pressed between us against the flat of her stomach.
"Fi and I talked," she said, voice trembling with both nerves and hunger. "This morning, I wanted it to be me."
Her words detonated inside me. Adrenaline, lust, disbelief--my legs went weak. This was our first time truly alone. No Fiona watching, no training wheels. Just Riley.
"Fi knows?" I asked, even as my hands slid down to cradle her ass, slick with water, claiming her without meaning to.
Riley bit her lip, stroking me tighter. "She's the one who told me you wouldn't mind."
Relief washed through me, loosening my shoulders. I bent down, brushing her mouth with mine. A sweet kiss at first, tentative, then deeper, hungrier, until we pulled apart and her eyes blazed up at me.
"You're sure this isn't too fast?" I asked, my forehead resting against hers.
Riley kissed my chin, her breath hot against my lips. "I've waited forever. I want you, Mattie. All of you--the good, the bad, the baggage. Every piece."
I searched Riley's eyes, desperate for even the faintest flicker of doubt--but all I saw was fire. "What if I hurt you again?"
Her brow arched, lips curling into a sly smile. "Do you plan on hurting me?"
A low chuckle rumbled in my chest as I slid my hand over her stomach, cupping one perfect breast and rolling her stiff nipple between my fingers. "Definitely not."
She giggled, kissed me softly, then pulled back, her gaze piercing straight through me. "Any other dark secrets? Any more broken hearts scattered across the pond?"
June's face flashed in my mind before I could stop it. "June," I blurted, her name spilling out unbidden.
Riley tilted her head, her grin wicked. "Oh? You're sleeping with Fi's sister now? That's news to me--and I'm sure Fiona would just love to hear it."
I smirked and swatted her ass. "No, you goon. But there are feelings. And then there's Bels."
"Mattie," she said, her voice gentler now, "I know what I'm stepping into. I know who you are. But if you ever ask me to share you with another man--"
Horror ripped through me, and my stomach dropped. "God, no, Roo! Never. You belong to me."
The words were out before I could snatch them back. She wasn't my possession--she never could be. But instead of recoiling, Riley's whole face lit up.
Her brightest smile yet broke across her lips as she tightened her grip on my cock, peppering my face with kisses until her mouth found mine. "I'm yours. That's all I need to know. If you love June, or Bella, or even Lily someday, I don't care. Just... never stop loving me."
Her casual mention of Lily made my chest tighten, but that was a bridge I wasn't willing to cross. I already had more than I could handle with Riley and Fiona.
"What happens when the build ends?" I asked.
She shrugged, easy and unshaken. "I'll come back with you to France. Every summer, we'll return here. We'll have both."
The weight crushing my chest lifted. I kissed her, smiling into her mouth. "That's easy."
Her hand came up to caress my cheek, her thumb brushing tenderly across my stubble. "It's not just you I love, you know. It's Fi too. And I love her as more than a friend. Does that bother you?"
I shook my head without hesitation. "Not even a little."
"Good." Her smirk curved dangerous again. "Then if you're done talking, I'd really love to feel that fat cock plowing me deep."
Heat flared in my gut, and I grinned crookedly before crashing my mouth against hers. Our tongues collided, hot and hungry, the kiss steeped in everything five years had denied us.
My hands slid down to cradle her ass, kneading her soft flesh, and her hand worked me with slow, relentless strokes, moans vibrating between our mouths as the water cascaded over us.
With a sudden rush of need, I lifted her just enough to spin her under the spray. She laughed breathlessly as the hot water soaked her hair and streamed down her body, tracing every golden curve, slicking her breasts until her taut nipples stood like wet jewels against her chest.
She twined her fingers into the short hair at my nape, tugging me closer, while her other hand stayed firm around my cock, stroking me as her tongue danced with mine, steam curling around us like smoke from a sacred fire.
My cock throbbed in Riley's hand, swollen with need, while my head swam with the sharp ache to bury myself inside her and never let go. Growling into her mouth, I scooped her up, shifting just enough to press her back against the slick tile wall.
She broke the kiss with a lopsided grin, eyes blazing with hunger, and wrapped her long, toned legs around my waist. Her heels dug into my ass, locking me in place.
I cupped her breast and squeezed, rolling her nipple between my fingers until she gasped. My cock rested naturally against her slit, radiating heat that made the shower seem cool by comparison.
"I want you," I whispered, pressing my forehead to hers, our breaths mingling in the steam. "Every single day."
Her eyes smoldered, fierce and unflinching. "Then fuck me like you own me. And don't you dare pull out."
The words scorched through me. I didn't think of birth control, or consequences, or timing. All I knew was someday she would bear my children, whether sooner or later.
Riley rocked her hips, grinding the velvet lips of her pussy along my shaft, moaning louder with every stroke. I reached down, finding her clit with my thumb, and circled it in slow, teasing swirls.
Her body jolted, trembling in my arms as a sudden climax tore through her. "Oh--fuck... God, Mattie--I fucking love you. I've always loved you."
Her pussy quivered against my cock, still pulsing from her orgasm, and I couldn't wait another second. I pressed forward, my tip parting her entrance, and slid inside. Her tightness gripped me instantly, stroking my length in rhythmic spasms, setting off a firestorm of pleasure that curled my toes and stole the air from my lungs.
The pleasure hit so sharp and deep I almost lost it inside her on the spot. My cock throbbed, desperate to spill, but I forced the rising flood back, clenching my jaw and closing my eyes--afraid that just looking at her, seeing Riley wrapped around me, would undo me.
She clung tighter, pulling herself flush against my chest, her tongue teasing my ear, her nails digging crescents into my shoulders. "Fuck me hard, baby," she whispered, her breath hot and uneven. "I can feel you throbbing so deep inside me."
Her hips rolled in slow, circling strokes, grinding me deeper, smoother, with an athlete's precision. I groaned, the sound bouncing off tile, as I pushed to the root, burying every inch of me inside my blonde goddess.
Her hands and mouth were everywhere--palming my chest, clutching my back, filling my mouth with her tongue. Steam curled around us, making her body slick, her skin glowing, her moans echoing in the shower like a song I'd chased for years.
Suddenly, Riley leaned back and pressed her shoulders against the wall for leverage. Her eyes locked on mine. Blue fire. Vulnerable and defiant all at once. She thrust her hips forward to meet mine, grinding with raw need as I drove into her.
I looked down, dizzy with lust, watching my thick cock glide in and out, glistening with her essence, sliding deeper each time. Waves of release battered at my control, merciless, unrelenting.
My legs shook, threatening to fold beneath me, but I forced myself steady, gripping Riley's hips as if anchoring us both. Stroke by stroke, we found a rhythm, sharp and primal, her ass smacking against tile as she bounced and moaned.
"Harder, Mattie," she gasped, voice breaking with hunger. "Don't hold back. I can take it."
With raw, powerful strokes, I drove into her, bottoming out with each thrust that sent sparks through my spine. Pleasure strobed up my cock in hot, relentless waves until my head spun so dizzy I could barely hold myself steady.
She was unbearable in her perfection--every inch of Riley a fever dream brought to life. The girl I had wanted for half a decade, the fantasy of a thousand restless nights, and now I was deep inside her, fucking her the way she had always deserved.
"Oh, fuck--Mattie!" Riley's voice broke into a scream, high and raw, echoing off tile, loud enough that Fiona could hear even if she were still down by the lake. Her entire body arched against the wall, trembling hard as her pussy clamped down on me in a molten embrace. Her velvety walls spasmed around my cock, pulsing in frantic waves.
I couldn't hold back. My balls drew tight, and with a guttural grunt I buried myself to the root. White-hot release tore through me as thick, heavy ropes of cum surged from me into her waiting depths. Again and again, I poured into her, filling her womb until the pressure in my cock felt endless.
Riley took all of it, pulling me closer, her long legs locked around my waist, holding me inside her as if she never wanted to let me go. Her stomach rippled with convulsions, her body twisting in the grip of an orgasm so intense her eyes rolled back, her lips falling open in a silent cry.
Even trembling, my legs somehow held, driving me through the peak until the storm finally broke. The world narrowed to her--tight, wet, convulsing around me--until at last the climax ebbed, leaving me panting, spent, and buried deep inside the girl who had waited years for this moment.
Riley slumped against me, still trembling, her nails tracing helpless lines down my back. I kissed her damp hair, holding her steady as the hot water poured over us both, washing away the sweat and the storm of release.
And then--soft, deliberate--the bathroom door creaked open. Steam swirled as the curtain rattled back an inch.
"Well, well..." Fiona's lilting French accent cut through the hiss of water. "I thought I heard my cherie crying out."
Riley stiffened for a heartbeat, then relaxed as Fiona slipped inside, the curtain whispering closed behind her. Fi's golden hair plastered to her shoulders, nipples taut, water beading down every flawless curve. She looked at us not with jealousy but with a slow, mischievous smile, her blue eyes sparkling with heat.
"Matthew," she murmured, sliding closer until her breasts brushed Riley's shoulder, "you did not think I would let you two have all the fun, did you?"
Riley flushed, but Fiona's hand was already there, cupping her cheek tenderly. Their lips met--soft at first, then hungrier as Riley leaned into it, sighing against Fi's mouth.
I groaned low in my chest, my cock twitching inside Riley at the sight. Fiona kissed her deeply, then broke away just enough to glance back at me over Riley's shoulder, her wet lashes framing a wicked grin.
"Take me, mon amour," Fiona whispered, turning and bracing her hands against the slick tile wall. She bent slightly, her ass pushing back toward me, her pussy glistening under the cascade of water. "Take me while I kiss her. Let Riley feel everything."
Did I have it in me to go back-to-back, without even a breath of rest? Could I really keep Fiona satisfied, give her the release she deserved, when Riley had already wrung me dry?
The thought almost made me laugh. I was in a hot shower, naked, with the two most beautiful women on the planet -- and my cock was already surging again, thick and unyielding, pressed inside Riley's trembling pussy only a moment ago. Of course I could.
Even though it pained me, I slipped free of Riley, my shaft gleaming with seed, her folds still clinging to me as more spilled from her swollen entrance. Riley gasped at the loss but didn't protest. She kissed Fiona harder instead, moaning into her mouth as I turned my focus on the French goddess bent before me.
I gathered Fiona's hips, spread her wide, and slid into her from behind with one smooth stroke.
A guttural groan tore from my throat as her hot, tight pussy closed around me. She squeezed like a velvet vice, milking me as though she wanted every drop Riley hadn't already claimed. My cock swelled inside her, stretching her walls until they molded to me.
"Mon Dieu..." Fi moaned, arching her back, bracing her hands on the tile as water cascaded down her spine in glittering rivulets, pooling at the small of her back before sliding over the perfect swell of her ass.
I drove deeper, savoring the molten clutch of her body. Riley stayed pressed against Fiona, their mouths devouring each other, their golden hair tangling as steam curled around them. Riley's tongue darted hungrily into Fi's mouth, and Fi moaned into the kiss with every hard thrust I gave her.
The sight drove me wild. I set a pace -- deep, hammering strokes, hips slapping against Fiona's ripe ass. Each impact sent ripples through her flawless curves. Her breasts swayed beneath her chest, heavy and lush, and I couldn't resist. I leaned forward, palming them from behind, pinching her nipples until they slipped free between my fingers.
Her body tightened, trembling between us, and I slid one hand down her taut stomach until my fingertips found her clit. Swollen. Slick. Waiting for me.
"Matt..." she gasped, breaking the kiss with Riley, her voice cracking on a moan.
I circled her clit with practiced precision, even as I pounded her deeper. Her body buckled instantly, pussy clamping around my cock like a fist.
Her orgasm ripped through her -- violent, beautiful, consuming. She cried out, head thrown back, water streaming over her face as her walls convulsed around me.
The squeeze pulled me over the edge. My balls tightened, my vision flashed white, and I buried myself to the hilt, groaning as I erupted inside her. Thick, hot ropes spilled deep, filling her womb until it gushed back around my shaft. Fiona's legs shook, but I held her steady, fingers digging into her hips as pulse after pulse emptied me into her.
At last, trembling, I pulled free, watching my cum spill down her thighs and mingle with the water streaming between her legs. My chest heaved, my cock twitching in the aftershocks as I steadied myself against the slick tile.
Two goddesses. Two climaxes. And finally -- blissfully -- I was spent.
The roar of the showerhead faded into background static, the steam heavy with the scent of sex and sweat and something sweeter -- the afterglow of trust. My forehead pressed against the cool tile as I drew in long, steady breaths, chest heaving. My cock twitched once more before softening, leaving me utterly spent.
Behind me, Fiona sagged into Riley's arms, both blondes supporting each other as much as they were leaning into me. Their lips found one another again, slower now, softer, tongues tasting what lingered of me between them.
I turned, sliding an arm around each of their waists, drawing them into my chest. Water streamed over our tangled bodies, rinsing away the mess of my release but not the bond it had sealed.
Fiona pressed her cheek to my sternum, humming in quiet satisfaction. Riley tucked herself under my arm, her wet hair plastered to her shoulders, her heartbeat fluttering fast against my side.
No words were necessary. The silence itself was sacred.
At last, Fiona tipped her chin up, her lips brushing my jaw. "That," she whispered, "was worth every drop of water in this house."
Riley giggled, the sound bright and innocent even after what we'd just shared. "I don't think I'll ever look at a shower the same way again."
I kissed the crown of each golden head, smiling despite the bone-deep exhaustion weighing on me. "Good. Because I plan on making sure you never forget it."
We lingered in the heat until the water ran cool, the steam curling away like a curtain closing on the scene. Fiona leaned against me, eyes half-lidded, humming with lazy satisfaction. Riley nestled into my other side, her heartbeat still quick, her lips brushing my shoulder in quiet devotion.
I kissed them both in turn, one on each damp crown of golden hair, and pulled them tighter against me. Whatever doubts I had carried into this day, whatever ghosts of the past haunted me, none of them mattered in that moment.
The three of us weren't circling an idea anymore. We were together. Flesh, soul, and something greater binding us in ways words could never touch.
As the last droplets slid down our skin, I shut off the tap. Silence replaced the rush of water, and in it, I heard only their breathing -- steady, content, and in sync with mine.
The world outside would bring storms, challenges, and hard questions. But for now, for us, it was enough.
And it changed everything.






  
  Chapter eight








The Lake Never Forgot Us


Twenty minutes later, the three of us sat on the back porch with steaming mugs of coffee, watching the sunrise bleed orange and pink across the lake. I lounged on the swing in nothing but shorts, Fiona perched across my lap like she belonged there--because she did. She spooned up a bite of yogurt, oats, and blueberries, humming with satisfaction as she leaned back against my chest. 
The weight of the past weeks had finally lifted. For once, everything felt easy. Right.
I sipped my coffee with one hand and ran the other over Fiona's bare stomach. She wore a simple sports bra and a pair of yoga shorts that clung like a second skin, her body molded into mine as if the swing had been built for us.
The screen door creaked, and Riley stepped out, coffee in one hand, banana in the other. Her golden hair hung damp and straight down her back from our early-morning shower, braless breasts bouncing beneath an all-too-familiar shirt.
"Make room for mama," she announced, plopping down on my other leg--the seat usually reserved for June.
Fiona's eyes went straight to the shirt, her lips curling into an exaggerated pout. "Now you're just taunting me."
Riley bit into her banana with a wicked grin, eyes sparkling. "And your frown tastes delicious."
I chuckled, sliding my palm up Riley's bare thigh under the hem of the camp tee, confirming what I already suspected--she'd come out here without panties. I kissed the crown of Fiona's still-damp hair, my other hand still resting warm against her stomach. "How about this--we drive to camp, I'll buy another shirt, wear it once, declare it mine, and then hand it over to you. That way, balance is restored."
Fiona gave me a look like I'd just suggested solving world hunger with a Pop-Tart. "It's not the same, mon amour."
Riley tugged on the hem of the oversized tee until it floated above her hips, flashing bare skin beneath. "That's because this--" she tugged again, smirking "--isn't just a shirt. This is the Super Bowl trophy."
Fiona rolled her eyes. "Please. At best, that's a participation ribbon."
"Participation ribbon?" Riley laughed, finishing her banana. "Honey, I'm holding the championship belt."
Riley waggled her eyebrows, tugging the shirt again as if to remind Fiona whose chest it was covering. "Face it, Monet. You lost fair and square."
"Fair?" Fiona scoffed, twisting around in my lap to glare at her best friend. "Your canoe bumped mine."
"It was called strategy." Riley smirked, biting off the last piece of banana.
Fiona crossed her arms under her breasts, lips pursed like a general plotting war. "Then I demand a rematch. Same stakes as last time."
My eyes flicked between them. "Meaning?"
"Your shirt," Fiona declared, pointing dramatically at Riley's chest. "Winner takes it. Permanently."
I laughed into my coffee. "So I'm the prize again?"
"You've always been the prize, Mattie." Riley winked, then stretched out her legs so the hem of the shirt in question rode scandalously high. "And I don't plan on giving you up."
Fiona leaned closer to her, their foreheads nearly touching. "Then may the best woman win."
Riley shoved the rest of her coffee into her mouth, hopped off my lap, and pointed toward the dock like she was storming a battlefield. "Fine. Two canoes, two paddles. No crying when I smoke your ass again."
Fiona sprang up, fire in her eyes. "We'll see who ends up wet this time."
I groaned theatrically, dragging my hand down my face as I stood. "Ladies, can we not turn every childhood memory into a death match for my clothing?"
But they were already racing barefoot across the grass toward the dock, laughter carrying over the lake. And despite myself, I grinned wide, jogging after them. Some men fought to keep the peace; I was destined to referee canoe races where the trophy was my damn T-shirt.
I dragged a second canoe from the storage shed while the ladies bickered down by the shoreline. They each held a paddle, and Riley gestured toward the helpless buoy floating about fifty feet off the shoreline.
"You two are really going through with this?" I asked.
"It's the only honorable thing to do," Fiona said. "Riley cheated, so the shirt belongs to me."
Riley laughed, her eyes twinkling with feigned indignation. "You think I cheated? I won that race fair and square."
"You bumped me and we both know it," Fiona said.
I sighed and facepalmed, shaking my head. "All this over a damn T-shirt? It's not even a good T-shirt."
Fiona turned on me. "It's not about the T-shirt. It's about justice."
Riley laughed, her braless breasts jiggling invitingly beneath the thin tee. "You act like I got away with murder."
Fiona squeezed the paddle in her hand and glared. "Just get in the canoe. We'll let fate decide who's right."
"What are the rules?" I asked, not sure I wanted to know.
Fiona glared. "No bumping! That's an automatic disqualification."
Riley rolled her eyes. "Rules are for betas. The only rule that matters is the first one back to the shoreline wins."
Fiona gazed at me, eyes pleading. "Do you see how she is? She did the same thing last time."
I chuckled, completely at a loss for words over the absurdity of what I was witnessing. "No bumping, Roo. Got it?"
Riley rolled her eyes. "Tell that to your little French chica. She plays just as dirty as me."
I sighed. "No bumping from either of you."
"You'll act as referee," Fiona said. "And you can declare me the winner when I leave little Miss Long Legs choking on my wake."
Riley chuckled and gripped her paddle. "You're so on, sister."
I waded into the shallows just off the sandy beach, balancing both canoes in the open water, making sure nobody got a head start. God help me, I was refereeing my own shirt like it was the Olympic finals.
Before Fiona climbed into the first canoe, she popped up on her toes and gave me a quick kiss. "That's for luck."
Not to be outdone, Riley followed her, stealing a kiss and adding a deliberate flick of tongue. "More tongue. More luck. May the best harem wife win."
Fiona rolled her eyes and settled into her canoe, paddle ready. Meanwhile, Riley slipped into hers with theatrical slowness, hiking her shirt high around her waist so I could clearly see there was nothing beneath. She winked at me over her shoulder.
"There's more to come after I win," she teased, her bare ass flashing as she shifted into place.
The moment I gave the word, both canoes shot forward, paddles slapping the lake like whips. Fiona dug in with clean, powerful strokes, her paddle slicing the water with textbook precision. Riley, on the other hand, went all chaos and muscle--half splash, half brute force, but she made up for it with speed.
"Keep your paddle straight!" I called after Riley.
"Shut up, ref! No coaching!" she yelled back, splattering me with spray as she dug in harder.
Fiona laughed, glancing over her shoulder. "She doesn't even know how to feather her blade. This isn't a water fight!"
"Oh, it's about to be!" Riley whooped, leaning so far to the side that water sheeted up and over the edge of Fiona's canoe.
"Riley!" I barked. "No bumping, no splashing!"
Riley ignored me, of course, flashing me a wicked grin as she bent forward, her shirt plastering itself to her wet body. The fabric clung so tight I could see the exact outline of her nipples as she paddled, and she made sure to arch her back just enough for me to catch the glimpse of bare ass when the hem rode up.
Fiona groaned, exasperated. "Matthew, you're supposed to be the referee, not her audience!"
"What do you want me to do, blindfold myself?" I shot back, laughing as Riley blew me a kiss before digging her paddle deep and surging forward.
The buoy came closer, bobbing innocently in the distance as both women fought for position. Fiona's strokes were longer, steadier, more efficient. Riley's were raw energy, every stroke punctuated with a laugh or a curse as she battled the water itself.
"Almost there!" I called, jogging along the shore.
Riley let out a triumphant whoop as she reached the buoy first, slapping it with the flat of her paddle. But Fiona wasn't far behind, swinging wide, circling the buoy cleanly before turning her canoe with a practiced twist.
The sprint back was chaos--Riley tried to block, Fiona tried to draft, and both ended up sending arcs of water across the lake as they fought stroke for stroke.
By the time they reached the beach, it was nearly even. Riley slammed her canoe onto the sand a heartbeat before Fiona, leaping out, soaked to the skin, the shirt clinging so transparently that even the lake itself blushed.
"I win!" she screamed, arms raised in triumph.
"You cheated again!" Fiona shouted, dragging her canoe up with equal parts fury and laughter.
"I did not!" Riley giggled, wringing out her shirt so it plastered even tighter to her chest. "I was just faster."
Fiona marched up, dripping and glaring, but her pout didn't last long. With a huff, she grabbed Riley by the shirt and kissed her full on the lips. Riley squealed, half laughing, half moaning, before Fiona pulled back and jabbed her in the ribs with her paddle.
"Fine. We share the shirt. Just like we share him."
"Deal," Riley said, breathless and grinning.
I stood there shaking my head, water dripping down my chest from all their splashing. "You two realize you just turned a canoe race into a wet T-shirt contest, right?"
"Exactly," Riley said, winking at me.
Fiona sighed, though her lips curved into a reluctant smile. "Come, Matthew. We've proven nothing except that Riley is impossible. Let's take you to the rope swing before she challenges me to wrestle for your shorts."
With Fiona's mention of the rope swing, any thought of doing actual work evaporated. Within minutes, the girls had swapped into bikinis while I loaded the cooler with beer and sunscreen, cranked the tunes, and fired up the old speedboat.
Twenty minutes later, we pulled into the shaded cove, the familiar rope swing dangling from its oak tree like a relic from our youth.
Before I could even anchor the boat, Fiona dove headlong into the lake, cutting through the water with practiced strokes until she surfaced halfway to shore. "Let's see who outdoes who on the swing!" she shouted, voice bright with challenge.
"That's hardly fair. You were a competitive diver," Riley called back, but she didn't hesitate. She squealed and flung herself into the water with a cannonball splash that nearly rocked the boat.
I leaned against the rail, grinning so wide my face hurt. Last night's intensity had melted into something lighter, freer. This morning wasn't about tension, or confessions, or sex; it was about being young, reckless, and alive together.
Fiona reached the dock first, hauling herself up the ladder and sprinting barefoot toward the hill where the rope hung coiled on its hook. Riley scrambled after her, laughing, the two of them shoving, elbowing, and pulling each other's arms as they raced.
By the time I trudged up behind them, Fiona had already seized the thick rope in her hands, grinning triumphantly as she tested the knot. Water streamed down her body in rivulets, sunlight glinting off her curves. Her neon yellow top looked seconds away from betraying her, breasts straining against the thin fabric as if daring gravity to intervene.
Riley wasn't far behind. She yanked her bikini bottoms back into place, though it hardly mattered -- they'd already disappeared halfway up her perfect ass, a teasing slip that left me swallowing hard. Her damp golden hair plastered against her tanned shoulders, eyes flashing with mischief as she squared off with Fiona.
I leaned against the oak trunk, cooler slung at my side, and just shook my head. "God help me," I muttered. "This morning it was a T-shirt. Now it's the rope swing. What's next -- dueling over who makes the better s'more?"
They ignored me completely, eyes locked on each other, ready to turn childhood tradition into their next battleground.
With a cocky grin, Fi launched herself from the hillside, squealing with delight, her golden hair flashing in the brilliant sunshine.
Poised and utterly composed, the onetime diving phenom kept her legs tight and toes pointed. At the zenith of her swing, she released, tucking and spinning not once but twice before finishing in a flawless pike. She cut the surface headfirst, vanishing with barely a splash.
Riley bounced on her toes, clapping and cheering wildly before Fi even broke the surface. My eyes should've been on Fiona's perfect dive--but instead, I found myself fixated on the flawless rear end in front of me, jiggling only slightly with every bounce.
Fi popped up from the water grinning, waving as she swam toward the ladder. Riley spun on me, blue eyes blazing. "Time to reveal my secret weapon--the titty twister!"
I chuckled, remembering the last time she'd tried it--spinning wildly before face-planting on the lake. "Have you ever actually pulled that off?"
Riley rolled her eyes. "Only a million times."
I caught the rope as it swung back, giving her a dubious look. "Baby, I really don't want you to hurt yourself. It's okay to let Fi win sometimes."
The words were barely out before I knew I'd blown it.
Riley's glare sharpened into steel. "You don't think I can do it."
I winced. "I'm just saying--it's a perfect day. Let's not end it in the ER."
"Hand me that rope."
"Roo, come on--"
She snapped her fingers, glare deepening into a scowl. "The rope. Now. I'm not asking."
With a sigh, I handed it over. "If you get out there and you're not feeling it, please bail. Okay?"
Ignoring me completely, Riley lined herself up, her bikini bottoms riding deliciously high as she set her stance. Even then, I couldn't help sneaking a glance at the world's best ass.
Fiona appeared at my side, dripping wet and grinning ear to ear. "Did you see that? I've still got it!"
I laughed and scooped her up, making her squeal. "You definitely still got it."
From the hill, Riley blew Fiona a kiss. "You were amazing, babe. But wait until you see my secret weapon--the titty twister!"
Fiona tilted her head, frowning in genuine curiosity. "What's a titty twister? Is it slang?"
I barked out a laugh and kissed Fi before setting her down. "It's a monument to Riley's bottomless ego."
Riley growled, snapping the rope tight in her hands. "Keep it up, Mattie Mittens, and I'll bite your dick off."
I groaned and rubbed my face. "For the love of God, Roo--just be careful."
Riley backed up the hill, bare feet digging into the damp earth as she gripped the rope with both hands. She tested the weight, bouncing once, twice, then flashed us both a grin that was equal parts devil and dare.
Fiona crossed her arms beneath her chest, her neon bikini still dripping from her dive. "This is going to be a disaster," she whispered to me, though the sparkle in her eyes betrayed her amusement.
"Don't say that," I muttered. "She'll try harder just to prove you wrong."
"Exactly," Fi said, smirking.
Riley planted her heels, shouted, "Behold the titty twister!" and sprinted toward the drop-off.
The rope caught her momentum, yanking her into the air. She swung out over the glittering water, hair flying, golden sunlight flashing off her damp skin. At the apex she kicked hard, throwing her body into a reckless spin.
"Oh God," I hissed under my breath, half-ready to dive after her.
She spun once. Then twice. Her arms flailed to catch balance, her legs kicking wildly -- it looked like she'd faceplant into the lake. But somehow, impossibly, Riley tucked at the last second, yanked her knees in, and snapped herself around for a half-turn entry.
She released, hit the water feet-first with a huge splash, and disappeared beneath the surface.
"Not bad," Fiona admitted, shading her eyes as we watched the ripples.
Riley broke the surface seconds later, pumping her fist in the air and crowing loud enough to echo through the trees. "Titty twister, bitches!"
Fi burst out laughing, shaking her head. "That was... surprisingly decent."
I scrubbed a hand down my face, unable to hide my grin. "Decent? She almost broke herself in half!"
Down below, Riley floated on her back, smug as a cat in cream. "Almost doesn't count! Admit it, Mattie -- you're impressed."
I exhaled, giving her the grin she wanted. "Yeah, Roo. I'm impressed. Still crazy, but impressed."
Fiona nudged me with her hip, giggling as Riley swam toward the ladder. "Careful, mon amour. Compliment her too much and she'll try to outdo herself."
Riley climbed onto the dock, water streaming down her body as her bikini clung like a second skin, the fabric outlining every curve. She shook her golden hair back, sending droplets flying, then propped her hands on her hips with a smug grin. "Oh, I definitely will."
Fiona giggled and snagged the rope, tugging it back up the hill. For a moment I thought she was lining up another run, but my little French chica, as Riley had so sweetly (and not-so-innocently) called her, had other plans. "Matthew, it's your turn."
I would have been perfectly content to sip a beer and watch the show--two gorgeous women in bikinis launching themselves into the lake while I got a front-row view of every jiggle and splash. But no, my girlfriends weren't about to let me coast.
I sighed. "Don't expect a titty twister."
Riley had just finished wringing water from her hair as she bounded back up the hillside. She grinned wickedly. "Fine. Then give us a Mattie Moon Shot."
I pinched the bridge of my nose. "You're just making shit up now."
Fi slipped an arm around my waist, pressing her slick body against me. Her wet breast molded to my ribs, her nipple pebbling hard against my skin. The rush of heat in my groin made me question whether I'd survive the swing--or if my cock would simply explode first.
"What's the Mattie Moon Shot?" she asked, gazing up at me with faux innocence.
Riley shrugged, smirk firmly in place. "Something crazy. He should totally flip."
Fi frowned, protective as always. "I don't want to see him get hurt."
"Come on, Fi," Riley teased. "The guy's a fucking quadruple black belt or whatever. He can handle one little backflip."
I turned, arching a brow. "First of all, there's no such thing as a quadruple black belt. Secondly..." I snatched the rope from Fiona's hand and squared up with a grin. "I can damn well do a flip, Miss Potty Mouth."
Riley folded her arms, eyes twinkling. "You've been showing off those muscles all summer, Mittens. Time to prove they're not just for hammering nails and lifting Fi's boobs."
"Excuse me?" Fiona gasped, cupping her breasts in mock offense.
"Don't act innocent," Riley shot back. "Those things are basically flotation devices. He gets a free lift every time he hugs you."
Fi giggled and smacked Riley's arm. "You're jealous."
"Damn right I am," Riley said with a grin, then wagged her finger at me. "Now make with the flip."
I shook my head, but their laughter and gleaming eyes pushed me past the point of backing out. "Fine. But when I break my neck, the T-shirt goes to me in memoriam."
Fiona kissed my cheek quickly. "You'll be brilliant."
Riley smirked. "Or hilarious."
With a groan, I gripped the knot, jogged forward, and launched myself into the air. For a moment, I actually felt incredible--swinging wide, lake glittering below, the wind rushing past my ears. I tucked, twisted, and spun, hearing the girls shriek behind me. One flip... two... almost three--
And then the world tilted wrong. My legs flailed, my arms pinwheeled, and instead of a graceful dive, I pancaked straight into the water, chest-first with a sickening slap that echoed through the cove.
"Matt!" Fiona's scream cut through the splash.
I bobbed up, sputtering, chest stinging like I'd been hit with a belt sander. But before I could laugh it off, Fiona dove in, sleek as a dolphin, stroking hard toward me. Riley wasn't far behind, launching herself from the hill in a wild cannonball that nearly swamped me with her splash.
Both girls latched onto me at once, their arms wrapping tight, their slippery bodies colliding with mine. Fi's breasts squished against my chest as she cupped my face, frantic. "Are you hurt? Matthew, mon amour--say something!"
Riley plastered herself to my back, her thighs straddling my hips as she hugged me from behind. "Don't you dare die on us, Mattie Mittens! I'll kick your ass if you do!"
I groaned theatrically, letting my head loll against Fiona's shoulder. "Everything's... fading... my only regret is not seeing another titty twister..."
"Asshole!" Riley smacked the back of my head but didn't let go, her legs tightening around my waist.
I laughed, water streaming down my face, even as both girls covered me with frantic kisses--Fiona on my lips, Riley peppering my neck and shoulders, their slick bodies writhing all over me in the water. Any soreness from my spectacular belly flop vanished under the weight of their concern and affection, replaced by the dizzying heat of two goddesses smothering me at once.
After the rope swing, we jetted over to the beach for a picnic. We docked at the marina and strolled the boardwalk until sand replaced planks under our feet.
The noonday sun glittered across the man-made beach, dotted with clusters of families and couples. We picked a spot far enough for privacy but still close to the water. That walk, though--Fiona and Riley drew eyes like moths to flame.
Three teenage boys tossed a football near the pier. One misjudged a catch entirely, taking the ball to the face as his eyes tracked Fiona's bouncing breasts instead of the spiral.
Two middle-aged men fishing off the dock tipped their hats with not-so-innocent grins.
Even a thirty-something couple wrangling their kids wasn't immune. The dad gawked openly at Riley until his wife swatted him with a beach bag, knocking a chair off his back.
Intent on finding the perfect patch of sand, the girls seemed blissfully unaware. Me? I was no better than the gawkers--I trailed behind them with the cooler, grinning like a fool.
We spread towels on a quiet stretch of sand. Riley queued up music on a portable speaker, and Fiona laid out fruit, cheese, and crackers. I cracked open cold beers and stretched out, watching sunlight dance on the lake. Manchild by Sabrina Carpenter pulsed from the speaker, and the afternoon began to hum with that lazy summer rhythm.
Out of the corner of my eye, I spotted the same football boys we'd passed earlier, their game now little more than a cover to ogle Fiona and Riley. Not that I blamed them. Two stunning, all-natural blondes in bikinis were hard to resist.
I sipped my beer, content, until Riley crawled toward me on all fours, her golden hair tickling my chest. "Babe, we're hot. We're gonna jump in the lake real quick. Be right back." She leaned in and kissed me--quick, but not that quick.
Not to be outdone, Fiona followed, blotting out the sun with her body. "Wanna come with us?" she teased, her breasts brushing my chest as she bent down. "We'll protect you from your admirers."
I arched a brow. "You mean the two of you?"
She giggled, nipping my bottom lip before pulling away. "I meant those girls." She tipped her head toward a trio nearby--three gorgeous women our age, stealing glances that lingered too long.
"It's true," Riley said, mock-serious. "Fi and I are ready to throw down if it comes to it."
I chuckled. "They're checking you two out, not me."
Riley rolled her eyes. "You're so clueless sometimes."
Fiona laughed, tugging Riley's hand. "Come on, Roo. Let's hit the lake."
The word caught me off guard--Roo. My name for Riley, one no one else ever used. But hearing Fiona claim it too? My heart soared.
As they jogged away, sun gilding their hair, I called after them. "When you girls get back, I'll happily re-apply your sunscreen."
"I bet you will," Riley tossed over her shoulder, laughter trailing her like perfume as she ran, a summer goddess at full glow.
As the girls splashed in the shallows, their admirers couldn't resist trailing after them--close enough to watch, far enough to stay respectful. The boys looked harmless, but I still kept an eye on them.
Riley disappeared under the surface, golden hair streaming like sunlight when she emerged. Fiona squealed as Riley splashed her, kicking back a wave before Riley lunged to dunk her. Fiona wrapped her arms around her instead, dragging both of them under with a shriek.
This was the life I'd always dreamed of--carefree, sunlit, full of laughter. But even in the middle of it, a seed of dread twisted in my stomach. Could this last? Could I keep both of them without breaking one? The thought alone made me sick. I shoved it aside and smiled as they came bounding up the beach, dripping and radiant.
"Save me!" Fiona squealed, running for me, arms out, breasts bouncing beneath her soaked top. She launched herself into my lap, water spilling over me as she pressed in tight. "Your girlfriend is evil!"
Riley grinned wickedly. "Come on, Fi. Every girl should get the titty twister at least once."
Fiona buried her face in my neck, giggling. "Don't let her touch my boobs!"
My gaze dipped, helpless against the mountain of cleavage spilling toward me. I slid a hand under Fi's perfect ass, pulling her closer. Grinning, I turned my eyes to Riley, whose nipples strained against her tiny bikini. "If anyone deserves a titty twister, it's you."
Riley folded her arms and shook her head, dripping water onto my legs. "You're such a baby, Fiona."
Fiona peeked up from the crook of my arm, giggling. "My nipples are sensitive. Just ask Mattie."
Riley smirked. "I wouldn't really hurt you. I just wanted to cop a feel."
"It's safe to say you speak for all of humanity when it comes to Fiona's breasts."
Fi kissed my cheek, then turned back to Riley with mock seriousness. "You can play with them later, in the shower. But only if you promise to be gentle."
Riley bit her lip, and her nipples visibly tightened as though she was already imagining it. "Fine. We have a deal."
Fiona wriggled against my lap, her ass grinding over the stiff bulge straining my swim trunks. "Now, if you sit down nicely and behave, I'll braid your hair like I used to at camp."
Riley's eyes lit up. "Really?"
"Grab my brush from the bag," Fiona said. "And my sunglasses."
"Yay!" Riley clapped, bouncing off to fetch them before settling back between Fi's thighs, cross-legged and smiling expectantly.
Fiona slid down to sit between my legs, leaning into my chest, and began working the brush through Riley's golden hair. She teased her fingers through it first, giggling. "Your hair is as wild as you are."
"And yours always looks like it came straight out of a shampoo commercial," Riley said. "Must be nice to be so perfect."
With long, fluid strokes, Fiona smoothed out the tangles until Riley's hair glistened straight down her back. "I'm far from perfect, cherie."
From where I sat, they were both perfection, body and soul. My mind flashed with this morning's images--their naked bodies slick with steam, sliding over my cock. My hands drifted to Fi's shoulders, massaging gently, drawing a sigh of approval from her lips.
Riley leaned back, eyes closed, as Fi's fingers combed through her damp hair. For a few breaths, the only sounds were the hush of the waves and the quiet melody of their laughter. Then Riley broke the spell.
"Lily used to love having her hair braided like this."
Fiona smiled softly, leaning forward to kiss Riley's bare shoulder before parting her hair into two neat sections. Her voice dropped, gentle but probing. "Tell me about Lily's fiancé. You mentioned you don't like him?"
I perked up, more than curious to hear more about Lily. Riley had barely mentioned her sisters since arriving at the lake house, and I hadn't wanted to push.
"He's a walking red flag," Riley said flatly. "Worst of all, Lily looks right past all his faults."
Fiona frowned, splitting Riley's damp hair into sections. "Such as?"
"He installed Life360 on her phone so he can track her every move. And he insists on an open-phone policy--for her. Not him."
"Mon Dieu." Fiona's hands stilled for a moment. "Why would she stay with him?"
Riley shrugged. "She won't listen to Bella or me. She insists that Ethan--" she spat the name "--is only looking out for her best interests."
"That doesn't sound like the Lily I remember," I said, unable to keep quiet.
Riley scoffed. "The Lily you remember left the day she met Ethan."
"If you hate the guy so much, why are we breaking our backs for her wedding?" I asked.
"Because Lily has always dreamed of getting married at the lake house, and we love her. Besides, the property taxes are eating us alive. If we want to keep this place out of Margot's hands, we need the revenue."
Fiona sighed as she tightened a braid. "We still have time. Maybe Matthew can talk some sense into her."
"I'm not getting involved," I said quickly. "I doubt Lily wants to hear a word from me."
"She misses you, Mattie," Riley said softly. "So does Bels, in her own way."
Fiona slid another section into place. "Speaking of Bella--why hasn't she come to help?"
I already knew the answer, but I wanted to hear Riley's take.
"She's upset with Mattie." Riley glanced at me, then looked away. "I'm still hoping she'll come around. We've been texting. She doesn't believe we'll get the permit. But... it wouldn't surprise me if she shows up anyway. Just a fair warning--when it comes to Mattie, Bella doesn't like to share."
Heat stirred low in my gut. "Come on. That's ancient history."
"Not to her," Riley said. "Not when it's you, Mittens."
Silence settled. Fiona's hands worked methodically, but the air had turned heavier. I didn't want to press, and apparently neither did they.
"Speaking of sisters..." Riley's voice lifted, breaking the spell. "How's June? Have you kept in touch?"
"Oui," Fiona said. "Every time I'm in town and have a signal, I call her. We spoke yesterday."
Something in her tone was off. Too careful. Fiona was never careful.
"What's wrong with Sunny?" I asked.
Fiona sighed. "It's the same old thing. Andre being Andre."
My jaw tightened. "Maybe she should come here. Get some distance."
Fiona glanced over her shoulder, nearly done with Riley's braid. "Or maybe you should tell her that yourself. Why haven't you called her?"
The words hit me like a punch. "I... I don't know."
It was a lie, of course. We both knew why. Sunny scared me in ways even Riley never had.
Fiona tied off the braid, then kissed Riley between the shoulder blades. "Perfect, chérie."
Riley twirled her head, letting the braids fall forward over each shoulder. She beamed. "This is so much fun. Thanks, Fi."
"You're welcome."
"You know what sounds good?" Riley asked suddenly. "Snow cones. I saw a stand back by the pier."
"I could go for a snow cone," I said.
Riley stood, leveling me with a glare. "You don't need a snow cone. You need to check your cell signal. It's five bars here at the beach."
Fiona giggled, letting Riley help her to her feet. She bent and kissed me, soft and lingering. "We'll bring you one, mon cœur. Your phone's in the bag--fully charged."
As I watched them go, my stomach dipped, chased by a flutter of nervous butterflies. Fiona's beach bag sat like a dare beside me. No putting it off--if Sunny was hurting, I needed to hear her voice.
I dug out my phone. Five bars glared back at me. No excuses. With a steadying breath, I found her name and pressed call. The line rang twice before a voice I hadn't heard in too long hit me like a hammer to the chest.
"Matthew? Is that you?"
The sound of her nearly knocked me flat. "Sunny--yeah. It's me."
For a few long moments, there was nothing but muffled sobs. Then, softer: "How are you?"
Guilt gnawed at me. I'd done the same thing to June as I had Riley, Bella, even Lily--vanishing, keeping my distance, pretending silence was safer than honesty. Five years gone, and I was still living in my father's shadow. It had to end.
"June Bug..." My throat tightened around the nickname. "I'm sorry. Will you forgive me for not calling?"
Her sobs cracked open, raw and unguarded. "I miss you so much. When are you coming home?"
I winced. Don't dodge. Tell her the truth.
"About that... June Bug, I don't want you to wait for me to come back. I want you here. With me. Come to Indiana for the summer. You can get away from Andre, and I can show you my hometown. The lake is beautiful--and we could use your help on the flip."
A pause stretched across the line, heavy and trembling. "I don't know if that's such a good idea. What if...?"
She didn't finish, but I heard the unspoken words: What if we can't stop ourselves? What if this burns us both?
But Riley had already taught me something: burying feelings only poisoned them. I wasn't going to run anymore.
"June Bug, I'm not taking no for an answer," I said, firm but gentle. "I'll buy the ticket. I'll pick you up myself at the airport."
"Matt... maybe I shouldn't."
"Maybe you should. Don't fight me on this, Sunny. Meet Riley. See the lake. Just... please. Say yes. For me."
Her sigh carried more weight than the ocean between us. "Fine. But I'm not staying all summer."
A grin tugged at my lips. We both knew she would stay as long as we did. "Get packed. I'll book the red-eye."
I hung up, pulled up the airline site, and made it real. By tomorrow, June would be here.
The girls returned not long after, snow cones in hand, their laughter trailing sunlight. Fi handed me a cherry one--my favorite. I shared the good news, and Fiona squealed, jumping in place while Riley grinned, sticky syrup already on her lips.
A weight I'd carried for years slipped clean off my shoulders. For the first time in a long time, the future felt possible.
"Now that's settled," I said, lifting my snow cone in a toast. "Who's up for some lake frisbee?"
Fiona threw up her hand. "Me!"
Riley lunged for the beach bag, snatched the frisbee, and bolted. "Last one in gets a titty twister!"
Fi screeched and tore after her, sand flying. I stayed back, laughing, perfectly happy to take the titty twister if it meant watching them bounce down the beach. And bounce they did.
Riley hit the water first, launching herself with a squeal before face-planting into the shallows. Fi splashed in right behind her, only for Riley to pop up fist-pumping like she'd won the Super Bowl. She tossed the frisbee in my direction, and I barely had time to get my hands up before it arrived across home plate.
I caught Riley's throw before it bounced off my chest and grinned. "Where's my titty twister?"
Fi smirked. "You really want us to give you a titty twister?"
Riley slapped her a high five. "Always."
That was the signal. Riley's gaze raked down my chest, her lips parting as she licked them. "God, you look hot," she whispered, and the hunger in her eyes nearly buckled my knees. She slid against me, wet skin on sun-warmed skin, her palms climbing my abs before her mouth found mine.
Her lips opened, her tongue teasing, and my cock surged instantly to steel. I dragged her in, dipping my hands beneath her bikini bottoms, squeezing that perfect ass--
"Uh, guys?" Fi's voice was breathless, teasing but edged with warning. "You're drawing a crowd. And there are kids."
She wasn't wrong. A cluster of gawkers had gathered on the beach. A couple of teens floated nearby, eyes wide, drinking in every second.
Riley pulled back with a flush and a wicked smile, her nipples stiff enough to punch through the tiny triangles of her bikini. My cock strained beneath the waves, and I ducked low in the water to hide it. "If that's a titty twister, I'll take one every morning."
Fi laughed. "That's not a titty twister. That's Roo trying to get laid."
"Guilty," Riley admitted, shameless. "The shower feels like a lifetime ago. I'm ready for round two."
Fi slid behind me, her arms circling my shoulders, her nipples pebbling against my back. She kissed along my neck, her tongue hot in my ear, while Riley reached under the water and found my cock, squeezing it through my trunks.
"Fuck, he's so hard," Riley whispered.
"Of course he is," Fi purred, her hand joining Riley's until both blondes had me in their grip. "Our man has a very big problem."
I hissed between my teeth as heat pulsed through me, the crowd around us forgotten. "Maybe we should stick to frisbee."
Riley nipped my lip, eyes blazing. "Or maybe we should fuck right here."
Temptation was a noose tightening around my throat. "Roo... I'd rather not spend the night in jail."
Fi reluctantly peeled off me, though her lips curved into a grin. "He's right. Home, cherie. We'll make it worth your wait."
Riley groaned, frustrated, but finally let go. "Fine. But the second we're home, you're bending me over the kitchen table."
I chuckled. "Not sure that's the kind of renovation your parents had in mind."
The three of us laughed, the spell broken--barely. Still, when they strutted back up the sand in their tiny bikinis, heads turned everywhere. And I knew one thing for sure: the second we got home, all bets were off.
We strolled down the boardwalk, the three of us still laughing as the salt air dried on our skin. Fiona's bikini clung like a second skin, every bounce of her breasts earning glances from passing fishermen. Riley walked a step ahead, bare legs flashing golden under the sun, her damp braids dripping water down her back.
I was still riding the high of watching them together--my girls, my team--when I saw him.
Derek leaned against the piling beside our boat, arms folded, mirrored sunglasses fixed on us. He didn't even pretend he wasn't staring at Fiona's chest or the way Riley's bikini bottoms hugged her hips. His smirk spread slow and mean, like oil on water.
"Well, well," he drawled. "If it isn't the prodigal son of Ford, parading around with his two harlots. Guess the apple didn't fall far from the rotten tree, did it?"
Fiona stiffened at my side. Riley froze, fury sparking in her eyes, but Derek wasn't done.
"Your daddy built a secret family in the shadows. Broke your mama's heart clean in two. And now here you are, building your own little harem right here at the very same lake." His laugh was ugly, hollow. "Guess it runs in the blood."
The heat of the sun turned sharp against my skin, every word striking like a slap.
Derek tipped his chin toward Fiona, then Riley. "Two pretty girls, prancing around in bikinis while you play house. You think the town don't see? You think her family don't hear the whispers? Tick tock, ladies. That inspection's coming, and your reputation won't pass either."
His words dripped with false piety, every barb steeped in Bible Belt venom. But beneath the sermon tone, his eyes devoured them, hungry and unashamed.
"Maybe less time in blasphemy," he sneered, "and a little more time with hammer and nails. Or this whole place goes to rot -- same as your father's name."
The dock fell quiet except for the lap of water against the hull. Fiona's hand tightened around mine, her nails digging crescent moons into my skin. Riley, though -- Riley straightened, her braids dripping down her bare shoulders, blue eyes burning with the same fire I'd seen on the night she kissed me again for the first time.
She took one step closer, lips curling into a razor smile. "Funny thing, Derek. For a man preaching sin, you can't stop staring at my tits. Maybe take your own advice and keep your eyes on your work -- or I'll tell your wife what you were ogling at the marina."
Derek's smirk faltered, just for a blink, but he covered it with a dry chuckle. "Careful, girl. Pride comes before the fall."
Riley leaned in, her voice low and lethal. "So does hypocrisy."
She spun on her heel and climbed into the boat without looking back, leaving Derek simmering on the dock.
Fiona tugged at my hand, urging me toward the boat, but I planted my feet, eyes locked on the rapist wrapped in his bible and bullshit.
"Matthew, let's go," she said, her voice sharp with worry.
But I couldn't. Not this time. Anger surged through me like fire, and I stepped in so close I could smell the sour grease clinging to his hair. Every muscle in my body screamed to crush him, smear him into a stain on the dock.
Derek's grin spread, smug and oily, like he'd already won.
My voice dropped low, lethal. "If you so much as breathe wrong around Riley, Bella, Lily, or Fiona, what I did to you last time will feel like a Sunday School sermon. Got it, bitch?"
The smile slid from his face. He squared his shoulders, bluffing. "If you think you're man enough, bring it on."
I spread my arms wide, chest heaving. "I'm standing right here. Take your best shot."
For a long beat, he didn't move. Didn't even blink.
"That's what I thought," I spat. "Still the same pathetic coward. Crawl back into your hole before I bury you in it."
From the boat, Riley's voice cut through the tension. "Matt! He's not worth it."
Fiona tugged my hand again, and this time I let her lead me away, though my eyes never left Derek until the distance finally swallowed him whole.
As the marina shrank behind us, wind whipped through my hair and the steady drone of Mr. Ross's twin outboards anchored me in the present. A pair of arms slipped around my waist -- Fiona -- and warm lips pressed against my neck -- Riley.
"Let them talk," Riley whispered. "The lake never forgot us. It never will."
I smiled at her over my shoulder, kissed her soft lips, then pulled Fi close and kissed her too. "Thank you, Roo. And thank you, Fi, for pulling me back from the brink."
The tension of the dock dissolved into open water, the shoreline falling away as we cut across the waves. With a contented sigh, I set a course for the horizon -- away from Derek, away from the past -- and toward our future.






  
  Chapter nine








Midnight Ride


The night at the lake wound down gently. After dinner, the three of us drifted into the family room, drawn by the faint glow of embers still smoldering in the hearth. We carried fresh glasses of wine and a pile of blankets, spreading them across the floor until we were pressed together in a tangle of bare legs and lazy smiles. 
Once again, we'd showered together--but this time, we hadn't bothered with clothes. It felt like a privilege we'd earned, this naked bonding time, and we took full advantage of it.
Fiona curled against my side, her head resting on my shoulder, while Riley stretched across my lap, her fingers tracing idle patterns along my arm. Their laughter overlapped and spilled into the quiet like a lullaby, softening the edges of everything Derek had tried to break in us.
Kisses came easy, unhurried. Riley lifted her chin for a slow brush of lips, while Fiona's mouth claimed the other side of mine, warm and lingering. My hands roamed, but only in comfort -- down Riley's side, over Fiona's hip, smoothing away tension instead of stoking it.
At some point Fiona shifted, swinging a leg over me until she was astride my lap. Not with urgency, not even with intent, but like she was claiming her favorite seat in the house. She kissed me sweetly, her breasts pressing lightly to my chest, while Riley giggled at our fumbling and leaned up to kiss the hollow of my throat.
It could have escalated. God knew we'd all been riding a wave of hunger since the beach. But instead, we let it stay simple. Fiona rocked lazily against me, slow enough that it felt more like swaying than sex, while Riley nuzzled close and tucked her hand in mine. There was no need to rush, no need to prove anything.
Heat stirred, but it dulled into comfort -- drowsy, wine-softened touches until we melted together under the blankets. Fiona's breathing slowed, her lips brushing my collarbone. Riley's hair tickled my chest as she curled tighter against me.
Just before her eyes closed, Fiona whispered against my skin, half-dreaming, half-teasing: "Save a little for later, mon cœur... I'm not done with you yet."
Riley's eyes flicked open at that, a smirk tugging her lips. She gave my hand a squeeze, then pressed a final kiss to my chest before settling in.
And with all three of us wrapped together in the glow of the fading fire, the house grew quiet. We drifted into sleep -- though I knew, with a certainty that pulsed through me, that none of us would stay asleep for long.
I woke to the strangest, sweetest dream -- Fiona's body, warm and slick, straddling me, her hips rolling in lazy circles as the dying fire painted her skin in gold and shadow. But it wasn't a dream. My cock was buried deep inside her, her tight heat squeezing me slow and steady, milking me awake.
A moan slipped from her lips, low and soft, almost reverent, her blonde hair falling around her shoulders like a curtain as she rode me with a quiet rhythm meant not to wake the whole house, but only me.
On my other side, Riley pressed closer, her bare breasts molding against my ribs, her breath hot in my ear. I felt the wet slide of her pussy grinding down on my thigh, slick heat leaving a trail as she rocked herself against me. Her tongue flicked inside my ear, followed by a wet kiss, and the sound of her moan tangled with Fiona's above me.
Every nerve in my body lit up, my pulse hammering so hard I thought it might shake the house apart. Firelight danced across Fiona's breasts as they swayed with each roll of her hips, her nipples hard and flushed, her lips parted in a whisper of my name.
I reached up, cupping Fiona's breast in my palm, while Riley's hand slipped down to wrap around the base of my cock where it disappeared into her best friend's body. The three of us were a knot of heat and need, tangled together in the middle of the night, no pretense, no walls left between us.
Fiona's hips rolled in a slow, hypnotic rhythm, her breasts swaying as the firelight painted her skin in gold and shadow. Her head tipped back, lips parting as words tumbled out in a breathless cry.
"Je t'aime de tout mon cœur, Matthew. Tu es mon âme, ma vérité, mon destin."
Her voice quavered with need, every syllable silk and fire.
I slid my hands along her waist, my own voice rising to meet hers in her native tongue.
"Tu es ma lumière, Fiona. Mon refuge, mon désir. Je t'aimerai jusqu'à mon dernier souffle."
The words poured out raw and unrestrained, spoken from a place no translation could touch.
Beside me, Riley shivered. Her wet body pressed hard into my thigh, her tongue flickering at my ear. "God... I don't even know what you're saying," she whispered, breath ragged. "But it doesn't matter. I can feel it. Whatever it is, I feel it."
Her confession, her hunger, bound us tighter, until words in any language were meaningless against the heat spiraling between the three of us.
Riley pulled back just far enough to gaze at me, her blue eyes wild with devotion and need. "I'm going to learn French," she said, almost like a vow. "I want to tell you things like that. I want you both to hear me in your language, Fi."
Fiona leaned down, still riding me slow and deep, her blonde hair brushing over Riley's shoulder as she kissed her softly on the lips. "Alors, apprends, mon cœur. Et je serai à toi."
Riley trembled, clinging tighter to me, her whisper a near-moan against Fiona's mouth. "Teach me. Both of you. I want all of it."
Roo was spot on. The first time Fi spoke to me in French, with her riding me like she was now, made me come so hard I saw stars. The language had injected in me a deep want, that I only fulfilled by learning to speak in Fi's native tongue. Back then, the need to learn fueled me, drove me nearly to madness until I could tell Fiona how much I loved her using her own words.
That same madness consumed me now. Fi's body moved with practiced grace, grinding front to back, her wet heat gripping my cock so tightly I swore the room spun around us. My hand cupped her breast, teasing her nipple, my other gripping her hip like a lifeline.
And then Riley pressed against me, hot and slick, grinding her pussy along my hip. Her breath came in short gasps, chest pressed to my side, hair spilling across my shoulder as she moved in her own rhythm, matching Fiona's without even trying. Her hand slid down, fingers wrapping the root of my cock where Fiona's body swallowed me whole, stroking me as if she couldn't bear to be left out of the motion.
The combination nearly unmade me. Fiona's French spilled from her lips, wild and beautiful, while Riley moaned softly in my ear, her body trembling against mine. I felt her wetness smear along my skin with every roll of her hips, desperate and insistent, as though her pleasure was braided into mine.
Fi caught Riley's gaze over my chest, her flushed smile radiant, and she leaned down to kiss her--deep, hungry, all while riding me harder. The sight of their tongues tangling above me, the way Riley whimpered against my ear while Fiona swallowed my cock, and the heat from Fi's vanilla-amber scent wrapped around me--Christ, it was too much.
We weren't three separate bodies anymore. We were one endless motion, one tangled rhythm, one impossible storm of need.
Fiona's cries hitched into gasps as she quickened, her hips slapping down hard enough to echo through the room, her breasts swaying wildly with every bounce. Each downward thrust milked another pulse of ecstasy from me, her slick walls fluttering around my cock like she was wringing me for every drop.
Riley shuddered against me, her hips dragging across my side in sync with Fiona's rhythm, her wet folds smearing heat against my skin. When my fingers slipped deeper between her thighs, sliding along her slippery seam, she moaned into my mouth, the sound desperate and unrestrained.
Fi's nails raked across my chest as she rode me, her French tumbling out in frantic fragments, lost between moans. Riley swallowed those sounds in a kiss that tasted of heat and hunger, her tongue twining with mine, her body grinding down into my hand.
I pressed two fingers inside her, curling up as I stroked her clit with my thumb. She cried out, her whole body jolting against me, and the vibration of her climaxing moans seemed to fuel Fiona, who slammed down harder, her ass clapping off my thighs with a wet rhythm that left me dizzy.
Caught between the two of them--the squeeze of Fi's pussy clutching my cock, the desperate contractions of Riley's body milking my fingers--I felt my control fray, pleasure pulling me toward the edge with terrifying inevitability.
Fiona's pace turned frantic, her thighs slapping mine, her cries spilling over into high, ragged moans. I felt her pussy clench in wild, pulsing bursts around my cock, the fluttering grip milking me with each desperate bounce. My own release surged up hard and unstoppable.
"Fi--" I groaned, my body arching as I buried myself to the hilt. The world exploded in white heat. My cock throbbed deep inside her as she climaxed with me, her body seizing around mine in an orgasm that rolled through her with stunning violence. Her voice broke into French as she collapsed forward, nails digging into my chest, our bodies trembling together as my cum flooded into her.
The aftershocks hit in waves, leaving me gasping, holding her close as she shivered above me. Fi finally slowed, hips twitching, before she pulled off me with a low moan. My cock slipped free, glistening and wet, still strung to her by a thick, pearly strand. Cum oozed from her swollen pussy, dripping onto my thighs as she settled back on me to catch her breath, her chest heaving as firelight shimmered off the sweat on her skin.
Before the haze cleared, Riley moved. Still flushed and trembling from her own orgasm, she straddled me, eyes glassy with need as she reached down to guide my cock to her slick entrance. The heat of her pussy enveloped me as she sank down, slow and steady, a long groan spilling from both of us at once.
Fiona pressed close behind her, wrapping her arms around Riley's waist, her lips brushing along her sister-of-the-heart's neck, whispering French between tender kisses. Riley moaned, head falling back against Fi's shoulder, as she began to grind down on me, her folds stretching tight around my still-hard cock, her pleasure layered over the lingering aftershocks still sparking through my body.
The three of us were tangled in the glow of firelight and sweat, one rhythm bleeding into the next.
Riley's body tightened around me as she settled fully into my lap, the slick heat of her pussy hugging every inch of me. She gasped, shivering at the stretch, and rolled her hips forward, slow at first, grinding herself against the base of my cock.
Behind her, Fiona pressed in close, her breasts flattening against Riley's back, her lips grazing the curve of her ear. She whispered in French, the words lilting and tender, urging her on. Riley's moans grew louder with each hushed encouragement, her rhythm building as her hips began to circle, grinding me deeper with every pass.
I held her waist, watching her body glow in the firelight, watching Fiona's hands roam over her skin--cupping her breasts, teasing her nipples, sliding lower to stroke her stomach as she rocked on top of me. Riley's cries turned needy, desperate, her body trembling as she drove herself down harder, faster.
Fi kissed along her jaw, her throat, her shoulder, all the while whispering encouragements that only stoked the fire. "Oui, chérie... comme ça... prends-le..." Her voice was both soft and commanding, and Riley obeyed with a whimper, grinding harder, the wet sounds of our bodies filling the air.
I could feel her getting close--her pussy tightening in fluttering pulses around my cock, her legs quivering as she clutched at my shoulders for balance. Fiona's hand slid between her thighs, circling Riley's clit with slick fingers, and Riley nearly screamed, her whole body arching as she teetered on the edge.
The intensity dragged me with her. My cock swelled inside her, ready to burst, my balls tightening as the second climax surged up like a tidal wave. I held her hips and thrust upward into her trembling body, every stroke matched by her desperate grind.
Her orgasm crashed first--Riley clamped down around me, convulsing in sharp, wet spasms, her moans breaking as Fiona kissed the tears from her cheeks. The moment her pussy clenched in that wild, seizing grip, I let go.
"Riley--" I groaned, exploding deep inside her. My cock throbbed violently, pouring another thick load into her as she shook and writhed on my lap. She gasped at the flood, her body milking me as though she wanted every last drop.
By the time the final pulses wrung out of me, I was shaking, utterly spent, pinned beneath the two of them--Riley shuddering and moaning against my chest, Fiona still kissing her neck, both of them glowing in the firelight.
I'd never been more drained. Or more alive.
Riley sagged against me, her chest heaving, her sweat-slick skin glowing in the flickering firelight. Her forehead pressed into the crook of my neck, her soft hair sticking damp against my cheek as her body trembled in the aftershocks of release. My cock still pulsed inside her, warm and spent, the last of me spilling out as her pussy fluttered around my softening length.
Fiona curled in close behind her, wrapping her arms around us both. She pressed gentle kisses along Riley's neck and shoulder, whispering in French, her voice low and soothing now, the urgency melted into something tender. Riley let out a shaky laugh that turned into a sigh, her fingers brushing weakly over my chest as though she couldn't quite believe this was real.
I leaned back against the layers of covers making up our makeshift bed, drained and floating, one arm around Riley's waist, the other reaching back to pull Fiona in tighter. The three of us collapsed together in a warm tangle of limbs, our bodies damp and sticky, but none of us caring.
Fi rested her chin on Riley's shoulder and kissed her temple, her eyes finding mine over Riley's flushed face. She smiled--radiant, exhausted, beautiful--and in that look was everything: her love for me, her acceptance of Riley, her belief that what we had here was more than lust, more than chance.
Riley shifted, turning her head just enough to brush her lips against mine in a soft, grateful kiss. Her body still trembled faintly on my lap, but her smile--shy, dazed, utterly sincere--made my chest ache.
I exhaled, sinking deeper into the glow, my heart pounding not from the exertion anymore, but from the weight of what we were becoming.
Three souls, tangled in firelight, breath, and love.
Riley's breath slowed against my neck, her cheek hot on my skin, her body still trembling with little aftershocks. Fiona's lips brushed over her shoulder, then my chest, before she nestled closer, her breath tickling as she whispered, "Mon amour... si beau... si parfait."
Riley gave a breathless laugh, muffled against me. "I don't know what she said, but it sounded like poetry."
I stroked her damp hair back from her face, kissing her temple. "It was. She said it was beautiful. Perfect."
Fiona's hand slid over Riley's stomach, fingers drawing lazy circles as she kissed the back of her neck. "C'est vrai. You were... incroyable."
Riley shivered and let out a shaky sigh, her fingers curling lightly against my chest. "I've never... God, I've never felt anything like that." She tilted her head, catching Fi's lips in a soft kiss before pulling back just enough to meet my eyes. "Either of you."
The vulnerability in her gaze hit me harder than the sex had. My heart clenched, the weight of her words sinking deep. I cupped her cheek, brushing my thumb along the flushed line of her jaw. "You're not alone in that," I whispered.
Fiona's smile curved against Riley's skin as she nuzzled in closer, pressing us all together like she refused to let even an inch of space exist between us. "Shh," she murmured in that lilting French softness. "We have time. Ensemble." Together.
Riley breathed out, long and unsteady, then relaxed fully into us, her weight sinking onto my chest as though she'd finally stopped holding herself up.
The fire cracked in the hearth, the only sound besides our slowing breaths. My body was spent, my cock still soft inside Riley, Fiona wrapped around us both, their skin slick and warm against mine. And for the first time, I didn't feel torn between them--I felt whole.
Riley's breathing steadied against me, but I felt the little tension creeping back into her body. She pressed her lips together, hesitant, before finally whispering, "What happens tomorrow? When June gets here?" Her voice cracked on the name, fragile with doubt.
She shifted just enough to meet my eyes, still sprawled across my chest, her cheeks flushed from more than the firelight. "I don't... I don't want this to end. I don't want to go back to sneaking away, to sleeping by myself while you two..." Her voice broke again, and she bit her lip hard. "I want to stay here. With you. With both of you. Out in the open. I don't care who knows it."
My chest tightened at the rawness in her eyes. God, I wanted to promise her the world right then. But the thought of June--Sunny--loomed like a shadow at the edge of the firelight. Memories of all the almost-moments between the three of us flickered: the touches, the glances, the nights we'd come right to the edge of falling into something like this. I wasn't afraid she'd be angry. What gnawed at me was the fear that she wouldn't understand--that seeing me with Fiona and Riley would feel like something precious had passed her by.
I stroked Riley's hair, searching for words that didn't come.
Fiona saved me. She leaned in, kissing Riley's shoulder, then pressed her forehead against mine, her gaze steady and knowing. "Roo," she whispered to Riley, "you will not lose this. Not now." She kissed her softly, then turned her eyes on me, reading the worry etched there. "And you--stop thinking so loud. Sunny loves you. She loves me. She will see us, and she will understand."
Riley let out a shaky breath, tears catching at the corners of her eyes. "You really think so?"
Fiona's smile was warm, unshakable. "I know so. She has always wanted us to be happy. She will not stand in the way. And she will not think less of you for loving us."
Riley sagged into both of us, a relieved laugh escaping her lips. She pressed a kiss to my chest, then reached back to squeeze Fiona's hand. "Then I don't care what happens. I just... I don't want to hide anymore."
I held her tighter, Fiona curling into us, the three of us tangled in the firelight. For the first time, Riley wasn't just part of the heat of the moment--she was part of the promise afterward.
Riley's shoulders relaxed as if Fiona's words had untied a knot deep inside her. She nestled back down against me, her cheek over my heart, listening as it slowed from a hammering gallop to a steady beat. Fiona slipped in tight on the other side, her arm draping over Riley and me both, her warmth pressing into us until we were cocooned together in firelight and skin.
The flames in the hearth had burned low, shadows stretching long across the room, but the glow that lingered between us was brighter than anything the fire could give. Riley sighed, the sound fragile and content all at once, her breath feathering across my chest. Fiona kissed the back of her head, then kissed me, soft and lingering, before resting her head on my shoulder.
For a while, none of us spoke. There was no need. The world outside this room could wait until morning. June could wait until morning.
I tightened my arms around them both, drawing them closer, and felt their breathing settle into the same rhythm as mine. Slow. Deep. Certain.
Sleep took us like the tide, carrying the three of us down together, tangled in one another, where nothing needed to be hidden and nothing could pull us apart.
Spent and satisfied, we drifted into sleep, tangled in sweat and love, with no room left for doubt.






  
  Chapter ten








Bad News


The stream of passengers from La Guardia spilled out through security at Indy, and my heart pounded so hard I swore it was about to launch out of my throat and flop on the floor like a dying fish. 
Fiona's grip crushed my hand on one side, cutting off circulation, while Riley clung to the other, half-hiding behind me like June's arrival might blow our fragile triangle apart.
Around us, travelers bustled past, oblivious. They didn't know this was a tectonic shift: our three about to become four. What would that even look like? Sunny was still married, technically--though her husband treated vows like suggestions. I doubted he even cared she'd left him to spend her summer with us.
"Is that her?" Riley asked, nodding toward a strawberry blonde threading through the crowd behind a man with a limp.
"No," I said. "Sunny's hair is fire-red."
Fiona smirked. "Like her sex drive."
I groaned. "Fi, please. At least let her catch her breath before you drag her into our--"
"Foursomes," Riley cut in. "Technically."
Fiona giggled. "Relax, mon cœur. But don't expect to get through this summer without adding another lover to our--"
"Please don't say it," I muttered.
"Harem," Fiona sang. Riley echoed, "Harem, harem, harem," until the two of them high-fived right in front of my face.
#
Even before their jabs faded, a striking redhead appeared in the space between a mom pushing a stroller and a man hauling golf clubs over his shoulder.
Beside me, Riley gasped. "Oh my God, she's gorgeous."
My heart soared and my stomach dipped, then took flight. The beautiful redhead searched the terminal until her blue eyes landed on me and her entire face broke into a sizzling smile.
"Sunny!" Fi let go of my hand and waved as if fighting the urge to rip through the crowd and pull her sister into a hug.
Tears welled in Sunny's eyes and she broke into a jog, making a beeline in our direction. Red hair aside, she was Fiona's twin in every objective way, right down to her eyes and those spectacular curves--yet the differences only sharpened her allure.
Her fiery mane tumbled in waves over her shoulders, catching the light like living flame. Her skin was so pale and flawless it nearly glowed under the harsh fluorescents, as if untouched by time or blemish. She wore a simple sundress, modest in cut, but it clung to her just enough to announce the body beneath: the soft sway of her hips, the swell of her breasts, the feminine line of her waist. Each step sent the hem brushing against toned legs, teasing without meaning to.
And then my eyes caught her hand. Her left hand.
Where her wedding band should have been, there was only the ruby ring--the one I had bought her years ago in that little antique shop, on a night that still burned fresh in my memory. The sight of it there--glinting proudly on her ring finger--sent a surge of questions through me so sharp it nearly stole my breath.
What had happened to her marriage? To the vows she'd once sworn? And why... why had the ring I'd given her, back when everything between us was still fragile possibility, taken its place?
The memory clawed back hard: the dusty glass case, the way her eyes lit when she first slipped it on, the trembling hope I hadn't dared to voice as I pressed it into her palm.
Now it sat on her finger like a quiet declaration, and I didn't know if I was ready for what it meant.
June closed the last few feet in a blur and threw herself straight into my arms, even before Fiona. Her sob hit my chest like a fist, raw and trembling, the kind of relief that spoke of battles I couldn't yet see. She clutched at me like I was the last solid thing left in her world.
Her scent washed over me, stealing my breath -- that same soft, lilac-and-rain fragrance that always clung to her, the one I'd teased her about back when I used to call her my June Bug. The memories it stirred hit like a hammer. It was impossible not to remember her laughter, her smile, the way she'd once curled against me under starlight.
God help me, it drove me insane. I wanted to kiss her. Desperately. Not a brotherly brush of lips, not a casual greeting, but a kiss with the same need and depth I had always reserved for Fiona.
I tightened my arms around her, feeling her ribs rise and fall against mine, and the wet press of her tears against my neck. The ruby ring glinted at the corner of my vision, a silent reminder of what we'd been, and what we could never quite erase.
I held on tighter, but the questions swirled even tighter still: What had broken her back home? And what would it mean, now that she was here -- pressed against me, smelling like memory, trembling like she belonged in my arms?
June whispered softly in my ear, words meant only for me. "Tu m'as tellement manqué que ça faisait mal. Ne me quitte plus jamais."
Her French was raw and trembling, like the words themselves had been torn from a wound she'd carried too long.
(I missed you so much it hurt. Never leave me again.)
I drew her tighter, burying my nose in her hair and inhaling her soft, sweet scent. "I'm sorry, June Bug. It was wrong to leave you behind. It won't happen again -- I promise."
June pulled away just in time for a squealing Fiona to throw herself into her sister's arms. "Sunny! I can't believe you're actually here!"
As they embraced, Riley slid her fingers into mine, stroking up and down my forearm like she was staking her claim. Her gaze lingered on the lush redhead, her brow pinched with a nervous frown. I could almost see the gears turning.
I leaned down and brushed a kiss over her lips. "What's with the face, babe? June's not here to take your place."
Riley's lips curled, but the worry in her eyes didn't fade. She tugged me just far enough that the sisters couldn't hear and whispered, "She's so fucking pretty. Way prettier than me. How am I supposed to compete with that?"
"Baby, there's no competition," I murmured. "I love you. Or did you already forget?"
Her smile brightened a shade, though her cheeks still burned pink. "Then when you introduce me, you better call me your girlfriend. If you know what's good for you."
When Fiona and June finally drew apart, their hands still entwined, they turned toward us. June's blue eyes landed on Riley, cool and steady. "You must be Riley."
Riley elbowed me sharply. I squeezed her hand and stepped forward. "June, this is my girlfriend, Riley Ross. Riley, this is June."
June's brow lifted, her gaze flicking between me and Fiona. "Mon Dieu. Does Fiona know you're dating another girl?"
Fiona giggled, mischief sparkling in her eyes. "Technically, we're both dating her. The three of us are unofficially, officially together."
June's eyes widened and snapped to mine. "What happened to your rules?"
"That's... a long story," I said. "We can discuss it... never."
Her laugh rang out, light and familiar. Fiona's eyes drifted lower, landing on the ruby ring circling June's finger. She brushed her thumb over it. "You're wearing Matthew's ring?"
June startled, pulling her hand back protectively. Her pale cheeks flushed crimson, the color sliding down her neck as her fingers spun the ring like it was a talisman. "Oh... that. It just reminds me of home."
Fiona smiled and shot me a knowing wink. "Come on, Sunny. Let's grab your luggage and get home. We've got inspection tomorrow, and there are still a few last-minute tasks waiting."
Late afternoon sunshine soaked the swaying stalks of Indiana corn, painting the emerald sea in molten gold. The lake was still a ways off, but having Sunny back beside me lightened my chest and pulled a dumb grin across my face.
Riley claimed the passenger seat before June even had a chance, tossing her bag in the footwell and sliding in close beside me. "Shotgun," she said with a playful grin, her hand immediately settling on my thigh like a claim staked in broad daylight. Her smile at June was polite enough, but the message behind it couldn't have been clearer: he's mine too.
June didn't protest. She'd been around long enough to understand Riley completely. What Riley didn't yet understand was that love wasn't a competition. There was more than enough to go around, and one day soon she'd realize it--she'd fall for June just like she had Fiona.
Sunny settled in the back seat with Fi, her red hair catching the sunlight through the window, posture dignified even with her hands folded tight in her lap. Normally, she wasn't this reserved. Normally, we couldn't get her to shut up. That meant things with Andre had to be worse than usual. Maybe bad enough to call it quits. That might explain the missing wedding ring.
I caught Fiona eyeing her sister in the rearview, worry etched across her beautiful face. She was thinking the same thing I was, but unlike me, Fiona had no problem diving in headfirst.
She twisted in her seat to face her sister, voice soft but edged with worry. "Sunny... tell us what happened."
June let out a slow breath, her blue eyes glassy. "Andre happened. Again." She swallowed hard. "This time with a nineteen-year-old intern. Barely old enough to rent a car, but apparently old enough to wreck a marriage. She was his intern, and he was too fascinating to pass up."
"Jesus," Riley muttered, glancing back at her. "That's brutal. What a dick."
Fiona nodded, reaching for her sister's hand. "It's not all his fault. We had an understanding... about our marriage. It was open, because he insisted. I went along with it, even though I've never been with anyone else."
"Oh wow," Riley said. "That must have been hard."
June shrugged. "I was never madly in love with Andre, so I didn't mind. But this? This was just blatantly disrespectful. He didn't even bother telling me. I just found them in our bed."
Fiona gasped. "Putain, quel salaud !" She squeezed June's hand tighter. "Mon cœur, you should have told me sooner."
"Fiona Monet, you're such a potty mouth," I said, grinning into the rearview.
June laughed, and Fiona giggled while Riley frowned. "What did she say?"
"She called him a bastard," June said from the back seat. "And she's right."
"Technically," I added, "she said, 'Fuck, what a bastard.' June's just cleaning it up for you."
Riley sighed. "I really need to learn French."
"I'll teach you, ma chérie," June said gently. "And you can help me with my English."
Riley turned, flashing her a smile. "Thanks, June. That's very kind."
June's gaze softened as she looked back at Fiona, scooping up her hand and giving it a squeeze. "I didn't want to burden you. Not with you two off having the adventure of a lifetime."
Her eyes flicked up to the rearview mirror and locked on mine. "Truth is, I feel like a stranger in my own life. Like everything I built was just... borrowed. And now it's gone."
Heat simmered under my ribs, tightening my grip on the wheel. "Then you did the right thing by coming here."
Fiona squeezed her sister's hand, fierce and tender at once. "You're home now. Even if you had to fly four thousand miles to get here."
June's lips trembled, and a shaky laugh escaped her. "It does feel like home already."
Beside me, Riley leaned her head against my shoulder, her fingers tightening around my thigh. "Good," she said softly, eyes still on June. It wasn't unkind, but it wasn't subtle either. "Because this is where you belong. And so do we."
The car rolled on through the golden light, every mile pulling us closer not just to the lake, but to whatever future we were brave enough to build together.
The girls chatted the rest of the way home, and little by little, the Sunny I knew and loved emerged from her funk. She peppered us with questions about Riley, her sisters, the lake, the project itself. We filled her in as best we could until the gravel crunched beneath the tires and the house came into view.
That's when I saw it.
An ominous sheet of paper, taped to the front door. Even from the car, the red block letters screamed at me: CEASE AND DESIST.
My heart dropped into my stomach. Riley let out a strangled cry and bolted from the car. She ripped the letter off the door, her hands trembling as her eyes flew over the page.
The fury came quick. Her jaw locked, her knuckles whitening around the paper as if she wanted to shred it on the spot.
"What does it say?" Fiona demanded, already at her side.
Riley's voice cracked with rage. "It says we're fucked. Completely, royally fucked. We failed the inspection."
The words rocked me. My stomach sank into my shoes, adrenaline rushing through my veins. "What? No. Our inspection's tomorrow at ten. Let me see."
"Mon Dieu..." June's gasp floated behind me, sharp with disbelief.
I scanned the letter myself. No mistake. "She's right. It says we failed, and the county has denied our permit. Full report online." I jabbed a finger at the QR code printed at the bottom, bile rising in my throat.
"Fucking Aunt Margot and her slimy little lapdog," Riley spat. "This has their fingerprints all over it."
June frowned, still trying to piece it together. "Who are these people?"
"Margot married Riley's uncle," I explained quickly. "When he died, she took his business--and ever since, she's been circling this property like a vulture."
"He didn't die," Riley snapped. "She murdered him."
"Roo," I said sharply, forcing calm. "Focus."
She threw her arms wide, shaking the letter in my face. "Focus on what, Matt? It's over. We need that permit signed by July first. The county's the only authority. What exactly are we supposed to do now?"
Behind us, a sharp stream of French curses cut through the air. Fiona had stepped inside. Seconds later she stormed back out onto the porch, her face blazing, eyes molten with rage.
"They sabotaged the construction," she said, her voice low and deadly. "Come see."
We followed her inside, and the sight made my blood boil.
All of it--our careful work, the pride we'd poured into every joint, every bracket--ruined. Studs loosened. Braces gone. Beams tilted out of plumb like a drunk had framed them. It was sabotage, plain and simple, meant to make our work look like amateur trash.
Fiona's fists curled tight at her sides. Her entire body trembled, her blue eyes burning hotter than the fire we'd made the night before. "They can't get away with this."
I had never seen her so furious. Even Riley--firebrand Riley--took a step back, as if Fiona's wrath burned too hot for her to touch.
"Let's all take a step back and breathe," June said. "I don't know your laws, but we've dealt with this in France on some of our flips. There's always a way to appeal to a higher authority. Sabotage is not final."
The three of us watched her, and I could already see the wheels spinning in Riley's head. Fiona calmed down, her shoulders relaxing, and she scooped up my hand as if my presence alone let her find her center.
"We can appeal to the state," I said. "But that appeals process takes time, and we don't have time."
"Whoever did this," June said. "They feel threatened because the work clearly could have passed an inspection on its own. Otherwise, there would be no reason to put themselves in legal peril."
Riley nodded, her eyes simmering but no longer in pure rage. "The work was complete. The house was totally solid. Still, that we know that changes nothing."
"We can undo the sabotage," June said. "I see nothing here that Matthew and Fiona can't fix in a day."
"I'll pull up the report online," I said.
"I need to call Bella," Riley said. "She knows a few good attorneys."
Fiona's eyes took on a faraway look as if thinking. "And I have an idea that might turn this whole thing on its ear."
The room went still. Whatever she was holding back, it was more than a simple fix.






  
  Chapter eleven








Rally & Repair


Fiona's words still rang in my head: I have an idea that might turn this whole thing on its ear. 
Riley had been pacing like she might wear a hole in the floor, muttering about calling Bella the second she had a signal. June had her arms folded, running through legal angles in her head. But Fiona--she stayed calm, her grip on my hand steady.
"Riley," Fiona said, her voice cutting clean through the noise, "you set up cameras when Derek pulled his first stunt, didn't you?"
Riley blinked. For a moment she looked almost stunned. Then she cursed under her breath. "Damn it. I did. A full set, motion-activated. Inside and out. And I completely forgot about them."
Fiona was already pulling out her phone. "They should still be active. The feed's local, I can pick it up on Bluetooth."
We huddled close as she tapped through the app. The screen filled with grainy daylight footage. The timestamp read 10:37 a.m.--from earlier this morning when we'd been gone, picking June up from the airport.
And there he was. Derek.
He strode across the porch with the inspector trailing behind, swagger in his step, pointing and gesturing like he owned the place. He pounded at beams that were perfectly sound, forcing splinters with the flat of a hammer. The inspector dutifully jotted notes, never once bending down to actually check.
Riley's jaw clenched so hard I thought she might crack a tooth. "That son of a bitch waited until we were gone."
June's face paled, but her voice was low and certain. "This is evidence. Not suspicion. Not theory. Evidence."
Fiona lifted her chin, eyes blazing with purpose. "Then we undo every bit of his sabotage before the day is out. Tonight this house will stand, and tomorrow we bury him with his own lies."
No one argued.
We didn't waste another second. Fiona shoved her phone into her back pocket, Riley already grabbing her toolbelt off the hook by the door.
"Report says joists in the living room were split," I said, pulling on my gloves. "Derek did that himself, so we replace them first."
"I'll grab the lumber," June said, already moving toward the stack in the garage. She wasn't dressed for demo work--sundress clinging to her shoulders, sandals slapping against the concrete--but she looked like she'd kill Derek with her bare hands if she had the chance.
By the time she returned with a two-by-ten balanced awkwardly across her arms, Riley had the damaged beam half-pried loose. Sweat streaked her forehead, sawdust clinging to her damp hair. "Bastard didn't even try to make it look real," she growled, yanking the crowbar free. The board cracked loose with a groan.
"Careful," Fiona warned, steadying the sagging joist with her shoulder while I slid a jack post beneath it. "Don't give him the satisfaction of us wrecking our own work."
The rhythm came fast after that. Pry, haul, replace. June fetched more lumber, dragging boards longer than she was tall. Riley and I hammered side by side, sparks of anger in every strike. Fiona measured, leveled, called out adjustments like a foreman with fire in her eyes.
"Quarter-inch low on that end," she snapped.
"Got it," I grunted, shifting the beam up before driving the next nail.
Hours blurred together. The sun dropped low outside, shadows crawling across the unfinished walls until we had to rig work lamps on the porch. Their harsh light spilled into the living room, turning the air silver with floating dust. Every breath tasted like wood and sweat.
June, red-faced and breathing hard, leaned a hand against a stud. "Tell me this is the last one."
"Two more braces," Fiona said, brushing damp hair from her forehead with the back of her wrist. "Then we'll be stronger than before Derek touched a thing."
Riley let out a harsh laugh. "That prick's sabotage is about to make this place bulletproof." She swung her hammer one last time, driving the nail flush with a crack that echoed like a gunshot.
We kept going until our arms trembled and nails slipped from our fingers. Midnight came and went, the only sounds the drone of cicadas outside and the steady pound of hammers inside. My shirt clung to me, soaked through, every muscle screaming.
Finally, Fiona stepped back, dropping her hammer with a clang onto the subfloor. She swayed on her feet but her smile--tired, defiant--said it all. "It's done."
We collapsed where we stood, sprawled across the raw boards and stacks of lumber. Riley stretched out flat, hair fanned around her, staring at the rafters as if Derek's ghost might still be hiding there. June curled up against a wall stud, her sundress streaked with grime, breathing hard but steady. Fiona leaned against me, head resting on my chest, too spent to say a word.
Sleep came not from comfort, but from sheer exhaustion.
And for the first time since the cease-and-desist letter, I believed we could win.
When I woke, the house was quiet except for the creak of the frame in the morning breeze. My body ached like I'd been in a prizefight, every muscle raw from the night's labor. Fiona still slept against my chest, hair matted, her cheek smudged with sawdust. Across the room, June stirred, groaning as she sat up, her sundress wrinkled and streaked with grime.
Riley was gone.
For a moment my heart jumped, but then I heard the crunch of gravel outside and the slam of a car door. She pushed through the half-hung front door, her boots dusty, her face set in a look I'd only seen once before--after we buried her father.
She tossed her phone onto the workbench with a clatter. "Bella came through."
Fiona blinked awake, her voice hoarse. "What did she say?"
Riley's eyes burned. "That inspector Derek dragged out here? He's already on probation with the state. Couple of complaints for misconduct, all under review. Bella says if we turn over that video, it's a nail in his coffin." She jabbed a finger toward Fiona's phone, still loaded with the damning footage. "Not just his job. His license. His whole career."
June's hand flew to her mouth. "Mon Dieu... that's not just suspension. That's revocation."
"And maybe worse," Riley added. Her voice cracked with the force of it. "What Derek did wasn't a mistake. It was deliberate. Bella thinks the DA could push for criminal charges. Fraud, collusion--the works."
Silence fell heavy in the gutted room. Morning light cut sharp through the beams, catching motes of dust that hung like suspended stars.
Fiona sat up straighter, eyes blazing. "Then we have them. We fix the house, we show the proof, and we don't just appeal--we take the fight to Derek himself."
I rose to my feet, legs trembling but resolve hardening like the nails we'd driven all night. "It's time," I said. "No more reacting. We confront him head-on."
Riley's mouth curved into something fierce. "Good. Because I'm done playing defense."
The silence stretched until Riley broke it, pacing the length of the room like she had the night before. "We've got him. Dead to rights. Why aren't we already driving this straight to the state board?"
"Because justice isn't quick," June said quietly. She hugged her knees where she sat on the subfloor, her sundress streaked with grime but her voice steady. "Even in France, cases like this can drag for months. And you said yourself--your deadline is July first."
Fiona's hand slipped into mine, fingers cold despite the morning heat. "She's right. Even if Derek loses his license in six months, that doesn't help us now. We need this permit approved before the end of the month or the bank pulls the loan. No money, no house."
Riley turned, eyes flashing. "So what? We let him keep sabotaging us?"
"No," I said. The word came out harder than I expected. I rose, brushing sawdust from my jeans. "We don't hand this over to the authorities--at least not yet. We hold it over his head. He thinks he can play games? We'll show him we've got the winning hand."
June frowned, considering. "It is dangerous. But smart. If Margot is bankrolling him, she will buy the best attorneys. They could drag this out until you are ruined."
"Exactly." Fiona sat up straighter, fire sparking in her eyes. "If we go to the state now, Derek hides behind lawyers, maybe even pins it all on the inspector. But if we take this straight to him? He has no time to maneuver. No chance to spin. He'll have to listen."
Riley slammed her fist against a stud, making the frame shudder. "So we confront him. Today."
The four of us locked eyes, each of us bone-tired but united in a way we hadn't been before. The house stood solid around us again, the sabotage repaired, our proof tucked safe in Fiona's phone.
"We play it smart," I said, my chest tight with equal parts fear and resolve. "We make sure Derek knows exactly what we have--and what it'll cost him if he doesn't give us what we need."
June nodded slowly. "Then the permit becomes our bargaining chip. You must have it before July first. That is the bottom line."
Fiona exhaled, her shoulders straightening. "Then it's settled. We don't wait on justice. We make our own."
And with that, the decision was made.






  
  Chapter twelve








Confrontation


We didn't bother calling ahead. Riley tore down the back roads like she meant to drive straight through Derek's office wall. The three of us barely had time to keep up as she stormed across the cracked asphalt lot and shoved open the glass door hard enough to rattle it on its hinges. 
Derek was right where I knew he'd be--behind his oversized desk, boots kicked up, phone pressed to his ear. His laugh filled the room, oily and smug.
"--told you, Margot. Place is in the bag. Cease-and-desist has them dead in the water. They won't touch another beam before the bank pulls the loan. Hell, I'll be holding the deed myself before summer's out."
Riley's fists clenched, her whole body coiling. She lunged before I could blink, but Fiona and June caught her by the arms. She strained against them, teeth bared, pure fury in her eyes.
Derek looked up just as he ended the call, sliding the phone onto the desk with deliberate slowness. His gaze lingered on Riley, then flicked to June. He leaned forward, his grin widening when he noticed the resemblance.
"Well, well," he drawled, licking his lips like the snake he was. His eyes cut to me. "Oh, la, lah... you're tapping French sisters now? Gotta hand it to you, Parker. You might be a sick bastard like your old man, but you've got one hell of a taste in women."
The air snapped tight. Riley strained harder in Fiona and June's grip, and for a heartbeat, I thought she'd tear free and claw his eyes out. 
Derek rose from his chair with a leisurely stretch, dusting imaginary lint from his shirt as if the whole world were his to own. His eyes swept across the room, lingering on each of the women in turn. It wasn't admiration--it was possession, as though he were already counting them as trophies lined up on a shelf.
His gaze oozed disdain, lips curling into a smirk. He took his time, walking around the desk until he stood square in front of Riley. She stiffened, Fiona and June each tightening their hold on her arms to keep her from tearing him apart.
Derek leaned down, so close the stench of his cologne mixed with the sour tang of his breath. "Margot will own your property on July second," he said smoothly, almost sweetly. "But that doesn't mean you and I can't work out a deal of our own." His eyes flicked to Fiona and June, then back to Riley, savoring her fury. "If we throw in the French twins... and maybe one of your sisters... I'll make you a deal you can't resist."
Riley lunged, teeth bared, and it took both Fiona and June to drag her back. "I'll kill you, you sick piece of--"
"Enough."
My voice cut through hers, low and sharp. I stepped forward, putting myself between Derek and the women, my body blocking his path. For a heartbeat his smirk faltered as I closed the distance, my chest brushing his.
"My promise stands," I said, every word deliberate. "Lay a finger on them and you're dead. There won't be any backroom deals. You won't ever step foot on Riley's property again. We have you dead to rights--you and your corrupt inspector."
The smirk slipped from Derek's face. His eyes narrowed, a flicker of unease flashing there before he barked a laugh, retreating a half step as if shaking off the weight of my words.
"You should write fiction with that imagination of yours," he sneered. "Or are you just going to go around making up accusations without any real evidence? Careful, Parker. I could sue you and your little harem wives for everything you've got."
His laughter rang hollow in the office, but it didn't last long.
I didn't look away from Derek. His grin grated against my nerves, his laugh still echoing off the walls like a dare.
"Fiona," I said, never breaking eye contact with him. "Show him."
She slid the phone from her pocket and with a few quick taps, the screen filled with shaky footage. Grainy, but clear enough. The four of us leaned in as Derek's own face filled the frame.
The recording showed him striding along the porch with the inspector trailing behind like a lackey. Derek jabbed at the beams, slamming his hammer into sound joists until splinters flew. "Write it down," his voice barked on the video. "Split, unsafe, doesn't meet code."
The inspector hesitated, looking almost uncomfortable. His voice came through tinny but firm. "Derek, this is one of the better builds I've seen in my career. Structurally sound. It's a shame... but we can't let it pass."
Derek leaned in close to him, menace dripping from every word. "If you write that, if you even think about letting this stand, I'll hand over everything I've got to the state. All those little bribes you've been pocketing? Gone. Your career's finished."
The inspector gave a bitter laugh. "You mean the bribes you paid me?"
Derek smirked, the same smug curl of his lips he wore now. "Good luck proving that."
Fiona stopped the video cold. The silence that followed was like a drumbeat.
Riley leaned forward, eyes gleaming, her mouth twisting into a grin sharp enough to cut glass. "We've got you by your balls," she said sweetly. "And your itsy-bitsy little micro penis."
Derek's face drained of color. He shifted behind the desk, suddenly looking smaller, his swagger stripped away by the flickering glow of his own betrayal. His mouth opened, closed, then he forced a shaky laugh.
"You think this will stick?" His voice cracked before he caught himself, rallying with a snarl. "I've got lawyers who eat this kind of crap for breakfast. The best money can buy. They'll make it all go away."
I couldn't help it--I laughed. A hard, humorless sound that made Derek's smugness wilt another degree. I shook my head slowly, savoring the moment.
"You must really think we're stupid," I said. "We're not taking this to the authorities. No lawyers, no courtroom circus. No, Derek. We'll take it to social media. Reddit will eat this alive, and once it goes viral--and it will go viral--the news outlets will be knocking down our door. Public pressure, TV spots, hashtags with your name. Law enforcement won't be able to ignore it."
His smirk cracked, just a sliver, but enough.
I stepped closer, voice low and sharp as steel. "And that's just the beginning. We'll post it on every review site we can find. Every client you've ever had will know exactly the kind of snake they're dealing with. You won't be able to walk down the street without someone spitting in your face. And good luck ever getting laid again."
The color drained from his cheeks. He sank back into his chair, suddenly looking very small behind the oversized desk where he'd gloated just minutes earlier. His fingers twitched against the armrest, jaw working as he searched for some clever retort. None came.
Finally, he swallowed hard. The bravado was gone. When he spoke, it wasn't a threat but a plea.
"Alright," he muttered, voice tight. Then louder, desperate: "Alright! Just... tell me what it's going to take to make this go away."
His eyes darted between us, lingering on Riley's smirk, June's steady glare, Fiona's cold fire. He knew he was finished.
I leaned over his desk, close enough to see the panic twitching behind his eyes. "Here's what we want. A full and fair inspection. Today. By a legitimate inspector--not one of your cronies. We want assurance that you and Margot stay the hell out of our business from here on out. Forever. And if we ever hear that you, Margot, or any of your slimy associates pull this stunt on anyone else, we'll take what we have public. No hesitation."
Derek's mouth opened and closed like a fish gasping for air. He finally found words, though they came out in a broken rasp. "Margot... she'll never agree to that. She--"
Riley stepped forward, yanking her phone out of her pocket. With one tap, the screen lit up, the damning footage frozen mid-frame. Her thumb hovered over the share icon. She tilted it so Derek could see every pixel.
"Then maybe we should ask the internet what it thinks," she said, her voice sharp with glee. "Reddit's going to love this. Twitter, too. One click, Derek. Just one."
His eyes went wide, panic raw and unguarded now. "No! Don't--don't do that." He raised his hands as though to physically hold back the threat. "I'll... I'll do it. I'll make it happen."
"Good," I said, standing tall, letting my voice cut through his trembling. "You have until noon to make a real inspector show up. Not one second later. Or the world gets to see the real Derek Collins."
For the first time since we walked in, Derek didn't look like a man in control. He looked like a man cornered, every avenue of escape cut off.






  
  Chapter thirteen








Blast from the Past


The inspector showed up at eleven-forty. By twelve-thirty, we had our permit in hand. 
The weight of it hit me all at once--every nail we'd driven, every night we'd bled sweat into the floorboards, every moment Derek had tried to bury us. We'd won.
That evening, the four of us gathered on the porch as the sun slipped low over the lake. The bottle of wine June had smuggled in her suitcase finally had its moment, cork popping under Riley's grin. Fiona found mismatched glasses in the kitchen, and we clinked them together like conquering heroes.
Laughter came easy. Riley sprawled out in one of the rocking chairs, toasting every little victory with mock solemnity. Fiona leaned against the rail, her hair glinting gold in the last of the daylight, cheeks flushed from more than wine. June fit in so effortlessly it was like she'd always been part of us--her smile soft, her laughter warm, her hand brushing mine when she passed me a refill.
For the first time since we'd started this project, I felt something I hadn't dared let myself believe in. Hope.
Headlights swept across the gravel, pulling all of us from the glow. A black SUV rolled to a stop at the edge of the porch, its engine purring low. The driver's door opened with deliberate slowness.
And then she appeared.
Bella.
Her long, lustrous dark hair spilled over her shoulders, catching the last hint of twilight. Red glossy lipstick curved against a mouth made for sin, her bronzed skin glowing as if she'd just stepped off a yacht. Her outfit clung in all the right places, a dangerous blend of sophistication and sex--curves sculpted somewhere between Riley's athletic heat and Fiona's soft allure. She moved with a predator's ease, every step a reminder that she knew the effect she had and intended to wield it.
My chest constricted, head spinning as the world seemed to collapse in on itself. Riley's older sister. And now, standing before us in the flesh, the woman who could undo everything with a single glance.
She climbed the porch steps, sunglasses sliding down her nose just enough to pin us with eyes full of dark amusement. Her smirk was razor-sharp, dangerous and amused all at once.
"Well, well, well," she drawled. "Just when I thought I'd lost my little sister to summer camp, I find her in a harem under construction."
Her sunglasses slid down just far enough to reveal eyes the color of storm-tossed green water. She locked them on me, expression unreadable, but I felt the anger simmering there all the same--raw, coiled, as if she might leap across the porch and strangle me where I stood.
Laughter died, wine glasses frozen midair, and in that instant we all knew: the real storm had just arrived.
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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!
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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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