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Chapter One

The 90s and the 20s

At forty-thousand feet in the sky, Liam Carr found himself surrounded by cutting-edge technology and comfort. Sitting inside a fifty-million-dollar private jet, in just about the cleanest environment he’d ever inhabited, every direction promoted a “no expenses spared” attitude. Nevertheless, surrounded by all this technological advancement and progress, he spent the first hour and a half of a very long flight to Fiji watching one of the 90’s most quotable movies on a 4k television.

So, while Smalls earned a blackeye by literally keeping his eye on the ball, Liam needed to work through the difficulty of keeping his eyes on the movie. Classic or not, he was too surrounded by stunningly beautiful women to stay completely focused on the movie—his on-the-ride homework, as it were.

To his left, sharing one space on the comfortable, plush couch in the jet’s private suite, sat a cocktail of a woman poured from pure deviousness, intoxicating beauty, and, as he’d only recently found out, a nearly unfathomable amount of family wealth. Rather than stirred, she was stirring. Rather than being shaken, she did the shaking—especially of his preconceptions about her. She’d been doing it from the day he’d met her, on a day he hadn’t even known he would be meeting her. Whenever he thought he’d captured her flavor, come to understand all her ingredients, she grinned and gleefully exposed another facet of herself.

A week ago, he’d known she was wealthy, though he’d stopped far short of comprehending just how wealthy. Because he had, somehow, against all odds, failed to connect the dots—and in retrospect, there were so many hints that it was almost embarrassing that he’d needed to have the reveal slammed directly into his face—between her and the major league baseball team she seemed unusually dedicated to. It was no longer unusual. Her grandfather owned the thing. The Bandits belonged to Rory Knight, and Avril Knight was his one and only granddaughter. Liam had thought that Anna was the heiress to a throne. If she was, it was a barony. Avril was potentially set to inherit an empire.

However, mere seconds after dropping the anvil on his head, the gorgeous redhead had warned him about acting differently around her. No changes in their relationship, no changes in how he treated her—that was what she demanded. She didn’t want a sycophant around. She didn’t want the mind-boggling amount of money her family possessed to warp how he viewed her, their relationship, anything.

Based on every horror story involving someone winning the lottery, then having their friends and family crawl out of the woodwork to try and claw away their pound of flesh, he understood why she’d brought the issue up. And she didn’t have a lottery’s worth of capital. More like thirty or forty times what a Mega Millions lottery jackpot could get you.

Now that he’d finally sank his teeth into this particular Apple of Eden, he knew he’d need some time to acclimate to this new information. He was currently flying to a tropical paradise aboard an enormous private jet, for God’s sake. It was understandably a little staggering.

That didn’t mean he wasn’t going to do his absolute best to meet and exceed her hopes for him. Their relationship was far more valuable to him than whatever rewards might be had from becoming a leech upon her generous nature. At their destination, he intended to prove it. He’d show her how important their relationship was to him.

Avril glanced toward him. Without even realizing it, Liam had fully shifted his attention from one of two wall-mounted TVs on the jet to the woman who’d invited him onto it. As was always the case, what he saw, he adored and desired.

If the other unraveling beauty sharing the couch with him championed ice, not just because of the absurdly sharp hue of her blue eyes but because of her poise and calm, like that of an untouched winter wonderland, then Avril was the opposing firestorm. Ever advancing, practically unstoppable once she had the momentum on her side, she was a rush of personality, bold, dazzling, and ready to overwhelm you if you ended up staring into the face of a beautiful inferno for too long.

But it was just so hard to look away. That first sight of her remained burned into his memory, emblazoned onto his very soul. He knew there must be hundreds of others like him, but none nearly as fortunate as him. Because most of them had only gotten to see her once, forced to dream about a second chance. Whereas when she’d been the one to welcome him into her and Anna’s apartment back in December, surprising him with the sight of a stunning redheaded force of nature, not a polite but equally stunning raven-haired woman, she’d already planned to give him much more than just a single passing glance.

A glance was all it took to realize how incomprehensibly attractive she was, but a glance alone could never satisfy the interest that burgeoned in the aftermath. She was tall, she was fit, she was voluptuous. If they ended up playing any watersports or beach volleyball, if he wanted to win, he would probably struggle to pick a better teammate. And yet, enviously fit and beautiful as she was, there was a balance to it. She didn’t overly invest in one part of herself to the detriment of another. She was just stunning. All of her.

In more ways than one, she was a woman who ignored what common sense claimed, that every person had an unflattering angle. She didn’t believe it, and so this truth didn’t seem to have any sway over her. And after months of seeing her from so, so many angles, Liam had to come around to her way of thinking. It’d been inevitable.

Avril had vibrant auburn hair, which she liked to let fall in gentle, framing arcs down the side of her face. She commonly opted for a ponytail in the back, further influencing his belief that she was always prepared for some physical activity. Every visible strand guided the gaze inward, purposeful, as if aware of how stunning her looks were. To bring attention to fair skin and a small enclave of faded freckles surviving on and to either side of the bridge of her nose. To bring attention to eyes that were a riveting emerald green, almost always glittering with a glimmer of planning—a clever ploy or seductive scheme. Liam and Tess, one of the other women currently in the room, knew that very well. And ultimately, it brought attention to a disarmingly flirtatious smile, the kind that would have made a succubus click her tongue in envy. It was easy for her—natural. While others walked, she ran. And she seldom stumbled.

And so, having noticed his attention when it had deviated from the movie he was supposed to be watching intently, Avril met his gaze. With the lights off, the TV was one of the only light sources in the private suite. It was just after midnight, but Avril had slid down the automatic shutters over this part of the jet before the movie started. For Anna’s sake, as sleep didn’t come easily for the fourth woman on the plane, they’d also shut the door leading to the jet’s largest cabin. Hopefully, she’d be able to rest up. When they arrived in Fiji, with how time zone changes worked, it’d be the very start of the morning—the very start of their first day in paradise. It’d be a terrible thing if any of them were too severely jet-lagged.

In a dark room or not, Liam could still see that telltale shimmer of amusement in Avril’s eyes. It reached down and touched the corners of her mouth, then lifted them slightly. A mouth he adored kissing. He might have leaned in and gone for one such kiss if not for the woman sitting on his other side.

Avril might have been thinking the same thing. However, she lifted a single finger and laid it on his jaw. Gently but firmly, she rotated his attention back toward the movie. From the corner of his eyes, he could see her smile lingering. More than that, though, he could feel the end of her finger. She allowed it to sit on his pulse briefly. Then, she leisurely lowered it down his neck. Then to his shoulder, trailing the end of the bone, then down his arm. She’d just reached his elbow when she finally pulled it back, like a fisherman giving up on reeling in anything substantial.

Except, it was the opposite. Here, the fish yearned for the chance to snag the hook. Here, she left him craving for the return of the touch she’d taken away.

That, too, was part of what made Avril Knight into Avril Knight.

“Look, it’s you,” Avril said a little while later, during the scene when Smalls looked wholly and completely baffled by all the nicknames the other boys gave to Babe Ruth. “Life imitates art.”

Over the past few months, he’d gotten better and better at sparring with Avril’s teasing comments. He’d even go so far as to say he’d come out ahead—not unscathed, but ahead—a handful of times. This was not one of those times. Not too long ago, he had found himself in the exact same situation as Smalls now did. At least he knew who Babe Ruth was, which was a blunder that would get Smalls into quite a heap of trouble a little bit down the line.

“Be kind,” the woman sitting in the opposite corner of the cabin, the only person not sitting on the couch, said. “You’ll impart a bad memory along with the movie, so he won’t adore it like you do.”

She, Tess, might look like an angel in disguise, but she was far more competitive and carnal than was allowed by heavenly decree. Nevertheless, he still struggled to remove her wings and halo when he thought about her. And he thought about her very often. He’d been doing it for years.

“How’s that going to come about?” Avril asked. “He’s seeing it on a private jet while on his way to a tropical paradise, all while watching it with three breathtaking beauties. I dare him to act like he’s not loving every second.”

Although the light-haired brunette didn’t offer a rebuttal, Liam could swear he saw her roll her eyes—dark blue, alluring to behold up close, but hued black while she sat at her current position in the darkest corner of the room. As Avril had just pointed out, her stance was already pretty faulty. It’d be hard for anyone to feign unhappiness in a circumstance like his.

During one part of the movie that Liam had not been expecting, the entire team—sans Benny, who seemed to draw life itself from playing baseball—shriveled up due to a scorcher of a summer day. So, upon bending their de facto leader’s will to their wishes, they all headed to the pool.

And they went there for all the typical reasons, of course. Finding relief from the sun’s blazing heat, splashing friends in the face with waves of water, concession with hot dogs and candy. And to ogle and fantasize about the stunner of a lifeguard, Wendy Peffercorn. To the teen kids, especially Squints, the group’s “brain,” there was nothing quite like her.

“Seems familiar,” Avril remarked, aiming her comment at Tess. “But is this foreshadowing what it’ll be like on the islands, or have you seen Liam’s tongue roll out at the local swimming pool back when he was younger?”

“Liam didn’t gawk at women at our neighborhood pool,” Tess said, meeting a look Avril sent her way.

“Not women, plural,” Avril said.

Tess sighed but didn’t answer, leaving Liam wavering in uncertainty. Yeah, much like Squints clearly was, now beginning to head toward the diving board, he’d been head over heels for an older woman. He’d been about that age when Tess had moved in next door. But he hadn’t been that obvious about it, right? Tess had said she was surprised to realize how strongly he felt about her, but she’d kind of walked it back once they’d gotten more and more intimate. She’d pretended not to notice, but she’d noticed. She’d known.

Well, it’d worked out for him, and—

Squints leaped off the diving board, and all his friends immediately panicked. Why? Because he couldn’t swim.

“Could you ever pull off something so smooth?” Avril chortled. After seeing the commotion, Wendy had dived into the pool, rescued Squints—what the hell was he doing, jumping off like that?—and began trying to resuscitate him with her breath. Only to open his eyes in between life-saving breaths, wink at his friends, and then shut his eyes tightly. Wendy hadn’t noticed. She came in for another offered breath and—

Liam snorted, which caused Avril to grin from ear to ear. Meanwhile, Squints smushed his lips against Wendy’s, who naturally freaked out, shoved him back, and then called him what he was: “a little pervert.”

“That’s smooth?” Liam asked.

“Hey, it ends up working out in the end. They end up having a whole horde of kids.”

“Yeah, I doubt it’d work in this day and age,” he noted, aware that two other women were glancing at him. Wondering what he was going to say, were they? “Besides, I’m pretty sure mouth-to-mouth resuscitation isn’t even part of CPR anymore.”

“Ah, true. Well, I guess you’ll just have to find a cleverer way to lock lips with an older woman or two.”

There were two older women in the cabin right now, yet neither offered any suggestions on how he might accomplish such a feat. But nor did they chastise Avril for her remarks. In fact, they didn’t make any type of comment at all.

Not too long later, following another event that probably wouldn’t occur too often in modern America—a group of boys hurling after taking chunks of tobacco onto a spinning carnival ride—Smalls finally made his herculean blunder. One that left the rest of his friends standing in awe at how idiotic he’d been to do what he’d done, staring at Smalls as he broke down about having just lost his stepfather’s Babe Ruth-signed baseball to the Beast’s backyard. Where he finally learned that she was, in fact, a he… and that he was the most famous baseball player of all time.

Oops.

He'd only done it to be accepted by the group, not wanting the game to end, for his new friends to all head home, disappointed that their day was ruined. And in doing so, he’d potentially lost one of the most valued artifacts in baseball history. Honestly, Liam felt pretty bad for him.

As Avril nudged him in the ribs, he shot her a look. “Okay, but I know who Babe Ruth is. I wouldn’t have ever tried to play with that ball.”

“Can we really be sure?” the smirking redhead asked. “I mean, you didn’t know who I was.”

“And you’re in the same category as fame as Babe Ruth?” asked the other woman sitting on the couch.

Leaning forward to get a slightly better look at Avril, Victoria’s piercingly pale blue eyes caught the TV’s light. They were the kind that stared into one’s very soul, that silenced a room with a look, that caused sprinters to come skidding to a halt in the middle of a race. For anyone other than Avril, who had somehow built up an immunity over the many years that they’d known one another, such a look would have quelled any refutation.

“To the right demographic, yeah,” Avril replied.

“And which would that be?” Tess asked, eyebrow raised.

“The demographic of horny men. So, pretty much all men.”

Tess snorted. Victoria rolled her eyes, but only Liam saw the fissure in the dam. Avril ought to have known better.

“So, since I didn’t know who you were, does that mean I’m outside of that demographic, or you’re not as well known in it as you think you are?”

Avril spun her smooth green eyes back to him. A hint of approval flashed within them, but she’d never been the type to resign after only one move. “Oh, you’re absolutely in that demographic. It’s just that you’re recently arrived, so you’re still catching your footing, getting the lay of the land. And it doesn’t help that so many beautiful women keep trying to spend time with you. It really muddies the waters, makes you think you’re hot stuff.”

“Which I’m not?”

Aware that he was fishing for a compliment, Avril surprised him by granting him one. “You’re in the thousand to two thousand Scoville rating range. Now, focus on the movie.”

He did… and he didn’t. He gave it an honest watch and found it enjoyable enough to see why it was so highly regarded. Had he watched it on his own, with no nostalgia attaching his childhood to it, he would have liked it—and been ready to trade quotes with Avril the next time the opportunity arose. It was worth the time spent watching.

However, he had to fight against his wandering attention, which so often wanted to move in any of three beneficial directions. Back to Avril, to his other side, toward the corner of the cabin.

While crazier and crazier attempts were made to reclaim the autographed baseball from the Beast, Liam found himself admiring a woman he’d first started admiring years before he’d met anyone else on the plane. Back then, imagining the events transpiring now, even just the ones that had begun during winter break, would have seemed downright ludicrous.

Instead, as he gazed at a woman who made him practically overflow with giddiness with just a glance, Liam knew within the deepest part of his soul that Fiji would end up being unforgettable. Because he’d be there with Tess, drinking from the deep pools of her eyes, heart skipping a beat when she moved in to kiss him with her luscious mouth, then outright sprinting when she guided his hands down her curvaceous body, all the way to a shapely butt that not even Avril’s could compete against.

In a room consisting of a vivacious firestorm and an eternal tundra, Tess was a balmy spring rain. Warm and endearing, inviting and silvery, and just pleasant to linger in. If Avril yanked gazes to her, then chained them there, Tess collected them more smoothly and ensured they never wanted to leave. She was constantly aglow, constantly alluring, her skin so soft and smooth. He wondered how well she’d tan over the following week, assuming there was plenty of sun. He knew from those aforementioned summers that she looked amazing when it happened.

That was what they were all hoping for—the sunny days, not Tess getting a tan. With its tropical climate, it didn’t have much of a winter, but it did have a rainy season, usually lasting from November to the beginning of April. With them arriving right as it ended, the hope was that the weather gods would smile on their heads and allow the sun to shine through. Maybe a day or two of rain in there would be nice, even. They could find something more fitting to do on those days. He knew the island was overflowing with worthy destinations and activities. The snorkeling gear in his baggage proved he’d done some research.

The movie progressed. After all their complex plans failed, with one involving more home appliances than one would find in a Home Depot, all hope seemed lost. When not even “science” could defeat the Beast, what else could be done? It’d already been established that Mr. Mertle, the Beast’s owner, was the kind of heartless man who didn’t care that his monstrous hound had once killed a man.

When Benny ended up dreaming about Babe Ruth, in which baseball’s greatest icon galvanized him into action, he felt Avril’s gaze return. He ignored it, staying focused on the movie. Naturally, dream or not, what baseball-obsessed kid wouldn’t want to live up to his hero’s words? Thus, outfitted with a new pair of shoes, Benny made his dash, nabbed the ball, and got back over the fence. Only for the Beast to come bounding after him.

While Benny fled for his life, Liam considered his. Avril was right to glance at him; he fully understood the gesture. But she was underestimating him. He didn’t need a 90’s baseball movie to motivate him to be bolder. He was already playing for his version of a grand slam.

He had a relationship with Tess. He had a relationship with Avril. He had a relationship with Anna. Intimate, romantic ones. He wasn’t nearly as far along with Anna as with Tess and Avril, at least in terms of the physical side of things, but it was progressing at a pace they were both comfortable with.

That left only one woman he wasn’t romantically entangled with on this plane. A woman whose innate stoicism no longer kept him at arm’s length. A woman of dark, lustrous hair, alluring olive skin, stern expressions, unquestionable knowledge of fashion, and the most voluptuous body he’d ever laid eyes on. And thanks to some fruitful plans of his own, the kind that he couldn’t share with Avril but certainly would have made her proud, he had laid eyes on it.

Victoria Moreno was so fine, so captivating, so worth the risk. The poise she carried about herself, even when relaxing. The sheer sexiness of her figure when she wasn’t doing anything at all. Even the sharp edge of her eyes when she noticed him staring—something that had become increasingly frequent over the past few weeks. The more time he spent around her, the more urgently he desired her. The more he wanted to leap ahead, even though he knew she preferred a steadier pace when it came to romance.

All these desires churned within him, knowing where they’d begun and where they were now. It edged on unbelievable, the relationship they now had. Things had started so poorly, with him assuming she despised him on the night they’d met.

Liam had every intention of trying to change his relationship status with Victoria before the trip to Fiji was complete. He’d spent the last couple of months working at thawing the stoic professor. For some of that, he hadn’t been pursuing anything romantic, just trying to develop a bit of rapport with the voluptuous professor.

Fortunately, though it had appeared that way, she’d never hated his guts; she’d never hated him at all. She’d just opposed what Avril and Tess were trying to do when they got him involved with Anna and her dating troubles. Once Victoria had learned about his and Anna’s lie, how they’d pretended they were dating to relax the exterior pressures on Anna, he’d immediately earned her respect.

He'd used that to springboard himself into getting her help for his secret desire—a little less secret now, as Anna had recently found out about it—to transfer to Bellmore. And in a rare moment of sheer, unexplainable brazenness, rather than taking the safe, conservative route, he’d anted up. He offered her a deal, this woman whose icy gaze seemed like it could slice a man to pieces: a pretty straightforward one, all things considered.

They’d voted to see where they went for spring break. Another of Avril’s ploys, of course. As the person who’d collected the most “points” during several poker games on New Year’s Eve, he had the most influence to spend. Enough to pretty much seal things.

So, he’d use that influence to point their destination toward Fiji, the only place on the list that Victoria hadn’t been to before. In return, she could “earn” those points by showing him pictures of her past vacations, which he knew were mostly dated from when she was dating or engaged to Avril’s older brother, Casey. Before she’d “wised up” and realized what a mistake it would be to marry a man who was as immature now, in his mid-thirties, as he’d been when he was Liam’s age. Before last week, Liam had only heard about this supposed problem child of the Knights. After a brief and pretty unpleasant first encounter on the day Avril had spilled the beans about who she was, Laim could tell that there wasn’t much hyperbole involved in the descriptions that his sister and former fiancée used for him.

After Victoria had agreed to his deal, Liam hadn’t been sure if he was more shocked, excited, or relieved. Regardless, the deal was in place, and if there had ever been a time when Liam had felt like he could hold the whole world in his hands, it’d been then.

Ever since then, their relationship had escalated in mostly minor steps. It was a lot like his relationship with Anna. Things progressed at a normal pace, more linear than exponential. Meanwhile, Avril had decided to start their relationship near the top of the graph, then grab another sheet of paper so they could continue plotting its skyrocketing growth.

He’d made another gambit before long, involving him putting some of his points into the other destinations. It’d been a calculated risk, but it had paid off! He’d hoped it would motivate Victoria to either send more pictures or find more enticing ones to trickle his way. Both. It led to both.

Eventually, it’d led him to a picture of her, which he still suspected didn’t actually come from her past. A picture that was only the removal of the slender arm away from fully showing off the most magnificent set of breasts on the planet. It should have been the final piece of the puzzle, and Liam should have solidified his confidence right then and there.

Of course, he just couldn’t let things be that easy for himself. He had to worry; he had to fret. With their deal officially wrapped up and her desired destination locked in, there was no longer any reason for her to keep sending him pictures of herself. Any “appropriate” reason, anyway, not that they hadn’t sliced through that façade even before her topless photo.

So, for a young man desperate to keep the stove at or hotter than the temperature they’d set, he’d made his gambit. Given that they were playing chess together at the time, it seemed fitting.

If he beat her at chess, she’d reward him with another picture of herself—but of the same “quality” as the one that had stunned him like a flashbang. Once more, she’d accepted. If he could beat her just once during the Saturdays they spent playing chess together in person, he’d get another picture—each time he won, he’d get another picture. If he struck out for the entire day, she claimed one of his free days for her own, in which he’d be called over to be her assistant garden gopher.

So far, she’d collected a few of those vouchers. So far, obtained a weekend ago, he had one more amazing picture of her—a requested repeat, with a slight alteration, to the previous nearly nude picture. Thirsting for more, he’d asked for more.

And once more, going against type, Victoria Moreno had let him get away with it. She even went further than he’d expected, in a way. In this first picture of her that he’d won, she’d allowed him a heart-racing glimpse at a part of her breast that he very badly wanted to roll beneath his tongue.

Even though they were on their way, Fiji somehow still felt an eternity away.

He could hardly suppress how excited he was. His body tensed each time he opened or closed his hands. He felt the jitters each time the jet experienced even the most minute tremor as it raced across the Pacific. He breathed it in, held it in his lungs. It was the sustenance he survived off.

Tess’s first real vacation since her divorce, since they’d become a couple. Anna’s first vacation with a boyfriend, as she’d never had one before him. His first experience vacationing with Avril, who he was certain would bring her A-game. And a chance to compare the past and the present. He had a whole album of how Victoria had looked on beaches and in bikinis a decade ago. He was potentially hours away from seeing her wearing one in the flesh.

But first, The Sandlot. Then sleep. Then, at long last, the beaches and bikinis and unforgettable experiences.

Things went a little differently for Benny and the boys than they’d probably expected. After the Beast got out, Benny ran for his life—and the Beast pursued. If the big dog had one thing behind him, it was tenacity. He just wouldn’t let up, pursuing Benny throughout the entire town, wreaking havoc in his wake. When all was said and done, they’d circled back to the sandlot, where circumstances caused the “murderous” beast to end up pinned underneath his own fence after busting a hole straight through it.

With the horrifying creature pacified, understanding slowly dawned upon the kids. It wasn’t a horrific monster; it was just an animal. A currently hurting animal. After Smalls and Benny came to its rescue, that became all the more apparent as the Beast slathered Smalls’ face in saliva. Soon enough, all their apprehensions flew out the window, especially once Mr. Mertle was revealed to be blind, peaceful, a friend of Babe Ruth himself, and more than willing to help Smalls out of the biggest pickle of his life.

By the time the penultimate scene revealed what ultimately happened to each kid, followed by one final scene in the present day, in which Smalls, an announcer for the Dodgers, watched Benny steal home and seal the Dodger’s victory, Liam half-expected Avril to start quizzing him about all the pop-culture references he should now know. Instead, she stretched, arching her back forward, and hopped to her feet.

“Now, you’re a little more cultured,” she said. “You’re welcome.”

He met her playful response with an appropriate amount of drollness. “Thank you, Avril, for filling this gaping hole that existed within me. Without seeing this movie, I know I couldn’t have managed to live a fulfilling life.”

“Damn right, smart ass,” Avril said. “It’s the only reason I brought you on my plane. You’re good to go now. The parachute is waiting for you near the cockpit. Adios.”

“Right now?” he asked. “While we’re over the Pacific?”

“Obviously.”

“I’ll have to open the door if I’m going to eject into the ocean.”

“Yes, and?”

“Assuming I can even do it, it’ll be really loud. Assuming she’s managed to fall asleep, that’ll undoubtedly wake Anna up. Which will make you a bad best friend.”

“This line of reasoning won’t get you anywhere, Liam,” Victoria said. “As she is already a bad best friend, there isn’t much harm that this stunt, just one more piece of hay in a hillside-sized stack, can do.”

“You would have made such a bad aunt,” Avril said, attention snapping to the buxom woman on his right.

Victoria’s expression didn’t change at all. “I was never going to be your aunt, Avril. I was going to be your sister-in-law.”

“You’re not very sisterly,” Avril said, hands up as she shrugged. “That must be why I’m always mixing the two up.”

“It must be,” Victoria replied, doing what he never could when dealing with Avril: refusing to engage. “So, shall we get ready for bed? Who will be using the couch? Do you want it?”

“I can fall asleep anywhere,” Avril proclaimed, shaking her head. “Any of you that wants it can have it.”

In unison, Victoria and Tess, ever the responsible adults, turned toward him.

“I’m okay taking a chair, too,” he quickly said. “I’ve slept on planes before. My brother lives in Seoul, which is a thirteen- or fourteen-hour flight.”

With the younger passengers out of the way, Victoria and Tess connected their gazes. The streak of giving away the only other functional bed-like object on the bed snapped at two.

“We could play a match for it,” Tess said, smiling in an unusually carnivorous fashion. “I know you brought your board.”

“We could play a card game for it,” Victoria retaliated. “I’m sure there are numerous decks on board right now.”

“I’ll let you play white,” Tess said.

“No, thank you,” Victoria said, refusing to be lured in.

“Don’t let them start clawing at one another, Liam,” Avril said, waving flippantly as she headed to the suite’s rear door. Opening it up, she headed into the jet’s lavatory. After shutting the door behind her, the muffled sound of a motorized toothbrush running soon snuck through the cracks.

Tess kept trying to find a way to get Victoria to accept a chess match, knowing she had a considerable advantage if they played. Victoria staunchly rebuffed every offer, including one where Tess offered to have Liam—somehow, he’d ended up involved—play out her first six moves.

“Well, if not that, then how? A two-player card game doesn’t sound fun—or quick.”

Again, Liam found himself drawn back into the mix. Victoria leveled her attention upon him, wordlessly asking for a suggestion.

“Uh, Gin Rummy is a good choice, maybe? It’s pretty quick. Do you both know it?”

“Yes,” Victoria said.

“Yes,” Tess sighed, clearly still wishing to have drawn her colleague into a chess match.

As soon as one of the numerous decks of cards aboard were in front of them, Liam left them to it. Sitting on either side of the couch, cards in the middle, the two beautiful, busty professors began their battle for couch-sleeping rights.

Knowing they wouldn’t be done before he finished cleaning up for bed, Liam checked if he could join Avril in the lavatory, got the okay, then… held himself back from entering. It’d be entirely like Avril to give him the innocent go-ahead, only for him to open the door and find her topless. Not an unpleasant thing, normally, but Victoria would see the same thing he did when he opened the door.

She wouldn’t do it with Victoria around, he told himself. Even Avril has limits.

She didn’t yet know about his interest in Victoria—well, beyond the obvious interest that all men must experience around the buxom professor, which she teased him about regularly. Regarding Victoria, Tess was his only proper confidant. It was probably about time he keyed Anna in, if only to ensure she was alright with it.

After walking himself through his thoughts, he opened the door. Thankfully, Avril had decided to keep all her clothes on. She was just finishing up her brushing. He received a welcoming peace sign moments before she bent over the sink, brushing aside errant lengths of red hair with her other hand, and spat into the sink.

“Did our two responsible professors work things out?” Avril asked, speaking loudly enough for said individuals to overhear.

“Yeah, they did,” Liam said, squeezing into the lavatory.

Unsurprisingly, the fifty-million-dollar jet came with a luxuriant, modern restroom. While it was a little wanting for space, it had everything one might want, even a standing shower. It could have pretty reasonably fit two, even three.

Not the thing to start thinking about before bed, Liam told himself.

After gargling some water and cleansing her palette, Avril grinned. She watched and waited as he moved up to the sink, making some space for him. A motley crew of toothbrushes sat on the counter, all placed by their respective owner before takeoff. As he picked his up, Liam spotted Avril doing something behind him via the mirror.

She shut the door. Correction. She shut the door most of the way. A ten-inch gap remained, enough for someone to see inside. But only if that someone moved to the corner Tess had occupied during the movie. At their current positions on the couch, neither Victoria nor Tess could see into the lavatory.

Liam turned around; Avril stepped up to him. He opened his mouth; she placed a finger on his lips. After moving in even closer, she slid her finger to the side, which paved the way for her to press her lips against his.

Apparently, Avril didn’t need to wait until they reached the islands to begin exciting him with her plans.

She set a fire within him, amplified by the sound of Victoria and Tess conversing on the other side of the door. Just a few feet away. A step or two, and either of them could push the door open and find him and Avril with lips intertwined.

Smaller and smaller, the part of him that would have gotten nervous about that fact had become over these past few months. Instead of chafing, retreating, cowering, Liam gladly met Avril’s vigor with his own. Pressing into her, hands moving around to her lower back, he kissed her passionately.

She challenged him, and he rose to the occasion. And because of that, her eyes glowed like ember flames just before she closed them. Her luscious mouth was as soft as honey, with a minty taste left behind by her toothpaste, as it worked in tandem with his. They weren’t in any rush to end the kiss, but they knew they’d be going too far if they escalated too much more. Nevertheless, Liam could take things a little farther.

Dropping his hands to Avril’s shapely butt, held tightly by the comfortable leggings that she planned to sleep in, he lifted her to her toes, then pushed his tongue into her mouth. Humming quietly against him, Avril accepted the control he seized, even welcomed it. Supple in his hands, pliable to his wishes, she let him maneuver her shape.

How would it have felt to maneuver more than that? To turn her toward the wall, press her against it, lift her off her feet—

“Keep cool,” Avril whispered, slowing down the rhythm of their kiss to allow herself to speak. “Those hands of yours are getting a little tense. Seems like they’re thinking about what my ass would look like sitting on the sink counter. But then I’ll have to make you suck on my throat, and then you’ll need to pull out your big cock and ask me to play with it with my hands.”

She was devilishly cruel. Maybe he had been unconsciously chaining those actions and consequences together, but did she have to summon them to the forefront of his thoughts? She could have just said those first two words. The rest hadn’t been necessary. All it did was make him fantasize about everything she’d just said, which caused him to do anything but cool down.

“Those things will happen in Fiji,” Liam growled.

“Of course,” Avril promised, batting her eyelashes coquettishly. “I love your big cock, and you love sucking on my neck. But for now, you’ll just have to accept your current prize. It might not put you in that mile-high club, but making out with a gorgeous girl on a private jet—that’s got to be a pretty exclusive club, no?”

“I’ll take your word on it,” Liam said, speaking slowly and softly, all to bring down his ramped-up heartrate. “You’re the one who knows all about exclusive clubs.”

Grinning, Avril leaned in to kiss him. Planting it for just a second, she withdrew from his arms.

“Give those teeth a good brushing, babe. That’ll calm you down.”

She nodded toward his groin, and he didn’t need to look to confirm the grown protrusion showing itself there. Grunting, he returned to the task that had originally brought him into the lavatory.


Chapter Two

Coffee and Chess

Although Liam wouldn’t say he slept perfectly, he wouldn’t say he slept badly either. As he’d claimed, he’d slept on planes before, and the chairs on this jet were far more comfortable than those in business class, which he was accustomed to. He’d known it’d still be dark when he woke up, but that wasn’t something you could really get used to. Excluding Anna, everyone else had settled in to sleep at around two in the morning. So, there was naturally a bit of work to wrap the mind around the fact that it was still around two in the morning.

Actually, it was a bit past three, but Liam’s groggy mind barely saw any difference. Nor did their surroundings. Someone had brought up the jet’s window covers while he’d still been asleep, but all he saw out of his was the dark shape of wispy clouds. Maybe from a rear-facing window, he could have seen something of the sun chasing after them, dawn nipping at their heels, but Liam didn’t have the angle to confirm or deny it.

As he knuckled sleep out of his eyes, yawned, and stretched, he looked around the cabin. He’d chosen to sleep out here, not in the private suite, allowing Victoria to enjoy her prize on her lonesome. Tess and Avril had joined him, and they’d all made sure to be as quiet as possible as they chose their respective sleeping chairs so as not to disturb Anna. She had managed to fall asleep, or at least that was how it’d looked when he’d crept by her still form about seven hours ago.

She wasn’t there anymore. That was what he noticed first. Next, he noticed the overwhelming aroma of coffee. Chasing after that scent with his eyes, he spotted a pair of women at the cabin’s table. It seemed Tess had finally found her chance to pull Victora into a chess match.

Yawning again, Liam finally stirred enough for Tess, the one facing his direction, to notice he’d finally come awake. She helped him continue doing so with a radiant smile. Liam gave her a sleepy one back.

It was just the three of them in the suite, or so he initially assumed. His back faced the jet’s kitchen, but he soon heard soft footsteps approaching from behind.

“Hey, good looking,” Avril said, croissant in hand. “Want a bite?”

Without thinking about it too much, Liam opened his mouth. Arching an eyebrow, Avril delivered her breakfast to his mouth and let him rip off a healthy piece. Only after chewing on the tasty, warm morsel of bread did he realize his gaffe. He wasn’t really doing a good job of keeping Victoria unaware of how close his relationship with Avril had become. If she’d been in Tess’s place, she’d have seen what he’d just done.

Then again, he had shown up at her house with a hickey on his neck a weekend ago. Right after Avril had taken him on a tour at the Bandits’ stadium and revealed who she was. That hadn’t stopped her from sending him that deliriously sexy picture of her on that very same day, even if she had waited until the last possible minute to do so.

A tense vacation wasn’t what Liam had in mind. He wanted to relax and enjoy a tropical paradise with four stunning women. He did not want to fret over taking a bite of a croissant. He wouldn’t.

“It’s good,” Liam said, smiling.

“There’s more back the way I came: coffee, breakfast, juice boxes.” She winked. “Go wild. Oh, and you can get the cabin lights when you do. You’re the last one up.”

“I will,” he said.

After taking her first bite of breakfast, Avril continued ahead. She glanced at Tess and Victoria’s current match, waved with a mouth still full, and then headed toward the private suite. For a moment, Liam wondered why he didn’t see Anna around, only to hear the subtle sound of running water once Avril opened one of the two doors between him and the plane’s shower. In fact, he soon noticed that Tess’s hair looked damp. How much longer than everyone else had he slept?

Getting up, Liam saw Victoria glance over her shoulder. Smiling at her, he earned a nod. It was short-lived attention, however, as Tess’s next move pulled the busty professor’s attention back to the chess board.

Before he wandered over to two of the most beautiful women alive, Liam chose to head for the kitchen. For all his plans to not worry about showing affection to the women on the plane, he imagined it’d be a bridge too far if he shamelessly walked into the lavatory and started brushing his teeth and washing his face while Anna was showering on the other side of a see-through pane of glass.

So, he opted to see what kind of stock a billionaire kept in his private jet’s kitchen.

One of his private jets, Liam reminded himself, stifling another yawn as he fiddled with the touchscreen that controlled the cabin’s lights. He brought them up to a reasonable level, then began his rummaging.

He found a varied but overall healthy selection to choose from, briefly paralyzing him in indecision. After a moment’s consideration, he decided to build himself a yogurt bowl. After filling a bowl found in the cupboard with a healthy amount of the named ingredient, he rifled through the mini-fridge. Raspberries, blueberries, some berries that he didn’t even recognize—the fridge was stocked to the nines. He went with the classic red-blue berry pairing and then added some granola. He bowed out then, deciding he didn’t want to cut up a banana or work in any other slightly time-consuming ingredients.

Mixing things a bit with a spoon, he took his first bite, then headed over to Tess and Victoria. Having closed the door after disappearing into the private suite, he imagined Avril had kept going and that she now either chatted with or possibly shared the shower with her roommate. She’d openly said they’d done it before on a video call just a few days back. However, Liam doubted he’d see them topless this morning, as he had then.

He found Victoria mired in indecision. Studying her pieces, she looked for the best way to get out of Tess’s current vise. She’d ended up pressed by Tess’s opening, and Liam couldn’t spot any good ways out as he joined them.

“Good morning,” said the woman who didn’t currently need to mull over her next decision. “Did you sleep alright?”

Mouth full of yogurt and granola, Liam nodded.

“Lucky you,” Tess said, rubbing her left shoulder. “I woke up with some terrible tension in my neck and shoulders. I guess I’m not made for sleeping while sitting up.”

“I’m not apologizing for winning the couch last night,” Victoria said without looking up.

Tess’s dark eyes swept back to her opponent. “If you promise to let me have it on the return trip, I’ll let you move your knight away without snapping up your hanging pawn.”

“No.”

“Suit yourself.”

Victoria lost a pawn, then lost more space on the board, and ultimately lost enough material for Tess to begin trading aggressively. As the mid-game transitioned into an endgame scenario that seemed almost impossible for Tess to lose from, Liam kept working at finishing his breakfast. He’d had an idea. But he wanted to wait and see if the women decided to have a rematch before he put it into action.

After examining the board for a little longer, Victoria sighed. It was imbued with more emotion than he was used to hearing from her. It was possible this wasn’t their first game and that those he hadn’t seen had also ended up escaping the younger professor’s grasp.

“I resign,” she said.

“Another?” Tess asked.

“Of course.”

Smiling, Tess began rebuilding her side of the board, and Victoria did the same. It was the danger of being too competitive; you ended up stuck in an inescapable spiral when you lost too many matches in a row. Just one more. End on a win. Don’t leave with a loss streak.

Perhaps what Liam was about to offer would help Victoria out. It should also help Tess.

“You mentioned sleeping poorly,” Liam commented.

“I did,” Tess said.

“Do you want me to give you a massage while you play?”

Both women stopped working on resetting their pieces. Mostly empty bowl in hand, he became the absolute focus of their world. Tess’s eyes were alight with surprise. Contrarily, Victoria’s piercing stare remained as impenetrable as ever.

Waiting patiently for the lighter brunette's response, Liam felt he had a good position to make his offer. It took out two birds with one stone too. He could help alleviate some of Tess’s aches, and Victoria would find out that he was pretty good—thanks to Tess and her lessons—at giving massages. Right before they landed on a chain of islands where sunscreen would need to be regularly applied.

After a moment, Tess’s surprise gave way to… approval, perhaps? She was the only person who knew about his deals—the outdated one and the current one—with Victoria. She’d even supported him when he’d told her about it, which was equally shocking and thrilling. He’d feared she’d ask him to snip it in the bud. Instead, she was willing to let things between her lover and colleague potentially flourish.

Here was another chance for her to pick up her watering can and help keep the sprouting bud well hydrated.

“I’ll take you up on that offer,” Tess said, smiling. “My neck had the worst of it, if you don’t mind putting the bulk of your efforts there.”

“Sure thing,” he said, setting down his bowl on the table’s edge. Acutely aware that Victoria’s gaze followed him, Liam kept a neutral expression as he moved behind Tess. He could smell the faint scent of her shampoo and conditioner as he put himself into position. Without looking up, he could tell that Victoria was still keeping an eye on him.

For something that really wasn’t anywhere near as sensual as some of the other things he’d done with the women on this plane, it still sped up his heartbeat. Looking at the crown of Tess’s head, her narrow shoulders, and the glimpse of the full shape of her breasts, he waited for her to finish resetting her pieces. At the same time, he started rubbing his hands together, chasing away the coolness that had settled in them while holding a porcelain bowl full of yogurt and refrigerated fruits. Once Tess drew her final pawn back into rank, he sent his hands forward, fingers brushing against damp strands of light brown hair, and set his thumbs on the base of Tess’s neck.

Fingers resting on her shoulders, thumb against the back of her neck, Liam went through every step with as much methodical focus as he could muster. He started with light, circular motions, focusing on providing warmth and a little relief. Nothing he did was rushed; he was determined to avoid that misstep as much as any other. Tess was going to get his absolute best. Victoria was going to see him give Tess his absolute best.

The women began their next match. Liam paid attention to it, mainly to ensure he wasn’t in the way whenever Tess wanted to make her move. Because, like the pieces on the board, he also moved around a bit. After a little while, he shifted to Tess’s right, her left soon to follow, and began massaging the rear of her neck with three fingers, careful not to let them meet her spinal cord. Applying light but firm pressure, he searched for the knots he’d work to exterminate in short order.

He needed Tess to look down slightly during this step, which slightly interrupted the game. Fortunately, Tess could just call out her moves after glancing back at the board, and Victoria moved her pieces for her.

Once he was certain he’d warmed her skin up, he returned to his position behind her. When his thumbs next met the rear of her neck, their scouting mission was over. They were now there to obliterate the tension knots in Tess’s neck. Stabilizing his hands on her shoulders, Liam began kneading his thumbs in firmer circular motions along Tess’s neck.

Just about in every instance, at least based on the techniques he’d been taught, that was pretty much the gist of giving a good massage. Warm up the hands, warm up where your hands would be going, locate the tension, apply appropriate pressure, usually in a circular motion. Rinse, repeat, and earn the adoration of your partner.

And potentially from another woman across the table, who seemed uncharacteristically distracted from her match. Matches, as it would turn out. Even in the throes of his skillful hands, which Tess complimented quite a few times during the match, the older professor couldn’t be beaten. With them seemingly having agreed to make their moves quickly, she bested Victoria in just under fifteen minutes of play, before Liam was even ready to begin working on her shoulders.

“Another?” Tess asked, sounding deliciously content as Liam worked the sides of the gorgeous woman’s neck.

“At least one more,” Victoria said. “I haven’t won yet.”

She sounds like I do when I play her, Liam thought mirthfully.

“You seem fairly practiced and knowledgeable, Liam,” Victoria commented as the players reset the board.

“He is,” Tess announced, which caused Liam to fail to withhold a smile. Only Victoria could see it, and her piercing stare seemed extra intense as she continued.

“When did you pick up this skill? Don’t tell me you have another uncle, this one being a talented masseuse.”

She was referencing the uncle who’d taught him every trick in the books when it came to cards. Tricks he’d used back in December, only revealing his skills after marionetting an entire game of Blackjack.

“It’s a pretty recent one, I suppose,” Liam said, skirting the truth. “I figured it’d come in handy.”

Those eyes—geez. Meeting Victoria’s stare was like staring into a blizzard. Right now, it felt as if she intended to stare so deeply into his soul that she lacerated his skin, muscles, and sinew in her journey to locate the truth beneath. Thankfully, as he was in the middle of something that required a fair degree of focus, he didn’t need to keep meeting it. Nevertheless, he could feel its chilling intensity on his face.

“Ah, ahhh, right there,” Tess whispered frantically, shockingly candid with her near-moan of bliss. He’d shifted his attention to the last remaining bastion of tension in her neck, and now he challenged its supremacy.

“And just what’s going on out here?!” someone cried, acting like they’d just stumbled onto something scandalous.

Intentionally, no one looked in Avril’s direction, even though they all knew it was her. From outside his peripherals, Liam heard a huff, then footsteps. The sight of a voluptuous redhead with beads of water clinging to her skin and nothing but a towel around her body—now that was enough to distract him momentarily.

So, she had hopped into the shower with Anna. Well, that didn’t conjure up an eternally distracting image.

“Chess and a massage,” Avril said, stopping at the place he’d been standing when he’d been eating breakfast. “And an almost empty bowl of yogurt and granola! You can apparently have it all aboard Knight Number Two.”

“Is that really the name of this plane?” Tess asked, sucking in a quick breath as Liam resumed his focus on the final knot in her neck.

“Oh, I have no idea. I probably should, but I’ve never asked.” Avril’s brilliant green eyes swiveled from recipient to provider. “If you’re giving out free massages, it’s only fair that you make sure you have enough hand stamina to share. One for me, one for Anna, even one for Victoria, assuming she doesn’t crystalize ice spikes out of her shoulders whenever a man tries to touch her.”

Avril received a dry look for her comments.

“I don’t mind,” Liam said. “I’m more than happy to use my hands for good. Anyone who wants a massage, well, I’ll be here all week.”

Eventually, Avril returned to the private suite or lavatory to get dressed. A short time later, Anna appeared for the first time this morning, already dried, dressed, and smelling incredible. A strong, enticing aroma of vanilla rolled off her skin as she was invited to sit next to Tess. She’d made it just in time to see him in the end game of Tess’s massage, and her in the end game of defeating Victoria yet again. Anna looked at both things with interest, the former especially.

He understood Victoria’s frustration; he’d felt it himself several dozen times. Against both women currently playing in this game.

One win and how many losses? he wondered as plans for one final match were made. They had a good hour or so before they needed to start preparing for their arrival at Nadi International Airport, but Victoria also had plans to shower. And he ought to follow in her wake once she was out, clean himself up a bit.

He wasn’t entirely sure how they’d spend their first day—or any of their days—in Fiji. He wasn’t even sure what island they’d be staying on or which resort Avril had gotten them rooms in. Nadi International Airport was on Viti Levu, Fiji’s largest island. But there were hundreds of smaller islands in the archipelago, including famous groups like the Mamanucas and Yasawas. He’d ended up slightly overwhelmed by the options during his personal search, and Avril was staying tight-lipped about everything—the benefit of being the trip’s benefactor. Everyone else, even Anna and Victoria, let her have her secrets. Since they’d probably been on trips like this with her before, Liam supposed their calm should set him at ease.

“Thank you so much, Liam,” Tess said once he finished massaging her shoulders. “I feel so much better.”

Her compliment caused his heart to soar, and he happily offered his services if she needed them again. Even though she already knew she had a lifelong free pass to his hands, no matter where she wanted them to go.

Anna and Victoria glanced at him as he moved around to pick up his empty bowl and return it to the kitchen. He was happy for the attention, hopeful they were also considering inquiring about a massage or two. It was an oddly fulfilling talent, being good at massages, one he wouldn’t have thought he’d be proud to possess. But, based on the attention it had received, he’d say the seed he’d planted had a good chance of sprouting in multiple locations.

By the time Liam returned, Victoria knocked over her king—she liked to do that, which was curiously dramatic for such a composed person—and accepted the fact that she wouldn’t be breaking her losing streak on this flight. Avril had also returned, dressed in loose, breezy clothing—all the women who’d showered wore similar outfits. While it might still be a little cool when they arrived, the weather forecast promised a warm afternoon in the lower eighties for their first day in Fiji.

After she and Tess stowed their pieces away in the compartments on their respective sides of the chess board, Victoria headed off to shower. Once that happened, Avril took her seat. Stretching her arms above her head, she nodded toward the nearest window. Liam’s eyes followed the gesture. Glimmers of sunlight were just beginning to become visible now, flecks of gold and orange as the sun chased after them on the eastern horizon.

“Just an hour or so away,” Avril said, lips curling into a lazy, catlike smile. “Paradise awaits.”

“Yes, but which paradise?” Liam asked.

“At this point, an itinerary would be appreciated,” Tess agreed. He was glad to have the support, expecting Avril to try even harder to clutch her secrets if he’d been the only one to bring up the topic.

“At least for the first day,” Anna said, forming their alliance against Avril’s tyranny in full. That was how you had to do it.

“Alright, fine, fine,” Avril said, bowing, for once, to the group’s pressure. “After we land, we’ll obviously be in Nadi. There’s a seaplane flight from there to the paradise resort we’ll be using as a home base, but there’s also some stuff to do in Nadi before we fly over—assuming you all don’t veto doing that sort of stuff.”

“A home base?” Liam asked.

“I’ve got us pre-booked for activities all over the place, spread all over,” Avril said nonchalantly, as if that were the expected situation. For a billionaire’s granddaughter, it probably was. “We’ll have options; don’t you worry your pretty head about that. As a loose opening pitch, I figured we’d hang about a little on the main island for some of the first day, absorb some culture, try some cuisine, and then go see our lavish resort accommodations. Afterward, we can decide whether to be beachgoers on the second day or get active and start seeing the sights. I’ve got us passes for flights, boat rides, just about anything that acts as a mode of transport. And we’ve got free availability at two dozen resorts for the entire week, though I think you’ll all want to keep coming back to the main one I’ve selected.”

Well, that was at least something. She’d confirmed that they wouldn’t be staying on Viti Levu, though he’d always assumed she’d take them to a more private location. One of the island groups it was. Which one, they’d apparently find out in half a day.


Chapter Three

Permission for Paradise

According to their pilots, they were about thirty minutes from the airport when Liam rejoined the others. He’d showered, handled all his hygiene needs, and swapped into fresh clothes. When he returned to the others, multiple eyes looked toward the shimmering blue waters far below them. Soon, lush, verdant islands, some no larger than this jet, would also begin filling their view.

Until then, Liam would just have to “settle” for admiring the four beautiful women inside the plane. Each one of them could have stolen the hearts of a room. With four of them gathered in one spot, it was nearly overwhelming. Choked for options. That was what he was.

He settled down and made himself comfortable for the final bit of travel left, admiring them all. A perceptive set of eyes soon noticed him when he looked at her.

She had some of the most unique and alluring features he’d ever seen. Her eyes were a pearly, vibrant green. If anything, there might be a comparison or two to make with certain lagoons they might stumble upon in Fiji. Skin fair and soft—he knew that for a fact—her eyes always seemed to shine. From the moment of their introduction, he’d been awed by their beauty.

Those same eyes warmed his very soul. Looking at him, her affection toward him expanded her smile. That was always a good thing, especially when Anna had the most luscious set of lips that Liam knew he’d ever have the privilege of kissing, even if he ended up kissing a million other women. And right now, barring one more addition he’d like to make to his list of kissed women, he was pretty satisfied with the number he was at.

No time like the present, Liam realized. So, he got up and went over to sit with Anna.

Her smile caused his heart to waver, and he nearly leaned in and kissed her gorgeous mouth before sitting down. It was the kind of siren’s call that could only barely be resisted. She didn’t need to sing; she just needed to enter his line of sight, and he remembered how good it felt to feel her soft lips against him.

But he forced himself into the chair, delaying that kiss until it was a little less likely that three other women would see him do it. Maybe he could get them to be the final ones off the plane.

“We’re almost there,” Anna said, giddy. “I’m pretty sure Avril intends for us to visit Nadi Market before we leave for whatever island she’s booked us at. If we go right away, we should arrive when it’s just opening.”

“That sounds good to me. Sample some local stuff?”

Anna nodded. “She knows I like to engage a little bit with the culture of wherever we’re visiting, not just rush off to a private beach and miss out on more normal sights. I know she’ll be more than happy to engage in more exotic experiences, like snorkeling. I hope that’s alright.”

“I’m happy to linger a little, yeah,” he said. “It’s a trip for everyone, so I’m glad Avril’s keeping the things you like to do in mind.”

“I’ll enjoy the beaches too, of course,” Anna said.

They weren’t so far away from the others that it was safe to rule out eavesdropping, but they were doing their own things, so maybe they wouldn’t hear. If anyone did, they didn’t make it obvious.

“And I’ll enjoy seeing you on those beaches,” he replied.

As was customary, Anna blushed. But not as much as she might have in the past. Instead, he suspected she was quietly grappling with the hope that they’d find some alone time on one of those beaches—and sooner than later.

While everyone on board could say they were taller than her, only Victoria could say she was bustier than Anna. And as of right now, as he hadn’t ever touched Victoria’s breasts, he knew her breasts were also the most sensitive on the trip.

While he’d managed to bring Tess and Avril plenty of bliss with his hands, neither of them could climax solely from breast play. For Annabelle Royce, however, she could do it—she could do it a lot. She adored his touch, and he was certain the skills he’d shown off a little while ago had piqued her interest. He’d very much like a chance to run his hands up and down her voluptuous figure, leaving her skin glistening, sensitive, and primed for a little deeper pressure into her heavy breasts. She had such lovely moans, especially when she climaxed. She always tried to keep them on the softer side, as if slightly ashamed to be making such lewd sounds. However, she always ended up losing that fight, and then they flowed like a sonata.

They hadn’t yet had sex. They hadn’t even really talked about it, either. There were still a few steps before it became the last thing they hadn’t yet done. Whether Fiji ended up leading to those steps or whether it led to them going even further, Liam had his hopes, but he didn’t intend to push Anna beyond her comfort zone.

“I’ll enjoy it when that happens, too,” Anna said.

Liam grinned. “Even when it’s just the two of us?”

“Especially when it’s just the two of us,” she confirmed, anticipation shimmering in her eyes. The right kind of anticipation. The kind that heated his blood.

His grin stayed in place a little longer, but he knew now was the right time to bring up his aspirations with the others—Victoria, especially. The ability for eavesdropping had just gone down. Avril and Victoria had just moved over to Tess, putting their two groups in opposite quadrants of the cabin. He needed to get this part done. He knew he could get away with shocking Avril, that any revelation about him and Victoria wouldn’t spoil her vacation. But it was a different story with Anna, much the same as with Tess. He needed more than just her awareness; he needed her permission, her blessing.

“You have as many vouchers for free massages as you want,” he began.

“I know,” Anna said, surprising him with the tangible heat and ardor in her voice. “That’s why I’m looking forward to it just being the two of us at some point.”

“At a few points, with any luck,” he said, finding it harder and harder to resist his initial urge to kiss her. “I hope you’ll be among the first, not the last.”

“Me too. But I think Tess will want another one pretty soon. And I even think Victoria looked likely to ask for one.”

So, she had noticed Victoria’s interest in how his hands had undone her colleague’s stress. He’d hoped she would; she was usually very good at noticing what was happening around her. All the way back in winter break, she’d spotted the way he and Tess felt about one another.

“I’d like to give each of you at least one. Full-body ones, if you’ll all let me. If that’s okay.”

“It’s alright with me,” Anna said.

Don’t treat that like she just gave her full permission, Liam told himself. A massage was one thing, but he knew he wanted to go farther with the voluptuous professor. Much, much farther.

Liam struggled to find the right words, and he was pretty confident he ultimately didn’t. “Even, you know, if they’re like the ones I’d like to give you? I’ve been practicing a lot for this trip, hoping I might get a few chances to show off how far I’ve come.”

The light of understanding dawned within Anna’s eyes. Her gaze suddenly snapped toward the other three women in the cabin, though he knew she was staring at the woman with the next darkest hair on the trip. After a moment, they hastened back to him.

“You’re saying… like you and Tess are?”

Shock, not anger, disappointment, or betrayal, reflected in her eyes. Even… awe, perhaps?

“No, nothing like that,” Liam said, feeling an uncomfortable prickling sensation scampering up his arms. “It’s not even comparable to our relationship. Erm, it’s not really even a relationship yet. We’ve just talked a little, here and there.”

“Does Tess know?!” Anna asked in a hurried whisper. “Does Avril?!”

“Tess knows, yes. She was really shocked about it too—so was I when it first began to seem possible, honestly. Right now, she seems more amused by the possibility that Victoria might actually be interested in me than anything. Truth be told, she was the one who suggested I start working on becoming a decent masseuse. To help me out, I guess. As for Avril, no, not yet. Victoria made it clear she didn’t want me to have loose lips, but I knew I needed to share things with at least you and Tess. With Avril, I feel like it’s riskier to share than to eventually surprise her once… if things work out.”

“That’s probably the correct way to view things,” Anna said, still seeming awed by his revelation. It was better than any number of unpleasant alternatives. But it still wasn’t permission, so Liam knew he needed to keep the conversation going.

“How do you, uh, feel about that? The possibility, I mean. Of me testing if there really is a possibility? Are you also okay with it? I won’t be upset if it’s too far—too much.”

Anna stayed quiet for about a minute. He didn’t press her to finish mulling things over quickly, even if the wait heaped stress onto his shoulders. Who was going to give him his stress-relieving massage?

Curiously, Anna ended up opting for a familiar route. One that he’d received during winter break. Back then, he’d gotten it from a professor, and it’d involved his relationship with a student from Bellmore. This time around, it was reversed.

“I’m not sure how I feel, exactly. I’m… sharing my first boyfriend a lot more than I would have ever imagined I would already.”

Liam nodded understandingly. He opened his mouth, yet Anna kept going. She’d always been good about elaborating on her thoughts, ensuring she voiced her feelings' breadth.

“But I don’t know if one more is going to exactly tip the scales. Maybe we can treat Fiji as a… testing ground? I can see how it goes and how I end up feeling, and then we can talk about it afterward? I… can tell Avril is already planning some more… things like what we did the other day—when we were on the phone together. And I’ve prepared myself for them… even to maybe go along… a little bit. I’m going to try to take her advice while I'm here. I don’t want to be too self-inhibiting. So, I won’t ask the same of you.”

“That’s more than I could ever ask for,” Liam said. “But if you feel wrong or bad or dislike things, even just for a second, you’ll bring it up as soon as you can, okay? Just so we can always be connected and on the right page?”

Anna nodded. “I will, I promise.” A bit of color returned to her face. “And… you still have plans for our relationship, right? While we’re vacationing?”

Liam couldn’t have smiled wider if he tried. “So, so many.”


Chapter Four

Bula

Once the easternmost islands came into view, which the pilots reported over the intercom, everyone looked out their nearest window. Far beneath them, though closer with each passing second, five lucky passengers could see gorgeous islands interspersed across the Pacific waters darting by. Most were uninhabited, covered in lush greenery, with barely any shoreline to speak of. Some looked like they were maybe a few hundred feet from one side to the other, while others might have been only ten paces from one side to the other. They saw dozens as they headed for Viti Levu.

For one reason or another, their plane had angled around to bring them in from the south. Therefore, Fiji’s largest island rolled out to the east, with dawn fully cracking over the distant horizon a few minutes before. Looking across the entire expanse of mountainous terrain and tropical forests, he saw a paradise. Aware that they now counted touchdown in minutes, his excitement started steadily building. Once they finally approached the airport and began heading down, he was nearly trembling from it.

He wasn’t alone. No one, not even Victoria, could conceal their burgeoning anticipation. It was infectious within the cabin. They’d finally arrived. Their first minute, their first hour, their first day, their whole week—all awaited.

Avril was in complete control of things after they finally landed. As soon as they were out the plane door and interacting with customs, she dotted every I and crossed every T without a single hiccup. They received an incredibly warm welcome at customs as they handed over filled-out arrival cards. After checking the necessary boxes, they were allowed to exchange—some more than others—some of their money for Fijian dollars. That was when Liam discovered that the Fijians had a seven-dollar bill, which he and others stowed away as their first trip souvenirs.

Avril also picked up a set of car keys at customs, having apparently called ahead and solved the situation regarding their transport. After going through all the necessary steps to be released into Nadi, they were free to go. Following Avril’s confident gait, at just after six-thirty on April 1st, the five of them said a proper hello to the islands of Fiji.

More specifically, they said hello to the rented car waiting for them. Nadi, at least the city proper, was a few miles to the south. With about fifty thousand residents calling it home, it was certainly no sprawling metropolis, no urban sprawl like Honolulu. Mountains, including the extinct Mount Tomanivi volcano, ridged the east, presiding over the entire island’s center. From his research, Liam knew that almost every city or town on the island of six hundred thousand resided along the coast and that a single major road crawled across the entire island’s perimeter.

That meant a substantial amount of driving, assuming they wanted to visit multiple places on Viti Levu. For now, they started by piling their luggage into the ample space provided by the van Avril had rented. After, they followed suit, with Avril taking the wheel and Victoria taking the passenger seat. That left Liam, Tess, and Anna to share the back.

“Please don’t forget that they drive on the left side of the road here,” Anna said, which implied to Liam that Avril might have done that in the past.

“I know, I know,” Avril said.

Then they were off, driving southward. Liam made sure to get his gawking in before becoming a pedestrian, in the way of locals who didn’t need to stop and stare at every riveting sight. The island was vibrant with greenery, including palm trees sprouting plentifully at the not-so-distant coastline. They passed through small clusters of civilization during the drive, passing homes and businesses, with many of the latter consisting of hotels and other tourist attractions. But then they’d break free again, like pushing through a hanging sheet on the line, once again surrounded by a brief expanse of untouched nature.

It was pretty much a straight shot to Nadi Market, which Anna had correctly assumed they’d get to visit. Avril made precisely one turn, and then there it was. It was an enormous farmer’s market, having just opened when they pulled in and parked. A massive metal roof hung high above rows and rows and rows of produce, flowers, and other wares, which they reached after entering a small overhang and taking some steps down into the main market thoroughfare.

Unsurprisingly, when five fresh-faced tourists stepped out of their van, especially with four of them vying to be considered the most beautiful thing on the island, attention gathered around them. Some other early arriving customers were already walking the aisles, looking through piles of ginger, mangoes, and watermelon. Looking at much of the produce, Liam had an amusing epiphany. Here, the seasonal fruits were just about to start heading out of season. Back in the States, with spring inbound, they were just beginning to come into season.

For all the attention that Avril and the others received, it never escalated into anything uncomfortable. The signs here were all in English, offering prices over the various items for sale. Whenever there wasn’t one, or whenever Anna or someone inquired about something they were looking to get, they received polite information, suggestions, or directions. With how large it was, everyone eventually spread out, making decisions about what their first proper purchase in Fiji would be.

With Liam currently on his own, he perused the market without much haste. He didn’t have any pressing produce to pick up for himself, but he figured he could see what the others got, then try and fill any gaps. Dozens of large fans hanging from the thick poles supporting the ceiling buzzed overhead, not yet too needed. While it’d been warm since they arrived, it was still early. However, he hoped it did climb into the eighties as the forecast had promised.

He very much wanted the weather to be on his side so that he could see some sights he knew would last for a lifetime.

“Need some coconuts for your massage oil?” Tess asked, coming up from behind and tapping him on his elbow.

He followed her nod, which led to a pyramid pile of coconuts. The sign sprouting up nearby listed them as only costing three Fijian dollars. He assumed that was a good deal, remembering that the US dollar was slightly over twice as strong as its Fijian counterpart. Of course, he couldn’t remember the last time he’d bought a coconut, so he didn’t have much history to base that assumption on.

“I don’t know if I’m quite ready to start making homemade massage oil,” Liam admitted, smiling at the beautiful brunette. “I’m not even sure how to extract what I’d need. Do I just break open the coconut, stick something in it, and drain it? Is coconut massage oil even made from coconuts?”

“It is,” Tess confirmed, chuckling and walking beside him as they moved around semi-aimlessly.

“Well, I’ve got some already-made oil to go. I brought along some other kinds too.”

“Oh?” Tess asked, eyes moving from a pile of bananas to him. “What other kinds?”

“You’ll have to wait and find out.”

“When I’m feeling it on my skin?”

“Exactly,” he said, smiling warmly.

“I cannot wait.” She glanced toward Victoria and Avril, who were investigating offerings of guava and papaya as they listened to a woman doing her best to entice them. “I think I’m not alone in that. You really impressed the others on the plane.”

“That was the idea,” Liam said, fondly remembering how Victoria and Anna had watched him massage Tess.

“It was a pretty bold one,” Tess noted lightly. “Though it certainly seems to have paid off.”

“That’s what I’m trying to be, at least on this trip. I’m also a little tired of not being allowed to kiss you when the others are around.”

Tess raised an eyebrow. Her lips creased at the corners, too. “It’s bothering you?”

“More and more with each passing day,” Liam admitted.

Briefly silent, Tess brought her arms behind her back, fingers tapping against her wrists. “Well,” she eventually said, holding his gaze hostage with the beauteousness of her eyes, “my lips are right here.”

They were. And they were so soft, so full, so enticing. At the same time as Liam made his decision, Victoria and Avril made their purchases and began moving away. Not necessarily so far away that he and Tess were no longer in their peripherals. Of course, Liam could have waited a few more seconds, allowing both pairings to add a little distance.

Actually, he couldn’t have. He couldn’t have waited a second longer.

He kissed Tess, and she kissed him back. It was maybe a second or two long, hardly anything to write home about, but that wasn’t the point. He kissed her, and she kissed him. Liam didn’t feel a single iota of trepidation about who might see, and some people definitely saw. When their kiss ended, another tourist, a woman who looked to be around Tess’s age, blinked rapidly at what she’d just witnessed and looked away. Liam noticed her, but Tess didn’t. Tess was busy beaming at him, suffusing her smile with so much love and affection as to be blinding.

“I know I’m going to love being on this trip with you,” she whispered.

Made dumb and mute by the brilliance of that heavenly smile, Liam could only nod in agreement.


Chapter Five

Beside the Sleeping Giant

They spent a good forty minutes in the market, each adding a bag or two to their grips before all was said and done. They had enough produce to last them the week, including a few items Liam had never eaten before. He’d heard good things about guava, so he hoped it would live up to its reputation.

With how early they’d arrive, they could also avoid the bulk of the foot traffic. By the time they were ready to leave, the number of customers had more than tripled. Reconvening near the stairs, everyone shared what they’d gotten. Once they’d all confirmed that they were ready to go, Avril ushered them back to their van.

Avril then decided to remind them all that she was ridiculously wealthy. For a normal person, now would have been the right time to head to their hotel. They’d just purchased a bunch of produce, many of which preferred to spend their day in a cool refrigerator, not in the back of a van. But they already knew they weren’t staying on this island, as evidenced by her revealing that they’d take a plane to reach where they would be staying.

Well, yes, and no. Yes, they wouldn’t be staying on Viti Levu today, but that didn’t mean Avril hadn’t gotten them rooms on the island.

She drove them over the bridge connecting to Denarau Island, where they soon realized that she’d already booked three luxurious rooms in the Radisson Blu Resort. In what was almost too ludicrous to describe, they spent the next bit of their day checking into a hotel they wouldn’t even stay at. Bringing their luggage and recently obtained fruits and vegetables to their rooms, but not unpacking the former, then stowing away any and all perishables for later. All with the understanding that they would soon return and empty their rooms, board a plane, fly to whatever resort they would be staying at tonight, and repeat the process there.

“Everyone,” she said, standing in the hall and stopping them as they exited their rooms. “Please also bring a change of clothes and your most modest piece of swimwear. Our next destination is going to get a little muddy.”

The women understood what Avril was talking about immediately. Less aware of the famous mud pool just a short drive northeast of the airport where they’d begun their day, Liam wasn’t as quick to retreat into his room. Nevertheless, he understood one thing. He was about to get his first chance to see Avril, Anna, and Victoria in bikinis. And the first chance to see Tess in one since they’d become a couple.

For his health, it would have been safer had he only seen one of them at a time. But for his rapidly developing desire for a fivesome, there was nothing he could do but gawk and silently cheer. However, silent didn’t mean unnoticed, because his eyes made it clear to all four women that he was bursting at the seams with excitement and desire.

After each obtaining a change of clothes and some swimwear, they headed back to the van. They spent a good chunk of time retracing their steps, passing by the airport, then bending inland toward their muddy destination. Along the way, their van jostling on the dirt road beneath them, Anna mentioned the nearby Garden of the Sleeping Giant, which the others happily agreed to visit once they were done soaking in mud.

With a bit of searching on their phones, they discovered the existence of a package option for visiting both sights. It would reverse the order in which they visited the two places, starting them off with a guided tour through the famous orchid gardens. The others found this arrangement to their liking. Outwardly, Liam smiled and agreed that that was the right way to do things. Inwardly, he wept. Any delay in getting to the mud pool seemed almost too painful to bear.

The gorgeous, vibrant outpouring of life all around him helped soothe things. The beautiful smiles from the women, Anna’s especially, who got to walk through the lush tropical rainforest helped even more.

It was still early enough when their walk through the dense forest began, traversing wooden boardwalks and surrounded by a thousand different vivid colors of flora, that things weren’t too hot. That would slowly change over the next hour and a half, but they’d all brought water bottles for the trek.

Their local Fijian tour guide offered detailed insights about every unique flower or plant they passed by, always smiling as he led them forward, though letting them dictate when and where they wanted to slow down or pause. And although she probably never would have disrupted her extraordinary poise with a smile as wide as Anna’s, there was one other person who was clearly thrilled to see so much nature.

Victoria probably asked roughly half of the total questions uttered while in the garden. A rare inquisitive nature came to the forefront in the stylish woman, but it made sense. She was an ecology professor, after all.

Their tour guide, once he realized how knowledgeable and interested in his home Victoria was, upped the amount of detail he provided from then on. He appeared more than enthused to stop and expound on tropical hibiscuses and the multi-colored false bird of paradise—also a flower, a hanging one, not an actual bird. It probably helped that the woman he was spending so much time going back and forth with was more beautiful than any he’d ever given a tour to.

There were times when the path grew rugged, and they stepped onto dirt pathways. Sometimes, they passed small, manmade pools, hundreds of lilies floating upon their still surfaces. During others, things grew so dense with plant life that Liam couldn’t see more than a few feet off the path.

Throughout the tour, they could hear the babbling of small, lively streams and tropical birdsong. They caught a few glimpses of both, including what the tour guide described as a collared iory, a type of parrot. Mostly bright green, it had bright red coloring around its neck and chest, like a collar. On its head, determined to utilize every color it could, it had a mix of blue and black feathers.

Most of the hike leaned toward guiding them upward, and there was a rest stop filled with benches and a large gazebo for them to take a tiny break in. After refreshing themselves with much of their water reserves and some time off their heels, they kept going. The culminating moment of their hike occurred when they pressed out of the forest, up a moderately steep incline, and reached a hilltop that allowed them to look across the forest they’d come from, the neighboring mountains fencing it in, and the ocean they would cross in a few more hours to the west.

For a few minutes, five sets of eyes drew in their first genuinely breathtaking sight of Fiji. As far as the eye could see, there was hardly anything but nature in their way. They were more or less wordless throughout, stopping at another gazebo tipping the hilltop they climbed to take it all in, though Avril made sure to get them all together for some pictures—she had a promise to keep to Anna’s mom, after all.

At the end of their tour, once they were back where they’d begun and paid for the experience, Liam noticed the tour guide as he shifted toward Victoria. He recognized the hopefulness in the man’s expression. When he leaned in to quietly speak to the voluptuous woman, he felt a momentary spike of possessive—improper as it was—annoyance. Victoria’s expression didn’t change. A moment later, Liam saw Victoria shake her head.

The tour guide, looking somewhat dejected, moved away. Liam tried not to celebrate his failure, even if it resulted in an immediate sense of relief when it happened.

The five members of their party reconvened. It was finally time for the mud bath. A chance for Liam to see what others would have killed to witness. And he wouldn’t have blamed them. Among all the natural beauty found in this slice of paradise in this corner of the world, nothing could quite compare to what Liam would soon get to see. For in a little over an hour, he would be the only man on Earth seeing some of the most amazing sights ever witnessed.


Chapter Six

Avril 1st

Just a short drive from the Gardens, the Sabeto Hot Spring and Mud Pool waited for them. And more. Once they arrived, Liam felt himself beginning to tremble with anticipation. It took all he had in him to keep his expression calm, his steps forward appropriately paced. He wanted to run and make the others do the same. He’d waited so long for this day.

After paying for the experience, Liam painfully separated from the four women in his party. Swapping into the swim trunks he’d brought along took him all of about a minute. Afterward, he waited outside, absorbing heat from the sun as it strode toward its lofty throne in the sky. Yet he knew it wouldn’t be anywhere near the hottest part of his day.

He didn’t have to wait all that long, yet he was shifting from side to side like an animal about to take off into a sprint. Nearby, one of the establishment’s workers had dropped off the needed bucket of mud. But that came after. Before then, he’d get to see how the four women he so thoroughly desired looked in just their swimwear.

Black was the color of the day, apparently. A sensible color, though he didn’t know enough to realize that. The sulfur in the hot springs they’d be rinsing off in could do a number on swimwear, which all four of the women in the party, having more experience on the matter than him, knew about. So, these were all bikinis that they didn’t necessarily mind seeing ruined. Not yet their best.

Nevertheless, his attention span shrunk to an incredibly narrow cone once he saw them coming. The rest of the planet could have swapped colors, green for the sky, blue for the grass, and he wouldn’t have noticed. There was only one thing—a group of four immensely stunning women—that he cared to look at.

None of their bikinis were that intentionally revealing, but there was only so much that some narrow lengths of fabric could do to hide how voluptuous they were, from Avril on the left to Victoria on the right. Especially Victoria on the right.

Wearing a pretty standard black bikini, the sight of Victoria’s enormous breasts almost withered his tongue, all the moisture in his body evaporating into a cloud of steam above his head. He had another reason to be thankful for all the pictures she’d sent him in the past few weeks. Preparation. If this had been the first time, his leering might have been ten times worse.

Everywhere he looked, he saw immaculate figures. Attractive hips, narrow waists, smooth legs, and jaw-dropping buxomness dominated his vision. Anna fidgeted with the strap of her bikini, briefly jostling one of her soft, sensitive breasts. Tess knew what he wanted to see, and she turned slightly, allowing him to get a peek at her gorgeously full ass. Avril, wearing a slightly more revealing bikini than the rest, even though she’d been the one to call for modesty back at the resort, stretched her arms behind her back, causing her breasts to bulge forward—directly toward him.

And Victoria’s piercing blue gaze dropped, noticing the incontrovertible change that had occurred when he’d seen the four of them. Swim trunks weren’t always that good at hiding a guy’s arousal. At least, his pair was failing him right now.

But would it have been any less obvious, even had he possessed the supreme self-control needed to keep his erection under control? He couldn’t even blink currently, held hostage by four perfect figures, enthralling eyes, and a few soft smiles that were beginning to respond to his dazed expression.

“And now we come to realize the only reason I brought Liam along,” Avril announced teasingly. “No tropical paradise is complete without one opportunity to see a slack-jawed man try to recover his composure. And fail spectacularly.” She flippantly shooed him away. “Alright, you’ve fulfilled your purpose for this trip. You can return to the resort and wait to fly home in a week.”

“How about you go back, and I stay here with the others?” Liam growled, almost a little too viciously. He knew Avril was joking, yet he still felt his hackles come up. Like an animal being separated from its mate.

“No deal,” Avril said.

“Come on,” Tess said, smiling gently. “Let’s get to the mud pool, then start slathering on this mud.”

You’ll help with that, right? her eyes seemed to say as they passed over him. And he enthusiastically nodded and picked up the bucket.

The mud pool would be more than enough for the five of them. After reaching it, they found the circular pool awaiting its first guests of the day.

Not too far off, they could see the hot spring they’d soak in after washing themselves off. Nearby, there was also an outdoor shower with a detachable head for those hard-to-clean areas. But both those things were for later. Liam chose to live in the present.

“Gather round, ye peasants,” Avril said, standing by the bucket he’d just set down. “Come and get your body slop.”

“Please don’t call it ‘body slop,’” Anna said, though she and the rest gathered around.

It might have been too much for Liam to volunteer to coat every part of everyone with the wet, slightly warm mud. However, if he finished first, an opportunity to help at least one or two of the women cover their backs might arise. So, he was among the first to stick their hand into the mud, thick and viscous, and begin hiding skin from sunlight.

He was quick about covering his torso and upper arms, spending more time watching the women do the same thing, especially when it came time for them to cover their breasts, than was ordinarily acceptable. Yet, a couple of them—Avril and Tess, namely—went out of their way to make sure he was watching before they started covering specific areas. His erection did not find a reason to depart.

“Will you get my back, Liam?” Tess asked, first to finish covering everywhere but her back and face.

He nodded, trying to act nonchalant as he scooped out more mud. Turning her back to him while he was still bending over, Liam’s breath caught as he glanced over and saw the sexiest ass on this island, the neighboring islands, any island. And if you looked at a map with just enough squinting, everywhere was technically an island, right?

Tess had always been incredibly attractive. His adolescence had been dominated by thoughts of her curvaceous figure, especially of the few times he’d seen her up at the pool. But ever since she and Victoria had become workout partners, she’d added just a little extra oomph to her shapely butt, a bit more tone to her long legs.

Liam felt a knee nudge him. Starting, he looked over, finding Avril rolling her eyes at him. He’d reached down to grab the mud for Tess’s back, then forgotten to stand back up.

Face heating only slightly, Liam pulled himself up, mixed the mud in his hands, and then began to apply it across Tess’s smooth back. Warm mud slid across warm skin, covering her skin from the base of her neck to right above her butt. He wanted to go lower, but the crime was already all over his hands. It’d be hard to miss the muddy shape of his hand on Tess’s ass. And yet it was still almost worth the risk.

“Finished?” Tess asked knowingly, glancing over her shoulder. Her smile was far too flirtatious for her own good.

“Just about,” Liam said, now compelled to lower his hand the last bit. If anyone else saw what he did, no one commented. But he made sure to flex his fingers wide, then take the shape of Tess’s phenomenal ass in his grasp. Digging in, feeling how supple it was, adoring the idea of pressing in even farther, even if he ultimately held back. For one second, two, almost three—and then he let go, aware that someone had to eventually notice.

Tess kept smiling, and she made sure to keep her back away from the group, at least until she’d used her own muddy hands to “fiddle” with her bottoms, spreading out the evidence of his latest crime.

He got to help Anna too, though he stayed a little tamer with her than he’d been with Tess. Still, while Avril was busy getting Victoria’s back, shortly after she’d seized the initiative and muddied his back, he slid his hands up Anna’s sides, fingertips brushing dangerously close to her breasts a few times. He was sure more would have come of it if it’d just been the two of them.

After about five or six minutes, they all looked appropriately distasteful for just about any event other than this exact one. After a bit of a wait, filled with wishful stares toward the mud pool, the mud on their skin finally dried and hardened. And after a few seconds more, they were all sliding into a warm pool of muddy water, where they’d begin pretty quickly undoing the very work they’d just completed a few minutes ago.

Options. So many options. All four women shut their eyes, relaxing in the warm water for the first few moments. On the other hand, he was far from relaxed. Tess and Anna, he’d helped already. That left…

He glided through the water toward Avril, “bumping” his shoulder into hers. When she opened her eyes, emerald eyes already glinting with awareness of who had just interrupted her tranquility, he moved slightly past her.

Beneath the water, his hands skimmed over her hips, feigning a desire to grab hold and pull Avril’s ass into him. Her eyes stayed on him until he was past her peripherals. Making a half-circle around her, he transitioned from her left to her right. When he reentered her field of view, she didn’t play around.

Her hand went straight for his erection, pressing her palm against its girth over his swim trunks. His response was immediate—a rapid inhale, then a glare, then setting his hand on her ass and giving it an appropriately forceful squeeze.

Their eyes were locked for a moment, each with one hand on the other. A stalemate and a decision. Which one of them would get to claim control over their brief dance?

Lowering herself to her neck in the water, Avril turned. Moments later, he felt her grab his wrist with her free hand, then pull it over to fondle her breast. To keep his hand on her butt, he needed to keep her practically pinned to his chest. Her eyes, stark and brilliant amid the mud surrounding them, stared up at him.

“Do me,” she whispered huskily, setting Liam’s heart ablaze.

He wanted to. Maybe there’d be a chance in a little bit. Perhaps once they kicked back to the showers after the hot spring. He could slip in, find her, and—

“April Fools,” Avril whispered, escaping his grasp before he could react.

It was so sudden that he didn’t have complete control of his response. His mouth skewed to one side, as did his head. Only then did he realize that today, as it had been the entire time, was the 1st of April. A day that was surely legendary in Avril Knight’s eyes.

He glowered at her. She beamed at him.

“Avril fools, you mean,” he growled.

“With you, yes,” she agreed, still skewering him with an ear-to-ear grin. “She loves to fool with you.”

“I’m going to get you back,” he promised quietly. The others, now exiting their serene trances, started cleaning themselves off.

“Please do,” Avril purred. She suddenly began speaking at a normal volume. “Thank you, Liam. Please do get my back.”

He was left with no recourse but to suffer the ache of a public space for a little longer as he began washing Avril’s back.


Chapter Seven

Not Some Other Guy

With each step nearer to the hot spring, the smell of sulfur grew more pungent. Liam wasn’t the only one to wrinkle his nose, yet it didn’t slow anyone down. Now rid of the mud, their bodies yearned for a dip into the hot spring. Liam, at least, was ready to try and find a bit of relaxation in his day. If the beautiful women with him would allow him that chance.

He couldn’t help but glance around as four graceful forms slipped into the water. He was right there with them. Each of them experienced the immediate release of tension as they slid into the hot spring. Anna and Tess shared a blissful sigh as they descended into the soothing water up to their necks.

Liam agreed with their commentary, though he stayed inaudible. He went a little farther, disappearing beneath the clear, warm water, enveloped on all sides by its soothing gift. He remained there until his lungs began to protest, then rebroke the water’s surface tension and seized a satisfying gulp of air.

The spring was slightly smaller than the mud pool, but that still meant the five of them could float around without worrying about bumping into one another. That was what Avril ended up doing. Eyes shut and floating on her back, she soaked in the therapeutic experience. In one corner of the spring, Avril and Anna started discussing some meal ideas involving the items everyone had gotten at the market. That left a certain voluptuous, dark-haired professor unattended, and Liam found her in the opposite corner of the spring, distant from everyone. Momentarily, he wondered if she wanted alone time, but their eyes connected. He received the slightest “you can come over” head tilt that anyone had ever received.

Yet, it was plenty. Motivated and hopeful about spending some time chatting with Victoria, Liam cut through the water like a dull knife. Even though there was ample room, hot springs never felt like the kind of place to swim freestyle. Cool water, lake, pool, or ocean, go for it. Hot water, no! That’s too much like a bath, and you don’t swim in a bath.

After moving beside her, he leaned against the wall only a few inches—possibly a little closer than he should have put himself—to her left. Victoria didn’t comment on his choice of location, so he didn’t fret over it. For a few seconds, they relaxed in silence.

“How have you been enjoying your first day in Fiji?” Victoria asked.

“It’s been pretty amazing so far,” Liam said. “Feels like you’ll stumble upon some beautiful garden or shimmering lagoon no matter which direction you look. It’s a good thing we have a week to explore these islands.”

Victoria nodded, then asked, “What would you say your favorite part has so far been?”

The answer rose above the rest, the king of the hill; all other contenders were left bested and broken at the base of the hill in an instant. He glanced toward Victoria, finding her discerning gaze upon him.

He could lie, but…

“Probably what was going on about twenty minutes ago.”

“When we were coating ourselves in mud?” Victoria hoisted an eyebrow.

“I liked that a lot, yeah, but I was thinking about the minute or two immediately before that.”

Victoria shook her head at him, but he could see her levity—a rare but enjoyable sight.

“What about you? The Garden of the Sleeping Giant, right?”

“It’s in my nature,” Victoria said, then realized her unintentional pun. “I’ve been to enough tropical islands to generally know what I’ll find there, but there’s always something new to learn.”

That drew one of Liam’s eyebrows skyward. “Wait, are you saying you already knew the answers to most of what you were asking the tour guide?”

Victoria looked positively sexy with the sly smile that she let curve her luscious mouth. “I’m a professor. I have to see if the local tour guide, whose job is to answer tourists’ questions, has an appropriate amount of knowledge.”

“And did this one?”

“He did.”

“What happens when one doesn’t?” Liam asked.

“The death sentence.”

Liam grinned, and even Victoria appeared pleased by her joke. Riding the high, swaddled in warmth, sitting next to the most voluptuous woman he knew, for some unknowable reason, Liam decided to stick his foot directly into his mouth.

“I saw the tour guide asking you something at the end of the tour. You shook your head.”

Idiot! Idiot, idiot, idiot!

“You saw that?” Victoria asked. “Were you watching me?”

Holding in a wince, he settled for a shrug. “I noticed it out of the corner of my eye.”

“A perceptive eye.”

“Yeah…”

Victoria could have kept the clamps on, adding pressure. Instead, she changed tact. “He pretty brazenly asked if I’d like to return later for a more private tour of the Garden.”

Liam’s scowl must have been a sight to behold, for Victoria drew up her eyebrow.

“Would that be problematic, in your eyes?”

“I wouldn’t like it,” Liam admitted. After the response he’d just shown, it’d be pointless to deny it.

Again, Victoria could have heaped on the pressure. Again, she allowed it to dissipate. She and Avril really were ice and fire. “As you saw, I shook my head. I’m not interested in a man who clearly wants to fuck me—and nothing else.”

Liam blinked. Had… Victoria just swore? He rolled through his memories, seeking any time before that when she had. He couldn’t find one. It was like hearing a cat go moo, like an echo in the ear that wouldn’t stop ringing. His brain needed a few moments to process things before he could give her a response.

“I’m glad you said no,” Liam said, uncertain what else to say.

“Why is that?”

Liam held Victoria’s gaze, determined to recover from his initial blunder. This was the week he wanted to see the stars align. Not just see them align, however, but make them align. That was his hope, the paradise he was after.

“Because I wouldn’t want some other guy to put his hands on you.”

“Some other guy?” Victoria inquired. Her voice seemed to be falling, growing softer, sultrier. “Is there already some guy who is putting his hands on me?”

The moment of truth arrived. Liam didn’t back down.

“There’s one who’s hoping to,” he whispered. “I could tell you were paying plenty of attention to the massage I gave Tess.”

The water wasn’t so high that the two of them, the tallest members of the group, struggled to keep their feet planted. In fact, for them to submerge themselves to their shoulders while leaning against the wall, they needed to bend their knees a bit.

Staring into her eyes, remarkably avoiding a shiver as he stared into the tundra, Liam turned hope into reality. Sliding his right arm behind Victoria’s waist, he laid his hand on the beginning of the deep curve that led toward the narrowest part of her hourglass figure. She neither rebuked nor pulled out of his grasp.

She watched and waited, silent but intense. As if anticipating more.

So, he went a little further.

Pulling her toward him, tilting her diagonally, he set her long, delicious—he’d keep using that word to describe her until she was fed up with it—legs over his thighs. She half-floated, half-sat on his legs, her knees bobbing out of the water in her new position. Her much, much closer position, her left breast rubbing against his side.

No rebuke, no attempt at escape, no slap to the face—which might have been a very real possibility had he overestimated her interest in him.

It was as thrilling a moment as he could recollect. Utterly amazing. Awash with mixing strands of excitement and trepidation, he moved his hand from her waist to the lowest possible part of her back. In response, she moved her left arm, lifted it out of the water, and settled it behind his neck. Going the final step to stabilize her position on his lap, he set his other hand just above her knee. From any way anyone looked, they must have surely looked like a couple.

That was what he wanted. Not just to look like one but to be one.

He wanted Victoria Moreno. Just as badly as he wanted the other three women in the hot spring.

“Is this a satisfying amount of touch?” Victoria asked calmly, staring at him with an almost unnerving focus. Reading him, judging him.

“For right now,” Liam said, voice crackling with the desire hurtling through his veins. “Until you decide to ask me for a massage.”

“And I’m going to ask you for a massage?”

Liam began rubbing her lower back. “Yes. You’re going to be the first one, I bet.”

Victoria ever so barely nudged herself closer to him. If not for how alert every one of his senses were, it would have gone unnoticed. She had him pinned, now. Her breast compressed slightly, then a little more.

“What are we betting this time?” the professor asked. If only for a chance to meet her gaze, he couldn’t wait to be in her classroom. That stare stripped away every bit of lethargy and exhaustion whenever he connected with it. He wanted them to share a look in her classroom, a secret look between student and professor, then jointly remember this very moment.

And why not say something along those lines?

“I’m betting you’ll like my massage so much that you’ll keep me after class to give you another one almost every time.”

Victoria’s nostrils slightly flared as she exhaled. The right spot. He’d blindly landed a bullseye. But that was good enough for him. He was more than happy to admit how lucky he’d been time and time again. Avril had yet to notice how he and Victoria were sitting, floating not too far away, eyes still shut. And if Anna or Tess had seen them, they hadn’t done anything to break his and Victoria’s trance.

“Looking for extra credit so soon?” Victoria whispered, lips closer to his with each spoken word.

“I don’t want extra credit.”

“Then what do you want?” she asked.

She wanted to be fucked in her classroom. Liam knew that answer as surely as he knew his own name. Professor Moreno wanted a student to fuck her in her classroom. What a delicious idea.

“I want—”

Avril floated into them. Her head bounced into Victoria’s side, which caused all three of them to snap out of their trances at the exact same moment. Victoria proved to be the quickest one among them.

She was off his lap in seconds, standing more in front of him than at his side. She also managed to turn most of the way around before Avril, eyes opening but only sort of able to see them above her head. By the time she’d rolled onto her stomach and brought her feet to the spring’s floor, Victoria had added a good foot of distance between him and her. Liam had only straightened out of his lean—and done what he could not to look panicked. Or aroused. He was both.

“Hello, lovebirds,” Avril said, closer to the truth than she realized. “How are you both enjoying your cleansing soak?”

“It’s been worth every second,” Victoria replied smoothly. “After a long hike, it’s been especially relaxing.”

Staying quiet, worrying that his voice might still be hoarse with desire, Liam simply nodded in agreement.

“Glad to hear it. After this, how about lunch? It’s already pretty far past time for it, and I swear either Tess or Anna’s stomachs rumbled when I was floating near them.”

“Lunch sounds good.”

“Grand! There’s supposed to be this legendary Indian place not far from here. Then we can do a little shopping and take that plane ride to our lovely resort afterward.”

He and Victoria agreed, and Avril headed off to disseminate the good news to whichever woman it was with the rumbling belly. Liam couldn’t help but hope that Victoria didn’t believe in anything like fate or missed chances. That worry gnawed at him far more than any amount of hunger ever could.


Chapter Eight

Honeymooners

The Indian restaurant’s food was superb, filling, and, well, free. Avril paid for everything, sweeping away any suggestions to the contrary. Since she hadn’t rushed around paying for everyone’s items at Nadi Market, Liam and the others didn’t put up much of a fight. Doing so would simply be silly—pride alone behind the struggle. It’d be like asking your neighbor to grab a cup of water for your burning house at the exact moment that the firefighters arrived.

After lunch came a couple hours of shopping in Nadi, during which Liam picked up a few things he figured his parents might like to find waiting on the kitchen table the next time they came home. Weeks or months from now. At a certain point, it felt like they ought to simply get a house in central Europe, then use it as their base of operations for planning their next trip.

Unsurprisingly, Avril led the way. She wasn’t worried about the expense, so she simply purchased whatever she thought looked interesting or nice. That included some tropical flowers, which she handed to each of the three women—and then a fourth one appeared from behind her back when she came to him.

“I would never forget about you,” she said, batting her eyelashes.

So, among the souvenirs he trotted around with, he also carried a bright purple and yellow flower. He wasn’t as brave as the women, who placed them by their ears—what Avril had definitely been aiming for.

They split up a bit, reconnected a couple of times, and slowly accrued a bag or two or three each. They also took plenty of pictures. There were sights all around, and phones enough to capture them. That had been a constant throughout the day, headed mainly by Avril and Anna. That included a group picture or two, and the specific one he wanted to see sent his way was the one they’d taken after their dip in the hot spring, right before they’d showered, dried off, and changed clothes. Avril had gotten one of the employees at the hot springs to snap it for them.

By around three-thirty, they’d hit every local place they could think of. Gathering back together, they all readily agreed to Avril’s silent but inquisitive smile. They were ready to see where she intended for them to stay tonight.

Dropping back to the resort that they wouldn’t be staying at, they pilfered their suitcases and fresh produce from their rooms, then returned to where the day had started: Nadi International Airport. Soon after, they crowded into a seaplane, buckled in, and worked to combat the booming noise of the engines with the provided headsets, which also allowed their pilot to chat intermittently with them as they made their short trip. This was as much a part of the experience as the destination, after all.

Glancing to his left just before they left the runway, he saw Anna with a particularly clenched jaw. Extending his hand toward her, she gratefully took it. An amusingly tight death grip persisted right up until they landed.

Compared to what they’d flown in on this morning, their current mode of transportation lacked some of—read: all—the refinement of its more expensive predecessor. The flight wasn’t too choppy, but Liam noticed some turbulence once they were in the air. However, it was mostly smooth, and their pilot made sure to give them a scenic flight. At just over thirty minutes long, they each enjoyed the chance to see the distant gardens of nature both near and far. Some had a sign or two of civilization, but many more appeared wholly untouched.

When their plane hit lower altitudes, including one time when Avril egged the pilot on enough for him to buzz the ocean surface, they could see every hue of blue in existence. Shimmering, dancing, transforming. At the spots where small islands or shores just sat beneath the ocean, its vibrant color shifted along a gradient from sparkling blue to mesmerizing cyan—or maybe mint green. It was breathtaking, though the one among them with eyes to match those waters missed out on a few sights.

Annabelle Royce spent more time with eyes clenched shut than wide from the spectacle.

Most of the time, the water was an unfathomable blue, hiding beneath it a tropical ecosystem that was rare to find in this world. Liam knew about Fiji’s famous coral reefs; he was still expecting to eventually get an even closer look than the ones they got on this flight.

Around halfway through the trip, only about a minute before the pilot accidentally gave it away, he figured out where they were heading. He had to expect that every passenger aboard could see the sun on their left, then extrapolate which direction they were heading.

“Now, you can finally see the Yasawas,” their pilot said over the comms, pointing out the window toward a long, narrow chain of islands. “We’ll be going up almost the whole way before we come back down for landing.”

The Yasawa Island Group. From beginning to end, it consisted of luscious green interiors and pearly white sands. It was pretty much the most romantic getaway imaginable, world-famous as a honeymoon destination. It’d been one of the places he’d expected Avril to consider. Now, he no longer needed to guess. Now, he needed to start planning.

The rugged mountains rising at the center of the typically long and narrow island group looked as untouched today as the day they’d been formed. Really, there were only a handful of signs of civilization dotting the islands they passed. Most of these sat near the beach. A smattering of bures here, a tiny village there. He wondered if even a thousand people might have called the chain home.

For at least a day or two, that number would increase by five.

They didn’t need to come down in the water, which Liam had assumed would occur. But they didn’t exactly come down on a runway. Not a typical one, anyway.

When their plane’s wheels impacted the ground, it hit grass. They came down toward a narrow strip of smooth land, probably manmade, sitting between hills and forest. As far as private airstrips went, this one sufficed. They’d survived the trip. Anna finally let go of his hand, though he kept the marks her tight grip had left.

A few employees from the resort they’d be staying at were already waiting for them as they thanked the pilot and stepped off. Sharing a look with Tess, they allowed their luggage to be loaded into a van. Meanwhile, Avril took the lead in chatting with the resort workers, clearly in her element. Once everything was packed, it was their turn to hop on for a short bit of transport along a dirt road to one of the most isolated resorts in the world.

Sitting between Victoria and Tess, the latter pulled out her phone and, now aware of the resort’s name, started her investigation. According to the resort’s website, which Liam peeked at over her shoulder, there were only eighteen bures in the resort. It promised an all-inclusive experience, room service, gourmet food and drink, and numerous desirable activities. Around the time they began to see some of those bures, thatched roof structures nestled among the palm trees, Tess glanced toward him. Their eyes met, and the woman of his dreams, here on an island fit for anyone’s dreams, smiled.

Upon reaching the resort, they went through the proper check-in. Again, Avril handled things. Liam and the others spent their time looking out at a crystalline pool, curiously flattened into the same plane as the ground on the side toward the side facing the ocean, which looked maybe twenty-five to thirty paces away from the incoming tide. The resort’s restaurant sat directly by the pool; everything was left open so that the smell of salt water and sights of the vast, endless blue were never forgotten.

Having finished checking in, Avril was in the process of receiving directions. Only then, after completely blanking on it when he’d first seen the style of bures, thatch rooves, Fijian architecture, but modern and clean on the inside, that they’d be staying in, did Liam wonder aloud.

“Where am I staying?”

The others looked at him, so at least he knew he hadn’t been alone in missing this glaring oversight: all but Avril Knight, eternally shameless schemer.

“Come on along, and I’ll show you.”

What else could any of them do? Well, they could have asked the check-in desk employees, but everyone forgot everything about that when Avril started marching toward the beach. She was the ship knifing through the ocean, and they were her wake.

After hitting the sand, Avril turned north. Moving with purpose, her suitcase left two small streaks with its wheels. Theirs did the same as they followed.

She led them to a bure, the second-to-last of them all, and stopped. Emerald eyes gleamed as she spun about.

“Would the following passengers please disembark? Annabelle Royce. Tess Williams. Annabelle Royce. And Tess Williams.”

They did not comply with Air Knight.

“So, it’ll be you and Victoria together, then Liam in his own bure?” Tess asked.

“Incorrect,” Avril immediately said.

When she didn’t specify, Tess pressed for more. “Who will be sleeping in the other bures, Avril?”

“Bure,” the redhead, having far too much fun at their expense.

Anna and Tess immediately narrowed their eyes.

“If you think Liam will be staying with you—”

“Not me,” Avril announced proudly, chin tilted high.

All eyes shifted to the tallest, most buxom woman in sight.

“You’re pairing me and Liam together?” she asked, voice as disaffected by the younger woman’s antics as ever.

“And I’ll be bunking with my bestie and favorite professor.”

Victoria rolled her eyes. The others stayed silent. Liam was stunned.

“Are you alright with that, Liam?” Victoria asked.

Alright? He was inwardly popping champagne and party poppers. Outwardly, he trusted himself only to nod.

“See? No problem here.” Anna swiped a dismissive hand through the air. “Obviously, I need to put the most responsible woman in the group with the only man in the group. That just makes sense. I mean, these are the honeymoon suites, so each bure only has a single bed, and—”

“What?!” Anna asked, jaw dropping open. “These are for honeymooners?!”

“These two are,” Avril said, pointing at the nearby bure, then the one—the last one in the collection—a thirty or forty paces farther north. It was just visible through the palm trees and other dense foliage on its southern side. Privacy. There’d be so much privacy.

“That’s why I picked them,” Avril continued. “They’re the best available bures.”

Anna’s face turned bright crimson as she jerked her head back toward the resort area. Her eyes dashed from Tess to Avril, then back to Tess. “T-The staff, they’re going to think we’re a… a throuple!”

“Who knows?” Avril said, shrugging. “I got them because they’re the nicest ones. They’ve got the most space and the best views, and they’re right here on the beach! We’re basically ten steps from bed to sand under our toes. Look at ‘em. They’re also isolated from the rest of the resort, so we’re unlikely to ever see another guest unless we want to. It’s the perfect place for the perfect relaxing getaway.” She stared directly at her best friend. “So, relax, Anna. I stuck Liam and Victoria together. It’ll be as chaste as a nunnery in there, and our bures are a minute away from each other.”

Well… Liam thought. Some others might have experienced the same thought.

For once, Avril wasn’t in the know. For once, she’d tried to relieve everyone’s worries. Yet, like an immutable law of the universe, even when intending the opposite, she amped things up. And in doing so, he could have gotten down on a knee on this endlessly romantic beach, looked her in the eye, and asked her to marry him.


Chapter Nine

Room for Fun

Surrounded by luxury, staying in a suite whose king bed was literally—as promised by a certain redhead—only a couple of steps from the beach and ocean, Liam found himself unable to focus on any of that. For this very moment, while Avril jogged back to her shared bure, he could only look at the tall, dark-haired, and intense woman he’d be sharing the space with.

Was she pleased by this development, annoyed, completely ambivalent? He. Didn’t. Know.

So, he asked.

“Are you alright with this?”

“Concerning how Avril makes decisions for all of us, knowing we’ll have to go along with her ridiculousness once she deems fit to reveal it, no. Concerning how stunning this suite is, how isolated it is, and that I can just look up when reading in bed to see the ocean if the doors are left open, yes.”

That… sort of answered his question. But not as fully as he’d have liked.

Victoria noticed how he lingered on the deck, which wrapped around three sides of the bure, including this western, ocean-facing one. He stood only a step away from entering the lavish honeymoon suite through a pair of currently opened sliding doors, thus allowing the aforementioned reading-in-bed opportunity. The room she stood in served as both bedroom and dining room, with the latter separated from the former by a half-wall to the north. It also sat lower into the ground; you needed to climb down a few steps to reach the small dining area, which gave the suite a sort of sectional but open feel.

From the dining room, you could walk to a more proper front door—one that led to pathways circulating through the bures and all leading back to the resort proper. If you went south from the bedroom, you reached a gargantuan trapezoidal bathroom, abundant with towels and potted plants, and possessing a large shower Liam hoped Victoria would never use. Because there was a tree growing out of their deck. White and without any leaves, it nestled itself into the corner of the southern part of the expansive deck. It was a pretty sight, but that wasn’t why Liam was so invested in this area. It was because of what came out of the tree. Midway up the narrow trunk, a showerhead emerged from the bark.

This was the place he hoped Victoria would choose to shower each day. Two massive wooden panels rose higher than the railing around it, meaning that only someone inside the bure or directly adjacent to it—and peering through the plants like a peeping tom—could see the person using it.

There was even more luxury on the deck. Not even counting the hammock, chairs, and tables on the ocean-facing side, the northern part of the deck had a small pool sitting in it. Although it wasn’t too big, it was certainly private. For two honeymooners, it would be enough. Not for swimming but to sit within, share a toast, then consider making some romantic waves.

Above the main rooms, the thatched roof was supported by crisscrossing black beams, contrasting with the sparkling white floor tiles. Overall, it fit the promise made on the resort’s website. Modern yet Fijian inspired. It wasn’t that enormous of a place, yet it felt like it was brimming with open space. The vast deck and its ample opportunities definitely helped.

“Are you going to come in?” she asked.

Feeling foolish, Liam finally crossed the threshold, bringing his luggage along with him. Victoria spent another moment or two examining him before taking her bags of produce down to the dining area. There was a minifridge tucked away in a nondescript location, only visible if you were actually in the area. As she began putting away the items that needed refrigeration, Liam meandered over to the half-wall, looking down at her.

She looked up. She raised a hand, and he gingerly handed over the bag of fruit he’d purchased at the market. After putting everything away, she headed toward the front door, then called out to say she’d found a closet.

“There’s one in the bathroom too,” Liam said, going in the opposite direction.

“How large?” Victoria asked, climbing to the second step between the dining room and bedroom.

“Pretty big, why?”

“Mine has cleaning supplies, so I imagine it’s for the staff to use. We can put the things we want out of the way in the bathroom closet.”

So, they did. All the while, Liam was left scratching his brain. Right now, things all seemed pretty ho-hum. There wasn’t the electricity in the air he would have expected had someone else in their group been rooming with him, but Victoria didn’t seem perturbed by the fact that they’d be sharing a bed—unless she sent him out to the hammock or one of the lounging chairs—tonight. A very large bed, but still. After the interruption earlier in the day, they hadn’t had a good chance to address what had nearly happened in the hot spring.

Alongside placing some of the dry fruits on the dining room table, Victoria also got out her chess set, then took it out to the deck. Rather than continuing to agonize over what Victoria’s nonchalance meant, Liam used the alone time to “hide” one item in his luggage.

A glass jar. A glass jar filled with fortune cookies. The brainchild of a devious redhead, each fortune cookie within a promise from said deviant. Most of them were sensual or sexual in nature, though one of the green ones—the other options being red, which usually involved a photo or video gift, or blue, which were sexual activities—had led to him, Anna, and Avril just… sledding.

While Victoria was away, Liam opened the drawstring of the small bag he’d been lugging around for far too long, then hastily hid it behind the highest rack of towels—a little too high for anyone to ever go for them first. Even if Victoria did grab one from that set, she’d need to grab at least a couple before seeing the odd shape in the back of their closet.

Afterward, he spread out his hygiene items near the sink, grabbed his laptop and all needed chargers, and generally made the space his own. Once she was back inside, Victoria did the same. He let her decide which side of the bed she wanted, waiting for her to put her phone charge on the bed’s left nightstand before he did the same for the right one.

“We’ll have a lovely sight later tonight,” Victoria noted, looking through one of the many windows—all with large wooden slats, all currently open for their arrival—around the bedroom and dining room. The palm trees, other leafy plants, and their distance from anyone else were clearly intended to be their primary form of privacy, so he doubted they’d ever shut their windows. What honeymooning couple would want to cut themselves off from all those beautiful sights?

“You’re right,” Liam said, spying the sun. It was beginning to come down in its arc, maybe leaving a couple of hours until sunset began.

“We can all watch it together later.”

“That sounds like a great idea,” he said.

Growing quiet again for a second, Victoria returned to the dining room. Glancing at her, he saw her pick up a thick-looking binder. The dark-haired professor spent a quiet minute looking through it.

“We can call in for room service from the phone on the nightstand,” she said. “Or go to the restaurant. We can also request any non-alcoholic drink at our leisure; they’ll even come stock the minifridge if we wish. Alcoholic ones aren’t free.” She flipped to another page. “And they offer a beachside massage, right on the water.” Victoria’s shiver-inducing blue eyes rose. “Do you think the massage you’ve promised me can be as good?”

“I invite you to make the comparison,” he answered.

“A diplomatic answer.”

“If they’re better, bring back some advice. Maybe I’ll get one, too, so I can be on the receiving side of things. That could help me improve.”

“All worth consideration,” Victoria said, setting down the binder. “Also, we apparently have no Wi-Fi or TV in our suite. We’ll have to go to the resort area to get it.”

Liam frowned. “Why would they do that?”

“So that honeymooning couples aren’t distracted by the outside world, according to the brochure.” Victoria climbed back to the higher level. “I think it’s a novel enough idea. I’m willing to see how it feels.”

How could he argue with that? With those eyes, that body? It probably was for the best, anyway. Yeah, he wasn’t paying the thousands of dollars he knew each night must cost, but he only had so much time to enjoy being so isolated from the rest of the world. So isolated with so many beautiful women. The last place his eyes needed to be during this trip was a screen.

“So, what do we do now? Go back to the others?”

“If you want.”

He did, but he also didn’t.

“Maybe we can play a game or two, then see if they swing by to our suite? I assume you put the chessboard out there to bait me.”

“What about my massage?”

Liam nearly facepalmed. How had he forgotten about that?!

“We could do that too.”

Victoria glanced toward the open doorway leading to the deck. Curiously, she then shook her head.

“No, I’ll ask for it tomorrow morning. When it’s less likely we’ll be interrupted. I'm sure someone will be coming our way in a few minutes. We can play chess.”

Compared to how annoyed he’d felt about the delay in getting to the mud bath earlier, this one didn’t attract a single wince. Instead, aware of the possible meaning behind her decision, it brought butterflies.

“Will that be when you start showing me all those new bikinis you brought for the trip?” he asked.

Victoria slid her gaze back to him. “Yes. As promised.”


Chapter Ten

Inevitable

It was pretty much guaranteed that he fucked someone on the first day of the trip. About as close to approaching a law of reality as a theory could. The Theory of One Man and Four Beautiful Women on an Isolated Island in Fiji. It was a bit of a mouthful. The name could be workshopped later.

Victoria had correctly surmised that they wouldn’t be left alone for very long. Even before they’d made more than a handful of moves in their first match, they saw the rest of their party coming up to regroup on their large deck. Tomorrow morning, hopefully, he’d have a little more time to spend alone with the buxom professor—and his eternal hill to climb when it came to chess, as he now got to lose their match with an audience—before being interrupted. For tonight, however, he wasn’t upset when three more devastatingly beautiful women came to see them. Shocking, he knew.

“Okay, no more chess,” Avril said once Victoria’s endgame tactics, elevated by her being a knight up on him, allowed her to force him into a corner—literally—that he couldn’t come back from. “We’re doing something we can all do.”

“It’s still a little early for dinner,” Tess noted. “Otherwise, we could visit the restaurant or order room service.”

“It’s a little early or late for most things,” Victoria said. “We could walk along the beach, perhaps. The sights are sure to be lovely. We could find a few good places to sunbathe tomorrow.”

Avril moved her mouth from side to side. “Yeah, let’s do that. Then we can come back here, order room service, and play cards or something while the sun sets.”

As no one provided a superior replacement activity, five sets of legs set five sets of naked feet onto the soft, white sands beyond his and Victoria’s deck. For this excursion, they headed north, not wanting to double back toward the resort and other bures.

The sights they uncovered over the walk were undoubtedly riveting. They were places that only a handful of people had ever seen. Billions and billions of lives, and maybe a few thousand individuals could claim to have walked where they now walked. Long stretches of untouched white sand, the ocean lapping in with soft, calm waves. Flanking palm trees, patches of volcanic rock rising in small buffers near the shore. There were some thatch-roofed pagodas near the start, all currently unused, but those faded as they headed farther and farther from the resort.

Not too far into their walk, they reached an area where the volcanic rock formed a barrier against further progress. They could have gone around, heading into the dense tropical forest to circumnavigate it and return to the sand. But they could also go the other way.

Liam and the others turned westward, walking onto the island beneath the ocean, stepping through ankle-to-calf-deep water as they rounded the patch of black rock. Then they were back to it, walking across more expanse of beach. Liam mostly listened as the others discussed opportunities for picnics, sunbathing, and swimming. There were other beaches they could investigate, of course, and plans were made to stop by the resort and ask about the more secretive ones. Some could only be easily reached by a boat ride.

In the brochure binder, he overheard, they’d apparently highlighted a place known as Yawini Beach, a hidden cove otherwise known as the Crown of Yasawa. The small island it belonged to sat at the very top—thus the name—of the island chain, more isolated than any other. There was mention of boat rides to reach it or an inland trail for the more adventurous type. Either way, you could end up at the very tip of their island, staring at the small, secluded island. From there, if the tide was low enough, you could easily walk across an elongated sand bar and reach a destination that only a fraction of a fraction of people who’d come to Fiji had ever laid eyes on. Based on the conversation happening around him, Liam expected that five more sets of eyes would be added to the tally before they were through with their vacation here.

The group headed back after a healthy amount of exploration up the coast, which also helped grow their appetites. The sun cast their shadows long against the beach as they did so, closer and closer to offering them all a chance to experience a sunset like no other. It was agreed that his and Victoria’s suite provided the most scenic view, so the plan was to stop by the resort, order dinner, and then receive it just in time to see the horizon begin being painted in vivid oranges and reds.

That was when opportunity came knocking. One that he and Tess Williams took total advantage of. Having been thinking far ahead of anyone else, Tess had brought along her suite’s menu. As they headed back, she passed it around, letting everyone decide what they wanted.

In this, he wasn’t so ready to leap straight into the deep end, so Liam went with a safer option: some pan-seared lamb and white bean cassoulet. With that, at least, he knew what he’d be getting, whereas a few other options left him wondering what would end up placed before him. While he wasn’t opposed to checking out some of the bolder options, he figured he’d wait until another meal before potentially upsetting his stomach.

Fast enough for Liam to wonder if she’d decided even before pulling out the menu, Tess quickly settled on the cream of tomato soup with crab meat. Avril went for the same option. And then things got a little trickier. Both Anna and Victoria stalled on what they wanted. Their indecision persisted even as they came in sight of his and Victoria’s bure.

“How about this,” Tess recommended. “Go see what the chefs in the restaurant would suggest. You could also do a little more investigation about what drinks to bring back so we can end up with something nice to share while the sun sets.”

“Are you going to let Liam have a drink?” Avril asked. “The drinking age here is only eighteen.”

“Why am I being asked that?” Tess said, pinching her mouth into a narrow line.

Avril just grinned and whistled toward the sky, leaving the motherly implication hanging. They reached their bure, where they stopped in the sand and continued the conversation. As Anna and Victoria remained undecided, they agreed to go down to the resort—hardly much of a walk—and see if they could be convinced by one of the chefs there.

“Avril, can you be trusted to bring back some reasonable options for us all to enjoy?” Tess asked once Anna and Victoria had started heading down the beach.

“You’re not coming?”

Tess nodded toward his and Victoria’s deck. “Since Liam and I already know what we want, I figured we could grab and spread around towels on the deck. There’s not enough seating for us to gather at the outdoor table, so we could sit on the deck right at the edge of the steps.”

It was a reasonable enough suggestion. Had she been making it a woman who didn’t know she was in a sordid relationship with him, who hadn’t engaged in a threesome with them both at the start of the new year, it might not have received any scrutiny.

Avril’s gaze narrowed knowingly, but there was also amusement in her expression. Liam felt like he understood as well.

Someone had to be first. No matter how idyllic and secluded this island was, it still followed the world’s rules. Only one of them could be the first woman he fucked in Fiji. Even if more group sex came about on the trip, that was still technically the truth.

Liam wasn’t entirely certain about how he leaned. Avril had planned and paid for this trip; they were only here because of her. He was only with Tess because of her. And Anna. And in a way, due to the courage she’d helped him build, Victoria. Without her strong influence on his personality, could he have said or done half the things he had with the buxom professor? Almost certainly not.

So, if she wanted to be first, she probably had the right.

Yet, Tess was the first. The first woman he’d loved, and really, without her permission and willingness to let him be romantically involved with the other women, he wouldn’t be in a situation where there even was a question of who was first. She obviously had the right to stake her claim.

He owed these two women so much. He loved them both and hoped what Tess was doing right now wouldn’t lead to a dispute.

“Sure, I’ll allow it,” Avril said.

Liam almost breathed a sigh of relief.

“I’ll make sure to bring back only the classiest liquor for our classy group, too,” Avril said. “And stall Anna and Victoria a little bit. But try and be quick, love birds.” She cast a cunning eye toward him. “This’ll probably help you when sleeping next to Victoria tonight. You won’t be as likely to get all stiff and restless.”

He rolled his eyes. Given his and Victoria’s unspecified relationship status, it was the safest response.

“Thank you, Avril,” Tess said, and she clearly meant it.

“You can thank me by supporting my suggestion for our card game,” the ever-scheming redhead said. “Liam, maybe you shouldn’t drink too much. We need you to still be good enough to win more rounds than you lose.”

“I’ll stay sober,” he promised dryly, which was apparently what he’d be staying tonight. Not that it mattered much to him. The memories he was chasing ought to be as clear and easily remembered as possible.


Chapter Eleven

Like Porcelain

There was, naturally, a problem with how little time Liam and Tess had to fuck. A few, in fact, but one that dominated their minds. Three other women would soon be back. Maybe they had ten minutes. Fifteen, if Avril really wrung out the seconds for them. That wasn’t a lot of time, not for good sex, anyway, which was the only kind Liam wanted to provide.

They couldn’t remove all their clothes because that meant wasting valuable seconds later to redress. They couldn’t get too rough and rowdy because then it’d be obvious from Tess’s messy hair and their out-of-breath faces what had occurred. And they couldn’t spend nearly as much time as was preferred for foreplay, preparing Tess until she was wet enough for him to fit his cock inside of her.

Thankfully, these problems were not wholly without potential solutions. Not for someone who’d come prepared.

“Did—” Tess began to ask.

Liam nodded and grabbed her wrist. Together, they sprinted into the bure and immediately snapped to the right, feet carrying them toward the bathroom.

Among the endless benefits of making this trip on a private jet was the lack of in-depth luggage checks. No one other than him had opened his bag since this trip started. So, no one but Tess knew just how many varieties of massage oil and lube—the latter included at her suggestion, though he doubted she’d thought so far ahead as to have planned for this precise event—he’d shoved into his suitcase. Tomorrow, Victoria would benefit from all his diligent preparation. Before then, Tess would.

Throwing aside some of his socks, he uncovered the lube Tess had most strongly recommended. It was silicone-based, obviously safe for sex, and highly reviewed. It was about to get a tropical island stress test.

Before Liam could even open the cap, Tess thrust herself against him. Almost losing his grip on it as she kissed him, he barely hung on. Meanwhile, Tess began working on the problem of her clothes. Unbuttoning and unzipping her white shorts, she guided them toward the shower, where warm water could easily clean up any mess they made after the fact. Once their feet stood on its tiles, she impatiently waited for him to open the bottle, pour some of the clear lube onto his hands, then warm it up with his hands.

Then she was one grabbing the other’s wrist, guiding three of his fingers toward her sex. Liam responded with a throaty moan of excitement, which caused Tess’s eyes to glow radiantly.

This wasn’t the romantic lovemaking that Fiji was famous for. This wasn’t the soft, gentle lovemaking of two newlyweds, building, building, building, until gentle moans and a shared climax hugged them both. That would come later. Right now, carnal urges required—demanded—satiation.

“Fuck, I love how good you are with your hands,” Tess whispered, shivering as she kissed his neck.

Liam beamed with pride but stayed focused. First, the outer lips. Then the clit. Then, some light penetration. As he spread around the lube, she sighed gratefully.

“Make sure to get plenty on your cock.”

“I will,” he promised, pushing her against one of the shower walls. “Which way?”

“From behind,” Tess growled lustily. “Leave handprints.”

“You sure?”

Her eyes almost seemed indignant at his question. “You know how I like it. I want to cum fast. Make me cum fast, Liam.”

He would. He had to. Her wishes imprisoned him as tightly as any handcuffs. Unbeknownst to him, there were handcuffs on this island. Not in his bag, not in Tess’s. Someone else had her own plans for some rough sex on this trip.

Once he’d freed it from his shorts, he poured plenty of lube on his cock. Tess’s soft hands spread it quickly, feeling how stiff and eager he was to remember how tight and slick she was. Tess delayed things only for one purpose. To kiss him once more, hands stroking him faster and faster, then whisper words that sent him to Elysium.

“Remember, ahhh, how things were over winter break?” Tess suddenly asked, biting back her moans as best she could. “How I was determined to outstrip Avril?”

“Yeah,” was all Liam could muster. It was a fond memory, and he’d undoubtedly been the real winner of that first competition, one Avril hadn’t even really known she was participating in.

“Well, I want to maintain my title, even if there are now more challengers.” Her breathing grew heavier, weighed down, as if the words she hadn’t even said yet turned her on even more. “You can fuck Avril, you can fuck Anna, you can even fuck Victoria. But you’re going to fuck me more than anyone else. Even if we end up trapped on a tiny island with nowhere to hide. You’ll still have to fuck me more than anyone else. Even as they all watch, jealous and annoyed at how greedy I am.”

He nodded, heart an absolute storm within him.

Hands on the wall, bent forward, looking over her shoulder, Tess waited for him to check the requirement for him to say he’d properly fucked her. Her eyes smoldered with anticipation, and it was like the shower had been running at full heat for the past thirty minutes. It was a miracle that steam didn’t gather around him, the way she stared at him.

Liam dropped his gaze to the most fantastic ass he’d ever known. Its size, its shape, how it complemented her long legs and hourglass shape. There were plenty of places for him to leave those requested handprints.

For a moment, he lifted his gaze, climbing up her narrow back. His lips yearned to leave their much shorter-lasting imprints there. Soon enough. Soon enough.

Returning his focus to the most critical place where they’d come into contact, he fitted his cock against her tight but lubricated opening. His cock brought more lubrication, and Tess’s walls instinctively tensed when she felt him begin to enter her. Biting her lower lip, Tess nodded with each inch he added. Liam experienced a similar joy, his cock surrounded by the pleasant sensations of her tight pussy on every side.

The first thrust was slow and steady. The rest were not.

The sounds of their bodies slapping together were deafening. So were Tess’s lusty moans. With the minutes of privacy they had, she didn’t care one bit about being loud. She let him know exactly how good it felt each time he plunged into her, how she loved every slap against her jiggling ass.

Liam quickly decided to match her. Holding her waist at the beginning, he found the right balance between reckless and controlled, then set cruise control. Each rapid pump of his hips ended with him connecting loudly with Tess’s butt. The shower tiles on the floor and wall even amplified the noise, especially when Tess began backing her hips up each time he thrust into her.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Tess gasped, trembling as he rubbed her ass, then snapped his wrist and put a red mark on the round, ample area. “Just like that, Liam! Just like that!”

Another slap had Tess mewling blissfully, begging him not to stop. As her composure fractured, Liam’s euphoria surged.

“We should have done this against the sink so that you could see yourself in the mirror,” Liam panted, slapping the professor’s ass a third time.

“Next time,” Tess moaned, toes already curling in. “Maybe when you finally fuck my ass.”

She hissed as his cock grew even larger while inside of her. Her eyes, rumbling with the storm building within her, snapped to him.

“Someone likes that idea,” she purred. “Have you ever done anal before?”

He quickly shook his head. He could barely hear her; she’d caused some thunder of his own. It roared next to his eardrums, almost deafening.

“It’s going to be even tighter than my pussy is,” Tess promised. “You’ll get your money’s worth for the lube you brought. We’ll be using it plentifully if you take a liking to fucking my ass.”

“I know I will,” Liam said, throat dry. “I love fucking every part of you.”

Tess’s eyes shone like twin meteors racing through the atmosphere. “I can feel you’re telling the truth. Oh, I can feel it. Fuck!” She drew in a long breath. “You’ve become so good at so many things.”

Liam nodded, feeling the climax within his body building rapidly. Normally, he could go longer. He knew they still had some time before the others went back. Yet, Tess’s words shoved him toward the brink.

“It’s a good thing you have so much stamina,” Tess said, shuddering with glee as he finally slapped the other side of her ass. “Otherwise, all the lusty women on this island would reduce you to a husk. This is your marathon, Liam. Can you handle four women for an entire week? Can you leave us all satisfied and certain that we won’t be losing out if we share you back home?”

“I haven’t gotten as far as you think I have with Anna,” he admitted. “And I haven’t really gone anywhere with Victoria.”

Tess saw his hesitance. She understood why. She lifted her chin, challenging him to finish strong.

“Not yet, at least,” Liam said.

“And how do you plan to change that?”

“She’s going to let me massage her tomorrow morning,” he said, spilling his plans in their entirety. “I’m going to give her my absolute best.”

“So, she’ll sit on your lap like she was at the hot spring?”

“You saw that?”

“How couldn’t I? Anna and I both saw it.”

Liam swallowed, but there was no moisture to be found in his throat. Nevertheless, he still answered Tess’s earlier question.

“No, not just so she’ll sit on my lap again. So, she’ll think about massaging my cock with her big tits.”

In between ragged breaths, Tess grinned salaciously. “A dream so, so many men must have had. Fitting their cock between such big breasts, seeing if she can smother every inch.”

The lurid imagery made Liam tremble with excitement. He could also detect that these words weren’t solely meant to increase his arousal. In the very depths of Tess’s deep blue eyes swirled hedonistic fantasies, and her pussy felt even tighter during the following few thrusts. Did someone have a bit of a crush on their colleague?

“If you want to try and kiss her before I do, I won’t be upset,” Liam said.

Tess’s eyes dilated, and he knew he’d hit the mark. Biting her lower lip, Tess glanced toward the south. Toward a woman that they both might want to fuck.

“But you’ll need to be quick about it,” he continued, feeling bolder by the moment. “Tomorrow morning, I will have my lips all over her.”

“We’ll see if it’s so easy,” Tess said, though he knew she was hoping it would be. For the sake of both their fantasies. “I think I know something about Victoria you might not yet know. It involves this very week.”

“Tell me,” Liam urged, but Tess’s eyes seemed to say he needed to make her.

So, he did. The conversation ended. Liam put everything he had on the table, holding nothing back. One hand moved from Tess’s waist to her clit, where he began to stimulate it with all the skill he possessed. She immediately shuddered in bliss, a deep, guttural moan rising in her throat.

Even with that new tactic helping speed up her impending climax, he barely held on any longer than she did. Their pleasure lurched toward the summit, toward the splash of pure sunlight waiting there. It would feel so good to bask in its radiant glow.

Liam slapped Tess’s butt again, watching it jiggle. Her hair bounced on her shoulders and upper back, arms tensing for support each time he pumped his cock into her. She shut her eyes, begging and pleading with only one word at a time.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck! Liam. Yesss! There!”

It might have been the best climax he’d ever given her. He felt the rhythm of contraction and release in her pussy more potently than usual, and the moans emerging from her throat were shattered things, barely escaping before the next one raced after it. His cock felt so slick too, no longer needing any of the lubricants they’d spread—but still benefiting from it.

The woman of his dreams came hard, and they both reveled in it. Her face twisted with a devastating amount of pleasure, her eyelashes fluttering as wave after wave collapsed upon her beautiful form. Just as they reveled in the final few powerful thrusts—and one more hard spank of his favorite ass, for good measure—before he exploded within her.

His cum gushed out of his cock so forcefully that it might have gone several feet into the air if there hadn’t been a womb waiting to accept it. He joined her moans with his, now experiencing greater magnitudes of bliss than he’d expected. He loved that Tess and Avril had their competition. He loved being in their throats, seeing them look up at him as they challenged the leader’s time. But it couldn’t compare to this.

“I love you, Tess,” he whispered, forehead against her back.

Just like that, his plans for a romantic, secluded dinner, then soft, tender lovemaking, then whispering into her ear that he loved her shattered like porcelain. He hadn’t meant to break from that plan, but he didn’t find any semblance of panic to evaporate his current unparalleled bliss.

It got better.

“I love you too, Liam,” Tess whispered back. Her words held only the truth.

Yes. This was better. This was perfect.


Chapter Twelve

With Seconds to Spare

Neither of them rushed to leave the shower, even though they probably should have. Neither of them mentioned how each second passing by was another that they might not have to spend. In fact, neither of them added anything to the room’s stillness except the rise and fall of their chests. For at least a few more seconds, they weren’t in any rush.

Liam felt like he might float up to the ceiling at any second. His head was already in the clouds, circling the five-word response Tess had given him, whimsically tossing flower petals to and fro. He’d said it, how he felt about her, but more importantly, she’d said it back!

Even as their bodies cooled after the end of their exertions, Liam didn’t stop feeling warm throughout his entire body. That warmth wasn’t connected to the warmth of his skin. In Fiji or Antarctica, the heat would have stayed the same. It was eternal, unalterable, ubiquitous. It was his love for Tess and his joy to know she loved him back.

She didn’t rescind her words. She didn’t stiffen with the realization that she’d said more than she meant, more than she felt. She didn’t try to patch up the mistake. It wasn’t a mistake. It was how she felt. She even said it again.

“I love you,” the most wonderful woman in the world said, wobbling on exhausted muscles. Her calves, so pronounced when she flexed, were doing a lot of work keeping them standing.

He’d been wrong. The warmth suffusing every atom in his body could be altered. It could be made slightly warmer.

“Fiji just might actually be the greatest place on Earth,” Liam said lightly, putting a bit more effort into keeping himself up. He kissed Tess’s back, then removed his head. A few seconds later, even though it caused his cum to begin oozing out of her, he removed his cock from her pussy.

“Fiji had nothing to do with it,” Tess said, not yet bothering to begin cleaning herself up—a more time-consuming process for her than him. “Well, maybe a little. But no matter where we’d ended up, I still would have had the same answer.”

Tess turned around and caressed his face. Her eyes, shimmering like stardust, overflowed with affection and love. She smiled.

“Because it was true before this trip, not because of it. I was just waiting for the right time to say it. I suppose you beat me to it.” She playfully examined their surroundings. “In this unexpected environment.”

“It wasn’t my plan going into things,” he admitted.

“The spontaneity made it better, not worse,” Tess said, and he completely agreed.

“I love you,” he said. He just needed to say it one more time, like she had.

Beaming at him, Tess embraced and kissed him. Seconds later, her lips found their way to his ear.

“You’ll have to handle setting up the towels and everything. You sort of made a mess of me.”

That, of course, caused his cock to stiffen up again. Tess looked down, noticed, and grinned even wider.

“Before I go, though, you owe something,” Liam said.

“I do, don’t I?” Tess said, mouth tugging to one side. Leaning in, she again set her mouth near his ear. “Victoria’s birthday is this week. However, if you want to plan something in advance, you’ll need to figure out which day it’s on yourself.”

Liam’s eyes widened at this new revelation. How had no one told him?! However, he met Tess’s teasing remark with force.

“We’ll see if you can resist spilling more details when my cock is filling up your ass.”

He heard Tess swallow, felt her fingers tighten their grip on his arm. Hopefully, that excitement would help her speed through cleaning and redressing herself. They really were cutting things close.

Tess made it back outside only seconds before the others returned. Liam’s clean-up took only a couple minutes, and then he grabbed the two beach towels in his suitcase and set them up on the deck. Fortunately, keeping the promise she’d made, Avril had convinced the others to swing by the other bure and pick up extra beach towels—enough to cover the front third of the deck when all was said and done. She did her job, and that allowed Tess to make it just in time.

While listening to Tess run the shower inside, probably having detached the shower head so she could clean herself up, Liam leaned against the deck’s railing. Looking southward, he waited to see a sign of the others returning, which might prompt him to hurry back and warn Tess. But that didn’t happen.

So, like a park ranger looking out from his watchtower at the forest he loved, Liam settled into his balmy mood. The sun was creeping ever nearer to the horizon, the temperature slowly dropping but still comfortable, and Liam had never been happier. For reasons contrary to the day’s most popular purpose, April 1st had become his favorite day.

When he saw Avril, Anna, and Victoria back on the sand, carrying their towels, he waved and pushed away from the railing. Backing out of their sightlines, he reached the entrance to the bedroom and called out to Tess, who was still in the bathroom.

She appeared out on the deck ten seconds later, looking exactly like she had before their raunchy shower sex, a handful before the others appeared at the steps. All smiles, Tess happily helped the others spread out their towels.

While that happened, Avril walked up to him. Without shame, he met her gaze.

“Was it good?”

“Might have been the best it’s ever been,” he said.

Avril smirked, no sign of envy or disappointment in her emerald eyes. “Vacation sex always is.”

“Is that how it works?”

“Yep.”

“Then I can’t wait until I find somewhere secluded for you and me to fuck,” Liam promised.

The beautiful redhead bit her lip and nodded. “Same. Mine better be a little longer, though. As a way of apology.”

“It’s a deal,” he said, extending a hand.

Looking at it, then chuckling, she shook it.


Chapter Thirteen

The Classic

At around the time room service came knocking on the bure’s front door, Victoria had also just turned on the deck’s lights. It was a preemptive measure for the impending shift from twilight into early night. Some light cloud coverage, low and distant, had finally connected with the base of the falling sun. Muddled beams of golden-orange light poured through them, doing their best to resist the tug of night. In another thirty or forty minutes, they could finally see their first Fijian sunset.

After accepting their food and drinks—not all of which was alcoholic, as Avril had apparently been talked into checking out a supposedly legendary mango smoothie by another of the resort’s guests—at the door, they all helped carry them back to the towels on the deck. Naturally, Avril took up the task of transporting the undoubtedly expensive champagne and red wine she’d selected. Both buried in ice buckets, they’d become the centerpieces at the center of their circle.

All in all, they ended up with an array of five plump glasses of mango smoothies because, of course, Avril had ordered one for everyone, five tall champagne flutes, and five rotund wine glasses. Between them and the delicious-looking meals sitting on the towels, it was undoubtedly quite a spread.

So, naturally, everyone tried a little bit of everything. Their gourmet room service turned into a bit of a potluck, with bowls passed around, plates slid over, and bodies leaning to dip a spoon or fork into their neighbor’s meal. The soup that Tess and Avril had opted for turned out to be fantastic, and Liam figured it’d probably show up again in front of at least one person at tomorrow’s lunch or dinner. His cassoulet proved to be slightly rich for his tastes, but most of the others gave it high marks. And the touted smoothies proved to be as sweet and creamy as promised. Good, but he and the group sipped rather than chugged.

Having minimal experience with wine or champagne but aware that Avril could probably have ordered some ridiculous cocktails at the restaurant, he gave them both a shot. After Avril showed off her “skills” and popped the cap, the distinct hiss following, she made sure no one was without a bubbly flute of crystalline champagne.

“Everyone, everyone,” she said, raising her glass.

Her captive audience—more literally than figuratively, as she owned the jet—pinched the stems of their glasses, raised them, and brought them together in a jovial toast. Soft clinks filled the air, tittering about. Liam took a mildly brief sip, experiencing an acidic note along the journey. And… not liking it all that much. He knew Avril would never have gone for anything but what she considered the best and, therefore, likely one of the most expensive options, so he tried to hide his distaste by keeping the glass to his lips until one or two others had finished their first drink. But he didn’t come back to the champagne.

Contrarily, he found the red wine far smoother and easier to enjoy. It was a Pinot Noir, which was a brand he recognized: his mother had a couple of bottles of theirs at home. Avril informed him and Tess—okay, so really just Tess—of the details that the other three women had received at the resort. It was from 2014, had all sorts of accolades, and ought to be worth every penny.

At the very least, it tasted far, far better than the champagne, at least to Liam. More floral, easier to imbibe, it was ripe and fruity on the way down his throat, with spices he couldn’t fully identify mixed in. It was good enough for him to expect to finish a glass over the course of the night. Between it and the smoothie, he was good.

That would tie him at the bottom of the list with Anna. Avril, Tess, and Victoria would all indulge a fair bit more. Of course, he and Anna probably both knew what they were: lightweights. And at least he was far from being a connoisseur. He could only guess how often Anna had sampled champagne, wine, and so on at lavish parties. Or how often Avril convinced her to drink with her at their apartment.

Around when they’d finished off the spread of gourmet food, the event they’d been waiting for arrived. In near-perfect unison, eyes shifted toward the sunset. Finally touching the horizon, dipping its toe into the ocean like a swimmer checking the water’s warmth, the sun cast the very edge of the world in a dazzling but soft gold and orange. It hovered there, reticent to dip itself fully in, but ultimately without a choice.

Throughout the next few minutes, it continued its gradual descent. With it, like a hand reaching out to grab a tablecloth, it slowly tugged the golden hues along with it. As those colors receded above them, grays, blues, and even some purples slipped into place. Lower and lower, until finally, the sun would hide itself from them. Its light remained for a while longer, yet the richness of gold on the horizon would slowly fade. Eventually, barely more than a receding sherbert would remain on the horizon, and that too would eventually cede to the shadows of the night—and a dazzling cast of starlight unlike any that Liam had ever seen.

But that was yet to come. For now, after spending a handful of minutes in near total silence, with only the gentle murmur of a calm ocean audible on this secluded beach, they had a game to play. The stargazing would come later.

“Ready for some cards?” Avril asked, voice quieter than usual. It was as if she didn’t want to jolt them out of their trances but slowly help their consciousnesses flow back to the forefront.

Over the next few seconds, the attention cast out to sea drew itself back to the gawkers on the deck. That attention ebbed toward Avril, who quickly held up a deck of cards. It’d been sitting on a towel for a while, waiting for its moment. Much like Avril had.

“What do you want to play?” Tess asked, and Liam knew she was also now remembering the “price” they’d paid for Avril’s earlier aid.

“A classic,” Avril said, then shook her head. “No, the classic. Here we are, on one of the most beautiful beaches in the world, all looking our best.” Like the sunset in reverse, Avril’s smile slowly grew. She didn’t waste any more time on the preamble. “So, lad and ladies, I want to play strip poker.”

“Of course you do,” Victoria remarked.

Nearby, Anna sighed.

Yet, Liam recognized what didn’t happen. No one rushed to say no. Flat remarks and sighs, while neighbors on the same block, didn’t live in the same house as immediate denial. Liam glanced toward Tess, wondering how she’d go about “helping” Avril get what she wanted. And what she might also want, potentially.

“If not now, then when?” Avril said. “If Fiji isn’t the place to set aside inhibitions, then where? When? Isn’t this the right time to experience something new? Something exciting? I’m mostly referring to you two, Liam, Anna, because I’m sure Tess and Victoria haven’t gone their entire lives without playing this classic game.”

Neither woman said anything. Neither woman refuted anything.

“If not now, then when?” the redheaded mastermind repeated. “If it’s no fun, I won’t bring it up again. Any future card games, here or later, can be as chaste as a mom’s idea of her teenage daughter.”

Anna frowned at the metaphor but still didn’t shut the door on the possibility. Nor did Victoria. So, now was Tess’s time to shine.

“Each round of poker can take a long time,” the gorgeous brunette said. “Yes, it’s not that late, but it might be a long while before there’s a true ‘winner.’”

“Liam?” Avril asked. “Have you a solution to the issue of speediness?”

The full attention of the group slid toward him. In a way, it both thrilled and unnerved him. As a matter of fact, he did know the right way to speed up the game. And well, he wanted to play this game too.

“Normally, we bet with chips,” he reminded everyone. “With rounds of betting throughout each round. If we want to keep things flowing pretty quickly, then we should cut down on all that. I guess the person with the worst hand would just lose a piece of clothing, nothing more. But to add a little spice to the game, I’d recommend dealing two hands to each person—a normal one, which they can look at, then a facedown pair they can’t look at.”

So far, so good. No disproving looks, no shaking heads, no refusals.

“After the flop, each of us can make one decision per round: do we want to keep our current two cards or swap to the two unknown cards? That should keep the game a little fun, so you aren’t just immediately hosed if you get a bad hand. It also means there’ll be no folding—we all play to the end in every round.”

“Those rules sound like they fix the pacing problem,” Avril said.

For the third time in a row, a statement went unrefuted.

It seemed that this really was going to happen. There was a momentum to it, coaxed into being by Avril. Yet, it wasn’t wholly because of her. Liam knew his work, both words and actions, played a part in Anna and Victoria not shutting this down. This would be a step further, for all five of them.

And so, he wore as neutral an expression as he could manage. A herculean task, given how quickly his blood flowed through his veins. It took all his effort not to vibrate with excitement.

“One more rule, though,” Avril said, lifting a finger. “So that we don’t end up naked too quickly.”

Liam’s eyebrows weren’t the only pair to furrow. Wasn’t that… the goal?

“If the one of us with the worst hand doesn’t want to lose an article of clothing, they can crawl over to the person with the best hand and engage in whispered negotiation with them. They can offer something to that player, say a hug, a kiss, or a promise to sit on the winner’s lap during the next round—anything, really; it’ll be up to the loser and winner to reach a deal that suits them both—and avoid losing a piece of clothing. Only other thing, though, is that what is offered must occur right then and there—so no promising things for tomorrow or a year from now or anything like that. Got it?”

As it had when they’d been watching the sunset, silence permeated the air around them. Perhaps had it gone on long enough, Victoria or Anna might have eventually worked out a single refusal, which might then have snowballed into the entire event collapsing.

But the silence didn’t go on long enough. Drawing a deep breath, then lightly sighing, Tess proved an excellent actress.

“Alright, Avril. I’ll play with these rules. But no promises about any future games. This is a special night, our first night in Fiji. For bringing me on this trip, against my better judgment, I’ll play along.”

One bead on the abacus shifted toward the left—Avril’s way. It was enough to start letting gravity—inevitability—do the rest.

Following Tess’s agreement, Liam felt safe enough to do the same. He nodded and agreed to play. That left them at three for and two still undecided.

“Very well,” Victoria eventually said, refilling her wine glass.

And then Annabelle Royce, no longer deserving to ever be jokingly called prudish by her best friend again, also agreed.


Chapter Fourteen

Cheat Away

After moving their empty bowls and plates out of the way, everyone shifted in. Forming a circle on the towels, Liam ended up with Tess on his left and Anna on his right. Once everyone was ready, he, not even thinking about asking, picked up the deck of cards, popped it open, and deposited the stack onto his palm. At that point, someone finally had something to speak out against.

“No cheating, Liam,” Tess said.

“I won’t,” he promised.

“But you should,” Avril said.

He tilted his head. “What?”

“When it’s your turn to deal, and we should rotate around rather than let you deal every hand, you should try and cheat. We all know you can do it. If one of us catches you in the act and can say how you cheated, then you automatically lose that round—so start negotiating with the person who caught you or get those clothes off.”

Liam looked around. “Is everyone else okay with that?”

“Why not?” Tess said, shrugging.

“Okay,” Liam said. He looked from woman to woman, making sure they didn’t have any issues. In doing so, he also realized one that only affected him. “I’ve got less clothing on than all of you.”

“Because you don’t wear bras, yes,” Avril chortled. “I was wondering if you’d realize it.” She waved an unbothered hand through the air. “We can just have your boxers count as two points. So, once you’re down to them, you need to lose twice before they come off.”

“And how do you know he wears boxers?” Victoria asked.

Smirking toothlessly, Avril glanced at the woman sitting next to her. “Or briefs. Either’s fine in my books.”

Wisely eschewing getting tangled into further conversation with the younger woman, Victoria returned her attention to him, then nodded. It was enough to get the game going.

After passing out cards, as well as the extra pair that each of them could choose to swap into after the flop, Liam went through all the usual steps of setting the flop. He set down two queens and a king—and he hadn’t cheated.

Yes, he’d purposefully gone a bit extra with his shuffling, though for no real purpose. He realized that there wasn’t any punishment for calling him a cheater, so really, every hand he shuffled might have devolved into four blind accusations. Fortunately, those weren’t the kind of players he was playing with.

However, after dropping a ridiculously unlikely flop, he saw every single one of the women around him narrow their eyes. They were sure he’d cheated, yet none of them could ascertain how. Liam tried not to look amused, but he did share after the round that he hadn’t pulled any tricks. Sometimes, the cards came out like that.

While the others struggled to figure out how to call him out for cheating right out of the gate, Liam peeked at his cards. He had complete trash: a four and a nine, and not much luck with the suits on the community cards. So, there went his hope of a flush.

In a regular game, he might have played some mind games. But no one could fold, so there really wasn’t any point in psyching out the others. Tossing away his two cards, he became the first in the game to collect his replacement cards.

They were better. In that he had a single king in there, as well as an eight. He had a strong pair. That was enough for him to think he was unlikely to lose in the very first round. He might even win.

Because of how ridiculous the flop was, it was pretty easy to tell who had face cards. Avril and Tess followed his lead, replacing their cards. The other combination of professor and student held onto their starting hands.

“We might be in trouble,” he told Avril and Tess. Okay, so maybe he wanted to play some mind games.

“It’s fine, it’s fine,” Avril said, smiling. “You’ll be lucky no matter what.”

“Hard to deny it,” he said, then burned a card and added the turn to the row of community cards. The Six of Diamonds. Potentially useful, but not to him.

After pausing for dramatic effect, Liam made the final burn, then turned over the river. A measly three. Again, no help to him. He’d just have to ride on the back of his king pair.

“And now let’s all flip our cards over,” Liam said.

Avril had absolutely nothing. The rest of them did. So did Tess, who’d lucked into finding a queen in her backup hand. That pushed her above Victoria’s two pairs. They had their first winner and loser. In a way, it being the two of them, it almost felt poetic.

“Don’t even bother,” Tess said as Avril crawled over to her. “Nothing you can offer will convince me. Not for this first round, anyway.”

“Have it your way,” the beautiful redhead said. “I don’t mind.”

Smiling the entire time, she removed her top. Liam’s cock finally woke up to what this game meant, beginning to stiffen. Tossing her shirt out of the way, Avril stretched her arms behind her back and leaned forward, causing the heavy breasts sitting behind a familiar blue sports bra to bulge forward.

“Next round, go, go,” she said. “Your deal, Tess.”

Tess diligently collected the cards, shuffled, and imitated everything he’d done. This time, Liam came out with a stronger opening hand: he had a jack and a nine, and the flop offered a ten, a king, and a four. Having the means to get a straight, he stayed with his hand. He wasn’t alone; this time, only Anna changed her hand.

He hit his straight. Anna did not hit the ace pair she needed to avoid losing.

The woman to his right looked toward him. What remained of the golden light sitting on the horizon flung itself toward them, shadowing one side of her face. Her eyes wavered, though he also saw courage in them.

“I won’t be as harsh as Tess just was to Avril,” he promised.

She seemed slightly relieved, and they soon became the first whispering pair of the night.

“Is there anything you’d like, in particular?” Anna whispered into his ear. She’d scooted over to lean into him, even cupping her hands before speaking—which was pretty adorable. The others all looked on with interest, especially Avril. Especially Avril.

Trading positions, he whispered back, “How about a hug? We have plenty of time, so I don’t see any reason to rush things. We can get comfortable, make sure we’ll all be okay with seeing things to the, uh, normal conclusion of a game like this. Avril needs to learn a bit of patience, anyway.”

Anna accepted with a nod.

Shifting onto her knees, looking only a tinge flustered, she enveloped him in a warm hug. Her breasts pressed into his side, and he hugged her back with one arm. Once it ended, he checked Avril’s response.

She didn’t roll her eyes or seem bored by the tame deal. However, she did suggest that the negotiating players announce what deal they’d reached going forward, just in case what was agreed upon was a little more complicated than a simple hug.

“If you cheat, I’ll know,” Liam said as Avril began shuffling for her deal.

Verdant eyes glimmered as she met his stare. “Same rules for anyone who tries to cheat, then.”

Reversing her fortunes, Anna won the next round with two pairs. And as further evidence that she hadn’t cheated, Avril received her second loss.

“May I crawl over and have some civil negotiations, or do my shorts or bra come off right away?” one roommate asked the other. She’d already started hooking her thumbs under her shorts’ waistband.

“I’m willing to negotiate,” Anna said hastily.

Avril crossed over to Anna’s domain, and the two began whispering back and forth. This negotiation went on longer than its predecessor had. Even sitting beside them, Liam could only make out a word or two at a time. Anna eventually nodded, and Avril grinned.

“A kiss on the cheek for my best friend,” Avril announced, then followed through with the act.

As she made her way back to her side of things, Liam couldn’t help but feel that things had ended up in a reversed order. Where Avril might have offered more than Anna wanted to start with, leading Anna to lower Avril’s offer to a more acceptable level.

In the next round, potentially leading to the opposite issue, Victoria ended up with the weakest hand. The woman on her right, grinning from ear to ear, happily flipped over her three-of-a-kind.

Victoria looked less than pleased as she shifted over and began whispering with Avril. On the other hand, this might have been one of the spicier combinations. He knew Avril wouldn’t let Victoria have it easy. And as the most invested spectator here, he could only benefit from that.

Unfortunately, it seemed that they came to an impasse. Eventually, Victoria, staring especially flatly at the woman she’d almost become sister-in-law to, returned to her area. Once there, she removed the breezy shirt she’d changed into after their time at the hot spring.

Liam found it challenging to mind overly much. After all, that brought him one step closer to finally seeing Victoria’s bared breasts. Unfortunately, the sports bra she was wearing had a zipper, and it was most of the way up. Yet, on the other hand, maybe someone might offer her a chance to keep it on if she pulled it down a few inches.

With Anna’s deal, the final of the first round, he found himself in a hurting position. He’d had nothing in his starting hand, and he had nothing after making the swap. Less than nothing, even. His high card of a six put him so far from having a chance that he nearly sighed.

The turn and river cards offered him no help. He took his first loss, and Victoria, eyes leveled on him after she revealed her pocket pair of aces, obtained her chance to stand on the other side of the pond. Aware that her eyes were far from the only ones watching him intently, Liam made his way into the space between Victoria and Anna, then leaned toward the gorgeous woman. He tried not to focus on the subtle scent of sandalwood he breathed in from her hair as he put his mouth near her ear.

“Anything in particular you’re interested in?” he whispered.

“That isn’t how this works,” the woman said mercilessly. “You have to make an offer, and then we can start negotiating.”

Heart sprinting about a mile a minute, Liam searched for the baseline he should set with his first offer. Or should he go for a more enticing—to him, at least—opening offer, expecting Victoria to take the role Anna had when Avril had come to her?

He decided to shoot for the moon. Why not? They were playing a game where they’d all end up stripping to nothing eventually, assuming the game didn’t end early.

“I could kiss your neck,” Liam offered.

“I’m sure you could,” Victoria whispered back, then said nothing else.

“Okay, then, how about one on the cheek?”

Victoria shook her head.

“I’d offer a neck massage, but I wouldn’t want to rush it. I can’t stay behind you for ten to fifteen minutes.”

“Can’t you?”

“No,” he said. “Tomorrow, though, I’ll give you my attention for five or six times that long.”

Victoria’s expression didn’t budge. After a few seconds, she revealed what she wanted. “How about you take your shirt off? The others are certain to go easy on you, but I won’t. If we’re playing this game, then we’re going to play it.”

So, it was going to be like that. She’d let him think there might be a negotiation, but like Tess had with Avril, she’d known it wouldn’t go anywhere.

Feeling a little feisty, Liam had one final retort to make. “Fine, but when I eventually win against you, I’m going to get you back on my lap.”

“If you win against me,” Victoria whispered, glancing toward Avril, then extending a hand to push the leaning troublemaker back out of earshot, “we’ll see how the negotiation goes.”

Liam stood up. Four sets of eyes pursued him. Gripping his shirt, he lifted it over his head. The eyes didn’t climb all the way, however. Instead, they lingered on his abdomen, sides, chest, and shoulders. Liam still had more work to put in, and he intended for the summer to be where his definition really wowed the women. Nevertheless, it felt good to see hungry eyes, one or two pairs a little less subtle about it than the others, on his body. He knew they were all used to receiving those same looks from him.

Once he was back at his spot, he shuffled and dealt. Now, he cheated. Even with four intense stares focusing on his hands while whirring with rapid, practiced motions, no one declared having seen the several false shuffles he’d gotten in under their noses.

He evaded their increased scrutiny in part because of who he sent up to win and lose. Avril came out on top, and Tess showed she had nothing.

You’re welcome, Liam thought, watching as Tess and Avril huddled together and spoke quietly. While that happened, he noticed Victoria and Anna drinking from their wine glasses. He wondered how they were feeling about the game. How they’d feel about it afterward.

What came from his ploy proved to be entirely worth the minimal risk of having been caught red-handed. After a slightly protracted negotiation, Tess sighed—but Liam didn’t believe she was disappointed for even a second. Then, forgetting her own rule, Avril forgot to announce what had been agreed upon. She tilted her head to the left.

And Tess set her luscious mouth against the smooth skin on the right. Not just once, not just twice, but three times when all was said and done, Tess laid successive brief kisses on Avril’s soft neck. Starting low, then climbing halfway, then ending with a kiss right beneath Avril’s jawline.

It was so indelibly erotic that Liam gulped, but no one noticed. Even Anna and Victoria seemed incapable of removing their attention from the sight of one of the sexiest professors in the world kissing one of the sexiest students in the world.

Once it was over, Liam almost complained. As if it were a musical performance, and he wanted an encore. That feeling of desperation faded once Tess returned to her seat, and the next person began to shuffle. The event wasn’t over. Far, far from it.


Chapter Fifteen

A Clear Winner

Relative to what had just occurred between Tess and Avril, the next few rounds passed without much shock and awe. Both Tess and Anna ended up joining the other women in losing their shirts, allowing Liam to see alluring breasts and luscious figures in every direction he looked. Anna lost to Victoria, and the two shared only a hug—about what one would expect. However, Liam certainly enjoyed seeing the two most voluptuous women on the island pressed together. Tess also took another defeat, though she didn’t even bother negotiating with Avril. She simply removed her shorts and let everyone see her fine, fine figure on display. Compared to the others, she’d changed into lace lingerie after the hot springs. She was the only one without a sports bra on.

Over the next few rounds, Anna defeated him, which led to a short, chaste kiss in front of the others. Was that the first of its kind? In front of everyone? Liam wasn’t a hundred percent sure, but it was the first proper kiss of the night. It was only right that it occurred between boyfriend and girlfriend.

Victoria and Avril, trading who won and lost in back-to-back rounds, soon found themselves willing to follow Tess’s lead. When the former inevitably chose to strip down to just her underwear, Liam felt a surge of excitement. Not because it was really any different than how things had been at the mud pool, but because she didn’t bow out of the game afterward.

So far, no one seemed bored or displeased about how things were going. Anna might have separated from him a little bit in terms of how much she’d drank, but she wasn’t recklessly downing glass after glass or anything. Everyone was pacing themselves. No one seemed to want out. That unified Liam’s heart, mind, and soul in a permanent state of celebration. He was like a kid surrounded by sparklers on the 4th of July. Enamored by every sight and sound.

Especially when he dealt the cards out, cheating in multiple ways and putting him in a position where Victoria needed to come over and negotiate with him.

“You cheated,” the buxom, olive-skinned woman said.

“When? How?”

Victoria set her jaw, yet her silence was deafening. As she couldn’t point out precisely when he’d put things into motion nor how he’d maneuvered her into the loser’s circle, she could only concede. Plausible deniability was good enough to keep him safe.

“On my lap for three rounds,” he whispered once she was beside him. Having ultimately refused Avril’s previous aims, she sat on the cusp of becoming the first person to remove three articles of clothing. He wondered which she’d pick.

“For one,” Victoria immediately countered, eyes staring intently at him.

“Two.”

“One, Liam Carr.”

The last name, he thought. When was the last time a professor used my full name like that?

“For one, and I get to kiss your shoulders and back while you’re sitting there.”

Her stare was almost sharp enough to draw blood. There was a hint of trepidation trembling deep in him, but he smothered it. He was aware that this was different than at the hot spring. A little more—not by much, apparently—public. Instead of just Tess and Anna noticing, Avril would also see what happened this time.

However, he realized something. No one expected him to be demure and mild-mannered. Not here, not now. While it might be a little uncomfortable—probably not even that, though—if Tess made him kiss her after she won a hand that he lost, who was he? The answer was self-evident.

The single college-aged guy amid a group of devastatingly beautiful women. Women who were becoming more and more scantily clad by the second. They were all still in this game, all still playing. No one would be shocked if the horny guy made sure to kiss every woman in the game. It was probably expected, in fact. Anticipated, potentially.

“Alright, deal,” Victoria whispered, then didn’t return to her spot.

Liam explained why not to the others, who watched with obvious interest as Victoria settled into place on his lap. Compared to last time, she sat in a position that put her butt into contact with his erection.

Intentionally or otherwise, perhaps because she just wanted to be a bit more comfortable in her new position, Victoria subtly shifted. Liam bit his lip and tried not to make any weird sounds.

While Tess dealt the next hand, Liam, his view taken up by a long stretch of smooth back, focused his energy on where to bring his lips first. As they weren’t betting every round, there wasn’t much issue with him seeing Victoria’s cards, though he didn’t intentionally try to peek over her shoulder. Instead, after tossing out the trash of an opening hand he’d received for one that might settle him into the middle of the pack of the current round, he waited for Tess to flip over the turn.

That was when he set his lips on Victoria’s smooth back. When he accepted the warmth flowing off her skin, kissing her near her spine. He saw Tess and Anna’s eyes widen, but their responses differed after that. Anna blushed and focused on her cards. Tess, however, kept one eye on him as she burned a card and played the river.

She got to see him kiss Victoria’s back again. When everyone revealed their hands, he did it again. As it became clear that Anna’s pair of kings put her in a position of power over Tess, who only had an ace as her high card, he snuck in another—this one on her shoulder.

“The round is over,” Victoria whispered, glancing at him over that same shoulder. A slightly wet mark remained, proof of his prize.

“Unfortunately,” he said, then kissed her perfect skin one final time.

“Be a one-upper,” Avril said as Victoria returned to her place, and Tess crossed over in front of him to get to Anna. “This once. Keep the hot tub warm—or make it warmer.”

Anna blushed fiercely and didn’t respond. She and Tess spent a good minute discussing things, during which he watched Avril and Victoria slake their thirsts with more wine. And was he seeing things, or was Victoria’s pulse moving the fastest he’d ever seen it?

He focused a little too much on them, not on the women holding a quiet conversation beside him. If he’d just glanced to the right a single time, he might have noticed one of the many glances Anna sent his way. But the minute passed, and then Annabelle Royce revealed that he wasn’t the only one ready to push the envelope. The two individuals who’d once been so reserved and hesitant about these types of things weren’t looking back any longer.

“A quick kiss on the lips,” Anna said. Usually, he would have expected to see her face resembling a Christmas ad. Skin bright red, eyes silky green, all the more contrasted by her blush. It was still a little like that, but not as strongly, not as noticeable.

Liam watched intently as Tess leaned over, took the initiative, and kissed Anna. Every part of him felt ratcheted up to eleven, his libido surging with the fervor of a hurricane. It was enthralling enough to leave him unable to breathe, and he didn’t miss one second in which their luscious mouths stayed connected.

It was quick, but it also wasn’t. In terms of passion, it was hardly anything to write home about, but it wasn’t exactly a quick, unwanted peck on the lips. In conclusion, it measured up to what Liam hoped to see on this trip. More of this. Much more of this.

As their lips parted, he saw both ends of Fiji’s oceans in their eyes. The endless depths and the turquoise shallows. He shivered in delight.

Avril looked stunned and speechless as Tess returned to her seat. But much like a parent hoping their teenager’s band was through with today’s practice in the garage, the silence wasn’t to last.

“See what we spoiled Bellmore students get?” the astonished redhead said, flowing like water back into her old, smirking self. “First me, now Anna. If only you were a freshman there instead of Perrymont, you could benefit like we do. Our professors are just so giving.”

Tess rolled her eyes, but Victoria and Anna both watched him. And while revealing his transfer intentions could have paid dividends on this trip, especially now, he still wanted to hold onto the surprise.

“Guess I’m just hoping it’ll pay off that I’ve known her longer than you two,” Liam said, shrugging. Everyone noticed as the corner of Tess’s mouth shifted upward.

Before he could get a chance to kiss her in front of everyone, when they’d been so worried about being found out only a couple of hours ago, Liam lost his shorts. Avril’s final offer, where he’d kiss his way up from her ankle to her inner thigh, was too much. He wasn’t against it, but he didn’t want it to be Avril who got the first genuinely salacious act underway. He felt like it needed to come from someone else, and that was what would allow everyone to set aside their inhibitions and take things further.

“See, boxers,” Avril said, one of four sets of eyes focused intently upon him as he stood up, stepped back slightly, and escaped his shorts.

Victoria offered no rebuttal. The pride he’d felt when he’d taken his shirt off was incomparable to right now, like a clump of sand compared to the whole beach. He reveled in seeing all four women, including Victoria, stare at the bulge underneath his boxers. Knowing he didn’t need to worry even for a second if they liked what they saw, he folded his shorts over his arm, giving them more time to see him while he remained standing, then finally sat down and set them aside.

When Tess lost to Victoria, his hopes rose drastically. Check that; his hopes launched into the stratosphere. He didn’t mind if he lost in the race to kiss Victoria. He didn’t mind it one bit. If anything, he hoped for it to be the case.

However, a touch of worry developed within him when he spotted the hesitation in Victoria’s expression. He imagined he could parse why it was there. They weren’t just close friends but colleagues. It was understandable that Victoria might wonder how this would affect their relationship. For better or worse, a change was very likely on the horizon.

And yet, after one final set of whispers against her ear, that hesitation cleared up. It simply separated and departed, like a cloud evaporating due to a sudden rise in temperature. The dark-haired professor nodded, the light-haired one announced that they’d also share a kiss, and then Tess earned the first chance to test how good a kisser Victoria was.

Through their combined efforts, they forced Liam to reach for his smoothie, needing a way to cool himself down. First Avril’s neck, then Anna’s lips, now Victoria’s lips. Tess had developed an incredibly coveted collection on only their first night in Fiji.

The voluptuous women kissed one another. Soft, sensual, and longer by a few seconds than the one between Tess and Anna had been, it was erotic enough for Liam to forget about that drink he desperately needed. Mouths moving in tandem, it was as plain as day that both women enjoyed the forbidden kiss, not just Tess.

A third woman clearly enjoyed it too. Avril ended up looking like she did when he spent a minute or two on her neck. She became so aroused that she instinctively began moving the hand on her knee up her inner thigh, only stopping herself because Tess and Victoria finally parted lips. Liam noticed, but he also understood how she felt. The sight of both professors kissing left him as parched as if he’d spent the past three days in the Mojave.

Fortunately for Avril’s mystique as an unflappable maverick, neither Tess nor Victoria looked toward her after they ended their kiss. Instead, both blue-eyed women checked out his response. Both women also looked down, but nothing had changed there. His body could only grow so aroused, and it’d already passed the danger zone several rounds ago.

Yet his body continued to grow hotter by the second, and he nearly felt like he could make steam appear if he clutched an ice cube. He yearned for another opportunity to see the two women lock lips.

Unfortunately, he’d have to wait.

Liam ended up winning against Anna again, then quietly asked if she’d be okay stripping down to the same stage as the rest of them. She was, and now all five of them returned to equal standing. Parity. The next time they played this, and Liam needed them to play this again, they ought to start at this point.

“Feels like we need to keep upping how much the winner asks for by a little bit, or else we’re never going to have any losers,” Avril noted.

No one disagreed.

Even more than that, as if someone on high had also heard Avril’s suggestion, Liam got to be involved in the next three outcomes.

First, he won against Avril. That was pretty simple.

“I don’t want you to be the first to really escalate things,” he whispered into her ear. “But I think it’s fine if you’re the first person to go topless.”

Avril hid a grin against his ear as she whispered back. “You’re becoming more and more impressive by the day.”

She escaped her sports bra not long after. They’d pretended to go back and forth a little, but it felt purposeless. Who would honestly believe he’d asked for more than Avril was willing to give?

Liam felt no shame in keeping his eyes pointed directly at her breasts as she bared them. Just as Avril clearly didn’t mind revealing herself, showing off her enticingly full breasts. Winking at him, she tossed her bra onto one of the nearby lounging chairs and settled back down.

Next, Tess also lost to him, which left him waffling far more than he’d been with Avril. He wasn’t sure what he wanted from Tess. Well, he knew what he wanted. He wanted her to kiss him, obviously. But that wasn’t really an escalation, not at this point.

“Any ideas, sir?” Tess asked huskily, scooting in close beside him. No one batted an eye as she pressed herself against him, waiting for his answer.

“I want to kiss you, but that’s not enough, right?” he whispered.

“Probably not,” Tess said. “I’m in your hands right now, unless I want to go topless myself, so why don’t you push for more? We can kiss and do something. Or maybe the kiss can be a little more than a kiss?”

“How about some touching?”

“Yes,” Tess whispered, excitement infectious in her sultry voice.

“You touching me, or me touching you?”

“You touching me,” Tess whispered. “Make what you want obvious, Liam. Let the others know what’ll happen—what you’ll want—if you win against them next. Don’t be worried.”

Just a little later, he did.

“Tess and I are going to kiss one another,” Liam announced, almost feeling dizzy as he told the others of this, “and I get to touch her anywhere I want while it’s happening.”

Showing barely a hint of regret that her much younger next-door neighbor had “convinced” her to go so far, Tess positioned herself onto her knees. Eyes glowing with an infectious thrill, she skimmed her lips across his. The arousal around them felt as warm as if the deck had caught on fire. Their kiss began, deep, passionate, and watched by three other women.

He didn’t waste any time. Leaning into the kiss, he reached around and gripped Tess’s ass, then began to knead her amazingly full proportions. It hadn’t been too long since he’d felt her shapeliest weapon, but that didn’t make him any more immune to the sensation. Electricity raced up his forearms as he worked his fingers, pressed in his palms, and shivered with delight.

On the other side of their little circle, from the corner of his eye, he saw Victoria watching. For once, her poise appeared fractured. Was she wondering how things had gone so far tonight, or was she currently grappling to control her own arousal? Was it spiraling out of control, as his was?

Her gaze dropped, and at first, Liam assumed she was focusing on how his hands were so gleefully fondling her colleague’s amazing ass. A slight head tilt brought Liam into a better sense of awareness.

As dark as it’d become, a dazzling spray of stars and the deck’s lights illuminated them all. Every part of them. Including the red handprints on Tess’s ass, which were far too vivid to have been caused by a bit of groping. Liam felt a spike of two opposing emotions: worry and excitement. Victoria continued to stare at Tess’s butt for the rest of their kiss.

By the time the kiss ended, they were both breathing heavily. For a second, he forgot about Victoria’s scrutiny. For a second, he could only stare into Tess’s eyes. The words they’d shared earlier resounded in the space between their eyes, and they almost kissed again.

“No, no, no,” Avril said, throwing a card at Tess’s back. “Play by the rules. If you want another naughty make-out session, you’ll have to earn it the right way.”

Tess blushed slightly as she climbed up from him, aware of the statement she’d just made about their relationship. Clearing her throat, she returned to her seat. Liam missed the taste of her lips already.

Finally, he lost to Victoria, who held a hand up even before he’d started heading toward her side. For a second, he feared that maybe he and Tess had pushed things too far and were both in store for chastisement.

“One of the locks on your boxers,” Victoria said. “I won’t make a deal with you this round.”

Eyes widened around the group. Liam, on the other hand, felt a bit of relief. Even though she’d seen the evidence of what had happened while he and Tess had been alone earlier, she didn’t appear upset. She was still engaging with the game.

Or maybe she is punishing you, and it’ll be by kicking you out of the game first.

“Hoping to see something soon?” Avril teased.

“Perhaps I’m doing it for all of you,” Victoria said, maintaining her usual aplomb. “It’s clear that at least a couple of the people in this group will be excited when it happens.”

All four, I hope, Liam thought.

Anna, continuing to make Liam more confident that she was ready to take their relationship a step or two further on this trip, removed her bra following a loss to Tess, even though it seemed highly unlikely that she’d been asked for anything too drastic and dizzying.

“Déjà vu,” Avril commented, which caused Anna to blush furiously. But just like then, she didn’t look like she regretted exposing her wonderful breasts.

A few more rounds of play followed, and annoyingly enough, they resulted in Victoria being the last woman standing with two pieces of clothing. However, that was only the second most shocking event to transpire. Taking his luck for herself, Victoria won two in a row. First against Anna, where the price to stay in the game involved a chaste kiss—one he suspected was more for his benefit than anyone else. But when she beat Tess, she again refused any bartering, which added one more tally to the number of topless women in Liam’s sight.

“I still intend to win,” Victoria said, noticing Avril’s pouty expression.

“If that were true, you would have gone way harder against Anna.”

“Maybe I want her to get second,” Victoria replied, then began shuffling the deck for her deal.

The following round brought Anna back under Avril’s power, and she wasn’t willing to let Anna off easily. The best friends went back and forth for a while, but ultimately, Anna chose to stay in the game. She did so by bowing her head and kissing both of Avril’s breasts. Just on the top, and they were almost quicker than lightning flashes. But she did it. And Liam loved her for it.

On Anna’s deal, Tess defeated Avril.

And then Avril chose the last route Liam would have guessed. Without looking toward Tess, she stood up. Victoria’s eyes were the first to widen with understanding. A moment later, Avril removed her final article of clothing.

“Looks like I’m out,” she said, drinking in their slack-jawed expressions with total giddiness.

“Were you starting to get bored?” Tess asked, as shocked as the rest of them.

“Not at all,” Avril assured them. “But I think the game gets a little more dramatic if I’m out. So, I’m out. And now that the group 'troublemaker' has been eliminated, let’s see if the four of you can flourish—or if you’ll wilt. I hope not. My expectations are high.”

The surviving four shared looks, none of them quite sure what to make of Avril’s spontaneity, even if she had just explained her reasoning. It was an interesting choice, no two ways about it. And for this one, Liam appreciated the shock it’d caused.

Leaving her area, Avril plopped herself down directly behind him, then pressed her breasts into his back. “Oh, and now I’m free to move around and do whatever I want.” To reiterate her point, she blew into his ear, which was less arousing than her previous gesture. “It’s your deal, Liam. Three beautiful women left to strip. Get after it, cheater.”

He frowned at her, and he wasn’t the only one to do so, aware of the double meaning within the title. He knew she was teasing him, however, so he didn’t give her more of a response than that.

With Avril literally participating as the devil on his shoulder, Liam shuffled the cards. This time, very intentionally, he left everything up to chance. Dealing them out while as blind as the other remaining players, Victoria triumphed over Tess.

That placed the buxom professor in a position to knock out her colleague. After all, she didn’t have to engage in negotiations with her. If winning really was her only focus tonight, on this first night she’d be spending with the four of them, she could have held out her hand and stopped Tess from coming over to her side.

But she didn’t, and Liam felt Avril’s heartbeat quicken. Looking over his shoulder, he saw a cunning redhead staring hungrily at both women.

“You’re going to have to get in line,” he whispered, which snapped Avril’s attention to him.

“For which one?”

“Both. I want both.” He finally let Avril in on things. “I want all of you.”

Avril’s eyes flashed with desire. She grinned boldly. “Then take us, Liam. This trip is your chance. Make it happen.”

They both turned back in time to see what Tess had agreed to do for Victoria—what Victoria had decided she wanted from her colleague. Again, Liam noticed that both women glanced in his direction. Again, Liam found himself ravenous to experience Tess’s reward for himself.

For almost an entire minute, the two women made out. That was the deal that kept Tess in the game. They were going to make out for a whole minute, then see who was the “most out of breath.”

It was erotic, yes, but also amusing how they’d turned it into a competition. Apparently, chess wasn’t their only arena of choice. Not anymore, at least.

No one got out a timer, so they could only guess when a minute had passed. Liam was certain they kissed for longer, but he didn’t mind. As the two gorgeous professors shared a prolonged, sensual experience, never once separating their lips, the rest of them could only watch. It was Tess’s turn to shuffle and deal, but with her focused on her current obligation, there was nothing for him, Anna, and Avril to do but watch. And yearn to do the same thing or have the same thing done to them.

“A couple of pretenders,” Avril whispered, nipping the shell of his ear. “I already knew Victoria was, and you helped me figure out how lustful Tess could be, but I knew it. They try and act like they’re not just as horny as we are but look at them now. Even Victoria didn’t need to be pushed that hard.”

“Yeah, just bring her to a tropical paradise she’s always wanted to visit, surround her with some of the most beautiful people on the planet, get her to drink almost two full glasses of wine, some champagne, and pull her into a slowly ramping up, sexually charged game of strip poker. That’s all.”

“That’s all,” Avril agreed, kissing his neck.

And a few other things before all that, Liam thought, though he was still in awe at how far things had gone. And aroused. He couldn’t stop being aroused. How was he going to solve that before bed?

Finally, Tess ended the kiss with her younger colleague. They both looked plenty out of breath, plenty aroused. Crackling like leaping flames around a campfire, the two women stared into one another’s eyes, blue meeting blue, for a handful of seconds more.

When Tess finally dealt the next hand, he defeated Anna. But before she came over and began discussing things with him, she shooed Avril away. Sighing audibly, the naked woman headed around to Victoria, who also kept her at arm’s length, much to her pouty displeasure.

Once Avril was no longer attached to him, Anna moved in close. Her eyes explained things even before her voice could. So did the tension around her shoulders.

“Would it be okay if I bowed out here? I think I’ve reached as far as I feel comfortable going tonight.”

“No, it wouldn’t be a problem at all,” Liam immediately said, then paused. “Overall, though, are you okay with how things have gone? You didn’t do anything you think you’ll regret? Nothing that’ll keep us from having a good trip together?”

Anna shook her head. “No, nothing I’ll regret.” She blushed. “I might be a little embarrassed tomorrow morning, but nothing I’ll regret. You enjoyed it all?”

“It was amazing. You’re amazing.”

Anna smiled, though she concealed it by turning her head away from the others. So, it was just for him. He didn’t mind that at all, either.

“Could we go for a private walk on the beach at some point tomorrow?”

He couldn’t help but grin and kiss her on the cheek. “My schedule will be open for you, always.”

Relaxing, she breathed out a sigh of relief. “Also, is it okay if I put my clothes back on? As idyllic as this island is, I don’t think I can quite treat it like the Garden of Eden that Avril seems to think it is.”

“That’d make her the devil, you know,” Liam pointed out. “For introducing so much sin to us innocent folk.”

“I don’t know if any of us can say we’re innocent, even before tonight,” Anna said.

He couldn’t disagree. “No, probably not.”

After standing, Anna, blushing but not regretting things, allowed herself to be seen naked for a handful of seconds. Afterward, now unchained from the first game of strip poker she’d ever participated in, she quickly redressed. Once she was back in her clothing, she sighed and picked up her smoothie. She drained everything that was left, fingers shaking slightly.

“That was very brave of you, Anna,” Tess said. “Thank you for playing with us.”

Anna smiled, clearly relieved to have survived another trial by fire. It got easier. At least, it had for Liam. Hopefully, it would be the same for Anna.

However, as Victoria, still technically in the lead, began shuffling the deck, Liam refocused. He was the only student remaining. He needed to represent horny young people everywhere. So began the final act of his first time playing strip poker, too.

He wanted to win. In a way, he already had. Still, he wanted to see Victoria and Tess strip down to nothing too. Yet, he also hoped it wouldn’t happen too quickly.


Chapter Sixteen

Rule Breaker

Victoria dealt him a pair of queens, and Liam chose to ride with them to the end of it all. Not for one second did he consider swapping, not even as a pair of jacks appeared on the flop. He wasn’t worried. Two queens against two professors. Maybe that wasn’t as lopsided in the modern age as it might have been in the past, but he still liked his chances.

Avril, who’d finally been convinced by her best friend to put her underwear back on, and Anna had moved to one of the nearby lounge chairs, allowing their butts to remember that there was a reason humanity had started sleeping on cushioned surfaces. Anna had seized Avril’s smoothie, a gift for all the “trouble” tonight had brought. However, both watched with interest at how the rest of the game would go. No one wanted to depart early. Not until the game finished.

In this round, which saw them tightening their circle—now a triangle, really—Liam defeated Victoria. His queens saw him through to the end, and he was ready to reap the rewards. Starting with her journey. The gorgeous woman’s breasts briefly crowded his vision as she crawled over to him, then sat down on his right.

Yet, his eyes widened for a completely different reason than the onlookers expected.

“If you let me win the game, I won’t sleep with any clothes on tonight,” Victoria whispered, each word of her promise tumbling into his ear canal.

His gaze snapped to her, shocked that she, of all people, would be the one to suggest breaking the rules. “That’s not something you’re allowed to bet, remember?”

“Avril’s out of the game,” Victoria said. “It’s just you, me, and Tess. We can make a rule change or two.”

“Are you going to get Tess’s vote for this change?”

“If you agree, there’ll be a majority.”

Liam kept his eyes locked with Victoria’s. “I didn’t realize you were so devious.”

“Says the young man who put handprints on my colleague’s butt. Two professors, Liam? One wasn’t enough?”

He couldn’t really defend himself from that accusation, not after Victoria had seen the marks on Tess’s butt. So, instead, he went on the attack.

“Not when one of those professors is you.”

Victoria liked his reply. He saw it in the subtle shift in her posture, the slightly slower blink that followed his proclamation. He was getting better at detecting her subtle responses. He was also beginning to think that, rather than hurting his chances, it might be better that she knew about him and Tess. If he’d proven worthy of the affection of a woman she respected, maybe she was interested in the how.

“Do we have a deal?” Victoria asked.

“Only if you take off your top right now, acting like you wouldn’t accept whatever I offered. And if I win against you again before you have a chance to knock me out, we’re going to make out in front of everyone.”

“Deal,” the thawing queen of ice whispered. Almost immediately, in fact.

He finally got to see Victoria’s breasts. Not just most of them. Not with a hint of her nipple visible between two intentionally separated fingers. All of them. It was enough to make him tremble deliriously.

She didn’t play around, either. Standing up, she began to remove her sports bra while still next to him. Her breasts, heavenly large, so fuckable, so suckable, so in need of his hands all over them tomorrow morning, spilled out. Not even Anna’s could compare in size. They were utterly magnificent. Every centimeter—and there were a lot of centimeters—needed to be explored. From their edges to her pert nipples, which he hoped would be sensitive enough for them both to enjoy when his mouth eventually covered one, his fingers playing with the other in perfect tandem.

Victoria returned to her area, but not before leaving her bra behind. Liam jolted as she dropped it into his lap, then gaped at it as she headed back to her area. Weirdly, it almost felt too taboo for him to touch it, even though he’d made out with her colleague just a few minutes ago. However, he would overcome that feeling and place it directly beside him.

“The Four Horsewomen of Buxomness,” Avril commented from the peanut gallery. “Big, Bouncy, Beautiful, and… Busty.”

“Those are slightly redundant,” Tess noted.

The redhead shrugged. “We’ll workshop it later.”

Upon finishing shuffling, Liam dealt another honest hand. Perhaps he should have cheated here, too, to help Victoria win, but that felt like going too far. If Tess naturally lost in a round, then, once it was just the two of them left, he’d throw the game for Victoria. But only then.

However, someone else had a chance to knock him out first. Rocking up with a pair of fours, somehow Tess won the next round, even with him and Victoria both swapping to their mystery hands. Her high card of nine trumped his seven, which brought him under Tess’s mercy.

“Are my breasts still worth a little attention?” the gorgeous woman asked teasingly as he shifted into whispering range.

“I love them as much as I love you,” he instantly replied.

“Enough that you’d suck on them in front of the other apparent members of my apocalyptic group?”

“Without any hesitation at all.”

Tess smiled warmly, approving of his vigor. However, he learned she'd been formulating her own plan since it’d become just the three of them. One that aligned quite nicely with Victoria’s. Great minds thought alike, apparently.

“Now, if I were to exit the game and let you keep playing with Victoria in the finals the next time I lose a round, what would that earn me for the other days of our trip?”

Am I the only one still playing an honest game? Liam wondered.

“What exactly could I offer that you already couldn’t get from me with just a curl of your finger?” he said.

Tess’s smile grew. “The resort offers a private beach experience for couples. We’ll be isolated, we can dress up, enjoy some fine dining…”

“And then I can fuck you in the ass?” Liam asked humorously.

“Correct,” Tess whispered. She meant it.

“Consider it a deal,” he promised.

“Good. Now, give me a hickey.”

Liam did so gleefully. More than gleefully, thanks to Tess’s willingness to press her breasts, hard nipples rubbing against his skin, while he sucked passionately on her neck. She ran a hand up his back, eyes sparkling with desire. The other women watching saw it. Not one of them looked away.

Tess proved good to her word. When she lost to Victoria in the next round, after feigning negotiations for a short time, the woman with lighter hair shook her head. Standing up, looking around at her captive audience, she followed Avril and Anna and became the third naked woman Liam saw tonight. She tilted toward the latter’s decision afterward, redressing and moving over to sit with her students.

Liam met Victoria’s eyes. It was just the two of them. However, it wasn’t. Victoria had her path to victory, assuming she could deal herself a winning hand. If she couldn’t, he’d finally taste her lips.

Admittedly, he was slightly annoyed when Victoria turned over pocket kings, which became three of a kind thanks to the river’s king. Before then, holding a jack in his hand, with another sitting in the flop, he had liked his chances of getting to make out with not one but two professors in front of Avril and Anna. But it wasn’t to be. Not yet, anyway.

“I’ll have my win now,” Victoria said, letting everyone hear.

Liam got up. Four women held their breath. Even though three of them had already seen—and done plenty more than just look at—his cock, all four of his onlookers stared at the following act intently. The situation had amped up their investment, like links in an electrical current being connected. Their lust surged, shared between them all.

Liam sprang his cock free, then tossed his boxers, which had enough precum on their insides for him to intend to change into another pair before—wait, no. No, he didn’t. If Victoria were going to sleep naked, then so would he. Why the hell would he even think about putting clothes on tonight?

That was what he was thinking about. Based on the four hungry stares from four stunning women, they were on a completely different train track. Seeing how voracious their appetites looked, with even Victoria failing to hide the intensity of her stare, he wondered how things might have progressed if he had simply asked if anyone wanted to take a closer look.

Would only one of them take him up on the offer? Multiple? All four? How far could the lust hanging above them like a thick curtain of fog propel things? Would it smother even Anna’s inhibitions? Would a close look lead to a soft touch, then two, then three? Four?

His fantasizing caused his cock to twitch, and he saw multiple women inhale sharply. They looked entranced. Liam’s self-confidence reached an all-time high.

Don’t burn up in the upper atmosphere, Liam told himself. The stars are there, and you want to get to them.

It was too much, potentially. Too soon, at the very least. Anna had already admitted to a bit of fatigue, and he and Victoria hadn’t even done anything alone just yet. There were too many avenues for things to get a bit uncomfortable or unpleasant, and he didn’t want that at all—not for a single one of the beautiful women surveying him. He shouldn’t rush it. So he wouldn’t rush it. The current pace was already more than satisfactory, so long as it proved consistent throughout the week.

Someone began to clap, which snapped the other three women out of their trances. “Congratulations,” Avril said, looking at Victoria. “You’re the winner of the inaugural Fiji Strip Poker Tournament. As a prize, you can decide when the next one will be.”

Insufferably clever woman, Liam thought, seeing the glint in Avril’s eyes. He doubted she’d been holding that idea in her head the entire time. Probably around the time when she’d bowed out was when she’d come up with her next maverick gambit.

“What a prize,” Victoria said drolly, standing up. Heading over to Liam, he instinctively stiffened. Victoria met his eyes, then leaned forward, which arrested any movement from his body. Her left breast nearly bumped into his protruding cock as she picked up her bra, then began putting it back on.

If I had a heart problem, I wouldn’t make it back from this trip alive, he realized.

Eventually, everyone redressed. The smothering lust abated, and even though no one looked distressed or bothered with how far things had gone, they all felt some degree of mental and emotional exhaustion. Even Avril chilled out once she put her clothes back on.

Behind him, someone turned off the deck lights. As he turned around, the party responsible for doing so uttered only a single word.

“Look,” Tess said, pointing skyward.

Remembering that there was a whole universe out there, not just a single deck, eyes climbed toward the sky.

Seclusion. It meant many things. It meant no sounds of traffic or pedestrian crowds. It meant no sights of skyscrapers or suburbs. It meant no one could interrupt five libidinous tourists from their game of strip poker.

But it also meant no light pollution. Which meant the five of them could perceive a celestial spectacle that was nearly unmatched on all of planet Earth.

The myriad stars hung like shimmering jewels amid the vast, dark expanse of space, more than he could ever truly imagine counting. And it truly was dark. A void hung above, staggeringly impenetrable. It went beyond that, however. Liam didn’t feel as though he was looking up at the sky. Instead, it felt as if he were looking off the very planet, standing unsecured on a tall ledge, and that a single step might cast him into eternity. He’d be gone forever, among the stars but not visible to those he’d left behind.

Those stars were so radiant that there was hardly any need for the moon, which hung in pure silver, half visible but still stark and eager to be seen. An array of light like no other glistened around it, and the enormous silvery band that was the Milky Way, slicing diagonally through the tapestry of stars, shone more brightly than Liam could ever recall. It almost appeared like a river filled with shining rocks at its bottom traversed the sky. There was nothing hazy about it tonight. There probably never was.

Some people sat, others remained standing, and some laid themselves down on the towels, marveling at the sheer scope of a universe barely explored by mankind. Even now, they could only see a small slice of the nearly infinite cosmos. On a tiny island in the world’s largest ocean, they could only perceive something of what was out there. Yet, it was still so much more than what Liam had ever witnessed.

The racing hearts on the deck calmed. Together, they found something enthralling in what lay beyond. Sights that had traveled for billions of years to reach them. While staring upward, he remembered that it took the sun’s light about eight minutes to reach Earth. He knew better than to attempt any conversion between billions of years and eight minutes. It was a long, long distance. He knew that much.

The universe above them now wasn’t the universe as it was now. It was a snapshot of history, much of it so unfathomably ancient that there was no chance for Liam and the others to ever know what was happening in the universe right now. They could only marvel at what they saw and wonder what might be happening a galaxy away.


Chapter Seventeen

Most Deserving

Liam saw the first yawn of the night. Unsurprisingly, it came out of Anna’s mouth. But it was infectious enough to cause Tess to imitate her. It had been a long day. Starting even before there was any sunlight, followed by activity after activity throughout the morning, afternoon, and evening. They were all understandably a little wiped out.

“Tomorrow, beach, lazy, sun,” Avril said, looking between the rest of them.

“I’m fine with that,” Tess said. “We can do some of the island activities the day after.”

No one spoke against the plan, least of all Liam, who, while not intending to be lazy tomorrow, had a few beach-related activities to anticipate. With their plans cemented by verbal agreement, Anna, Avril, and Tess began preparing to return to their bure.

However, all three of them jabbed his side with knowing glances as he helped clean up the deck. They’d be going soon, and then it’d just be him and Victoria. What might come of that?

Honestly, he didn’t know. Other than the promise that she’d sleep nude, what would happen once it was just the two of them, alone, isolated, one man and one woman? He wasn’t too tired yet but couldn’t speak for Victoria. Maybe she was just as ready to slip into a luxurious king-sized bed as the others were.

When it was just the two of them in the suite, putting away the towels in the bathroom closet, Liam kissed Anna goodnight. When he, Avril, and Tess found a moment alone, he didn’t worry about trying to add further separation. After kissing each of them individually, they pushed themselves into his sides, where they each claimed a cheek to kiss.

Both had some parting advice to give him.

“Don’t stay up too late,” Tess whispered.

“Believe it or not, but she likes dirty talk. Don’t ask how I learned that.”

Soon enough, he and Victoria were waving goodbye to the other three members of their group, watching them leave tracks in the sand. Once they were about halfway back to their bure, Liam glanced toward the woman with nowhere to return to tonight. He found her already doing the same to him.

“When are you taking your clothes off?” he asked, unable to deduce any clever way of asking for what he wanted. And he wanted it more than just about anything. Right now, preferably. The serenity granted by the stars was gone. He was back to feeling consumed with desire.

“When I get ready for bed, obviously,” Victoria said. “Are you in a rush for that?”

“Depends,” he said. “If we don’t go straight to bed, what’ll we do instead?”

“I was thinking about dipping my toes in the ocean before getting into bed, then reading a book for a little while.”

“Then I was thinking about joining you, then reading one of the chess books I brought along.”

As hoped, Victoria offered him a look of subtle surprise. “You’ve purchased chess books?”

“Of course,” he said. “Our deal is still in effect, isn’t it? Even though I’ve finally gotten to see you fully topless.”

His ploy to see her blush completely failed. Instead, the buxom professor seemed intrigued. He supposed he’d settle for that.

“Which books?”

“A couple by Bobby Fischer,” he said, “as well as Jeremy Silman’s How to Reassess your Chess.”

Intrigue slowly flowed into approbation. Then, a hint of something he liked seeing. “You want to beat me that badly?”

Meeting her piercing eyes, Liam didn’t hold back. “I want to win against you every time we play. Enough that you’ll eventually run out of old pictures and be forced to send me new ones.”

Victoria held the silence for a few seconds, then broke their stare. She started heading for the deck’s stairs, the beach, and the softly murmuring tide at the end of it. When he didn’t immediately follow, she looked over her shoulder, the moon’s illumination cascading down her lustrous hair, and gestured for him to follow with a single finger.

“For that to happen, you’ll have to win quite a lot.”

Liam grinned and started after her. “I’ll have at least a dozen wins before summer break starts. Then three to four times that before it’s over.”

“I’ll be impressed if you win half as many times in that time frame,” Victoria said, watching the waves curl and crash only a dozen paces ahead.

“That’s what I’m aiming for,” he said, which attracted her attention. “To impress you.”

She stayed quiet until they reached the soft, wet sand. She strode a few steps farther, then waited for the salt water to cool her feet and tickle her ankles. Standing right beside her, Liam looked out into a nearly endless expanse. How many hundreds of miles away was the next island? Were they looking eastward, just as he looked westward, and their vision met somewhere in the middle of that vast range of ocean?

Victoria’s cool words drew him back to the present. “You’ll get your chance to impress me, Liam,” she said, almost whispering. “I’ll promise at least that much.”

Bubbling with pride, Liam couldn’t help but break into a wide smile. He searched for the right way to keep the conversation flowing in the right direction, which led him to circle back to a thought he’d had all the way back in the hot spring.

“So, do you keep a chess set in your classroom?”

Victoria blinked. “At Bellmore?”

He nodded. The next encroaching tide flowed in, washing a few feet past them.

“No, I don’t keep one in my classroom. Why?”

“Well, you should. I’m going to want to play some matches with you before or after class. It’s one of the two things I’m most excited about doing in your classroom.”

Hinting suspicion, Victoria eyed him. “And the second thing?”

“You’ll find out in four months,” Liam said.

Victoria rolled her eyes and returned her focus to the beach. “I hope studying will continue to be important to you. Bellmore’s curriculum is tasking, and—”

“You don’t give extra credit?” Liam asked. He couldn’t resist grinning as Victoria’s expression flattened.

“I do not,” she said, lifting her chin. “But I’ve provided slight boosts to students who showed me throughout the whole semester that they deserve that bit of help. My office hours are always posted, both on my door and online. Not understanding or struggling is not the same as not caring.”

Liam kept grinning. “I’ll strive to be one of those deserving students, then. The most deserving student.”

“I’ve seen your grades,” Victoria remarked dryly. “You shouldn’t need to invest that much time visiting during my office hours.”

“Maybe not, but I’ll want to.”

“Are you sure you wouldn’t rather be on the other side of campus, visiting Professor Williams during hers?”

Liam didn’t flinch. “Do you two plan them out to be at the same time? That would really suck.”

“We often do, yes. It allows us to leave at around the same time, in case we want to go out to eat or head to the gym.”

“That’ll make things a bit more challenging, but I’ll still be the student who visits you the most.”

“Is that so?”

“It’s a promise,” Liam said, chin held high.

Glimmers of amusement appeared within the woman standing next to him. The way she ever so slightly shook her head, the way one corner of her lips rose. The way she kept chatting with him, alone at night on one of the most romantic beaches in the world, and how she eventually suggested they had back inside their suite. Their suite.


Chapter Eighteen

Before a Goodnight

Liam actually hadn’t purchased most of the chess books he owned. Of his four, he’d only purchased one—Silman’s book, specifically. After noticing how invested he’d suddenly become, Grant had gotten him one only a week ago—and another friend had followed suit. They’d primarily meant it as a joke, a “here, enjoy your spring break with some boring books on chess.” Instead, it was going to help him continue impressing one of the sexiest women alive.

If the room had come with internet, he probably wouldn’t have even considered digging for the books in his suitcase. Instead, he would have gotten on his laptop, thrown in some earbuds, and continued his usual route of learning chess—through videos and online lessons. He’d brought them along as reading material for the beach, expecting that there’d be some downtime in his days. With the five of them together on a warm beach, bathing in the sun, Liam wanted something to do. That would have been these books, which might also strike up some interest from Tess and Victoria.

For it to happen on the very first night, his luck must be holding firm. He decided to push it a little, even.

“So, our deal starts when you get into bed, right?” Liam said. “Not just when the lights go off and we head to sleep.”

Having obtained her book already and begun heading toward the suite’s massive bed, Victoria glanced back at him. He was on one knee, searching in his suitcase for where he’d placed the stack of books.

“If you’d like, I could stay out of the bed and read over at the dining room table.”

He understood her point. “I’ve enjoyed quite a bit about tonight, but you’re pushing it right now.”

So, he closed his mouth and let her finish heading back to the other room. Finding one of his books a few seconds later, he pursued her. She was already under the covers, leaning against her pillows as she thumbed through her book to the page she’d left off at. However, she’d also plumped his pillows up, preparing for when he slid into the covers beside her and did the same thing.

With the suite’s sliding doors shut, their view of the outside was delegated to one of the numerous Fijian-style windows. They had long, thick slats, currently left open, because who would close them while in a location like this? This was a place of absolute privacy, especially their suite. They didn’t need to worry about anyone or anything. It was just the two of them.

It was just the two of them, Liam repeated in his head.

Rounding the bed, he glanced at her, and she at him. Only for a moment, just registering his presence, and then she returned to reading her book. She didn’t look up as he climbed into bed beside her. Liam did his best to match her aplomb, opening his book to the admittedly early section he was still in and trying to focus on piece configurations and back-rank defense variations, not the incredibly voluptuous woman sitting next to him.

Was he the first person in history to experience that struggle? Very possibly.

They sat in relative silence for the better half an hour. They could still hear the soft ebb and flow of the ocean, but it was more hypnotic than distracting. Staring at the chess positions inked onto most pages, reading the thoughts of one of the greatest chess players of all time above and below it, he did his best—and his best was somehow good enough—to keep from side-eyeing Victoria.

This meant he hadn’t noticed that the gorgeous, olive-skinned professor had stopped reading her book.

“Do you feel like you’re learning?”

Liam nearly started. Spoken softly or not, the question jolted him as though Victoria had placed an ice cube on the back of his neck. Looking up from his current lesson, he found Victoria leaning slightly toward him, eyes scanning the page he’d been reading.

“I think so,” Liam said, though he was slightly hesitant in doling out his praise. Based on the book's first half, it seemed almost entirely to focus on back-rank mates and tactical patterns. Unfortunately, he’d already spent hours and hours learning about these things through videos, online puzzles, and practice. So, the book had so far felt more like a review. He’d picked up one or two new things, but not as many as he might have hoped.

“A little under your current level?” Victoria keenly asked.

“I… think so. Do the puzzles in it get harder at the end?”

“Slightly, but not by much. When I was learning chess at a younger age than you, I read it in the library early on. I much preferred Irving Chernev’s Logical Chess: Move by Move. I’d set up my board and follow along.”

Victoria smiled softly, favoring the memories of her youth momentarily.

“Once you head back to your dorm, you could borrow my copy and see if it works for you. When I was your age, technology was just beginning to reach a state where learning through online videos, articles, and so on was on the rise. At this point, especially with chess’s unexpectedly meteoric rise in popularity over the past couple of years, those might just now be the best ways to learn the game.”

“Even if that’s true, I still know my favorite way of learning.”

“Losing repetitively to me and Tess?” Victoria said, “checking” him before he could make his move.

“I have one win in there,” he reminded her. “It made all the losses worth it.”

“It did?”

“Unequivocally.”

A word that would have made Avril throw her head back at him and laugh. But for the right opponent, it was the right move. In response, Victoria only snorted softly, but the glimmer of a smile remained afterward. It was still there as she reached over, plucked the slightly disappointing book out of his hands, placed it on top of hers, and then moved both over to her nightstand.

“I’m ready for bed,” the stunning woman said. “Are you?”

“No” was the honest answer.

“Yes,” he said instead.

Instead of turning off her nightstand lamp and directing him to do the same, Victoria climbed out of bed. Liam’s heart took off in a dead sprint. In a truncated replay of how strip poker had gone, the incredibly well-endowed professor removed her shirt. In what he assumed—he saw her and Anna with many similarities—was an uncharacteristic move, she dropped it onto the ground. As it disappeared from his view, hidden by the other side of the massive bed they’d be sharing tonight, she began to wiggle her wide hips and escape her shorts.

Back to just underwear, where she’d been when this deal had been struck.

The older woman looked at him, saw how desperately he hoped for her to stay true to her word, and then removed them both. First came off her sports bra, imitating how things had gone on the other side of their bedroom’s sliding doors. The most amazing tits in existence reappeared before him. God, they really might be able to fully hide his entire cock between them. They had an ideal shape, curving on the top and a little rounder on the bottom, with dark areolae surrounding nipples he couldn’t wait to harden and play with. Salivating over Victoria’s massive breasts as he was, he was slow in redirecting his attention when she began completing her promise.

Avril would have been pissed. Not just because the “sanctity” of her game had been undone by the deal Liam and Victoria had made, but that only he was around to see the dark-haired professor become fully nude. As the woman who’d invited Tess to become her workout partner, Victoria must have had this body for years.

Idiot, what are you even thinking? a voice called out in his mind. You’ve seen what she looked like a decade ago!

She’d been perfect then, and she was perfect now. Heart pounding, Liam discovered a problem he’d experienced numerous times with the group's bustiest woman. Where should he look?

Tonight, though, the issue was different. He could look anywhere he wanted, and he didn’t feel ashamed for doing so for even a second. But he couldn’t cover every part of her dizzyingly curvaceous body all at once, which turned the problem of embarrassment into one of physical limitations.

Making matters worse, Victoria didn’t give him nearly long enough to ogle her stunning figure. After a few seconds, leaving all her clothes by the bed, she climbed back under the covers. Closer to him, which he liked. But with much of her smooth, unblemished skin now covered up again.

Victoria looked at him, undoubtedly seeing the conflicting emotions he was experiencing. Her calm, disaffected stare did little to soothe him. In another life, she would have made a hell of a dominatrix.

Something scratched at his brain. What it was, he couldn’t recall. Yet it grew in intensity rather than fading. Harder, faster, like a dog’s paws churning through the sand to dig a hole and find the bone it’d hidden hours ago.

Only then did Liam remember the plan he’d come up with. In a rush of covers and limbs, Liam hopped out of bed. Victoria watched him silently, though her eyebrows came together, slightly confused that he was now fleeing from her side.

That evaporated when Liam began removing his clothes. Very hastily. At this point, he was a train plugging ahead at full speed, and he lacked the brakes to slow himself down. Only once his clothes hit the floor did he manage to delay his return to bed. Standing, he let Victoria look—and she did look.

“I don’t recall this being part of our deal,” Victoria said, eyes trailing down his chest, his abdomen, lingering slightly on an erection that was honestly beginning to hurt a little bit. He’d spent more of his night aroused than not, and he’d yet to relieve himself of the tension roiling within it. He felt a pinch in his balls, an ache that only one act could dispel.

For now, he ignored all that. Shrugging, he started climbing back into bed, though he made sure Victoria could keep staring at his cock until the last moment. After that, the covers only sort of smothered it; a large shape pushed up their comforter at the area around his groin.

“Is it a problem if I sleep like this?” he asked, beginning to flatten his pillows out, acting like everything happening was what he was used to. Which was technically accurate, assuming he swapped this professor for another one.

Victoria eyed him silently but ultimately began doing the same thing with her pillows. A cold war ensued. Neither of them spoke. Not as they finished “making up” their side of the beds, in what might be the most performative example of doing so this side of a bad sitcom. Their eyes met briefly, but neither of them budged. Thus, they could only finish what Liam had started, and each of them reached to turn off their respective nightlamps.

The darkness was hardly smothering. Due to the plentitude of light pouring through their windows, it was brighter than Liam usually preferred. Yet, sleep wasn’t really on his mind—or physically possible—to begin with.

Even with his eyes shut, he was aware of her presence. Aware of her shape, her beauty, the intense feelings of desire coursing through him, frightening away all other thoughts. Minus the rampant horniness, he wondered if this was how Anna felt every night, so awake in bed, unable to bring her thoughts under control long enough for her to drift off. He’d be doing none of that. He was floating down the most vicious rapids, hurled about in every direction, coming close time and time again to being thrown off his weary raft.

“I can hear your heartbeat like you’ve put your chest against my ear,” Victoria said, shattering the apparently already shattered silence in the room.

Liam searched for the right words. The woman beside him didn’t sound annoyed, like he was also keeping her up. He chewed on his thoughts, considering his options. Eventually, he relaxed the tension in his shoulders and simply spoke from the heart.

“Well, I’m just really turned on right now, so I’m having trouble calming myself down.”

He heard the sound of shifting sheets. Turning his head, he found Victoria lying on her side, eyes staring intensely into his. The comforter outlined her glorious curves, showing off what was hidden beneath. For a second, she resembled a masterwork sculpture, holding herself still and silent.

“You never escaped during or after our game and did anything to calm yourself down,” Victoria said, no hesitance at all in pointing this out.

Blushing slightly, he shook his head. “No, I didn’t.”

“It’s been hours then, hasn’t it?”

Liam swallowed. She certainly wasn’t taking any steps to lessen the fervorous boom of his heartbeat. “Yes. Hours.”

“You didn’t ask anyone else to help you before they left.”

“No, I didn’t,” he said, voice cracked and dry. The room’s comfortable temperature pushed into sweltering.

“And you haven’t made any attempt since they departed to handle your… problem. Even though it’s time to sleep. Why not?”

He was enthralled by every soft word, held in place by the sheer beauty of her unblinking stare. How he wanted her—all of her. Right now, tomorrow, the rest of the week, when they flew back to the States.

“Because,” Liam said softly, experiencing the culmination of months of preparation and the confidence it brought, “I was hoping you’d do it for me.”

Victoria’s response was immediate and twofold.

“Why would I do that?” she asked.

At the same time, her arm shifted. A second later, her fingertips brushed against his outer thigh.

Like a haphazard rocket built from scraps and outdated parts, jittering wildly right before takeoff, Liam did everything he could to keep himself together. He focused on breathing at a regular pace, not getting too ahead of himself. However, Avril’s words infiltrated his mind. The advice she’d given him right before departing. She could be the most devilish woman he knew, but so often, she was also an endless oasis for a man dying of thirst.

“Because you really liked how big my cock looked,” he said. “And this is your chance to check.”

Victoria glanced toward the lump under his side of the covers—a short but meaningful look.

“It was rather large,” Victoria calmly said.

Her fingers climbed up to the top of his thigh.

How far should he go? How quickly should he get there? Heart stampeding in him, his carnal thoughts were almost vicious, shredding any hint of hesitance he might have called forth, like a dog eviscerating its most hated pillow with powerful head shakes.

However, he remembered how passionately Tess and Victoria had kissed, and his courage renewed itself.

“Tess seems to think so,” Liam said. “And I know you value her opinion very highly.”

Amusement crinkled the corners of Victoria’s eyes. “You can’t help it, can you? Bragging about somehow captivating an older woman—a lauded professor, at that. It’s just part of a young man’s biology.”

“I’m pretty sure I’ve captivated two lauded professors,” Liam retorted.

Victoria’s fingertips, warm and soft, glided a few inches up his thigh. Closer, closer, leaving him so burning hot that steam might start to hiss as he melted through the sheets and mattress under him.

“You’ve intrigued two lauded professors,” Victoria corrected. “No slight against her, but based on how long she thrashed about in such a loveless marriage, Tess might not be as demanding of her partners as I am.”

“Maybe,” Liam said. “But you’re getting me after I learned a lot of lessons from her, so you’re really getting to benefit from all her hard work.”

“That’s one way of looking at things,” Victoria said. Her fingertips climbed higher, stopping mere inches from his groin. “Are you as focused on improvement there as you are in chess?”

“Even more so,” he promised.

Victoria swirled her fingers in small circles on his skin, which forced a shiver through him. She smiled, and it was more beautiful than the stars overhead.

“There is one rule,” she said.

“What is it?” he croaked, needing more. He might rupture in two if she withdrew her fingers.

“Tonight, you cannot touch me with your hands. Not until you’re ready to give me the massage you’ve hyped up so immensely. If you break that rule, this ends immediately.”

Not realizing the struggles this stipulation would cause him just minutes from now, Liam hastily signed the older woman’s contract with a nod. It was the danger of making deals too quickly. He saw only the short-term benefits, not the long-term price.

But the former was simply too much for him to resist. Because after he nodded, within seconds, in fact, Victoria brought her fingers in and finally laid them on his cock.

Her touch was gentle, her nails gliding over the side of his cock as she repositioned her fingers and touched the underside of the hottest, hardest part of his body. With only her fingertips contacting it, she slowly lowered them until they found his balls. Rather than exploring there, however, she retraced her steps, then kept climbing. All the way to the tip, where precum had been spilling out of his cock for minutes.

Down again, over one side, over the other side, around, around, around. All while staring into his eyes, holding him captive with just a look.

“It is impressively large,” Victoria eventually whispered.

“It’ll make for a good fit between your tits,” Liam said.

“Perhaps,” Victoria said, fingers still tracing his rigid manhood. He was sensitive enough for even this gentle touch to rattle his stability. “But my tits are a reward for the men who truly impress me. And size is only one component of having an impressive cock, Liam. Perhaps the least important one, in fact. What use is an expensive car without tires?”

“None at all,” he said, voice hoarse. “But you can take your test drive, Victoria. You won’t be let down.”

Shifting slightly closer, Victoria took him up on his offer. Her fingertips glided along the underside of his cock once more, but then she slid her hand forward, rubbing the lengths of her fingers against him. All the way, in fact, only stopping once his cock sat against her palm. Afterward, Victoria lifted her hand. The covers shifted as she pushed them slightly up, and Liam’s stomach churned as she began smearing precum around his glans. It caused him to lose focus briefly.

After all, although he wasn’t allowed to touch her with his hands, there were no rules about her only using one hand on him.

As her other hand surrounded the base of his shaft, Liam inhaled sharply. Victoria’s subtle smile reappeared as she began slowly rubbing her thumb up and down the underside of his shaft. Swirls on top, lightly touching him everywhere. Ascents, descents. It was all so maddening.

His cock twitched gleefully, experiencing its second taste of the paradise promised by Fiji. This was the honeymoon suite after all, so it only made sense. Even if he wasn’t married to either of the women with whom he’d gotten intimate today.

“So far, so good,” Victoria whispered, shifting even closer to him. She placed her breasts mere inches from his arm as if she were trying to goad him into losing control and ruining what was happening.

He wouldn’t fall victim to his own impatience. He could wait until tomorrow. He could. He had to.

“I told you,” he said, though she had him in such a state that he hardly sounded composed. “You won’t be disappointed. You’re going to want a ride every night.”

Victoria rolled her eyes, but amusement, almost melodious, glimmered within their pale blue depths. “You’re jumping ahead a few steps, Liam. First, you’re talking about fucking my tits, and now you’re talking about me wanting to ride your big cock every night. I haven’t even felt how good at giving massages you are yet. Or been kissed by you.”

It wasn’t that subtle, but with her causing all the blood in his body to rush toward his cock, Liam needed her to not be that subtle.

There was only one rule. It involved his hands. Nothing else.

Liam shifted over, realizing how stupid he was. Twice now, Victoria had scooted closer. The gap between them was practically nothing. She’d all but invited him in.

With dry lips and a drier throat, he kissed Victoria. Fortunately, the lip balm she’d applied before getting into bed helped with the former. The latter would need a little more effort to resolve.

There was definitely effort. From him, eager to finally kiss her, keen to impress her in every way he could. And from her, eager to see what kind of man could make three of the women she respected willing to share him amongst themselves.

Coming at him from a slightly higher angle, Victoria pushed forward and down, pinning his head onto his pillow. Aggressive, passionate, in control, Victoria further shifted her head above his. Her breasts bumped into his arm. Without the means to use his hands, with her above him, she had complete control over him. Her eyes remained open for a moment, but then she shut them.

Her tongue came into his mouth, exploring what he could do with his. For more than a minute, that was what it did. Victoria needed no breath, no respite. She wanted to test him, so she did. Liam put up his best effort, even with her one rule restricting his best efforts. But she was intelligent, and so obviously aware of this. A good professor like her ought to grade him on a curve.

The kiss finally ended, and Victoria returned to her original position beside him. She hadn’t stopped playing with his cock, not yet beginning to truly jerk him off, but still flooding every inch of it with blissful sensations.

“You’re a good kisser,” Victoria remarked.

“I’ve had a lot of practice recently,” he admitted, far more breathless than she was. “I’ll be getting more from now on.”

“Most likely,” Victoria said. It was better than a “maybe” or “perhaps.” It was progress.

He leaned toward her and kissed her again. Another minute trickled by, every second sublime, before it ended. This one was softer, less urgent. He’d passed her first test. He was sure of it.

“You’re a good kisser too, Professor Moreno,” he said, perceptions as heightened as they’d ever been.

Victoria’s lips curled. “Are you going to make my title into a dirty thing, Liam?”

“I just want you to remember how much you can’t wait to kiss me again whenever I address you in class.”

“It sounds like you might end up with a bad grade in my class, then. Your focus won’t be on what I’m teaching, but me.”

“Is that an unusual thing?” Liam challenged. “I’ll call you a liar if you say it is.”

“For the first few weeks, it’s not,” Victoria admitted. “But those types usually fall off quickly. After they’re through with their ogling and fantasizing and realize how far behind they are, how much work it’ll take to catch up to the others, they usually drop my class.”

“Well, if I do get in trouble, at least I know where you live, so I can swing over for even more help than the others can get.”

“So, you want to focus on sex in my classroom, then studying in my home? Isn’t that a little backward?”

He shrugged. “I’ll find a balance, Professor Moreno. So that I can fuck you at both places plenty but still impress you with my grades.”

As he’d assumed at the hot spring, Professor Moreno had a taboo wish. And in him, she might finally experience it. As soon as he mentioned fucking her in her classroom, he saw her eyes dilate. Not even just a little. This time, it was obvious.

He kissed her again. She kissed him back. Her hands finished playing around with his cock. With her right, she wrapped it around his shaft, then began long, languid pumps. With her left, she swirled her thumb around the top of his glans but ultimately brought it to his balls, giving them the attention they craved.

“Big, long-lasting, and so, so hot,” Victoria purred. It was the first time he’d heard something so sultry from the composed woman. It ignited him, probably making him even hotter in her hand. “So far, so good. Very good.”

She knew he was struggling. She could feel it, having both hands on the most sensitive part of his body. He might have another few minutes, thanks to him having become rather practiced at holding back. What would she think about Tess and Avril’s competition? Would she want to get involved, perhaps?

“It’s the perfect cock for a woman like you,” he said.

“And what kind of woman am I?” she immediately asked, running her lips along his jawline.

“The perfect kind,” he said. “But also, the kind who’s glad she didn’t wait until halfway through this trip to finally get her hands on me.”

Victoria smiled seductively. “Are you in my thoughts, Liam? Aware of my plans?”

He shivered, not solely because she’d sped up her hand’s pumping. Knowing he hadn’t been alone in planning things for this trip filled him with joy. This devastatingly sexy woman had been thinking about how she’d seduce him. He wanted to dive into those plans and discuss them at length. However, he knew he should stay focused on the present.

“I’ve known about them since you sent me that second picture of your sexy tits,” he said. “Since you gave me a peek of what you’re hoping I’ll play with during your massage tomorrow morning.”

“Mmm,” Victoria whispered, nibbling at his earlobe. “That makes me sound rather devious. Are you well-practiced at that part of the massage? Did Tess instruct you well?”

“You should ask her,” he retorted, breathing heavier and heavier as his defenses eroded. “And then see if she’ll let you make out with her again. I could tell you were really into it. You’re not jealous that I’ve been kissing her for far longer than you have, are you?”

Victoria kissed his jaw again and refused to answer. “Do you want to know what she whispered into my ear to convince me to do such a thing?”

“I doubt she needed to do much convincing.”

Victoria didn’t deny it. Still, she spilled the secret. “She said it’d make you the happiest man on the planet. She said that it’d make you so aroused that you’d have dreams of us for the rest of your life.”

Liam’s heart thudded in his throat. “She’s right.”

Faster. Victoria pumped his cock faster. Still skillful, still steady, and still incredible. He was getting close. No matter how much practice he’d obtained with the other three women he loved, he had limits. Victoria was rapidly encroaching on them.

“Clearly,” Victoria said. “A horny boy like you, surrounded by women who all so desperately want you to fuck them. It’s bound to go to your head.”

“Say you want me to fuck you, and my ego will never recover,” Liam said. “Admit it, Victoria. Professor Moreno wants to get fucked by someone who will be her student in a few more months.”

Victoria’s impassioned words inscribed themselves onto his very soul. She leaned in, warm breath against his ear, and annihilated his sense of self-control. He wasn't entirely sure whether she fully meant them or just knew his pressure point. Nevertheless, they were still diabolically effective.

“If you become one of my students, I’ll want you to fuck me even more than I already do now.”

Liam didn’t break the rule. Barely. Every urge within him yearned for him to seize her, roll her onto her back, and begin pumping his cock into her tight cunt. She’d enjoy it so much that she’d forgive him for breaking the rule. She’d love it. She’d crave it again afterward. Her lusty moans would pollute the serenity of this suite forever.

That was his fantasy, but a sliver of himself warned that this was his final test. Self-control. Respecting the rule she’d put in place. Could he do it?

Instead of giving in to his carnal urges, he used the weapons he had available to him. He pushed his mouth back in but didn’t kiss her. His mouth found her neck, kissing, sucking, biting. He felt Victoria shiver against him, her approval fusing with her lustfulness. She moaned as he found her favorite spot, then pressed her voluptuous body into him as he sucked harder.

In doing so, her thigh touched the back of his hand. Technically, she could have faulted him. She didn’t. She focused on bringing him to a climax, felt him in her palm as he prepared to ruin the covers over them, and kept on going.

However, she quickly released his balls when he finally hit an impenetrable wall. He could run no further, and the flood was at his heels.

As it slammed into him, swallowing him entirely, bliss flourishing through him in a way that left him a moaning mess, she quickly brought her left hand up to his cock’s opening and placed her palm an inch above it. As several powerful lances of his seed gushed out of his cock, her palm acted as an impassable barrier. Liam didn’t notice; that was the least of his current concerns.

He concerned himself with experiencing a mind-shattering climax. Eyes shut tight, toes curled in, he came as hard as he could remember having ever done so. The amount of cum he released was staggering, increased by how long he’d been aroused for the night. Both Victoria’s hand and his stomach were left drenched in his thick, hot cum.

Liam breathed through heavy gasps. His chest rose and fell rapidly, and he needed almost thirty seconds before he could open his eyes. Vision bleary, muscles gelatinous, throat parched, he couldn’t remember the last time he’d felt so exhausted.

Victoria remained in his peripherals, though he couldn’t yet focus on her. She wasn’t through with his cock, using slow pumps to see how much more he could pour out. As his vision came back to him, he saw the expression on her face. It almost felt too uncharacteristic for him to believe his own eyes.

Victoria Moreno, the woman of style, poise, and ice, looked almost voracious.

“So…” he said, still fighting for air. “Impressed?”

“Thoroughly,” she whispered, inciting all kinds of chaos within him with her follow-up. “I love seeing a mess all over my face and tits after I give a good titfuck. You’re going to be perfect for that.”

He stiffened. Victoria grinned.

Smearing his cum all over his cock, she began pumping it again. The lewd sounds that followed were almost loud enough to drown out the noise of the ocean. The messiness of it was too much, and Liam shuddered, still overwhelmingly sensitive so soon after cumming.

“Give me a good massage tomorrow,” Victoria said, biting her lower lip, “and I’ll let you put your cock between them. Even if the others come by, I won’t make you stop. You can keep going until I’m soaked in your cum, just like you are now.”

Liam nodded enthusiastically, then accepted Victoria’s next kiss. Wisely removing the comforter before his next climax, which let her see how much of a mess she’d forced him to make, she had him cumming again only a handful of minutes later.

And finally, after dragging himself to the bathroom to clean himself up, marveling the whole time at what had just transpired, Liam was exhausted enough to fall asleep immediately.


Chapter Nineteen

Swinging By

Somehow, Liam awoke first. It was almost surprising, given how drained he’d felt after Victoria had drained his balls. Coming to consciousness only briefly after dawn, he saw light outside their windows. He hadn’t slept to complete rejuvenation, even after spending so much energy late last night. Yawning, he supposed he should be grateful he didn’t have a headache or anything.

There was a positive to failing to get a full night’s sleep. Waking up first allowed Liam to consider his options. It allowed him to marvel at the events of last night, then peer at the beautiful woman sleeping soundly in bed beside him.

At some point in the night, she’d rolled away from him. She breathed softly in her sleep, form outlined by the covers. Even now, every hidden inch of her alluded to how voluptuous she was.

Liam couldn’t resist at least one bit of contact before climbing out of bed. Her dark hair covered her neck, and one of her shoulders, but the higher one was uncovered. Leaning in, he kissed her smooth skin, feeling his lethargy evaporate. She didn’t stir, remaining soundly asleep.

Deciding to let her rest some more, Liam quietly pulled away. She didn’t wake up as his feet touched the tiled floor of their bedroom. She didn’t awaken as he crept toward the bathroom and handled his morning hygiene needs. Nor did she wake up as he slowly dressed himself, slid open the doors to their deck, then shut them behind him.

Her body clearly wanted a little more rest. So, he provided it to her. In the meantime, patiently waiting for his chance to prove his talent as a masseuse, he went to check in with the other three women on the island he wanted to share a good morning kiss with.

He found all of them already awake. Sitting outside, eating breakfast and sipping orange juice, three sets of eyes locked onto him even before he began climbing onto their deck. He froze, almost wondering if he needed to ask to “come aboard.”

“Good morning, Liam,” Tess said, waving him up. “Is Victoria behind you?”

He shook his head. “She’s still sleeping. I didn’t want to wake her.”

Multiple sets of blue and green shared a look.

“Thoroughly exhausted, is she?” Avril commented, sipping her OJ.

“No,” Liam said. “Well, yes, I guess, but not because of that.”

“You didn’t do anything?” Tess asked.

If it’d just been the two of them, Liam would have felt far more relaxed to be open about last night’s sexual activities. However, with Anna also there, he briefly paused. Then he didn’t. Because Anna appeared just as curious as the others, perhaps more so. She was neither blushing, averting her gaze, nor looking like she wanted to depart from the conversation.

“Nothing happened that would tire her out,” Liam admitted, which caused Avril to grin.

“I didn’t realize Victoria was such a generous lover,” she said. “So, she got you off, but you didn’t return the favor? Tsk, tsk, that’s not how I taught you to behave, Liam.”

The redhead received a dry look from multiple sources.

“I was told to behave, actually,” he said, finally approaching them. The seats around their small table were all attended, so he intended to stay standing. However, Avril quickly stood up. He eyed her momentarily, then did as she wanted.

As soon as he’d sat back down, the gorgeous woman sat back onto his lap.

It was marvelous. Not just the shape and feel of her ass, which was also marvelous, but how… cavalier this greeting was going. He’d woken up after an intimate night with one woman, then come over to say hello to three more. Welcomed immediately, casually discussing his intimacy with the fourth woman, no one batting an eye as Avril plopped herself onto his lap, picked up his wrists, and wrapped his arms around her narrow waist.

For Anna to be part of it was especially profound.

“Were you, now?” Avril said, glancing over her shoulder. “Sounds like Victoria’s doing some pre-game scouting.”

“Kind of,” he confirmed. “Once she’s awake, I’m due to give her a massage.”

“So, we ought to stay away?” Tess asked.

He remembered what Victoria had said last night, about him being allowed to keep fucking her tits even if the others showed up. However, he doubted she was actively hoping for that to occur.

“For a little while, at least,” Liam said. He turned his gaze toward Anna. “Do you have a preference for when we take our walk together?”

The attention swiveled toward the politest woman among them.

“I don’t have a specific preference,” Anna said, blushing slightly because of Tess and Avril’s scrutiny. “Whenever you’d like to go.”

“You two made plans for a romantic walk?” Avril asked, eyeing her best friend. “When?”

At the same time, Liam’s stomach rumbled. Not skipping a beat, Avril picked up a rectangular, deep-fried food item—one of many piled up on a plate on their table—and passed it back to him. Dusted with sugar on top, he’d later learn it was called a babakau, otherwise known as a Fijian pancake. Midway through eating it, she also handed him her orange juice.

Not once did she look at him during these activities, however. Her attention stayed glued to Anna.

“Last night,” Anna said, holding her own against Avril’s probe. “During the… game.” She blushed in recollection, but it still didn’t seem like she regretted playing.

“Wow,” Avril said. “Guess we’ve been shown up, Tess.”

“Actually, Liam and I have also made plans.”

Those plans, of course, were part of a week-long promise. He’d started by fucking her yesterday. Today, he would do it again. And tomorrow, and the next day, and the next day…

Liam took a long drink of his orange juice, lest he be seen salivating behind Avril’s shoulder.

Avril stared flatly at both women.

“So, all of you have made private plans with him? You women are more devious than me! How am I the only one thinking of the group?”

“You’re just upset that you lost focus and are the odd one out,” Tess said. Shockingly, Anna nodded in agreement.

“There’s more to focus on than this guy’s dick,” Avril said, thumbing over her shoulder.

It seemed the best time for him to get involved in the conversation. “So, you don’t want to make any plans for us to end up alone, Avril?” he asked innocently.

“Shut the fuck up, or I’ll kick you in the stomach,” the scowling redhead said. “You’re taking me to dinner at the resort tonight. The rest of these lecherous women—and yes, Anna, I’m now allowed to say you’re a lecherous woman—can get more room service. But you’re mine once my stomach growls later today.”

“Is that alright with you two?” Liam asked.

Avril huffed loudly, proclaiming that what Anna and Tess thought didn’t matter one bit. He hadn’t checked with her before making plans with them, she protested.

“I think it’ll be nice,” Tess said. “I’m sure Avril has a beautiful dress or two she’d like to show off. Since she was our dealer during New Year’s Eve, she was the only one not in an evening dress.” The oldest woman in the group smiled at the “frothing” redhead. “Liam’s never seen you dressed to the nines, has he?”

“I had to give all of you a chance,” Avril said, raising her chin. “Now that you’ve each managed to seduce him, now I can.”

“Lucky me,” Liam said, grinning and kissing Avril’s neck through her hair.

The fact that he felt comfortable doing such a thing continued to astound him. How neither Tess nor Anna reacted with even the most minor show of discomfort or disdain thrilled him. How he made sure to kiss each of the women a few times before he left did as well.

While I was in bed with Victoria, I wonder what kinds of discussions were happening over here?

A good time to ask didn’t come up. The four of them continued eating breakfast, discussing the group’s plans, which was to convene on the beach once he and Victoria were through with their “honeymoon massage.” The mention of her name brought another critical thought to his mind.

“When’s her birthday?” he asked, interrupting the current conversation’s flow.

“Victoria’s?” Anna asked. “It’s—”

“Duh, duh, duh, duh, duh,” Avril said, waving a hand through the air. “If he wants that info, he ought to get it from the impending birthday girl.”

Liam flattened his expression, even though Avril wasn’t even looking at him. Tess chuckled and shook her head.

“Yesterday, I agreed with you, Avril, but Victoria is obviously going to give him the answer.”

“Then let him get it there,” the billionaire said, stubborn as ever.

Liam sighed and made an intentional show of throwing her off his lap, then moving around the table to kiss everyone but her. Avril snorted and reclaimed her seat, knowing he couldn’t resist for too long. And she was right. After a few more minutes, he rotated back to her side and kissed her.

“Are there any other pressing secrets being kept from me?” he eventually asked.

“Just that,” Tess assured him, dipping one of her babakaus in some jam. “Well, that I’m aware of. Avril is… well, Avril. Her vault of secrets is probably full of them.”

Anna echoed the sentiment with another nod.

“None for today,” Avril said, beckoning him over for another kiss. She was awfully greedy, this beautiful redhead he loved. “Can’t promise anything about tomorrow, though.”

After allowing her to have her way, he naturally visited the other two women seated around the table. This version of Duck, Duck, Goose, where he kissed luscious lips rather than tapped heads, was quickly becoming a favorite of his.

He hoped it wasn’t just the island and seclusion prompting this relaxation and openness to publicly display affection but that it would continue once they returned home. But before that could happen, he had a few plans to enact. Starting, of course, by giving Victoria Moreno the best massage of her life.


Chapter Twenty

His Very Best

Victoria was awake when he returned to their bure. Awake and eating breakfast outside, much like he’d found Tess, Anna, and Avril. The only difference, however, was that Victoria hadn’t put her clothes back on after getting out of bed.

Liam’s cock immediately experienced a rush of blood as he learned this fact. Pausing at the steps leading up to the deck, he stared with wide eyes at the unfairly gorgeous woman. Setting down a mug of coffee, Victoria noticed him.

“Welcome back, Liam.”

“Good morning, Victoria.”

He climbed up to their shared deck, wiping off the flecks of sand on his feet as best he could. The busty professor took another sip of her coffee, watching him silently. Even after last night, a portion of him still wavered when her intense stare fell upon him. It worried that she might have revised her passing grade in her sleep, that she’d announce she was no longer interested in seeing what else he could offer her.

It was a ridiculous thought, and he quashed it as he approached her.

She became the fourth woman of the morning he kissed. As he stood over her, she glanced up. She must have seen his intentions, even before he bent down.

She tilted her head back and allowed him to kiss her. In doing so, the last vestiges of concern within him evaporated. He was ready for today. He was ready to titillate Victoria’s body in a way she hadn’t experienced in years, potentially. He was ready for her to fall for him. Not halfway, not three-quarters, but wholly, completely. She’d also want more alone time with him once they were through here.

“Your lips taste slightly sugary,” Victoria noted.

“And yours tastes like coffee.” He ended the kiss, brimming with excitement. “I tried out some Fijian breakfast. The others ordered room service.”

Victoria nodded understandingly. “And have you sufficiently scared them away long enough for you to provide me a private massage?”

Brimming became overflowing. “Yes, I have. They were all very understanding.”

“Even Avril?”

“Even Avril. Minus the part where I asked about when your birthday is.”

A glimmer of amusement danced within the tundra that made up her eyes. “It’s become a secret, has it?”

“Not if you tell me the date right now,” Liam said, though he had a sneaking suspicion that he was about to be turned down.

Victoria sipped more of her coffee. “If you were to be given this information, what would it prompt you to do?”

“What the others are doing, I assume,” he said. “Find a way to celebrate it properly. Unless you’re one of those people who don’t celebrate their birthdays. Then I’ll treat you no differently than normal.”

“Normal,” Victoria repeated. “Currently, I think we’re in the process of figuring out what will be ‘normal’ between us.”

Liam couldn’t disagree.

“I do celebrate my birthday,” the buxom brunette continued. “And I suspect the others have their own plans for it, maybe even a combined one. I doubt they’ll keep you out of it, even if they’re enjoying keeping you in the dark right now. If you just wait a little longer, I’m sure you’ll get your answer.”

“So, then, why don’t you tell me what it is?”

“For my own childish amusement, I suppose.”

He rolled his eyes. “At least you call it what it is.”

“Do I still get my morning massage?”

Liam snapped his gaze back to her. “The best one you’ve ever experienced.”

Victoria smiled softly. “I’m looking forward to it.”

While Victoria finished her coffee, Liam prepared. He flattened one of the sun loungers, which would be where the voluptuous woman soon rested her body. He grabbed plenty of towels, including one he rolled up for head support. The nearby beach did plenty of legwork in setting a calm, relaxing mood, so he decided late into his prep to change the direction of the sun lounger. This way, Victoria could stare out toward the waves if she so desired.

And, of course, he picked the most suitable massage oil from the set. Named Desire by its creators, the bottle—and reviews he’d read—promised it would enhance the intimacy of what was to come. With avocado oil as its base, it’d been infused with a strong vanilla note. Furthermore, it promised to leave behind a golden hue on the body, which the skin would slowly absorb throughout the massage.

It was the weapon he considered best suited for an erotic massage, and that was what he intended to give Victoria Moreno. Once he’d set everything up, he looked toward his morning objective.

“Are you ready for me, sir?” the buxom woman asked, long legs crossed. Another area he couldn’t wait to get his hands on.

“Yes, ma’am,” he replied, keeping his cool. “Just come over when you’re ready for your massage.”

“I’m ready,” Victoria said. Standing, she enflamed him with surging desires as she walked up to him, passed him by, and made herself comfortable on the lounge chair. In this, the resort had better accommodation, but he doubted they’d let him utilize their beach-side massage tables to put his hands all over Victoria’s body.

But could they potentially sneak in late at night?

A thought for later. Focusing on the endless stretch of smooth skin now waiting for his touch, Liam inhaled and exhaled. He hadn’t been allowed to touch any of this last night. Today he’d touch all of it. All of her.

Victoria had elected to start on her stomach. Folding her arms beneath her head, resting both on the rolled-up towel he’d provided, her piercing blue eyes watched him with a hint of curiosity. She’d seen him massage Tess on the plane, but that had only involved the neck and shoulders. This was a full-body massage, and she was naked. She was probably wondering if he’d be capable of keeping his hands equally distributed along her gorgeous body, or if he’d end up so impatient that he urged her to roll over and let him start kneading her breasts.

You won’t be disappointed, Liam thought.

“Let me know when I hit a good spot—or a bad one,” he said. “And if you want a break in any area or a place you want me to double back to. This’ll be at least an hour long, maybe more.”

Victoria wordlessly nodded. Her breasts would stay squished—as squished as her breasts could become—against the sun lounger’s cushion for quite a while. It was a shame, but it was also how it had to be. This was going to be the best massage he’d ever given. The best one he’d given so far. Better and better. Improvement was his goal. Not just in this arena, but at chess, at sex, at every component that constituted any part of his relationship with any of the four women he wanted to be with.

Putting aside his desire, Liam picked up Desire, pumped out a small amount of golden-hued liquid, and got to work.

“Right there,” Victoria whispered some ten minutes later. Her eyes were closed—had been closed for quite some time, in fact. She’d found the experience of her hands on her neck and shoulders sublime; she’d said as much and left him overflowing with pride at his work.

Now, with his thumbs working across her upper back, thumbs working the glistening oil into the skin beneath her shoulder blades, he’d apparently found a place she wanted him to linger at. He gleefully did as she asked.

“Like this?” he said, testing how much pressure he should apply until he found the one Victoria preferred.

“Yes,” she breathed out, smiling softly. “That’s… perfect.”

Her words filled him with a measure of the bliss she was experiencing. Because of how voluptuous she was, he’d been expecting her to have some problems that needed resolving in her back. He wasn’t necessarily happy about being correct, but he was glad to provide her with as much relief as possible.

As promised, Desire had set Victoria’s smooth skin aglow. With olive and gold combined, she looked ready to descend from parting clouds and proclaim her godhood before a crowd. It would only get better, especially once he could set her long, toned legs to glistening.

But he didn’t rush, even if there was so much of her that he wanted to explore and touch. So far, he’d kept his rhythm steady. For that, he was proud of himself. Proud of how he kept his focus intact, even when confronted by such a beautiful body. It was challenging, and he did yearn to speed things up, but he knew he was earning more and more of her approval and admiration with each second that he didn’t rush things.

Especially now that he was offering her so much relief.

Eventually, Victoria called for him to go lower. So, he did. He gave her smooth, narrow back as much attention as she wanted. He didn’t forget her sides either. Spreading the glistening oil, memorizing Victoria’s shape, almost feeling delirious because of how perfectly curved her shape was, he slowly edged toward her lower back. Just beneath it stood the first area he’d been truly excited to reach.

There wasn’t a towel on it, even though he’d made that option available to her. Outside of the one she used as a headrest, the rest stood in a stack by the lounger. She was as naked now as she’d been since her clothes had come off last night.

“Have you already decided what bikini you’ll be wearing later?” he asked, massaging the area right before the pronounced slope of her butt began.

“I have,” Victoria said calmly. “You’ll like it.”

“That goes without saying.”

Victoria opened her eyes. “You’ll really like it, then.”

He beamed at her, which caused her to smile back subtly. “Could it get five points?”

“I’m not sure. So far, you only seem to give me five points when I’m practically nude.”

“You’ll have a few chances to change that before we leave.”

Snorting amusedly, Victoria closed her eyes again. “You can go lower, Liam.”

He would—he did. But not immediately. He gave her lower back and sides as much attention as he’d given the rest of her, and only then did he finally begin massaging Victoria’s phenomenal butt.

As the saying went, a person was born with what they had up top but could create just about anything at the bottom. Even though they were all already exceptionally blessed in the former, the women on this trip with him had taken this motto very seriously.

Victoria’s butt was as delicious as the rest of her. Shapely and soft, though a quick flex could have changed the second of those, he restrained the urge to start kneading it quickly and deeply. Keeping his rampancy under check, Liam massaged Victoria’s butt with the same level of professionalism as the rest of her.

Mostly.

Drawing his hands along its pronounced curve, sweeping his hands around the side, he couldn’t help but occasionally cup a cheek in his hand. He couldn’t help but imagine how snug his cock would feel if she ever gave him an assjob. He couldn’t help but—

“Liam.”

“Y-Yes?” he said, starting.

Victoria had turned her head enough to stare at him. “You can push your hand down. I won’t mind if you want to make a comparison or two.”

Heat rushed into his face, and even though that hadn’t been what he’d been doing, he could see how she might have come to that conclusion. He had ended up basically “measuring” her ass for the last minute or two.

Having her permission, however, he did as she recommended. Setting his palm on her butt, he applied pressure. His hand sank in, deforming its robust shape, and his cock stiffened with each inch deeper it lowered.

He wanted to be several inches deep within her. So badly. When was her stupid birthday? He’d start planning something romantic if she just gave away the date.

“Do you approve?” Victoria asked.

“I’m in love,” Liam said.

Victoria snorted softly. “I’m sure you’ll have plenty of chances to prove the truth of those words. But for now, please, my legs. I’m… eager to have a chance to flip over.”

They were of the same mind. Drawing his hands lower, he descended the slopes of her shapely butt and gave a full twenty minutes—including the time when she eventually flipped over—to her long, gorgeous legs.

Skin looking even more radiant than usual, he sculpted his hands around her thighs. When he’d first found out about Desire, he’d assumed it would work as a truly full-body massage oil. Unhappily, he’d read that it couldn’t replace lube. So, even though his fingers slipped in close, especially after Victoria flipped over and his hands started climbing back up her legs, he made sure his fingers didn’t end up playing with Victoria’s clit or trying to slip inside of her.

Fortunately, her long legs were still a playground he happily experienced. Tess really loved having her calves massaged, and he discovered Victoria might even like it more. Working his fingers through the strikingly defined muscle of her left calf, he found and eradicated the sources of tension in it, then repeated the process in the other one.

“Thank you,” she whispered once it was finally time for her to flip over. Her eyes shone with appreciation. “You’re doing an excellent job, Liam.”

“Better than expected?” he asked, adding more oil to his hands, then beginning to resolve the tension in her feet.

“A bit,” Victoria admitted. “You must have spent a lot of time practicing on my colleague.”

“Guilty as charged,” Liam said. “She made for a good teacher.”

Victoria was quiet for a while, shutting her eyes again. Around the time he started working his hands back up her now glistening legs, she spoke again.

“When it comes to how last night went, specifically between us, did you enjoy it thoroughly?”

What kind of a question is that? Liam wondered.

“Of course. It was amazing.”

“Including the part where you weren’t allowed to touch me?”

Liam resisted an urge to kiss Victoria’s shin; the stupid massage oil wasn’t good to get on the lips either. If he’d been planning ahead, he would have kissed it before applying the oil. At least he had that plan in his thoughts going forward.

“It was difficult to keep my hands off you, but it kind of enhanced the experience, I’d say.”

Victoria subtly nodded. “I’m happy you feel that way. I do sometimes like to include stipulations and restrictions. I’ve found that they enhance things, as you said.”

“It’s not just because you like being in control?” Liam teasingly asked.

Victoria met his gaze, unashamed. “Just as often, I like being controlled.”

It was a shot of pure adrenaline to his heart. Nodding dumbly, Liam fumbled his thumbs on Victoria’s right leg, then needed to shake his head and refocus on the massage. Yet, a part of him started constructing a library of salacious ideas, just as he suspected Victoria had intended.

He kissed the top of her thigh, then began covering it in oil, then kneading her smooth skin. His mouth drifted close to Victoria’s sex as he worked on her upper thighs. Mouth inches from her skin, his eyes lifted. They found permission staring back at them.

Seconds later, he kissed her right above her clit. Victoria shifted, slightly separating her legs. Liam’s lips lowered, then kissed her clit. Using his tongue with marginally less skill than he might have done so with his fingers, he rolled it over the sensitive pearl. The intensity of Victoria’s breathing amplified, so he did it again. And again. And a few more times.

Gripping her thighs, he helped spread her legs further. She let him have this control over her. She let him situate his knees on the sun lounger, settling in place between her legs. And she let him interrupt her massage with his lips and tongue. Fingers pressing into her thighs, keeping her legs apart, Liam did his very best—and Victoria arched into him because of it.

He tasted and kissed her, kept making her wetter and wetter, and found her slightly sweet. It wasn’t just the powerful aroma of the vanilla covering most of her body, though that was there too. Much like with the massage, he started slow, gradually increasing pressure and speed over time, and stayed consistent in the motions he made with his tongue. The rules were often the same: consistency and good technique would always be appreciated over random freestyling.

And it was appreciated. He finally heard what Victoria sounded like when she moaned. When it happened, she also thrust her hand down her voluptuous body and grabbed his shoulder, using him as an anchor. Her knees climbed higher, her body shaking, and she moaned in a breathy, beautiful tone.

“Again,” Liam commanded.

A handful of seconds later, she did so. The stunningly beautiful woman melted under the attention he gave her with his mouth. Summer arrived, and the ice thawed.

Victoria’s climax brought Liam as much pride as any he’d ever caused. She whispered his name, inciting him to keep up the pace he’d found. As was typical, her favored area was her clit, though she’d asked for—and he’d happily provided—attention along other parts of her pussy. He’d used his tongue to its fullest talent, and now he slid his tongue in short, relatively quick motions across her clit.

It brought the bands of bliss down onto her; she tightened, gasped breathily, and climaxed. Liam looked up and watched Victoria’s massive breasts as they heaved, feeling an unparalleled sense of accomplishment at having delivered her to such a state. He’d officially returned the favor from last night.

“Should I go for another?” he asked.

Slightly surprisingly, Victoria shook her head. “If you do, I’m going to make you stay there for the entire morning. Finish your massage, Liam. My tits are right here, waiting.”

He climbed off his knees and returned to his feet. Still coming down from her high, Victoria lowered her legs. Her eyes remained slightly less focused than before as he applied several lengths of glistening oil on her flat belly—then kissed the untouched areas of skin between them for good measure. This was no shorter of a portion of the massage than any other, so her tits, fantastic as they were, had to wait a while longer.

He experienced her abdominal muscles, knew that her core never went neglected in the gym, and worked to relieve her tension—some of which he’d caused with his previous act. As ever, he left her skin smoother than it’d been, glowing with golden hues and smelling strongly of vanilla.

Finally, his attention arrived upon the sexiest pair of tits on Earth. From their marvelous size to their perfect shape, Liam found his heart zooming as he stared at them.

“I want to suck on them so badly,” he admitted.

“You’ll have a chance to prove that you’re good at doing that too,” Victoria said.

“I get to fuck them and suck them? This island really is a paradise.”

“Isn’t it, though?” Victoria asked, briefly looking out toward the beach. The waves lapped in, smooth and gentle. The morning was finally starting to get warm, as well. Again, there were no rain clouds in sight.

“Are they sensitive?” he asked.

“You’ll find out pretty soon,” Victoria said.

“When did you become so cagey?” he complained.

Victoria chuckled softly. “When did you become so impatient?”

“The right word is ‘eager,’ ma’am,” Liam said.

Victoria snorted, but amusement lifted one corner of her mouth. “Fine. They’re sensitive. Uncommonly, even, given their size. Lucky you.”

“Lucky me,” Liam agreed. “Will you let me suck on them afterward?”

“Yes,” Victoria said.

“And could I have that titfuck while we shower? In the outdoor one?”

Victoria lifted her head and looked toward it, though neither of them could see it from here, blocked as it was by the bure. “It won’t be as good as what I intended, which was to have us swap positions right here. Water’s not a great lubricant, after all. I’m sure a talented masseuse like yourself is aware of that fact.”

“Seeing you on your knees will make up for it.”

Victoria rolled her eyes but assented to his idea. With that all settled, Liam poured a copious amount of massage oil on her amazing breasts, quietly celebrated, and then finally put his hands on them.

He flexed his fingers. At their widest, his palms on her nipples, his hands couldn’t reach the edges of her breasts—not unless he first compressed her breasts quite a bit. His excitement built. For right now, of course, but also for when he’d get to test his next theory: that she might be able to completely smother his cock between her breasts. Today was on track to be as amazing as yesterday.

For the penultimate time this morning, Liam started slow. He gradually built up the intensity of his massage, staying consistent in how he titillated Victoria Moreno. Her breasts gleamed under the favor of the sun, which had steadily climbed higher and higher as the earliest hours of the morning gave way to mid-morning. Under his favor, they experienced something sublime.

Victoria wore a contented smile as she lifted her head and kissed the back of his wrist. Reaching out with her hand, she began to feel his cock through his shorts. More now than ever before, she seemed like a totally different person. Satisfied, content, floating on a warm current. He adored the rare chance to see her so relaxed. Her intensity took a brief respite. One of its first in years, based on the history she’d explained to him in their texts.

She breathed out a sigh of gratitude as he swirled his fingers around all sides of her breasts. She bit her lower lip when he started drawing his attention toward her lovely areolae, then eventually quaked, delighted, when he played with her nipples. He’d known he needed to do this even before she’d sent him that peek of them in her most recent picture. It wasn’t just a desire but a visceral need. He could have gone without water today, but he couldn’t go without stimulating Victoria’s breasts.

“I have another question for you, Liam,” Victoria said. He was several minutes into attending to her breasts, having elicited several pleasurable sighs. She was in a realm of sensitivity higher than Tess and Avril but lower than Anna. He hoped, like Anna, she could climax from breast play.

“Shoot,” he said.

“How long have you been fucking my colleague?”

He blinked and momentarily lost focus on the massage. “Well… for a while.”

“How long is ‘a while?’”

He waffled slightly, which caused Victoria to open her eyes. Some of that intensity flowed back into her striking eyes.

“Specifically, since winter break,” he finally said.

“And Avril?”

“Since… winter break.”

“And Anna?”

“Since winter break,” he repeated, feeling like a broken record. “Sort of. That relationship is going much slower. We’re taking things at a pace she’s comfortable with.”

“And now me, but in spring break.” Victoria scoffed, amusement smoothing over the harsher edges of her stare. “It appears you have your own unique type of ‘mating season.’ Any event that ends in the word ‘break.’ How many more women will you pick up when the longest break of them all, summer break, arrives in a couple more months?”

Liam’s face colored. “I’m not—it’s not like that. It’s just you four.”

“Just us four? How humble of you. Magnanimous, even.”

Liam didn’t have much of a response. He merely shrugged.

His silence brought another smile to Victoria’s face, and she glanced in the direction of the other women’s bure. “So, I’m the last woman you want to possess?”

“I wouldn’t say it like that.”

“But I would,” Victoria said, returning her gaze to him. “And I won’t be upset if you whisper things like that to me from time to time.”

Liam immediately swallowed and nodded.

“Finish playing with my tits, Liam, then finish the massage. You clearly need a drink before I let you start sucking on my nipples.”

He broke his one rule; he hurried. The last part of the massage, the front of her shoulders and again on her neck, ended up slightly rushed. Victoria didn’t hold it against him.


Chapter Twenty-One

Her Very Best

His fingers were trembling with excitement in the final seconds of the massage. They wanted to leap off Victoria’s skin, a desire that would typically seem ludicrous, worthy of a psychological evaluation while straitjacketed. But the only way he could bring his lips to Victoria’s amazing tits was to finish the massage, get them both some hydration, and let Victoria wipe the massage oil off her breasts. Then, fulfilling a quietly simmering desire he’d probably first started developing the very night he’d met her, she’d let him kiss, suck on, and bite her sensitive body to his heart’s content.

And it would take a lot to make his heart content.

“I think that’s enough,” Victoria whispered. The contentment in her voice was beginning to give way to a tide of desire. She was excited. She wanted them to head to the next step, too.

“Was it a good massage?” Liam asked.

“My skin hasn’t felt this good in months,” Victoria said, eyes withholding nothing as she looked at him. “I’m certain I’ll crave more like it in the future.”

He grinned, heart practically doing flips. “I’ll see if I can’t work you into my busy schedule.”

Victoria rolled her eyes. “I also very much appreciated how willing you were to go between my legs with your mouth. I can’t say I’ve ever experienced quite so enthralling an intermission before today.”

“I aim to please,” Liam said proudly.

“I believe you,” Victoria said, finally beginning to sit up. “I can understand how you’ve managed to be so successful with the others. If you’re consistently this diligent, especially. It’s a rare trait, especially in men your age.”

“Does that mean I officially have Professor Moreno’s respect?”

Victoria reached out to grab his shirt, then pulled him forward into a deep, passionate kiss. Her voice was breathy and seductive, her lips scant centimeters from his.

“You’ve had it for quite some time. Otherwise, I never would have started sending you those pictures. What you’re currently doing, Liam, is reinforcing the beliefs behind those acts.” Her eyes shimmered. “And making me wonder what I should plan for us.” She paused, thoughtful. “I could tell you were very, very aroused during some of the happenings in strip poker. Did you have a favorite moment?”

“When you and Tess were making out,” Liam whispered back. He didn’t need to think about it. There’d been numerous enthralling moments, but that one stood out most of all. “It was so sexy.”

“Now, that is a more typical trait for a man your age,” Victoria said. Lifting her hand, she ran her thumb over his lower lip. “But consider it taken under advisement.”

Liam didn’t have much room to nod, but he did his best. Afterward, Victoria sent him inside to grab them both something to drink. While he handled that, she planned to make her breasts ready for his mouth. The only thing that could have made things better would have been if Tess had shown up, seen Victoria’s state, and decided to repeat last night’s fun just as he came back out to the deck.

Well… he got two-thirds of that wish.

After grabbing himself and Victoria each a tall glass of ice water, he hurried back into the sun with much more than a simple kick to his step. Only to immediately lurch to a complete stop, the ice clinking angrily against the glass, like a cussing driver did after being forced to slam on his brakes by the driver right ahead of him.

Tess was there, and she was looking over Victoria’s naked body. Her darker eyes scanned her voluptuous colleague’s oiled body, a hint of a smile on her face. The two of them spoke quietly enough that Liam couldn’t overhear.

Unfortunately, things didn’t escalate into a renewed make-out session. Even worse, his chance to spend another twenty to thirty minutes alone with Victoria was over. The other women in their group had waited long enough.

Both women noticed as he approached, a cold glass in each hand. Letting that same chilliness help him keep his cool, he handed Victoria her glass, said hello to Tess, then took a long drink from his glass.

“I see that you’ve managed to reveal another of your many talents to Victoria,” Tess said.

“He did exceptionally well,” Victoria commented. “You taught him rather well?”

Tess smiled. “It helps that those talented hands are attached to a mind that’s so willing to learn.”

“We were just talking about that, actually,” Victoria said. “It earned my compliment, as well.”

“I do my best,” Liam said, shrugging. Oddly, he felt more flustered now than he’d ever gotten last night. Maybe it was how two professors talked about him, like he was one of their favorite students, both agreeing that he had a lot of potential. For some reason, it made him a little self-conscious—even if it also made him somewhat happy.

“You always do,” Tess said, beaming at him. “But it’s also been about two hours since you visited us. We’re ready to head out and look for a good beach to relax on. So, while Avril and Anna gather what we bought yesterday and get some more things from the resort for a picnic by the waves, I’m here to get you two.”

Liam must have appeared crestfallen, for Tess lifted an eyebrow. Heaping further doses of dismay onto his tastebuds, Victoria didn’t try to buy them extra alone time.

“I didn’t realize so much time had passed,” Victoria said, standing up for the first time in nearly two whole hours. She took a long drink. “I’ll go get into today’s swimwear, then be right back. You wouldn’t happen to have anything left at your bure of the breakfast I heard you ordered from the resort?”

“There’re some leftovers, yes. Enough to tide you over for our brief jungle hike, so remember to put a little more on, as I have.”

Tess motioned to the visible bikini straps underneath her breezy, off-white shirt. Victoria nodded, then gestured toward Liam.

“Come on, Liam. I’ll let you pick what I wear.”

As far as consolation prizes went, it wasn’t the worst one in the world. But knowing that he was about to cover up Victoria’s delicious nipples, not get the chance he’d been salivating over for… well, weeks or months at least, certainly deflated him. Once they were back inside their bure, digging through their suitcases, Victoria rubbed his shoulder.

“It’s a delay, not a cancellation,” the buxom brunette assured him, appearing amused by how disappointedly his shoulders had sagged. “And after a luxuriating day at the beach, I’ll need a long shower to wash off all the salt and sand.”

That was enough to unburden most of the weight. Not all, but enough. Seeing a few of Victoria’s bikinis also helped revive his good mood. Knowing that Tess was waiting for them, he didn’t get to mull his options as much as he might have liked, but he picked one he knew he’d love seeing her in for the rest of the morning and much of the afternoon. And then love seeing her escape from once they were underneath the warm outpour of their shower later today.


Chapter Twenty-Two

White Sands, Clear Waters

The decision the others had made while waiting for him and Victoria was to cut across the island, heading through the forest to reach one of the eastern-facing beaches. With how thin the island was, it was maybe half a mile from one side to the other, so it wasn’t much of a trek. The forest was dense and gnarled, however, so their idyllic vista still required a little bit of trudging. Liam ended up with more than one scratch on his forearms as he maneuvered branches out of the way, and three separate roots tried to trip him up.

After he’d picked both his and Victoria’s outfits, they returned to Tess, who escorted them back to her, Anna, and Avril’s bure. Once there, Victoria resolved some of her slight hunger pangs with the leftovers in their mini-fridge. Anna and Avril returned before long, likewise dressed for a brief excursion into an island rainforest.

The former had a cooler basket at her elbow, which he assumed she’d picked up at the resort. The latter, face buried in a small map of the area, spoke and pointed animatedly at something on it.

“Welcome back,” Tess said as the younger women arrived. “I’ve collected the other two members of our wayward group.”

Avril looked up from the map. Although Victoria’s skin had long since absorbed any signs of the golden massage oil, the younger woman squinted at the older woman’s collarbone and neck.

“Took you two long enough,” Avril said. “Well, grab what we need while Anna and I load up the basket, and let’s go.”

Along with numerous beach towels, sunscreen, a cooler specifically for drinks, and all the other standard amenities for a day at the beach, Avril asked him to remove the beach umbrella from the center of the deck’s table.

“Stick it in the sand once we’re there,” she said. “We can use it as shade.”

Both shade and shades were clearly on the women’s minds. Each of them had sunglasses on, though Tess’s sat on her head, not yet in use. Thanks to Victoria’s last-second suggestion, he also remembered to grab his pair. When they departed, after he made a well-received suggestion to bring along their deck umbrellas as well, he left them hooked on his shirt’s collar, waiting for the time when he needed them.

With everyone loaded up with beach supplies for the day, no one wanting to have to return to the resort until much later in the day, they headed into the forest. Between the paths, signs, and Avril’s map, there was no chance of getting lost. Especially when they were walking all of two thousand feet.

Upon breaching the dense forest’s eastern wall, sand so white that it was almost blinding greeted them, and a dazzling blue ocean shimmered just beyond. A diminutive island stood on its lonesome, rocky, uncivilized, maybe half a mile into the sea. Beyond that, they could see the mountainous center of Viti Levu many miles farther away. With some binoculars, perhaps they could have even seen the hilltop they’d stood on yesterday.

“This way,” Avril called, waving the group to follow. She turned south, becoming the first to set her sandals on the sand. They walked for barely a minute before they rounded a bulge in the forest line. Avril stopped and spoke again.

“And feast your eyes on paradise,” Avril said, gesturing ahead of them. There, at the place they’d be staying for the afternoon, an untouched expanse of beach stretched straight ahead. Pure white sands, an ocean lapping at its border, eight hours of sunlight, and four incredibly beautiful women. That was the day’s lazy plan.

It was perfect.

Wherever the island’s landmass sat beneath the waves, visible and even walkable at many places along the stretch of beach, the water turned bright turquoise. Only a few hundred feet out, once the rock was no longer so close to the surface, it returned to its resplendent blue. Beautiful as those sights were, he knew there was a better sight closer by.

After everyone sprawled out their blankets in a line, after they dug holes and stuck and unfurled their umbrellas in the sand, and after they put their coolers under the newly made shade, it was finally time to see some beach attire.

Anna had the least to take off. After removing a crocheted V-neck, she was ready for the beach. Wearing a single-shoulder black bikini top with a mesh cover that showed off more of her left breast than the right, she elected to keep wearing a matching, sheer miniskirt, which reached halfway down her thighs. Raising her sunglasses to stare at the crystalline ocean, she soon noticed him staring at her. Shifting her focus, she brightened an already bright day with a dazzling white smile.

“Make sure to keep her from getting burned,” a sly voice whispered into his ear.

Swinging his gaze to the right, he found Avril ready for sunbathing and swimming as well. Like Anna, she wore black bottoms, though with a large metal hoop on the left side binding it together—and showing off more skin. Her top was black with colorful imprints of various tropical plants across it. Soft red and vivid baby blue, lime green and subtle magenta—she’d brought the rainforest beyond the tree line with her. But… that wasn’t why he stared quite as much as he did. Her top was far more revealing than Anna’s, and Avril grinned as he struggled to free his gaze from her alluringly heavy breasts.

She was in her element. A curvaceous body, skin on display, eyes flickering with the glowing embers of sordid promises. The beach belonged to Avril. But it was his playground, he knew.

“I’ll need lots of sunscreen, too,” the gorgeous redhead whispered.

His playground wasn’t yet fully developed, however. On the other side of Avril, standing under the shade of one of their umbrellas, Tess and Victoria began stripping down to their bikinis. Noticing this as well, Avril slid out of the way, though she came back to watch alongside him, pinning her breasts into his arm so both could watch.

Looking to earn something of a tan before the day was out, Tess had chosen a vivid green bikini. Thin spaghetti straps were all that kept her breasts restrained, tied together behind her neck by just a single knot. Similarly to Anna, she’d elected to wear a wrap, though hers wasn’t evenly distributed. It fell to her knee on one beautiful leg, yet barely dropped an inch on the other. It clung tightly to her enthralling curves, like an evening dress might. Only much, much easier to move out of the way should her lover want to kiss her gorgeous thighs.

Which Liam would. He’d also learned his lesson earlier today. Kiss first, apply oil or sunscreen after. It was a lesson he wouldn’t forget anytime soon.

Finally, it was time for a second look at Victoria. Even though he’d picked out her outfit, even though he’d dressed beside her, he wasn’t anymore resistant to her sheer sexiness now than then.

Because of him, she also had on a black bikini. Because of him, her breasts were the most readily displayed, both the inner and outer parts. Who could blame him? She’d brought it along, and she’d let him decide what she’d wear today.

Straps that were a little wider than his hands were the only things covering Victoria’s breasts. They swept around from her back to her sides, then passed diagonally over her breasts, narrowing on their way to crisscrossing in front of her neck, then forming a vital loop around it. Contrarily, for display, not any particular purpose, two very narrow straps crisscrossed in a slouched X over her stomach. All it would take was a single snip; that was it. With a single snip from a pair of scissors at that all-important loop, she’d be topless again.

“Don’t drool,” Avril whispered into his ear, but he only grunted at her.

With how snug the straps were on her breasts, offering their support with glee, Liam could admire Victoria’s unraveling buxomness from unique angles. Hadn’t he gotten enough earlier? After all, he’d done more than just look; he’d put his hands all over her.

Of course not. Never. Not for her, not for Tess, not for Avril, not for Anna. He could never get enough of them. No amount of time or activity would help him develop a tolerance for their indelible beauty.

“Which makeshift pillow is your favorite?” Avril whispered into his ear. “I know which mine would be.”

“Everyone knows which yours would be, Avril,” he responded, which caused her to shrug unapologetically.

“Well, let me know once you’ve decided,” the smiling redhead said. Bending down, she picked up a bottle of sunscreen, then handed it to him. “Enjoy.”

As though he’d been handed a loaf of bread while standing in the middle of a starving crowd, all eyes snapped to him. However, he experienced pretty much the opposite feeling as he might have in that situation. On this secluded beach, where his hands were known to be so skillful, he felt nothing short of ecstatic. And he was definitely in a generous and helpful mood.

There was one problem, though. Who should he pick first? Or should he wait for someone to ask to be first? As with any multiple-choice question, he decided to simplify things. Among the four women, one stood out as the “safe” choice. In this rare instance, he considered the safe choice the best choice.

“Anna, want me to get you first?”

Looking surprised that he’d turned toward her first, that didn’t prevent the dark-haired woman from immediately smiling and nodding.

He joined her on her towel, which she sat on, and imitated the same motions he’d made when warming up massage oil earlier that morning. Acutely aware that this performance had a crowd, Liam didn’t let that stop him. Beginning with Anna’s back, he gently kissed her shoulder, which caused her to shiver. Only then did he start applying sunscreen to her silky-smooth skin.

She let him cover areas beyond the ones she couldn’t reach herself. Up her neck, along her arms, getting her sides. Once he’d covered those areas, she settled onto her back, and he went over her stomach, then her legs. All the while, she blushed. All the while, the others watched. Liam knew they’d want at least the same amount of attention as he gave to Anna, and that he’d also be watched by those he’d already covered in sunscreen—to ensure he didn’t provide the later women more.

It was thrilling, and he was already starting to grow aroused even before he slipped his hands under Anna’s top and covered the revealed part of her breasts with sunscreen. The fact that she so willingly let him, even with an audience, forced him to bend forward and kiss her while he worked. Based on what he could feel with his fingertips, her heart was racing.

“Feel like I hit every spot?” he asked quietly.

“Yes,” Anna said, breathing a little heavily. The sparks of arousal within her turquoise eyes nearly caused him to ask if he could double-check a few key areas. However, he withheld the urge. He’d made one woman safe for a day on the beach.

There were still three more waiting.

He did Avril next, if only because she was the other particularly fair-skinned woman in the group. Feeling his lust flare up with each sultry smile he earned as his hands traveled along her lithe body, he made sure to follow the same procedure he’d used on Anna. That didn’t stop Avril from shifting when he began coating her breasts in sunscreen, causing his fingertips to slip beneath her top and glance against her nipple.

“In-corr-i-gi-ble,” he said.

“And not regretting it at all,” she grinned.

Rolling his eyes, he still kissed her before moving toward the professors in their group.

Unlike the younger women, they’d teamed up. While he’d worked on Avril, they’d started working on each other—almost like they were punishing him for starting with the younger women. Yet, their punishment was also his reward.

Liam spent a handful of moments watching Victoria spread a line of sunscreen down Tess’s right shoulder, then began using her palm to ensure its coverage spread to the places Tess couldn’t easily cover herself. Up to the shoulder, then along the collarbone. Tess leaned her head to one side, giving Victoria better access to protect the back of her neck from the sun’s rays. Watching all this, Liam knew he’d be the first person who needed to crack open their cooler.

“That’s not fair,” he complained as he stepped over to them.

“You were taking too long,” Victoria said, which caused Tess, aware of the irony of that statement, to hide a smile.

“Are you really in a position to complain about something like that?”

Victoria merely shrugged.

After butting in, Tess smiled and let him take over the task of getting the rest of her body. He greedily did so, especially as his hands moved down to her curvaceous sides and hips. He still remembered what she’d mentioned about giving him a chance to see how it felt to fuck her ass. He was hopeful that the chance would arrive sooner rather than later.

So, apparently, did Tess.

“Dinner? Tomorrow?”

Liam nodded. “I’ll set it up when I go to dinner with Avril tonight. On the secluded beach?”

“It needs to be very secluded,” Tess agreed quietly, eyes glowing like burning sapphires.

Heart thumping like the noisiest upstairs neighbor possible—like his upstairs neighbor back at Perrymont—he finished rubbing in the sunscreen on her gorgeous body. That left only one beautiful woman left, though she’d already received more attention from his hands today than all the others combined.

That didn’t stop her from ensuring he didn’t skimp on coating her with sunscreen. Not that he would ever want to speed things up. Rather than gold, he applied white. Across skin that had already felt his touch, already received a bounty on this island that the others hadn’t yet received.

“I’m almost surprised you haven’t suffered a hand cramp,” Victoria said, sliding down her sunglasses to look over them.

“Don’t jinx it for me,” he said, running his hands along her shoulder. His fingertips went a little lower, bumping into one of her breasts. “Besides, I’m pretty sure you’d get blamed if I did.”

“I didn’t force you to give me such a luxurious massage,” Victoria said.

“Didn’t you, though?”

Victoria snorted softly and accepted his touch as it traveled to all the unique places her bikini allowed. That included several trips to the outer and inner areas of her breasts. While Tess watched from not too far away, Liam ran his hand up Victoria’s flat stomach, crossing over the thinner set of crisscrossing straps. With small circular motions, he applied sunscreen just beneath the swell of her amazing breasts. His knuckles regularly bumped into their exposed slopes, and soon enough, his fingertips were gently covering them as well.

“Horny boy,” Victoria whispered.

“I can’t wait to fuck these,” he replied, reaching the last areas that needed to be coated in sunscreen.

Even though she reset her sunglasses, one corner of Victoria’s mouth rose as she shifted out of the shade onto one of the many towels aligned in a row. She wasn’t the only woman ready for some sun. Tess took the towel next to her, and the two voluptuous women began to converse while they let the sun’s soothing heat cascade over them.

Liam went for that drink he so desperately needed. While at the cooler, Avril bumped her hip into his, then went digging for a drink of her own.

“After you’ve got your sunscreen on, want to come out to the water with me and Anna?” she asked, coming up with two cool beverages, not just one. Turning around, she tossed one toward her roommate, who fumbled with the catch, having been expected just to be handed her drink.

“Sure,” Liam said.

With the sound of the waves growing louder as they headed toward them, Liam chugged half of his water bottle before his feet touched wet sand. With a beautiful woman to either side of him, and two more easily accessible once he decided to relax on a towel, he could find nothing at all wrong with his morning. While not quite to its highest point yet, the sun cast warm rays across his body, and a pleasant and consistent breeze kept him feeling as balmy on the outside as he felt on the inside.

God, but he was happy to be here. Not just on this specific beach, not even on this specific island. But on a planet where he could share his affections with all four of these women.

“That sounds fun,” Liam said, stepping back into the present. Avril had just mentioned her desire to go snorkeling at the Blue Lagoon Caves, where they could go swimming through secretive caves beneath an extinct volcano.

“Yeah, the nearby resort is right near a reef, so we can go looking for sea turtles, squids, and whatever else is out and about after our tour. I’d say we can spend most of the day around there; it’s just a short boat ride over. That work for you two?”

“It’s one of the activities I was looking forward to,” Liam said.

“As well for me,” Anna said.

“Just don’t touch the coral. They don’t like that.”

Liam and Anna shared a look.

“I was nine,” Avril huffed. “And in case you’ve forgotten, I was a billionaire brat—no empathy yet. I’m better now.”

“She is,” Anna confirmed, though she glanced at him. “Most of the time.”

“Most of the time,” Liam agreed with a nod.

The first wave lapped at their feet, passing them by on its race up the beach, but still, they kept going. Soon, they no longer stood on sand at all. Walking across a fifty-foot-long patch of igneous rock, they headed towards its inevitable drop-off—of about a foot. The waters around them slowly shifted from turquoise to cerulean, and they soon hopped down from the shelf. Sinking his toes into the wet sand, warm waters lapping at his knees, he stared across the ocean.

“Let’s go out a bit more,” Avril suggested.

They kept walking until the water reached their hips—a little higher for Anna, who lacked a few inches in height compared to her best friend. Surrounded by peerless blue waters, Liam dragged his fingertips over the surface. Nearby, Avril noticed and did the same. With their fingertips inches apart, the ripples they made smashed into one another like colliding armies.

“It’s a pretty good view, isn’t it?” Avril asked.

“And with the best company,” Liam agreed, smiling.

Grinning, Avril swept her fingers over the back of his hand, then up his arm. Kicking forward a step, she swung about and lifted her hands. Both Liam and Anna came to a stop because of it.

“This is far enough.” She shadowed her eyes with a hand, staring back toward the distant beach. “Yeah, far enough.”

“If you say so,” Liam said.

The wind kept the unsubmerged parts of their bodies cool enough, and the three of them relaxed in the balmy waters. Some small chatter followed, headed mainly by Avril, who remained focused on how much he and Anna had so far enjoyed the trip.

“It’s been amazing,” he said. “Obviously. You’ve really outdone yourself this time, Avril.”

Avril beamed with the brightness of the sun.

“Her true calling is that of an event planner,” Anna said. “She’d be excellent at it.”

“I could see it,” Liam agreed. “You bustling about, handling every detail for your wealthy clients.”

“You don’t want that, though,” Avril said. “If I started planning events for others, I’d have less time to give to our sexy, little group.”

“Fair enough,” Liam chuckled. “I wouldn’t want that.”

“Same for you, Anna?” Avril asked.

Anna sighed and shook her head. “No, Avril, I wouldn’t want that either. Your events are always… unique. So, it’s probably for the best that they’re not shared with other people.”

“And how about the advice I give?”

“Your advice too,” the dark-haired woman reluctantly said.

Liam could hazard a guess as to what kind of advice Avril was alluding to. He’d received heaps and heaps of it himself. He wondered about the specifics of whatever advice Avril was referring to, though he didn’t have much time to consider such things.

Still grinning, Avril closed the distance between them and kissed him on the cheek. Pushing into him from his left, she used enough force to propel him into Anna. However, Anna didn’t get out of the way. His arms found themselves comfortably snug against two of the most beautiful women around, on land or sea.

“What did I do to deserve this?” Liam asked, setting a hand on each woman’s lower back. Both stayed enviously close to him.

“A lot of things,” Avril said. “Probably different for each of us, though. If I'm honest with you, I’m a little awed.”

“You? Awed?”

“It happens from time to time,” Avril said, shrugging. Leaning deeper into him, her lips left a warm kiss on his shoulder, and her eyes smoldered like verdant fire as she looked up at him. “Now, spill the details. How did you get Victoria to become interested in you? You didn’t once come to me for any advice on our resident ice queen. Was Tess acting as my replacement?”

“She gave me some helpful nudges,” Liam admitted. “But if it’s not too arrogant of me to admit it, I actually took the lead—for once.”

“Oh? And how did it feel?” Avril kissed his shoulder again.

“Really nerve-wracking at times, but ultimately really good. Especially with how things have worked out.”

Avril nodded sagely. “See? It always feels good to go on the hunt. I’ve been trying to get Anna to learn that same lesson.”

“I’m coming along at my own pace,” Anna complained from his other side. She’d wrapped her arms around his right arm, which kept her wonderful breasts pressed against it. “A little less teasing, please.”

Avril bent to the left and beamed at her best friend. “Never been prouder of you than I was last night.”

Anna blushed. “I would hope you’d be prouder of me when I do something good for other people, not just when I’m willing to play strip poker.”

“Playing strip poker was something good for other people. Me and Liam.”

Anna huffed but mimicked Avril’s earlier gesture. Kissing him on his upper arm, she made it clear that she didn’t intend to let go of him anytime soon. Neither woman intended to. This was their time with him, away from the professors.

“But also, she’s proud of you when you do those other good things,” Liam said, nudging Avril with his arm.

“But of course,” Avril said. “I’ve always been proud of you, Anna, since the day we met. You’re a way better person than I am. When it comes to that sort of stuff, being giving and kind to strangers, I try to imitate you.”

“On the day we met, you pulled my hair and threw mud at me,” Anna quipped dryly.

“Since the day after we met,” Avril quickly corrected.

“Everybody learns from everybody,” Liam said. “Makes the whole world go ‘round.”

Both women nodded. Not much more time passed before he kissed one of them. Intentionally, he started with Anna. Blushing though she might have been, she let it happen. More than that, she arched onto her toes once she saw him staring into her eyes. Permission. Consequence.

He kissed her softly, lovingly, so enthralled by the tenderness and shapeliness of her lips. He felt her arms tighten around him, and he absorbed the warmth spilling off her body. Her eyelashes fluttered with satisfaction as their kiss ended. If it’d just been the two of them, he’d have gone right back in for another.

But he wasn’t, and they’d both known that. Before she could clear her throat impatiently, Liam turned toward Avril. Her emerald eyes shone excitedly, expectantly. He didn’t leave her waiting for very long.

A little deeper, a little longer, he and Avril kissed. Her grip around his arm loosened, which was only so she could sling her arms around his neck and keep him in place as their mouths met. Her fingertips skimmed across his thundering pulse as they made out. Avril was smiling when they finally pulled their lips apart.

“You two are both amazing,” he said, slightly breathless.

Their eyes hadn’t cooled, however. It wasn’t just this. They wouldn’t be heading back to shore for a while.

He kissed them both, again and again. Trading off like a kid who couldn’t decide which thrilling roller coaster was his favorite, Liam made sure to give them equal attention, equal fervor, and equal love. While kissing Anna, Avril ran her hands down to feel his cock through his swim trunks. When he shifted back to Avril, Avril found her best friend’s wrist, then dragged her hand down to his erection. For the next fifteen minutes, there was pretty much always a hand in that vicinity.

He wrapped his arms around their narrow waists, keeping them close—not that either of them would have let the current separate them from him. He kissed Avril’s neck, eliciting a happy purr from her. He nibbled at Anna’s ear, causing her to shiver and briefly add a second hand to his engorged manhood.

“If you want it, you’ll need to ask for it,” Avril whispered into his ear at one point, and he didn’t need her to clarify what “it” was.

He ended his kiss with Anna. Looking between both women, arms slowly bringing them closer together, he asked for it.

“Will you two kiss one another?”

Avril didn’t say anything. She didn’t do anything. She, like him, waited for Anna’s answer.

“Okay,” Anna said. She leveled only a single stipulation at Avril’s excited smile. “But only when Liam’s around.”

“Of course,” Avril said. “At your pace.”

Their kiss was short but unforgettable. Avril closed most of the distance between their mouths, but she ultimately waited for Anna to bring their mouths together. After only a moment of collecting her courage, Anna did so.

Liam’s own lips tingled as the stunningly beautiful women kissed. Brief as it was, both women shut their eyes. Acceptance and attraction coalesced around the three of them, and the water felt even hotter than it had moments ago.

“How was it?” Avril asked afterward.

They hadn’t pulled apart, lips just a few inches apart. Anna’s face was nearly as bright as Avril’s hair, and she breathed the heaviest of the two. Swallowing dryly, Anna glanced toward him. She found something in his captivated stare that sustained her. Imbued her with confidence, maybe.

“It was good. Enjoyable.”

“Better than when you kiss Liam?”

“No.”

Avril tsked. “Well, it was just our first kiss. Give me a few more, and then you’ll know I’m the better kisser.”

Anna did. A few more, and one or two that were particularly passionate and lengthy. Much to Avril's chagrin, she didn’t change her mind about who she enjoyed kissing more. However, that “better” kisser had played spectator for long enough, so he eventually nudged Avril out of the way.

“My turn,” he said, cupping Anna’s face with wet, warm hands.

“Yes,” she said.

Avril watched Liam and Anna share one of several passionate kisses, playfully grumbling about how she thought she’d kissed Anna just as well. Liam and Anna stayed focused on one another.

They had so much in common, including their relative inexperience. These moments were almost as new to him as they were to her. Together, they worked to strip their inexperience away. By the time the trip ended, it’d be impossible to say they were new to at least this shared experience.


Chapter Twenty-Three

Getting Away

They stayed out in the water for a while. While the professors sunbathed, the college students on the trip made out. Not that the older women would have been much good as chaperones. Had they been out here with them, they might have even gotten swept up in the rampant lust rising like steam above the clear blue waters. The water was warm, and they were making it warmer.

Liam ran his hand up to Avril’s neck as he kissed her, then softly massaged Anna’s breast as she waited for her next turn. When her next chance arrived, he felt up both their butts, which caused Avril to slip her hand into his swim trunks. Feeling how hard he was, she grinned.

“Anna’s going to be lucky when she takes you on that private walk of hers,” she said.

“Avril, quiet!” Anna hissed.

“It’s not like I said what you’re planning,” Avril said.

“Be. Quiet.”

“Make me,” Avril purred.

Anna did so by kissing her roommate. Not intending to find himself useless, Liam moved around behind Anna and began kissing her back. Wrapping his arms around both women, he prevented the tide from carrying them closer to the rock shelf and the shore. When Anna and Avril broke apart, Anna immediately looked over her shoulder, and he immediately reclaimed her luscious lips with his own.

“It sucks that the sea is so bad for sex,” Avril complained a little while later.

The frenzied pace of their actions had come down a bit. They were more relaxed, which in and of itself was marvelous, as they kissed and touched one another. They’d probably head back to the shore soon. Liam’s stomach had grumbled once already, which had caused both women to giggle.

“We aren’t having a threesome, regardless of where we are,” Anna said.

“You could just watch,” Avril said, which caused her roommate to splash her with water.

“No, thank you.”

Avril chuckled and kissed her best friend on the cheek. “Don’t worry, there’s no rush. Right, Liam?”

“That’s always been the case,” Liam said, leaning his head against Anna’s. “Like we talked about.”

Anna nodded and even took a bit of initiative over the next few minutes, briefly revving things back up to their earlier fervor. Liam and Avril both wore contented smiles during and afterward.

“So, your breasts are super sensitive,” Avril commented, having noticed how often Anna shivered whenever either of them massaged her breasts. They’d both gotten hands underneath her top various times throughout the past twenty minutes.

“Yes,” Anna admitted. “But that doesn’t mean—”

“Only when Liam’s around,” Avril repeated. “I remember the rule. I’ll follow it. Promise.”

Anna slightly relaxed. “Okay. Thank you.”

“Since Liam is around, could I pull your top up and give them a kiss or two?”

The dark-haired woman shifted slightly. She stayed silent for several seconds, deep in thought.

“If you… both do it, then okay.”

“Liam?” Avril asked, though no one expected him to pump the brakes on this new, arousing development.

“You can ask us to stop anytime,” Liam told Anna.

She nodded. Liam and Avril moved into positions. Together, they lifted Anna’s top, bunching it up right above her large breasts. Fair and soft and so, so sensitive, they awaited the attention soon to arrive. Liam’s whole body buzzed with excitement as he looked at Anna’s breasts. He knew how much Anna loved having her breasts played with. He also knew what might come of this erotic situation.

“So nice,” Avril said.

The compliment caused Anna to blush. Her shoulders were nearly up to her ears, but she slowly relaxed through intentional effort. He and Avril waited until Anna finally nodded, and then they stopped looking and started touching.

A soft kiss for each breast, then many more. He and Avril worked in concert, which grew his respect for the clever but sometimes pushy woman. This wasn’t a competition; they weren’t fighting to see which of them could make Anna experience more pleasure. They were here to provide Anna with a pleasant memory, from start to finish.

As such, they both started at the edges of Anna’s breasts. Even though Avril had only gotten them permission for a “kiss or two,” Anna didn’t say a word as two became twenty. Holding Liam’s hand underneath the water, Anna allowed her boyfriend and best friend to explore her wonderfully large breasts.

Working in tandem, Liam and Avril allowed their mouths to roam across Anna’s breasts. Every so often, as if to ensure neither was dragging behind or rushing ahead, their gazes met. That was their only form of communication; they stayed focused on their work, acting as a team without needing to coordinate verbally.

Anna benefited from their focus, and soft, breathy moans began to slip off her tongue. At nearly the same time, he and Avril swirled their tongues over Anna’s areolae. A short time later, after brief excursions to other parts of her breasts, they returned to kiss her nipples. Not long after that, when Anna was trembling from the foreplay, Liam became the first to take Anna’s nipple into his mouth. Avril wasn’t far behind.

One, two, six. That was how many times Anna climaxed. Each time, she couldn’t hide what was happening. Each time, her lovely, lilting voice rang out, breathier than the last, louder than the last, more ragged than the last. Her sensitive breasts couldn’t resist the pressure on them. Not when lips collected around her nipples and sucked gently. Not when Avril bit lightly, then pulled on Anna’s nipple. Not when Liam ran his tongue over Anna’s other nipple, lapping at it like a wave coming and going again and again.

“This is amazing,” Avril said, running her lips in a line of rapid kisses from Anna’s nipple to her neck. “You’re so sensitive. Fuck, Anna, I want to play with you every single night now.”

“J-Just when… Liam’s around,” Anna panted, shivering as Avril’s mouth reached her jawline.

“Come live with us during the summer,” Avril said, eyeing him.

“If you’re both okay with it, I suppose I could stay over a lot.”

“Yes,” Anna said, nodding and shutting her eyes tight.

“There we are, then,” Avril grinned. “Fuck, this summer break is going to be so much fun.”

Not to be outdone—okay, so maybe there was some slight competitiveness in his actions—Liam rolled Anna’s nipple between his lips, then sucked at the precise intensity he knew she adored. Her cries ramped up, and he and Avril needed to keep Anna from losing her footing and falling backward.

She climaxed—number six, boisterous and beautiful—and then finally called for an end to the arousing experience. Breathing heavily as she leaned on him for support, Anna needed a good minute before she’d calmed down enough to fit her bikini top back over her breasts.

Avril seemed nearly as charged with lust as Liam felt. She couldn’t stop smiling, couldn’t stay still. At one point, her eyes locked onto him.

“You’re going to fuck me so good tonight.”

“You’ll get my very best,” he promised.

Avril grinned and kissed him, practically buzzing with energy.

Eventually, once they’d all come down from their shared high, it seemed appropriate for them to head back to land. At this point, his stomach wasn’t the only one to have growled. They had some chilled sandwiches and fruit sitting in one of their coolers. On top of satisfying their stomachs, it might also help them cool down.

Unless, of course, the two women lounging in the sun near said basket decided they didn’t want things to get cooler. Which very much seemed to be the case.

At some point, Tess and Victoria had decided to go topless. Had they rubbed sunscreen on themselves or let the other woman handle it? Why the fuck hadn’t they called out to him in the ocean, so he might come ashore and do it?!

Maybe they did, and maybe you were just too busy to hear, Liam thought.

How and when it happened, it had happened. As he, Anna, and Avril trotted out of the ocean and returned to their towels and umbrellas, they saw two topless professors lying under the sun. In the past half an hour, Liam had only failed to see Avril’s breasts. That thought was almost amusing, given that she’d likely have been the most comfortable with going topless; he knew he could have simply asked her to do so when they’d gotten here, and he bet she’d have done it.

“Speaking of lovely breasts,” Avril announced as they returned their group to being five.

Tess lifted her head. “Welcome back. Did you all enjoy the water?”

“Water’s fine, but not as fine as you two beauties,” Avril said.

“That’s a terrible line,” Victoria said, not even bothering to lift her head.

“It’s an excellent line,” Avril said. “You just have no taste.”

That brought Victoria’s head up. Behind her sunglasses, sunlight bursting off their reflective surfaces, she eyed Avril.

“We have the same taste. The last twenty-four hours attests to that.”

Avril grinned and made another playful comment. Liam wasn’t listening. His heart was busy making a clamorous celebration inside his chest. For all the other types of confirmation he’d gotten from her, this one, for some odd reason, felt especially solid.

He sat near Tess, watching the human avatars of maverick and stoic parry words nearby. A shoulder bumped into him, directing his eyes toward the second topless woman on the beach. Hopefully, that number would increase before long.

“Behave,” Tess said, looking over the rim of her sunglasses. “I’d like us to have a relatively normal picnic. The debauchery can wait a little while longer.”

“So, I can’t kiss you?” Liam asked. “Because I really want to.”

“I didn’t say that,” Tess said, leaning in slightly closer.

By the time their kiss ended, barely a drop in the barrel of what it would take to cool his desires, Avril and Victoria had finished their verbal swordplay. Nearby, certainly having seen him and Tess kissing, Anna decided to open the cooler with food in it. Everyone gathered in a familiar circle as she began passing out chilled fruits and sandwiches.

Tess got her wish. Their picnic was relatively normal. Sans the topless professors, whose lead Avril eventually followed, and the difficulty Liam had with keeping his gaze at eye level, there wasn’t too much out of the ordinary going on in their area. No suggestions for strip poker recurred, at the very least. Liam had half expected Anna’s eyes to widen while she passed out their food, having found a chilly deck of cards within. It would have been on the lower end of Avril’s many surprises.

But no, not today—not yet today, at least. Other than distracting him as she tossed away her top, her magnificent breasts joining the collection around him, Avril didn’t instigate a thing. Instead, she laid out the plans she’d discussed with him and Anna out in the ocean to the professors. Neither found any issue with her proposed itinerary.

“There are some things to do around the resort, too,” Tess noted. “There’s a tennis court hidden away, and the resort promises some cultural activities.”

“Want a rematch, then?” Avril asked, grinning.

“If there’s time,” Tess said.

“You two play tennis?” Liam asked, gulping down some water from his metal water bottle.

“Of varying degrees, we’re all rich white women,” Avril commented glibly. “We all play tennis.” She nodded at Anna. “She’s probably the best one here. Another of her not-so-shocking skills. If she can’t be on the ice, then put her on the clay—she’ll show her stuff.”

“I’m okay at tennis,” Anna said. It seemed impossible for her to admit her own skill at something, so Liam imagined that Avril was closer to the truth than her slightly embarrassed roommate.

“We should all play,” Avril said. “We can find a day for it, and Liam can be the ref. I’m sure he won’t mind seeing us rushing about in short skirts.”

“A doubles match or a four-person tournament?” Tess asked.

“Doubles,” Avril said, and they all surely saw the glint of a plan coalescing into existence within her beautiful green eyes. “Students versus professors.”

“At which point, we’ll lose, as I’m only okay at tennis,” Victoria said. “The best and the worst player should team up, so there’s a little more mystery about which team will win.”

“I’m okay with that,” Anna said.

“Traitor,” Avril said.

“It’ll be a closer match this way,” Tess said. “More entertaining.”

Avril only grunted and sank her teeth back into her sandwich. So came to be the planned tennis tournament. Not exactly the most exotic of events to participate in while surrounded by a tropical paradise, but Liam suspected that he would enjoy seeing the four women in their tennis outfits, out of breath and panting as they worked to claim victory. When it came to Victoria, it’d certainly be a novel sight, assuming she strained herself to such a point. However, he hoped to find a different way to see her in an exhausted state before that happened.

The rest of the picnic passed by pleasantly but uneventfully. As requested, he behaved. As though it might have been asked of her even before they’d come out here, Avril did the same. They ate and drank and chatted with one another, and no sinful games or opportunities were suggested. Nevertheless, Liam relished how normalized things seemed to be becoming between them all. Three of the four women were topless, yet no one seemed upset or bothered by it. In his estimation, that could only bode well for the group relationship.

And he was starting to think more and more in terms of group situations. Avril probably would have grinned from ear to ear should she have gotten a peek into the sinful list of opportunities budding within his mind. Some for the short term, others for the long term. The latter plans were especially sordid, involving both summer and fall—and yes, the next winter break.

He hoped things between them all would only improve from here. If the path continued upward, he liked his chances for those future hopes. He liked them a lot.

“Liam, are you okay going on our walk now?” Anna asked about twenty minutes later.

They’d finished eating a while ago, after which some relaxation and digestion on their towels had followed. Anna remained the only woman wearing both components of her bikini, though Avril lounged in the shade, not joining Victoria and Tess in the sun. This was probably why. For their walk, which had a minor chance of bringing them across another beachgoer or two, depending on how far Anna intended to take them on this walk.

“Sure, let’s go,” Liam said, smiling as he hopped up to his feet.

Curiously, Anna gathered two rolled-up towels. She asked him to carry their water bottles, and after doing so, they bid the other three women farewell.

“Have fun,” Tess said. Avril echoed the sentiment, though she added a wink directed at Anna.

The two of them left tracks as they headed northward. Because of the way the beach bent eastward, then sharply turned northward, it didn’t take long for them to lose sight of the three gorgeous women staying behind. Not that Liam minded. He had the fourth still with him, and her company was more than enough to keep him in a good mood.

“Be honest with me,” he said, “are you good enough at tennis that I should bet on your team?”

“It would be the smart bet,” Anna said.

Liam grinned, leaned over, and kissed her on the cheek. “I figured it would be. It always is.”

“My mother and I play together a lot.”

“That sounds familiar,” Liam noted. “So, tennis in the summer, ice skating in the winter?”

“Ice-skating year-round,” Anna admitted, blushing slightly.

“Unfortunately, I don’t think Fiji is likely to have a rink.”

“No, I’m afraid you’re right,” Anna said. She turned her dazzling beauty toward him. “But I think I’ll be alright for the week.”

“More than alright, hopefully,” he said. “I can tell I’m walking right into Avril’s newest trap, but I feel like I should offer a reward to whichever team wins in your upcoming match. The only reason she didn’t bring it up is probably because she’s less confident that she’ll now be on the winning side.”

“I imagine you’re right,” Anna said. She bit her lower lip, then glanced behind them as if expecting to find a red-haired skulker pursuing them. “What kind of reward?”

“I’m not sure just yet,” he said. “A romantic one, maybe? A zesty one? It should probably be a bit more than a handshake and a hug, don’t you think?”

“Probably a bit more,” Anna agreed. Compared to the others, the dark-haired heiress usually practiced a little more restraint and subtlety. Her response followed that tact, but her expression couldn’t sync up with it. Her eyes danced with a heat that bordered on scalding.

“A romantic and zesty one?” Liam said, acting as though he hadn’t seen anything out of the ordinary. He glanced at her. “By the way, now that we’re alone, did you enjoy what happened in the ocean? No worries or regrets over it?”

Anna blushed but shook her head. “It was fine. Erm, fun. I don’t regret that it happened.”

“That makes three of us, I’m sure,” Liam said. “Avril almost seemed as into it as I was.”

“Yes, I… noticed.” She blushed furiously, and Liam hid a smile by rubbing his mouth with the back of his hand. “Avril’s certainly making the most of this trip.”

“I hope we’ll do the same.”

Anna nodded, and in that nod, he saw that that was exactly what she was doing right now. Leading them away from the others would allow her to feel a little less inhibited. And then…

They only walked for a few more minutes. Their destination proved to be more beach, which wasn’t too unexpected. There was no one around, and the three others were a good five minutes away. As had clearly been her intent, they now had some privacy.

Keeping one towel under her arm, she rolled out the other. Once it was settled on the sand, she turned her vivid green eyes back upon him.

“Will you lie down with me, please?”

“Happily,” Liam said.

Even with the sight of an endless ocean, a clear blue sky overhead, and white sands surrounding them, Liam effortlessly stayed focused on the stunning woman lying next to him. On their sides and staring at one another, only inches apart, a smile creased Liam’s mouth.

“Well, we’re alone,” he whispered.

Even as she nodded, the quickness of her pulse betrayed her attempt at appearing calm. “We’re alone.”

“Very, very alone,” Liam continued. He laid a hand on her hip, then watched Anna breathe in. It stayed there, absorbing her warmth into his palm.

“As I wanted us to be,” Anna said, eyes drifting away from his face, down his body.

Liam brought his nose to Anna’s, calling her eyes back up with the subtle change in positioning. “What else might you want, now that we’re very, very alone?”

Without needing a single word, Anna’s mouth answered his question. She enthralled him with the taste of her lips and the shifting of her body until there wasn’t any space between them. She shut her eyes and kissed him deeply. As his hand massaged her smooth side, tracing her curves, she reached up and laid her palm on his cheek. The kiss continued and continued and continued.

“Every time,” Liam whispered.

“What?” Anna asked, pausing long enough to hear his answer.

“Every time my mouth gets near you—any part of you—I’m the happiest guy on the planet.”

Anna blushed intensely but brought her lips back in for another kiss. “Which part of me are you thinking about right now, specifically?”

“There are too many parts to mention,” Liam said. “Your gorgeous mouth.” He kissed her there. “Your soft cheek.” He kissed her there. “Your neck.” He kissed her there. “Your collarbone.” He kissed her there.

Breathing sharply, Anna let him roll her onto her back. Now, on top of her, Liam continued to kiss every enticing corner of her voluptuous body. Her collarbone, her shoulder, her upper arm, then…

“W-Wait!” Anna hastily whispered.

Liam stopped himself. Not just his mouth, but his hands, which had started to lift Anna’s top for a second time in about an hour.

“Too fast, too much?” he asked, though he didn’t think it was either of those things. Not after she’d admitted to having no regrets about what had happened in the ocean.

“No, not that. Not that at all.” Anna cupped his face and kissed him again. “But… I want to do something for you. And… I can’t let you distract me.”

“I’m being distracting?” he asked, eyebrow raised.

“Yes. Very distracting. You’re always very distracting.”

Liam grinned. “I suppose I’ll take that in a complimentary way.”

“As you should.”

“So, I should roll off you?”

“Yes. Please.”

Reluctantly, he returned to his side. Anna did the same, though she then put a hand on his chest and pushed him onto his back. Biting her lip, she moved that hand downward. Over his abs, fingertips tracing the muscles they found, and onto his swim trunks.

“Lift your hips, Liam,” Anna ordered.

There was nothing about what happened next to complain about, so Liam just stayed silent. Without any reservations, he helped Anna grant his cock its first chance to feel Fiji’s heat. It might have been an hour or two later than initially hoped, but there was no use complaining about that now.

“I’d like to do more than I’ve done in the past,” Anna whispered.

“How much more?” Liam asked.

“Could I use my mouth?”

He was halfway to nodding enthusiastically when he glanced toward his throbbing cock. Right. The ocean.

“I want to agree happily, but it’s—and I can’t believe I’m saying this—probably unpleasantly salty right now.”

“I know. That’s what this is for.”

Reaching behind her body, she picked up her water bottle. Liam blinked and said, “Oh. Fair enough.”

“Then… you’re alright with it?”

He stared at Anna glibly. “Annabelle Royce, if you ever ask a question like that again, I just might go tell Avril about it.”

Anna blushed. “I just want to establish consent.”

“You have it. Now, tomorrow, always.”

“Okay,” the beautiful woman said. Her eyes drifted toward the stiff object standing up halfway down his body, in disharmony from the rest of him. Anna flipped up her water bottle’s top, then sat up.

As was famously stated, cold water—and this was ice water—and an erection didn’t typically coincide with one another. Like a turtle hurrying back into its shell. That was usually how things went.

Today, Liam experienced an unusual but memorable break from that established norm. Anna gently tilted her water bottle, and the first trickle of clear, cold water poured itself onto the tip of his cock. Liam immediately sucked in a breath as it streamed down his erection, and Anna quickly ended the stream.

“It’s just sensitive,” he promised. “Not in a bad way.”

That was only mostly true. It didn’t hurt or anything, but it was a weird feeling, like how it felt strange to stick your hand into Jello as a kid on Halloween, having been told it was a brain. It wasn’t that it was unpleasant, just that it was unusual enough to invoke an adjacent response.

It stayed that way when, trusting him, Anna resumed her task. A slow waterfall of icy water chilled his cock, and it might have been enough to do what icy water liked to do to an erection. However, a new source of heat introduced itself to his cock.

Anna’s hand, warm, soft, and gentle, wrapped around his length. As the water streamed out, curling his toes with its gelid touch, her hand worked to spread it across his length and rid any lingering saltiness clinging to it before she took him into her mouth. In the classical battle of heat and cold, the former won out. With Anna’s warm palm gliding up and down his cock, he stayed erect. He remained eager for what was about to happen.

“It feels okay?” Anna asked.

“It’s an unusual combo, but your hand more than makes up for any discomfort.”

Anna blushed, nodded, and continued cleansing his cock. She stared at it intently, almost hungrily. Not almost, actually. Though she didn’t rush, spending a good thirty seconds cleaning him up, she looked incredibly eager to dry him off with the second towel she’d brought along and move on to the task that had led her to isolate him from the rest.

“Avril… says that men always prefer a blowjob to a handjob,” Anna said. “Is that true?”

“Just about,” Liam said, resisting an urge to pry into what other things she and Avril had talked about, as well as when they’d started having such open conversations. “Though a bad blowjob is going to be worse than a bad handjob, I’d say.”

“I hope mine won’t be bad,” Anna said, suddenly looking concerned.

“Did Avril give you some tips on what to avoid?” He knew she must have. She was probably fully aware of her best friend’s plans. This had clearly been what she’d been alluding to earlier.

Face red, Anna nodded.

“Then I’m not worried. Obviously.” He lifted his head enough to nod at his cock. “The opposite, in fact.”

The stream of water ended. Anna placed her water bottle down, then grabbed the second towel. Warm cotton swaddled his cock, and Anna dried off both it and her hand. Some of the chilliness had seeped into him, where it now battled the warmth of the blood pounding through his veins. He wasn’t expecting Anna to add her name to the list of women who’d made him cum in six minutes, but that didn’t keep him from being thrilled about what was about to happen.

Once everything was dried up, Anna removed the towel. The sun quickly began helping warm his manhood back up, even as Anna delayed things a little.

“You’ll say if it’s not good, please?”

“I promise to offer constructive criticism at the end,” he assured her. “But I know how diligent you are about things. This isn’t a spontaneous decision, now is it, Anna? I’m sure you’ve appropriately studied up.”

What a weird thing to say, Liam thought, though it had the desired effect. The tension scrunching up Anna’s brow smoothed out. She slowly nodded, confirming what didn’t need confirming.

No one, not even a person who’d only seen her from afar, would look at Annabelle Royce and think she was a woman of flights of fancy and randomness. “Diligent” was ever the correct word for her. Diligent and meticulous. Because of that, he wasn’t worried. Far from it.

With her courage renewed, Anna shifted. She’d been sitting beside him, but now she moved toward a conspicuous location. Liam spread his legs and made room for her to end up on her knees between them. Her gaze latched onto his cock momentarily, but then it glided up his body and connected with his eyes. She wrapped her hand around it again.

“There’s… one more thing,” the gorgeous woman said.

“What is it?”

“I’d like you to shut your eyes when I… start.”

“Any reason why?”

“I was told it’ll help improve the sensations.”

You’re really worried that I’m not going to like this, huh? Liam thought. He knew better. Anna was always good at things; he was still receiving more proof on the regular, just as he had when he’d learned she was considered the best tennis player in the group.

“Okay. Just say when.”

Anna nodded and lowered her mouth to a familiar location—right above the tip of his cock. With her hand stabilizing his cock, she repeated a favorite action. She spit on it. A lot.

From the moment he’d recommended how beneficial saliva could be, pretty much repeating the mantra Avril had drilled into his skull about lubrication, she’d diligently accepted his advice. Even now, when his cock was destined for somewhere plentifully wet, she didn’t skip the step. She could have, and maybe he should have pointed that out, but…

Liam’s arousal spiked as saliva slipped between Anna’s luscious lips and landed on the tip of his cock. As she spread it with her hand, and as his cock transitioned from feeling warm to feeling like a metal rod stuck inside a furnace. The final vestiges of chilliness in him, lingering around at a few random spots on his cock, melted away.

“Okay,” Anna said. “Please, close your eyes, Liam.”

“Okay,” he said, swallowing. She was still pumping her hand, and already, he was beginning to experience a racing heart. “Thanks for doing this for me, Anna.”

“I want your trip to be special.” She glanced into the distance. “I don’t want to fall too far behind.”

“I don’t think you’re behind at all. I don’t ever want to stop dating you.”

Anna blushed but smiled. “Good. I’m looking forward to having my boyfriend be on the same campus as me next fall.”

“So am I,” he said, slowly closing his eyes. He smiled too.

The following few seconds, during which Anna’s hand stopped, but no warm, soft set of lips introduced themselves to his cock, magnified his anticipation. His body yearned for the impending sensation, so much so that he needed to force himself to keep his hips on the towel, not lift them toward Anna’s mouth. He knew this wasn’t going to be the best blowjob of his life, yet he didn’t care.

It would be the first one he received from Anna, the first she’d ever given. With it happening here, on an isolated beach, thousands of miles from home—well, that added to things. In terms of memorability, this would be hard to beat. He was ready for the next several minutes to etch themselves into his mind.

Eyes closed, feeling the sun’s dependable warmth on his face, Liam balled his hands into fists. He needed only to suffer for a few more seconds. Hearing Anna draw in a deep, steadying inhale, followed by a slow exhale, he knew she was ready.

Right after, the most beautiful set of lips he’d ever seen or felt brought themselves to his cock. It was their first time, and after the experience she gave him here today, he desperately hoped it would be far from the last.

Still, for all his confidence in her, he was worried about teeth. It was only natural. Even though he’d been far from experienced before encountering Avril on that fated day a few months ago, he hadn’t been quite as sheltered as Anna. He’d had a few blowjobs before, and a bad one or two were mixed into his memories. It had been due to inexperience, of course, as was typically the case.

This wasn’t going to be that, however. Anna’s lips caressed his glans as she lowered her head. He felt only soft, moist sensations along his length. Her lips, her tongue, no teeth. Nothing unpleasant. Liam’s initial tension ebbed. He’d been right, of course. Anna wouldn’t have offered this gift without first being sure of what she was doing.

She took him to the beginning of her throat, though she wisely didn’t try to start deepthroating him immediately. That was the one thing he didn’t expect to happen today. He suspected that Avril, assuming she had a prominent role in Anna’s preparation for today, would have suggested that she not even try it. Not for her first time.

After coaxing a shiver out of him with the first plunge of her lips, Anna made him wait for the second. She removed his cock from her mouth.

“No issues?”

“None. It was great.”

He heard her exhale again, sounding relieved. However, she didn’t wrap her lips around his cock again for several minutes. Instead, she began a well-planned attack on his sanity. Avril was probably also to blame—or to thank—for this.

Anna kissed his thigh, then began to work one of her hands over his balls. She kissed his thigh again, closer to the root of his cock. Working a slow but methodical path inward, she left splotches of intense warmth on his skin. Closer and closer, and then she kissed the side of his cock.

Liam breathed in, unable to hide his excitement. He squirmed a little, and Anna’s perceptive eyes must have picked up on it. Her lips left him dizzy and dialed up to eleven, bursting at the seams. She kissed his cock over and over with her plush lips. His heart raced, and he fought against a desire to open his eyes and see such a polite and proper woman doing something so undeniably lewd.

After kissing him all over, her tongue swiped up the underside of his cock. At that, Liam groaned, so Anna did it again. Again. Several more times, in fact, including a few times where she swept her tongue around onto his glans. Each time, he grew a little more unraveled—and she could plainly see the effects of her work.

“If you weren’t such a wonderful person, I’d almost accuse you of torturing me,” he whispered hoarsely.

Even with his eyes shut, he could almost see Anna’s beaming smile through his eyelids. “I’m just being thorough.”

“Yes, you are,” he growled lustfully.

“I know I’m not… quite as experienced as the others or all that comfortable with sex talk, so I want to make sure I’m focusing on the things I think I can be good at.”

“You’re definitely very good at everything you’ve done so far,” he said.

“Thank you, Liam,” Anna said.

She returned to the task of hammering at his sanity and self-control. He felt like he was melting, and the sun had barely anything to do with it. Anna’s soft lips and gentle tongue plied him apart, chipping away at his composure like a chisel to soft marble. He was breathing heavily before long, and he realized that he could probably cum if she kept doing this for another few minutes.

He wouldn’t be embarrassed by that, but then it wouldn’t really be a blowjob. However, before he could decide how he wanted to explain this to Anna, planning to compliment her skills at the same time, Anna finished her foreplay. Finally, he was allowed to open his eyes, and the sight of Anna was enough to supercharge him with arousal.

On her knees, lips moist where they hovered above his cock, eyes glinting because of her own aroused state. It was enough to turn a man into a puddle.

“When you’re ready to cum, will you say something? Maybe tap my hand too?” Anna asked.

He felt her place it on his thigh, so he nodded. “You don’t want me to cum in your mouth?”

“No, I do,” she said. She cleared her throat, sounding flustered. “If you want that, I mean.”

“I really, really do.”

“Okay. I just want to make sure I’m, um, still around you when you do.”

“Got it. I’ll let you know when.”

It’s not going to be all that long, Liam thought. Amped up by her foreplay, he anticipated that she’d have him ready to explode relatively soon. Still, some foolish masculine pride caused him to want to hold out for as long as he could.

He inhaled excitedly as Anna surrounded his cock with her lips. She’d wrapped a few fingers around the base of his cock for stability. Then, at long last, she began to give him the first blowjob she’d ever given.

She bobbed her head gently, gliding her lips over his sensitive skin. He appreciated that, knowing she wasn’t in a hurry to be done. He hoped she was at least enjoying this half as much as he was. It seemed like she was, though he’d ask about it afterward.

Right now, choosing to shut his eyes again, he focused solely on the sublime sensations echoing through his cock and into his body. With her steady diligence, Anna brought him to the beginning of her throat repeatedly. At first, she focused primarily on that—the rhythm, keeping her lips connected with his cock, acclimating to his size. In short order, however, she started using her tongue again. Swirling, licking, bringing about his downfall.

“This is so good,” Liam said, quivering with bliss.

Anna hummed her answer, which heaped even more pleasure into his throbbing cock. She’d clearly asked for advice on more than just the absolute basics.

Thank you, Avril, thank you, Anna, Liam thought, sighing happily.

Like a locomotive leaving the station, Anna gradually picked up speed. Even that was steady and smooth. She wasn’t in a rush. He supposed that implied a degree of confidence, actually. Rather than trying to get him off as quickly as she could, as a way of covering up her lack of inexperience, Anna opted for the opposite. It’d be one of the things he complimented her about afterward.

Eventually, she reached a speed where the telltale noise of a blowjob couldn’t help but begin occurring. Sounds that were the antithesis of how he saw Anna in his mind. Well-mannered, soft-spoken, a little demure.

With her lips practically suctioned against his cock and covered in her saliva, there was no halting the sounds. Not unless she slowed way down. With each bob of her head, the boisterous, lewd noises of her work filled the otherwise tranquil environment. For a little while, Liam simply listened, focusing on his hearing more than his other senses. It was enthralling, tantalizing. He almost opened his eyes again, wanting to see the sight of the woman creating those sounds with her rigorous motions.

“God, this is amazing,” Liam said, opting to speak rather than look. “I hope you feel the same way.”

Anna hummed affirmatively, and Liam grinned.

“The next time you want to head off somewhere alone, just say so.”

With the hand on his thigh, she removed all but her forefinger. Beginning to move it on his thigh, it took him a moment to realize that she was scribing the word “OKAY” onto his skin. It was their newest deal. More of a contract, almost. Etched onto his body.

At long lost, his cock was beginning to desperately desire its chance to release all the cum he’d saved up since this morning. It had thought its first chance for release would involve Victoria’s tits. Anna’s mouth was a worthy substitute.

“I’m about to cum,” Liam whispered, feeling his heart pound against his chest. He grabbed the towel with one hand, fingers sinking into the sand underneath it. Body tense, Liam repeated what he’d just said and remembered to tap the back of her hand.

Anna didn’t slow down, withdraw her lips, and finish him off with her hand, which she very easily could have done. Instead, as she’d said she wanted, she aimed to make him cum in her mouth.

He reached down his body with his hand, located hers, and clutched it tightly. His willpower bowed before her efforts like a young tree would to a storm’s ravaging winds. He felt ravaged. His bliss reached the top of the cup, then overflowed.

“Anna, you’re making me cummm!” he gasped.

She immediately tightened her lips around his cock, kept bobbing her head, and accepted the thick spurts of sticky seed that he coated the roof of her mouth with.

He came undone, feeling his unbridled pleasure expand through him like an umbrella coming open. Starting at his cock, it spread. He felt good there. He felt good in his knees. He felt good in his core, deep, deep down. Everywhere. He felt so good.

His cum came gushing out, and he groaned gleefully. His hips finally arched up, his body submitting willfully before the pleasure that poured out of him. In that transient moment right as his release began, he felt both endlessly alive and thoroughly exhausted. Filled to the brim yet drained entirely.

He gave Anna everything he could. What belonged to her, for her efforts. What had initially been waiting for Victoria. She received it all, accepted it all. His eyes ended up opening as he climaxed, so he saw her eyes widen at the forcefulness of his ejaculation. But she kept herself steady, lips wrapped around his cock, hand taking over the goal of pumping the rest of his seed out of him.

Euphoria seeped deep into Liam’s bones. He smiled lovingly at Anna, whose gaze soon connected with his.

“You’re just so talented at everything,” he said. “It’s almost not fair to the others.”

With his cock still in her mouth, she blushed. It almost felt ludicrous. Yet, in the same manner, it felt very Annabelle Royce.


Chapter Twenty-Four

Not Yet

With some difficulty, Anna swallowed everything he’d poured into her mouth. He’d definitely given her a lot to deal with, so she struggled with her first experience a little more than he might have intended. But if anything, that was her proof, wasn’t it? Proof that he’d thoroughly enjoyed what she’d done for him. To him.

That didn’t stop him from practically burying her in compliments. He didn’t hold back. He hadn’t a moment ago, so he didn’t now.

Anna blushed throughout but didn’t try to stem the flood of compliments. Quite the opposite, in fact, as she looked rather pleased with how things had gone. It was obvious that he wasn’t just buttering her up. She’d truly given him a wonderful experience, and they both reveled in that truth.

While drinking heavily from their water bottles, Anna eventually pressured him to offer some critiques. Overall, they were pretty lukewarm, just things that might amp the experience up a little more. Next time, she might consider pausing long enough to trade a few lurid sentences with him. Minor things like that. As a whole, he was completely satisfied. It had to be written all over his face.

“I’m glad it was good for you,” Anna said. “I also want you to feel good… like you make me feel.”

Liam grinned and leaned into her, kissing her neck and jawline. “If you lie down, I could tilt those odds back toward you.”

Anna’s pulse thudded against his lips. “I was thinking we could stay away from the others for a little longer.”

Grinning, Liam gently pushed Anna onto her back, positioning her where he’d laid a little while ago. He didn’t ask her to close her eyes. Instead, he let the attention of his fingers and mouth, working from her throat to her breasts to her pussy, make her shut them. Tightly. For a prolonged stretch of time. With her crying out over and over during most of it.

About half an hour later, two thoroughly satisfied lovers made their way back to the others. The three topless others, who all noticed but said nothing—even Avril only smiled coyly—as they returned. Once they were all together again, a far more typical beach experience followed.

Time on the beach, time in the ocean, time walking, lounging, swimming. Enjoying the waves as they lapped against their ankles, submerging themselves in the gleaming blue water, chatting merrily on their towels. All would occur, and Liam couldn’t find a single thing to complain about the many hours he spent on this secluded beach with four exquisite women.

In all the cosmos, vast as they’d looked last night, there was no place he’d rather be, no experience he’d trade this one for. This day shot up the rankings, approaching the best of them. When they lounged, when they got active, when they transitioned from one to the other. It was sublime. It was paradise.

“So, who’s getting buried up to their neck in the sand?” Avril eventually asked, revealing that she’d stowed away some mini-shovels—real ones, not the plastic kind—among the items she’d brought.

The other four members of the group all shared a single look.

Avril’s complaints were loud but harmless, as were the threats she hurled at them when they walked away from her. Buried up to the neck in sand beside their towels, she struggled to no avail as the rest of them walked into the ocean, where they were mostly incapable of hearing the vivid details of her promised acts of retribution.

After snapping a few pictures for posterity, they’d leave her like that for a good twenty minutes, though Tess and Anna had been kind enough to move one of their umbrellas over to protect her from the sun’s glaring rays. By now, it was beginning to get hot enough to stick a few pinpricks of sweat on their bodies, and Avril’s fair skin was likely to burn if she laid out in the way that Tess and Victoria had. So, while the rest of them went to cool off a little in the ocean, Avril would have to survive thanks to the umbrella shade.

When they returned and unburied her, it was a sight worth every possible bit of revenge Avril might seek. Coated from neck to heel in sand, the redheaded woman finally found a look that didn’t flatter her stunning figure. Even then, shaking off sand like a wet dog, doing her best to cover them while she did so, her curves remained unmistakable.

“No, Avril, stop it!” Anna cried, running from her best friend, who followed in her wake like a recently uncovered mummy, bits of sand flying intentionally in Anna’s direction.

They only began discussing going back once the sun had started dipping beyond the trees at their backs. After a full day of sun and fun, never once seeing anyone but themselves on their chosen beach line, the decision was made to head back to the resort. It was partly due to the elongating shadows of the trees, which had forced Tess and Victoria, both looking to keep tanning, to move their towels closer to the ocean. They couldn’t go much farther, or they’d start getting their toes tickled by the encroaching tide. It was partly due to the hunger beginning to gnaw at a few bellies. And, at least for Liam, it was partly due to his excitement to take a shower.

Mostly, actually. For him, it was mostly due to his excitement to get back to his bure, then finally see the shower hidden away on one side of its deck. That was why he didn’t mind when the suggestion of heading back came up. He was more than ready to head back to the resort.

So, after a complete day on the beach, more complete than any beachgoing day Liam could ever remember, they packed up their things, threw their clothes back on, and trekked back into the narrow strip of forest between them and the resort. Carrying one of their umbrellas and some towels, Liam walked beside Avril. The forest was dimmer, letting hardly any light pass through its bulwark of branches and leaves, so they walked at a slower pace, careful of anything that might sprain an ankle and put a damper on an otherwise phenomenal day.

And this is just the second day, Liam thought, taking in that understanding with almost breathless excitement. Tomorrow sounded like it’d be pretty busy, snorkeling and sightseeing. And maybe that tennis tournament. And, most importantly of all, his romantic dinner with Tess.

But first, he thought, eyes drifting toward tonight’s dinner partner. She’d long ago cleansed herself in the ocean, so there wasn’t any sand left on her body. But he had updated his profile picture of her to the best of the many pictures he’d taken while she was buried in the sand. He smiled. She noticed.

“Thinking about our date?” she correctly surmised.

“And looking forward to it quite a lot,” he said.

Avril smirked and bumped her shoulder against him. “Closer with every step. The ‘dessert,’ too.”

His nostrils flared with excitement. His libido had fully restored itself over the past many hours since Anna’s blowjob, so he expected he’d be good to go for the evening activities. Starting with Victoria, finishing with Avril. Just confirming that within his own mind began to rev him up.

“We’re dressing up for this, right?” he asked.

“Nope. All casual tonight, baby.”

Liam’s eyebrows knit together. “You changed your mind?”

“Yep,” Avril said, eyeing him knowingly. “I’ve decided to delay our romantic dinner date—and the romantic, sultry experience that follows—until the very final night of our vacation. If I’m not allowed to be first, then I get to be last. ‘Tis only fair.”

Liam glanced over his shoulder, finding Tess and Victoria chatting softly. The former must have mentioned their plans for tomorrow night, and Avril, of course, already knew they’d fucked yesterday. So, she would let Tess be the lead, but she’d be the finale.

“Does that mean I should prepare for another situation like at Carver’s?”

“Fuck no,” Avril snorted. “I’m getting laid tonight, no two ways about it. You just won’t have to strip off an expensive dress beforehand.”

Liam chuckled. “Well, who’d argue with that?”

“A crazy person,” Avril said, bumping him again. “That doesn’t mean I don’t expect to be thoroughly wined and dined, however. I still get you, alone, at the restaurant. Everyone else has already got their share.”

Nodding, not minding that he was being discussed like a pie being divvied up between hungry stomachs, Liam made more small talk with Avril. It wasn’t long before they shoved out of the forest, returning to the familiar sight of isolated bures and the pathways between them.

“Shower up,” Avril said, slapping him on his back. “I’ll see you at the restaurant in thirty.”

He wondered if she also knew about Victoria’s promise to him, though he didn’t think she did. If she had, he would have expected more than just a slap on the back—and maybe for him to give him a little more time than just thirty minutes.

Their group parted, and Liam and Victoria, the latter doing so without saying a word, headed for their bure. For a small tree with a shower head sticking out of it.


Chapter Twenty-Five

A Shared Shower

Thrumming with impatience, Liam almost couldn’t be bothered to return their umbrella to its usual spot. The only reason he did it was because Victoria suggested that he should. He could see it in her eyes, a hint of unwarranted cruelty. She was making him wait, building the tension like a workout band slowly stretched to its absolute limit. It was clear as day; she enjoyed seeing him in a rush—which caused him to fumble things, delaying him even further—to refit the umbrella pole into the slot in the table.

Or perhaps she simply enjoyed knowing how strong a hold the promise of a shared shower had over him.

“No,” he grunted sourly, stopping her when she opened her mouth, possibly to suggest another delay between when they headed to their shower and now.

“I was merely going to say that I enjoyed our time on the beach,” Victoria said. “And ask if you did too.”

Liar, he thought, glaring accusingly at her.

The corner of Victoria’s mouth shifted upward. “You seem rather tense, Liam.”

“Yeah, I didn’t get a massage today,” he growled.

Victoria’s glimmer of amusement stayed in place. “I did. It was pretty good. Surprisingly so, given how young my masseuse was.”

Liam grunted at her, determined to begin getting them heading in the direction of the outdoor shower. His patience had worn thin, and Victoria could plainly see it.

“I’ll grab my shampoo, conditioner, and body wash,” Victoria said, adding the one necessary delay he’d allow. “You can get yours, and a towel or two.”

Liam grunted again but did as was required of him. Together, they headed inside the bure’s indoor shower, grabbed what they needed, then brought them outside and deposited things on the deck’s railing. They put the towels slightly farther away, safe from the spray that was soon to begin.

After setting her things down, Victoria looked at him. He met her gaze, experiencing none of the anxiety her scrutiny might have caused in the past. Even the not-so-distant past. A week ago, he might have wavered. But no, not today. Today, he was certain he had no reason to do anything other than celebrate. Victoria was about to be good to her word. He knew it as surely as he knew the sun was arcing toward its next sunset behind him.

But they had a good hour or two before that happened. Whereas he was only a few minutes away from getting to feel what it was like to receive a titfuck from Victoria Moreno. Certainty flowed through him, keeping his pulse quickened.

Before she stripped off her revealing bikini, Victoria twisted the shower’s knob. Neither received the cool water that sputtered out, then became a consistent but relatively gentle stream. They stood on either side of the soft deluge, staring at one another through the narrow curtain of water. It splattered on the deck, causing exploding droplets to bombard their bare feet and ankles.

Wearing an easy confidence, Victoria turned up her palm, then placed it under the soft downpour. It retreated only a few seconds later.

“It’s warm enough,” she said, then finally began to strip.

Earlier today, Liam had watched her put this bikini on. Now, he watched her take it off. Escaping the black bikini without too much trouble, even if it seemed to relinquish its coveted grip on her voluptuous body reluctantly, Victoria didn’t make much of a show of undressing. Tess might have, and Avril certainly would have found an excuse to force him into action.

Victoria didn’t go that route. She wasn’t quick about it, practicing patience, but she was steady enough for Liam to avoid complaining. As she stepped out of her bottoms, he swallowed. When she freed her phenomenal breasts from her top, she brought her focus back to him. She must have liked the hunger she saw glinting—rather, burning like an inferno—in his gaze, for she graced him with another soft smile.

Now, she delayed things. Standing naked, so beautifully naked, she let him run his eyes across her sexy figure. He could have admired her for an eternity, though he knew his self-restraint would crumble if he didn’t touch her body soon. It hadn’t been all that long, just an afternoon, since he’d put his hand all over her delicious curves, yet he needed to make another memory of it. His fingertips began to ache to lift her breasts, play with her hardened nipples, sense her arousal as she arched into him. Just as his lips needed another chance to kiss her. Just as cock needed to hurry up and bury itself between her enormous breasts.

“You should get out of those trunks,” Victoria noted. “If I’m going to make good on my promise.”

He nodded dumbly, rushing to free his cock for the second time of the day. As he did so, two things happened. First, he marveled at what his day would likely look like when all was said and done. A blowjob from Anna, a titjob from Victoria, and he was confident he and Avril would end up fucking after dinner. What a gamut to have run!

While he drooled over how excellent his second—only his second!—day in Fiji seemed like it would end up being, Victoria stepped under the shower. The water streaming onto the deck now streamed onto her. Hair and shoulders quickly growing slick, Victoria shut her eyes, inhaled, and tilted her chin up. The water streamed down her skin, glistening as individual droplets raced down her magnificent breasts.

Liam swallowed and stared. Now, she was showing off. Running her hands up her face, she swept her hair back, letting it cling in clumps behind her head. Only then did she open her eyes. Her chin tilted downward, bringing her gaze to his erection.

He was obviously already fully erect. It didn’t take much more than the sight of Victoria to set him ablaze, clothed or not. Desire roared inside the pit of his stomach, burning and bellowing like a furnace with enough fuel to burn forever. Even before he stepped under the shower with her, he was already far hotter than the warm water splattering on the wood.

He took that step.

Victoria welcomed him in by kissing him. As the gentle downpour tapped on his head, she drew him into her body. His chest against her breasts, his cock poking her flat stomach, her arms around his neck. Her lips tasted how much he yearned for her, felt how maddening his desire for her was. Indeed, Liam teetered on the brink of delirium as they kissed, feeling lightheaded as he wrapped his arms around Victoria’s waist.

It was a kiss that lasted an indeterminate amount of time; Liam couldn’t keep count. He kissed the attractive professor until she drew back. Her eyes, pure as a tundra, examined his reaction and must have found it pleasing, for Victoria’s lips drew up at both corners. Smiling at him, the older woman caressed his cheek in a show of uncharacteristic gentleness. Her sharpness ebbed, replaced by a momentary tenderness. For a few rare seconds, Victoria seemed content, happy, and relaxed.

“It’s been a good day,” she said.

Wordlessly, Liam nodded.

Victoria’s thumb dropped from his cheek to his pulse, where her touch found it positively thunderous. Her contented look faded, replaced by a slightly more sordid expression.

“But not over yet. Certainly not for you, given I’m just your appetizer for this evening.”

“And my dessert,” he said. “We’re still going to end up in the same bed later tonight.”

“Perhaps I’ll be asleep already,” Victoria said. “Depending on how long Avril keeps you in her clutches.”

“If you are,” Liam said, beginning to move his hands up her sides, “then I won’t be able to see if I can also make you cum from just playing with your breasts. I’ll have to wait until tomorrow morning.”

Victoria willingly took his bait. “And who else on this island can do such a thing?”

He wasn’t sure if that was confirmation that she could do the same, but it seemed like it. Immediately, his anticipation spiked. If it went any higher, it’d end up breaching the atmosphere.

“Tell me when your birthday is, and I’ll tell you.”

“No.”

They stared at one another for a moment, neither willing to budge. But Liam had planted this seed, and he hoped to water it a few more times over the vacation. Even if it didn’t sprout while in Fiji, there were chances—a lot of chances—for him to eventually get a chance to see two buxom women moaning in tandem as he massaged their breasts. The thought of it nearly made him drool eagerly.

“Have it your way,” Liam said, shrugging. He brought his hands higher, guiding them to the outer edges of Victoria’s breasts. “But I will find out if I can do the same to you. Preferably tonight.”

“I’ll keep that in mind while you’re busy with our trip’s benefactor.”

They kissed again, then shared another heated stare. Liam ran his hands over Victoria’s breasts, perhaps intending to retest their sensitivity sooner than he’d intended. However, Victoria stretched her arm toward her body wash, then flipped the cap open with her thumb.

“As I said earlier today, it won’t be as good in the shower.”

“I know, and I don’t care. I’m sure you’ll have me cumming buckets in no time at all.”

“Your confidence is noted,” Victoria stated flatly, though evidence of her amusement bled through slightly. Decoupling from him, she gingerly lowered herself to her knees. With her lips just a handful of inches away from his throbbing erection, he also imagined what it’d finally feel like when those ended up wrapped around his cock. However, he stayed focused on the present.

And in that present, Victoria began to pour a copious amount of her floral-scented bodywash onto her upturned palm. Far more than was probably necessary, yet he didn’t say a word. He only watched, trusting that Victoria knew what she was doing.

After setting down the bottle, she brought her palms together and began lathering the clear liquid with her hands. She also kept her hands out of the shower’s stream, though Liam’s body also helped redirect plenty of water.

Soon, her hands found his cock. Stiff like the planks of wood under his feet, Liam breathed in as Victoria began coating it in the makeshift lubricant. He watched and waited, trusting in her expertise. It certainly felt good, even with just her hands lathering him up.

After doing so, staring up at him the entire time, which almost caused him to spontaneously combust into embers, Victoria brought her hands to her breasts. Lathering up her tits, suds covering their alluring slopes, she needed more body wash. Picking up the bottle, she poured quite a lot onto her breasts. She handed him the bottle before beginning to spread it around.

“Feel free to pour more on as you like,” Victoria said.

Liam nodded dumbly, holding onto the bottle in a viselike grip. His tension grew as one of Victoria’s hands returned to his cock, where it began gently stroking its entire length.

“Fuck, this is so hot,” Liam eventually whispered.

Victoria smiled and finally finished coating her breasts. Long, sudsy lines of clear liquid dripped down it, down her stomach, down onto her thighs. She beckoned him to move closer with a single gesture from her index finger.

He hurriedly did so.

Lifting herself higher, Victoria surrounded his cock with her breasts. The simple existence of such a sight sent Liam soaring to unimaginable heights. His glee reverberated within him with each rapid drumbeat of his heart. As Victoria pressed her breasts together around his cock, which did completely vanish from his sight, she looked up at him again. Her gorgeous lips curved, and then she sent him into motion like a gunshot starting a race.

“Fuck away, Liam,” Victoria said.

He did. Oh, he did. Cock burning like the roof of a black car at the height of summer, he fucked her tits. Each thrust was glorious; the body wash helped enough for it to feel pretty good. Yet, the physical bliss couldn’t compare to its emotional counterpart. He got to fuck the finest pair of tits on planet Earth. This experience was his, as would be the ones that followed. This was no one-off, no Fijian gift. He knew right then and there that he’d fuck these tits dozens of times before the year was out. And he knew Victoria knew the same thing.

Liam moved his hips at the rhythm the gorgeous professor suggested, which also allowed her to work on amping up his bliss. In this position, it was better for him to be the more active party, so he worked with her to find the best chance for him to reach his ultimate release.

As she’d suggested, he was more than generous with how much body wash he poured out. He poured it all over her tits, seeing it creep down in thick globs toward the cock pumping between them. Victoria used her hands to smear it toward the area that most needed it. Her tits stayed nice and soapy, as did his cock. With both well lubricated, even if a shower wasn’t the most effective place to get him off, it still met his expectations.

“You’re the first man in a long time to get to do this,” Victoria said, moving her breasts in opposite directions. When one went up, one went down. It heightened the pleasurable sensations rippling through Liam’s cock.

That caused Liam to grin from ear to ear. “Makes me the most blessed man on the planet.”

“Possibly,” Victoria said, inhaling as he added more of her body wash to her breasts. “Perhaps you’ll get on top of me the next time we do this. On the bed or somewhere more comfortable than the deck, of course.”

She was already thinking ahead, considering the next time he’d fuck her tits. While Liam’s grin could grow no larger, his heart found one final gear to kick itself into. Roaring in his chest, he almost felt dizzy. Liam shut his eyes long enough to imagine fucking Victoria’s tits on the lounge chair.

“I’m looking forward to it,” he said.

“I know you are.”

His eyes opened, and he decided to fire back with, “About the same as you are.”

Victoria shrugged, though nothing could hide the lascivious gleam in her eyes. They’d come alive like flames, azure and growing hotter by the second. Liam wasn’t the only person who was happy that this wasn’t a one-off. After so long in the doldrums, after catching a hint of wind, Victoria had unlashed all her sails. She was ready to go forward.

With me, Liam thought, shivering delightedly.

With one hand occupied by the bottle in its grip, the other sought something it might do. Naturally, it ended up on Victoria’s body. Running his hand over her cheek, Victoria tilted into his touch. She never stopped staring up at him, even as she took his thumb into her mouth.

She sucked, and he fucked. The combination hurled him to new heights of euphoria. He went a little quicker, and Victoria adjusted her motions to complement his change. His cock throbbed between the most perfect set of breasts on the planet, starting to get eager to cum on the most perfect set of breasts on the planet.

“Make a mess, Liam,” Victoria whispered, sensing the chasm he was heading toward. Full speed ahead, he raced toward the ramp on its edge, determined to reach the other side.

“I’m going to,” he promised. “Your big tits, fuck, I love them.”

“I can tell. You’re so hot. Hotter than the water is, even.”

He nodded, delirious, unable to swallow. “Promise you’ll be awake when I make it back.”

“So you can do this to me again?”

“Among other things,” Liam panted.

“Like what?”

“Test, ah, like I said, if I can make you cum from just your tits,” he said, shutting his eyes and arching deeper into his thrusts. “If you can, how many before you’re too sensitive and need a break?”

Victoria hummed, pleased by his intentions for her beautiful body, and suggested that he add even more body wash to the mix. It was cool enough for him to always feel it as it splattered on the tip of his cock. Yet, he was hot enough to overcome that sensation immediately. Burning hot, smothered by Victoria’s magnificent breasts, ah, ahhh, ahhh—

He climaxed. At the end of an upward thrust, he climaxed. With the force of a fire hydrant getting popped, he climaxed.

It got in Victoria’s hair. He came so hard, so violently, that his first spurt launched itself higher than he’d have expected. With Victoria tilting her head when it happened, he came with enough force for his seed to climb above her head, then, unfortunately, came back down on the side of her dark hair. It stood out, white on dark brown, though Liam was in no state to readjust his aim. He was in no state to do anything but keep cumming.

And he did. Oh, he did. Shattered by his plans for later tonight, he succumbed to bliss and released multiple powerful spurts of cum. Some hit Victoria’s neck, some landed on her shoulder, and some, after her readjustment, would splatter upon her collarbone, where it could drip down to the tops of her breasts.

He staggered, knees wobbling, but Victoria caught his wrist and helped him stay upright. Bleary-eyed and heaving, Liam’s lightheadedness still almost brought him down. He just managed to firm up his weak muscles and avoid falling.

“S-Sorry,” he panted, seeing the mess he’d made. Most of it was intentional, of course, but he hadn’t meant to make a mess in her hair.

“It happens,” Victoria said, seeming wholly unperturbed. The opposite of it, in fact. Once she could, she leaned her head back and admired the mess on her body. Using her hand, she collected the cum under her chin, then admired that too.

“I knew what I was getting into,” she continued, looking up at him. “Partnering up with a man your age.”

She allowed him to catch a little more of his breath. She’d known he’d need it. Because she delivered a blow that staggered him with her following statement.

“I was looking forward to it, even.”


Chapter Twenty-Six

Casuals

Rather than getting his nicest set of clothes out of his suitcase, Liam instead grabbed another set similar to what he’d worn yesterday. Victoria, wearing nothing but the towel she’d used to dry off her skin, watched him do so. He was in a slight hurry; he’d spent more time basking in the shower with her than he probably should have. Nor had she been responsible enough to remind him of his previously made plans. Hopefully, Avril wouldn’t be too annoyed that he was running late.

“This is partly your fault,” he grunted toward the tall, voluptuous beauty. He felt like there was a kernel of amusement in her eye, growing as she watched him hurriedly dress himself.

“I don’t see how,” she replied cooly.

“Yes, you do.”

“You’re the man whose intent on being involved with four women,” Victoria said. “If you want to keep the wrinkles smoothed out, you’ll need to be good at time management.”

He glared at her, which allowed him to confirm it. Yes, she was amused by how he was rushing about. She hadn’t chastised him, not really. Her words rang true, anyway. He wanted them all. So, he’d need to ensure his time was evenly distributed.

That didn’t mean he had to admit Victoria was right, however.

“I’m still saying you’re partially at fault. You distracted me.”

“I am distracting,” Victoria said, unapologetic.

And then she dropped the towel around her body.

Mostly dressed, just needing to throw on a shirt, which he had in his hands, Liam gawked. How couldn’t he? When a woman as stunning as Victoria bared herself in front of him, everything else melted away.

Would she have done this if he’d been heading to dinner with Tess? Maybe. With Anna? Probably not. But Victoria and Avril had a more… unique relationship going on. They’d nearly become in-laws. Even though that was a decade in the past, they stayed close. Like sisters, almost.

But not like sisters, Liam thought, beginning to salivate about a possible future opportunity. He wondered if Victoria would allow it. He didn’t wonder about Avril. If given the chance, he knew she’d happily begin swirling her tongue over whichever of Victoria’s nipples he didn’t claim.

Liam instinctively began drifting towards Victoria. It was what she clearly wanted. A little more attention before he went off to dinner. She’d gone so long without it, and now—

A finger went up, stopping him in his tracks. Victoria smiled softly, speaking such cruel words afterward.

“Time management, Liam. Stay focused.”

He glared at her. “That’s evil.”

“A necessary one,” Victoria said. “I’ll be here when you return. Waiting.”

She imbued that final word with a sultry note, and Liam swallowed. Anticipation nearly ripped him apart, but he just barely reined in his lust. Breathing in, then exhaling, he moved in and kissed Victoria. She allowed that.

“You better be,” he said, then was off.

But he had one more delay ahead of him, as he was soon to discover. Avril was going to be pissed.

Leaving behind one gorgeous professor, Liam soon came across the other one. Leaning on the railing surrounding her deck, Tess smiled and waved him over as he trotted by. He could see the resort from where he was, and he imagined Avril sitting inside, tapping her fingers impatiently while waiting for her easily distracted date to arrive.

Making a promise to make it up to her, Liam deviated toward the beautiful brunette calling for him.

Her smile was as radiant as ever, and she also appeared to have showered. At the same time as he’d been getting the best titfuck of his life from her colleague. Another hopeful opportunity involving two gorgeous women made his heart race. Before the day was up, he’d probably have envisioned every combination possible.

“Hi, Tess. I don’t know if it’ll be safe for me to stay and chat too long.”

Tess chuckled. “Avril’s only just headed off, so you’re only a minute or two behind. I was surprised when she didn’t throw on her nice dress, but I see you’re also in the know about her change of plans.”

Liam nodded, having thrown his shirt on while jogging on the sand. “She’s decreed that our nice dinner will be on the trip's final day. She said it was only fair for her to have the last one.”

“I suppose it is, especially after how she helped us out yesterday,” Tess said, glancing amusedly toward the resort.

Liam nodded again.

“You’re probably wondering why I flagged you down,” Tess said.

“Sure am,” he admitted.

“Well, it’s to play a role that I know Avril has played many times,” Tess explained. “After you two finish your dinner, this bure will be waiting for you both. That’s Avril’s intention, obviously.”

“Okay,” Liam said, though he expected more.

“Therefore, I intend to… add something to your experience—a small way of paying Avril back.” Tess gestured with a thumb over her shoulder. “When you two come back and get busy, you should convince her to shut her eyes for a little while. When that happens, you should check beneath her pillow—the one farthest on the right. I trust you’ll figure out what to do from there.”

Liam pursed his lips in curiosity. “Give me a hint about what I should expect to find?”

“No,” Tess said, smiling. “Just know that Avril knows about it, having brought it on the trip herself. But she won’t know that I’ve placed it under her pillow. Thus, you should ensure she shuts her eyes before you uncover it.”

“Alright,” Liam said. As this was Tess, he didn’t worry about being misled. He trusted her implicitly. Whatever she was scheming, he knew she believed it would enhance things for him and Avril. “Under the pillow on the right.”

Tess nodded. “Make the most of this opportunity, Liam. I’m certain you will.”

She waved him off, though he at least climbed up the stairs and kissed her, same as he had Victoria, before departing. With her watching him, her words echoing in his mind, he hastened down the beach. He halfway expected to run into Anna, completing the trifecta of women looking to distract him from making it to Avril on time, though it was not to be. He made it to the resort, saw the attached restaurant, and soon saw his companion for tonight’s dinner. And for the sex afterward.

Even though Tess had confirmed that she was only a couple of minutes ahead of him, she still acted like he’d left her waiting for fifteen to twenty minutes. She’d claimed a corner table, one of many that sat under the restaurant’s enormous wood and thatch awning. When she saw him, she made a show of scowling and pointing violently at the seat across from her, the only one at their small, square table.

He rolled his eyes, smiled, and walked over to join her.

“Hi,” he said as he pulled his chair out.

Still playing the part of an annoyed girlfriend, Avril narrowed her eyes. “Your punctuality needs work.”

“In fact, I was lectured about that by a very responsible professor only a few minutes ago.”

“So, you’re saying you were late because you were being lectured about being late?”

“Ironic, isn’t it?” Liam said, grinning.

“You’re an idiot,” Avril said, waving a dismissive hand at him. She collected her drink—she’d already gotten them both something to sip on—and tasted it.

“Your idiot?” Liam asked.

“Obviously,” Avril said. “At this point, I’m attached; I couldn’t give you away to another owner.”

“Thanks, Big Sis,” Liam said, picking up the menu sitting on his half of the table.

Avril snorted again.

It wasn’t more than a minute before their server, seeing that he’d arrived, maneuvered over to them. A plump woman with a warm smile, she took their requests for appetizers, then bustled away to get the chefs to begin making them.

Obviously, they weren’t alone in the restaurant. At this time of night, dinner beckoned. So, other vacationing groups were in sight, including a larger group currently walking up. The restaurant wasn’t large; he and Avril were all of four steps from the bar and just over twice that from the nearest lounging chair by the resort’s unique pool. A half-wall separated the dining area from the poolside lounge, which their table—most of them, in fact—sat right beside. This setup offered the restaurant’s patrons a beautiful view of the pool, beach, and ocean.

Thanks to this open-air style, it made for a relaxed, balmy atmosphere. Both literally and figuratively, as the temperature cooled as the sun drooped in the sky. Shadows stretched toward them, especially from the palm trees planted around the pool. The ends of those had already nearly reached the half-wall, and they’d likely creep up it while he and Avril dined.

“Pretty beautiful sight,” Liam commented, eying a splash of orange and gold shimmering upon the pool.

“Understatement of the year,” Avril said.

He shrugged and smiled. “I’ve seen better.”

“I bet you have,” Avril snorted. “Ten minutes ago?”

“Then, yeah,” he admitted. “But you’re more beautiful than a Fijian sunset, too, and I’m looking at you right now.”

Avril’s lips curled. Not in her usual maverick way, not even in a cocky way, where he would have expected a witty agreement. She did agree, of course. The last thing Avril lacked was confidence. She also had no taste for false acts of modesty.

“That beautiful, huh?” she asked.

“That beautiful,” he confirmed. “Makes me wonder if I’ll swoon when I see you on our final night here.”

Avril chuckled and leaned in. So did he. “If you do, you might wake up to a very annoyed version of me. Ruining my evening plans by passing out.”

“I’ll do my best to stay conscious. Do you want us to come back here for it, or?”

“There’s a romantic beach dinner we can set up,” Avril said, then eyed him suspiciously. “But I’m gonna guess you already know about it.”

He admitted it with a nod.

“Who?”

“Tess.”

“Figures.”

“I can learn some lessons tomorrow, maybe make use of what I learn then for our romantic evening.”

“You better. I want to be the one in danger of swooning.”

Liam couldn’t ever see Avril swooning. Shock slid off her like ice on ice; she was never down for the count for more than a few seconds. She had a very different kind of poise than Victoria did, but he supposed they were about equal in terms of effectiveness.

Still…

“I’ll do my best to make it as romantic as possible,” he promised. “You deserve nothing less.”

“I do, don’t I?”

He could see that response in the gleam of her verdant eyes. And yes, she did. He’d have nodded had she spoken those words. However, to his surprise, she opted to say something else. Something more earnest.

“It’ll lead to some unforgettable memories, I’m sure.”

He still nodded, agreeing with those words too. “That’s the hope. Today, too. Tomorrow. The next day.”

Avril hit him with a dazzling smile, and it was enough to launch his heart into his throat. Their waitress started back their way, appetizers in hand, ready to ask after what main courses they’d like to try tonight. Liam didn’t notice. Even Avril, who did, still had one more arrow to deliver to his heart.

“I’m looking forward to them all, Liam.”


Chapter Twenty-Seven

Clink

The meal was spectacular, but the company was what made it a five-star experience. Clinking their glasses together—at Avril’s prompting, of course—they dove into their meals. As it had been last night, everything was delicious. He went with the lobster risotto tonight, and he wasn’t the only one at his table eyeing the bright red tail sitting on top of his bowl. Avril stole a few bites before all was said and done.

She also used their mealtime to finally grill him about how he’d “landed” Victoria. Supposing it ought to be fine by now, he offered her a general summary of events. In doing so, Liam acknowledged the perfect storm of circumstances that had allowed him to end up where he now stood. There was Avril’s vacation voting thing, of course, but there’d also been Victoria’s bad date, which had synced up remarkably well—though he still knew it’d be bad form to celebrate Victoria having a lousy date—with when he’d initiated his ploy. One that had Avril grinning when he finally revealed it to her.

“The pupil becomes the master,” she teased, though there was a hint of truthfulness behind her smile. She seemed earnestly impressed that he’d risked such a bold gambit. And a mix of shocked and intrigued, much as Tess had been when she’d learned about these same things, that Victoria had responded positively.

“Do I get a championship belt or golden plaque?” Liam asked.

“And what should I have inscribed on it? ‘For excellence in seducing four gorgeous women with his big cock?’”

Liam’s face heated up, though he grinned at Avril. He’d allow himself at least that much pride. His situation allowed him a little bit of hubris, didn’t it?

“Keep that momentum strong,” Avril said, winking. “We’re not even halfway through the trip. There’re plenty of sights and activities left to experience.”

“And then the summer,” Liam said, nearly trembling with anticipation.

“Where you’ll spend all your days gardening, from the sound of it,” Avril said, sipping her drink.

“If you swing by, maybe we can get done faster, then move on to other things.”

“Yeah?” Avril asked. “Have you swung that idea by Professor Moreno?”

“Not yet.”

Avril’s emerald eyes flared with heat. “If you do get me permission to come over on one of those days, I will get you that plaque. And probably fuck your brains out as many times as you want for the next week.”

“I’ll see what I can do, Miss Knight,” Liam said.

And he would. Oh, he would. Not just for her benefit, of course. He was easily as excited by the thought of a threesome between Avril and Victoria as Avril was. How would it turn out, he wondered? Now that he knew Victoria’s sexual preferences a little better, though still not well enough for him to consider himself an expert, a few thrilling ideas coalesced in his mind.

Of the delicious variety.

He and Avril made it back to her bure when the sun was about halfway into breaching the horizon, hurling out what light it still could. Even if they had stuck around long enough for it to vanish, the brilliance of the moon and stars would have illuminated their path. It just didn’t get dark here. Not in the way he was used to, at least.

After finishing their meals and sharing a chocolate-drizzled dessert, they’d let themselves digest at the restaurant for about half an hour. Discussion about tomorrow’s snorkeling had risen to the surface during that time, and they were both excited about the novel experience. They chatted about how they might spend the day after that, where Avril might guide them to another island, another unique and memorable activity. Therefore, the tennis match, which also came up, would probably end up getting pushed until one of the later days of the week.

“That gives me time to think about what kind of reward I should offer the winning pair,” Liam mused.

“And for the losers?” Avril asked, clearly not as confident about winning now that she’d failed to fix the teams in the way she’d hoped.

“They can hear about what the winners will get,” he said, grinning as she scowled at him.

“Rude boy.”

“Beautiful girl.”

“I know.”

Liam chuckled. “I know you know. But I’m still obligated to say it.”

Avril grinned. “At least a few times per day. I guess I’ll have to keep you close so you can whisper it in my ear. Otherwise, those other beautiful women you’ve got wrapped around your finger might think you’re saying it to them.”

“Sometimes, they’ll be right. Sometimes, it’ll just be for your ears. Like the things I’ll be saying once we get out of here.”

Avril wasted no time standing, intensifying his heartbeat with her eagerness. “Then let’s go. I’m ready for my second dessert.”

As Tess had promised, neither she nor Anna were around when he and Avril returned to their bure. Climbing onto the deck, whose lights had been flipped on before the other two women made themselves scarce, Liam glanced toward the sliding doors separating them from the bedroom. The pillow on the right. What had Tess left there? Lube? It seemed like the most obvious option, given how well things had worked for them yesterday. A bit of a callback, as well.

Only one way to find out, Liam told himself.

“Avril,” he said, which drew her focus. “Come here.”

She did so, then grinned as he scooped her into his arms. Wrapping her legs around his waist, breasts pressing into his chest, she brought their foreheads together.

“Someone likes that they’re able to hold me up,” she said.

It was completely true. It reminded him of the work he’d put in over the past few months, as he did so without hardly any issue. Just as he intended to keep working on improving the ease with which he could hold her, he intended to end up in a position like this with the other three women at some point. And fuck them while doing so.

But that wasn’t why he’d picked her up. This was his diversion, as any good card handler knew how to perform. Distract with something obvious, then enact your plan more subtly.

“I love it, in fact,” he said. “Your big tits feel super nice against my chest.”

“And my ass?” she asked, wriggling her hips.

He nodded and gave it a loving squeeze. “As amazing as the rest of you.”

Avril chuckled and kissed him. One hand on his cheek, another running over the muscles of his arm, she breathed him in. Their body heat began to mingle, growing at the same rapid pace.

Liam walked ahead carefully, tilting his head so that at least one eye could be sure he was on a safe path forward. Advancing across the deck, he inserted his hand into one of the door’s slots and slid it open. At the same time, Avril fished around behind her back for the other door, then slid it somewhat open.

There was more than enough space for them to slip inside, trading wood beneath Liam’s feet for white tiles. Eyeing the specific pillow he’d been informed to check, Liam opted for his second diversion. Moving toward the bed, he angled things to deposit Avril onto her back. Pinning her under his body, he swept a hand under her shirt and moved it up, baring much of her stomach. That hand would stay there, skimming across her smooth skin.

Next, he broke off their kiss. Avril’s eyes gleamed with excitement, however, as she knew where his lips would head next. She tilted her head to the right, glancing toward the deck. Perfect! Liam hastily thrust his mouth to her neck, and in moments, he had her arching into him, burning with desire as his lips worked upon her skin.

“Yes, there,” Avril whispered, shivering as he bit her neck and sucked. “There’s no reason to need to hide all these hickeys anymore. I just realized that. So go fucking wild.”

“Aren’t you and Evelyn trading pictures?” Liam teased. “Won’t she wonder why your neck looks so… attended to?”

“I’ll, mmm, take pictures from the right angles,” Avril said, clutching his shirt tightly as he sucked on her skin. “Trust me.”

Liam responded by sucking just a little harder. At the right intensity to force Avril to squeeze her eyes shut. Now was the time. Having properly drawn her attention toward her sensitive neck, Liam removed a hand from her body. Sliding it toward her pillow, he stealthily slipped his hand under it.

Where it met… metal?

Not just metal, he realized, fishing his hand about to get a better understanding of what Tess had hidden beneath it. There was only a little metal, in actuality. His fingertips brushed firm material, familiar but not what he’d expected to come across after touching something metal first.

So confused was he that he stopped giving Avril’s neck as much attention as he should have. She noticed. She felt his hand shifting about as he fished around beneath her pillow. Before he could pull it back, her head rotated from her right to her left.

“And what are we doing with my pillow, Liam?” she asked, eyebrow arched. “If you wanted to play with something cushiony, I’m sure my body could accommodate that desire. I know it’s a nice pillow and all, but you’re going to make me feel self-conscious.”

“I highly doubt that,” he said. “But… well.”

Knowing his act of subterfuge had failed, he decided to reveal what Tess had left for them. He’d figured out what was under the pillow, at least.

Without further ado, Liam revealed a pair of handcuffs. The kind with thick leather restraints, sturdy straps, and a brass chain linking them together.

Avril didn’t seem shocked by what he revealed, only that it had ended up beneath her pillow. She made a face as she huffed.

“And just how did that get there? Just wandered out of my suitcase and decided to nap under my pillow?”

“So, it’s yours?”

“Sure isn’t Anna’s,” Avril snorted. She moved her mouth from side to side, thoughtful. “Though she did know I brought a pair. So did Tess. So, which one was it?” Before he could even say something, she snorted again. “What am I even saying? It has to be Tess. Anna blushed the color of your lobster tail when she saw me packing it. No way she’d ever go digging through my suitcase, either.”

Liam merely shrugged, but then a thought dawned on him. “How’d you get these through customs?”

“They’re a sex toy, not actual handcuffs. They got barely a second glance.” Avril reached out and collected the cuffs from his hand. She stared up at him, dangling them by the chain on two of her fingers. “Now that they’re out, with Tess having meddled in my evening plans, what now? Are you going to make good use of them?”

“I’m going to try,” he said. He took them back, then let Avril push him away enough for her to reach a seated position.

“Think about it for a minute,” Avril said, grinning in her knowing way. She knew he was a bit out of his depth, and she wasn’t willing to immediately toss him a life preserver.

You could have, though, Tess, Liam thought. A little more warning about what to expect, and he might have used some of his dinner figuring out what he wanted to do with a pair of handcuffs. Obviously, they would end up around Avril’s wrists; that wasn’t in question. But he felt he should add at least one more spice to the dish.

His eyes moved around their room. He saw the same things he saw in his bure: the open doorway leading to the bathroom, the small flight of steps heading down to the dining room. Neither inspired him.

His eyes swept over the open doors leading back to the deck multiple times. Twice, they didn’t even consider what was out there. On the third roundabout, however…

“Wrist,” Liam said, nodding at Avril.

“Just one?”

“For right now,” he said.

Curiosity mingled with amusement in Avril’s verdant eyes. She lifted her right arm, putting it parallel to the ground. Liam wasted no time fitting one of the restraints around her wrist.

“This feel right?” he asked after tightening the strap enough to keep her wrist snugly squeezed by leather.

“Feels sublime,” Avril teased. “What next, sir?”

She batted her eyelashes innocently, though that was the last word he’d ever use to describe her. He was swimming in unfamiliar depths, hoping he might intrigue her with the choice he’d made. He also knew he should get moving, as he’d start doubting if he’d made the best choice if he stayed still for too long.

“Yes,” he grunted. “Come with me.”

Her curiosity expanded as he led her back outside. Into the night, the fresh air, and the possibility of discovery. A subtle smile curved the corners of her mouth.

“Interesting.”

Well, that was what he was going for, so he continued advancing. Where to? To the nearly identical sibling of an object that he hadn’t yet used at his bure. And what he had in mind with this one definitely wasn’t its intended purpose.

“Very interesting,” Avril said, realizing where they were headed after only a few steps.

Toward the deck’s hammock, where it hung still and asleep, propped up by two thin palm trees. Near the end of the deck, where it had been hung, there was an intentional lack of plants blocking the view. Anyone who used it could sway peacefully as they stared out toward beautiful white sand and a calm ocean lapping inward. That meant that anyone on those sands or in that ocean would be able to stare right back.

“You okay with this?” Liam asked, partially because he needed to absorb some of her courage to go through with this.

“Fuck yes,” Avril said, grinning. “I’m impressed, Liam. Seriously impressed.”

Gladdened by her response, he led her toward the front end of the hammock. Next, he nodded above her. Her eyes went up, and she finally understood his full intentions.

“Fuck,” Avril whispered, biting her lip. “Are you going to hold me up?”

“For some of it,” he promised.

Excitement burbled like a geyser about to erupt within Avril’s eyes. Without a moment’s hesitation, she raised her arms. Each ended up slightly above and beside the thin palm tree directly above her head.

Liam did the rest, moving the chain and unused restraint over it, then tightening the latter around Avril’s left wrist. Once everything was secure, Liam took a step back. Avril Knight, his “prisoner,” though she looked anything but unwillingly incarcerated, glanced up to admire her current state. She grinned at the cuffs, then at him.

“Well fucking done,” she purred. “This is going to be so much fun.”

Liam hoped so. Drawing in a deep breath, aware that he wouldn’t be capable of seeing if anyone ever walked into view behind him, he reapproached the captive redhead. She still had her clothes on, but that was also by design. He didn’t rush to take them off, either. Nor his.

He kissed her passionately, hands on her hips. The palm tree he’d selected bent at maybe a forty-degree angle, tip extending toward the ocean, but more importantly, had a small area where the wood bowed downward, making it nearly parallel to the ground. Without that minor imperfection, this probably wouldn’t have worked. Even with it, Liam worried about relying too heavily on the tree’s sturdiness.

For now, however, it did its job. It kept Avril Knight relatively imprisoned. And so, Liam took charge.

As their kiss deepened, Avril’s excitement felt supercharged. That was enough for him to relax his worries. Moving things ahead, he delivered his fingertips to her shorts. He undid the button, lowered the zipper. But that was all he did there. Anticipation was the weapon he needed to wield if he was going to meet Avril’s hopes. Which meant he needed to stay patient.

Avril’s shapely hips were more than enough to keep her shorts up. He left them to their task, then slipped a hand under her shirt. His warm hand met her warm stomach, slightly more taut than usual because of the core strength involved in keeping her arms up in the air. He ran his hand over her skin, tracing the curve of her side like a sled heading downhill, then somehow having enough momentum to climb up the next hill.

After that indulgence, he lifted her shirt. As it went up, he pulled his mouth back. Avril stared hotly at him, eager to see what he’d do with it.

Obviously, it wouldn't be coming fully off with the order of operations he’d selected. There was a palm tree in the way. But he could lift it above her head, revealing so much of her gorgeous body that he couldn’t help but delay himself with a long, hungry stare, and twist it into a second restraint just above her elbows. As he did so, Avril climbed onto her toes so she could look over his shoulder. Suddenly, her eyes widened.

Panic lanced through Liam as if a sharpened piece of glass had just shoved its way into his back, and he hurled his attention in the same direction. Where he found literally no one standing on the beach.

“That’s not fucking funny,” he growled at Avril, who couldn’t keep her laughter away.

“It’s a little funny.”

“I will leave you like this,” he said.

“That’d be kind of hot, too, I suppose,” Avril said.

He grunted, realizing how futile it was to try and make Avril self-conscious, and finished tying up her shirt. Then, he made her pay a bit.

She had plenty of weak spots. Her neck was her weakest point, and he gave it plenty of attention. Her laughter soon transitioned into breathy moans, especially with his hands roaming across her voluptuous body in their practiced way. With this body, in particular, he’d had a lot of practice. He touched, kissed, and whispered sordid thoughts against soft skin, causing numerous shivers. More.

Avril unfurled like an awning being raised, trembling in anticipation when he finally pushed her shorts down. Stepping out of them, she kicked them away, then leaned into his hands as they squeezed her butt. As a small act of vengeance, he acted as if he planned to pick her up, only to release her once she began returning to her toes.

Of course, Avril found his tactic amusing. Though he was no expert when it came to BDSM, he knew enough to understand that this wasn’t the usual dynamic between a woman chained up by handcuffs and the man who’d done it to her. Still, Avril was enjoying herself—in more ways than one—so he supposed he was doing an okay job.

Her bra came off next. Well, “off.” Unclipping it, he lifted it in the same way he’d lifted her shirt. Avril wiggled her shoulders as he maneuvered it up by her shirt, then pushed it behind her head. Out of the way. Revealing more of the beautiful women he wanted to kiss all over.

So, he did. His fingertips found her breasts first, hefting them, circling them, delighting in everything about their shape and feel.

“Still not bad, right?” Avril asked. “Now that you’re getting to play with Victoria’s unfairly perfect pair.”

“You tell me,” Liam said, lowering his mouth to Avril’s left breast.

Fifteen minutes later, he believed he’d proven how much he loved her breasts. How much he loved all of her. He showed some slight preference toward her breasts, but he made sure his mouth moved around. He made sure all of him moved around. After leaving her breasts glistening in his saliva, he moved around behind her. Like the rest of her, her back was toned, smooth, and alluring. He ran a trail of kisses down her back, then back up, then back down, pressing his lips forward far enough to feel her lean muscles.

“You’re more addicting than any drug,” Liam absentmindedly whispered, caught up in the endless number of places his hands and mouth wanted to roam across Avril’s body.

After exhaling contentedly after he kissed her spine, she glanced over her shoulder. “No shitty side effects, either. You can take and take and take me, and everything will turn out fine.”

“More than fine,” Liam said, straightening up. He maneuvered to Avril’s side, kissed her shoulder, then repositioned himself in front of her. “How are you doing?”

“Arms are just fine,” she said, wiggling her wrists to prove it. “But if you’re asking about how wet I am, well, go find out.”

Two of his fingers did just that. Slipping under her panties, they found this part of her as eager as the rest of her body seemed to be. After slicking two of his fingertips with her wetness, he gently swirled her clit them. Immediately, Avril’s jaw flexed tight. Nodding quickly, Avril bit her lip as he added a touch more force to her sensitive pearl. Her eyelashes fluttered, and her breathing grew even rockier.

Liam leaned into her, letting her rest her cheek on his shoulder. They stayed like that, sharing the comfort and heat of their bodies as Liam caused Avril to unravel. She squeezed out a few whispered “yesses” in between throaty moans, unable to keep her body still. Returning his mouth to her neck, though to a spot he hadn’t given as much attention yet, he created two points of attack on the gorgeous redhead.

She didn’t stand a chance.

Proudly, Liam finally felt like he was good at this. At measuring Avril’s needs, determining the right rhythm, the right pressure, the right timing. Not just hers, either. If anyone else had been here in her stead, he was confident he could have brought the climax building within Avril’s curvaceous figure crashing down upon them too. Even Victoria. He’d likely get a chance to prove if his assumption was correct later tonight.

“So good,” Avril whispered. Lifting herself onto her toes, her tremors grew even more noticeable. She leaned further into him, needing the support of his body. Liam stayed the course, causing Avril to flood his ear with compliments. Like warm water filling a pot, Avril’s body reached its point of overflow. She didn’t fight the inevitable. Instead, she gleefully drowned in it.

Her voice cracked as a powerful moan fled from her lips. It reverberated against his ear, loud enough to reach any nearby ears. His name, practically a plea, chased after it, imbued with all of Avril’s releasing bliss. She shivered and moaned and begged for his continued efforts, all of which jumbled together as her climax crashed against her.

At that precise moment, someone, having been listening in for a while, it seemed, rather than having innocently overheard Avril’s boisterous climax and come to investigate, chose that moment to make her appearance.

Liam’s eyes went wide.


Chapter Twenty-Eight

Second on the Second

Liam stared at Tess, who furtively lifted a lone finger to her lips. With her other hand, she gestured at Liam to return his attention to Avril, who was beginning to come down from her unraveling high. Watching Tess as she approached for a moment more, Liam obeyed. Twice now, Tess had surprised him today. Admittedly, this one was a bit more shocking.

“Fuck, that was great,” Avril said, breathing sharply. And completely unaware that a third set of feet now stood on the deck. She nuzzled against him with her cheek. “Main course time. I’m ready. I’m more than ready.”

Still keeping tabs on Tess, Liam finished stripping Avril. Naked, handcuffed, still catching her breath, she remained totally unaware of the older woman standing not ten paces away from them. Again, Tess beckoned for Liam to keep acting like she wasn’t there.

So, more intrigued than concerned about Tess’s presence, he did. He began working his way out of his clothes, hoping that whatever Tess was up to would enhance the evening, not ruin things. Which, as it was Tess, he knew would be the case. Now, he just needed to witness her scheme.

Once his cock was out in the open, Avril eyed it hungrily. Rather than diminishing after her climax, her lust had ramped up. Still handcuffed, still horny. That seemed to be tonight’s mantra for her.

Compared to most times when a woman ended up on top, she wouldn’t be able to dictate the rhythm or intensity of what was to come. With her precarious perch—that thin palm tree wasn’t likely to hold up against more than a child’s weight—the only way she could leave the ground was if he picked her up. Which he did. Hands under her thighs, he hefted her into the air, where they worked together to fit his cock to her tight sex.

“Fuck me good,” Avril whispered lustily, staring down at his throbbing erection.

Holding her at the right angle, Liam carefully maneuvered his cock into the proper position. He eyed Tess again, who nodded. Avril didn’t notice, still entranced by the sight of what was about to slide inside of her.

Liam slowly pressed himself into Avril, succumbing to his own pleasure as her tight walls gathered around his size. Once he was a few inches inside of her, he let her slick cunt do the rest, acting as a guide for his slow penetration. Avril shivered, arms still above her. Those had to be getting a little sore from staying up for so long, yet Avril hadn’t so much as grumbled a single complaint. For her, the situation outweighed the soreness.

Needing to keep her fully aloft and steady, Liam knew the same was for him. This was going to be exhausting. It was a price they’d both known they’d end up paying back when she’d let him put her arms above her head.

And we’re snorkeling tomorrow, Liam thought wryly, expecting his muscles to feel like lead tomorrow morning.

But right now, as his cock slid into Avril’s tight cunt, he felt only pleasure. It raced through him, keeping every part of him at peak focus. Every inch he slid into Avril felt better than the last, and they shared a pleasurable sigh as he finished filling her.

“Churn me up, baby,” Avril whispered, kissing him along his shoulder blade.

As he pulled back, holding Avril firmly, Tess again drew his notice. She’d stopped approaching, lingering just outside of being capable of extending her hand and touching Avril’s back. If she eventually did so, he expected his redheaded lover to yelp or scream, honestly, transitioning the scene from one of steamy lovemaking to one straight out of a horror movie.

Who’d have known you could be so stealthy? Liam thought.

Right now, she only watched. Waiting for the right moment to reveal her presence. That was as clear as day.

Liam swung his focus back to the woman running her lips up his neck. He held her close, feeling her heat, absorbing her excitement through all the ways in which their bodies connected. He re-upped just how connected they were with a clean thrust deep into her.

“Perfect,” Avril whispered, shivering as more thrusts followed.

In complete control over every aspect of their lovemaking, Liam knew he could accept that compliment in its entirety. Her body craved what he did to her, and she let him know it in a husky voice cracked with lust. She alternated between moaning his name and panting for breath, the perfect music for such a romantic island. In part due to him returning to work on her neck, she soon clenched around him when her next orgasm barreled into her, dipping her head back as she cried out blissfully.

After that, but before he could reach his own euphoric high, Tess finally stepped up behind Avril. A board creaked as she stepped closer, but Avril didn’t notice. However, she certainly noticed when Tess pressed her body against Avril’s back, hands offering their support in keeping her aloft.

“FUCK!” Avril shrieked, indeed reacting as Liam had assumed. Her legs tightened around him, and she nearly launched herself up his body.

A moment later, her head snapped around, and she glowered at Tess, which allowed Liam to work on reining in his amusement.

He kept fucking her, however, battering away at Avril’s already defeated defenses.

“Fuck,” Avril said again, trembling. “You knew!”

He didn’t deny it. “Hard not to have seen her coming.”

“A little warning next time, you jackass.” She snapped her attention back to Tess. “And you! Get the fuck out of here. This is my night.”

“I believe you deferred your night to the final night of our trip,” Tess noted. She kissed Avril’s shoulder, ignoring the younger woman’s scowl like a rock ignored a harmless breeze. “So, there’s nothing keeping me away from my bure. Certainly not, seeing you two go at it so… passionately.”

Avril kept her eyes narrowed, though they all knew it was just an act. Tess’s being here meant only one thing, which they all wanted.

“You sounded as though you were having the best time of your life,” Tess commented, squeezing Avril’s butt.

“I was, yeah, until you nearly gave me a fucking heart attack.”

“I’ll make it up to you,” Tess said. She was still dressed, though that could quickly change if she decided to join them fully. Her support offered Liam’s flagging muscles a chance to breathe, though he hoped for more than just a little support.

“And me?” Liam asked.

Both women eyed him as if he’d announced something in an unintelligible language. Avril’s roll of the eyes was particularly droll.

“Of course,” Tess said. “When you’re done with Avril, you’ll need to fuck me too. I can’t be the only one who didn’t get some semblance of alone time with you today.”

Liam blinked and realized that she was right. First Victoria, then Anna, and now Avril and Tess. He’d had them all.

And if you can still stand after this, you’ve still got those plans with Victoria’s tits, a voice reminded him.

“And you wanted this threesome,” Tess said. “You asked, remember?”

He nodded, beaming at both women. “I’ve been thinking about it every day.”

“Men,” Avril said, though she could hardly act uninvolved in what was about to transpire. She’d been the one who’d tasked him with doing the legwork necessary to get the three of them together again. Now, the payoff.

Liam drew in a deep breath. It was time to measure the current limits of his stamina. With Tess taking up a helpful role behind Avril, he moved one of his hands up to Avril’s neck. Stroking her soft skin, he kissed her. He got back to focusing on exploding inside of her too.

It didn’t take too long, yet Liam’s focus on that physical pleasure ebbed. Something else, something unexpected but just as powerful, replaced it.

Amazement. What Tess had said remained in his thoughts, swirling like a coin rolling eternally in a funnel. It kept returning to the center of his view, and he continued marveling at it. In fact, it grew more wonderful to behold with each pass.

Tess, Avril, Anna, Victoria. He’d just experienced what might be the most complete day that a man could experience. Indeed, it was a day that cemented itself as one of the best he’d ever known. Because of what it meant, because of what it promised. There was a future with these four women. He felt it with each passionate thrust into Avril’s soaked cunt. He felt it with each smile Tess gave him, her eyes shimmering with excitement as she waited for her turn.

The two of them had been the beginning of this, so it felt right that he reached this emotional high while with them. He’d known Tess first, loved her first. He’d started this wild, exhilarating ride with Avril—because of Avril. They were the cause and the effect, the reason he felt so good about what was to come.

And they were also the two women unaware of his plans for the fall, to be near them not just on the weekends but every single day. Near them and with them.

He came back to the present as his self-restraint began to fray at the edges. He came apart. Like flames licking at a piece of paper from all sides, he burned at the edges. The pleasure within him caused him to grit his teeth, and his sight shrank at the corners.

Avril had just climaxed again, in part because of Tess’s work on her neck. She’d also slipped a hand around and began to play with one of Avril’s nipples, which heaped even more points of euphoria onto the gorgeous redhead. However, the older woman was staring right at him, eyes connecting more than just physically with him.

“Cum, Liam,” she whispered, reading his expression. “Give Avril everything you have. And then I’ll have what’s left over. I know the women who aren’t here have already done their best to wring you out.”

For some reason, he blushed, though it was silly. She knew. They all knew. With any luck, they’d all participate in the shared effort of draining him tomorrow. And the next day, and the next day, and—

“Fuck!” he groaned, cock throbbing as he pumped his cock into Avril one final time. He buried himself in her, and she intentionally clenched around him.

He came, jerking slightly, needing to focus on keeping himself steady. Easier said than done. As he exploded within the younger woman’s tight cunt, the older one slipped her hand around and began playing with his balls. Liam hissed loudly, pleasure tuning up from a ten to an eleven. He barely managed to stay upright because of it, gasping for air as euphoria pinched off his ability to conceive of anything but what it felt like to cum deep inside of Avril while Tess massaged his balls.

Drained. Thoroughly drained. That was how he ended up. Cock convulsing gleefully because of the immense pleasure coursing through him, restricted by Avril’s walls, he painted them white. He gave her everything he thought he had left. Tess had ensured it.

He stayed completely still as his euphoria ebbed. Rather, he thought he stayed completely still. Out of breath, on the brink of collapse, he trembled like a stack of plates during an earthquake. He was only kept upright by Avril’s legs, which were still wrapped tightly around his waist, and Tess’s support of Avril. Otherwise, they’d have all come crashing down, either because the chain above Avril’s head snapped or because the narrow palm tree cracked and broke.

“Such a mess you’ve made,” Avril whispered, still sounding out of breath herself. “It’s all going to come dripping out of me when you pull out. Should probably undo my restraints before that.”

He nodded; it was a sensible thing to do. But of course, what good was sense when there was still so much lust hanging in the air around them?

“Not yet,” Tess said, eyes glinting in a very Avril sort of way. “Put your feet back on the ground, Avril.”

“…Why?” the redhead asked.

“Because I haven’t gotten fucked yet,” Tess said matter-of-factly. “And I’m going to sandwich myself between you two while he takes me from behind.”

Still somewhat hazy of mind, Liam only sort of paid attention to the next few minutes. Avril did as Tess asked, licking her lips, her excitement enough for her to bear with the struggle of keeping her arms up for a little while longer. As she’d prophesized, once her feet were on the ground, his seed began dripping down her inner thighs.

Tess stripped, then noticed that he still hadn’t quite caught his breath. Approaching him, she held him against her chest. It was the finest cushion he could imagine, and Liam slowly caught his breath.

“We’ve asked a lot of you today,” she said. “I realize that. If you need us to call things here, we can.”

“Just let me hydrate and lie down in the shower I know I’m going to need after this,” he said, breathing deeply. His muscles found little succor from the oxygen, but it was enough. He could complete this final request for the day. He was sure of it.

Mostly.

“Go hydrate now,” Tess advised. “I’ll get myself ready for you.”

Nodding sluggishly, Liam obeyed. He downed two and a half glasses of water, though he didn’t trust himself to sit down. It wasn’t just the sex; the beach and the sun had taken their toll on him. Nevertheless, he intended to finish strong, even if he was left unable to stand on his own afterward.

He returned to find Tess and Avril making out. They’d pressed their breasts together, compressing them in that way Liam always loved seeing. That helped with his reinvigoration. So did seeing Tess play with herself, preparing herself as she’d said he would. That helped a lot, honestly. He loved foreplay but was glad to skip past it this time.

Both women focused on him as he returned to their side. They could tell there wasn’t a lot left in his tank. But enough. Enough.

Tess stuck out her butt as he positioned himself behind her. Smiling gratefully over her shoulder, she rested her cheek against Avril’s breasts. He smiled back.

“Hey, Liam,” Avril said, which drew his attention to her.

“Yeah?”

“Fuck this slutty professor until she collapses.”

He nodded and entered Tess.

Her ass cushioned against his groin with each thrust, and he couldn’t help but stick his hands there too. He gasped as he slid himself fully into her, and both women watched his face become a mask of pleasure. He gripped Tess’s butt, kneading it, adoring it. Like always, its shapeliness mesmerized him.

“He loves our asses,” Avril teased, watching him feel up her professor’s most dangerous weapon.

“He loves us,” Tess corrected.

Avril was silent for a second. “That true, Liam? Do you love us?”

He tore his eyes away from Tess’s butt. Meeting Avril’s eyes, he nodded. “That’s right.”

Avril’s smile transformed into a thing of pureness and glee. “Well, I can only speak for myself, but it’s mutual.”

“He already knows I love him,” Tess said.

“You beat me to that, too?!”

“Because you like to flirt and play around too much,” Tess said. “You’re somehow both direct and indirect at the same time.”

“And you’re Miss Direct?” Avril said, and Liam felt a bit forgotten, though he didn’t mind. It was more time for him to slowly build up his rhythm, cock enjoying every chance it got to slide deep into Tess’s pussy. “I had to do so much work to get the ball rolling for you two.”

Eyeing the younger woman, Tess kissed Avril’s left breast, right near the nipple, obviously with intentions of putting it between her luscious lips very soon, then began swirling her fingernail near the right one. “That might be true, but now that it’s headed downhill, the momentum will do the rest. I’ve already set myself up to claim another of Liam’s firsts. He and I have plans for tomorrow night.”

Avril scowled at the brunette professor. They got so competitive around one another, each prickling the other in just the right way to keep the tension stretched. Unfortunately for Avril, Tess had been pummeling her lately.

The redhead moved her mouth from side to side, momentarily at a loss. Her eyes snapped to him, and it almost seemed like she was looking for a little bit of help. A very un-Avril request.

But I love you, so I do want to help, Liam thought.

He decided to help by slapping Tess’s ass. The older woman immediately drew in a sharp intake, then speared him with a knowing look. Liam merely shrugged, finished his next plunge into her tight cunt, and made her shapely butt jiggle with another slap. And well, it was so addictive, so he did it again, landing a sharp, loud strike—the first good one his exhausted arm had managed to deliver.

Tess let him bring an end to her gloating. Putting her lips to Avril’s left nipple, she began to enjoy being in between her two younger lovers. One pumped his hips and slapped her ass. The other, still imprisoned, was at her mercy. Tess fondled and played with Avril’s heavy breasts, and Liam lived vicariously through her in that. Hers were the only pair he’d yet to really enjoy today. Maybe if he had enough strength left in him to crane up his neck while he plopped under the shower’s stream, he could fix that imbalance.

Three moaning lovers, two in various states of profound fatigue, mixed their voices together, forming a haze of desire around them. Thankfully, Tess worked hard. Especially for him. Her hips came back to meet each of his thrusts, and she bit her lip and moaned a little louder than she usually did. Exhausted as he was, he happily let himself believe she was just really that into what he was doing. His gelatinous muscles found a little extra juice to wring out of them because of it.

With her other hand moving to her clit, Tess ensured she climaxed before he spent the last of his seed inside her. Her approving moans grew more earnest, more rapid, and she beamed at him. So did Avril. Again, the physical bliss, as his cock’s sensitivity wasn’t as high as it’d been before he’d cum three times earlier today, flagged behind the emotional joy he felt.

“I love you both,” he whispered, body craving their smiles, their nods, their echoed sentiments.

“I love you,” Tess said.

“Obviously, I do, too,” Avril said, nodding at the handcuffs around the tree above her. “It seems to be going around the group, infecting us all.”

He smiled and nodded. Once Tess shuddered and climaxed, gasping her love for him one final time, Liam did the same. Bending forward much like the palm tree above them, he delivered one final thrust into Tess’s pussy, shut his eyes, and emptied his final reserves into her body. Then he rested his cheek on her back, feeling the sweat dripping down his temples, arms, everywhere. Tess supported his faltering body, guiding his arms around her waist, letting him catch his breath.

“So, hey, does someone want to get me down?” a dry voice said a minute later, forcing him and Tess to look up. “My arms feel like they’re going to fall off.”


Chapter Twenty-Nine

Enough to Cuddle

Fortunately, Avril’s arms didn’t pop off like Lego arms when she finally lowered them. Her handcuffs were high enough quality to have mostly spared her wrists any chafing, though she still winced and rubbed them after finally escaping the cuffs. They weren’t likely to be brought out again tomorrow. And yet…

“Leave them there,” Avril told Tess—Liam could barely get his arms over his head, so it had to be her—as she reached to collect the handcuffs. “If I get to see Anna or Victoria’s face after they notice it hanging there, it’ll have been worth the ache in my arms.”

Shaking her head at the younger woman’s newest ploy, Tess let the cuffs stay where they were. A marker and proof of what had occurred right by the hammock at the end of this second night in Fiji.

It wasn’t over yet… but it was. Liam did take that shower on his back, earning amused looks from both women. Tess was more than happy to soap up his body and help him clean off the sweat and sex sticking to his body. Once she’d finally worked some of the soreness out of her body, Avril also joined in—when it came time to attend to the important parts of his body.

Anna appeared right before the end of their shower. She didn’t come to investigate, so Liam only found out she’d returned when, wearing a towel, still thoroughly worn out, he stepped into the doorway between the bathroom and bedroom.

She blushed upon seeing him, but that was it. He made sure to kiss her before he departed. He kissed all of them.

“Get a lot of rest,” Avril teased, then grew a little serious. “But seriously. We can put off snorkeling if you’re too sore for it tomorrow. We will be going into underwater caves and all. Not a place to be if your arms and legs don’t work.”

Liam nodded. “I’ll sleep in as much as I can.”

“As much as you’re allowed to,” Avril said knowingly.

Now, it was his turn to feel his face heat up. He didn’t address the obvious meaning hovering beside him, instead focusing on saying his loving goodbyes to these three spectacular women. His morning had started with them, and it more or less ended with them too.

More or less.

On his return, he found that Victoria was still awake. Of course, it wasn’t that late, only around 9:30, when he made it back to their bure. He felt four or five more hours than that pushing down on his shoulders, but the shower and some time spent relaxing in the company of the other women had helped a little.

Piercing blue eyes transfixed him as he reached the deck’s steps. Lounging on the same chair where he’d massaged her earlier, she was reading the same book she’d brought out in bed yesterday.

“Welcome back,” the buxom brunette said, voice calm and cool. “How was dinner?”

“You know the word for it,” he said, smiling and forcing his tired legs to propel him up the deck’s steps. He promised they’d be the final set of steps they needed to worry about for the rest of the day.

“You look quite worn out,” Victoria said, setting her book on her thigh, pages splayed out.

“I feel pretty worn out,” Liam admitted.

Victoria didn’t appear bothered by his admission. After examining him for a moment, she motioned for him to come closer. Once he did so, she stood up, placed her book on the chair, and took him into her arms.

Liam blinked in surprise, at a loss for a response. Things didn’t get any better as Victoria began to stroke his hair. Well, they got better, just not clearer. He remained a swirl of confusion, battered by Victoria’s doting tenderness, even as his body accepted it gleefully. He leaned into her voluptuous softness, shut his eyes, and exhaled contentedly.

“Come on,” she whispered. “To bed with you. With us.”

Without any complaints, Liam let Victoria lead him indoors and put him in bed. He didn’t fall asleep, however. Not yet.

Victoria’s clothes came off. That was enough for Liam’s libido—somehow, still not fully sated—to slam the brakes on him drifting to bed peacefully.

The gorgeous woman, fully nude, slipped under the covers next to him. However, she immediately shifted those covers, revealing much of her upper body.

“Come on,” Victoria whispered invitingly. “We’ll cuddle for a bit, and then you can nod off.”

They did more than that. She welcomed him back into her embrace, then more than welcomed his lips as they began to glide along her magnificent breasts. She’d waited for him, and although he was too exhausted to accomplish everything he’d been planning, right up until Tess had decided she’d be the professor who thoroughly drained him, he still gave Victoria what he had left.

What he had left wasn’t much, but she didn’t ask him to do much. She cuddled with him, letting his lips enjoy an experience they’d craved for months. He set them everywhere across her breasts, kissing gently, licking gently, loving them gently. It was the best he could manage tonight.

It seemed to be enough. Victoria quivered as he sucked on her nipple. She continued slowly running her hand through his hair, breathing out as he rolled his tongue over the nub between his teeth. She kept him close, sharing her warmth with him, glad he could manage a little bit more before he succumbed to a much-needed sleep.

“Amazing,” he whispered, feeling her breasts with his hands. Wherever he didn’t suck, he touched, caressed, experienced.

“That nice?” Victoria graced him with a slender smile and kissed his head.

“They’re perfect. I can’t believe I’m finally getting to do things like this with you.”

“Roll your tongue again,” Victoria whispered. He complied. She shivered, so he did it again. “I think I could get used to ending our days like this. Starting it too, perhaps?”

“Yes!” he growled lustfully, momentary renewed by the thought of beginning and ending his days like this.

Victoria continued to smile. “If you’re rested enough when you wake up tomorrow, you can make a solid attempt to start my day off very well. Anna was here a little while ago. She mentioned that you were… studious.”

“That’s how I plan to get into Bellmore,” he said, smirking. “By being studious.”

“Where you’ll then proceed to relentlessly corrupt two of its professors?”

“That’s right.” He reached for her unattended nipple, wet from the time his mouth had spent on it, and gave it a slight pinch. Victoria almost imperceptibly arched into his touch. “Especially you. Especially when it’s just the two of us, alone and without any worry of being interrupted, in your classroom. Again and again and again.”

Victoria grew quiet. She stayed that way long enough for Liam to tilt his head up so he could meet her eyes. He found them wider than usual, a sign of the excitement thrumming through the stunning woman. He’d just made a promise, he realized. And Victoria was going to expect him to keep his word.

“You appear to have found my weak spot,” she eventually said.

“One of them,” he agreed, rolling his tongue again.

Victoria’s jaw flexed. She swallowed, then sent one of her hands beneath the covers. It was obvious where it was headed.

Their combined efforts brought her to her climax several minutes later. But tomorrow, he’d manage it all on his own. Because she could. And now Liam knew what he’d offer to her and Anna if they were the ones who won the tennis match.


Chapter Thirty

Starting Right

Right before dawn, it began to rain. Around the same time, a honeymooning couple shared a sigh in their bure. They’d intended to head to the eastern side of the island, feel the warm sand between their toes, the crisp morning air in their lungs, and bask in the first dawn since their arrival yesterday afternoon. Disappointed, they decided to wait and try again tomorrow. A walk through the rain on a beautiful beach wasn’t so bad. So, that was what they did.

Liam, on the other hand, didn’t even realize it was raining. He was far too deep in his sleep for his body to even conceive of waking up for the sunrise. In fact, by the time he woke up, the morning rain had reduced to a meager drizzle, tap, tap, tapping on the thatch roofing of his bure. It’d fizzle out before the hour was up, clouds dispersing soon after.

Even had that not happened, Liam wouldn’t have been disappointed. He had outdoor plans today, yes, but they were still hours away. And some warm rain wouldn’t really affect a person intending to spend a fair bit of his day underwater.

But any such issues caused by the rain could wait. When Liam awoke, aware but unbothered by the sound of it striking the deck outside his bedroom doors, he had no reason to go outside. In fact, he had no reason to even climb out of bed.

While a honeymooning couple let the rain dampen their hair, walking right by his and Victoria’s bure on the beach outside, Liam stayed in bed. There was no better place to be. After all, he got to spend nearly an hour sucking, kissing, and fondling the most magnificent pair of breasts on the planet.

He suspected that she’d been waiting. Victoria had “stirred” almost precisely when he’d first come awake, making enough commotion for him to know she was also awake immediately. It was too suspicious for him not to take notice. It also resulted in a sunburst of pride within him.

If he was right, she’d been waiting for him to leave one of the deepest periods of sleep he could remember experiencing. He didn’t need to wonder why she’d stayed in bed, doing such a curious thing. He knew the reason.

Pride, excitement, lust. Any one of the three could have got his blood pumping. This morning, all three worked in tandem. Victoria had been waiting for him to wake up. Eager, even? It was hard to tell, of course, but he let himself think it must be true. She was as ready as he was to create their first vacation tradition.

So, fully aware of why one of the most beautiful women alive had stayed in bed with him today, Liam provided her the touch and attention she’d been craving.

He kissed, sucked, licked, caressed, fondled, and played with those heavenly breasts. They became his whole world. His mind cut away all that wasn’t necessary, shrinking his world to this one bed, this one woman. And she surely reaped the benefits.

Because she could climax from it. Like Anna, though not exactly like Anna. If Anna’s sensitivity was the stove turned to max, then Victoria was just a few dozen degrees cooler. Both were past the threshold needed to reach boiling temperatures, however, and that was all that mattered. It was utterly fantastic news! For him and them.

No one in their group would ever be shocked to hear that Liam loved breasts. Hell, he’d received plenty of ribbing about it—especially when it came to these breasts—from multiple sources. He’d never again act like he didn’t know what they were talking about. Why should he?

There was no longer any reason to pretend. And that thrilled him.

Victoria enjoyed things, too. Realistically, she enjoyed them at least a little more than he did, as she was the one who was allowed to tense, suck air through clenched teeth, and break beneath the skillfulness of his touch. He, on the other hand, got to feel those tremors, see her eyes dilate, hear her breathy moans. Her legs shifting beneath him when he was on top of her, or her knees bumping into his when they were side to side. He was enthralled by each one of her orgasms—and yes, he kept count.

After number three, Victoria began stroking his hair, breasts heaving as she refilled her lungs with air. She didn’t ask him to stop, so he didn’t. For the gorgeous professor, today was the day the dam broke. Yesterday—in the way of a sensual, erotic massage—had left a dangerous crack on the sturdy stone, paving the way for the flood that swept over her this morning.

How long had it been since she’d received so much bliss from another person? A while, he suspected. As she’d openly explained to him not too long ago, she’d been searching for a suitable match these past several months, after the end of her self-imposed—and silly, as she proclaimed it—exile from the dating pool. Since doing so, since opening herself up to dating again, she’d continuously ended up disappointed in the crowd of men—and it was definitely a crowd—she attracted. He’d felt her pessimism in the text she’d sent that explained all this.

So, why him? Why had she given him a shot? He was just barely over half her age, and while she respected him, that didn’t guarantee interest in trying out a romance—a lesson that too many people seemed not to understand.

He wasn’t a hundred percent sure. Not yet, anyway. Down the line, probably once they were back in the States, he might ask. He was curious about it.

However, he knew why she’d continued to be interested in him, even after learning that he was romantically entangled with not one, not two, but three other women. It was because of one of those women, in fact. He was sure of it.

He’d captured Tess’s attention, her heart, her desires. And Victoria wanted to know why that was. She clearly respected her slightly older colleague; that was as noticeable as the sound of the rain drumming its fingers on their roof. She was a brilliant professor, a wonderful woman, and just as capable of attracting a horde of hopeful men as Victoria was.

So, why was she with her much younger next-door neighbor?

Liam knew that this question had a lot to do with Victoria letting him give her the massage he’d impressed her with yesterday. A catalyst, perhaps. Unable to contain her curiosity, she’d wanted to see for herself what made her colleague attach herself to him.

The past twenty-four hours had almost undoubtedly given Victoria a few insights into why. That included this very moment.

“Oh, ohhh,” Victoria whispered, arching slightly as he bit her nipple, then tugged it with his teeth. Her breast stretched out, helped by his hands, which surrounded and pressed in on it, and she quivered in satisfaction.

Liam was simply overwhelmed with excitement, anticipation. It buzzed through his ears like a pair of beehives had taken up residence on either side of him. He was making Victoria grow taut with bliss. He was making her body yearn for more. Not just now but tonight, tomorrow, and every day left of their trip.

And what about the ones after it’s over?

Liam had to ask.

After releasing Victoria’s nipple, although he quickly kissed the stiff point and rolled it around beneath his tongue, he did so. He gave her a moment to catch her breath, face flush due to his talent. The other three had honed him well.

“I know we talked about this arrangement lasting for the trip, but what about when we’re back?” he asked. He resumed kissing her breast afterward, tracing his lips—practically burning hot at this juncture—around her areola.

Victoria shivered but eyed him, aware of his intentions. “I’m sure a discussion will occur before too long.”

“Why not now?”

“While you have me pinned beneath you, at a serious disadvantage of composure?”

“You could roll over and get on top of me,” Liam said with a smile. “If that helps.”

“It wouldn’t,” Victoria said, going so far as to roll her eyes. A rare gesture, from her. “What arrangement would you like to set up?”

Liam’s heart soared into the sky. He didn’t answer her right away, refocusing on her sensitive breasts. Around ten minutes later, number four arrived. No, she wasn’t as sensitive as Anna. But that didn’t mean they both wouldn’t enjoy spending hours and hours like this, in this exact position. During and after this trip was over.

“I’m going to be gardening with you a lot,” Liam said. “Once we’re back home, especially once the summer arrives.”

“Unless your chess skills dramatically increase, yes,” Victoria said. “Or if you give up on trying to beat me.”

“Never,” he immediately said. “I want my phone to have an entire album of you.”

Victoria didn’t blush, but she did swallow. Expectantly? Hopefully? Yes. Both.

“Then yes, you’ll need to keep practicing a lot. As I’ve said, I don’t intend to throw any matches.”

Liam nodded. His attention might have drifted while they spoke, but he continued to kiss her breasts and roll her nipples with his thumbs. She liked a bit of roughness, a tinge of pain. He pinched her nipples in tandem, squeezing and rolling them beneath his fingertips. Victoria drew in a sharp breath and arched up ever so slightly.

“I just want to make sure you don’t immediately kick me out once I’ve finished helping you with your gardening,” Liam said. “That’s all. You’ve got that pool I want to swim in, too.”

“That’s the assurance you need?” Victoria asked, almost sounding amused. As if she’d been expecting a larger demand—a more specific one. Because it was obvious that she’d let him stay around after he finished his “chores” in her garden.

Liam decided to rise to the challenge. “And fuck you in it, obviously.”

Victoria smirked, which caught Liam off guard. It made him stumble like a meanspirited spectator suddenly sticking out their leg to trip him right before he reached the finish line. He knit his eyebrows together, wondering what gaffe he’d just made.

No gaffe. It was just that Victoria was preparing to make a joke. Which was shocking in its own right.

“Which place are you referring to?”

“What?”

Victoria stayed amused. “Which of the two places are you hoping to fuck me in? My garden or my pool?”

Liam blinked, finally catching up to her point. He met her amusement, which manifested as a raised eyebrow, with his own roll of the eyes.

“Both, obviously. A few times, probably both on the same day.”

“Your stamina might allow that,” Victoria said, running her hand down his chest. It reached his abdomen, though it stopped before it confirmed what had been the case since pretty much the moment he’d woken up. He was rejuvenated. Ready for today. Ready for more.

“So,” Victoria said, returning her attention to his face, “my garden, my pool, and my classroom. An interesting selection.”

“There are others, naturally.”

“Such as?”

Liam understood. It came down upon him like a beam of light piercing the roof, its heat warming his back. Victoria had expertly led him to this specific point so that she might ask this specific question. He knew why.

“This island,” Liam whispered lustfully, returning his lips to one of her nipples. However, his eyes stayed up, connected with Victoria’s beautiful, piercing stare. More than ever before, waiting for her reply, it mesmerized him.

“That’s a possibility,” Victoria said.

“Nearly guaranteed?” Liam immediately asked. “Especially with your birthday coming up?”

“Highly likely,” Victoria corrected, wearing a half-smile. “More likely by the minute, I might even admit.”

Liam tried not to shiver noticeably. He failed. His elation nearly made him dizzy. He blinked through the sudden thrust of glee he felt, drew in a deep breath, and continued to hold her stare.

“What can I do to improve my chances?”

He didn’t expect a reply. They both knew she didn’t need to actually answer the question. She just needed to let him work it out himself. Which he did, of course. It’d been years since Victoria had experienced anything worthwhile from a romantic partner. Now, she was ready to see if he could continue impressing her.

Yet, she did ultimately reply.

“Would you like a way to guarantee it?” she asked, sighing as he continued battering her resolve.

Do you even need to ask? Liam thought, chuckling. He brought his eyes up from her breasts, meeting her gaze. In it, he spotted an evolving idea within her peerless blue eyes.

“Are you plotting something, Professor Moreno?” he asked.

“Yes,” she whispered, shivering as he pinched both her nipples simultaneously. “You’re going to dislike it. At first.”

Perplexed, Liam diverted his attention away from her voluptuous body. “I’m listening.”

“Figure out when my birthday is,” Victoria said. “If you can accomplish that, then wish me happy birthday before anyone else, you can fuck me right then and there. Or whenever you decide you want to cash in your reward.”

“And if I can’t figure it out?” Liam asked.

“Then you’ll have to wait. You’ll have to make do with other choice options, which we both know you’ll enjoy. But no sex.”

She was right. At first, he didn’t like this new wrinkle in things. He really disliked it, in fact. Why would she toss this roadblock in, and so suddenly? Randomly, even.

But then he thought about it more. Even appreciate what he thought she was doing.

“And there’s nothing I can do to convince you to tell me when your birthday is, is there?”

Victoria shook her head. A measure of approval glimmered in her eyes.

But the others all know. All I would need to do is get one of them to break.

“Am I allowed to bring up this conversation to the others?” he asked, going down his checklist of ideas.

“No. It stays in this bedroom, between us.”

Liam nodded. Although it was impossible for him to say he was thrilled by this unexpected hurdle, he was up for the challenge. If he was anything, it was determined. He would not leave Fiji without having fucked Victoria. That was non-negotiable. So, he would find out when her birthday was and whisper his well wishes into her ear on the morning of it.

And then they’d both get what they wanted.

“I’ll know when it is very soon,” Liam proclaimed.

Victoria smiled but stayed silent. She closed her eyes and set her head back on her pillow. A clear sign that she wasn’t ready for them to leave their bed just yet.

Liam spent the next fifteen minutes reminding Victoria why she should pray for his success. She reached number five. With her breasts finally needing a break from his attention, he pulled his mouth and hands back. But of course, they soon found new positions on Victoria’s body, all at her request. Kissing her deeply, Victoria slipped her hands into his. When she climbed out of bed a few minutes later, she kept hold of his right hand. She used that connection to pull him out of bed, then along.

Toward the outdoor shower.

A little over an hour later, Liam bounced and bobbed on the ocean, sitting with four gorgeous women as they headed toward the Sawa-i-Lau Caves. The third day of the most incredible vacation of Liam’s life was underway. He would see that it continued to get better and better.

End of Book 5
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