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Chapter One

Day Three

Over the past seventy-two hours, Liam Carr had succeeded in traveling by air, land, and, as of about three minutes ago, sea. Starting this impressive hattrick by boarding a ridiculously lavish private jet a few days back, he’d been among the lucky group of visitors who would get to visit one of the most beautiful vistas on the planet. Following that, he’d spent some time on land, exploring Elysian gardens and soaking in a hot spring alongside four nymphs. Now, on the third day since he’d arrived in Fiji, he traveled by boat. Across an ocean that slowly transitioned from peerless teal to glittering sapphire as they departed from the shore.

And it was a boat. It certainly wasn’t a ship, only just big enough for its five passengers and the two resort employees who operated it. It was mostly metal, painted a slightly less spectacular blue and teal across its hull, which had its fair share of dents and dings. Black scrawl in English declared its name the Wave Rider, though Liam hadn’t been sure he wanted to see if it could live up to the name.

That decision was beyond his control.

The boat’s captain, as much as there could be a captain in a two-man operation, had clearly wanted to show off. A Fijian man with a broad smile and an animated way of speaking, he’d waited for his five passengers, four of whom were stunningly beautiful women, to settle in, then sent them racing.

The Wave Rider zoomed across the crystalline waters next to Yasawa Island’s western shore. It carried them south, and its noisy engine had a few complaints to make about the speed of their journey, repeatedly clicking whenever they bounced—and even sputtering once. Liam was sure he wasn’t the only one to glance over his shoulder when that happened, nervous about their little transport being pushed too far.

He was ready to spend his day in the ocean, but he wasn’t exactly hoping it’d start with a swim back to shore.

If the Wave Rider had one true comfort, it was its roof. It was just a tightly restrained blue canvas attached to eight metal poles, four on each side of the boat. But it did its job, keeping the late morning sunlight off the heads of its passengers, who sat on the two wooden benches available to them. Bouncing, jostled by the boat as it skipped over the gentle waves like a rock tossed by an expert, they all hung on tightly.

Just make it to where we need to go, Liam thought, hearing another loud cough from the boat’s engine.

They were about halfway there, though it’d be some time before they saw their destination. That was because Yasawa Island blocked it from view. The Sawa-i-Lau Caves, often called the Blue Lagoon Caves because of their connection to the movie of the same name, were on—or within, more aptly—a smaller island to the east of theirs. If he and the others had been willing to walk to the beach they’d lounged upon yesterday, then go as far south as their legs could carry them, a talented swimmer could have swum to it, as it was only about a thousand feet away from Yasawa Island’s southeastern tip.

Naturally, they’d opted to undertake the more typical experience for reaching the beautiful underwater caves. It wouldn’t be long before they curved around the jutting foot of Yasawa Island, whereupon their destination would come into view.

But they weren’t there yet, and even though the island on his left remained absolutely gorgeous, rife with beautiful white sands and a luscious rainforest running up and down its spine, he found his eyes wandering to a closer set of sights. Four of them, though he started with the most obvious choice.

He sat on the second bench, sharing it with only a single woman. The one he’d woken up beside earlier today.

Like every day before it, Victoria was as gorgeous, poised, and entrancing now as she always was. Well, he did now know the right way to mess with the middle of those three things. He had every intention of making it a staple of his mornings and evenings while on this wonderful trip.

She was the tallest of the four women in the group, sitting straight-backed and attentive as she watched the shoreline they rushed by. She wasn’t the type of woman to slouch, not even on vacation. Before he’d come to know her intimately, he might have guessed that this was how she always was, even in bed. Serious, collected, controlled. But he knew better now. She was still all those things, of course, but she had another side to her, more sensual, more inviting. One that Liam had been allowed to summon earlier this morning with his fingertips, his lips, and his tongue.

She wasn’t just the tallest woman in the group but also the most voluptuous. She had what must be the most perfect set of breasts Liam had ever laid eyes on, and he could proudly say he’d done more than just lay his eyes on them. Yesterday, a massage and a titfuck. Today, just over an hour ago, he’d kissed, sucked, licked, and pinched every part of those magnificently full breasts. Until Victoria had orgasmed. Multiple times.

A pair of bitingly sharp blue eyes, purer than ice cut from a glacier, turned toward him. Somehow, Victoria had sensed he was staring.

The younger professor of the group met his gaze. She didn’t speak right away; she didn’t need to. With just a look, those eyes of hers unraveled the secrets he held. She knew exactly what had caused him to stare at her.

An almost imperceptible shift took place along a very luscious mouth. At one corner, just one, it curved upward. Not by much, and probably not for very long, but long enough.

Liam broke out into a grin because of it. The olive-skinned professor, who was as soft and smooth as silk, subtly rolled her eyes, then turned back to admire the ocean, her brunette ponytail whipping in the wind as the Wave Rider barreled forward.

When they’d met on the first night he’d come home for winter break, Liam had been sure the stunning but severe woman had hated him. Now, as of this spring break, they were lovers.

That now made it the case for all the women on this boat. Romance was very much in the air in Fiji, and Liam breathed it in. He planned to continue breathing it in for the next several days, days he intended to use to the fullest. Liam suspected he wasn’t alone in concocting such plans. He needed to look no further than the auburn ponytail flying about in the wind to believe that fully.

Liam leaned forward and tapped Avril Knight, the reason this trip was possible, the reason there was a private jet to bring them to and from the romantic islands of Fiji, on her shoulder. Immediately, a set of bright green eyes, shining like emeralds even under the shade of the canopy, swiveled toward him.

“Want to come sit back here with me?” he asked, loud enough to overcome the wind slapping him in his face.

Avril’s grin was as bright as the sun. “Nope!”

He glared at her. She kept grinning. He motioned to the available spot next to him. She raised an eyebrow.

Liam made a show of overtly changing his attention to Tess, the woman—the other professor on the trip—sitting to Avril’s left. He reached out with his hand again, planning to tap her on the shoulder next.

Avril caught his two extended fingers before that could happen, then held them tightly in her grip. Liam immediately locked eyes with Avril, intensifying his glare. It was ineffective at dimming her bright smile, of course; she thrived off responses such as these, if anything. However, it accomplished his goal.

“Since we’re almost there, fineee,” Avril said, acting as if his request was a troublesome one to deal with. A few seconds later, maneuvering carefully on the fast-moving boat and keeping her hair from whipping about with a hand to her head, Avril settled down beside him.

She waited for him to say something, and he would. But first, he admired her.

While Victoria could effortlessly claim to be the most voluptuous woman in just about any room she walked into, it wasn’t so clear cut when it came to who among the group possessed the most raw sex appeal. Truthfully, since the day he’d met her—and she was technically the last member of the four he’d met—Liam had always considered it to be Avril.

She exuded it effortlessly and permanently. It just seemed to wrap itself around her curvaceous figure, then hang in the air like heat emerging from molten metal, warning your hand to stay back. However, it caused more of an opposite effect, attraction, magnetic and decisive, whenever Liam laid his eyes on Avril. And his eyes always seemed to find her when she was nearby. She was like a deafening shot across the bow, demanding his full attention.

He didn’t mind giving it to her. The beautiful redhead, only a few years older than him, was the primary reason for this trip. Loving her schemes, the payoffs of knowing more than she let on, then seeing the reactions from the rest of them at the exact right time, she’d offered them all the chance to pick a vacation spot all the way back at New Year’s Eve. Everything else, from how they’d get there to where they’d be staying, she’d handled. That had probably been effortless, too. She came into her element for events like these.

Yet, Liam knew he owed her for more than just this trip. Without her boldness, her proactiveness, there was next to no chance that he would have managed the transformation he’d experienced over these past few months. She was the catalyst behind a great many of his changes, but especially the beginning ones. The ball had only started to roll because Avril Knight had given it a push.

Compared to the woman on his other side, Avril was far more open about being provocative and flirtatious. For as long as he’d known her, she’d never seemed interested in acting demure or modest. She knew she was gorgeous enough to drop jaws. She knew she liked living openly and boldly. She knew what she liked, knew what she wanted out of life. To an almost enviable degree, the sinfully beautiful redhead, eyes shining, lips curling, and mind and body in tandem as they pushed forward her next scheme, Avril rarely hesitated.

Liam often saw her as a firestorm, blazing ahead with unmatched energy. He’d collected a few embers from her along the way, held them too close to his heart, and let their transformative properties change him for the better.

It wasn’t an exaggeration, and he wasn’t downplaying his own actions in his success. Obviously, he could be led to water, but he’d been the one who’d decided to take a drink. Nevertheless, he knew he wouldn’t have found that water source without Avril’s guidance. He wasn’t ashamed to admit it. Without Avril, he’d probably be pining after just one woman, not romantically involved with four.

“Are you going to say something, or just stare?” Avril asked, lips pursed with amusement.

“You wouldn’t mind if I did,” Liam said.

The stunning woman shrugged noncommittally. “You can stare and say something interesting, can’t you?”

Liam leaned in closer, which proved the right choice. Avril echoed the motion, allowing them both to speak a little quieter, less likely to be overheard by the more stoic woman sitting on the other side of him.

“I know something you don’t know,” he whispered in that annoying sing-song way.

Avril immediately rolled her eyes. But that was fine, as she only rolled her eyes. She remained leaning against him, their shoulders touching, the warm morning wind rushing by.

“It was bound to happen eventually,” Avril replied, blowing out and causing him to scrunch up his eyes. “The baby bird has to leave the nest and learn to soar on its own at some point.”

Liam didn’t reply. He simply held Avril’s gorgeous green stare, knowing that his bait would eventually earn him a tug on the line. After holding out a little longer than expected, the inevitable follow-up came.

“Well, what is it?” Avril asked dryly, though he knew her outward disinterest was a façade. He’d only been in one location, with one woman, since they’d parted last night. And Avril was anything but disinterested when it came to the buxom brunette he was rooming with while in Fiji.

“First, remind me how much you love me,” he whispered, reaching up and shifting her auburn hair back. With her throat now exposed, he leaned in and gently kissed it. “Then I’ll share my secret with you.”

“Really wringing out every drop of moisture you can, aren’t you?” Avril said, though she tilted into the warmth of his lips. “I told you I loved you just last night.”

“Yeah, and? Today’s a new day.”

Avril snorted lightly and lifted her shoulder sharply, forcing his mouth away from her skin. This, of course, was all so that she could now begin her assault.

She didn’t go for his neck, instead opting to set her lips against his ear. Kissing it, she spoke in a low, husky whisper.

“Which part of you should I start with? How I loved the way you treated me last night, fucking me so, so good with your big cock, holding me up with your sexy muscles? How I love your growing confidence, the way in which you’re now willing to kiss me in front of the others, and how you clearly have some devious plans brewing in that naughty mind of yours?” Her eyes glittered with excitement. “Or should I whisper about how much I love knowing that you must have done something good with Victoria last night, and that you’re about to spill the details while you kiss my neck?”

Her words were pure electricity, crawling over his skin, making the hair on his arms stand up. Her body, pressed close, made his heart race. Her voice, sultry and smooth, drove him nearly to madness. And she wasn’t even done yet.

“Tell me what happened, Liam. Turn me on while the others are sitting and wondering what we’re whispering about. I love you.”

He gave her what she wanted. Sharing every sordid detail about how he’d spent last night in Victoria’s arms, cuddling with her, kissing her, tasting her breasts. Avril was as avid a listener as he could have found on these islands. But like she so often did, he had an additional surprise in store.

He told her about this morning. Barely an hour behind them, right before they’d all reconnected and climbed aboard this boat. Just like she’d wanted, he whispered it against her skin.

Avril grew increasingly taut and aroused as he whispered about what he’d done to Victoria’s breasts after waking up. Listening with rapt attention, she bit her lower lip as he explained every riveting detail. Her eyes glistened with excitement as he finally delivered the good news.

“It’s not just Anna,” he revealed, gliding his lips up to Avril’s jawline. “They can both climax from breast play. I gave her a few this morning, and I’ll let her experience some more tonight. Her moans are so sexy, too. Fuck, just thinking about them makes me hard.”

Avril glanced down and spotted that he was telling the truth. His storytelling might have started out for her benefit, but Liam had found it easy to grow aroused while reminiscing about playing with Victoria’s wonderful breasts. The memory was so clear and defined in his mind, joining a handful of other memories involving the buxom professor.

Now, Avril could also daydream about said professor. Moaning, writhing, and orgasming over and over.

“Must be nice,” Avril whispered. “I really set you up for success, huh?”

“Completely by accident too,” Liam said, grinning. “Thanks for making the room assignments as you did.”

“Next vacation, I’m thrusting myself in with the two of you. ‘Tis only fair.”

Liam chuckled and rubbed Avril’s thigh. Like the other women aboard the boat, she wore a simple set of shorts and a shirt. Underneath the breezy outfit would be her swimwear, which would soon be needed. Liam knew he’d enjoy that reveal as much as he had on the previous two days of their trip.

“I’m sure there’ll be a lot of thrusting,” Liam said, unable to help himself.

Avril rolled her eyes but still smirked. “And sucking, biting, licking, spanking, and more.”

“Plenty,” Liam agreed. “Enough to keep all of you completely satisfied.”

“So far, so good,” Avril said, eyes drifting toward the women around them. “I’ve yet to hear a single complaint. Rather, last night, compliments were being passed out all around—by each one of us.”

Liam’s pulse quickened. Excited to hear about what kinds of gossip had occurred once he’d left the three other women alone last night, he began to ask about it.

Unfortunately, they finally came in sight of their destination. Cutting off the flow of their conversation, he and Avril joined the various sets of eyes that snapped toward the small island. They’d seen it when they’d flown in two days ago, when the seaplane pilot transporting them had called it out.

It was maybe only a few hundred feet from one end to the other, though you couldn’t walk straight across the island. Even without the dense forest covering all but a few dozen feet of shore at its perimeter, a fifty- or sixty-foot-tall pillar of stone erupted from its center. Did that count as a mountain, or should it be classified as a hill?

It was sharp and direct about thrusting upward, forming a spear tip of a point. It reminded Liam of a dulled arrowhead, covered in moss—trees, in this instance—but defiantly sticking out of the ground.

And we’re going to go inside it, Liam thought. Or, at least, underneath it.

There were two caverns awaiting them. One was open to daylight, somewhere beneath that domed mountain. The other was apparently more secretive, requiring the guide they’d soon meet once they landed and descended underground.

“Liam,” Avril whispered, drawing his attention back to her.

“What’s up?”

“I want to be kissed in those caverns,” she said openly. “That’ll be what satisfies me this morning, tides me over until later.” She glanced ahead, then nodded at Tess and Anna’s backs. “I doubt I’m alone in wanting something like that.”

Liam nodded. He kissed her, too. Because why shouldn’t he kiss her here as well? Even if all the others were watching, he no longer feared being affectionate toward any of them. This was now his normal, and what a glorious normal it was. He intended to embrace it fully.


Chapter Two

Sawa-i-Lau Caves

After bending around the island toward where they’d come ashore, Liam discovered that he might need to be a little more circumspect about kissing all four women while in the caves. They weren’t the only people here for the tour. Two other boats lounged by the shore, held in place by ropes fastened to some poles stuck deep in the sand. Their crew hung about on the beach, seated at some picnic-style tables and chatting while they waited for the return of their passengers.

These passengers seemed to have already headed into the squat building directly ahead. Made entirely of grey limestone, it had a metal door that currently hung open. After stepping onto the land, Liam and the others spent a few minutes collecting their snorkeling gear. He had his own, brought along on the trip, which was finally ready for use. The others had gotten some from the resort.

Once they were situated, Liam and the others headed toward the building, ignoring the stares from the predominantly male audience lounging on the beach. They climbed up some steps and walked toward the open entrance. A Fijian woman who looked only a few years older than Avril and Anna smiled and greeted them. She explained that she’d be their tour guide and that they could head on down and join the others.

So down they went. Walking upon stairs cut from the stone, they descended. Practically immediately, they encountered an obstacle: a large rock outcropping that cut off their vision of what was beyond. A roughly three-foot gap between it and the steps prompted them to share a look.

“Sucks for the taller ones,” Avril chortled.

One by one, however, they each squatted, turned, and slipped under the rock. They emerged onto more stairs, though they all shifted to their right, moving onto a wide platform that overlooked the pool at the bottom of the stairs. Six others stood there, in the process of stripping down to their swimwear. Once Liam and the others arrived, things became a little crowded, though the earlier arrivals were kind enough to move back onto the steps for them after they had undressed. Two of them, an older couple who did nothing but smile as they looked around the limestone cavern, even decided to slip into the turquoise water and test its warmth. As their smiles remained, Liam assumed it was hardly any chillier than he’d come to expect from Fiji’s warm waters.

After removing his shirt and slides, Liam was ready to go. Holding onto his snorkeling gear, he could have joined the strangers on the stairs, giving the others a little more room to maneuver. But why would he do that? In what universe would he ever willingly separate from Anna, Avril, Tess, and Victoria? Especially when they were about to remove their clothing.

He received a few knowing looks as he stayed by them, but most were accompanied by equally knowing smiles. Even Victoria, in a show of overtness about their newfound relationship, made sure to give him the best angles as she withdrew her shirt and shimmied out of her shorts.

Today mainly consisted of repeats. He’d seen most of these bikinis on their first day in Fiji, when they’d all slathered themselves up in mud and hit the hot springs. These were clearly the most functional sets that the women had brought along, revealing by nature of how stunning and voluptuous they all were, but not overly risqué. Which, given that they’d all known there’d at least be a tour guide present, made sense.

Yet, Liam still gleefully absorbed the sights he was given. As Victoria, standing nearest to him, bent over and placed her shirt atop her shorts, he stared at her shapely butt. His hand twitched excitedly, though he would have needed to get a little closer to touch her. Before he could decide to do so, she glanced at him, appearing fully aware of what he was considering.

Her lips curled at the corners, which was practically a full-blown grin from her. She stayed bent over for a second longer, then straightened, turning to let him ogle her tremendous tits. He’d done so much with them this morning, yet he wasn’t even close to being satiated. There was a bottomless pit in him when it came to loving Victoria’s breasts. He could feed it for a thousand mornings, yet it’d still grow no closer to becoming filled.

“You’re so sexy,” he said, speaking quietly, knowing his voice might echo in the caves if he wasn’t careful.

“And yet it was Avril’s neck you were busy with during our trip,” Victoria replied, eyes piercing him.

“I’ll make it up to you when we’re back on the boat.”

Victoria shrugged coyly and turned her attention toward the other professor in the group.

If there had been any chance of reining him in, Victoria needed to be the strait-laced one. Among the four women joining him in Fiji, if there was anyone who might have frowned at how much debauchery would take place here, it could have only been her. But as she’d clearly succumbed to being just as salacious as the others, that ship had pretty much sailed. It could only have been her. For it certainly never could have been Tess Williams.

The oldest woman here, just having dipped her toes into her forties, might be the one who’d most looked forward to how much sex there’d be on this vacation. She had a pretty good reason to want to indulge a little, having gone without any romance in her life over the past several years. She’d finally escaped her loveless marriage, finally unchained herself from an undeserving scowl of a human being. And then, with Avril’s help, her next-door neighbor had found the courage to declare his love for her.

Since then, there’d been very little reason for either of them to slow down. Finally with the woman of his dreams, Liam chased a record, having boldly declared he’d become her most prolific partner. And Tess was making up for lost time, happily taking advantage of the fact that her much younger lover had a libido capable of matching her own. They made an excellent pairing.

And it wasn’t going to end anytime soon. Liam’s excitement expanded as he got a good view of Tess’s backside. He nearly drooled because of what he saw: a woman who was unfairly curvaceous, perfectly shaped, stunningly defined. She was so perfect an hourglass that Liam’s eyes slid down her curves just from trying to take them in. He knew better than anyone how dangerously addictive those curves could be.

And he was addicted. In love, too, more and more with each passing day. He loved Tess deeply, profoundly, growing excited whenever their eyes connected, overjoyed when she leaned her cheek against his shoulder on her couch. But he was also addicted.

To making love with her, to running his lips across her smooth, soft skin, which was already on its way to obtaining a nice vacation tan. It was another bottomless pit. He had a few of those inside of him.

The first would always belong to Tess. It had existed for years, isolated and never expecting anything worthwhile to be tossed into it. Now, he fed it on the regular. Combined with the others within him, Liam had come to know a joy bordering on unfairness. Selfish as he now knew himself to be, he had no intention of sharing.

Tess caught him watching her. Her eyes shimmered with love in them. They were like deep pools of water, boundlessly blue, though not quite like the current pool of water standing nearby. That one was far more see-through than Liam had expected, remaining an easily visible turquoise color thanks to the sunlight peering in through an enormous opening in the cavern’s faraway roof. Along with the others, he’d enter it in a few minutes. Tess was one of the reasons he delayed doing so.

“Excited for a swim?” Tess asked lightly, bringing herself over to him.

“Yeah, the swim,” Liam said, nodding in an exaggerated way. “That’s what it is.”

Tess chuckled and glanced past him. “It’s a shame we’re not the only ones on the tour, though it was always an unlikely hope.”

“Why’s that?”

Tess’s dark blue eyes flashed with amusement. “You know why.”

“I really don’t,” he lied, shrugging.

Glancing past him a second time, checking that no one was paying too much attention to them, Tess leaned toward him. Her voice transformed into an arousing whisper as she set her lips near his ear.

“Because I want to experience what it’s like to be kissed—deeply kissed—while in an underwater cave?” She pulled back, raising an eyebrow. “Isn’t it the same for you?”

“It is,” Liam said, wondering if Avril and Tess were just of the same mind today or if they’d planned things. Both wanted the same thing. He was more than willing to grant their wishes. He intended to go further, as Avril had suggested. “So, just wait. I’ll find a way.”

Tess smiled, expectant and hopeful. “I’ll be waiting.”

She slid by him, trailing her fingertips across his abdomen. She and Victoria became the first among their group to start heading toward the water. Their tour guide had also joined them, suggesting that things would soon begin.

But I’ve got time, Liam thought, eyes drifting away from the gorgeous professors as they slipped into the pool. They converged upon the youngest woman in the group. Right then and there, Liam decided he’d kiss her first.

Like he had with Tess, Anna saw him coming. Her smile, formed by a pair of lips that were unfairly distracting, constantly inciting him to want to kiss her, sped up his step. He checked over his shoulder. Everyone else was in the process of slipping into the pool. He had his opportunity.

And he took it. The moment he reached the only remaining woman on the platform, he kissed her. Shock flared within Anna’s eyes, which were the pair that most closely matched the vivid hue of the nearby pool. But then acceptance came. Eagerness after.

The gorgeous, dark-haired young woman pressed herself into him. Shortest among the four women, she raised herself onto her toes for a better experience. Liam gladly set his hands on her curvaceous hips, supporting her as they kissed.

She held to him, delighted, and threw all her passion into the kiss. Brief as it was, it was enough to leave Liam’s heart thudding. He grinned as they pulled apart, then synchronized their look toward the others in the cave. No one seemed to have noticed.

One of four, Liam thought, swirling his thumb on Anna’s smooth side as he lingered near her.

“Was that for any particular reason?” Anna asked, eyes shimmering with such provocative beauty. They were so alluring and unique. He could say the same about a few aspects of this remarkable woman.

She was a woman of weapons, much like the others in the group. From her eyes to her lips to her figure, she could have strutted around like Avril did—and been just as effective. However, Anna was far more restrained than her best friend.

Yet, that was beginning to change. She was growing less and less reserved with each new day, riding a trajectory much like the one he was experiencing, trailing behind him like the vaporous tail of a rocket exiting the atmosphere. Yesterday afternoon, when she’d snuck him away from the others and given him an amazing blowjob, was proof that she was eager to catch up to the others.

“Because you’re my girlfriend,” Liam said, still grinning. “Isn’t that reason enough to want to kiss you every second of the day?”

“I suppose,” Anna said, blushing just a little. “Will there be more?”

“Is that even a question?”

Anna smiled and shrugged. “You might get distracted, like you were on the boat ride with Avril.”

“Did everyone notice that? I thought I was being subtle.”

“Everyone,” Anna confirmed. “Tess and I have decided you’ll sit up front with us on the ride to our next location.”

Liam made a face. “Well… I sort of promised to give Victoria some attention then.”

Anna pursed her lips. “Isn’t she getting enough alone time with you already? You two are together every night.”

It became Liam’s turn to shrug, though he did so apologetically. “I’ll make sure to be more evenhanded throughout the rest of the day.”

“See that you do,” Anna said, then kissed him again.

Shortly thereafter, they became the final two people entering the pool. Letting Anna go ahead of him, Liam found himself somewhat amused by how undisguised Anna had become about wanting time with him. Their relationship had gone through so many permutations, only to land on this rather wonderful one.

All this had stemmed from a conversation in a parking lot, in which Anna had requested that they feign interest in each other for a little while. That lie had become the truth. Because here they now stood, openly a couple, openly head over heels about each other.

After Anna slipped into the water, Liam waited for her to make room for him. The water was cooler than he expected, but not chilly, and Liam made ripples as he slid in. The starting area was more than spacious enough for the dozen bodies treading water in it, and tunnels branched out in multiple directions from it. Affixing his snorkeling gear in place, Liam glided over to Anna and the others.

The cave’s limestone walls, mostly smooth, stretched dozens of feet above them. However, there were some rocky protrusions that others in the tour group clung onto, listening as their tour guide launched into some of the lore and history of the caves. Liam and the others listened, craning their heads up toward the opening in the cave as the tour guide spoke of a legend involving an enormous hawk, a kidnapped princess, and her prince.

Liam treaded water between Anna and Victoria, so he could only keep his head up for so long. The two busty women didn’t seem all that concerned as he shifted his hands—one at a time, so he didn’t start sinking—around their waists and pulled them a little closer. He received glances, one surprised, the other cool, but that was all.

With the rest of the room focusing on the tour guide, who was pointing at the vertical striations on the limestone walls and discussing some geological facts, Liam could bring both women to him. He couldn’t do much more, needing to focus on keeping his head above water, but he could feel their breasts bumping against his arms—both women had turned slightly, instigating that additional bit of bliss.

“You’re distracting us from learning about the caves,” Victoria said. Yet, she stayed snuggled against him, eyes like sheer ice focused on him, not their tour guide.

“Is that so wrong?”

“It depends on why you’re doing it.”

“I wanted to chat with the two of you,” he said.

“Is that all?”

“Yes.”

Victoria stared directly at him.

“It is,” he protested quietly. “I wanted to bring up the tennis match.”

“What about it?” Anna asked curiously.

“You two are going to win, right?”

“Possibly,” Victoria said. “Based on how Avril reacted when she didn’t get to have Anna on her team, she must be very good.”

“I’m okay—I’m pretty good,” Anna said, changing her response when both he and Victoria narrowed their eyes at her. She still had a thing about downplaying her abilities, even though she repeatedly proved to be in possession of a wide range of skills.

More and more by the day, Liam thought, briefly reminiscing about yesterday.

“Biased as it makes me, I do want you two to win.”

“And why is that?” Victoria asked.

“So I can give you two the prize I have in mind.”

The women shared a look. Their interest, even Victoria’s, though of a milder variety, was visible to him.

“Would you care to elaborate?” Victoria said.

“Share the reward early?” Liam said. “I can’t do that.”

“It could help motivate us,” Anna said, blushing as he raised an eyebrow and grinned at her. Yes, he was quite coming to enjoy Anna’s bolder attitude. Probably in the same way that Tess and Avril had enjoyed seeing his metamorphosis.

“You’ll get the reward the night of the match,” Liam said. “And I think you’ll both enjoy it equally. That’s all I’ll say, though.”

“That’s not much,” Victoria pointed out.

“I know, but I want to maintain a little bit of a surprise.”

“How Avril of you,” the busty professor said dryly.

“I think it’s fine,” Anna said. “You’re not going to cheat, though, are you? I think Avril and Tess would be very upset—and deservedly so—if you made us win.”

“I’ll play it fair and impartial,” Liam said. “Or try to be. I’ve never officiated a tennis match.”

Anna smiled, satisfied. She glanced at Victoria. “We can talk a little strategy later, maybe?”

“We can,” Victoria said. “I’m very likely to be rusty, so if we can find a chance to practice a little, that could improve our chances.”

Anna nodded agreeably. “If there’s still some daylight when we get back today, we could sneak over. The resort has rackets. They looked to be of an okay quality, so it’ll help me if I can practice some with them beforehand.”

The two women stayed by him, whispering conspiratorially about the upcoming tennis match. Liam was thrilled that his motivation had struck the right spot. Because he did want them to win. The reward he had in mind, well, it would be particularly potent if Anna and Victoria were the women who claimed it.

Soon, something called an end to their quiet planning. Their tour guide had finished her history lesson. Next, she offered to guide them to the second cave they could visit. This one would require a trip underwater.


Chapter Three

The Heart

The tour guide led them away in groups of three to five, which was perfect. Liam and the others were of the same mind, intentionally choosing to be the final group to accompany her. They’d probably do the same thing on the return trip. If not last, then first. Either would buy them some time alone.

Once the tour guide returned and grabbed the second group, the five of them chatted more openly and loudly. Liam also found his chance to kiss Victoria, simply pulling her away from the group and then positioning them against a section of wall that they could both hold onto. It was just out of sight from where the others treaded water, but there was hardly any doubt about why he’d pulled the busty professor away.

Though Victoria raised an amused eyebrow as he pulled her away and ordered her to remove her snorkeling gear, she obeyed. He copied the motion, swiping the goggles and breathing tube off his head and holding them in one hand. Next, he pinned her against limestone—the only place to find limestone in Fiji, according to what their tour guide had said—and kissed her.

Victoria’s amusement became contentment. With both arms over her head, holding onto the outcropping of rock behind her, she had nowhere to go. At the same time, he knew she had nowhere else she wanted to be.

Gripping the same outcropping with one hand, Liam felt Victoria up with the other. Kissing her passionately, pushing into her, wishing he had something to stand on for stability and strength, he palmed one of her enormous breasts.

“You started your morning with them,” Victoria whispered, holding her mouth mere centimeters away. “Are they already so soon again on your mind?”

“They’re always on my mind,” he growled huskily. “I want to fuck them again. I want to kiss them again. I want to suck on them again.”

“I know,” Victoria said, breath warm against his lips. “Everyone knows. Just like you want.”

Liam couldn’t deny it. He did want that. He liked that there was no longer any secrecy between the five of them. Not only did it allow him to do things like this, but it also upped the chances of more threesomes, more group games.

“Well, you get to decide when we play our next game of strip poker,” he reminded her. “Maybe it’ll be on your birthday?”

“Maybe,” Victoria said, kissing him. “Maybe not.”

He grunted, still wishing she’d just tell him when her birthday was. “Well, if you decide to tell me, I’ll think up something good for the day.”

“I’ll keep that in mind.”

Liam lowered his gaze to Victoria’s breasts. Beads of water dotted her olive skin. Saltwater, unfortunately. Otherwise, he might have tried to free one and repeat some of his morning activities with it.

“Hey, sluts,” a voice called from around the corner leading back to the others.

He and Victoria looked over and saw Avril peeking around it.

“Yes?” Victoria asked, entirely composed and unbothered about being spotted in such a provocative position.

“Get back over here. Our tour guide is bound to pop her head back out any second.”

Victoria turned her gaze back to him. “Will you let me go?”

“Reluctantly,” Liam said, moving back.

“God, you two are so fucking horny this morning,” Avril said.

“Yeah, so come here,” Liam said, nodding at the spot Victoria began to vacate. “You can have a turn.”

Avril snorted and flipped him off. Yet, before Liam could figure out if she would or wouldn’t do as he’d suggested, their tour guide returned. So, that nixed that. For now.

Having removed their snorkeling gear before beginning to make out, he and Victoria retrieved them from the nearby ledge they’d placed them at, then rejoined the others, who were gathering around their reappeared guide. Each one of them had a light attached to a band that they could place on their forehead, obtained when they’d collected their gear at their resort. As his personal gear lacked such a light, he’d received a handheld one. Unlatching it from his swim trunks, he powered it on. The others did the same.

And then, each of them seizing a deep gulp of breath, they went under.

The water grew chillier as they descended, legs kicking powerfully as they pushed themselves down a good six or seven feet. Liam and the others followed in their guide’s wake, propelling them deeper and deeper. The daylight shining through the water quickly faded, so their lights became the only source guiding them forward.

Swimming through a stone straw, that was what it felt like. Their lights shimmered and wobbled across the stone all around them as they did so, illuminating the floor that was about ten feet lower than they currently swam. They passed over a coarse, porous archway of limestone, which their tour guide ran her hand over as she passed. On the return trip, knowing it was there, Liam made sure to swim under it.

Fortunately, the path was pretty straightforward, and they only stayed beneath the surface for about twenty seconds. Once she was certain they were good to resurface, their guide waved upward, hand moving lethargically underwater. She went up, and they followed, breaking the water’s surface.

The darkness didn’t recede. The sounds of distant voices—the other people on the tour—echoed from farther down. The sounds he focused on were closer. Each shift, he or someone else was incredibly audible, made louder by many magnitudes as it echoed off the walls. Even the drippage of water from the rock overhead was booming.

“There’ll be another small area where you can see daylight,” their tour guide said, speaking far quieter in this narrow tunnelway than it’d been back in the original area. “And you’re welcome to look around as we swim to the cave and join the others. We won’t have to go underwater again, but you’re welcome to do so.”

They got going again, eyes pointing downward as they stuck their faces back into the water. Breathing through the tube attached to his goggles, Liam stayed like that for most of the slow swim toward the second cave. He did as was suggested, looking all around, taking in the deep and the dark. Thanks to their six flashlights, there was always enough light for them to see where they were going, but never enough for everything to be illuminated.

Swimming beside Tess, they pointed things out to one another, maneuvering their lights in tandem. They saw a ridge of stone resembling a carnivorous giant's lower teeth, buried beneath the water for centuries. They came upon another stone archway, and Liam went down and squeezed himself beneath it. He wasn’t the only one to fall victim to the urge, as both Tess and Avril mimicked him.

They soon saw the light their guide had said they’d come upon. It shone down via an oblong hole in the cavern roof. Big enough for a person to squeeze through, they could also see the leaves of the trees standing around it. It was their final point of natural light; it’d be all flashlights from here on out.

This one wasn’t nearly as large as the one they’d started in, nor was its ceiling as tall. Yet, if only because there was no sight of the day at its peak, it felt more cavernous and isolated. Here was a place you didn’t just stumble upon. It was its own sanctum, devoid of natural light and private.

Having waited patiently for them to arrive, the other tourists sat in some naturally forming cubbies near the far side of the cave, still half-submerged in water. As far as Liam could see, there didn’t seem to be any way to actually get fully out of the pool. Their tour guide brought Liam and the others toward these cubbies, allowing them chances to sit as well.

More details about the cave followed. This cave was known as the Heart of the Yasawas, so each could now proclaim that they’d visited it. And by doing so, they joined rare company. Like many of the secretive places in the Yasawas, only a very privileged few had visited this place.

“First or last?” Avril soon whispered into his ear. After completing her explanations, their tour guide had given them free rein to swim about, take in the sights, or just relax. Whenever any of them were ready to go back, she was happy to lead them back to the larger cavern.

“Last. I haven’t kissed you or Tess yet.”

“I’m right here, aren’t I?” Avril said.

Yes, she was. So too, however, were some of the other tourists. He and Avril had stayed near one of the cubbies, treading water as they looked around. Most of the others, including Anna, Avril, and Tess, had gone out to swim a little, examining the darker corners of the cave. But not all.

A couple of women who looked around Avril’s age, maybe best friends like she and Anna were, had decided to stay inside the cubby, resting for a while. While they weren’t actively watching him and Avril, they were in their peripheral vision.

“Now who’s being slutty?” Liam whispered.

“Me,” Avril said, which he should have expected. She pulled her goggles up to her forehead. “I’m a huge, huge slut. Now, hurry up and kiss me.”

Snorting lightly, Liam pulled off his snorkeling gear and kissed his third woman since entering the Sawa-i-Lau Caves.

Thankfully, she wasn’t looking to put on too much of a show; she just wanted the experience she’d requested while on the boat ride over. It was a saltier kiss than he’d shared with Anna or Victoria, as they’d both since stuck their heads underwater numerous times. But it wasn’t unpleasant. It couldn’t be unpleasant. Not with Avril, not knowing how she felt about him—the same way he felt about her.

Their lips separated, and Avril grinned from ear to ear.

“Not bad. I can check that one off the bucket list.”

“Happy to help,” he replied, aware that the two women in the nearby cubby had stopped chatting. He didn’t look over to see if they were gawking at them.

We’re the worst kind of tourists, Liam thought. Airing our romance out in public.

Nevertheless, he kissed Avril again.


Chapter Four

What He Is

The cave grew darker, back to its normal state, with each set of lights that departed. They vanished in groups, disappearing beneath the water’s surface, carried away from the secretive cave by the bodies they were attached to. Each time it occurred, the shadows along the walls and ceiling reclaimed ground, eager to retake the cave in its entirety.

With the penultimate set of tourists departing with the group’s guide, Liam and four others were all that remained. The water stirred as they disturbed it, preparing for their departure in the next few minutes. The sound of these shifts in the cool water, a clearing of the throat, and conversation echoed throughout the small cave. Soon, they would also come to an end, allowing the cave to slide back into darkness and silence in the same breath.

“The plan’s still to go swimming at one of the nearer coral reefs after lunch?” Tess asked.

“That’s right,” Avril said, floating on her back, the light attached to her forehead illuminating part of the domed ceiling twenty-five feet above them. “There’s another resort just a short boat ride south of us, so we can swing by there, get some lunch, then go bask in the ocean with the fish.”

“When should we get back to our resort?”

“Early enough for your important dinner date,” Avril said, lifting an arm from the water and waving it flippantly.

Victoria and Anna both glanced at Tess, possibly unaware of Liam and Tess's plans for tonight. A moment later, at least one of them confirmed it.

“Dinner date, Tess?” the second professor in their group asked.

Tess didn’t appear concerned as she answered. “Liam and I have made plans, like he and Avril did yesterday.”

“Don’t undersell it,” Avril said, grinning in her maverick way. “I just got wined and dined at the resort restaurant. You two are going all out tonight. Dressed to the nines, alone on some romantic beach, candlelight flickering across the faces of two star-crossed lovers. Greedy, greedy, greedy.”

Tess eyed Avril in the way a pirate captain eyed the crewmate they were about to toss overboard. “Don’t misrepresent things. You’ve made plans for the same dinner, just at the end of the trip.”

“So I have,” Avril said, still grinning.

“What dinner is this?” Anna asked, looking between the two women.

“The resort I picked for us is super popular for honeymooning couples,” Avril said, finally straightening out and beginning to tread water. “They’ve got a bunch of secluded beaches—Lovers’ Beach, Champagne Beach, so on and so forth—that a lovey-dovey couple can set up a private picnic date on. Lunchtime, dinnertime, anything in between. That’s what we’re talking about. You didn’t know?”

“No,” Anna said, scowling at her best friend. That made two votes to toss her overboard. “I wish you had told me about it sooner.”

“Why’s that?” Avril asked in a leading manner.

Anna blushed and kept scowling.

“Don’t just blame her,” Victoria said. “There was someone else who could have shared this information with us.”

A pair of icy blue eyes swept toward Liam, who hadn’t been expecting to find himself thrust into the conversation. He opened his mouth, then let it hang open for a second.

“Me?” he eventually said.

“Did you just find out about these romantic dinners today?”

“Erm, no.”

“Then yes, you.”

Liam rubbed at the strap of his goggles, aware of the shift in the room's many lovely sets of eyes. Toward him. Neither Avril nor Tess came to his rescue, which seemed a little unfair.

“I guess you’re right,” he ultimately said. “Sorry for not, uh, bringing up the possibility to… you two?”

There was something astonishing about saying what he said, which was why he ended up making it more of a question than a statement. It was the magnitude of it all, he soon realized. Anna and Victoria were mildly annoyed with him, all because he hadn’t asked if they wanted to dine on a romantic beach with him before the trip ended. That was entirely what it was. They didn’t want to be left out. All four women wanted that experience. With him. This week.

I’m the luckiest fucking guy alive, Liam thought, which wasn’t really a new thought, but it hit him harder than usual.

“Now, to be fair to Liam,” Avril said, always there to stir things up further, “what is Victoria Moreno’s official stance on her relationship with this young stud? Because it was news to me that you had the hots for him, and I’ve usually got my finger on the pulse of sordid romance. Anna, Tess, and I have all been rooming together, so we’ve had time to gossip away each night. But you’re all alone with Liam during those times, so we haven’t yet gotten the chance to prod you about what’s going on between you two. Officially going on between you two.”

Just like that, multiple sets of curious eyes swung back to the bustiest woman in the caves.

Rather than becoming flustered like he had, Victoria remained cool and collected. She met the eyes of each curious woman in the room. Lastly, she looked at him. Certainly, Liam felt just as much curiosity about how she would answer as the others. His interest in how Victoria would label their relationship had him holding his breath, hoping for the best.

“The same as is going on with all of you, obviously,” Victoria said, speaking these words directly to him, then addressing the others. “I felt like that was obvious, given that I’ve been acting just as shameless as the rest of you since we arrived here.”

It had felt obvious, especially since this morning, yet Liam still felt his heart skip a beat. Nothing short of absolute joy took hold of him. It nearly left him trembling with excitement.

Avril grinned broadly. “Well, it never hurts to have things clarified. It could have been another weird relationship like he and Anna had there for a while.”

Anna frowned and pushed water toward her best friend. “Our relationship was never weird.”

“Totally was.”

“Yours was probably weirder,” the dark-haired woman huffed. “You always have weird relationships.”

“Not this time,” Avril said. “Comparatively, at least. We’re all in the same boat, riding the same dick, loving every second of it.”

“Avril,” Tess sighed.

The redhead grinned.

With the time left before their guide arrived to escort them back to the primary cave, Liam turned toward Victoria, feeling almost overwhelmed. Now, he had four. Four lovers, four reasons to wake up every morning with a smile on his face, four women who were all aware and happy for things to continue progressing forward.


Chapter Five

Under the Sea

Because of their conversation in the secret cave, Liam didn’t find a chance to kiss Tess before their tour guide returned. Gathering them all up, she asked if they were ready to depart. They all were. As interesting as these caves had been, there was only so much to wring out of stone and darkness. A brighter set of sights awaited them.

But first, that kiss.

He hadn’t managed to accomplish it when he’d wanted to, but he also didn’t want to wait a second longer. He had his face underwater, breathing air through the snorkeling tube, swimming alongside Tess, when he realized that fact. They were in the back, trailing the others, right about to reach the part where they’d need to head fully underwater.

He saw the arch he’d failed to go under on their first time passing through this tunnel. An idea came to him suddenly. It excited him.

Everyone breathed in deeply, then submerged themselves. Liam, however, tapped Tess on the side. Her head shifted, hair flowing in waves behind her head. Her light shone a little uncomfortably bright in his eyes as she looked at him. With his handheld light, he pointed it toward the archway of stone.

Tess nodded and began swimming toward it, yet he reached out and touched her again. Confusion shone in her eyes as she paused, the others getting farther away.

Moving his breathing tube out of the way, Liam brought two fingers to his lips, held them there long enough for Tess to register his meaning, then pointed at her lips. And then he pointed again with his light toward the archway.

Beneath the water, shifting her breathing tube out of the way, Tess smiled and nodded.

They went under the arch, moving with slow intention. Twisting so they faced each other, they brought their bodies together. Working in tandem, overcoming the issues of their snorkeling gear, they brought their lips together. Just for a couple of seconds, that was all the kiss lasted. Using their hands to stall their momentum on the limestone arch, they stayed underwater. Together, lips touching.

That also made four.

When they surfaced after their protracted stay underwater, they gulped a little more air than the others had needed. Anna looked slightly concerned, as if she’d noticed they should have come up sooner than they did, but her worry faded once both their heads were above the water.

“More of those at the reef,” Tess whispered, smiling openly. “That was very romantic.”

Liam promised he’d do so with a nod.

He kept to another promise on the boat ride down to the second resort where they’d be dining. Now that Victoria had openly exposed their relationship, Liam gleefully showered his affections upon her. Arm around her waist, holding her close, he whispered all sorts of sordid suggestions into her ear while kissing her neck, cheek, and ear.

If not for the two crew members on their little boat, he’d have gone further. Avril, amazing as ever, proved to be the perfect ally, distracting them with a flurry of questions during the trip. That gave plenty of opportunities for Liam to have his way with Victoria. He did so, unapologetically. Right now, because of what she’d said in the caves, he was on top of the world. That made him a little reckless.

And he was pretty sure she would have allowed him to do more. Victoria’s pulse betrayed her attempts at maintaining her poise, revealing his potent effect on her. She stayed stoic and calm for the first half of their journey southward, playing it cool. But by the second half, an aroused gleam had taken up residence in her gorgeous eyes.

“Be sure to be the kind of man who makes good on his promises,” the voluptuous woman warned. “You’re making quite a few. I want reliability as much as excitement.”

“If I don’t make good on every single one of them, let a meteor come crashing down on me when I’m in bed tonight,” Liam whispered.

“Hopefully, a small enough one to avoid taking me out too,” Victoria said, shivering as he moved a hand from his lap to her thigh. Her skin was so smooth and soft, and he ached to send it across every inch of her long, attractive legs.

Before doing such a thing, he glanced to see if Avril was still being her perfectly distracting self, which she was. Of the eyes watching him, they all belonged to women whose attention he craved.

“We don’t need to worry about how big or small it might be. Because I’m going to follow through on them all. You’ll see again tonight.”

“I hope so,” Victoria whispered, spreading her legs slightly.

Liam slipped his fingertips into the inner part of them, tracing them toward the cutoff of her beige shorts. But how good would it be to unbutton them and slip his fingers inside? Victoria looked like she was considering the same set of events.

“There’s another benefit to being consistently reliable, as well,” she whispered.

“What’s that?”

She leaned into his mouth, which warmed her neck with a rapid attack of four small kisses. “I’ll be more willing down the line to agree to some of the group opportunities you’re clearly hungering for.”

Liam breathed in sharply, excitedly. “Any in particular that you’re thinking of right now?”

“Interrogate me about them tonight. When I’m at my weakest.”

Liam experienced his own private earthquake of anticipation. “I will,” he said, tormented by the images her challenge summoned within his mind. “Just you wait.”

Victoria smiled slyly and let him continue to touch her for the remainder of the boat ride.

At the Coral Blue Resort, they enjoyed fine dining and amenities under a shaded canopy. The resort seemed used to having people come by just to eat, relax a little, then head out to one of its nearby coral reefs, and they were again one group among many. Probably because of those facts, this one was a bit larger than their resort.

Soon enough, they were back under the sun, setting their toes on white sand suffused with its warmth. With the resort at their backs, they headed north, coaxed forward by a relaxing breeze and the sight of a dazzlingly blue ocean.

Unlike yesterday’s beach, this one faced away from Viti Levu, Fiji’s largest island, so the sight of that gorgeous expanse of ocean seemed to stretch for eternity. From the shore to the horizon, all shimmered and swayed. It was a vibrant swathe of cerulean, going on forever, disturbed by exactly a single thing: a sailboat lazily riding the waves, its white sails flapping as the wind pushed it onward. At the end of Liam’s sight, where the horizon brought together ocean and sky, gorgeous hues of blue connected, touching but not fusing, neither wishing to bend their color and meld with the other.

Basking in the warmth, Avril sighed contentedly and waved for them to follow. They did so, warming their heels on the loose sand. Their reason for choosing this beach became clearer with each step.

About fifty or sixty feet from the shore, a coral reef hundreds of feet long dwelt beneath the turquoise water. They’d gotten some information before coming here, so they knew what to expect. This northern reef didn’t have much of a drop off, sloping gradually until rock became sand. Once they reached that point, they’d be able to witness the full breadth of the larger of the two reefs near the resort.

“Well, let’s get in there,” Avril said, escaping her shorts and shirt. Balled up in her fists, she tossed it onto a borrowed beach towel she’d laid on the sand. The rest of them followed suit, and Liam got his second experience applying sunscreen to several stunning bodies. Today, he went a little more quickly, knowing everyone wanted to get out into the water. Others were coming in their direction from the resort, anyhow, so it wasn’t as if he could get quite as handsy as he might have liked.

Once everyone was ready, grabbing whatever snorkeling gear they wanted to bring out with them, they let their legs carry them to the waves, which lapped by, cooler than the sand, though not by much. Liam wasn’t sure he’d ever get used to how warm the ocean was around Fiji. Even though he’d been in it multiple times, his brain continued to expect a splash of chilliness each time he waded into it. He was too used to swimming in pools in the summer, where the entire idea was to escape the sun’s ferocious heat.

The water raced by his feet as he strode forward with the others, soon rising to his ankles, then calves. It remained warm and inviting, though he could have done without the rock he needed to walk over. Eyes pointing downward, he watched for any sharp protrusions that might very swiftly ruin his day.

In fact, they needed to watch out for more than just rock. Walking methodically on the sloping rock, they soon began to see isolated patches of coral, like isolated cabins intentionally built away from the urban sprawl. They were mainly on the smaller side, as the water levels weren’t that high just yet, so the five of them only gave them brief looks.

Around the time the water had climbed up to Liam’s chest, the rock beneath them terminated suddenly. Wet sand squeezed between their toes, continuing to slope downward. Just beyond them, the coral reef, an entire ecosystem in and of itself, began.

Finally, colors other than blue presented themselves. He saw a lot of grey, like the patches of coral they’d already passed. Many of the various reef complexes he could see once he set his face into the water held only this color. But there were plenty with at least a splotch of color within them. In a lot of ways, they reminded him of someone adorning a kerchief or flower on a suit. Just a splash of color, there to draw attention and accentuate the sharp outfit.

Within one mass of coral and rock was a single standout, bright purple, stretching its many stiff polyps out like a flower in the midst of unfurling its petals. On a neighboring section, he saw another that was blue—so, okay, even the coral seemed to like that color a lot. But just as many went about things with a little more subtlety.

Swimming ahead toward a sight that caught his eye, their group spreading out to admire the beauty beneath the waves, he came across a platter-like area of coral, about three feet in diameter. It flirted between beige and green, and as he grew closer, he realized that it consisted of hundreds of tiny ends, like a forest of Brussels sprout heads.

That wasn’t all that it consisted of, however. As he circled it, he discovered a blue starfish, one that had robbed its hue from the sky before retreating beneath the ocean, resting on this coral. And then another, and then another. Apparently very common to this reef, he and the others would end up finding dozens of them throughout the day.

There was another type of coral that almost looked brain-like, ridged and curvy. The one he found was a burnt orange color, and it swayed in a gentle rhythm in the water. Many of them did that, including ones he found once he started swimming out even deeper. Peering toward the ocean floor, which now sat about a dozen feet beneath him, he saw tree-like expanses of soft coral. These came in red, pink, and yellow shades, finally fighting against blue domination.

While examining one such nest of coral, breathing in through his snorkeling tube, someone poked him. Shifting his focus to the left, he saw both Tess and Anna. The latter, the one who’d poked him, pointed toward something moving on his right.

A pair of stingrays swam not twenty feet away from them, gently propelling themselves through the water. They were several feet across, and their long, thin tails trailed behind them. Gliding just above the sandy surface, it gave Liam and the others a perfect chance to see the fascinating black and white coloration they possessed. These wore a void-like black on their backs. It covered them all the way up to their flat heads, at odds with the white sand beneath them. However, they were marked in the dozens by little white squiggles, some circular, some curvy, a handful that almost looked straight. It was like an artist had brought out a black sheet of paper, then coated it in as many white symbols as they could fit on the page.

The stingrays drifted by, in search of a meal among the coral. They certainly weren’t lacking in variety.

With the ecology professor elsewhere, Liam could only guess at the types of fish he saw. They numbered in the high hundreds, at least, mixing and matching shapes and coloration with reckless abandon. He recognized at least a few, including several butterflyfish, striped in orange, white, and sometimes black.

And these were just the ones he saw. For the most part, he stayed up where he could continue breathing through his snorkeling mask. Whenever he decided to dive lower, letting his lungs get a good workout, he found even more unusual sea creatures darting beneath the coral. One was as long as his forearm, and it had a big enough mouth to look capable of swallowing his fist. He shied clear of that one.

“Did you see that grouper?” Anna asked during a brief moment when both their heads were above the water. “The orange one.”

Liam nodded. It’d been hard to miss, standing out among the grey and beige coral around it as it darted by—perhaps the stingrays had gotten a little too close for comfort. Or any other predators that might be around, yet unseen by Liam.

“There are giant groupers at a few places, I think,” Anna said, pulling up her goggles and rubbing water from her forehead. “Bigger than humans. You can dive with them; they’re not dangerous or anything. People who go shark diving often see them.”

“Ever done something like that?”

Anna shook her head. “It’s a little thrilling for my taste. I’ve never gone swimming with sharks or skydiving. Avril has. Both.”

“Doesn’t surprise me one bit,” Liam chuckled. He looked around but didn’t see her, so he assumed she must be underwater. “I can’t say I’ve ever done either one. If you had to pick, which would you go for?”

“I’ll pick the sharks,” Anna said, glancing upward. “I’d rather trust the science behind how rare shark attacks are over hurtling toward the ground at terminal velocity. Even if that’s also scientifically very safe. It makes my head spin, imagining doing such a thing.”

“Are you not so good with aerobatics?” Liam asked, remembering how tightly she’d squeezed his hand while on the seaplane that had brought them to the Yasawas. She’d seemed fine on their private jet.

“I trust planes when they’re flying straight and gentle,” Anna said. “I don’t need to know that the plane can spin while getting me to my destination.”

“I suppose that’s pretty fair.” He nodded downward. “Well, do you want to explore a little bit more with me? We can point things out to each other.”

Anna nodded, smiling. “If you spot any sea turtles, please tell me immediately.”

“Will do.”

Back beneath they went, legs propelling them toward the ocean floor. Some fish scattered as they grew near, while others barely gave them any notice. Anna, unfortunately, soon got a scare from a black and white banded sea snake, which emerged from the coral and swam, unconcerned by her, close enough to her face that Liam saw her eyes go wide. Later on, they’d learn from Victoria that it was actually highly venomous, though small enough that it was rather unlikely to be dangerous to an adult human. Nevertheless, Anna’s face grew paler at the newly gained knowledge.

Constantly resurfacing and then heading back down, giving their lungs a workout, he and Anna explored the reefs and the ocean floor. Around their tenth diving action, they saw a camouflaged octopus moving among a rocky patch of coral. Elsewhere, they spied on several fish “bathing” themselves in an expansive patch of sea anemone. Amusingly, not three feet over, other fish munched on that same bit of coral. Not so far a journey from the bath to the buffet table, it seemed.

Still, they searched and searched for any sight of a sea turtle. They saw crabs scuttling on the ocean floor, wearing shells covered in tiny barnacles. They saw schools of fish weaving among the coral, streaks of blue scales that reflected the sunlight penetrating the clear water. Another stingray passed by, and they even found a spotted leopard shark—a juvenile one—napping on the sand. But no sea turtles.

“We could conscript the others,” Liam said during one of their brief respites above the water. They’d spread out pretty far, Tess the closest to them, then Avril. Victoria, who was apparently quite confident as a swimmer, had been the farthest out when Liam had last checked. However, as he looked for her now, she seemed to be heading back to the shore. Done already? That didn’t seem right, given her status as an ecology professor. Surely, there was plenty out here to keep her occupied and engaged.

“Maybe that’s a good idea,” Anna said, also noticing Victoria as she stepped back onto dry land. Their curiosity led them to bring it up when they swam over to Tess.

“She’s returning to the resort to get flippers,” Tess said. “She wants to go deeper down, see what’s down there.”

Liam and Anna shared a look. He nodded. “I’ll go grab us some. Do you want a pair, Tess?”

“Maybe later. If you have the hands, just drop mine off by my towel.”

Separating from the two women, he flagged Avril down. She opted for the same choice as Tess.

Back on dry land, Liam didn’t catch up to Victoria until she was coming back out, carrying her flippers in one hand. She raised an eyebrow, and he realized that she was wondering if he’d come after her.

Well… I wouldn’t say no, Liam thought, glancing toward several opportunities where they might find a little privacy around the resort grounds. He quickly shook off the thought, however. Mostly.

“We’re all piggybacking off your intelligent idea. Anna and I are hunting sea turtles, so we need flippers too. And I’m getting spares for Tess and Avril, should they later decide they want to swim down deeper.”

“Ah,” the voluptuous brunette said. “It is possible. April is still part of their mating season. Would I be cutting in if I joined you two on the hunt?”

“I think Anna would do just about anything right now to see one, so another set of eyes would be totally welcomed.”

Smiling slightly, Victoria nodded.

After obtaining more flippers and returning them to the beach, Liam left two pairs with their towels. Anna was waiting for them there, indeed completely fine with—quite happy about it, in fact—Victoria joining them on their hunt. After donning their flippers and waddling inelegantly back into the ocean, kicking up sand as they went, they renewed their search.

“Any helpful hints on where we should look?” Liam asked the buxom professor, treading water much easier than usual thanks to the flippers.

“If we can find any seagrass patches, some could be resting there. With these on, we can go farther and faster. Away from where the bulk of the swimmers are.”

She nodded toward the other snorkelers about. There were plenty of them, a dozen or more who were currently visible. There were also plenty of people farther along the beach, only interested right now in swimming and letting the waves lap against them.

Further they went, and faster they got there. Propelling themselves a good two hundred feet away from the shore, the three of them submerged and searched. For a good thirty minutes, they merged with the coral reef in ninety-second bursts. All three of them had pretty strong lungs, so they managed to spend most of that time searching, rather than racing back to the top of the ocean for a gulp of air. He was a strong enough swimmer, though Victoria seemed especially graceful in the water. He ended up staring at her a little more often than he probably should have, had he wanted to really help find these sea turtles.

The reef stretched out beneath them like an endless canvas, showing off its full variety of shapes and formations. Even now, the ocean floor continued sloping deeper, so they glided down above what felt like a hillside of unusual shelves and polyps. Liam’s ears didn’t particularly enjoy the additional pressure he added to them, but they soon adjusted.

Looking around momentarily, Victoria intentionally angled them toward a side edge of the reef. Rather than just going deeper, she moved them toward a potential area where some sea grass might grow. After some additional searching upon their arrival at the reef’s edge, they finally found what they were looking for.

Anna looked giddy as she saw her first sea turtle. She’d been the one to spot them, pointing frantically—slow as it was to do so underwater—at the smoothly swimming reptile. This one possessed dappled black marks all over its head and fins, and a brown shell with some yellowish-white markings mixed in. Maybe that was a sign of its advanced age? Liam didn’t know, and he couldn’t exactly ask while kicking his legs in place some twenty feet underwater.

But he could tell how excited Anna was to have finally found one. Even in the depths, her eyes gleamed brightly as she admired the sea turtle, which bent the sea grass as its flippers and body skimmed inches above it. It barely gave them a glance, completely at ease in their presence.

Liam stayed down, watching the sea turtle swim, until his burning lungs forced him back up. Victoria and Anna weren’t far behind, and they all gave their lungs a few seconds to heave oxygen back in.

“That was a hawskbill sea turtle, known for its parrot-like beak,” Victoria said, kicking her long legs to stay above the water. “They’re rather rare, unfortunately, on the critically endangered list. I had actually figured we would most likely come upon a green sea turtle. Fiji has a total of five types, including those two. Five of all seven that exist in the world.”

“Thank you, professor,” Liam said, grinning at her.

Victoria’s face flattened, almost as if she realized that she had launched into a lecture. But Liam quickly waved away her concerns. He’d just been joking, and Anna certainly seemed interested in hearing more. She also wanted to go back down and look at the turtle again, so they delayed hearing their professor’s other details until a little later.

Eventually, the sea turtle headed away, and they chose not to follow. There was still plenty to see, though they came back up and let Victoria tell them more about the various kinds of sea turtles that called Fiji home. Anna’s attention was rapt, and he realized what the next plushie he bought for her ought to be. A sloth and a sea turtle would make for a curious pairing, assuming she ended up sleeping with both.

“Anna’s clearly all about sea turtles,” Liam said to Victoria, hanging out with both beautiful women. They were at least a hundred feet away from the next nearest snorkeler. “What about you?”

“Of the marine life we could find in Fiji?” The older woman grew thoughtful. “Probably the manta rays, but I believe we’re out of season to see one. The mantis shrimp is very interesting, but I would never want to get close to one.”

“Is that the one that hits really, really hard?”

“An understatement,” Victoria said, nodding. At Anna’s inquisitive look, she went into more detail. “Certain varieties have blunt appendages for weapons, and they hit with such velocity and force that they form a shockwave after the fact. If their prey isn’t killed by the actual blow, which is the strongest punch of any known animal, the shockwave might finish them. They could very easily shatter the fingers of a uniformed diver who thought to try and pet one.”

“I’ll keep my hands to myself, then,” Liam said, wincing at the idea of his fingers getting broken by any kind of shrimp.

“A good general rule of thumb when dealing with any animal,” Victoria said.

“People, too,” he noted, grinning. “They can throw punches and bite as well.”

Victoria rolled her eyes. “I suppose they can. Fortunately for us, we can better vocalize our consent, to avoid needing to form any fists or gnash our teeth together.”

“Very important, that,” he said.

Victoria flattened her gaze and shook her head, snorting softly. “Indeed.”

Nearby, Anna looked between the two of them. Behind her goggles, her expression grew clouded, and she unknowingly let her luscious mouth pull to one side.

“What is it?” Victoria asked the younger woman, straight to the point as always.

Shockingly, Anna did the same. “How far have you two gone?”

Neither Liam nor Victoria survived the question unscathed. The question was a little rude, even given the circumstances surrounding the three of them. But it wasn’t that rude, given said circumstances. Really, it wasn’t about the question, nor its suddenness, but about who had asked it.

A second passed, and Anna seemed to realize her gaffe. She wasn’t Avril, who could so flippantly toss out incendiary remarks or prying questions. Her fair skin erupted into crimson, and she threw her hands over her mouth, which hung open. That was much more like her, a proper response from an unfalteringly polite woman who’d let an errant thought finally slip out.

Had she been with them, likely after picking her jaw up off the ocean floor, Avril would have had a field day with her best friend’s slip-up. Fortunately for Anna, neither Liam nor Victoria punished her for her gaffe. They were simply stunned speechless.

“Forget I said that!” Anna cried, face still burning with embarrassment. “I’m so, so sorry!”

“It’s fine,” Victoria said, hiding away the shock that had run amok across her beautiful face. Back to being her usual poised and unperturbed self. “It was just a shock, hearing you ask a question that I would usually expect to come from another source in our… unique group.”

Anna remained the opposite of poised and unperturbed. She looked ready to let her legs grow still, then see if she could sink to the bottom of the ocean.

“I’ll answer the question, so long as Liam is all right with it,” Victoria said, which delivered another shock to the system of the young man swimming beside two gorgeous women. “In the long run, it’s probably for the best if we’re comfortable talking about such things.”

She threw a look his way, waiting for him to back her up. He did so. Even still, Anna didn’t recover her composure quickly. She was clearly still a little ashamed of how she’d blurted out such a question.

Liam wasn’t upset with her. Far from it, in fact. Especially because of where it had led. So long as the reason behind Anna asking the question wasn’t solely because she was jealous, this might work out. The prize he had in mind for them if they won their tennis match against Tess and Avril involved them both. And although he’d been pumping full speed ahead when it came to salivating over what might be, he realized that he’d been thinking about it only from his perspective. It was more than possible that the prize he had in mind was kind of selfish, something he’d enjoy more than they might.

But now, depending on how this conversation went, maybe…

“We haven’t slept together yet,” Victoria said. She hadn’t waited for Anna to confirm that she still wanted to hear about them. That was probably for the best, as Anna still hadn’t fully composed herself. “Though it may happen on this trip.”

Liam liked hearing that, too. However, the stipulation hanging over that occurrence continued to be a thorn in his side. He had a plan to make at least some headway tonight. Hopefully, he might get the date he needed from Tess.

“Okay,” Anna said in a quiet voice, looking down at the shimmering surface of the ocean.

“What about the two of you?” Victoria asked.

Anna’s attention snapped up. “Um, us?”

“Yes. What happened when you two snuck off alone at the beach yesterday?”

That firestorm of a blush returned to Anna’s face. She looked toward Liam for help, eyes pleading and desperate.

“Can I?” he asked, receiving a quick but embarrassed nod from the second most buxom woman of the group. He rotated his focus to the most buxom woman. He also, for Anna’s benefit, didn’t get that specific.

“A couple of things. Some of what I did to you this morning.”

“Oh?”

Liam nodded and, again for Anna’s benefit, grew a little more specific. “You two are almost as sensitive.” He tilted his head toward the one of them with darker hair. “She’s a little more so.”

“Then I have you to thank for Liam’s skillfulness, Anna?” Victoria said, continuing to speak without so much as a hint of embarrassment in her voice. “He seemed surprisingly practiced and aware for someone his age.”

Anna squeaked out a noncommittal “Maybe,” but afterward finally grew a little more composed. “He was good before… we started doing things, I think.”

“Probably just okay,” Liam said, wanting to keep the conversation from drifting toward Avril and Tess. He liked where it was now, focused on the two women he’d done the least with, with hopes of adding plenty before their trip ended. “We were both pretty inexperienced at the start of the year.” He dared to be a bit bolder. “I’m just lucky to have two beautiful women who’ll let me practice plenty.”

Victoria eyed him, aware of what he was doing. To his utter joy, she joined him on the same path.

“It’s good you’re so eager. If you continue to be as diligent and hard-working as you are, I’m happy to keep letting you ‘practice.’ I haven’t found anything to complain about.”

“Me too,” Anna quietly said a few moments later. “It feels really good.”

Liam beamed at both women. Outwardly, when it came to keeping his cool, he fell somewhere between Victoria and Anna. Inwardly, however, his blood sizzled excitedly. There were similarities to this conversation and the one that had happened in the ocean yesterday. And that one had led to such a wonderful experience. The only change was that a voluptuous brunette stood—or swam, in this instance—in the place of a voluptuous redhead.

This one probably won’t go quite as far, Liam imagined.

“Keeping to the same topic, how do you feel about Liam and me, Anna?” Victoria said. “Just him and me. Comparatively, you and I aren’t as close to one another as we are to Avril and Tess. Does that make it more difficult, less? Are you okay with the two of us being romantically involved?”

Anna swallowed dryly, spending a few moments searching for her response. “Right before we landed, he let me know about the possibility of you two becoming… involved. At the time, I said I was all right with it for the trip. I suppose I still want to have some conversations about more than just you and him afterward, but I haven’t had a bad time these past three days. Far from it. If things seem like they’ll continue being good, I don’t really think I’ll try and put forth any ultimatums.”

“A very mature sentiment,” Victoria said. “One I share.” She nodded toward Liam. “We’ve had a few conversations like the ones you’ve shared. I’m happy that seems to be the case with everyone. Secrets and deception would be the first thing to turn me off from this unique relationship.”

“This is all new to me, but I don’t want to be that kind of guy,” Liam said. “I’ve always tried to be as honest as possible, especially when it comes to making sure you all know of my interest in each of you. When it comes to you, Victoria, Avril was the lone exception. Since we all knew she’d just be shocked and impressed when she realized everything.”

Victoria nodded approvingly. “Overall, I don’t find any fault with how you’ve handled things. Especially since this is, as you say, all new.”

“There are a lot of first times I’m going through,” Liam said. “It’s kind of a new experience every day sort of deal. And I’m getting a lot of help, obviously. From you two, Tess, even Avril.”

Anna nodded, sharing the sentiment.

“You’ve done a good job of it,” Victoria said. “I’m willing to commit to more, as you already know.”

Liam nodded, also knowing that she was repeating these things for Anna’s sake, not his. He checked the younger woman’s response from the corner of her eye. She also seemed to agree with this statement. That was incredible. Utterly incredible.

Victoria brought her piercing stare toward Anna. “As for you, Anna, have you put any thought into what kind of a relationship you’ll want with us?”

“Um, what exactly do you mean?”

“I mean, other than being aware of myself, Tess, and Avril, do you have any thoughts on becoming involved at those times when we’re with him? Would you prefer things never go any further than this, just with us occasionally touching base to ensure we all remain okay with how things are? Where you and Liam keep your romantic acts over there, and we all keep our romantic acts over here? No intermingling, basically. Like what happened when we played poker on the first night here, in fact. Would events like those be something you wish to avoid replicating in the future?”

“Oh,” Anna said. “Well, Avril and I have talked about that over the past few weeks.” She blushed and glanced at Liam, and he knew she was thinking about yesterday. “I think, during the trip, I’m willing to try things out and see how I feel about them. I was a little stressed by the strip poker, but I’d be okay if we played again. I think this conversation will help me feel a little more comfortable.”

Victoria nodded. “That is the hope. If there’s ever any discomfort, along with Liam and Avril—and I’m sure Tess would also be completely willing to lend you her ear—I hope you’ll count me among those you can speak to. From start to finish, this trip should be a wonderful experience for us all.”

“I will,” Anna said, seeming to relax a little, perhaps because she sensed that the hard part of the conversation was ending. “Thank you, Victoria. Liam.”

They went back under the water shortly thereafter, returning to focusing on the unique ecosystem on the ocean floor, not the one they were all a part of. However, Liam caught Victoria’s eye on one of their surfacing trips, waiting until Anna returned below before he thanked her for everything she’d said.

“I am a good fifteen years your senior, so it’s only right I be responsible,” the gorgeous professor said. “I meant everything I said, and there was even some I didn’t say. Anna’s certainly the most inexperienced among us, and perhaps you aren’t too far ahead of her. At the risk of sounding unimaginative, you’re both probably in unknown waters. You can both talk to me about the sort of thing we discussed today. Always.”

“We both know it,” Liam assured her. “Thank you, Victoria. I know we can depend on you. I know I can depend on you.”

The beautiful woman tilted her head, softly smiling. She soon returned to swimming among the coral, and Liam pursued her a moment after.


Chapter Six

Paradise Beach

There was still some daylight left when Liam and the others made it back to their resort. For three of them, it was their final boat ride of the day. Yet, Liam and Tess were only an hour away from climbing back aboard. By then, the sun would have mostly collapsed into the horizon, leaving just the moon and stars to chaperone their romantic dinner.

Liam couldn’t understate how eager he was to spend his evening on an isolated beach with Tess. Even though he’d already spilled over the glass containing his first “I love you” on the first day of the trip, he remained excited to say it a few more times tonight. To hear it said back to him. To coax it from Tess’s lips as he pulled her against him, kissed her throat, and prepared to make love to her on a beach where nothing but the ocean would hear her cries.

The fact that Tess was planning for him to fuck her ass heaped on his eagerness. The first time for him, the first time for them. Admittedly, he was a little anxious. He didn’t doubt that it’d be a fantastic experience for him, but he felt slightly nervous about how well he’d perform. Tonight was a night in which Liam wanted everything to go perfectly.

Victoria may have been more right when she’d noted his relative inexperience than she realized. But by the night’s end, he’d be a little less inexperienced. A little more capable, hopefully. A little more confident about next time, as well.

Let there be a next time, Liam thought, instinctively finding Tess. The five of them were heading back to the bure she shared with Anna and Avril, leaving behind the Wave Rider and its affable crew. For those of them not heading out in an hour, they planned to eat at the restaurant together. But there was still time. Not as much as Liam might have realized, having limited experience preparing for a formal dinner.

“Now, begone with you,” Avril said, barely a minute after he’d climbed onto her deck. “Tess needs to start getting ready. You’ll distract her if you stay.”

“Just me?” Tess said, raising an eyebrow at the younger woman.

“Fine, all of us,” the redhead said, still trying to shoo him away. “Go hang out back at your bure until it’s time for you two lovebirds to get going. Better yet, go check at the resort and make sure everything’s still good to go.”

“It’s not a wedding, Avril,” Anna said. “He doesn’t need to avoid seeing Tess.”

“You need to learn about the benefits of building anticipation,” Avril said. “Why don’t you think Tess is telling me my idea’s a bad one?”

Liam held his hands up, forestalling further arguing. “I’ll go, I’ll go.” He looked at Tess. “I’ll see you in an hour.”

The most beautiful smile in the world saw him off.

As suggested, he went down to the resort. There, spending only a few minutes bothering the kindly worker at the front desk, he confirmed that everything was ready for him and Tess. Earlier in the day, just a few minutes before they’d departed for the caves, Tess had swung by to do the same. She’d also set up what food they’d be served, so everything was handled. They simply needed to show up at the shore and get aboard the small boat—a different one than the Wave Rider, whose day was through—waiting to carry them to the private beach Tess had obtained.

Paradise Beach was its name. Surrounded on three sides by difficult-to-traverse rock, the westward-facing beach would let them dine in sight of the setting sun, unbothered by any sights or sounds that weren’t their own or of the ocean. A five-minute boat ride would deliver them there, and then they’d be left completely isolated for an hour and a half.

It sounded like paradise to Liam.

After confirming that everything was ready, he made his way back to his bure. He missed having a companion with him as he showered, though he supposed it was sensible that Victoria didn’t show up to seduce him again. He’d been pushed to the brink of his stamina last night, which wasn’t an experience he wanted to repeat tonight. He wanted to be rested and ready for the time alone with Tess. It was just going to be them. It was going to be just for them.

Following his shower, Liam pulled out his nice clothes from his suitcase. He had them because of Anna; she’d picked them out specifically for him, even gone so far as to have them tailored. That experience, unfortunately, was somewhat polluted by the treachery of the tailor and his first meeting with Anna’s father, Arnold. Still, he’d reclaimed things somewhat by wearing them to the New Year’s Eve party, where he’d made memories he’d never forget.

Tonight, he’d repeat that cleansing act. And at least once more, maybe more. He wasn’t sure yet if Anna and Victoria also wanted private picnics or dinners with him, but if they did, this outfit would get a lot of work—and he’d need to hope the resort had a good way of cleaning it in between uses. With each subsequent wearing, he expected that the stain left behind by Arnold Royce would fade.

Neatly folded, pressed, and ironed before the trip, he gently removed his shirt and slacks. This would be the only time he worried about ruffling his clothes tonight, and he wanted to give Tess and the others, who he expected might either be there to see them off, something good to look at.

He first put on the black slacks, then the navy-blue button-down. Caressed by silk, he still couldn’t wait for the chance to remove it in a little while. Actually, once he buttoned up his shirt, he realized that the perfect fit wasn’t as perfect as it’d been in December. He had a little more bulk on him now.

Liam smiled as he checked himself in the mirror, searching for any signs of wrinkles, pleased by this sign of progress. He wondered if anyone else would notice.

At least one of them did not.

“Looking sexy,” a voice called out from behind him.

He turned and found Avril waving at him with wiggling fingers in the open doorway separating the bedroom from the bathroom. Her eyes delivered their usual emerald heat, playful but with a kernel of admiration. Maybe a little more, actually.

“Did you swing by to remind yourself what I’ll look like for our date?” Liam asked, smiling.

“No, I’m here for a much more magnanimous purpose,” Avril said, slipping forward. “We all realized that you’ve been constantly drinking from a supply of gorgeous women for these past few days, and we might have cut you off too suddenly. So, I’m here to keep you from wilting away, suffering withdrawals. I’m a few drops of water from the tap, here to keep you going until you see how gorgeous Tess looks tonight.”

Liam snorted. “That’s what you all decided? Not just you?”

“We had a council meeting and everything. Promise.”

Avril continued to flow toward him, wielding far too much raw sex appeal for her own good. Or his. He didn’t even think about stopping her as she pushed her voluptuous body into him, wrapped her arms around his neck, and kissed him.

“I’m a pretty good appetizer, aren’t I?” she whispered, breathing in the scent of his cologne. Her lips curled into an approving smile. “You didn’t put too much on. Good job.”

“I’ve learned my lesson,” he grunted, which kept around Avril’s smile, though it turned a touch teasing.

“It’s a really good scent, nice and fierce. But every man alive likes to put way too much on. You’re not supposed to bathe in it.”

“I said I’ve learned my lesson.”

“Good, good. I won’t have to pretend to gag when I do this, then.”

He made a face at her, remembering when she’d done precisely that earlier in the year. They’d made plans for a dinner date at a respectable restaurant, and he’d tried to fancy himself up for it. As it’d been on a Friday, he’d come straight to the restaurant after driving in from Perrymont, so he hadn’t had time to let Tess or Anna advise him. The cologne, Sauvage Dior, had been recommended by both Tess and Avril, so he’d purchased himself a bottle the week before. Unfortunately, amid his first time wearing it, he’d apparently “doused himself in enough to make a drug-sniffing dog keel over.”

He knew Avril was remembering those teasing words as she kissed him just beneath his jawline. She knew he was remembering them, too.

“Is my appetizer going to keep her clothes on the entire time?” he asked.

Avril flashed a pearly smile. “If my shirt and bra come off, will you promise to show me a little of what you did to Victoria earlier?”

It was a promise he could happily make. And so, with Avril disconnecting from him, she made a show of stripping. Her shirt and bra connected with the floor, and then Liam propelled Avril onto her back onto his bed.

“This was where she was,” he said, positioning her on Victoria’s side of the bed. “Last night, this morning.”

Avril grinned as he swept his hands up her smooth sides. Her breasts became his playthings, her nipples rapidly hardening as he repeated the morning’s performance. On top of her, pinning her wrists above her head with one hand, he indulged in his “appetizer.”

“What were her moans like?” Avril asked, sighing as he nipped at her throat. “Husky and breathy, I hope.”

“You might hear them eventually, so I shouldn’t spoil things.”

Avril inhaled sharply, hopefully. “My promise still stands. You make something like that happen, and I will let you do anything you want to me.”

“I remember. I won’t forget.”

She shivered as, wet and ready for him, he slipped his available hand underneath her shorts. Unlike Victoria, she needed that little bit extra, that final push to reach her zenith. He gave it to her a few times, spending a good twenty minutes on top of her. His mouth moved, and she sighed. His fingers moved, and she moaned. Huskily and breathily.

Afterward, Avril helped him fix a few wrinkles their activities had created, then gave him a once-over. She grinned.

“I like what I see. I know Tess will, too.”

“That’s always my hope,” he said, kissing her. “Now, are you also my escort?”

“Of course,” she said, picking up her discarded clothes from the ground. “Right this way, sir. One of your beautiful women awaits.”

He found Tess with the other beautiful women Avril might have claimed were “his.” All three stood out in front of the resort, not far from where Liam and Tess were scheduled to depart. Sunlit in the evening and smiling beatifically, Tess drew the lion’s share of his attention. Immediately, she made him fall in love with her all over again.

Beach formal wasn’t quite the same as urban formal. This wasn’t the place for heels, evening dresses, and designer handbags. That didn’t mean the sight of Tess in the outfit she’d selected didn’t pierce Liam straight through the heart, though.

Rather than heels, she wore sandals, multiple cords tied around her ankles. Comfortable, easy to move around in. Suitable for walking on sand. And other things.

Rather than an evening dress, she wore a white sundress riddled with small grey dots, as if the dress already knew it was pointless to think it would stay mono-white the entire time. Like it knew they’d be eating on a beach, making love on a beach, so why not beat the sand to the blow? The dress clung tightly around Tess’s waist, dropping only to mid-thigh in the front. On the sides and behind, the dress continued to fall, its ends coming down to her calves.

It hung from her shoulders by a pair of thin straps, showing off plenty of her enticing cleavage. Like below, there was extra fabric for part of her upper arms. The dress wrapped around them loosely, covering about six or seven inches of her arms. Her shoulders and the rest of her arms remained uncovered, showing off Tess’s smooth, tan skin.

In terms of jewelry and accessories, she’d stayed light. She wore a few golden bands around her wrists, which caught the light as she lifted her hand in a small wave, and a small silver pendant around her neck. Having added some extra curl to her naturally wavy hair, he recognized the floppy, wide-brimmed sun hat she had on. He’d seen it in her closet months ago, during one of their first intimate moments together. It, like the rest of her ensemble, could finally serve its purpose: to send shivers of excitement coursing through her young lover.

They traded compliments, each finding plenty to like about how the other was dressed. That was nothing new. The audience was, however, as was the openness of everything. Being seen kissing Tess, delighted as she ran a hand along his chest, feeling his excited heartbeat. Knowing that this was just the first time that he’d visit a private beach with one of these beautiful women, understanding that they’d all reached a level of comfort—or near enough to it—about being open about their relationships.

“Are you ready to go?” the first woman he’d ever loved asked.

“One hundred percent,” Liam said.

They broke off from the others, who waved their goodbyes before making their way toward the resort restaurant. Walking down to where they found their oceanic carriage waiting, Liam and Tess discussed their plans for the evening. Along the way, Liam noticed a lack of pockets in Tess’s sundress, nor had she kept one hand balled into a fist the entire time. So, where was the bottle of lube? He’d assumed it would be an ally in their planned activities for this romantic liaison.

“You’ll see,” Tess said when he asked about it, smiling.

Upon reaching and climbing aboard their boat, a brief ride on relatively calm waters followed. After which, they made landfall on a peninsula of soft sand. It was indeed fenced in by tall rocky shelves, though there were enough outcroppings to look climbable in a few different places.

Paradise Beach, wearing the last vestiges of sunlight on its shore, was about a hundred feet across and half as wide at its widest point. It was a crescent-shaped slice of beach, perhaps deserving of a name change to Paradise Cove. It was certainly isolated, which both he and Tess approved of. The last thing they wanted over the next hour and a half was an audience.

About fifteen feet from where the waves lapped in, a single table stood at the center of half a dozen unlit tiki torches. With the sunlight receding by the minute, their small poles cast long shadows up the beach. Before they departed, the resort employee who’d carried them there saw fit to light them. The shadows of the flames and their smoke began to dance right at the base of the distant rock wall.

And then Liam’s time alone with one of the most beautiful women to ever exist began, the sound of a gargling engine fading into the distance. They wouldn’t hear it again until much later in the evening. Standing on the beach, listening to a murmuring ocean, jealous that it couldn’t reach as far up the shore as they stood, Liam and Tess looked at one another.

“Dinner first?” the woman he loved asked.

“Sure,” Liam said, but he delayed things by pulling her into a deep kiss.

They approached the table at the center of the tiki torches. Covered in a white cloth, several metal cloches—reminding Liam of an event involving chocolate and chess—covered their meals.

Tess went around removing each lid, revealing a meal that could have survived if Liam and Tess had decided to fuck first and eat second. There was a basket of bread, another with salad, and a buffet of sliced sandwiches. The soup was the only part of their meal that would have suffered from being pushed to the back half of their time on the beach. Still, right now, steam rose in potent waves off its body, promising it had only recently come out of the pot.

Wanting to perform at least one or two acts of chivalry tonight, Liam made sure he was there to pull out Tess’s chair once she was ready to sit down. That earned him a smile and a chance to lean over Tess’s shoulder and kiss her neck. She rubbed his cheek as he did so, letting him work his way down to her shoulder.

“To the first romantic vacation dinner I’ve experienced in years,” Tess said once he’d sat across from her, lifting a creamy orange mimosa—one of several premade drinks sitting on the table.

“Agreed,” Liam said, lifting one of his drinks.

“Though it might be my last,” Tess said after taking a sip from her drink. Sunlight caressed her right cheek but shadowed the other side of her face. Nevertheless, Liam could see the amusement glittering in her stunning eyes. “The secret is out, and your dance card got rather full rather quickly.”

“Kind of like how it went with my massages,” Liam said. “Same as then, you always get to be the first.”

With her glass hovering at her lips, Tess smiled and spoke with a meaningful sultriness. “I do like being your first.”

As it so often did around Tess Williams, Liam’s heart skipped a full beat. Eating and chatting, they cast numerous looks toward the horizon. The wobbling orange sphere struggling to stay above that distant line didn’t have long. The stars were already beginning to emerge, eager to take their lofty stage.

Back on the ground, Liam’s eagerness developed with each morsel of food that vanished from a plate or bowl. Neither was looking to fill up, ending up bloated and lethargic. Tonight, the romantic meal was the appetizer. They ate to pass a bit of time, build the anticipation, and heap more and more meaning behind the flirtatious looks they passed across the table.

“Did you enjoy the caves?” Tess eventually asked.

Liam held back a smile. Even though they were lovers, there was still a side of Tess that doted on him in an almost motherly way. She always tended to ask how he’d enjoyed his day, investigating things in the same way she’d done since she’d moved into the house beside his. Like she had on the very first day he’d come home from school during winter break, back when she’d been hoping to fix him up with Anna. Well, she had technically succeeded at that.

“I did, though not as much as the snorkeling. The caves were fun for a little bit, but I’m glad we didn’t overstay our welcome.”

“I think the same. The caves were nice, a fun experience, but more of a one-off. I could go snorkeling again tomorrow and love it as much as I did today.”

“So could I. I know Victoria and Anna would probably feel the same.”

“You were spending a lot of time with them,” Tess noted lightly, taking a drink of her mimosa. “I lost track of you all for a while.”

“We were on the hunt for a sea turtle. Anna really wanted to find one, so we co-opted the resident ecology professor’s help.”

“And were you successful?”

He nodded. “Took us a while, but yeah, we eventually found one. Pretty sure it made Anna’s day.”

“If we can go snorkeling at a reef again, invite me along too. I’d like to have seen one.”

Liam promised he’d do so with a nod. A little more conversation about their time at the reef followed, each discussing what they’d stumbled upon during their time in the water. Tess’s moment of note involved spotting a cylindrical anemone bending and pushing itself away to a new location, either because it wanted a better hunting ground or because it wanted to vacate the hunting ground of one of its predators.

“I don’t think our current schedule will allow it, but if we ever make our way back to Fiji, we have to visit the Rainbow Reef. It’s supposed to be breathtaking. I’d like to see if we can go all the way down into the abyss.”

“Maybe it could be how we spend next winter break,” Liam suggested. “Our winter is here’s summer.”

Tess nodded, liking the idea. “We’ll talk to the others about it at some point. Maybe I’ll make it my prize if Avril and I win at the forthcoming tennis match.”

“You can’t do that; I’m the one who gets to decide on what the winners get.”

Smiling slyly, Tess leaned forward, forearms resting on the table. She seemed to be done with her meal. “And have you made such a decision already?”

“I have.”

“Will you share it with me?”

“I won’t,” Liam said, smiling back.

“Even if I were to beg and plead?”

“Even when you beg and plead.”

The azure lights deep within Tess’s eyes began to come on. More marvelous than the stars, they made the air around his skin simmer.

“I don’t know if I’ll have to do very much of that,” Tess said. “To get you to give me what I want. Because it’s what you want. You might be the one who begs and pleads.”

“Okay, then I want you to come sit on my lap,” he said huskily, his blood beginning to move toward a southward destination. “That’s my plea.”

Eschewing any further verbal sparring, Tess did as he asked. She stood, continuing to heat him up with the sultry intensity of her stare. Circling the table, tracing her fingertips on the tablecloth, she approached him. Standing at his side, looking down at him, she set her hand on his shoulder.

“About our upcoming match,” she said. “I’m a little worried that my opponents—well, one of them, as I could never see Anna trying to cheat—might have started trying to influence your impartiality. After all, you’re going to be our referee. We need you to be impartial and fair.”

Unsure that he could see Victoria trying to cheat, Liam opened his mouth, yet a single finger against it silenced his response.

“In order to ensure that that’s the case, I’m going to have to seduce you, now. That way, it’ll be fair on both sides.”

“Is that how that works?” Liam asked, staring lovingly up at Tess. Desire ran amok within him, nearly bringing him to a shiver.

Tess nodded, smile growing. “It doesn’t cancel things out, but it does tip the scales back to balance.”

“I guess it will.”

Tess delivered the sexiest ass on the planet onto his lap. Liam’s hands jumped to land on her hips, aching to experience their fill of such a curvaceous body. Giving her butt a small wiggle, Tess threw one arm around the back of his neck, then brought her mouth down against his.

The kiss lasted. It wasn’t the only thing going on, however. Tess grabbed one of his wrists, removing his hand from her hip. She delivered it to the top of her left thigh, where her dress didn’t cover.

Her skin was smoother than the finest sand of any beach. It welcomed his warmth with her own, glad to meld the two together. Liam’s mouth grew dry as he skimmed his fingertips along Tess’s leg. Every part of her was as unbelievable as the last.

The kiss still hadn’t ended. Their mouths moved in tandem, sharing passion over long seconds, during which breathing felt difficult to remember. Tess was all Liam needed, all he yearned for. She crowded out every other necessity in his life, yanking his focus to her—only to her.

“Excited?” Tess whispered, forehead against his.

Liam let his response be an easily translated growl. He pulled her in closer to him, earning another wiggle from the finest butt in Fiji. Unfortunately for the islands, it wouldn’t be staying around permanently. Instead, it’d go back with him when they all left in a few more days. But for the remaining ones here, Liam intended to indulge in his urges.

The one that rose to the top made him run his hands along the sides of Tess’s smooth thighs. He felt mesmerized by how immaculate her skin felt. No matter where he sent his hands, they found nothing to be disappointed about. He pushed himself into Tess, feeling his way all the way down to her pronounced calf muscles. Then back up again, pushing up her skirt and exploring new ground.

“You can’t be real,” Liam whispered, kissing Tess’s neck. “No way you can be shaped so perfectly.”

“I worked hard to refine that shape,” Tess replied, moving one of his hands to her butt. “So, reap the rewards.”

Burning alive with lust, practically about to start exhaling flames, Liam covered every glorious inch of Tess’s phenomenal butt. She moved around as he did so, allowing him to reach new areas. The evening was cloudless and warm, yet a tempest took shape on Paradise Beach. It spiraled around the two bodies on the sand, trapping them within its building frenzy.

Liam’s urgency rapidly grew. Initially, he’d planned for tonight to be a romantic experience, even the sex. They had some beach towels with them, brought along for the possibility that they might lie down and watch the sunset together. Maybe that might still happen. But right now, it was forgotten entirely and tossed to the wayside.

“Help me clear off the table,” Tess whispered, skin blazing hot as she squeezed his upper arm. “I’m going to need that surface.”

Compelled into action, Liam hurriedly helped Tess move away bowls, plates, and glasses. They shoved them to the far side of the table, clearing enough space for what was to come.

“Ready for my magic trick?” Tess asked, fingering the brim of her hat.

Before he could answer, she removed it. On top of her head, lying on its side, he saw a small bottle of something familiar.

“That couldn’t have been comfortable,” Liam noted as Tess removed a small bottle of lube from where it’d sat for the past hour.

“It wasn’t that uncomfortable. It saved me a few glances from the employees who brought us here, so I consider it worth the bother.”

“I have pockets, you know,” he reminded her.

“I’ll make use of them on the way back,” Tess promised, setting her hat down on the table.

In a handful of minutes, they’d make use of the necessary lubricant. However, before that, Tess pushed herself against him and renewed their passionate kiss. His hands had been allowed to roam all over her body, and they certainly didn’t stop now, but she wanted her turn. Her hands spilled across his body, moving first under his shirt to feel his abs, then ending up beneath his pants.

“Go slow at first,” Tess whispered, hands running along his cock. “You’re very big, and it’s certainly been a long time since I did something like this. I have hopes it’ll be good enough for us both to want to do this again.”

“It will,” Liam promised, delighted that she also hoped this wouldn’t be a special occasion. It was about to be his first time, so he wasn’t sure what to expect. He probably should have reined in his expectations, just in case, but they ended up whipping about with the force of a tornado. Any hope of staying measured and composed got ripped to shreds.

Tess pulled out his cock, reaching for the lube. Handing it to him, she smiled. Tonight, they weren’t in a rush. Tonight, they had all the time in the world.

“First, try with something a little less girthy,” the gorgeous professor said, kissing the knuckles of the hand wrapped around the bottle.

She turned, set her forearms on the table, and pressed her butt out. With trembling fingers, Liam lifted her dress. After folding and laying it on her back, he took in the size and shape of the best ass he would ever know. The yearning within him compounded, building like a spring as it compressed itself down, preparing itself for a jubilant launch.

He had to kiss Tess’s butt. She knew he had to; he caught her smiling as he did so. He ran his hands over it some more, experiencing its sublime curviness with the same bliss as always. But tonight, there was more to do.

He applied the lube on several of his fingertips, spreading it around, wanting to be sure he used enough. Like before, he didn’t skimp. He’d use the whole bottle if he had to; whatever it took to ensure they both dove into deep wells of pleasure.

“Ready?” Liam asked.

“I’m getting there,” Tess said, meeting his eyes.

Liam nodded and brought his fingers toward the tightest of Tess’s entrances. He didn’t rush in; he was smarter than that. He smeared the area around it in lube, reining in his excitement enough to cover the essential steps.

“Go with your middle finger,” Tess said, focusing on breathing steadily, doing her part to lead them toward the destination they both had in mind. “Coat it in a lot before you do.”

Obeying, Liam soon brought a single, well-lubed fingertip to Tess’s asshole. He kept this hand angled so that his palm faced the side, thinking that would be the best way to do things. Confirming with Tess that she was ready yet again, he began to insert it into her.

Liam didn’t know quite how long a “long time” was, and he wasn’t interested in asking when Tess had last experienced something like this. Nor could he judge anything from the amount of resistance his finger received.

He felt how tense she was, accepting an intrusion that her body wasn’t accustomed to. Tess tensed, holding her breath, feeling the slow but steady progress Liam made. The lube certainly helped.

“You can keep going all the way,” Tess whispered as he pushed his finger halfway in. “I’m fine.”

Pressing his knuckles into her butt, Liam did as he was prompted. Tess resumed her focused breathing, eventually receiving everything Liam could offer her.

“All is still good,” Tess said, exhaling relievedly. “Start pumping a little, getting me used to things, then add a second finger.”

Once more, Liam did as commanded. Over the next few minutes, he smeared as much lube within the tight walls of Tess’s ass as he could. Her tension slowly receded, replaced by a few signs of pleasure and excitement. She wouldn’t have suggested this if she’d known she hated anal, after all. This could—and should—be an experience they both would enjoy.

After a suitable amount of time preparing Tess, she confirmed she was ready. So, Liam took up the task of preparing himself. After removing his fingers, he reclaimed the bottle of lube and began to smear its helpful solution across his cock. All the while, his eyes remained glued to Tess’s butt. He was finally going to fuck it. His excitement hit its limit.

“Remember,” Tess said, eyeing him, reading the anticipation in his look. “Slow and gentle—at first. If all goes well, it won’t stay that way.”

The tip of his cock met the tightest entrance it had ever known. He and Tess both spent a moment in preparation, eyes connected. It ended when Tess nodded. Laying her forehead on the table, she brought her hands back and spread her butt, wanting to help the process as best she could. She was ready to share this magnificent experience with him.

Bringing his attention down to the area he intended to penetrate, holding the root of his cock with one hand, Liam experienced the tightness of anal sex for the first time in his life.

His cock had a lot more to give than even two of his fingers did. Fortunately, when combined, they were about the width of his cock. The first hurdle to overcome was just getting more than his tip past the instinctual clench of Tess’s butt. As he carefully pushed himself forward, he felt it begin, but only for a moment. Forcing her body to relax and accept the much larger intruding shape entering her, Tess breathed in a controlled fashion.

“You really are so big,” Tess whispered, shivering. “Not in a bad way. Keep going a little more, then pause.”

In this, a few inches was a “little more.” About as deep as he’d been able to go with his fingers. Tess took a moment to acclimate, face still against the table, then gave him the okay.

He added a few more inches. His cock felt as if a clamp pressed down around it. Because of the lube, he didn’t struggle to slide into her, but the tightness remained beyond anything he’d ever experienced. Potentially, it was even the same for Tess. She breathed out in small, appreciative pants as he gave her another break. She even chuckled once.

“I had almost forgotten this feeling. Goodness, Liam, how much more do you have for me?”

“A little more. I don’t think I can get all the way in you, anyway. Your butt won’t compress all the way down.”

Tess snorted. “It’s protecting me from your big cock. You already feel so deep in me.” She seized another inhale. “Get in what else you can. Then you can start actually fucking me. I almost feel embarrassed, needing you to pause so many times.”

“I’m fine with it. I just want the experience to be a good one.”

“Well, so far, so good. Now, give me the rest.”

Upon doing so, Tess let go of her butt and planted her hands on the table’s edge. Squeezing it for stability, she forced herself back into her earlier position, forearms on the table, head up. She met his eyes.

“Slow, steady, rhythmic. I’ll guide you in building up to the right speed. Now, give me the pounding I want, Liam. If I’m not sore tomorrow, then we’ve both failed.”

He wanted that too, so he took her advice to heart. It let him bask in the feeling of sliding his cock into such amazingly tight confines. He absorbed so much bliss with each motion. Forward or backward—it didn’t matter which. He admired her butt and was proven correct: he could only push in so far before her butt resisted. It could only compress so much. She was just too shapely for him to penetrate her fully.

Not that it mattered. The bliss was nearly unparalleled. Even at his slow pace, he knew it to be true. Once he managed to get going, he wasn’t sure how long he’d last. How would it feel when his cock swelled while he was still inside of her, preparing to pour out its contents? Would the tightness of her ass make it feel even better than usual, offering extra resistance to that moment of release? Soon, he’d know.

“There,” Tess coached, panting as he obeyed her request to increase his speed. “Fuck, it feels good. I’m realizing how much I missed this. It’s such a different experience.”

So long as it remained a good one, Liam was satisfied. Toes in the sand, as he’d come without shoes, knowing he’d spend weeks finding specks of sand in them had he done so, Liam widened his stance slightly, wanting to meet Tess’s growing demand for more power from his thrusts. The lube slicked her walls, leaving it easier and easier for him to meet her desires as they ramped up. After the first few minutes ended, he’d reached a fairly quick rhythm.

With each successive impact, Tess’s moans grew a little louder. She curled her hands into fists, throatily begging for a little more. In doing so, Liam got to hear his favorite sound. Bringing his groin and waist into her butt with each thrust, a new sound overtook the waves as the loudest in his ears.

So, too, did an unexpected but obvious one. The tableware clinked and shifted as his impacts transferred force into her, which she then transferred into the table she leaned against. A bowl shook, the soup remaining in it sloshing about. The forks and knives jittered, one eventually falling off the table.

A glass of something sherbert—Liam hadn’t ever tried it—nearly spilled over. At the final moment, Tess saw. Snatching it before it tumbled and spilled out its contents, she kept it upright. Wisely, she realized how dangerous it was to keep a tight-fisted grip on glass right now. She tossed the drink out of the glass, letting it land on the sand, then laid it onto its side. It continued to dance as Liam fucked Tess from behind.

He churned her insides, allowing them both to experience bliss. His cock throbbed needily, demanding that he keep going all the way until the end. This first experience couldn’t be spoiled by a pause. All the way, until the very end, when a tidal wave of pleasure would crash upon them both.

“Can I cum inside?” Liam asked.

“Yes.”

Shivering in delight, Liam maintained his efforts to bring them an unforgettable experience. He loved this woman. He loved making her a mess, seeing her come undone. He loved being the one she looked to when she wanted an experience like this. He loved her ragged breaths, her throaty moans, and the sound of his name on her lips.

Tonight, he received all three. The first and the second fought a war, neither able to win out. The third arrived as Liam’s cock brought one of the most beautiful women on the planet to her first anal orgasm in years.

“Oh, God, Liam, I’m going to cum! Keep, unghhh, goinggg!”

She clenched around him so tightly that Liam momentarily couldn’t keep going—not at the same pace, anyway. Tess’s ass squeezed his cock with such force that it almost felt like it didn’t want him to keep fucking her, even though it was the exact opposite. The beautiful professor cried out as blissful contractions tore away her self-control. Her entire body shook as she climaxed.

Her breaths were particularly sharp and ragged afterward, as she just barely held herself up. She squeezed the tablecloth in both hands, heaving with her lungs. Setting her forehead on the table, Liam peeked around her body and saw a beatific smile on her face. It seemed more than just because of the physical sensations her body gorged upon. Soon, he knew the full extent of Tess’s joy.

“I love you so much, Liam,” she said. “Sharing this makes me so happy. I’m so glad I’m going to get to have you for months once summer arrives.”

“So am I,” Liam said, almost not trusting himself to speak. His plans went far beyond the summer. “The where doesn’t matter. So long as you’re in the same place as me, I’m happy.”

“Be a little happier, then,” Tess said, voice husky. “Cum in me.”

Liam made sure he did so. Ramping up his efforts again, he pursued his own climax. Eventually finding a little stability, Tess moved her hand down to her pussy, beginning to play with herself. She kept asking him how close he was, this time wanting them to cum together. He gave her as accurate an estimation as he could.

His climax, which arrived only a handful of seconds before Tess reached her next orgasm, smothered him like a pillow made of pure sunlight. Basking in it, eyelids fluttering to stay open, his earlier thought proved prophetic.

When his cock expanded, bringing with it the surge of euphoria right before the release, the tightness of Tess’s ass restricted him in a way that enhanced the following experience. He gasped loudly, Tess’s name on his lips, practically a prayer. And then he erupted inside of her, pouring everything he had deep inside of her. Tess came while he was still pouring out the last of his cum, her contractions sharpening the sensitivity he felt in his satisfied member.

Sucking in air, feeling his lungs burn, Liam wore a sloppy smile as he kissed Tess’s back through her dress. The two of them remained connected for a good minute, during which Tess slowly opened her fists. Giving him the go ahead to pull his cock out of her, she shivered as inch after inch disappeared from her body.

A meaningful smile awaited him afterward. Within it, a message.

This wasn’t going to be the only time they did this. It wasn’t a special treat, nor would it be confined to the vacations they shared. The opportunity to fuck Tess’s ass had become another wonderful constant in his life. As he would find out on many of the weekends preceding summer break.


Chapter Seven

Not Tomorrow

They eventually found their way to the beach towels, spreading them out and lying together. Staring up at the stars, holding each other close, admiring how far they’d come. With some certainty, Liam knew he wasn’t alone in focusing on the future. The days, weeks, months, and years ahead of them. There it was: hope. Not even just hope, though. Expectation. Confidence.

“If this is how my vacations are going to look from now on, I feel very fortunate,” Tess said, kissing the back of his hand. She had it in her hand, enjoying the simple shared touch.

“No reason to think otherwise,” Liam said. “The opposite, in fact.”

“For some smaller ones, I’ll want to try and just have it be us,” Tess said. “A weekend getaway, a spa trip, something like that.”

“I don’t think the others would begrudge you for that.”

“They’d better not, as I’m sure they’ll want the same. Not every trip needs to be five.” An intriguing glint appeared in her radiant blue eyes. “Some might be three, however.”

“Oh? Who comes to mind first?”

“I think you know.”

“The birthday girl?”

“Not yet,” Tess said, chuckling. “Have you figured out the date yet?”

“I’m hoping to, right now.”

Tess worked her mouth to one side. “Even if my ass feels the best kind of soreness it could hope for right now, I don’t know if I can hand out such personal information.”

Liam rolled his eyes and acted like he intended to pull his hand out of hers. She tightened her grip, keeping them linked.

“Okay, then what about this?” Liam said, realizing something in that moment. A way, maybe, to figure out the day without learning the day. “Tell me a day it’s not. There are four days left on this trip. Help me out a little, so I know you love me. I really want to know when her dumb birthday is.”

Snorting, Tess beckoned toward their surroundings. “Yeah, you really need extra evidence of that.”

“I’m only asking for a little more,” Liam pressed. “Is her birthday tomorrow, for example> If it’s not, you can just say it isn’t.”

“And if it is?”

He shrugged coyly. “Then you’ll have to pick another day to say when it isn’t.”

Eyeing him mirthfully, the older professor relented. “Her birthday… is not tomorrow. Three more days it could be, though.”

“And two more women I can seduce for information,” Liam said, grinning. This was one plan he could share with Tess.

“Is that how you’re going to do it?” Tess asked, looking amused. “Who will you go after next?”

“Depends on what we do tomorrow. Avril has plans for a longer trip away from the resort, right? Off the Yasawas.”

Tess nodded. “A hiking trip, so it’ll be our middle day of the week when we go up a bunch of humps. She has us scheduled to visit the Mamanuca Islands, where the best trails are.” As if noticing something herself, the brunette chuckled. “Maybe I should have thought about that before I let you make me so sore.”

“Oops.”

“I might have to call for a few extra breaks in between uphill battles. That’ll give you time to work your plan into action.”

“You’re always looking out for me,” Liam said, grinning and kissing her.

“I do what I can,” Tess said, leaning into the kiss.

Eventually, two boats swung into view. By then, Liam and Tess were decent, waiting for their pickup. The smaller of the two boats handled that. The larger one was there for the food, leftovers, and tiki torches.

Back at the resort a short time later, Liam and Tess, who at least didn’t have a noticeable change to her walk, headed for the latter’s bure. Expectedly, they found Anna and Avril there; the two were out on the deck, enjoying the evening air.

“Yes, it was wonderful, yes, we had sex,” Tess said, stopping Avril before she could even open her mouth.

“Oh, I was only interested in the food. Was it good?”

Tess rolled her eyes, gave him a kiss, and headed inside, wanting to shower. He stuck around with the younger women for a bit, learning that Victoria had gone for a walk along the beach. She returned a little bit before Tess reappeared, and the five of them spent a relaxed evening on the deck.

When it came time for Liam and Victoria to make their way back to their bure, Avril warned them about staying up too late. Because of their plans tomorrow, they’d be leaving for the Mamanuca islands even earlier than they’d headed out today.

Nevertheless, neither Liam nor Victoria skipped over their evening ritual. He’d wondered if her libido would remain as high as it’d been the past couple of days, and it seemed to be holding at a level he was thrilled by. She was a woman who wanted to make up for lost time. In that regard, she and Tess were a lot alike.

The two of them enjoyed their alone time, just as he and her colleague had tonight. It was an evening of overwhelming successes. And now he had a solid plan to get the information he desperately desired. He would find out when Victoria’s birthday was. Preferably, he’d already have figured it out by this time tomorrow.


Chapter Eight

Hills upon Hills

Upon waking up the next morning, Liam didn’t wish Victoria a happy birthday. She didn’t seem surprised, though she asked if he wanted to do so a little before he finished playing with her breasts. They’d hit the shower after that, where he’d also play with her breasts.

“No, because it’s not today,” Liam said.

“When is it, then?”

“I don’t know that yet.”

Finished orgasming from his skillful touch, she returned to a calm expression. “But you know it’s not today?”

“I know it’s not today,” he confirmed.

“Interesting. I wonder if you’ll find out what other days it isn’t.”

He grinned from ear to ear. “That’s the idea.”

Not so long later, five sets of feet stood on the long trail of grass that functioned as the resort’s runway. Five sets of eyes, most shaded by sunglasses, watched a seaplane as it descended from the fair blue sky, buzzing louder and louder as it drew nearer. It was the same one that had delivered them to the resort a few days ago, operating across the island chains west of Viti Levu. Today, it would carry them south.

Knowing what their day would consist of, Liam and the others had packed in the carbs at breakfast. According to Avril, the trails they’d be hitting weren’t anything too arduous, but they’d still spend much of their day beneath the sun. Hydrating plentifully at that same breakfast, each of them had dressed for a day spent trudging along uneven ground. Sunglasses, a few hats, and a few of them—the wiser ones—had backpacks carrying additional bottles of water, some suitable snacks, and sunscreen.

The seaplane came down, spinning rotor slowly coming to a stop. This time around, a transfer took place. A few people got off the plane, eager to begin their vacation at one of the most romantic islands in the world. Meanwhile, once they and their luggage were clear, Liam and the others climbed back aboard, preparing to depart for much of the day. They didn’t plan to stay at one of the resorts on the Mamanuca Islands, so they’d be back. But probably not until the sun had begun to set.

Tess and Anna looked in high spirits as they climbed into the seaplane. Liam suspected the former was excited for the actual hike as much as the sights they’d provide, while he suspected the latter was more interested in the pauses at the peaks of these hills they’d be cresting. However, Anna’s good mood was short-lived, as it had been when he realized what a day of sightseeing on these islands would entail. Island hopping, and a lot of it. Fortunately, much of it would involve boat rides, but they’d still have to fly back here later tonight.

She seemed to remember all this as she buckled herself up, and an anxious expression disturbed her mouth, tugging both corners downward. Prepared for that, Liam offered her his hand. She gratefully accepted it.

They spent about ten minutes in the air before they started to come down. The first trail they’d be hitting was up and down Mt. Vomo, which sat on the island of the same name. Vomo Island was situated farther east than most of the islands in the Mamanuca group, only about ten miles off the coast of Viti Levu. In fact, they’d flown almost right over it on their way to the Yasawas a few days ago.

They came down in the water, as the island didn’t have a runway of its own, just a helicopter pad at its single resort. From what he’d seen overhead, the island probably wasn’t even a mile long. Shaped like a triangular piece of paper you might use to play flick football, lush forests and Mt. Vomo itself dominated the island's central and southern parts. The northern partition stayed verdant and beautiful, but he could also see pathways and buildings aplenty.

Picked up from their seaplane by a small speedboat, they headed toward a small dock jutting out from this portion of the small island. While they headed toward it, Tess spearheaded the final discussion on which of the various trails they would walk.

There were a few options to pick from, ranging in difficulty and length. The hardest path, though the quickest to the actual summit of Mt. Vomo, was only about half a mile in length. It was attached to the resort, so they had the option of jumping right to it. However, it involved numerous switchbacks and a more challenging uphill journey than if they took one of the lengthier but smoother trails down to the southern tip of the island, to a manmade overlook famous for its sights known as the Yoga Deck, then doubled back a bit, where they could merge into an easier trail to reach Mt. Vomo from the south.

“We don’t need to start our day puffing,” Avril said, eyeing Tess, who was the strongest force behind wanting to hit the more difficult trail. “There’ll be other steep hills to tire everyone but you out, you crazy workout junkie. Let’s save those until later in the day, at least.”

“We’ll have to take the harder path either way,” Tess said. “It’s just a matter of whether we want to go up or down it.”

“I vote for down it,” Avril immediately said.

The woman who’d taken a cock up her ass last night fought for her route a little longer, though she eventually realized he didn’t have the votes needed to have her way. This early in the morning, it seemed most of them wanted to ease their way into a day of activity, not dive straight into it.

At least she doesn’t seem to be that sore, Liam thought, watching Tess as she climbed onto the dock once their little boat carried them to it. There were several others, including a couple that looked capable of traversing out to sea. However, Avril had found out that a larger ferry would swing by at around 9:15, and the group had voted to use that if they could.

For now, they had some walking to get to. At the resort, Avril flashed her phone, which showed the island passes she’d booked well in advance of the trip. It was one more thing she’d seen to; she didn’t want them to have any reason to slow down and deal with any issues. The resort welcomed them, spoke a little about the trails to those with questions, and then let them be on their way.

The five of them headed southward, taking a paved path until it became dirt. Walking along it, they came to the fork that split into the two trails they’d discussed on the boat. One bent southeastward, leading to a sharper incline straight up Mt. Vomo, which really wasn’t that intimidating. It couldn’t have been more than a few hundred feet at its summit. However, the trail laid out on its western flank zigzagged a good dozen times from what Liam could see.

“We’ll get to it,” Avril said, grabbing Tess by the wrist with both hands and pulling her toward the far gentler walking trail before the older woman could try and pitch her route a second time.

This one sloped far more gently, more of a walking path than a true hiking trail. It carried them down the island's western edge, and they could see their elevated destination pretty much from the beginning. After only about ten minutes of walking, listening to the waves coming in on the beach a hundred feet off their right, they reached it.

The Yoga Deck consisted of a pair of yoga mats on a wooden platform at the southern end—the final hill before a sharp decline to shrubbery and sand below—of Vomo Island. Its simplicity was in the name, though the beauty of the sight beyond it measured up to what the others had been hoping for.

A world of gleaming blue, distant island peaks, and traveling clouds welcomed them to the deck. It all stretched for miles, and the five hiking bodies stopped to absorb the sights. The ocean surrounded them on three sides, shimmering and weaving. Far on the horizon, ruffling its smooth edge, Liam counted more than a dozen glimpses of other islands, a few of which they might even visit today. None were close enough for him to see more than their highest points, as Vomo Island didn’t like having its neighbors get too close to it.

It was suitably breathtaking, worthy of the visit. And as Avril pointed out, with the potential to make Anna’s mother envious.

“Let me snap a few pictures,” she said, already tugging her phone out of one of her backpack’s pockets. “Let’s see if Evelyn can fight back.”

Anna eyed her best friend, who’d texted her mom more on this trip than even she had. Mostly, for the purpose she’d just stated. Avril and Evelyn, the latter of whom was currently vacationing in Bora, Bora, had been competing over who could show off the better sights throughout their respective trips. All in good-hearted fun, as Evelyn was the sole parent of Annabelle Royce to like her. Of course, Liam could say the same thing about himself. One parent enjoyed him, even liked him, and the other couldn’t stand his mere existence.

“Oh, she’s so jealous,” Avril said, grinning at whatever response Evelyn had sent back.

The rest of them ignored Avril as she sparred with Anna’s mother, electing to breathe in the clean air and share their opinions of the sights they took in. Even though she’d been overruled earlier, Tess’s spirits appeared undampened. Smiling beside him, especially when he found her hand for a few seconds, she pointed out a few disruptions in the water. There were islands nearer to Vomo Island than those distant ones, but none were tall enough to have made it above the ocean’s surface. They lingered beneath the water, destined never to know what it felt like to have a tourist come by to take pictures while standing on them.

“Imagine strip poker up here,” Avril said, bumping into him a little later.

He eyed her. “It’s a little windy.”

The amused redhead chortled and glanced down. “Worried it’ll flop about?”

“Worried your bra will go sailing off to who knows where,” Liam fired back. “And then won’t you look foolish?”

“I could never look foolish while topless,” Avril said with a wink. “Haven’t you figured that out?”

“I suppose I have,” Liam said, gazing at her curvaceous figure. Like the others, she’d known what to expect today. Uphill, uneven paths, plenty of sun, and a man who loved seeing her skin when it was displayed. That might have been what had prompted Avril to tie her shirt together in a knot, exposing her midriff to his wandering eye.

“Not sure I believe you, what with you asking such silly questions. You might need another reminder or two, I’m thinking. So the lesson sinks in.”

“Are you going to give me one right now?” Liam asked.

“Topless yoga?” Avril said, an emerald gleam in her eyes. “I’m considering it.”

“I’ll snap some good pictures of you, if you do,” Liam said, knowing Avril had already passed the point of consideration.

The egg hatched quickly, as it always did when Avril concocted a maverick idea. Grinning at him, she slipped off her backpack. Next, she undid the knot in her shirt. And finally, acting as if they were alone on the high overlook, she slid it right off her voluptuous body.

“Avril, what are you doing?” Victoria asked, the first to notice. The other two were a little farther away, examining the ocean at the edge of the wooden platform.

“Liam wants a topless picture of me,” Avril said, not even a glimmer of a blush on her fair features. “He asked and everything. Tell her, Liam.”

Tossed into the searing pan with a cavalier push, Liam met the piercing blue eyes that sought confirmation from him. He didn’t cower or back down. Instead, he shrugged lightly.

“Sometimes, a guy just wants to see a topless woman. I’d have asked you, but I doubt your chessboard is in your backpack.”

Victoria rolled her eyes at the reference. Nor did she mention that he’d had plenty of time with a topless woman—her—just two hours ago. Instead, she waved a hand toward Avril. “Well, then go on. Fulfill his desire.”

Liam and Avril shared a look, and he knew she’d grill him on his mention of a chessboard sooner rather than later. However, the present situation was far too interesting for them to lose focus.

Wearing only a sports bra—sensibly, today was a day of sports bras—Avril stretched her arms over her head, also stretching out the performative aspect of things. No one here would have expected otherwise.

Eventually, Avril freed her breasts. Laying her shirt and bra on her backpack, she hefted her breasts, one in each hand. She grinned at both her audience members.

“Naked yoga’s a thing, right?”

Neither he nor Victoria answered, though probably for different reasons. Liam was enjoying the sight of Avril’s gorgeous breasts, already finding himself wanting to do a little more than just snap a few pictures. Victoria probably just didn’t want to give Avril more ammunition to use.

“Avril!” Anna cried out from nearby. She and Tess had finally noticed what was happening on the other side of the wooden deck. “What are you doing?! What if someone sees?!”

“Kind of the idea,” Avril said, grinning at her best friend.

“I’m talking about someone not in our group!” the raven-haired heiress huffed.

“I checked; there’s nobody around.”

Liar, Liam thought.

Anna still gave their surroundings an anxious look. They were at the final high point at the southern tip of the island, and there wasn’t any cover, manmade or natural, around. So, if there had been anyone within eyeshot, they very easily could have seen a topless redhead flouting her phenomenal body at the Yoga Deck. But there wasn’t, so Anna’s distress receded to a more manageable amount of irritation.

“You just can’t help but want to show yourself off, can you?” Anna said.

“I was asked to do this,” Avril said, sniffing as if affronted. “Liam wants a few pictures to make the trip more memorable.”

Liam bit a second and third bullet as Anna and Tess both looked his way. “That’s how it is,” he admitted, resisting an urge to sigh.

“You can all have your turns, don’t worry,” Avril said, grinning broadly. “Maybe we can do a group lineup. We’ve never done anything like that before. Oh! We could do something like this at every destination. Really make some memories.”

“We are not going topless at every hilltop or overlook we visit today,” Tess said.

“It doesn’t have to be the same thing at each one,” Avril said. “Some can be sexy, like this one. Some can be romantic, or silly, or quirky. Whatever feels right. We can even vote each time. Let democracy reign and all that.”

Looks were shared around the coverless area. Ultimately, no one dissented.

Liam got to spend the next fifteen minutes loading his phone with pictures of four incredibly stunning women, all of whom eventually followed in Avril’s wake. Giddy from the experience, which he counted as another noteworthy step toward his ultimate dream involving his four lovers, Liam created an entire album’s worth of sexy pictures at the Yoga Deck.

Singles, pairings, and full group photos, he obtained them all. From far back, from up close, and a few selfies that let him get up close and personal with the topless women he eternally desired. This event was hardly going to stem that fast-flowing font.

In a slightly humorous way, the woman who’d put the most stipulations on him getting pictures of her helped him the most. Victoria definitely seemed to know the best way to take a good photo, even ones like these. She offered him advice on angles and distances, where to focus his phone’s lens, and more.

God, I’ve got to get amazing at chess, Liam thought, desperately wanting the whole treasure trove of Victoria’s past vacations, not just the few doubloons he’d so far received.

The pièce de résistance was obviously the lineup pictures he got to take at the end. With four of the most stunning women alive standing side by side, Liam forgot to snap a picture for a few seconds. He just stared, in awe of everything that had led up to this point. It required Tess to clear his throat before he snapped out of his stupor and immortalized what this trip had become.

A paradise with his lovers.

Once that impromptu but phenomenal experience was through, they grabbed some pictures that could be shared with Evelyn and others. Avril, grinning, waved for Liam and Anna to couple up on the deck.

“You know she’ll want a picture or two like this. Hand on the other’s hip, stare longingly into one another’s eyes, you know the drill!”

Tentatively, Liam and Anna let Avril guide them in this final set of picture-taking. For now. There were a lot of places they still intended to visit before the day was up.

They spent a little longer at the Yoga Deck before deciding it was time to get back into motion. In order to obtain pictures at other places, they needed to travel to them, and this island was but the first of several. So, with everyone decent again, they retraced their steps for a few minutes, then merged onto their next trail. This one was hardly a trail at all, hastily leading them to their next choice: an upward climbing trail that headed north or one that continued to the east, which would bring them down to the eastern beach.

“Up we go,” Avril said, pointing toward the peak of Mt. Vomo.

The trek wasn’t all that difficult. The approach from the south offered a far gentler slope than if they’d come from the north, and they spent about five minutes hoofing it before they reached the summit of Mt. Vomo. Standing with the shrubs, they could see across the entirety of the resort, which covered the northern third of the island.

Like before, sightseeing followed, with the island’s highest point offering a three-hundred-and-sixty-degree view of the ocean and distant islands. Relaxing under the shade of a gazebo at the top for a few minutes, more pictures ensued. None that involved any clothes coming off, however, as Tess had spotted a trio coming up toward them from the resort.

They passed them on the way down, and the two men in the group weren’t as subtle about hiding their gawking as the single woman—probably their sister, based on how similar they all looked—would have liked. Before they were out of earshot, Liam and the others heard her dressing them down for their ogling.

That wasn’t so unusual—the staring, not the berating. Like the four women had long ago, Liam had grown accustomed to the attention their group gathered whenever they encountered others in a public space. So far, it’d never progressed past some attention. So long as that remained the case, Liam had decided not to scowl or let himself descend into a bad mood. All four of them seemed fine with ignoring things. If it didn’t bother them, he shouldn’t let it put a damper on his day, either. He was here to spend time with them, not to fret and grind his teeth over some people they’d never come across again.

Even though it was shorter than the one they’d just taken, the sharper path back down to the resort took a few minutes longer. Walking carefully, no one wanting to ruin the entire day with a sprained ankle or a scuffed knee, they descended toward the buildings and palm trees below.

“Are we going for brunch or lunch today?” Avril asked as they completed the final switchback of the trail. The rest was smooth enough, and they soon set foot on more even ground.

That discussion carried them into the resort, where they decided they weren’t too hungry just yet. Checking the time, it was only a little past nine, and they could even see the ferry approaching from the south. That sealed it. They didn’t want to miss the ferry, which wouldn’t be back for hours, so they voted to eat lunch after hitting the trails on the next island.

After it delivered a few passengers to the island, Liam and the others piled onto the ferry’s lower deck with a few other groups. More stares for the women, more envy aimed at Liam. He noticed a fair bit of the latter, especially as Avril tossed herself into his side, snuggling up close and personal to him by the railing he leaned against.

The leisurely cruise kicked off a handful of minutes later, with the ferry churning water as it resumed a loop it’d taken countless times before today. The passengers spent their time watching the crystalline water and enjoying the time off their feet. Speaking through some speakers around the ferry, the captain, a jovial Fijian with a sharp sense of timing when it came to his jokes, talked about the ocean, what swam beneath, and some of the islands the ferry would be swinging by. Some of the latter were too small for their ship to go close to, so smaller boats would come out to get them if they wanted to visit.

The first of those was Beachcomber Island, which Liam and the others saw after about twenty minutes at sea. It was practically the stereotypical image of an island a cartoon character would get stranded on. It was barely five hundred feet across, completely flat, with a circular beach hemming in the resort and palm trees sprouting from its middle. There certainly weren’t any hiking trails to find there.

They passed it without anyone departing from the ferry.

Heading eastward for only a few minutes, they reached the barely larger sibling to Beachcomber Island. Nakelo Treasure Island was slightly more oblong than its predecessor, allowing it to claim the title of big brother. Other than that, they were almost identical, though the captain explained that this island was pretty famous for the snorkeling that could be done among the surrounding soft coral.

This time, they did stop, as one couple did have a reservation at the island’s resort. Stopping a few hundred feet out, the captain contacted the resort, and soon one of its speedboats was on its way to pick up the departing pair. A few minutes later, the ferry was back in motion.

From there, it bent in a clockwise loop. They passed a couple more islands, much the same as the previous two, offering similar amenities and activities. Another group got off at one of these, and another came aboard. That seemed to be the way of things. The ferry was in near constant motion throughout the day, one of a few, in fact. It’d drop a group off here, pick one up there, and continue to loop the islands for the better part of the day. It must have made a thousand loops like this every year.

“Look, Anna,” Liam said, grabbing her attention. She followed the direction of his point, and her eyes lit up.

Underneath the turquoise water, so pristine that they could see down to the sandy floor, a group of sea turtles glided beside the ferry. Six in all, moving together. They called over Victoria, who confirmed these were the more commonly viewed green sea turtles. The honor guard of sea turtles stayed with the boat for a handful of minutes, seeming unbothered by it. Indeed, now that they were paying more attention to the water, they saw a vast variety of sea creatures that came within a stone’s throw of the large ferry. They were accustomed to it, and some even seemed to enjoy swimming in its long shadow.

After passing one more isolated island, the tiniest of the lot, the ferry headed westward. They hit one more tiny island before finally heading to the largest island in the Mamanuca chain. Malolo Island had a couple of trails worth hiking, so Liam and his group made plans to disembark at its dock.

The ferry looped around the island's northern edge, eventually coming into dock in a westward-facing cove. Tess was going to get her wish, as the trail offered here, leading up to one Jona’s Lookout, had a steep path to reach it.

It also cut through dense forest, and with some wooden paths in sections as they climbed upward, it was reminiscent of the guided tour they’d received back on their first day at the Garden of the Sleeping Giant. At the top, they rested their feet and took in the sights, gazing at the vivid view surrounding them.

“The other noteworthy tour on the island,” Anna said, looking through a brochure they’d obtained at the resort they’d landed at, “is a guided one. It leads up to a World War II fort on a hilltop.”

“Sounds like something you’d want to visit,” Tess said.

Anna nodded.

“Get a little bit of history, then we break for lunch?” Avril said. “I assume there’s a resort near this one, Anna?”

“There is,” the younger woman confirmed.

“Works for me,” Tess said. No one disagreed. In fact, by the time the guided tour ended, several stomachs had begun to rumble.

All according to Avril Knight’s plan, of course.


Chapter Nine

Fijian Fortunes

After their guided tour of the old fort, they stopped by the nearby resort and had lunch. Most of them focused on refreshing themselves for the afternoon portion of their island hopping, chatting about the tour or their next destination. On the other hand, Avril Knight was more interested in something else. Dessert, specifically, though not one that could be ordered from the restaurant.

“Eyes and ears, everyone,” Avril said, mere moments after their server had taken their actual dessert orders. They’d have time to digest on the ferry ride north. It wouldn’t be the same one they’d been using, but its sibling. Due in about forty-five minutes, it’d carry them toward a smattering of islands sitting five to ten miles north of Malolo Island. These were smaller than it, though larger than the islands they’d started their day on. Speedboats would take over the job of bringing them around this set after they departed the ferry.

Avril waited for everyone to give her the attention she was calling for. In her usual fashion, she didn’t leap straight into an explanation. Instead, she bent at the side and began rooting around in her backpack, which sat in a pile with the others on the ground. Anna, who was closest to her, leaned over as well, trying to figure out what her best friend was up to. That, of course, caused Avril to stick her second hand into her bag, working hard to keep the secret maintained.

She came up with her hands cupped together, as if she were about to reveal a baby bird that she’d scooped up from one of the trails at some point, hidden within a pouch on her pack ever since.

“Everyone but Liam, take one,” Avril said, depositing what was in her hands by opening them right above the center of the table.

The four objects that clattered onto the table were incredibly familiar to Liam—and only Liam. The others at the table drew together eyebrows and tilted their heads, confused by the odd blend of cultures—not that these were actually from the place people assumed—arrayed before them.

Four colored fortune cookies sat on the table. A dessert that the tourists who came to Fiji probably didn’t expect to see.

Tess was the first to clear up her confusion. She was the only one other than Liam who knew about these, as he’d revealed them to her right before they’d come on the trip. But were these out of the jar that Liam had brought along—at Avril’s demand, he’d brought it along—or were they new and potentially different than they should be?

Because these were all blue, which, if they were from the jar hidden behind towels in his bure’s closet, or at least followed the same rules, meant that each one of them promised a different sexual act on the slip of paper within.

Liam glanced at Avril, who was all smiles as she caught his shift in focus. Aware of the question on his mind, she nodded. So, she had stolen into his bure at some point, found the jar, and confiscated four blue fortune cookies. But for what purpose, exactly?

“Why are there fortune cookies—blue ones, at that—on our table, Avril?” Victoria demanded coolly.

“Well, there are four of us, and I just told each of you to take one. After that, I’ll take the remaining one. That’s why there are four.”

Victoria flattened her icy stare, clearly unsatisfied by Avril’s explanation.

“Just take one, Auntie. Don’t open it yet, but take one.”

Sighing, Tess became the first to reach out and accept one of the fortunes. Slightly more hesitantly, Anna followed suit. That left only Victoria, who kept staring at Avril. However, the younger woman didn’t balk, maintaining her “I’m in control” expression. A few more seconds passed, but then Victoria also snatched a fortune cookie for herself. And Avril grabbed the last one.

“Alrighty,” Avril said, tossing her cookie up and down. “Now, the rules. Within each one is a curated fortune, one I created with painstaking effort back during winter break.”

“They’re that old?” Anna asked, looking at the one sitting on her palm. “Why are you only showing them now?”

“I’m only showing them to you, now,” Avril said, grinning. “Liam’s known about them since I snuck a whole jar of these inside his front door on Christmas Eve.”

Just like that, all eyes shifted toward him. Imitating Tess by sighing, Liam nodded. “Yeah. It was a secret gift from her. It’s a whole jar, which Avril told me to bring on this trip. I didn’t know about any of this, though.”

“Specifically, his gift started with one hundred fortunes,” Avril added. “Three colors, red, blue, and green. Each color has a theme, and I’ve been letting him open one or two every now and then ever since. But… things aren’t going as quickly as I’d like. For some reason, he’s just so busy all the time.”

None of the women blushed, not even Anna, as Avril skewered them each with a dry look. “Who could have ever guessed that he’d have so little time on his hands?” Avril shrugged. “Well, we’ll be old and grey in the hair before he finishes the jar, so I figured I’d help speed things up a little. That’s by involving all of you, naturally. There’s been a lot of that on this trip.”

This invoked a slight tinge of redness on Anna’s face. She glanced away, but only for a few seconds.

“What kind of fortunes do these cookies have?” Tess asked, even though she knew the answer. It was for the benefit of Anna and Victoria, who were far more in the dark than she was.

“Sexy things,” Avril said, tossing her cookie one final time. She snatched it at the high point of its climb, then gave it a little shake. “The blue ones all promise Liam things I’d do for him. For example, he got a lovely experience involving a blindfold and my lips on his cock a couple months ago.”

More glances came his way. Wordlessly, Liam confirmed what Avril had proclaimed with a nod.

“The options within are quite varied,” Avril said. “Ranging from kind of vanilla to ‘set this horny boy on fire when he hears what I’m going to do to him.’ There’s no way of knowing which fortune might be within, though. Originally, Liam could only open one of these bad boys up when I said he could. So, each cookie is nondescript, a little vault designed to give nothing away until it’s been cracked open.”

“So, you’re trying to convince us to help you go through them before they all go stale?” Victoria said. She’d set her fortune cookie on the table and folded her arms.

“Fortune cookies don’t go stale,” Avril said, waving flippantly. “But with Liam getting to snap topless pictures of us willy-nilly nowadays, my gift feels a little mundane. So, I’m spicing things up a bit. Now, I can get to the new rules.”

Everyone waited for Avril to do just that. This was her element, controlling a room, pulling its attention to her, making it wait for an explanation. Avril picked up her glass and took a long drink. The time in between grew as their server brought back some choice desserts, most of which were glazed in warm chocolate. They looked at the fortune cookie in front of Victoria with a hint of confusion, though they didn’t mention it.

After she was gone, Avril, naturally, scooped up some moist chocolate cake from her dessert choice and savored its sweet flavor. She loved her delays.

“Avril,” Victoria growled.

“The rules,” Avril finally said, “are pretty simple. If you open the fortune cookie, you must do what it says. For these, you have to complete their task before we get back to the States. They’re island cookies, so if you open them here, you’ve gotta follow through with them here. But if you don’t want to play, you can just hold onto it until the end of the week, then give it back to me. It’ll go back in the jar, naturally, until such a time as Liam can convince one of us to go for another.”

“Until I convince one of you?” Liam asked.

“You’re the one who gets to benefit most of all from this new system,” Avril said. “So, yeah, you can’t just sit around and wait. You own the jar, don’t you? So, it’s on you to try and get your lovely women to open the cookie in their position—and also, it’s your job to convince us to grab another. Beg, bribe, or seduce—any way works. After this little tutorial, I’m handing the keys back to you. Do with them as you will.”

The table descended into a brief silence after that. Liam knew his thoughts were on a different track from the others. Ironically, Avril’s attempt to spice things up smacked of the same type of challenge he’d given himself yesterday, after Victoria had promised to let him sleep with her if he could figure out her birthday. He wondered how much of her influence was behind his decision to go after her, Tess, and Anna, filing down the days until he knew which of the four—now three—days Victoria’s birthday was on.

“When we open a cookie, do we have to immediately… do what it says?” Anna asked.

Liam’s ears perked up at the first word of her question. When. Not if, but when.

“No, no,” Avril said. “For this, it’s got to be done before the trip ends. When we’re back home, there can be some negotiation between Liam and the opener about the right time to go through with the promised slice of good fortune.”

“What’s the most risqué promise you’ve made on one of these?” Tess asked.

“Nothing that’ll make you hate opening it,” Avril said. “The blue ones range from number fifty-one to number eighty. The lower the number, the tamer the act—and vice-versa.”

“There are other colors?” Victoria said.

“Red and green. Red is all focused on pictures, videos, and other long-distance stuff. One through fifty, for those. Same deal. The green ones aren’t actually sexual, so those aren’t really part of this.”

“What are they?” Anna asked.

“Group activities. Remember when we went sledding? Liam opened a cookie that day, and it promised something outdoors. So, I made it about sledding.” Avril grew momentarily thoughtful. “Some of them are vague enough that I guess they could be repurposed. We are doing lots of group stuff nowadays.”

Anna blushed slightly, but she was the only one. After a game of strip poker, time spent topless on the beach, and those earlier pictures, it seemed silly to pretend like it wasn’t true. And here was another way in which their relationship might evolve. This one didn’t demand anything of them; it was all in the hands of the literal beholders. No one had to open their fortune cookie.

Two of the women went ahead and did so. Shockingly, neither was Avril.

The two professors each cracked open their respective fortune cookies, read the words on the slip of paper within, and then, as if sharing a telepathic link, stowed their prophecies in their pockets.

“Oh, shit,” Avril said, realizing her mistake. “Wait, no. You’ve got to share with the others what you've got.”

“That wasn’t established,” Victoria said.

“And it’s too late now,” Tess said.

“You two sticklers,” Avril said, glaring. “That’s so uncool.”

“It’s your own fault,” Victoria said.

Next to the scowling redhead, another fortune cookie broke open. Avril’s emerald eyes spun toward her best friend, who also quickly read and hid her fortune. Avril’s glare intensified.

“You all just open them, just like that? Liam didn’t have to work at all!”

“I wanted to see what kind of fortunes you have written within,” Tess said matter-of-factly. “In the future, I might be slightly more resistant about accepting another.”

You might not, though, Liam thought, watching Tess. But the “hard” way didn’t sound too painful to walk. Seduction was on the table, after all.

Amusingly, Avril became the final one of them to open her fortune. And even though she’d complained about everyone else hiding their cookie, in this one instance, she wasn’t the trailblazer she usually was. She hid her fortune from the others, same as they’d done to her.

To Liam too, unfortunately. He was just as in the dark, though he didn’t feel quite as pained as Avril pretended to be. Instead, he was giddy. These fortunes were promises, and the women with him weren’t the type to break rules. As such, he knew his final four days had just received four more reasons for him to quake with anticipation.


Chapter Ten

One Down

On Mana Island, they got to see several of the locations involved with the show Survivor. Almost a dozen of the show’s challenge arenas, including the tribal council area and Survivor Sanctuary, were on this island. They were spread farther from one another than Liam had assumed they’d be, but they were already on a day of walking, so they simply did what they’d come here to do. Visiting each location, getting some pictures, though none quite as revealing as the ones taken at Yoga Beach, as there were other tourists around at each of these spots, Liam and the others spent a good two hours on Mana Island.

The next island they passed, Tavua Island, also had a couple of sights related to the show, though no resorts or places to stay, so they just observed it from the speedboat they’d rented for transport farther north. Curling westward, the five of them added the beaches used when filming Cast Away to their growing album of pictures on Monukiri Island. Naturally, Avril continued to battle with Evelyn over who had seen the better sights on their ongoing vacations.

While the rest of them took in the sights, they could also see the other islands they’d visit over the remainder of their time in the Mamanuca Islands. Tokoriki Island was the final one they’d visit, where they could catch a flight back up to their resort. By then, it ought to be getting dark enough for them to fly under the stars. Anna probably wouldn’t like that too much.

His attention chased after the youngest woman on the trip as she and Tess walked up the beach toward a jutting, curling—like a cowlick—peninsula. Liam caught her eye, and she waved for him to come along.

The three of them made their way up to the isolated end of the beach, standing on a tip of white sand surrounded by water. The sun beat down on them, mercilessly hot—hotter than it’d so far been all week. Wearing her wide-brimmed hat, Tess looked out at the distant humps that made up the nearby islands. Unbothered by the sun’s harshness, she smiled.

“I think we’ve all gotten our steps in for the day, at least,” Tess said. “I don’t feel as bad about the lack of a gym at our resort, now. Or having eaten so many desserts since we arrived.”

“You were fretting over things like that?” Anna said.

“A nice figure is harder to keep at my age,” Tess pointed out. She held up a hand before either of the younger people with her could reply. “I was just making an idle comment; don’t read too much into it. Mostly, it’s just strange to fall out of a long-standing habit. This’ll be the first time I’ve gone a full week without visiting my gym since Victoria and I started going together. I was just remarking on that; it’s not something I’m actually stressing over.”

“You’d better not,” Liam said. “There’s no stress allowed on this trip.”

Tess curled her lips in a maverick way. “Oh? Aren’t you stressing over something, Liam?”

He knew help when he got it; he’d gotten a lot of it over the past many months, after all. The response from the other woman with them was immediate and exactly what Tess had intended.

“What’s on your mind, Liam?” Anna asked.

“Victoria,” he admitted.

Anna glanced back the way they’d come, though Avril and Victoria were distant silhouettes. “What about her? Did something happen this morning?”

“Actually, yeah,” Liam said, but he stopped himself before he stumbled into breaking the one rule Victoria had stipulated. “Well, I mean, kind of. I’m still trying to figure out when her birthday is. She still won’t share it with me.” He nodded at Tess. “Yesterday, I convinced Tess to tell me that today isn’t her birthday, at least, but I’m still going to be guessing. I want to wake up and be the first person to wish her a happy birthday, not just find out when I finally see you all do it, you know?”

“I’m surprised Victoria won’t just say when it is,” Anna said. “I wouldn’t have thought she’d keep it hidden from you.”

“Same,” Liam agreed. “So, how about it? Would you be willing to tell me when it is?”

Anna worked her luscious mouth from side to side, thoughtful. Liam didn’t expect a favorable response. This was all part of the most basic negotiating tactic around. Ask for more than you wanted, be denied, then ask for what you were really hoping for.

“If she wants it hidden, for whatever reason, I think I should stay silent on the matter. I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay,” Liam said. He nodded toward Tess. “Would you consider doing what Tess did last night, though? Could you tell me one of the days her birthday isn’t? Just kind of helping me have better odds of getting it right?”

Anna tilted her sunglass-covered eyes to Tess. The older woman nodded.

“It felt fair to me,” Tess said. “It’s not like Victoria asked us to stay silent about her birthday. And well, Liam was very convincing last night.”

God, I love this woman, Liam thought, hiding a grin. She was so helpful.

After a moment, Anna said, “I… suppose that seems okay.” She spent another few moments shifting weight from foot to foot. “I could be convinced.”

Liam grinned. “Just say how. If it’s within my power, I’ll see it done.”

Anna glanced at Tess, and Liam almost wondered if she’d ask the older woman for some privacy. However, she didn’t. Instead, she produced a piece of paper.

“We could do what’s on my fortune,” Anna said. “That’ll convince me.”

Astonishment brought up Liam’s eyebrows. The lone professor here, who didn’t realize there was a chance she’d have them both as students next fall, seemed similarly surprised. Impressed, too. They both shared that emotion as well.

“Right here and now?” Liam asked.

“It’s not really a big deal… comparatively,” Anna said. Stepping forward, she handed him the fortune, which Liam then read.

There’s a makeout session in a public place in your future.

#051

“Wow,” Liam said, focusing less on the promise’s tameness—by Avril’s standards—than the number beneath it. “You actually got the lowest number one.”

“Yes,” Anna said. “I guess I’m happier than if I’d immediately received the highest one, which I know would probably torch my face red, but I think I have to finish this one before I’m allowed to receive another.”

“That seemed like the implication, though it’s another thing Avril didn’t fully think out beforehand,” Tess said. She looked around, then smiled. “So, this is a public space? Is that why I’m here?”

Anna blushed but nodded. “Strictly speaking, I think it counts. I’d rather not do something like this in front of a crowd of strangers.”

Tess’s smile stayed. “I’m in full agreement, Anna. Clever thinking on your part.”

“Thank you,” Anna said quietly, looking down at the sand.

While she did so, Tess looked toward him. She beckoned toward Anna.

“Just don’t pull out a timer on your phone,” Liam told the brunette beauty.

“I’ll judge if it’s been long enough to count as a ‘session’ by sight and ear,” Tess said lightly.

It was at least a minute, which Liam considered session-worthy. He and Anna, who only spared Tess a slight glance before they brought their lips together, kissed, then kissed, then kept on kissing. It occurred in a public environment, and there was even a witness. So, in the court of law, it ought to hold up.

Amused though he was by how things had come to pass, Liam quickly focused on one of his favorite feelings in the world: Anna’s lips. They were as wonderful as ever, soft, sensual, naturally pillowy. With her becoming bolder and more confident by the day, case in point, this very situation she’d cooked up, he was allowed more and more opportunities to press his lips against hers.

Today, it was indeed special, as it took place in front of a professor they might share in a few months, no less.

After the kiss ended, Liam and Anna shifted their eyes toward Tess. She made them wait a few seconds before passing judgment.

“It’s enough,” the older woman said. “Fortune fulfilled.”

Liam grinned and, for his own pleasure, kissed Anna a little bit longer. She didn’t seem to mind, as she wrapped her arms back around his neck and let him do so without complaint or objection.

“Her birthday isn’t tomorrow,” Anna soon said.

“So, it’s on one of the final two days of the trip,” Liam said, rubbing his chin. He was grateful that Anna had chosen to mark out tomorrow. Now, he didn’t need to race over to Avril and get the final piece to the puzzle. He had a fifty-fifty shot, even if she wouldn’t break. That was certainly an improvement.

“That’s right,” Tess confirmed. “So, your odds are getting better.”

“Are you going to try the same tactic with Avril?” Anna asked, curious.

“That’s the plan. Maybe I should do it before the tennis match, though. If you and Victoria win, I have a feeling that the judge will be the one who receives the most blame.”

Anna smiled. “I could see that being the case, unfortunately.”

“Then I’ll have to work fast. Maybe she pulled number fifty-two and wants to get rid of her fortune quickly.”

“Speaking of that, are you going to ask for a new fortune right away, Anna?” Tess asked.

The younger woman shook her head. “Maybe later in the trip. Which fortune did you get?”

Ensuring he couldn’t see what was inscribed upon it, Tess revealed her fortune to Anna. Even behind her shades, Liam could see her eyes widen.

“W-Wow,” Anna said. “They definitely scale up a lot.”

“That they do,” Tess said.

Folding his arms and making it clear he was pouting, he glared at them both. “Like Avril said earlier, uncool.”

“You’ll get to find out in a few days,” Tess said.

“Meaning you’re going to make me wait until the final day?!”

“Yes,” Tess said, smiling broadly. “That is precisely what I mean.”


Chapter Eleven

Swing and a Miss

Complaining about Tess’s cruelty for a little longer, Liam spotted Victoria and Avril heading in their direction. Three soon became five, as it mainly had been throughout the day. There was some slight benefit to that. Before long, they held another round of democratic voting about which kind of pictures they should take at this particular spot.

Midway into the afternoon, they hit the final group of islands—all right beside one another—that were part of their day’s activities. More trails, more beautiful sights, more pictures. More of Liam marveling at how wonderful an experience this trip had been so far.

They ended things on Tokoriki Island, where they could catch a late-afternoon flight back to their home resort. Relaxing at the resort’s adult-only pool, they discussed favorite trails, sights, and pictures. Given the events that had unfolded at the Yoga Deck, Liam admitted, at Avril’s pressing, that it had been his favorite. In response, the four women all shared looks.

He saw a few more worthy sights before they boarded the seaplane that would bring them back to the Yasawas. First, Tess proposed visiting a quiet area for some alone time. Things didn’t escalate all that far, but they were gone long enough for the others to take notice of their absence. Anna also found an excuse to take a walk with him, during which she practically dragged his hands onto her voluptuous body once they were in a secluded place.

That, of course, forced Avril into action. She was contractually obligated to make her move, then. She simply couldn’t be the last woman in the group to have him feel her up. Since it was Avril, Liam half-expected her to plop herself down on her lap and guide his hands to her breasts while sitting with the others. If there hadn’t been a handful of other guests at the pool at the time, he imagined she would have done so.

Instead, she thrust herself up from the pool lounge she’d been relaxing on when he and Anna returned, noticing the slight dishevelment in the former’s outfit, and moved quickly. Gripping him by the wrist before Victoria could beat her to the punch, he found himself led away from the pool. Compared to the others, he really wasn’t getting to spend much time relaxing there.

Not that he minded one bit.

In fact, this was perfect; Liam recognized that while tailing behind Avril, who was on the hunt for a secluded area on the resort grounds. Now that Tess and Anna had helped him, Avril was the final piece of the puzzle. The day after tomorrow, or the final day of the trip, Victoria’s birthday was on one of those days. By telling him when it wasn’t, Avril would tell him when it was.

“This place looks right for some fun,” Avril noted, gesturing toward a curiously diminutive building near the edge of the resort. Isolated from the others, sitting right up on the sand, it was nothing more than just a single room with some massage tables set up in it. Interestingly, it had sliding doors on all four sides, replacing any walls, two of which—the one facing them and the one facing the beach—were currently drawn open.

Because of that, they could both see that it wasn’t currently in use. Liam glanced at Avril, who met his gaze with a playful smile.

“Don’t I get a massage? You promised them to everyone, passed them out like free candy.”

“Sure, I did, but I don’t think the staff would appreciate us taking over their workspace.”

“So, they get a little mad? What’s the worst they can do to us, ban us from the resort?” Avril looked amused as she stepped under the diminutive building’s thatch roof, waving for him to follow.

Only slightly reluctantly, mostly because he wanted to make Avril think he might not dance to her tune, Liam followed. Of course, he followed. How could he not? Every opportunity to put his hands on Avril Knight was one he gladly snatched. With his additional reason for wanting to put her in a good mood backing him up, he had no choice but to play along.

“I don’t need anything spectacular,” Avril said, pulling off her shirt and tossing it onto a massage table—the one she didn’t plan to use. “But we’ve got a good hour until our plane arrives, so let’s pass that time with something we’ll both enjoy.”

“Will we enjoy it equally?” Liam asked, glancing over his shoulder. He saw nothing but empty pathways, buildings, and palm trees. Still, he quickly closed their side’s sliding doors once he entered the tiny room. If he could have, he’d even have shut the ones facing the ocean, though he could imagine how swelteringly hot the room would get if he did so. So, it stayed open.

“Are you asking if I’ll suck you off afterward?” Avril asked, removing her bra next. It landed on top of her shirt, discarded without a moment’s hesitation about someone passing by on the beach and spotting her. “Or during it?”

Both those options sounded delicious to him, but Liam concealed his desires behind a shrug. Besides, there was another reward he was hunting for.

“I’m not going to steal their massage oil,” Liam said, glancing at the array of bottles on a nearby rack. “So, you’ll have to suffer for a dry massage.”

Avril clicked her tongue against the roof of her mouth. “I’ll leave them more than enough cash to replace what we’ve used. I don’t want dry; I want a good fucking massage.”

“Fine,” Liam said, pretending it hadn’t been his plan to capitulate all along. He smiled inwardly as he approached the rack of oils and selected a lavender-scented oil. So far, so good.

Avril set several towels down on the leftmost table as he did so. He moved over to her, popping the bottle’s lid open. Lying down on her stomach, Avril folded her arms underneath her cheek and smiled at him.

“You’re making me into the worst kind of tourist,” he said.

“Oh, please,” the redhead snorted. “This is so mild, it’s barely worth discussing. It’s not like we’re trashing the room; we’re using a few towels and a few ounces of massage oil. So, yeah, straight to prison we go.”

Liam chuckled and leaned down to kiss Avril on the cheek. “Anna would be appalled.”

“Anna wishes she’d thought of this,” Avril retorted. “What were you two doing when she dragged you away? You were fondling her tits, and don’t even lie about it. If she’d realized she could get a nice massage alongside it, she’d have brought you here too.”

“I can’t see it,” Liam said lightly, pouring some lavender oil onto his right palm, setting down the bottle, and warming the oil up with both hands.

“Yes, you can. You’ve been corrupting her the whole trip. She’d absolutely be topless on this table right now if she were here in my stead.”

“I’ve been corrupting her?” Liam asked, a single eyebrow arched.

“We’ve been corrupting her,” Avril corrected, sounding amused. “Happy?”

“More and more with each new day.”

Avril snorted but smiled.

After warming up the oil in his hands, he delivered both to the back of Avril’s neck, beginning his work. While he was certain he wouldn’t have measured up to the practiced efforts of the resort’s masseuses, he had a decent amount of confidence in his skills. They’d grown after the massage he’d given Victoria. And so, it wasn’t long before Avril hummed a lilting note of relaxed pleasure.

As she’d only removed the upper half of her clothes, Liam focused his efforts on the same half of her. Working through his routine across her neck, shoulders, arms, and back, he put Avril into a more and more relaxed state.

“Am I doing all right?” he asked, brushing his lips against Avril’s auburn hair.

The gorgeous woman had long since shut her eyes, and a contented smile framed her lips. “Decent enough. I won’t fire you, at the very least.”

“Am I on the payroll, Miss Knight?”

“Yes,” she whispered throatily, drawing in a sharp inhale as he worked his thumbs down the exterior of her spine. “I thought you knew.”

“What’s my title?” Liam asked, sending his thumbs back up Avril’s smooth back. “Is it official sounding?”

“Very official.” Avril breathed out slowly, practically purring as he kept working on her back. “‘Anna’s Boyfriend.’” Avril opened her eyes, smirking. “Do you like it?”

“I do, but I’ve heard it said so many times. I think you could change it up every now and then. Not a big change either. You can even leave the first letter the same.”

“Could I? I don’t think that would go over well back home. Not with you being persona non grata with a certain pairing of pompous assholes.”

“We’re not back home now, though. Those… annoyances are far, far away from here, and we don’t need to think of them at all right now.”

“I suppose,” Avril said.

“So, if I want, I could say it,” Liam said. “Right?”

“I suppose.”

So, he did.

He laid Anna’s name aside and spoke another name. Avril’s eyes shimmered like emeralds as he did so, his mouth right by her right ear, and she grabbed the front of his shirt and drew him in for a lengthy kiss. At the same time, she rotated onto her back.

“This side needs some attention too, Liam,” she whispered, smiling softly.

“It’ll get it,” he promised, finding as much to like about Avril’s front—more, given his personal preferences—as he had her back.

Avril wore a contented expression as he got to all of it. Hands working diligently, she received a slightly truncated version of the massage he’d given Victoria the other day. Like then, he ended up a little more mesmerized by an amazing pair of breasts than was professional. Avril didn’t seem to mind.

“You’ve come a long way,” she remarked, eyes shut. “Since that time on my couch.”

Liam grinned. “Which time are you referring to? That couch has gotten a lot of action in the past few months.”

Avril smiled in contentment as he massaged her breasts. “The one where I started taking you seriously. Remember it?”

Liam didn’t answer, though he knew it. She’d been impressed by his skill with his hands then, and now, thanks to quite a bit of practice, he was even better. Good. Great, even. That was why Anna, usually so composed and aware of decorum, had pulled him away a little bit ago. That was why Avril had done the same thing. And it was why Victoria kept enjoying their mornings and evenings.

“So, how about now?” he asked, leaning down to kiss Avril’s neck, which he hadn’t yet covered in lavender scents. “Is your masseuse going to earn a nice tip?”

“A big one,” Avril promised, moving her hand until it found the bulge under his shorts. “So, so big.”

“There’s something else I also want,” Liam said, figuring that the time was ripe for him to finally learn which day Victoria’s birthday wasn’t—and was. “Would you help me out with that, too?”

“Depends,” Avril said, sounding intrigued. “What else could your second girlfriend help with?”

“As you know,” he said, speaking slowly, warming her skin with his hands and words, “I’m trying to figure something out. There’s a bit of time pressure on it too.”

Eyes remaining closed, Avril nodded. “Victoria’s birthday.”

“The one and only. I’m still the only one in the dark about it.”

“And you want me to give up the date?”

“Not even that much.” Liam swept his hands in toward Avril’s areola, working his thumbs around her stiff nipples. “I’ve got it narrowed down to either the day after tomorrow or our final day here. If you want to tell me which day it isn’t, that’s all I’d need.”

Avril finally opened her eyes. She looked directly up at him. “Did you get that info from Victoria?”

“No, she’s staying tight-lipped about it. But the others…”

Avril grinned approvingly. “Sly boy. You’ve been working us all over, haven’t you?”

“I’ve been working very hard,” Liam said, returning her grin. He also pinched Avril’s nipples, resulting in the redhead inhaling gleefully.

“Consider me impressed. Who’d you go after first?”

“Tess. She let me know that today wasn’t it.”

“Last night, was it? When you two were getting all romantically entangled?”

Liam nodded and maneuvered around to put himself above Avril’s head. He bent at the waist and enjoyed an upside-down kiss with the sensual woman. It went on and on, neither of them rushing things, though they couldn’t have too much more time left before they should rejoin the others.

When Liam withdrew his lips, he did so by only a centimeter. He stayed close to Avril, awaiting a breathy reply. Unfortunately, it was the opposite of what he’d been hoping for.

“I’m afraid I can’t be the final piece to the puzzle,” Avril said, breath warm against his lips. “Sorry. Really, I am.”

Liam drew back, eyeing her with a tinge of confusion and annoyance. “Why not?”

“If I do, all dramatic tension ebbs away. That’d be poor form on my part. At the very least, I can’t tell you today. Maybe tomorrow.” A scheme alighted within her eyes. “Maybe if Tess and I win our tennis match. I’m thinking we’ll finally have it tomorrow.”

“You’re bribing the referee?”

“I’m not above it. Are you?”

“I sleep next to one of your competitors. In case you’ve forgotten, she’s a pretty severe and intimidating woman. If I cheated and helped you and Tess win, I might suffer for it.”

“Doubtful. She’s been making eyes at you for the past two days. Whatever you’ve been doing to her when you two are alone, she clearly doesn’t want it to stop.”

“That could change, though. All of you, maybe sans Anna, are really competitive. And if I’m clearly helping you and Tess out, she might go cold on me again. Tess and Anna might, too. I doubt your partner would want to win undeservingly.”

“Then be subtle about it.”

“Then tell me what I want to know,” Liam retorted.

“Nope.”

“Then win on your own.”

“Then find out when Victoria’s birthday is on your own.”

He scowled at Avril, who appeared more amused than annoyed about her failure to cut a deal with him. She knew he wanted that date badly; he should have been more subtle. Clicking his teeth together in annoyance, he dropped the conversation and focused on the massage. A few minutes of silence went by, eventually broken by a smiling redhead.

“Still want me to suck your cock.”

“Obviously,” he grunted.

Grinning, Avril worked his cock out and, staying on her back, let him experience the tightness of her throat and the skill of her lips and tongue.

But she still didn’t budge about giving him the info he wanted afterward.


Chapter Twelve

Cultural Experience

There was still an hour or two of daylight when Liam and the others touched down on the grassy runway near their resort on Yasawa Island. Like before, a waiting shuttle cut down their time spent traveling back to its luxuries. Showers followed. Like always, Liam’s occurred outside, and he shared it with the bustiest woman on the island.

“Avril wants to have your tennis match tomorrow,” he told Victoria, soaping the deep curves of her body from behind. “She tried to bribe me into favoring her with my calls as the ref.”

“With?” Victoria asked, sounding wholly unsurprised.

“I’ve got your birthday down to the final two days of the trip. I wanted her to remove one of those days.”

Victoria glanced over her shoulder. Water streamed down her face and body, but her eyes still cut so sharply. However, she looked just a tiny bit amused.

“Since you’re telling me this, it sounds like you refused her.”

“I did.”

“Why?”

Liam paused. “Because… the winner should be decided by you all, not me. Fairness and all that.”

The woman who’d secretly cut a deal with him to win at their game of strip poker raised an eyebrow. “So, you’d deny me if I tried to make a counter deal to earn Anna and me some preference in the forthcoming match?”

Liam swallowed and forced out a nod. “Wouldn’t be right. Especially with the prize I have in mind for the winners.”

“Ah, the mysterious prize. How could I have forgotten?”

“Do your best to win,” Liam said, pressing his lips against Victoria’s shoulder. “I do have a preferred pair of winners in mind, though I’ve promised to be impartial tomorrow.”

“Duly noted,” Victoria said. “Well, if you can’t be bribed, I suppose I’ll keep how I would have bribed you to myself. For a time when you’re not feeling quite as virtuous.”

Liam swallowed again. He’d expected Victoria to respond differently to his revelation, not shove a second stake of regret into his ribcage.

Should have played both sides, Liam realized. They’d have been pissed at you for a little while, but maybe even impressed.

He absorbed the lesson from the missed opportunity and promised to do better next time. These women were competitive, but they also enjoyed the games that could take place behind the scenes. It was part of what enabled the relationship they now all shared.

After showering and regrouping with the others, Anna mentioned wanting to attend a cultural experience that was due to begin at the resort in roughly ten minutes. After they all agreed it was worth attending, they made tracks in the sand toward where it would be held. Sitting on log seats in a circle around a small fire with several other resort guests, Liam listened to their speaker—a broad-shouldered Fijian who knew a few tricks with fire that he used to enhance the show—share a mix of legend, lore, and verifiable facts.

A musical accompaniment aided his storytelling, the most prominent instrument being called a lali. It was a type of drum which the person manning it used with striking—literally, as he wielded a pair of thick, carved sticks in his hands—efficiency. The instrument resembled a hollowed-out canoe, large enough for a small child to fit inside. The performer matched the orator’s intensity, upping and lowering the power behind his strikes with the practice of a hundred prior tandem performances.

During the storytelling, the orator passed out a mix of props to the tourists, discussing each one. These included Fijian clothing, such as their warrior skirts, and more. Near the end of the performance, he passed out dark clay bowls, which he informed them they could keep and have filled if they wished to visit the nearby Fijian village on the morrow, where a second show involving a lovo—an underground oven meant for feasts—and a fire dance would be held. After that, he opened things up for questioning, happily answering them for a time.

The timing of his chosen ending was impeccable, with the last glimmers of sunlight pulling back right as he finished answering the final question. Some guests drifted away during the question-and-answer portion, satisfied by what they’d learned during the trip. Others, Anna among them, were happy to linger—and so Liam was too.

Sitting with Avril and Victoria, they discussed their forthcoming dinner plans, some of what they’d been educated on today, and tomorrow’s planned tennis match.

“We’ll get to it early,” Avril said. “Not too early, but early.”

Victoria found no issue with that, and once Anna was ready to go, the five of them made their way to the resort restaurant. Neither Anna nor Tess complained about the plans, yet Liam noticed a growing sense of competitiveness throughout the rest of the night. During dinner, on the way back to Anna, Avril, and Tess’s bure, and while the five of them spent a relaxed evening under the stars, breathing in the salty tang sitting in the wind.

When he and Victoria made it back to their bure, she coaxed him into a few games of chess. Afterward, with them retiring fairly early, Victoria’s desire to get a good night’s sleep somewhat truncated their evening fun. Part of him wondered if they’d skip things altogether tomorrow morning, but Liam didn’t fret much over it. So long as Anna and Victoria won, he’d make up for lost time. Even if they didn’t, biased as he was toward their victory, he knew he’d still very much enjoy the coming evening.

About eight hours later, Liam woke up a little before Victoria. Letting her sleep in, he went about his morning ritual with quiet steps. After taking care of his hygiene-related needs, he found her sitting up in bed.

“Come here,” she said, dropping the covers and revealing her heavenly breasts.

So, no, the morning fun didn’t end up being skipped. It was as much a part of his morning ritual as anything else.


Chapter Thirteen

Doubles

Midway through a filling breakfast—ordered and delivered fifteen minutes after Liam had finished making Victoria climax for a third time—Anna arrived at their deck. She was here to talk strategy, which Victoria immediately understood. Waving her up to join them, the younger woman smiled and kissed Liam good morning. Wonderfully, when he pulled her onto his lap for a little more than just a good morning kiss, Anna allowed it.

That boded well for his future plans.

“You mentioned being unfamiliar with tennis,” Anna said, looking over her shoulder at him. “But do you know the basic rules?”

“I think so,” said the man with a hand up her shirt, fondling one of her wonderful breasts. “I mean, the big thing I need to make calls on is if the ball lands outside the line, right?”

Anna and Victoria shared a look.

“Mostly, yes,” Victoria said, barely blinking at the fact that he was fondling her partner. She had warned him about being too distracting when he’d started, but that had been it. God, Liam loved Fiji. These women, too.

“We’ll want you to keep score too,” Anna said. Likewise, other than a slight blush when he’d first slipped his hand under her shirt and bra, his gorgeous, talented girlfriend seemed unbothered by his public display of affection. “And try to track if the server steps over the baseline before they’ve served. We’ll help with any other rulings. I don’t think anyone here would cheat; we want to have a good match.”

Well… Liam thought, glancing at Victoria, who didn’t even blink as she met his stare.

“We haven’t discussed how many sets the game will go,” Victoria noted. “That was something we forgot to do last night.”

“Maybe just one?” Anna said. “I don’t know how long we’ll want to be out there.”

“Whatever we go for, bring along a cooler too,” Victoria advised him. “Hydration, so your bouncing sights aren’t cut short due to dry throats.”

Liam rolled his eyes but agreed to do so. Not too long later, Anna and Victoria headed to the resort to get some rackets and balls, and headed over to practice a little on the court. Liam didn’t know it, but Avril and Tess did the same thing at pretty much the same time. Therefore, when he arrived with a cooler stuffed with ice and chilled beverages, he found four beautiful women sharing the green clay court.

Not even Anna had come to Fiji expecting a tennis match, so there was a notable lack of tennis skirts worn by the four stunning women. Instead, as had been the fashion since they’d arrived, shorts replaced them. Anna and Tess both had ballcaps on, and ponytails were in vogue. Today’s looks resembled yesterday’s looks because of it. Another day of long legs and beautiful smiles—probably with a few more grunts and moments of intense focus coming up shortly.

Carrying the cooler, which would also be his seat while officiating, over to his designated area, Liam spent some time readying his phone via an app he’d found to track points and game wins. Once that was done, he meandered around the court like a leaf caught up in the wind, chatting with the four competitors about a few more things he should know before the match started.

“You won’t have to judge every out,” Tess said. “This isn’t going to be that competitive.” She glanced intentionally at Avril, who merely shrugged.

“There’s a reward and all, so it should be a little competitive.”

“A little,” Victoria agreed, the vivid blue of her eyes sparkling competitively.

“A little,” Anna reminded, eyeing both women.

“More than anything,” Tess continued, “we’ll point or ask for your ruling when it looks close or one side wants a second opinion. You’ll be as much of a spectator as an official.”

“I’m certain I’ll enjoy that,” Liam said, smiling at the beautiful woman. “May the better team win.”

Once they were all ready, Avril and Tess received the right to serve first. Collecting a pair of tennis balls from him, as one of his other duties involved babysitting the small pile of fuzzy, yellow spheres sitting beside the cooler, Avril and Tess headed to their side of the court. Anna and Victoria, whispering quietly and strategizing all the way to the final moment, did the same.

Though it wasn’t supposed to be that competitive of a game, Liam could see it in every set of eyes, the quick discussions taking place as the match inched closer to its beginning, and the posture of the four women on the court. They all wanted to win. Four competitive women had gathered here today, and none wished to taste defeat.

And just maybe, the prize Liam had promised also helped incentivize things.

Standing behind the baseline, Avril leaned forward, eyeing her opposition across the net. Victoria was up closer to the net, leaving Anna as the one who’d receive the opening serve of the match. The best friends stared at one another, then Anna smiled and readied herself.

Yep. Four competitive women.

After bouncing the tennis ball she’d selected—the other bulged within one of her pockets—Avril tossed the ball, following its high climb with her eyes and posture, and kicked things off.

The racket met the ball, and after a moment of slicing through the air, the ball met the net.

The first fault of the match. Only somewhat aware of how tennis matches went, Liam didn’t yet understand how many of them he was due to see over the next seventy-five minutes.

“Fuck,” Avril hissed, clicking her tongue in annoyance.

Tess approached the net, collected the ball, then bounced it back to her. Eyebrow raised, as if she’d noticed something about the serve that Liam couldn’t perceive, Tess made a calming gesture with one hand. Avril grunted as the ball returned to her but nodded.

Her next serve, which appeared a bit more controlled and less violent, went over the net. And Anna was there to receive it.

She made it look effortless, black ponytail whipping about as she positioned herself for a forehand riposte. Her arm flowed like a jet of water, and the tennis court exploded with sound as her racket sent the ball zooming back over the court. Rushing forward, Avril got the ball back up but had little control over its destination.

And Victoria, tall, gorgeous, and already close to the net, was there for it.

Within a second of the ball meeting Avril’s racket, Victoria’s changed its mind about where it should be heading. Slashing the ball away from Avril, instead delivering it toward Tess’s feet, the older professor grimaced as she turned her body to the side, also barely getting her racket in the way.

The tennis ball hovered above the net, unintentionally lobbed high. But unlike the fiercer yellow sphere in the sky, it came back down in a matter of seconds.

“Mine!” Anna shouted, rushing forward as if planning to put every ounce of her strength into slamming the ball into the clay on the other side of the net.

Avril and Tess threw themselves backward, trying to get away from the net in a mad scramble. They weren’t fast enough.

Anna delivered a crushing strike on the ball, sending it thudding into the clay in the center of the court. A moment of hesitation delayed both her opponents, with neither of them certain who should make the defense. Avril ended up going for it, but she arrived too late. Her swing chased the ball's shadow, which bounced a second time a good ten feet past the baseline.

About seven seconds had gone by.

Liam blinked and refocused as the four women took a few moments to catch their breath. Tess went after the ball, passing it back to Avril, who’d be the only player who served during this first game. Even more woefully unaccustomed to tennis than baseball, he still knew enough to know what tennis matches usually resembled.

Explosive flashes of frenetic movement and overexertion. There was a calm, and then a storm. The first one had passed, and Liam recognized that all four competitors seemed to have already forgotten that this match was only supposed to be a little competitive.

That became even more obvious in the second rally. Avril’s first serve blitzed over the net, met by Anna’s two-handed backhand. Tess lurched into motion, trying to target Victoria’s feet, but the self-proclaimed worst player of the four didn’t falter. The ball traded sides a good half-dozen times before Tess finally worked in a high volley that made it over the taller woman. Twisting around as she tried to get around the ball, Victoria managed to get her racket under it before its second bounce, but the return hit went wide, landing outside the court near where Liam sat.

“Sir, are you forgetting your main job?” Avril asked as she collected the ball, breathing slightly heavily. They all were. This was a game of motion, where everyone gave it their all during the five to ten seconds they were all part of the play.

Liam tilted his head, then started. “Oh, my bad.”

He quickly rectified the issue of his dark phone screen, then updated the scorecard app that he’d found.

“Enjoying the show?” Avril asked, lingering by him with a playful smile. “Is it bouncy enough for you?”

“Almost,” Liam said. “If you get hot and sweaty, feel free to take your shirt off.”

“I just might,” Avril said, stealing a kiss from him before heading back to the baseline for her third—well, fourth—attempt at a vicious serve.

It was a bit too vicious, impacting the net yet again. As her next attempt went over the net, Liam started to understand a little better. The first serve could have all the juice. A fault didn’t lose you anything. However, if you faulted, the second attempt needed to get over that net, so it received finer control, less power. And Avril, as she showed through her next few serves, wanted power.

She earned them the lead by doing so. Her next serve forced Anna to deliver a weak return, which Tess scooped up immediately. Victoria grunted and pursued the ball her fellow professor sent her way, but only managed to bring the ball right back to her, which allowed Tess to redirect the ball toward a spot neither of her opponents could defend.

There was another tactic Liam was beginning to learn. After serve and return, both younger women wanted to rapidly approach the net and join their partners there. After each of Avril’s serves, she’d practically launched herself forward following striking the ball. He’d see that again in the next rally, which ended once Anna deftly tied things up with a solid cross-court shot. All four players came closer to the net, as if drawn to it by gravity.

So long as it was possible to do so, of course. Sometimes, one of the backline players didn’t approach, usually because they couldn’t. Those were the times when one side clearly appeared to be on the defensive. Liam was sure there was more to it than that, but his layman's understanding of tennis didn’t let him comprehend the finer details.

He knew the scoring system, at least, though the app on his phone also handled everything about deuces and advantages. Which was how the first game ended. On the back of an impressive serve, which again allowed Tess to poach a ball and target Victoria, Avril and Tess pushed ahead by two points, claiming the first game. The two women celebrated, Avril grinning particularly fiercely.

“It’s completely all right,” Anna said to Victoria, who’d given a rare apology as they came together to discuss the next game. “I didn’t play well against Avril’s serves this game.”

The older woman had been pretty plainly targeted throughout the match. The last thing they wanted to do was give Anna time with the ball. It wasn’t that Victoria was fumbling about like a novice, but Liam was beginning to understand why she’d declared herself the least skilled out of the four. The other three were definitely competent enough to call themselves good players. As Anna soon proved again.

During the second game, Anna’s serves were downright vicious. She didn’t have quite the same oomph as Avril’s serves, but the precision on display was pinpoint. The ball went where she wanted it to go, and she faulted only once. As if she were transporting the ball to the spot on the clay where she wanted it to end up, then dropping it there by hand, Anna put Avril through a hell of a time trying to get a decent return. Based on the exasperated way she rolled her eyes after the game ended with an ace, Liam got the sense that Avril was used to such results when going up against her best friend.

“Someone really wants that prize,” Avril remarked in the short interim before the next game.

Anna finished drinking from her water bottle, then shrugged. “Actually, I don’t think I did all that well. I’m still warming up.”

“Cocky girl,” Avril said, grinning.

Tess’s offense wasn’t quite on par with the younger women, though she consistently got the ball over the net on her first serve. Anna and Victoria had elected to stay in the same positions they had during the first game, allowing the former to keep playing the role of returner. With the score at one to one, Liam got the sense that these next two games, where the best servers would be out of contention, were the ones where a team might manage to pull away some.

Anna and Victoria had the first opportunity to win a game for the defending side, and they fought bitterly to make it theirs. All across the court, everyone seemed to have shaken off any rust that might have affected them in the first two games. The rallies were harder fights, the tactics and teamwork improved, and Victoria especially showed a stiffer defense than she had in the first game.

Thanks to that and Anna’s continued status as the best player on the court, they seized a lead that brought them to the final needed point to claim the game—and a lead. Unfortunately for Liam, the first time he’d come under actual scrutiny arrived at that potentially final point.

Racing after a high lob sent sailing over her shoulder, Avril just managed to get behind the ball and swing at it. Twisting as she slashed at the ball, it zoomed back over the net at a cutting angle. The ball impacted the clay right within Liam’s line of sight, only about four or five feet away from him.

“Out!” Anna shouted, the next closest individual to the ball.

Avril pinched her face together, clearly wanting the amount of effort she’d just put in to be rewarded with a point for her team—and a way to even things up and keep from losing the game. But Tess didn’t immediately contest Anna’s call, and Avril had been about as far as one could be from the ball’s impact.

“Official, your call,” Avril said.

He met the fierce gaze of the redheaded competitor. So far, he’d only been called to weigh in one other time, in a situation like this one, but not as meaningful. That one had gone in Avril and Tess’s favor. This one, however…

“It looked out to me,” Liam said. “A few inches past the white line. Didn’t touch it.”

Avril pursed her lips, and for a moment, Liam wondered if she would argue further. Just how heated was this game, with pride and prize on the line, going to get?

“Okay,” Avril said, tapping her shoulder with her racket. She sighed as Anna and Victoria both shared a high five. The lead was theirs.

A brief water break shoved itself between the end of the third game and the start of the fourth. At a minimum, there’d be four more games before a winner could be declared, and only if Anna and Victoria shut things down from here on out. Based on how tight things had been in the previous three games, Liam doubted that would happen.

“It’s getting hot out,” Avril remarked as she withdrew her lips from her water bottle.

“Yeah,” Liam said. “Might end up being the hottest day of our trip.”

Avril nodded in agreement, picking up a towel from the selection and using it to dab at some sweat on her forehead. She wasn’t alone in perspiring some, further proving how seriously everyone was taking the match.

“Good point.” Avril handed him her towel and water, then reached down and tugged off her shirt.

The overt activity drew the attention of the other three women. Liam was already focused on her, and as Avril stripped down to her sports bra, he maneuvered that focus along her attractive curves.

“Just like you wanted?” Avril asked, smirking.

“Yes,” Liam admitted. “But it won’t get you any preferences on my rulings.”

“How about a kiss for good luck?”

Liam smiled back at the beautiful woman. She just couldn’t help but turn every opportunity into a provocative moment.

“Yeah, I’ve been wanting that too,” Liam said.

He kissed her in front of the others, aware via his peripheral vision that Victoria and Anna rolled their eyes. Avril grinned, pressed her breasts against him, and wrapped her arms around his neck, adding several seconds to the show.

“There,” Avril said, continuing to smile once she pulled her lips back, though she kept her body pinned against his. “Now, I feel a little better about having lost the last game.”

“We’re sure you do,” Victoria said dryly. “Now, can we move on? I’m ready to serve finally.”

“Cheer me on,” Avril said with a wink, decoupling her lithe, voluptuous figure from him.

Everyone returned to their usual spots on the court—sans one professor, who looked amused.

“Tess?” Liam asked.

In a show of solidarity, the gorgeous woman gripped her shirt and repeated what Avril had just done a minute before. Liam’s eyes lit up with glee, though he still raised an eyebrow.

“A team should look the same,” she said, moving in to claim her own kiss. “We don’t have uniforms, so this is the best we can do.”

Anna and Victoria looked less than amused when Tess finally joined her equally undressed teammate on the court. Some of that annoyance looked internal, as though they realized they’d lost the chance to become the first “skins” team, leaving them as the “shirts” for at least one more game.

That sliver of anger might have spurred Victoria on, because her serves during the game were the strongest so far. Tossing high, icy eyes focused intently on the ball, the contact between racket and ball was booming. Her first serve went a little long, which Avril gleefully pointed out as she danced out of the way, but the second, even with its power reduced in favor of control, still stung the clay with a vicious crack on impact.

Humorously, Liam also got to hear the loudest sound from Victoria that he’d ever heard. The moans he’d caused her to make had been throaty, sultry, and some of them had been pretty loud, but in putting all her force behind these serves, Victoria wasn’t quiet. The stoic professor stopped being stoic when she needed to slam a racket into something. Her ferocity echoed across the court as she forced Avril to work incredibly hard to defend against her serves.

She earned another ace for the team, and Avril scrunched her face in annoyance. However, she also double-faulted once, which brought the game to a thirty-all. Right after, an exceptionally long rally followed.

With Avril getting her best return yet, she could move up a few steps—and after Tess adroitly defended against Victoria’s follow-up attack, the younger woman made it all the way to the service line. Anna got involved next, putting her opponents on the back foot. But not quite enough to steal the point.

All four women darted around the court, doing everything they could to seize the point. More movement than the previous two rallies, more exertions, more effort. Avril scooped up a ball at the last second, and then Victoria was able to smash the ball back over the net. However, Tess saved it with a burst of effort, and Anna couldn’t make her return with as much precision as she might have liked.

Twelve times the ball crossed over the net. It was almost thirteen.

After Avril got under a ball and managed a smash of her own, Victoria extended her arm and just barely kept the ball in play. Slapping at it in a heroic attempt to save the point, the ball didn’t find enough rise to make it over the net. Instead, it struck it, hitting the white covering at its lip. If it’d been just a few inches higher, it very well could have bumped over the net, landed on Tess and Avril’s side, and taken the point.

But this time, it didn’t.

“Yes!” Avril and Tess shouted, smacking their hands together with glee as the ball pattered onto the clay on their opposition’s side.

Like always, Anna and Victoria soothed one another after losing a point. Collecting themselves, knowing that tennis was never a game of a single point, they caught their breath and stayed cool-headed. But Liam knew it still had to hurt, especially after such a long, arduous rally.

They’d even things back up off a vicious serve, but the game, unfortunately, would go to their opposition. The set evened itself back up.

Two games later, that would still be the case. To get them there, Avril and Anna each won their respective serving games. With the seventh game about to begin after one more quick break for hydration, Anna and Victoria both still wore their shirts.

“It’s a matter of principle, at this point,” Victoria said when he questioned her. “We won’t try and suck up to the official during the match.”

But before said match, it was fine, Liam thought, meeting Victoria’s stare, but wisely keeping that thought to himself.

“Wow, what a powerful stance to take,” Avril said drolly. “But it makes sense, I guess. We are teamed up in a way where the fun side is showing off skin, while the boring, stuffy side wants to keep their shirts on.”

Neither Anna nor Victoria took the bait. Whether that proved Avril’s point or not, Liam wasn’t sure.

“We are the fun group, aren’t we?” Tess said, smiling lightly. Her colleague, whom she’d been looking right at when speaking, rolled her eyes.

“No question about it,” Avril grinned. “If we didn’t have an uninvited audience, Liam, I’m sure Tess and I would have flashed you already.”

“I could run them off, if that would guarantee it,” Liam said, glancing at the fence on the other side of the court from them.

There, two gawkers—well, one gawker—had shown up midway through the previous game. They were a couple in their late twenties or early thirties, and Liam had seen them around a couple of times during their stay at the resort. Given where they were, Liam assumed this was either a honeymoon or something, which caused him to feel bad for the woman. She looked interested in the match. Her partner looked interested in ogling the four players. Even from his position, Liam could see the haze of desire clouding his expression.

“If they’re still here after the next game, maybe,” Avril said, chuckling. “We can’t all make out with you either. Well, one of us can, I suppose. That wouldn’t raise any alarm bells.”

“Like you care about that,” Victoria sniped.

Avril grinned.

So far, neither she nor Tess had appeared bothered enough to want to put their shirts back on. Used to being looked at in such a way, neither had so much as given the guy a second glance. Still, this guy wasn’t making a good impression, especially if that was his fiancée or wife standing there beside him.

“If it were just him, I’d make a scene,” Avril said, tossing her mostly depleted water bottle back to Liam. “Feel bad for his partner, though. But, hey, maybe they’ve got an arrangement like what we’ve got going on.”

“That seems rather unlikely,” Anna noted.

“True. If not, let’s hope she wises up quickly, right? It’d suck if she wasted years of her prime with someone like that.”

The two women who’d experienced such poor relationships, one as a fiancée, one as a wife, agreed with a nod.

Fortunately, the couple did move on. Following the end of the seventh game, which put Tess and Avril within striking distance of winning the set, the woman finally seemed to notice that her partner wasn’t all that interested in the match itself. Rather, his interest only spiked when a pair of breasts bounced.

Upon realizing this, the woman’s expression soured—so, they probably didn’t have an arrangement like their group did. Snapping at him in an irate hiss, she stormed away. Making matters worse, the guy looked over his shoulder—and was seen doing it—when chasing after her.

“Hope he gets everything he deserves,” Victoria remarked, staring after him with an unforgivingly sharp look. A sharper look than usual, anyway.

“They always do,” Avril said, laying a hand on the arm of the woman who’d once almost become her in-law.

Liam pondered that gesture, suspecting that his opinion of Casey Knight should probably drop even lower. Victoria’s expression remained unusually clouded, which further cemented his suspicion.

“So, no one’s around,” Avril said, spearing Anna and Victoria with a look. “Will you two finally join us? It’s freaking hot out.”

Anna and Victoria shared a look, and then the former shook her head.

“It’s a matter of principle, at this point,” the younger woman reiterated.

Avril rolled her eyes but let the issue die. And yes, before returning to the court, she flashed him. Other than a flat stare or two, no one even chastised her for it. How could they? Strip poker, yesterday’s topless pictures, they were well past something as unprovocative as that being shocking or worth admonishment.

Still, having another reminder that Liam was part of something fantastic hardly upset him. Something that that ogling, disloyal guy would never get to experience.

Possibly extra motivated by some of the less pleasant memories of her past relationship with a man with a wandering eye, Victoria stormed herself and Anna to an early lead off the back of a vicious group of serves. As they’d also swapped balls before this game, at Anna’s recommendation, maybe there was also a little fresh juice to draw out of them. Whatever it was, in this game, they held their lead. The most lopsided game score followed, with Avril and Tess only earning a single point.

It was over so quickly that they didn’t come back over to get a break and some more water. After a bit of strategizing on their respective sides of the court, they moved right into the ninth game. It was Avril’s third and final chance to serve, assuming no tiebreakers, which had rules that Liam hadn’t fully wrapped his head around.

This deep into the set, Liam would have expected things to taper off a bit. But no, everyone performed at as high a level as before, still showing they had stamina to burn. Avril brought the game to thirty-all with a sizzling service ace, but Anna’s defensive play shone through from then on.

Because of her efforts, she stifled Avril and Tess, thwarting their attempts to be the first to reach setpoint. Closing things out by basically bouncing the ball into Liam’s lap, diverting it beyond where Avril could defend, the chance for victory arrived.

Liam didn’t get any more fun opportunities during the break between the ninth and tenth games. The focus shared between the four women was palpable. There’d been a lightness during their other breaks, but now, finally, one team could bring this match to an end.

Going even further, the pairs stayed away from one another, heads bowed as they quietly strategized amongst themselves. Other than passing out waters and towels, Liam stayed away, not wanting to disrupt their focus. After a few minutes, the break concluded. He took back those waters and towels, stowing them all back in the refrigerated pit of the cooler, but otherwise stayed quiet.

In this tenth set, her final serving opportunity, Anna’s sharpened precision met a hard wall to overcome. Serving well, her opponents, especially Avril, buckled but didn’t break. Her focused efforts to pull at the seams of Avril’s defenses forced Avril to dig deep into her reserves. But at least in this game, they were enough. With her face a mask of concentration, Avril stymied her best friend, and through a combination of tactics and a little luck, she and Tess claimed another win.

Five-all. The match was going to last at least two more games. Even though six was usually how many games a team needed to win a set, you had to win by two. So, someone needed to now reach at least seven. However, if things tied up at six-all, a tiebreaker would occur. And so, with exhaustion finally chipping away at the women’s posture, speed, and control, they came back over for another drink.

They would again after the following game, in which Anna and Victoria shoved themselves back within striking distance of a win without tiebreakers. And as if aware of how much it shared of its name with her, victory gave Victoria the chance to seize it.

She’d struggled a bit in the past few sets, overworking herself to try and overcome the gap in experience and skill she had with the others. Unfortunately, this gambit had finally caught up to her. After a solid game of serving, she’d gotten battered by several of Avril’s attacks since then. She’d breathed hard during the breaks between the past couple of games, and a cloudiness had settled into her gaze—one Liam recognized as a mix of frustration and exhaustion.

Now, she had one more chance—one final game in which she held the pace and control of the match—to put her powerful serves to work. If she still had anything left in the tank, that was.

“Time to take us to tiebreakers,” Avril said, high-fiving Tess as they returned to the court. Wearing a slightly lighter degree of fatigue, both women trotted to their side and set themselves up. It wasn’t just Victoria. Even Anna, the one with the most practice at moving in the high-intensity way that tennis required, wasn’t unscathed. They’d all thrown their bodies to their limits.

Very competitive. That was the only way to describe the match that Liam had watched.

Nearby, Anna and Victoria finished their clandestine strategizing. Both downed the remaining contents of their water bottles. Anna set hers down on the clay and moved back to the court.

Victoria didn’t.

Instead, a pair of piercing blue eyes turned toward Liam. Approaching him, Victoria handed him her water. And then, as if claiming victory in another way, she seized him by the shirt and yanked him into a deep kiss.

Wow. It was the only thought his mind could form.

The cloudiness in Victoria’s eyes cleared up. In their stead, their blue depths crackled like azure bolts of lightning. After ending the kiss, her lips parted as if she intended to speak, but she ended up not uttering a word. Instead, she kissed him again, practically drawing out his very essence with how passionate it was.

“Hey, Make Out Professor, we’re waiting!” Avril shouted from her spot on the court.

Victoria ignored her and kept kissing Liam until she’d had her fill. The ferocity in her eyes stayed strong as she finally jogged back onto the court, ready to claim ultimate victory.

Each one of her serves was a detonation. In fact, each of her serves provided two detonations.

There was the one where her racket smashed into the ball, and there was the one where the ball tried its best to dig a furrow into the clay.

Avril hissed a swear under her breath as the opening serve of what might be the final game of the set—and the match—blitzed toward her. That was the one benefit she could cling to. Victoria had all the power, but she didn’t have Anna’s precision.

Still, Avril barely managed to keep the ball in play, returning an easily poached ball over the net. And when anything on the court was easy, Anna made her opponents suffer. Stepping into the return path, she deftly snapped the ball away from Tess’s defensive range. Avril wasn’t anywhere near where she would have wanted to be, still back at the baseline. And so, in one of the quickest non-ace serves of the match, Victoria and Anna took the lead.

Much as Avril and Tess would have liked, Victoria’s ferocity wasn’t a one-off. She hadn’t flooded all her energy into that first serve. She had at least a little more to spare. Because, perhaps for the first time that Liam had seen, Victoria was angry. Maybe over her past performances, maybe over that gawker, and whatever bitter memories it had dredged up within her about Casey Knight. Wherever it came from, she channeled that anger throughout the match.

At this very moment, she channeled that anger into a second booming serve.

“Fuck,” Avril hissed, sending back a ball that sailed past the line.

Ice in her veins, Victoria turned aside, letting it do so.

Avril frowned and glared at the woman who’d nearly married into her family. “Now, you decide to go all femme fatale on us? That’s messed up, Auntie.”

“You’re not helping yourself,” Victoria said, retrieving the ball that she’d let bounce by.

“I mean, at least it’s kind of hot. I haven’t seen you look so stewed up in a while.”

Victoria didn’t even roll her eyes. She simply set herself up behind the baseline, tossed, and gave Avril’s arms another reason to ache after the match was over.

And it might just be coming up quickly. Avril and Tess fought hard, but Victoria and Anna hurled themselves to a forty-fifteen lead just a minute later. A double fault brought them back within striking distance of a deuce, but Anna delayed Victoria’s next serve, speaking quietly with her teammate. Not wanting to waste the chance, their opposition did the same thing.

From the spot he’d hung out at for the past hour, Liam watched. He still wanted Anna and Victoria to win, especially after the display the buxom professor had just put on. Yet, they’d all put in so much effort, so much of themselves, so he’d commiserate with whichever team ultimately came up short. So far as he could tell, they’d left everything they had on the court. Hopefully, that would rub away some of the bitterness of losing.

But right now, the only focus on the court revolved around winning. As both pairs broke apart, returning to their places on their respective sides of the court, Liam saw it in them all. Victoria wasn’t the only one who’d ignited her final reserves of stamina and focus.

She put the ball into the air. Her racket put it on the other side of the court. Clenching her teeth in concentration, Avril returned the ball with a backhand. And there Anna was again, ready to poach things. This time, however, Tess was ready to keep the point in contention—and the match alive.

She swung her racket, returning the ball to Anna, who bounced it away from the professor. Avril hurtled in, sprinting outside the court for a save that nearly sent her barreling into Liam. As he tried to get up and pull himself and the cooler back, Avril’s right shoe shrieked on the clay as she overextended a leg, scuffed her knee on the clay, and just barely got her racket between the ball and the final thump it needed to make to seal her opponents’ victory.

Whoa.

Liam’s eyes widened as Avril sent the ball around the net post next to her, which was apparently a legal option, for Anna responded.

Contorting at the hips, Anna grunted and answered one heroic play with another. If the ball had made it by her, moving at its speed, low as it already was, there was no way Victoria would have made it in time. It would have bounced on their side of the court twice, bringing things back to parity.

The best player on the court didn’t intend to let that happen. Her racket scraped the ball up, hitting it from near her calf. It looped over in a lazy arc to Tess, who leaped and swung. The ball just couldn’t decide on a side of the court to stay on, even for a second. The ball hit near the service line, then bounced toward the final player looking to get involved in the play.

Breathing out, Victora was the first person in four attempts capable of setting her feet before making her swing. That meant power. That meant control. Bringing her racket back, hair whipping about behind her, Victoria drew her arm back, staring directly at the enemy she wanted to obliterate. With a forehand that made the court explode with sound, she sliced the ball toward a corner of the court that Tess simply couldn’t reach.

The ball hit the outermost white line—the one that counted as in during doubles. No one stopped it from hitting the clay again far outside the court.

Game point. Set point. Match point. Seven-five.


Chapter Fourteen

Later

For a few moments, no one said or did anything. Silence and stillness hung on the court, with the echo of that final explosive strike resounding within everyone’s ears. It broke just as suddenly, with Victoria and Anna swinging their eyes around to make a connection. And then to share a pair of ear-to-ear grins.

So, that’s what that looks like, Liam thought, watching Victoria and Anna share a quick but meaningful embrace. He wanted to linger on their celebration, but a part of him worried that he’d find the opposite of joy slouched in defeat on the other side of the court.

“We’ll get our vengeance next time,” Avril said, showing only fatigue, not misery, as she and Tess came together. Rubbing her scuffed knee, she found the damage there only superficial. The two of them walked toward him, though they clearly intended to go around the net and congratulate their competitors.

“Absolutely,” Tess said, nodding fiercely, though her racket hung in a tired grip. “Same teams.”

“Same stakes,” Avril said, looking right at Liam as she sauntered—even when exhausted, she somehow still sauntered—by. “You'd better have actually had a good reward. Don’t just pull something out of your ass at the last second.”

“It’s been in here for a while,” Liam promised, tapping the side of his head.

“Good.”

Avril and Tess joined Anna and Victoria, and the four traded compliments and comments about the intense match. All were in a decent to good mood as they came over to Liam to get towels and drinks for the final time of the day. Standing and moving aside, he let them pilfer through the whole thing, taking whatever they wanted.

“Well?” Avril soon asked. “Are you going to tell these two busty beauties what they’ve won?”

“That’s up to them,” Liam said. “I could say it now, later, maybe when you’re not around.”

The look Avril hit him with could have punched through steel.

“For your safety, you should say so now,” Tess said with amusement.

Liam made a show of weighing the older woman’s advice, which caused Avril to roll her eyes and huff. Breaking into a smile, he faced the two women who had come out on top in today’s competition. He was more than sure that there would be more in the future.

“The first half of it,” Liam said. “I’ll share that.” His gaze shifted specifically to Anna. “Congratulations, Anna. You played really well.”

“I played adequately,” Anna said, confirming that there was no harsher critic than one’s own self. “But thank you.”

“Think you might want a full night’s sleep tonight, for once?”

Anna glanced toward Avril. “That’s… a little hard to do.”

“I don’t roll that much,” Avril said, glaring daggers at them both.

Yet, the silence of their third bedfellow was especially damning. Tess even went so far as to look away.

“Well, how about a respite from that? At least for a night. If you want, and so long as Victoria’s willing, you can sleep over with us tonight.”

As expected—as intended, in fact—eyes widened. Even Victoria looked caught off guard, though she clamped down on her shock with her usual brutal efficiency. Most of his attention stayed on her. After all, without her willingness to go along with things, his plan was dead in the water.

He’d considered bringing her into his confidence yesterday, and again this morning. It would have helped scratch away the relatively small chance that she wouldn’t be up for his suggestion, which would cause a slightly embarrassing scene for him when she shook her head, pulled him aside, or just outright slammed the door shut on his night’s plans.

One corner of Victoria’s luscious mouth curled upward. Liam’s relief was immense. He returned his focus to the other three shocked women.

Anna blinked a few times, as if needing to clear up her sight to visualize what he was offering. Another first of hers. A first time sleeping in the same bed as a man. Of course, Liam would also get to experience his own first time. His first time sharing a bed with two women.

And there were also all the things he wanted to accomplish before the three of them shut their eyes and drifted off to slumber. Those were the things he’d share later. When it was just Anna and Victoria around.

“I’m fine with it,” Victoria said, answering a question that they could all see forming on the younger woman’s gorgeously full lips. “You’re welcome to stay over with us.”

Slowly, Anna nodded. “Then… I’ll be there. Thank you.”

She blushed crimson, averting her eyes. Liam found himself wishing he could peer into her mind, detect the specific thoughts that had her looking so frazzled. Were their ideas about what was coming tonight aligned?

“Hold up,” Avril said, scowling. “So, what if Avril and I had won?”

“Same thing, but I’d ask Anna to swap places with me for a night,” Liam said. “If that had happened, you’d be the ones who get to hear about the other part of the reward.”

Avril’s glare intensified. “Rude boy.”

“Loser girl,” he shot back.

“Harsh, since that makes me the same thing,” Tess commented, though she appeared relatively amused by it all. “So, Avril and I won’t be privy to the other plans you have for tonight?”

“Not unless Anna or Victoria wants to share with you once they find out. Tonight, or tomorrow morning.”

The tennis court grew a little hotter. The expectations were there; everyone here had at least an idea about what might happen later tonight.

You two got your experience the other night, Liam thought. That’d been the entire reason why he’d secretly hoped that Anna and Victoria would pull through. By seizing the win, Liam had a good excuse—indeed, not a wholly altruistic excuse—to even things up a little.

Based on the responses he’d received, it looked like everything just might go as hoped. At least, insofar as putting him, Victoria, and Anna together later tonight. He still had some internal revisions to make regarding the evening itinerary.

“You can forget about getting that morsel of information out of me,” Avril said a short time later, while they gathered their things and prepared to leave the tennis court.

“I figured as much,” Liam said, smiling at his favorite redhead on planet Earth. “So, I’ll just have to roll the dice.”

She still only had her sports bra on; she’d simply tossed her shirt over her shoulder, intending to stay mostly undressed as they headed back. The plans for how they’d spend the day before Liam's sinful evening involving two of the four women were still under discussion.

“Eyes up here, rude boy,” Avril said.

Liam stayed smiling as he did as commanded. “But you’ll let me have at least one more look before we head back, right?”

Avril snorted. “Sounds to me like you’re currently more interested in other breasts.”

“More interested?” Liam shook his head. “Never. I love your breasts as much as anything on this planet. I love you as much as anything on this planet. You know that.”

She rolled her eyes.

“You know that, don’t you?” Liam pressed.

She met his gaze, eyes glitteringly green. “Yeah, I know that. Both things. Even if you are keeping me and Tess from having fun tonight.”

“I didn’t keep you from anything,” he said, poking her on the arm. “You just didn’t win the reward. This time.”

“This time,” Avril repeated, and finally, the corners of her lips curled upward. “I spoil you.”

Liam just nodded.

And yeah, Avril let him see her beautiful breasts one more time before they exited the tennis court.


Chapter Fifteen

Expectations

There was a whole day, warm and windy, between them and nightfall. After some brief discussion, everyone agreed that it’d be best to stay near the resort for the day, and so they stayed grounded on this fifth day in Fiji. After all, there were some amenities they hadn’t yet experienced at the expensive resort they were using as a home base.

One such amenity involved a room much like the one that Liam and Avril had snuck off to yesterday. Professional masseuses were waiting for their time slots to be filled, so Liam and the others swung by the resort’s front desk to see the available times. As it turned out, there was room in the schedule for all of them to receive one today, especially if they paired up. Hardly too outlandish, given the small number of guests who could stay at the resort at any given time.

After a small group huddle, those pairings materialized. The professors, then the current Bellmore students. Each pairing clearly wanted to have some time together, perhaps to discuss the trip, perhaps to discuss what came after it. As no sixth beauty appeared out of thin air to create the ability for a third pairing, that left him, for once, without a feminine partner.

That suited him just fine, as he could hopefully spend his massage learning a thing or two from the professional working on his body. After all, in his goal of becoming more like Anna, he had his list of skills to distinguish himself in.

The professors were first in line, though there was a good hour and a half before their appointment. So, the choice between the beach and the resort’s pool arose. The latter won out in the voting, leading everyone back to their respective bures to change into swimwear.

That purchased Liam a few minutes alone with Victoria, during which she again allowed him to pick which of her bikinis he wanted to see her in.

“We’ll be in a more public place today,” she reminded him as she laid out the options.

“If I could run everyone else off the island but you and the others, I would,” Liam said.

The incredibly buxom professor began to strip down, which immediately distracted him from his task. Noticing this, Victoria smiled faintly. Curiously, she started walking away from him, though all it took was a single finger to drag him after her. Very quickly, he realized where she was heading.

“I don’t doubt it,” the gorgeous woman said, olive skin radiant as she stepped into the sun. “You’ve certainly been quite good at making the most of the opportunities that appear before you.”

Catching her suggestive meaning, Liam’s eyes ripped themselves away from her phenomenal curves long enough to note their destination. The outdoor shower, yet again. She had worked up quite a sweat during the tennis match.

“Can’t wait until later tonight?”

“When there’ll be two women in your grasp?” Victoria asked, glancing over her shoulder. Her gaze speared right through him, dragging him toward her sublime body.

“That’s the idea,” Liam admitted. An admission that no one needed to hear. Everyone knew what he wanted to happen tonight.

Well, no, actually, they didn’t. Not the specifics, at least. Which Victoria now inquired about.

“You’re not looking to make too great of waves tonight, are you?” she asked, turning on the shower faucet. A sputtering vanguard of cool water droplets splattered on the wood, with a stronger, warmer stream chasing behind it seconds later.

“No. Well… yes? I mean, I want to make waves, but within reason.”

Victoria stepped under the current of water, and somehow, so close to water as he was, Liam had never felt drier. The droplets coursed down her voluptuous body, eager to cleanse her smooth, olive skin.

“That’s good to hear,” Victoria said. “Also, are you going to join me?”

Realizing he’d followed her yet not yet stripped out of his clothes, Liam hurriedly rushed through the process. Victoria smiled again.

“If you’ll treat me as a confidant, I’ll be willing to help with whatever you might be planning,” Victoria said. “Between the three of us who will be here tonight, there’s obviously one who should receive the bulk of our consideration.”

Liam nodded in agreement as he escaped his boxers. Unsurprisingly, he was more than aroused enough for his cock to stand up at attention. Victoria smiled at that too. Making room for him to enter the warm stream, she wrapped her arms around him and shared an affectionate kiss.

“Our nightly ritual is still a go,” Liam said once that kiss ended. “If she’s okay with joining in, which I assume she’ll be, she’ll like it even more than you do.”

Victoria stared at him through a curtain of water, eyes practically glowing in the sunlight. “Oh?”

“She’s very sensitive,” Liam said. “Kind of why, once the teams ended up like they did, I wanted you two to win. The idea that came to me best suited the two of you.”

Victoria’s hand traced his side, heading downward. “Go on.”

Liam’s heartbeat intensified, almost matching the drumbeat of water droplets tapping upon the crown of his head. He leaned in, feeling Victoria’s breasts compress against his chest.

“Hold off,” he forced himself to say, catching Victoria’s wrist before it found his cock. “I’m planning to run completely empty on you two tonight.”

“On us?” Victoria said, catching his curious choice of words.

“That’s right,” Liam said, beginning to glide his hands up along Victoria’s hourglass figure. He brought his palms up to the sides of her impressive breasts. “On these. With these. I’m going to make a mess of you two tonight. Especially you. That way, you won’t worry about being forgotten about in the future threesomes I pull you into.”

Victoria’s eyes blazed with a heat bordering on scorching. “Your plans are rather ambitious.”

Liam smirked and pulled back, giving his hands space to find Victoria’s nipples. Her stiff nipples. He began playing with them. He began playing with all that made up her magnificent breasts. Before long, he’d get to see her shiver.

“You already knew that, though,” he said, challenging her to feign ignorance. “You know what I want. You, but also you and Anna, you and Tess, you and Avril.”

“I did,” Victoria admitted, biting her lower lip as he rolled one of her nipples between his thumb and forefinger. “I still like hearing you say it.”

“I’m going to say a lot of things,” Liam whispered, returning his lips to hers. Their kiss deepened, and Victoria brought her palm against his cock. Not to make him come undone, but simply to feel the heat emerging from the rigid tool. “Some, I’ll whisper like this. Others, I’ll say openly, in front of the others.”

“If Anna is sleeping over, that lessens how much time you’ll have to make your decision tomorrow morning. From what I could tell, your plan hit a stumbling block with Avril.”

“It’ll be a fifty-fifty,” Liam said. “Will be a shame if I get it wrong.”

He could tell that Victoria nearly broke, then. She almost did what Avril had refused to do. Because she very much wanted him to get her birthday right. A part of her must have regretted her own stubbornness, her own refusal to say, “Screw this, I want to get laid.” She could have made it happen, either by confirming the day it was or just by ignoring the challenge she’d laid before him. But, just like the deal they had involving those old pictures of her, she remained adamant about keeping her word.

In the long run, Liam knew that would prove beneficial to them both. The many other deals, challenges, and agreements they would make over this coming year would confirm it.

“Then don’t get it wrong,” Victoria said. “For both our sakes.”

“I’ll do my best,” Liam said. “Because I want to fuck you so, so badly.”

“I know you do.” Victoria delivered her lips to his ear, speaking in barely a whisper. And yet, Liam had never felt more deafened in his entire life. “You know I want the same thing. For you to fuck me before our trip ends, ending this… drought of my own making. And then carry that momentum back with us. Into the summer. Beyond.”

She inhaled deeply, trembling with anticipation. That drought she spoke of was so close to ending. At the start of winter break, on that day they’d met, he doubted that she would have ever imagined that Tess’s next-door neighbor would become the man she wanted to end it with. That she’d crave the days, weeks, and months that were to come, including those that wouldn’t just involve him and her.

“Believe me, I can’t wait to go swimming in your pool,” Liam whispered, grinning from ear to ear. “Hell, I can’t wait to pick up a spade and garden with you.”

A coy smile appeared on Victoria’s face. “I’ll see that the pool is ready for your many, many visits.

“Good. I love seeing you stretched out, waiting for my hands to come over and rub you down.”

“I’ll have first dibs, too,” Victoria said. “My pool, I’m first. No matter who else I might have invited over.”

Liam’s blood nearly boiled. He was approaching an edge he needed to come back from, or else he’d end up spending far too long fucking Victoria’s tits right now, which would impede his ability to fuck them as many times as he wanted to later tonight.

“A short list, I’m sure,” Liam said.

“We’ll talk about it later,” Victoria said, aware as he was of the precipice they were nearing.

Through a great deal of effort, they found some self-control. In order to maintain it, they avoided washing any bodies but their own. Afterward, he picked out a fairly revealing bikini for her, though she hadn’t exactly brought along many conservative ones. Rejoining the others, they headed to the resort’s pool. Victoria ensured he put his sunscreen-lathered hands on her first.


Chapter Sixteen

Escalation

Blessedly, the pool wasn’t populated by any other guests when they arrived. That didn’t stop them from collecting attention, both from certain staff members and visitors eating brunch at the adjacent restaurant. Still, Liam and the others were able to take their pick of the seating around the resort’s trapezoidal swimming pool. Naturally, they snatched an area with a good view and good sun.

After getting to apply sunscreen to four of the most beautiful women to have ever walked the Earth, Liam joined in on the relaxing effort. Contentment, like cuddling up to a favorite pillow and immediately falling asleep, mixed with the warmth that his body absorbed. Situated between Tess and Victoria, he shut his eyes and smiled for a long while. This was another form of bliss that he was becoming quite familiar with. The knowledge of what was, what had been, and what would be.

During the hour or so before Tess and Victoria headed off to their joint massage, he added a few slices of that other type of bliss. Admiring both older women, their long legs and unraveling curves made it impossible for Liam to think about much else. And they very much knew that. Even if their sunglasses kept him from knowing precisely where they were looking, he could tell something was going on between them.

Soon enough, he realized what it was. They were already engaged in another competition. One tennis match wasn’t enough, and they hadn’t played much chess together since the flight here. So, the pool was now their arena of choice.

A few movements here, a few gestures there, both women knew exactly what they were doing. They were making him wish he had two heads so that he could stare at them equally. For the first few minutes, it was subtle, more of a cold war than open conflict. Victoria would brush her hand up her side, drawing his gaze in, tethering it to her gorgeous figure. A short time later, Tess would respond by asking for a drink from the cooler, brushing her hand against his as he provided her with one. And so it went, with Liam a little slow in fully realizing that he was at the center of their next competition.

Avril wasn’t. He didn’t realize it at the time, but the greatest seductress of them all knew precisely what her professors were up to. That was why, after she convinced Anna to go swimming with her, her grin was especially dazzling. Always there to help escalate things, she did so this time simply by making space for Tess and Victoria. In another light, she was merely changing her position up so she could spectate the situation from a better angle—and maybe provide some whispered commentary to her best friend.

In retrospect, Tess started the “hot” part of the conflict. She did so by first confirming that the restaurant was empty. Brunch was over, and the lunch guests hadn’t yet arrived. For a short while, they hadn’t been alone at the pool—a few guests had gathered here not long ago, and they’d certainly spared more than a few glances toward the stunning women lying out. But they’d just been waiting for one more member of their party to show up, and then they’d headed up the shore, possibly heading for a boat to take them on a cave-diving experience like the one Liam and the others had enjoyed the day before.

Well, probably not exactly like the experience Liam and the others had enjoyed.

After seeing that the coast was currently clear, Tess stood up. But she didn’t go far. Instead, with the sun at her back, she stood over top of him, the shadow she cast cooling his face and chest.

Aware that she was staring right at him, he looked back inquisitively, opening his mouth to ask if she wanted to walk somewhere or get into the pool. He managed no more than a first syllable before Tess bent forward and kissed him.

Deeply.

Pressing her lips against his, her hand settling on his chest, she made out with him. In broad daylight. With her colleague and students all watching.

Liam was breathless when the kiss finally ended. Blinking owlishly, he swallowed and stared up at Tess. She wore a contented smile as she rubbed his chest.

“I needed that,” she said, then returned to her chair.

“After your defeat?” Victoria said, sitting up enough to look over his body and eye her colleague.

“We can say that, yes,” Tess said coyly.

Victoria considered her options for only a minute or two. And then she imitated precisely what Tess had done, though with a bit of added zest.

Rather than placing her hand on his chest, she brought his hand to hers. It hadn’t been that long since he’d last admired the perfect heft and size of her breasts, but Liam still leapt at the opportunity. As soon as the kiss began, Victoria pulled his hand up to her left breast. She let his libido do the rest.

He palmed her heavy breast through her bikini, which he’d picked out because of how much cleavage it exposed. So, there was plenty of actual skin to get his hand on, even if he didn’t move the fabric out of the way or slip his hand beneath it.

Victoria kept the kiss going for longer, made sure it was deeper, and with this escalation, ensured it was a little more memorable. Satisfaction curved her lips as she broke off the kiss. On the other side of Liam, Tess rolled her eyes and snorted.

“Imitation is the finest form of flattery,” the light-haired brunette said.

“I suppose it is,” Victoria said. She recollected Liam’s wrist, pulling his hand away from her breast. Bending down one final time, she kissed his knuckles.

Rather than returning to her chair, she headed for the pool. Ignoring the younger women, one of whom grinned, one of whom blushed and averted her eyes, she slipped her long, alluring legs into the warm water. Liam instinctively swallowed as she sat down on the edge, then intentionally gave himself a few seconds to admire her butt.

Tess huffed and got up, then stared directly at him.

“Come on,” she ordered.

The lounge chairs had apparently been an unsuitable location for the things both women had in mind. Too much space between each one, too much movement required to touch him—or be touched by him. The edge of the pool, however, didn’t have those issues.

Liam sat down beside Victoria, also dipping his feet and calves into the water. Tess sat down on his other side, becoming the imitator this time. There certainly wasn’t too much space between them now, with their thighs touching his. Liam had nowhere to put his hands, save for his lap. Or…

He tested what was allowed by sending a hand in either direction. Straight to the lower backs of the beautiful women flanking him. Neither did anything but let him do so.

Fiji, you magnificent place, Liam thought for the umpteenth time, practically beaming internally.

Both women brushed their shoulders against him. Locks of their hair traced against his skin, especially whenever they tilted their heads in his direction. His body must have been as hot now as theirs had been at the height of their tennis match. He felt ready to spontaneously combust, and he wondered how they bore the heat flooding out of his fingertips.

“We’ll need to get to our massage before too long,” Victoria said.

“I’m aware,” Tess said.

“I guess we won’t have lunch before it.”

“No,” Tess agreed.

“We really should replenish the calories we burned.”

“Probably.”

The conversation stopped there. All so something unexpected could happen.

The women picked up what they’d brought with them. He hadn’t even noticed that they’d both brought along their water bottles, too distracted by their fine figures. If he had, based on an experience from a few days ago, he might have expected what was next. Rather than coming to their lips, the end of their bottles, ice clinking about within the metal containers, tilted toward his shoulders.

Liam tensed as both women poured a small amount of water onto his skin. He could only look at one of them, and he picked Tess. She smiled and nodded in a “it’s all part of the plan” sort of way. Moving her hand up, with Victoria’s following a few seconds later, she began to spread the water on his shoulder and neck.

Cleansing the sunscreen away. Liam began to understand—he’d experienced this event already once before—so he bore the chilliness they applied a couple more times to his skin. His legs were warm and wet, yet his shoulders and neck were frigid and wet. It made for a strange contrast, but the expectation of what might be coming kept him a willing participant.

“Should be fine by now,” Tess said, lowering her water bottle to her side. Victoria nodded and did the same.

Removing their sunglasses, the peerless women flooded him with the mesmerizing appeal of their blue eyes. One pair was as dark as the ocean depths. The other was as bright as the glacier floating on top of it. Combined, brimming with dizzyingly seductive intent, and this close to him, his heart trembled.

Without a word, Tess and Victoria each claimed one side of his neck.

Their soft, warm lips stiffened every part of Liam. His cock throbbed as it fully stiffened, his fingers turned into stone, and his spine became iron. He barely breathed as the two sensual professors began to leave their mark on his skin. Claiming him, yes, but also sharing him.

Liam shivered as Victoria lowered her mouth to a place near the connecting tendons in his shoulder. She breathed pure heat against his skin, tracing her lips to the end of his shoulder.

“And here you’ll see two lust-filled professors, pining over the same college student,” Avril said in a tourist guide’s voice, beckoning toward them as she intentionally dragged Anna by. “Which one will get to mate with him? Time will tell, but it’s probably both. Could be that it happens at the same time.”

While Victoria didn’t even spare Avril a glance, Tess kicked her foot out, splashing the younger woman with water. Grinning, Avril blew them a kiss. Anna kept averting her eyes—mostly. She spared more than a few furtive glances at them, even once they were farther away. Was she wondering about tonight, when she’d take Tess’s place? Hopefully. Hopefully, she was looking forward to replacing her professor.

“Fuck,” Liam whispered, beset on both sides by sheer bliss.

Tess rubbed his knee, sending out an eye to ensure no one appeared in the visible area of the restaurant. Liam followed her gaze, gleeful that it remained empty. It meant this could continue. Two gorgeous women on his neck, not out on an isolated beach, but somewhere where discovery was a far higher risk.

His hands became the first part of him to remember that they could move. Next, they demanded he find something for them to do.

Wrapping his hands around a set of curvaceous waists, he pulled his professors—and they would hopefully be that in more ways than just one—even further into him. His hands explored their bodies. Tess’s moderately tanned skin and Victoria’s olive skin. Both were like ambrosia to him, absorbed by fingertips that craved every opportunity to measure their perfection.

He sent his hands up their sides, and they moved their arms so that he could palm their breasts. This time, he went beneath their bikinis. It was a little awkward to accomplish, and his elbows complained slightly during the minutes he spent fondling both women, but it was completely worth it. Even if he’d lost all feeling in his hands, it would have been worth it. Simply because this situation felt like a precursor to future ones. Ones where a great deal of escalation would be in order.

The next time we’re at a pool, it’ll be yours, Victoria, Liam thought, supercharged with lust. And you two won’t need these tops on.

His hands weren’t the only ones that craved action. Victoria palmed his cock through his swim trunks, in such a way that it caused Liam to think she might have forgotten that he was supposed to be saving up for tonight. His quiet quakes alerted her to how sensitive he’d become. She didn’t slow down.

She escalated.

“Everything looks clear to me,” she whispered.

Tess stopped sucking on his neck, looking around. “It seems that way.”

“I’ll get the shaft.”

“Very well. This time.”

“You two are so bad,” Liam whispered, swallowing dryly.

“Exactly as bad as you hope for us to be,” Victoria said in her usual cool way. It wasn’t a question.

“Yes,” he admitted, drawing in a sharp breath as Victoria and Tess maneuvered a hand each into his swim trunks. Even expected, their touch was like a jolt of electricity straight through him. Tess, who set her hands on his balls, Victoria, who wrapped her hand around his cock. And then there were Avril and Anna, still watching from only about fifteen feet away.

“We saw you out with the younger women,” Tess explained. “That day on the beach. You three were far out, but we could tell you were doing something.”

“Is this your chance, then?” Liam asked, trembling. “To put on a show?”

“To return things to balance,” Tess said, kissing his jawline. “They got the beach; we get the pool.”

Somehow, what had begun as a competition between professors had ended in an alliance against their younger counterparts. Without them even speaking a word about it, either. It had simply materialized. Liam was just fine with that. In fact, reacting in a way that would have surely made Avril proud, he stoked the flames.

“That was a pretty special moment. One of my favorites of the trip.”

“Are we being baited, Liam?” Tess asked, sounding amused. “Our hands are already down your shorts.”

Liam shrugged. Yeah, he hadn’t been very subtle about it, he supposed. “Just speaking the truth, that’s all. Good communication is the only way all this works, right?”

Tess lightly rolled her eyes. Both she and Victoria worked slowly. Slow motions, slow pumps of the hand, slow shifts of fingertips. It was almost aggravatingly slow, but the pleasure barely exceeded his impatience. He suspected they thought he deserved such treatment after his claim.

“What would we need to do to make this equally as special a moment?” Victoria asked. “Other than jerking you off in a public place, sucking on your neck, letting you fondle our bodies, and doing all this while your other two partners watch from nearby?”

Having the decency to blush, Liam stayed quiet for a few seconds. “Well, it’d help if I didn’t have to go back to our bure and grab a new set of swim trunks.”

Tess and Victoria shared a look.

“Have you tasted him yet?” Tess asked.

“Yes. I don’t mind doing it again.”

The older woman nodded, then focused on Liam. “Say when you’re about to cum. Victoria will handle the mess.”

“So long as it’s still safe to do so,” Victoria added.

Giddily, Liam nodded. The hands working beneath his trunks worked a little faster, a little more skillfully. He felt like he was melting, and he sort of was. Sweat stained his body; he’d been far too hot these past several minutes. He breathed heavily, excitedly, unraveling at a speed that left him dizzy.

He kissed Tess, drinking in the fervor she passed through their lips. Their tongues came together, and she worked his balls just a little faster. His toes curled in the water, and he passed a moan from his mouth to hers. She didn’t let him back away from the kiss, demanding everything he had.

He splintered apart, trembling wildly, shutting his eyes. He felt only the sensations of his body, and the bodies pressed against him. Victoria’s hand pumped his cock, and her lips found his neck. The masseuse who saw to him later today would find his neck covered in hickeys. At least they might assume he’d gotten them all from a single woman. One very lusty woman.

It was half of the truth. A fourth of it, actually, even if Avril and Anna hadn’t yet had a chance to claim any territory on his skin today. But their chance wasn’t too far off. After all, Tess and Victoria had somewhere else to be in a little while.

Not yet, though. Right now, working together, the two older women “balanced” the scales. By completely upending any sense of balance within Liam’s body.

“I’m going to cum,” he gasped raggedly.

Together, Tess and Victoria looked around. No one unwanted was around and watching. Hopefully, what was perceived was what was true.

Victoria assumed it was. She helped get his cock out, allowing it a single second of fresh air. Her hand kept pumping, even as she delivered her lips to the tip of his cock, then slipped a few inches inside her warm, wet mouth. Maybe she would have gone all the way down. But just that sensation, of her lips surrounding his cock so tightly, was too much. Liam burst.

“Ohhh!” he groaned, dipping his head back as his release slammed into him. In several powerful spurts, his cum splattered against the interior of Victoria’s mouth. Each one caused him to quake with pleasure, gasp for air tanged salty. His hips came up with each of the stronger spurts, and the sky looked muddled and hazy as he blinked blearily and tried to correct his vision.

Victoria kept his cock in his mouth until he finally seemed spent. Afterward, she pumped his cock a few more times, slow and controlled, to obtain everything else he had left to give. He shivered as she removed her lips; somehow, the air that met his cock felt cold. He breathed heavily, and he could only half-focus on Victoria as she swallowed his cum.

“There,” Tess said, kissing his cheek. “Now, you don’t need to go back and change. Special enough?”

Liam nodded immediately, still in the process of catching his breath. The former seemed to be a better answer than the latter, at least so far as the seductive professors flanking him were concerned, for both women shared a smile.

Out in the water, one of the women who’d been able to spectate the lurid affair leaned in and began whispering to her best friend. About escalation.


Chapter Seventeen

Hopes

Of the two beauties sitting on either side of him, Tess looked especially pleased with how things had gone. Soon, she shared why. Getting up, she returned to their chairs, with Liam and Victoria both watching. Picking something up from a pocket inside her discarded shorts, she revealed another of Avril’s fortunes once she rejoined them.

In a public place, you’ll get to cum. Lucky boy.

#070

“I can guess what I would have needed to do if the number was one lower,” Tess said glibly, handing the fortune to Liam.

“That’s two down,” Liam said, gladly accepting the water bottle Victoria handed him. “Did you know, Victoria?”

The buxom brunette nodded. “We’ve shared what our fortunes are. The… team up wasn’t anticipated, but I knew what she was aiming for from the moment she kissed you.”

Liam rotated his focus back to Tess, who, knowing what new secret he was after, shook her head. “You’ll have to find out on your own.”

“Great, another mystery.”

“On top of that,” Tess said, “Anna and I have both turned in our required fortunes. So, mission accomplished. When we get home, you should probably start thinking about ways to convince us to accept new ones.”

“It’s on my mind,” he assured the beautiful woman. “You all are.”

“We know,” Victoria said, accepting her bottle back and taking a long drink. “It’s all over your face. Now, your neck.”

Liam felt the tingly spots that covered his neck. Yeah, his masseuse would definitely get a little more information about his love life than he’d been intending to share.

So would the waitress who took Liam, Anna, and Avril’s lunch orders thirty minutes later. It was now just the three of them, as their two “devious professors,” titled before their departure by Avril, had gone off for their massages.

“How come everyone around you gets so slutty?” Avril asked, pointing her fork at him. “You’re a corrupting influence, you know that?”

“Gets so slutty?” Liam said, eyebrow raised. “Are we forgetting how all this started? With you seducing me, Avril? If this group has a corrupting influence, we’re looking at her.”

“No, no, not this time,” she said. “I had nothing to do with a pair of respectable professors deciding that the right time to team up on you was at a public swimming pool.”

“You literally did,” Liam said. “Your fortune motivated Tess to do what she did.”

“He is right,” Anna said, speaking a little more quietly than them. They were in their preferred corner of the restaurant again, several tables away from the other customers enjoying lunch. The timing of everything had worked out perfectly, honestly. Not five minutes after Tess and Victoria’s concerted attack on his sanity, other guests had begun to arrive.

“I didn’t make anyone open their fortune cookies,” Avril reminded them. “That was all you, dearest Annabelle. What would you have done if you’d gotten that fortune? Or a higher number than the pitifully low one you got? Hmm?”

Anna blushed and looked away. In an even quieter voice, she said, “I’d have followed through with it.”

“See?” Avril said, waving her fork at him yet again. “A corrupting influence. My lovely Anna would never have done anything like this before meeting you. And now she’s going to be sleeping over? In the same bed as her boyfriend? Shameless.”

“Ignore her, Anna,” Liam said. “She’s just mad that she couldn’t pull out the win earlier.”

“I know,” Anna said, meeting his gaze. Smiling, even. “She always gets a little pouty when she loses at something she really wants to win at. For a few hours, at least.”

“Is that so wrong?” Avril demanded. “So, I’m competitive. Sue me.”

Their chatter continued with a light-hearted trajectory, playful and warm, until Avril excused herself and went to the restroom. As soon as that happened, Liam immediately saw a shift in Anna’s posture. She looked around, watching their waitress take orders a few tables away. Once she moved away, Anna leveled her attention back on him.

“What’s on your mind?” Liam asked.

“Tonight,” the raven-haired woman admitted. “Is… um, what do you think you’re hoping for?”

“Nothing all that far, I promise,” Liam said. “Some stuff like what you, me, and Avril did out in the ocean, then maybe a little further, like what we did when we headed out on our own. Or what happened out by the pool a bit ago. If that’s something you’re okay with, of course.”

He knew he was asking for a lot, even if tonight didn’t go any further. Unlike their time in the ocean, she wouldn’t be with her best friend, someone she’d known for years. Avril was a lot of things, but no one doubted her love for Anna. Comparatively, Anna and Victoria didn’t have a relationship like that. They were close, but they were connected because of Avril. In a way, with what he’d set up for tonight, Liam was trying to forge a similar connection through him.

After a few moments in thought, Anna slowly nodded. “I trust you and Victoria. For tonight, I’m okay with that level of intimacy. I’ll see how it ends up feeling, then we can discuss future, um, situations.”

“That works for me,” Liam said, smiling at his girlfriend. “We can all give our honest feedback, you, me, and even Victoria. I get the feeling she might be pretty good at that sort of thing.” He made a motion like he was grading an invisible paper.

Anna’s luscious mouth formed its own smile. “Really? That’s so unexpected.”

Liam nodded, playing along. “Yeah, I’m pretty sure of it. I’m looking forward to testing my theory in her classroom.”

“You’ll probably know before the end of the month, right?” Anna asked.

“Yeah, probably in a couple of weeks. I’m hopeful. Victoria has really helped me out through the process. I like my chances.”

Anna smiled broadly, and Avril still saw her in a good mood when she returned. Not quite so skilled at the art of deception, Anna earned Avril’s attention.

“I feel as though I missed something,” Avril said, narrowing her eyes at her best friend and boyfriend. “What deal went on while I, the Dealmaker, was absent?”

“You’ll find out,” Liam said.

“Eventually,” Anna added.

He spent a good hour more with the two wonderful women, finishing their meal, returning to the pool, and finally doing some swimming. Neither worried about the time; they’d know when it was time to go.

When time arrived, heralded by the return of their missing professors, Liam could see how relaxed Tess and Victoria looked. Silly as it was, he felt a pinprick of envy. He was hardly a master masseuse—no way he’d have been hired on by a resort like this—but he still disliked knowing they’d gotten better massages than he could give elsewhere. So, he grilled both women, especially Tess, who had instructed him when he was just getting started, about how things had gone.

“You’ll get to find out soon enough,” Tess said, smiling as she kissed him on the cheek. In front of onlookers, no less. “We asked about the shifts, and it seems you’ll be getting Victoria’s masseuse, Litia. I think she’ll be more than willing to answer any questions you might have.”

Just like that, Liam’s attention pivoted to the other voluptuous woman beside him. “So, compare. How much better was she?”

Victoria drew up an eyebrow. “Phrasing, Liam?”

He rolled his eyes. “Don’t go full Avril on me. You know what I mean.”

“She was better,” the tall brunette said. “Were you expecting differently? She is a professional masseuse at an expensive resort.”

“Yes, but—”

Victoria set two fingers on his mouth, silencing him. Her eyes bored into him. “I very much enjoyed your massage too, Liam, in case you’ve somehow forgotten that fact. Don’t become distressed over a professional doing better than you.”

Liam’s face flushed with heat. “All right.”

Victoria smiled slightly as she removed her fingertips from his mouth. She looked around. “The pool’s become a little crowded.”

“Do you want to go somewhere else?” Tess asked.

Victoria glanced at the various other guests in and around the pool. To the surprise of no one, she and Tess received a hefty amount of attention. They looked like the kind of women who showed up at an exotic location for a modeling shoot or an advertising gig for a luxurious resort. The only things missing were the cameras and producers.

A set of stunning blue eyes made their way back to Liam. “What do you think? Nothing like earlier will happen if we do, though. Anna will be disappointed if you’re too exhausted before she can receive that ‘reward’ you’ve promised the two of us.”

Somehow, Liam’s face heated up less from that remark than her earlier one. He shrugged. “I’ll just be happy to share some more time with you two. How about a walk?”

“A walk sounds nice,” Tess said.

“Agreed,” Victoria said.

Leaving behind most of their effects at the pool to save their spots, the three of them departed. Stepping on familiar white sand, they made tracks as they headed northward. They passed their bures, repeating a walk they’d taken on their first night here. However, they took things far slower, more interested in stretching their legs and enjoying the sights than exploring how far the beach could take them away from the resort.

Liam breathed in the salty tang of the air, glad for the consistent breeze counteracting the day’s growing heat. It had undoubtedly become the hottest day of their trip, potentially flirting with the nineties. Even when heading into autumn, Fiji remained a tropical paradise. He knew no one who’d have grown up here would ever have seen a cold day, much less snow. A part of him was envious about that fact, but then, without a certain blizzard a handful of months back, would he stand where he now did?

Walking beside two of the most beautiful women on the planet. In love with them. Planning out a threesome with them.

As that thought passed through his mind, Tess nudged him with her arm. Meeting her eyes, he found a flirtatious glint growing in brightness within them. She nodded toward Victoria, who was staring out at the horizon, then winked.

“So, Victoria, how has Fiji measured up?” Tess asked. “Better, worse, about what you expected?”

The younger professor eyed the older one. “It’d be rather hard to say I expected a trip quite like this one.”

“Really? What about it caught you off guard?”

“I think you know which parts might have surprised me.”

Tess shrugged. “I’m especially dense today.”

Snorting, Victoria smiled. Those were becoming increasingly frequent, even if they remained relatively slender when they appeared. Willingly, she grabbed the bait Tess dangled in front of her.

“Well, when I was picking out my outfits for the trip, I wasn’t expecting to work with you to jerk off your much younger next-door neighbor, for one. In a public place, no less.”

“Seems like you were the dense one, then,” Tess said. “It was pretty obvious that Liam has been hoping for things like that for a while.”

Victoria glanced at the much younger neighbor in question, but only momentarily. “Every man who's seen us in the same place has hoped for that, as far back as the day we first met.”

“Fair,” Tess conceded.

“It’s a different thing entirely for that hope to become a reality.”

In concert, both women looked at him.

“I agree,” Liam said, thinking that now was as good a time as any to achieve a little more. He reached out his hands, palm upward, waiting expectantly. Hoping.

Upon doing so, Tess smiled approvingly. She slipped her hand into his, sharing her warmth, love, and tenderness. Victoria almost seemed like she’d refuse the offer, if only to seem a little more reticent about giving in so quickly. But she quickly realized the folly of that, so she echoed her friend and held his hand. Liam’s heart pounded with glee.

“So,” he continued, “now that that hope has become a reality, I’ve got to find another hope to hope for. I think I’ve already got a good replacement in mind, too.”

“That was fast,” Tess remarked.

“Pre-planned,” Victoria corrected.

Liam shrugged, staying in a mood that shone more vigorously than the sun. And both women could see it, in his face, in his posture, in his walk. They could probably feel it through his hand, via the quickness of his pulse.

“But aren’t you lying, Victoria?” he said. “When you were picking out those outfits for this trip, you knew more than you’re letting on.”

Victoria didn’t even budge, much less blush. “I knew I’d be jerking you off on this trip—and very likely much more. That doesn’t mean I was expecting my closest friend to be involved.”

“Are you disappointed that she was?” Tess asked, seemingly genuinely curious.

“Now, who’s back to being dense?”

Tess smiled brightly. “Well, there could be parts you see as less than ideal.”

“The trip has exceeded my expectations,” Victoria said, finally answering the original question. “I’ve enjoyed just about every surprise.” She eyed Liam. “Now, what’s your next hope for the two of us?”

“Keep in mind,” Tess chimed in, “that you still haven’t beaten me in chess.”

“Yeah, I know,” Liam grumbled.

Victoria looked between them. “I don’t know about this. What deal have you made involving chess?”

“If he beats me, even just once, he can ask for anything.”

“And that’s why you’ve been so adamant about improving,” Victoria said, clicking her tongue against the roof of her mouth.

“That’s why I was so adamant about it,” Liam said. “It’s what made me start, but our deal keeps me just as motivated to improve.”

“You know about ours?” Victoria asked.

“I do,” Tess confirmed. “So far, yours has been a little more attainable.”

Victoria glared at her friend. Not many things were capable of disrupting Victoria’s calm poise, but being reminded of her inability to win against Tess in chess was one of them. At least, she sometimes won. Not often, but sometimes. Liam was still fighting for just that one win. He just needed one!

“I’ll get it, eventually,” Liam said.

“And then?” Tess asked.

“And then I’ll get what I’ve wanted since that day Victoria glared at me.”

“I’ve already explained, I didn’t glare at you. I simply knew what my Tess and Avril were plotting.”

“A plot that paid off in dividends,” Tess said.

“By happenstance.”

“Because of Liam’s character,” Tess argued.

Victoria opened her mouth to argue a little more herself, then thought better of it. Sighing, she refocused on him. “Now, Liam. What is that next thing you’re hoping for?”

Liam would answer. But he let a few seconds hang between her question and his answer. He met Victoria’s stare, smiling. After all, she knew about a hope or two that he had, which Tess didn’t currently know about. One involved their classrooms at Bellmore. And he desperately hoped he might achieve it, and others, this coming fall.

“I feel like you two could easily guess any number of hopes I might have,” he said. “Especially if you two are happy to keep… teaming up.”

Neither answered. Neither needed to. In private conversations he’d shared with them, they’d confirmed that they were attracted to the other. Fiji might have been the catalyst that helped accelerate things, but Liam no longer worried that the things happening here would only happen here.

“No more stalling,” Tess said, squeezing his hand. “Say what you’d want from us.”

“A shared titjob,” he said honestly.

“My, my,” Tess said, smiling.

“Of course, it’s that,” Victoria said, rolling her eyes.

“It was always going to be something like that,” Tess said. “Every man’s dream.” She eyed her colleague’s breasts, and it was evident to both Liam and Victoria that she liked what she saw. “Certainly, if yours are involved.”

Victoria snorted and pushed up one of her breasts with her available hand. “He plans to fuck them again tonight. How many times has he fucked yours?”

“Quite a few times,” Tess said. “I think mine do an adequate enough job.”

“More than that,” Liam immediately said. This was a frustrating line of conversation that had come up a few times in the past, occurring whenever Tess compared her breasts to Victoria’s. “Don’t go underselling how much I love…”

He trailed off, face sizzling with heat. Tess grinned broadly, having so easily baited him.

“No, go on,” she said. “Finish saying it.”

“Fucking your tits,” Liam growled, grumbling about how effortlessly he’d been maneuvered into saying so by the beautiful brunette.

“And I love letting you fuck them,” Tess said, leaning in to kiss him. Her eyes shifted up. “Victoria?”

“We’ll see how it goes tonight, won’t we?” her colleague said. “He’s going to get to work himself into a coma on them, should he want to. That’s my promise for tonight.”

“What about Anna?” Tess asked, looking between them curiously. “Is she aware of how… rowdy tonight might become?”

Liam nodded. “I talked with her while you two were getting your massages. She knows what to expect, and she’s up for it. I think—I plan—for you both to have a good time, too. It’s not going to be just for me.”

“I’m sure you’ll leave them both panting for breath and beyond satisfied,” Tess said.

“Is that how it always ends up for you?” Victoria asked.

“Every single time,” Tess said, dazzling Liam with another smile and another kiss. “That’s part of why I love you so much. When there’s room for improvement, you always pursue it. You always ask for advice and guidance. You proved that again a little while ago.”

Liam’s face flared with heat, but it was the giddiness he felt deep down that nearly stopped him in his tracks. In front of Avril was one thing, but now she’d admitted her feelings for him in front of Victoria. It meant the world to him.

Victoria watched the two of them, keeping her thoughts on this declaration of love well concealed. She kept hold of his hand, however, and as the conversation drifted back to other “hopes” he might have, she remained talkative and involved. And although a date for this upcoming activity involving two of the most perfect pairs of breasts ever viewed by human eyes wasn’t mentioned or set, he knew it would happen.

It would become part of his reality. Damn, if he wasn’t the luckiest guy alive, in this century or any other.


Chapter Eighteen

Learning

They completed their walk along the beach and made it back to the pool about ten minutes before Anna and Avril reappeared. When they did so, looking similarly contented about the way they’d spent their past hour, Liam stood. It was finally his turn. To experience, yes, but also to learn. Tess’s compliments remained loud in his ears. He did want to be the best he could be. For them, for himself, and for those hopes he had, numerous as they were. They were multiplying too, proliferating on a rapid scale.

“Enjoy,” Avril said, brushing by him as they traded places. “We’ll be here, gossiping about you.”

“Have at it,” Liam said, certain they’d each have more positives to share than negatives. “I’ll see you when I get back. You too, Anna.”

Trotting past the resort, heading in the opposite direction of their bures, he passed palm trees and the small parking area, used only by the handful of vehicles the resort used to pick up passengers from the runway. Not long after, he saw the small building—very similar to the one he and Avril had fooled around in yesterday—where, at long last, he’d be the one lying on the table.

Litia, or who he presumed to be Litia, was the only employee inside. She was a pretty woman, closer in age to Victoria and Tess than the students, with a warm smile that appeared instantly when she spotted him. Her hair came down midway down her back, as dark as Anna’s, albeit wavier.

“Hi,” Liam said, stepping under the thatch roof. He was immediately grateful for the shade.

“Hello, Liam,” she said, dipping her head slightly. “My name is Litia. I’ll be providing you with your massage today.”

After a short explanation about what he could expect, his experience with massages, and some other small talk, Liam situated himself on the leftmost massage table in the cozy room. He kept his swimming trunks on, and Litia began to select her oils.

As Tess had suggested, she was more than happy to answer his many questions about her art. While she undid all the stress in his body, he received a masterclass on becoming a better masseuse.

Throughout his time with her, Liam sighed a good dozen times. Litia’s adroit hands moved down his body, judiciously eliminating the tension and knots in his muscles. He’d never felt so relieved in his life, and he wondered why he’d never gone and gotten a massage before. This whole time, he’d known how much Tess and the others loved them, so why hadn’t he assumed the same would be true for him?

And Litia did it all without any pauses or hesitation. That, he realized, was something he could work on, though he knew he’d need time to develop his muscle memory before he was anywhere near her level. She engaged him in almost an hour of conversation without missing a beat. Without missing a single muscle, too. By the time their time was up, Liam felt like a new person. Like he’d been a rusty piece of metal, yet Litia’s touch had worked out the years of rain and wind, making him shine as if he were brand new again.

“Thank you,” Liam said as the massage came to an end. Sitting up, he felt more fluid now than he could ever remember. “For the massage, of course, but also talking me through so much of your thought process.”

“You’re very welcome,” Litia said. “I’m sure your girlfriend will be very happy to have such a studious boyfriend.”

Hopefully, all of them will be, Liam thought. He smiled and thanked her again. It seemed she did assume that the many marks on his neck were due to a single woman. She’d obviously massaged those very spots, and they weren’t exactly subtle signs of the romantic behavior he’d gotten up to recently.

But hey, this island is known for its romantic getaways, he thought, eyeing the other table in the room.

“Enjoy it?” Avril asked once he returned to the pool. They were all still there, having waited for him.

“I feel great,” Liam said honestly. “I’m sold on getting massages, now.”

“Another hope?” Tess asked, which caused Avril to throw a confused look her way.

Liam nodded, looking at her and Victoria. “Definitely.”

“We’ll add it to the list,” Victoria remarked.

They didn’t spend too much longer at the pool. Deciding to have dinner back at Tess, Anna, and Avril’s bure, they left their orders and a request for a delivery time with the restaurant, then journeyed up the beach.

“This seems familiar,” Avril said, tapping her chin as she nodded toward the sun, which crept toward the horizon. Liam knew what she meant. They all probably did. It wasn’t there yet, but around the time their room service arrived, it would probably be pretty close to touching the meeting point between sky and ocean. A near replica of their first evening in Fiji.

Avril made a point of turning toward Victoria, who was relaxing at the deck’s circular table. The younger woman stared at her for a few seconds, then overtly lifted an eyebrow.

“What?” Victoria, who knew what, asked.

“We wait on your pleasure, Madam Champion.”

“You can keep waiting,” Victoria said coolly. “It’s been all of five days since we played. Strip poker is supposed to be a unique experience, not a rote thing that’s penciled in on the schedule every week.”

“I’d be down for a weekly game,” Avril said, grinning.

“We know you would,” Tess said. “But you set the rules. As the inaugural winner, Victoria gets to decide when—or if—another game occurs.”

Avril huffed and glared at the voluptuous brunette. “You winning is the worst thing that could have ever happened to us.”

Victoria lazily shrugged. “You didn’t seem so upset about it at the time.”

Avril rolled her eyes, yet four people could have called her a liar had she disputed Victoria’s claim. Her blatant stares had been as hungry as Liam’s on that night. Her hopes for the future were likely pretty in line with his own. Unfortunately, she hadn’t yet had a chance to turn them into reality.

She seemed to realize that, so Liam also received a glare from the beautiful redhead. He smiled and shrugged. He wouldn’t come to her aid this time. He already had evening plans, and he didn’t want to do anything that might disrupt them.

As it had been since the first night, the food they ate was excellent, the sights they saw were marvelous, and the company Liam enjoyed was better than both. Out on the deck, experiencing the cooling effect of twilight, Liam didn’t go a single minute without smiling, grinning, or laughing. It helped that he could now openly flirt with all four women—and sometimes multiple of them at once.

Early on, Avril teasingly commented on all his hickeys, leading him to offer her a spot on his neck that the older women hadn’t yet marked. Never one to be cowed by a bold offer, Avril slid over to him and brushed her lips across his neck, though, perhaps still as a way to get back at him for refusing to share what reward he had in mind for Anna and Victoria, she didn’t leave her mark. A few soft kisses were all he received.

He held Tess’s hand for a time, cuddling with her on the same lounge chair. Their love was as blazingly bright as the stars shining overhead, but only three could set their eyes on them. Later, he found a chance to end up alone with the woman of his dreams, where the softness of their love got a little rowdier for a time.

Victoria allowed him numerous chances to nestle up next to her. She even let him pull her onto his lap for a time, where he ran his thumbs across her smooth legs and arms. He could detect the scents of her shampoo—and that, of course, ignited a memory that he treasured. She glanced at him, aware of the object building in size and hardness beneath her butt.

“A little while longer,” she assured him.

Even Anna seemed pretty comfortable about his open signs of affection—toward her and toward the others. She let him kiss her several times, and she initiated the contact a few of those times. Her smile was breezy and relaxed, and her shoulders didn’t have any of the tension that he was used to seeing at times like these. It all helped him feel more confident about tonight.

It was getting closer. With the sun barely a wobbling sliver of orange-gold on the horizon, he still needed to count the time left in hours before he’d end up alone with Victoria and Anna. But this time didn’t pass uneventfully, and they didn’t just lounge about on the deck for the whole time.

After enjoying dinner, they relaxed with a good hour or so of relaxed company as they digested, and then they stretched their legs on the beach. Tomorrow’s plans, the penultimate day of the trip, came up swiftly, with the idea of a private picnic on Yawini Island rising to the top.

“We should see if it’s available,” Tess said. “We could even spend the whole day there. I saw it suggested as an option in the resort’s brochure binder. They’ll deliver us there, pack us food, even bring us food from the restaurant if we want.”

“We have to visit it at least once,” Avril agreed.

“Funny that you two should be the ones to push for this,” Victoria said.

“What’s that?” Avril asked.

“If we make a day like that, then Anna and I won’t have enough time left for our private picnics or dinner dates. Since Avril’s already claimed hers for the final day. Which will be your second.”

“Oh, please,” Avril said. “You’ve had more alone time with this lucky bastard than anyone else on the island. That more than makes up for things.”

“That was your doing, not mine,” Victoria said coolly.

Avril made a face. “Well, you can tell us to fuck off on your birthday whenever you want. So, you can have even more time alone with Liam.”

“And me?” Anna asked.

“You can also tell us to fuck off at some point. And you have to say that exactly. ‘Avril, my best friend, who I owe so, so much to, and Tess, Victoria, my respected professors—fuck off.’”

There was a glint of amusement in Victoria’s eyes as she nudged Anna. “Perhaps we can discuss our plans. When it’s just the two of us.”

Avril threw her hands up and loudly complained about having the worst almost-aunt on the planet.

The time on the beach whittled away the time until Liam would feel safe about faking a yawn or two. He knew he’d receive multiple eye rolls when he finally did so. As they’d done on the first night, they eventually looped back, though they returned to the resort to ask about their plans for tomorrow. Unfortunately, Avril brought back news that the beach was booked for tomorrow.

“How about on our final day?” she asked the group. “Close out our vacation the right way.”

No one objected.

So, with their plans for a blissful seventh day set in stone, Liam found himself bothered by only one question—one that had been on his mind for a while. Did that make it more or less likely that tomorrow was Victoria’s birthday?

A completely isolated day with the people she was closest to seemed like a perfect way to spend a birthday. Avril had wanted to set things up for tomorrow, but she, for once, didn’t get to have her way. So, didn’t that suggest that tomorrow was the day?

Unless it’s another of her ploys, Liam thought, kicking himself over his lack of vigilance.

He hadn’t been privy to everything Avril and Tess had discussed with the resort employee at the front desk, but they’d been there a while. It could have been that they were asking after decorations and the possibility of a birthday cake, but knowing Avril, she might have just talked about inane things, knowing that he might be scrutinizing how much time she spent making her plans.

And she might even be lying about the beach being unavailable tomorrow…

That was the problem with loving such a devilish woman. He could never be sure if she was sowing seeds for another scheme or not.

Instead of trying to figure Avril out, he ended up staring at the birthday-girl-to-be, which she quickly noticed. Reading his mind as if it were a poster hanging on the wall, Victoria smiled slyly.

Liam ground his teeth together. He knew she wanted him to get it right, as her pleasure was just as on the line as his was, so would it kill her to be a little less strict about helping him out?

But no, besides that coy smile, he received none of the assistance he wanted—and Avril was obviously a lost cause. He didn’t doubt her stubbornness in the slightest. Clearly, he had two types, not just one. Loving, kind, generous women like Tess and Anna, and then ones who confounded and grated on him with their headstrong natures.

Once their plans were set, the five of them headed back to their favorite hangout. Unfortunately for Liam, it was that time of the night, the one every vacationer inevitably experienced. Too late to find any meaningful activities to do, too early to tuck in for the night. So, he meandered around for a bit, spent some more time tiding himself over by nestling up close to four beautiful women, and tried not to get too impatient.

He failed. His eagerness to abscond with Anna and Victoria fell upon him like claws dropping from the night sky. He’d managed to distract himself for a couple of hours, but this final one really cut him open. He almost looked for an excuse to speed things along, because who cared if he grabbed Victoria and Anna by the wrists, then rushed them toward a bed he didn’t intend to sleep in for quite a while? Everyone knew something was going to happen tonight. It wasn’t like he needed to cover that up.

But then Anna answered a video call from her mom, and Liam found himself having thought about action for too long—the chance was gone, or at least delayed. Wisely, he stayed out of the camera’s focus for the most part, as even in the darkness, Evelyn Royce might have noticed all the marks on his neck. It was possible she wouldn’t have minded, but it was probably for the best if she didn’t assume that her daughter had worked over his neck like an insatiable vampire.

“Only a little longer,” Victoria said, gently bumping into him.

Before he could respond, Avril—a little harder—bumped into the opposite shoulder. “Be good to my best friend, you two. This’ll be her first sleepover.”

And probably a few other firsts, Avril seemed to be implying.

“We will be,” Liam said. “She’ll be positively glowing when you see her tomorrow.”

“Lucky her,” Avril said. “Not everyone gets an experience involving Liam Carr and Victoria Moreno. Well, no, everyone else has, seeing as what transpired at the pool today. Everyone except for…”

Liam rolled his eyes but seized the dangling bait. “You know, if you’d been a little more helpful yesterday or today, I might be more willing to see if we could work you into our busy schedule.”

Beside him, Victoria raised an eyebrow but stayed quiet. He took that as meaning she was willing to let him speak for them both.

“That’s cruel,” Avril whined.

“It’s exactly the same thing you did to me.”

“And I’m cruel. I thought everyone already knew that.”

Liam snorted and kissed the cruel, maverick, and oh, so beautiful woman. “You’ll just have to make a few moves tomorrow, or on our final day, while we’re all alone on that island. I’m sure you’re seductive enough to make something happen.”

Avril flattened her mouth into a fine line. “I don’t like this. You’ve become way too cocky. Now that you know there are three other busty sluts ready to drool on your cock, you’re feeling yourself way too much.”

“Who’s a ‘busty slut?’” Victoria cut in.

“You’re the bustiest of them all,” Avril said, pointing at the obvious evidence presenting itself for all eyes to see. “Maybe the sluttiest, too.”

“Liam?” Victoria asked. “Do you agree?”

As hard as it was to detect anything in Victoria’s inscrutable expression, he finally pierced the ice. Grinning, he slung his arm around her waist and pulled her into him. She allowed it. She more than allowed it. Turning in, she pushed her amazing breasts into his side.

“Absolutely. The bustiest, the sluttiest, just the best.”

Victoria didn’t say anything, but she remained in place against him.

Avril glared but didn’t stop doing pretty much the same thing to him on the other side. “If Anna and Tess were here, you’d think twice about saying something like that. You could make a woman weep, saying things like that in front of her, reminding her of what she hasn’t been able to obtain.”

“I don’t think you can do much about becoming the bustiest woman here,” Liam said, “but the other two?” He grinned as he shrugged. “You’ve been enabling everyone else so much on this trip, so I haven’t gotten to see Avril Knight at her sluttiest.” He looked toward Victoria. “Do you think that’s a fair assessment, Professor Moreno?”

Agreeing with a nod, Victoria measured her opponent with a cool look. “The Avril Knight I know was always pushing boundaries. She was always at the edge of the frontier. But on this trip?”

“Cruel, rude, hateful people,” Avril grumbled. “I don’t know why I hang around you two. But fine, I’m open to hearing criticism. Maybe I have been being too helpful, considerate, and wonderful lately. I can go back to being more selfish.”

“I’m not sure you still have it in you,” Liam said, which earned him looks from both women standing next to him. Okay, maybe he’d played things up a little too far.

“Liam,” Avril said dryly, “I will suck your cock right now, in front of everyone. Hell, I’ll start while Anna’s still over there on a video call with Evelyn. Give her a chance to see the total manwhore her daughter’s fallen for.”

Liam flushed slightly, imagining such an event. He also liked the idea more than he probably should have. Sans Evelyn finding out, of course. Yeah… of course.

“Not tonight,” Liam said, throat a little drier than it’d been a moment ago. “I need all my stamina for later.”

“Mmhmm,” Avril said, rolling her eyes. “You just be careful, young man. Now that all the secrecy has evaporated and we all know what’s what, I will strike back. That goes for both of you.”

“You and I still need to have a conversation or two,” Victoria said seriously. “And then… we’ll see.”

The peerless green of Avril’s eyes flared a little brighter. Everyone in their group knew that Avril was pining for the same woman that her brother had once intended to marry. And although that relationship was distant history, it had still happened. Liam didn’t blame Victoria for wanting to have a discussion about their relationship, which was far more complex than even his relationship with Tess.

“When you want it, my time is yours,” Avril said.

Victoria nodded. “We’ll have it soon.”

A handful of minutes later, Anna wished her mother a good night. At that point, Liam just couldn’t wait any longer. He announced that he was ready to split the group for the evening. Coy smiles and a few shared looks followed, but he ended up getting his way. Anna went inside and grabbed everything she needed for the sleeping portion of the night, which would eventually happen.

Just not for a while.


Chapter Nineteen

Connections

Based on the glances Liam pointed in Anna’s direction, she was only a little nervous about the evening plans she walked toward. After saying goodnight to Anna and Avril, the three of them had propelled themselves toward the northernmost bure on the island. Tonight, it wouldn’t just be his and Victoria’s place.

It wouldn’t just be his, Victoria’s, and Anna’s place, either. As had been the case since he’d gifted it to her, Sammy the Sloth was coming over. She held her relatively effective tonic for insomnia in one arm, her pillow and a change of clothes for tomorrow in the other. She’d also swapped into some nightwear, consisting of a satin shirt and some enticingly short shorts. Assuming things went as planned, they’d all eventually come off.

“Make yourself comfortable, Anna,” Victoria said as they reached their deck, waving a hand toward sliding doors that led to the bedroom. “But it is early to be getting into bed, even if one of us here would clearly be more than okay with it.”

Well, we wouldn’t be going to bed, Liam thought to himself. He kept that thought to himself, for now, capable of seeing that Victoria had more to say.

“Do you know chess, Anna?” she asked.

“I know the rules, but I don’t really have much experience playing.”

“Really?” Liam asked, surprised.

“I know you and Avril like to tease me about this, but I’m not skilled at everything,” Anna said. “I still only have twenty-four hours each day to live my life, same as everyone else.”

“Then not that,” Victoria said. She eyed him thoughtfully. “What about cards? Something simple. Something where we’re playing against you.”

“Any game where there’s a house dealer is like that,” Liam said, then smiled. “If you want simple, there’s always Blackjack.”

Victoria narrowed her eyes, letting him know she remembered that very first game they’d all played. “Indeed.” She turned back to Anna. “Would you be up for that, Anna? We can pool our wins together when deciding if we won.”

“That seems a little unfair,” Liam said.

“You would know about that, wouldn’t you?” Victoria said.

“I mean, I won’t cheat like last time. That was months ago, too. You and Avril both really hold grudges.”

“Yes, we do,” Victoria confirmed, cutting off his reply with a dismissive flick of the hand.

“I’m up for it,” Anna said, tossing Liam a commiserating smile. “Just let me put my things away.”

“And I’ll get the cards,” Victoria said.

Both women entered the bure, though only one actually disappeared. With the bed centered behind the doors, he never lost sight of Anna. She placed her sleeping assistant and pillow on the bed, then was the first back to him. Victoria wasn’t gone long enough for much of a conversation to occur, but Liam stole a few kisses from the most luscious mouth he knew before the older woman reappeared.

“No cheating,” Anna said lightly as they moved toward the nearby table.

“I won’t,” he said, making a face at both women. He’d only done it the once… technically, and it’d even been for Anna’s benefit. The game of strip poker didn’t count. They’d told him to cheat, as they wanted to try and catch him. Of course, the fact that they hadn’t ever caught him probably didn’t help soothe their “distrust.”

Settling into one of the cushioned chairs around the table, he held out a hand. Victoria stared at his palm for a few seconds, then met his eyes. A spark of some unreadable idea flickered in her eyes as she handed over the playing deck, grabbed an extra chair from another part of the deck, and then brought it over and sat down.

They’d placed themselves on the other end of the table from him, like opposite negotiators staring one another down. Realizing that there was an annoyance that he didn’t want to keep needing to snake his arm around the whole game, Liam delayed shuffling the deck. Instead, standing back up, he removed the umbrella from the center of the table. Leaning it on the railing nearby, he had a better view of the two beauties across from him when he sat back down.

While he shuffled, they watched him like a pair of perched hawks. He sighed loudly.

“Are we going to go until a certain number of wins?” Liam asked, beginning to dole out cards. It was second nature to him, and with the wind having died down, he could have snapped each card to any spot on the table with his eyes shut.

“No need for that,” Victoria said. “This won’t be that kind of game.”

“Do you feel the same, Anna?” Liam said. “We could outvote her, you and I.”

Victoria rolled her eyes. Anna smiled and shook her head. At him, not in answer to his question. She’d be aligning with Victoria. For once, it seemed that they’d just play cards.

How novel that’s become, Liam thought, chuckling inwardly.

As he busted on an eight that he was forced to pick up, the two women each won a point—or shared a point. He didn’t know how score would be kept, or if it was even being kept. He’d leave that to them.

Unfortunately, he couldn’t. After a few hands, he realized he was instinctively tracking everything in his head. A few more later, he realized he couldn’t stop. At that moment, he made a face and sighed, which resulted in Victoria smirking knowingly.

The three of them chatted breezily as the game progressed. With only half as many players present, each round moved far more quickly than the game he’d run for all four women so many months ago. Back then, he’d only really been involved with Avril, and even that had been a confusing relationship to define. It felt like a lifetime ago.

“By the way, Anna,” Victoria said between rounds, “Liam and I have been sleeping without any clothes on while here.”

Liam almost fumbled his shuffle, which would have been even more embarrassing than what Victoria had just admitted.

“O-Oh?” Anna asked, blushing slightly.

“Because of a deal we made during Avril’s strip poker game,” Victoria added.

Anna cocked her head to the side. “I don’t remember that being announced.”

“That’s because it wasn’t,” Victoria said. “I offered it to Liam in secret. To convince him to let me win the game.”

Anna’s eyes widened slightly, as if she were seeing her professor in a somewhat new light. Liam found her response a little amusing. Hadn’t she literally watched Victoria jerk him off earlier that day?

“Earlier, I gave Liam a hard time for his cheating ways—”

“Don’t word it like that!” Liam protested.

“Which felt a little unfair,” Victoria continued, completely ignoring him. “So, this is my way of coming clean.”

“You also tried to get me to be impartial at the tennis match tonight,” Liam said, holding back from dealing the next hand.

Victoria glanced at him. “Yes, but Avril did too, and I knew she would when I did.”

“And I didn’t take either of you up on your… offers. That’s important to mention, too.”

“I suppose,” Victoria said. “Anyway, I wanted you to be aware of that, Anna. In case you’d like us to wear clothes tonight.”

Anna fidgeted slightly but ultimately shook her head. “No, that’s not, um, an issue.” Her voice grew marginally quieter as she added, “I wasn’t expecting a lot of clothes to stay on, anyhow.”

Victoria smiled softly and beckoned for Liam to pass out the next hand. He scrutinized her as he did so. Something was up. Victoria was usually straightforward, but she wasn’t usually quite so blunt—at least, not unless Avril was involved. So, why mention their deal like that?

“Words Liam has been chomping at the bit to hear all day, I’m sure,” Victoria said. “He clearly has a thing for women with our bustlines.”

Annabelle Royce, for all her good manners and properness, still did what all people did when Victoria Moreno was around: she looked at the woman’s incredibly full breasts. Both women wore flimsy shirts over their bikini tops. Anna’s was loose enough to let Liam see one of her shoulders. He’d kissed that shoulder a few times throughout the day.

“I’ve noticed that too,” Anna said. She fidgeted a little more before adding a little more. It was enough for Liam to realize what Victoria’s plan had been all along, from the moment she’d suggested a game of cards. “He’s very good at taking care of them.”

“I’m inclined to agree,” Victoria said, peeking at her hidden card. Liam didn’t. He couldn’t have cared less about whatever card he’d dealt himself. “My breasts are fairly sensitive, but not so much that it’s a guarantee that I’ll have a good time.” She threw Liam a look. “But I’ve been pretty happy to let him work on me every evening. He’s more practiced than any of the men I knew when I was about his age.”

Anna’s eyes widened again, yet it didn’t seem to be because she was embarrassed about what Victoria was revealing. No, it was because of something else. Something that Anna now latched onto.

“So am I,” Anna said, then realized she should clarify. “I’m… sensitive, I mean.” Now, she blushed.

“Oh?” asked a woman who’d already known that Anna was more than susceptible to Liam’s efforts. But now, he realized, the playing field was leveled. Anna knew about Victoria too.

She’d forged a connection between them: a wonderful one, as far as Liam was concerned. Two buxom women, two sensitive sets of breasts.

This whole time, that was what she’d been doing. Anna wasn’t Tess, and she certainly wasn’t Avril. The situation she was stepping into tonight must have left her feeling uncertain and unsteady. She and Victoria didn’t have the rapport that every other combination of women in their group had.

And Victoria had known all of this. She’d planned for it. As much as Liam might have wished for the clothes to start flying off immediately, that had never been in the cards.

This, in an unusual sort of way, was the evening foreplay. What was needed. Victoria was soothing tension, constructing the staircase up, and now they might be able to talk about things a little more comfortably. Within the same moment he realized all this, he also realized that the only thing he needed to do right now was shut up and let it happen.

“That works out for us,” Victoria said. “I was thinking about how far I’d be willing to let things go tonight. If we both share this preference, that could be tonight’s focal point—for lack of a better word.”

Anna nodded slowly. She also finally checked her hidden card. This round of Blackjack was moving at a snail’s pace, yet Liam remained apathetic to it. It could never end up being completed, for all he cared.

“That’s kind of where my head was at,” Anna said. “I think the same for you, Liam? Based on what we talked about a little earlier?”

“Yeah, like I said then, I want you two to have a really good time. This is your reward, tonight.”

“That works for me, then,” Victoria said. Upon hearing Anna mention the conversation they’d shared earlier today, he caught a glimpse of approval in her eyes. “And if that is the case, now we could consider some stakes for our game.”

Liam and Anna gave the clever—Liam now had a new attribute to pin to her—professor their undivided attention.

“How many points are we all at, Liam?” Victoria asked.

Too clever, Liam thought, flattening his stare.

“Five for me, four for you, three for Anna. One round ended in a tie between Anna and me, and I’m counting that one as having given no points.”

“How many hands have we played?”

“Ten,” Liam growled, seeing the amusement in Victoria’s eyes. She’d known. All along, she’d known he’d be unable to avoid keeping score in his head.

“So, we’re in the eleventh hand?”

Liam nodded.

“If we convert each win into a point, there’s our currency,” Victoria said. “Nothing for ties.”

“And… what are we purchasing with those points?” Anna asked.

“Clothes coming off, activities being undertaken,” Victoria said. “Does three points per article of clothing seem fair, Liam?”

“Do I have to pick between the two of you each time?”

“Yes.”

“Then make it like it was for my boxers during strip poker. Two locks on every set of clothes I’ve got.”

“That seems a little much.”

“The dealer doesn’t win that much more than the players in Blackjack. If we don't do this, I’ll have nothing left to take off in only a few more rounds.”

“And that would be when other things start happening.”

“Such as?”

Victoria’s eyes shone with an unusual degree of coyness. “We’ll get to that when it becomes more relevant. For now, dealer, I’m spending three of my points to remove one of the locks on your shirt.”

“Noted,” he grunted.

“I’ll do the same,” Anna said.

He supposed he shouldn’t be annoyed. This was literally what he wanted: for the clothing they were all wearing to come off. Not only had Victoria set much of Anna’s trepidation at ease, but she’d also now concocted a comfortable way for them to all end up naked.

And yet, Liam still felt like he was getting ganged up on. It was bizarre and senseless, yet he felt like Avril did when the group all took playful shots at her.

Touche, Professor Moreno, he thought, meeting her cool stare as he pushed his chair back, stood, and gave the two beautiful women with him a show.

“Here,” he said, balling his shirt up, then tossing it into Anna’s lap. “For my cruel, conniving girlfriend.”

“I don’t think that’s fair,” Anna said, smiling as she caught his shirt. “I’m more of an accomplice than the mastermind.”

“Uh-huh,” Liam grunted as he sat back down. “Now, hit, stay, what?”

“You’re not going to spend your points?” Victoria asked.

“In case you’ve forgotten, I’ve currently only got five. When I spend mine, you’ll both be taking your shirts off. It’ll be the same for what’s underneath.”

Victoria and Anna shared a look, a smile, and quite possibly a telepathic conversation. He wouldn’t assume anything, at this point.

“I’ve got nineteen,” Victoria said, tilting her hidden card to let Anna see the face card that must be there. “You?”

“Um…”

“It’s not cheating,” Victoria said. “We’re allowed to talk as much as we want, share whatever we want. Remember, Blackjack is solely about beating the dealer.”

That was true, so Liam kept his mouth shut. In most casinos, the only card kept concealed was the dealer’s second card. Giving every player a hidden card was usually just a personal preference in home games. The players were more than welcome to show their cards, and in this case, strategize. Going forward, Liam would deal in that official way.

“My total comes out to sixteen,” Anna said. She had six showing, so she must also have a face card.

“I’ll be staying, obviously,” Victoria said. “Liam’s shown card is a nine. So, I think you should probably hit.”

“I think so too,” Anna said, glancing at him.

“Oh, I’m no help anymore, now that we have stakes,” Liam said, leaning back in his chair. His concealed card was a seven, which also put him at sixteen—and forced him to accept another card as soon as the round rotated back to him. But as Anna didn’t know that, she really should hit.

“Now, who’s being cruel?” Anna said.

“Competitive,” he corrected. “I want to see you without your shirt on. That’s a prize I have to fight for.”

Anna blushed but soon asked him to deliver her another card. He did so. And it was a four, which made Liam furious. If she’d stayed, he’d have hit a twenty, then been able to claim the win over Victoria’s nineteen.

Naturally, Anna stopped there. Naturally, Liam threw a stupid Jack of Spades onto his pile of cards and busted.

“That makes two points for me, one for Anna,” Victoria said.

“Yeah, I know.”


Chapter Twenty

All Off

Liam soothed his frustration in the next round, in which he slammed a blackjack down from the get-go—and he did slam it when revealing the hidden ace beneath his Ten of Hearts. That earned him some suspicion, but he hadn’t cheated. He intended to deal a clean game, regardless of how things played out. In this, like with the tennis match, he wouldn’t budge.

“The stars must also want to see your shirts come off,” Liam said. “And they’re going to get their chance. Three points and three points. Take ‘em off.”

“He’s an entirely different person when playing cards, isn’t he?” Victoria said to Anna.

The younger woman nodded. “Truly.”

He just waved at them to hurry up and give him more of the sight he’d loved seeing for most of the day. Upon the discarding of their shirts, he greedily drank in the sight of the two bustiest women in their group. Victoria was a size up on Anna, yet they were both so incredibly voluptuous. So incredibly gorgeous.

Victoria and Anna shared another look—right before they balled up their shirts and flicked them at the exaggerated gape he’d stuck on his face. He caught Anna’s, but Victoria’s reached its destination. From behind the fabric, which he could even partially see through, he saw Anna hide a smile.

That’s good, Liam reminded himself. Her comfort was everything. Her enjoyment was everything. The same was true for Victoria, of course, but he wasn’t worried about her pulling back, getting cold feet.

“Now, you’re at zero points,” Victoria noted.

“Not for long,” Liam said.

And while that proved true, it took him a while to get to the next set of six points he wanted. Before he needed to worry about that, however, Victoria reached three points. And then she held onto them.

“Copycats,” Liam accused.

“Imitation is the sincerest form of flattery,” Anna said, grinning.

“Nothing sincere going on here,” he said, regathering the cards on the table.

Anna continued to grin as he shuffled a hand that would see both him and Victoria ultimately busting—so, one more point for the younger woman. It was something he noticed, something a little unique. It wasn’t that she was in a wonderful mood, laughing and enjoying herself. He’d seen plenty of that before. Nor was it just that it was happening right now, while they played a game that would hopefully see all of them wearing nothing at all.

It was that both those things stayed true. The unease and embarrassment seemed completely ousted, evaporated from her shoulders because of… something.

It took Liam a round or two, both ending in wins for him, bringing him closer to the six points he needed, to realize what it was.

Who it was.

It’s you, Liam thought, looking at Victoria.

It was because of what she’d done to make all this happen, yes, but it was also her reputation. Her consistency. That was the rock, the reliability, that allowed Anna to stay relaxed and jovial.

With Avril, a part of Anna—a part of anyone who knew the provocative redhead—always worried about a possible escalation. Even when having a great time with her best friend, there was always that tiny chance that a new idea—usually, a debaucherous one—would cause her eyes to light up. Avril was really good at keeping the momentum building. She was a crescendo in human form.

And for someone who wasn’t always ready to switch between jogging and sprinting at the drop of a hat, Liam could understand Anna’s wavering emotional state. A little bit of wariness always hung around, especially when she let herself be roped into situations like this one.

But Victoria wouldn’t do that. She wouldn’t alter the script out of the blue, changing the story from a romance into a thriller. She wouldn’t let spontaneity dictate her decisions. Indeed, everything about tonight proved that Victoria had put as much thought into things as he had.

Victoria noticed him staring, and her lips curled. “You can stare all you want, Liam, but it doesn’t come off until you spend three points making me take it off.”

“It’ll happen soon enough,” he promised—a promise for them both.

“It might,” Victoria said, leaning forward in a way that made Liam stare. His heart thumped loudly. She cast her sheer stare of blue toward her partner in crime, who finished the age-old saying.

Anna smiled, continuing to look more and more comfortable with the flirting at the table, passing back and forth between them all. “It might not.”

“It has to,” Liam said, beginning the next round. “I have to see both your beautiful bodies. I will literally die if I don’t.”

“That’s very dramatic, Liam,” Anna said, smiling. She kept smiling as he passed her a pair of face cards—well, that sucked for his chances of getting her to bust this round.

“You two make me want to be dramatic,” Liam said, at least pleased that Victoria ended up with a pretty bad starting hand. Sitting at only nine total points, she’d need to play for more. Yet, his chances were pretty grim, due to Anna’s great hand. And he didn’t land anything special either, which he noted after peeking at his hidden card.

“It’s our fault?” Victoria said, gesturing for him to feed her another card. He did so, upping her total to only thirteen. She gestured again.

“You’re both devious, in your unique ways,” Liam said, passing over an ace, which Victoria was forced to convert to only granting a single point.

“I don’t think I’m devious,” Anna said.

“You did concoct a plan to draw him away from us, that one time,” Victoria noted, gesturing again for Liam to pass over another card.

“That’s not devious, though, is it?” Anna asked.

“I don’t know,” Victoria admitted. “I suppose it depends on what you did with him while you had him to yourself.”

Victoria’s hand busted on a king she received—and yes, she glared-but-didn’t-glare at him—but she quickly returned her attention to Anna. So did Liam.

“Well, probably nothing more than what you’ve done with him,” Anna said, only mildly blushing. She met Victoria’s eyes, and even though she hadn’t asked a question, it was clear it was hanging in the air.

“I haven’t gone quite as far as you might be thinking, if I’m honest,” Victoria said. “A handjob earlier today, which you obviously know about, and I’ve let him fuck my breasts. He’s actually been very focused on my pleasure, which would usually be quite shocking from someone his age.” She paused long enough for her riveting stare to drift in his direction. “But he clearly wanted to impress me with how skilled he is, so I’ll be more willing to keep being one of his women once this trip is over.”

Like Anna had done, Liam met her stare. “I know it’s worked out, too.”

“Perhaps,” Victoria said, lips curling. She nodded toward Liam’s stack of two cards. “Are you going to hit, Mister Dealer?”

He did so, ending up at eighteen—and being forced to stay there, per the dealer’s unique rules. And so, Anna received another point. Putting her, like Victoria, at three points each.

“Should we have him wait a little longer?” Anna asked. Her relaxed state was one thing, but by instinct or just because of how powerful a personality Victoria had, she was still deferring to her more often than not.

“I think he should,” Victoria said, smiling at her young ally. “See, you do know how to be a little bit devious.”

As the next round started, Liam was the only one not smiling.

They managed to stockpile up a few more points before he finally—and this had to be proof that he wasn’t cheating—made it to six points. When that finally happened, after both women busted in a round, they looked at him expectantly.

“Maybe I should wait a little longer too,” he said in a dry tone. “Imitation, flattery, all that.”

“It’s your decision,” Anna said lightly, grinning.

“But every second you wait,” Victoria added, “is another one in which you won’t get to admire our truly amazing breasts. Which, as has been previously established, you really, really love to do.”

In his pettiest moment of protest in a long time, Liam waited all of about a hundred seconds before proving Victoria right. Long enough for one more round—one that he lost to both women, having busted off some terrible luck after they stayed at seventeen and nineteen, respectively. The amusement in both women's eyes when that happened was almost enough to make Liam grit his teeth and remain silent even longer. Until he won another round or two, at least.

But he just couldn’t do it. His willpower wilted as he stared at the voluptuous figures sitting a short distance away. They were just too beautiful. And devious.

“I’m spending six points,” he said, and approval and excitement glimmered in the eyes he met. “Three for each of you. No more bikini tops. Not for the rest of the night.”

Scooting back their chairs with intentional sluggishness, causing Liam to glare, Anna and Victoria stood up. The tallest of the group, the shortest of the group, though both had an advantage over him while he remained sitting. Each looked comfortable, even excited, in their own ways.

There was Victoria’s smooth, undisputable poise, which mixed well with the curving at the corners of her mouth. Tonight’s events were far more a result of her cleverness than his own. She might expect him to pay her back at some point, and like every other time he’d been allowed to put his hands and lips against her skin, they both knew she’d enjoy calling in that favor.

Next to her, Anna’s excitement bubbled like broth in a pot, almost to the point of overflow. She was ready for this. More than that, she wanted this. This first portion of the evening had melted away her anxiousness and uncertainty. That allowed a vivacious and eager woman, practically resplendent when she smiled at him, to shine through.

And shine she did, nearly as marvelously as the stars. He smiled back, letting go of his grudge, and simply intending to enjoy the now—and what was still ahead of them. Because this version of Anna was one that Liam knew he was falling in love with.

At long last, the two gorgeous women removed the last thing in the way of him and an irreplaceable view.

Victoria could untie her bikini top, though she chose not to. It kept her in solidarity with Anna, who needed to remove hers with an upward lift. Practically in tandem, both sets of breasts appeared before his eyes, bouncing attractively once the fabric being lifted could draw them up no higher.

Side-by-side, confronted by such a marvelous view, Liam knew he needed to grab a drink. He was quickly going to get dehydrated if he ended up staring at these perfect breasts, distinct yet assuredly comparably perfect, across from him.

Victoria’s breasts were larger, though not by all that much. Anna’s set was a little rounder, though not by all that much. Both women were appreciably divine, so far as Liam was concerned. And he concerned himself quite a bit with both women’s breasts, nowadays. Since the first night of this trip, especially.

The olive-skinned professor and her much fairer-skinned student allowed him to take in his fill. Both seemed more than pleased to accept his adoring attention. They also shared more than a few looks at one another, eyes wandering in a way that made Liam’s cock even stiffer than he thought it could become. They had him where they wanted, with any thoughts other than about how incredibly desirable they were getting minced like a pile of leaves flying into a jet turbine the moment they appeared.

The lust brimming within him really had only one question, though: What was next?

Guess, it’ll be me, he realized. And then Victoria will need to reveal the next part of the game.

Thankfully, once the voluptuous women sat back down, he didn’t lose sight of very much. They’d actually be the ones who had an issue with sightseeing, he realized.

“You two are so stunning,” Liam whispered, trembling from how strongly he desired them both. “Just completely perfect in every way.”

“Thank you,” Anna said, beaming. Her continuing ease and excitement with things remained a blessing.

“Do I get those as souvenirs, too?” Liam asked, nodding to the removed tops the women held lightly.

“You can come over and take them at the same time as you remove your trunks,” Victoria said.

“Is that now?”

Victoria slid her gaze over to her ally. “Is it, Anna?”

The younger woman nodded. “It is. Three points from me.”

“Three from me,” Victoria said.

Liam kept his swimming trunks on until he was directly between the two women. There was sort of enough space for him to come around behind them, then get in between their chairs. Both women glanced over their shoulders as he positioned himself in this meaningful spot.

“Shall I, or shall you?” he asked.

Without needing to confer for even a moment, both women extended a hand, hooked a few fingers into his trunks’ waistband, and began dragging them down. The process wasn’t quick, with his cock, stiff as it was, providing most of the resistance against the very thing it wanted to occur. But neither Anna nor Victoria stopped until they removed his trunks, forcing the bulging pillar beneath to bend downward and ultimately concede.

Their breasts had bounced. His cock, well, it more sprang to attention. Directly between the staring looks of two gorgeous women, it protruded pretty much straight ahead. Lusting women, too, based on the hunger he found in even Anna’s expression.

For right now, he focused on Victoria’s lustful stare. It was the look of a woman who knew she’d struck gold, and who didn’t plan to give it up any time soon. So, she had to share. And here was further proof that she clearly didn’t mind doing so. At certain times, in certain situations, she might even prefer it.

“You can do more than just stare,” Liam said after a few more seconds of letting the women practically drool over his cock.

“Not yet, we can’t,” Victoria said to Anna. “He’s trying to skip ahead. Men really have no patience once their cock is in front of our lips, do they?”

Anna blushed furiously, yet neither she nor Victoria stopped staring at his cock. In response, Liam experienced a second fiery ignition. With a hand on the back of each woman’s head, he could help guide them both just a little closer, where their lips could then each attend to a side of his throbbing erection. That image, an image of Anna and Victoria tracing their luscious mouths over his cock, made his cock twitch exuberantly.

“I don’t even get a compliment or two?” Liam asked, voice hoarse. “Do I get to say that women are never as complimentary as men, Victoria?”

She eyed him, but only for a second. “You have a very big cock, Liam, and I love it. Your stamina is also incredible.”

Despite himself, he blushed. Victoria smirked. Her directness was viciously potent.

“I do too,” Anna said, which drew his attention immediately. Her face was bright red, yet her stare was nearly as overwrought with desire as Victoria’s. “I love it.”

Head in the clouds, Liam poured all his good feelings into his next smile. Victoria let him float there for a few seconds, only pulling him down by flipping her bikini top in his direction. Instinctively, he caught it.

“Anna,” Victoria said.

Nodding, Anna handed hers over.

“Now, back to your side of the table,” Victoria said. “Anna and I need to discuss the next part of the game. No more clothes need to come off, I think. We’re all where we want to be.”

“Just you two?” Liam said. “Don’t I get a say?”

“No.”

“House rules without the dealer’s knowledge and consent? Kind of an unusual thing.”

“I’m sure we’ll have the latter soon enough,” Victoria said.

Liam rolled his eyes but knew he couldn’t deny it. Leaving behind his swimming trunks, which Victoria scooped up from the deck. She made sure he saw her kiss the waistband as he returned to his seat. Then, using it as a barrier between him and them, the two women leaned in close and began whispering.


Chapter Twenty-One

Three, Three, and Three

They ended up conferring behind his swimming trunks for a little longer than he would have liked. Sitting in exile on the other side of the short table, Liam laid out his prizes in a place where they would be visible but not in the way of the game. Once he’d done that, seeing that Anna and Victoria weren’t yet through, he decided to have that drink.

He also interrupted them long enough to see if either of his “foes” would also like something while he was indoors. Taking their orders, he ventured inside, grabbed cans, filled glasses, and ultimately brought out more than was probably needed. All because he wanted to eliminate any chances of a delay because someone needed a refill.

Anna and Victoria seemed to be through with their discussion when he returned outdoors. A cool wind bothered, well, all of him as he returned to the table. Setting everything in his arms down, everyone grabbed their preferred first drink.

“So, what have you two decided without me?”

“We’ll stick with three points being the requirement,” Anna said. “For all the possible… rewards that can be claimed.”

“Okay, interesting,” Liam said. It kept things simple enough, but it could lead to specific, less desirable rewards getting overlooked.

“For you, those rewards are as follows,” Victoria said. “Three points to come over and touch one of us, three points to have one of us touch ourselves, and three points to have one of us touch the other player.”

As she didn’t say anything more, Liam could only assume she was done explaining.

“Those are kind of underdeveloped as rewards, no? Touch how? Where? For how long?”

“It’ll be different every time, I’m sure,” Victoria said. “You’re too used to dealing with Avril, where every little detail needs to be ironclad, or she’ll exploit it with a loophole. For tonight, Anna and I are electing to keep things simple.”

Anna nodded in agreement.

I’ve made almost as many deals with you as Avril, Liam thought, though he kept it to himself.

“Okay, I’m down for that. What about the way you two can spend points, though?”

Victoria looked to Anna for a response.

“Three points to come over and touch you,” Anna said, managing to speak without even a tremble in her voice, “three points to make you touch the player who spent the points, and three points to make you touch the other player.”

“Okay,” Liam said, building a deck of ideas in his head at the same time as he began shuffling the physical one in his hands. “Consider me interested.”

“That wasn’t ever in question,” Victoria said coolly. “Oh, and in case you’ve forgotten, you’re currently at a single point, I’m at two, whereas Anna has three.”

Liam shrugged and began passing out cards. “Then I await your command, Miss Royce.”

Anna bit her lip, nodded, but didn’t stop him from delivering her the Queen of Spades. Victoria received far less, and Liam the same. Unfortunately for him, even though the nineteen he stayed on surpassed the seventeen Victoria chose to stay at, Anna’s total of twenty saw fit only to grant her a point.

And still, she didn’t spend them.

Patience is a virtue, Liam growled inwardly, and she is very virtuous.

She could stand to be a little less right now, though. It was just the three of them, warm because of their desire, their skin barely noticing the frequent breeze that attempted to cool them all down.

Finally, Liam found a streak of luck. He compiled three wins in a row, grinning wider after each successive bit of bad luck for his opponents.

“Still not cheating any,” he promised. “I’m also keeping things simple tonight.”

Victoria rolled her eyes but didn’t call him a liar. Now, she was the only one lacking enough points to claim a reward. However, that wouldn’t be the case for too much longer. And yet, even once both women had enough points to strike simultaneously, they stayed quiet. Stockpiling.

Interesting strategy, Liam thought. Were they going to wait until they had enough points to hit him with successive requests? He hadn’t even considered such a strategy; he’d been planning to spend six points, like he had the previous two times, the moment he had them in his grasp.

Their strategy caused him to reconsider. With enough points, could he claim multiple rewards from each one of them at once? They hadn’t specified that that was against the rules, bare as they were.

“Okay, I’ll do the same thing,” Liam said.

“Hmm?” Anna asked, doing a pretty bad job of acting innocent.

“You know,” he said. “Don’t pretend you don’t.”

Her mouth wavered toward a traitorous smile, and she looked away.

At thirteen points, Liam realized that something had to give—and it wouldn’t be Victoria or Anna. They were all loaded up on points after spending the past thirty minutes just playing Blackjack. This was not where Liam had thought the second act of their game would lead him.

But then, you have the power to change that whenever you want, idiot, a voice cried out in his head. So, do it!

Because of the sight sitting on the other side of the table, he lacked the requisite stubbornness to deny that voice any longer. He needed to spend some points. Maybe that would break the floodgate open, too. It was worth at least three of his points. Actually, six. He’d spend six.

“Okay, enough is enough,” he growled, earning an amused look from Victoria and a curious one—but not an innocent one—from Anna. She was just as much an accomplice in his suffering as Victoria.

“Would you like to spend some of your points, Liam?” Victoria asked.

“I would.”

Victoria gestured for him to continue.

“Three points, Victoria, for you to touch Anna. Three points, Anna, for you to touch Victoria.”

Neither shock nor embarrassment appeared on Anna’s face. Instead, a slight bit of awe scampered up onto her dazzling features. She looked immediately toward Victoria.

“You were right,” she said.

“There really wasn’t ever any doubt,” Victoria said. “It would have only been shocking if he’d picked something else before this.”

“Yeah, there wasn’t,” Liam said, catching on. “It’s not like she predicted some crazy event. She can be seen as a prophet when she guesses the winning lottery numbers.”

Victoria chuckled and laid two fingers on her temple, one eye closing. “Nope, nothing. I suppose I must be a charlatan.”

Liam rolled his eyes and folded his arms, waiting to see what spending nearly half of his points had earned him.

After a moment of looking at him, Anna and Victoria shifted their chairs enough to face each other better. They’d been sitting practically side by side since the game started, halving the table between dealer and players. Now, the former watched the latter prepare to touch one another. How much, for how long, or even where, he didn’t know.

He did sort of prefer Avril’s more solid way of setting up rewards and the like. Her fortunes were undoubtedly the most direct example of such a thing, though until he witnessed the starting temperature on the barometer, he wouldn’t complain about this arrangement. Maybe the two topless beauties would convince him their way had its merits.

“We don’t necessarily have to do it at the exact same time,” Victoria noted, meeting eyes with the younger woman. “So, would you like to start?”

Anna, a bit more tepid now than Liam had seen her since this started, still nodded without much delay. Scooting her chair a little closer to Victoria, then leaning forward, she raised her hands.

There was only one place they could go. Staring intently at the lurid moment, Liam watched as Anna set her soft hands upon a pair of breasts that were even larger than her own. Not quite as sensitive, but not so far off, either. He wondered if some specifics about that had occurred during their time conspiring together.

Slightly wide-eyed, yet also slightly entranced—so, the normal response when confronted with Victoria’s amazing breasts—Anna set her hands a little underneath, a little to the side. She cupped them, measuring their weight and feel, doing what Liam loved doing every single morning and night. Swallowing, Anna started doing a little more.

Her fingertips glided over Victoria’s supple skin, tracing how round and smooth her professor’s bust was. She didn’t blink, transfixed by what she was involved in.

Yet, it wasn’t her first time doing it. Avril had seen to that a few days before. And so, due to that and all the work Victoria had put in soothing her student’s nerves throughout the evening, Anna fondled Victoria’s tits for quite a long time. She looked almost diligent in her work, if the chance to touch Victoria’s breasts could ever be considered as work, like she wanted to rely on her sense of touch in mapping out the older woman’s breasts over her sight.

Yeah, I know that addiction plenty well, Liam thought, remembering how focused he’d become when he’d finally gotten a chance to do the same thing on the first night of their trip.

Anna glanced up at Victoria’s face a few times, always finding her wearing a contented, permissive smile. A few other times, she glanced toward him. Liam didn’t know quite what face he was making while watching the salacious act between student and professor, but Anna seemed pleased.

Eventually, Anna’s fingers began to move toward Victoria’s nipples. Like the rest of Victoria’s skin, her areolae and nipples were darker than her counterparts, which were fairer and pinker, respectively. And based on what Liam could tell from his not-so-distant spectator seat, Victoria’s nipples were already stiffening.

“I don’t know if you’re the same way,” Victoria said, drawing Anna’s attention toward her eyes, “but mine can take quite a beating—and I’ll still enjoy it a great deal.”

Anna blushed and skimmed her fingertips over Victoria’s areolae. “I’m not sure yet, at least fully. They’re so sensitive, so usually even a relatively light touch, so long as it’s consistent and focused, can… well, get me off. I know that’s rather atypical.”

Victoria smiled. “Seeing as that’s the goal, that’s very fortunate. With enough time, I can climax from light touching, too, though a bite here or a pinch and pull there definitely speeds things up for me. If I’m really aroused, some especially rough play can sort of supercharge me for a little while. I can start climaxing in quick succession when that happens. Of course, there’s a downside: I’ll be sore the next day or two, especially if my body isn’t used to that kind of roughness. But when my body is back to being used to it, it can make for some incredibly explosive experiences.”

Though she was looking at Anna as she spoke, Liam knew that these words were also for him. Potentially, for him to use in a very, very short amount of time from now.

Anna considered Victoria’s words thoughtfully. Her fingertips finally brushed the older woman’s nipples, too, and, swallowing, Anna began to provide a few pinches and pulls.

Victoria drew in a slow, languid breath, leaning in ever so slightly to the younger woman’s touch. Anna seemed almost shocked at this positive reaction, yet she, of all people, should know better. When Liam’s hands were on her body, she practically melted into his touch when he hit her weak points.

“I did say I was sensitive,” Victoria said, smiling. Also, her hands finally left her lap.

However, they didn’t go straight to Anna’s breasts, so Liam would need to wait a little longer before he got to witness that unforgettable event. Instead, Victoria grabbed Anna’s wrists, then pulled the younger woman just a little closer to her. Victoria’s breasts compressed beneath Anna’s hands, with the younger woman instinctively spreading her fingers out as they sank into the pillowy objects.

“You can give them a good once-over, if you like. I know I want to do so to yours. But it’ll be awkward with our hands and arms in the way if we try to do so at the same time.”

Anna blushed but nodded permissively. She began to work on Victoria’s breasts with a bit more force than before, minty green eyes luminous, like flames tinged green by some chemical in the air. Her breathing became a little less calm, and the same was probably true about her heartbeat. She became the second person on this desk to have fondled Victoria Moreno’s tits. And like her predecessor, she seemed to like it quite a lot.

It wasn’t long before Victoria set her hands on Anna’s body. Back to focusing on—in a wide-eyed, intrigued sort of way—Victoria’s level of sensitivity by playing around her areolae and nipples, Anna glanced down as her professor skimmed two fingers under Anna’s right breast.

“May I?” Victoria asked.

Anna nodded almost immediately. A little too hurriedly, in fact.

Staring at her student’s impressive bust, Victoria cupped a breast in her palm. Lifting it slightly, the omnipresent sharpness of her stare almost made it seem like she was looking for an imperfection to critique. But then, even if that had been what she was doing, there simply wasn’t an imperfection to be found.

Victoria tilted her eyes toward Liam for only a moment, letting him know that a part of her was doing this for his benefit. Then she brushed her thumb across Anna’s breast, like a windshield wiper removing the raindrops clouding visibility. From one side to the other, over Anna’s nipple, to one end, then back over—but then stopping and beginning to swirl around the younger woman’s areola. All this caused Anna, who’d also grown aroused during these past few lurid minutes, to intake sharply, stiffening in her seat.

“So, very sensitive,” Victoria remarked.

“Yes,” Anna said. “It’s… usually only a couple of minutes before I might start climaxing.”

“How long—or how many, perhaps I should say—until you’re worn down and sore?”

“I think we’ve hit around twenty-five during one night we spent together.” She glanced at Liam for confirmation.

“Twenty-six,” Liam said. “If we count the extra one in the shower afterward. We ended up kind of sweaty.”

“From just breast play?” Victoria asked, sounding impressed.

“Yes,” Anna said, trembling as Victoria’s other hand finally involved itself with her unattended breast. “Have you hit a number that high before?”

“Not just from breast play,” Victoria said, then she also glanced in his direction. “Though maybe I just wasn’t letting the right man set his hands all over me, and… I don’t think I’ve ever had someone really try to make me orgasm over and over like that—from just my breasts, at least. There’s usually something else going on—and it’s usually them wanting to start fucking me.”

“I see,” Anna said, swallowing. She pinched and pulled at Victoria’s nipples in perfect synchronization, and the older woman stiffened slightly. A reflexive hiss of pleasure, quiet but profound, escaped between her teeth.

Victoria eyed her, then leaned in. “Liam was right. You can be devious.”

Anna blushed brightly. “You liked it?”

Victoria’s forthcoming reply was so huskily whispered that it set Liam’s blood ablaze. He could only guess what it did to Anna, who was far closer to the paralyzing source of those sharp blue eyes.

“If you do it again, I’ll probably kiss you in front of someone who will very likely be in my classroom this fall. And what will he think of me, then?”

Anna’s jaw flexed, eyes widening. She pinched and pulled.

And was kissed.

The two women made out. The two women played with one another’s breasts. One of them ended up squirming in her seat, her incredibly sensitive breasts attacked by fingertips that showed no mercy. Anna’s eventual climax broke off the kiss, with her gasping, then moaning, then hissing through clenched teeth as Victoria expertly unwound her already feeble defenses. She nearly came out of her chair, falling into Victoria’s lap, which would probably have ended with her suffering one or two more orgasms before she was allowed to return to her territory.

Victoria didn’t go so far—yet. Slowing down as Anna’s euphoria subsided, she helped her retake her seat. She even grabbed the younger woman her drink.

“So sensitive,” Victoria said again, smiling.

“If you want to make a morning or night about finding out, we could,” Liam said, watching Anna as she recuperated through several long gulps of her drink. “Twenty-six, maybe it’s possible for you, too. I think I’ll be able to keep getting Anna higher.”

“Maybe,” Victoria said, eyes glinting as she answered both questions with a single word.

With both women having certainly touched one another, they’d more than fulfilled what Liam’s six combined points were worth. The conversation alone was worth the time spent on enabling it to happen.

And he had points still to spend. So did they.


Chapter Twenty-Two

Aggressive Negotiations

Strangely, both his “players” wanted to play a round before the next usage of any points. Just one round, and Liam won it, so it wasn’t all bad, but it was amusing. For Anna, at least, he could understand her wanting a little more time to reset and relax. It was hard to know how much of what had transpired a minute before had been discussed during their time whispering. At least some of it, Liam was sure.

So, it was possible that they’d discussed going that far, but it was also possible that Anna hadn’t been expecting that Victoria would make her climax so effortlessly. A few minutes, that was all it had taken. Maybe she was just realizing how quickly she could come undone for the first time, though if Anna had done the math based on their previous experiences, that wouldn’t have been too far off the norm. Sometimes, especially if he was hitting the exact right spots in the exact right way, he could bring that time even lower.

“So sensitive” was right.

After he reclaimed the cards, Liam set them aside and grabbed his drink, delaying his next round of shuffling. Amusement drew up one corner of Victoria’s mouth as he stalled things.

“I suppose I’d like to spend three of my points,” she said.

“Me too,” Anna said a moment later.

“On?” Liam asked.

The two women met eyes, with Victoria subtly nodding.

“We’ll come over and touch you.”

Perfect!

“Okay,” Liam said, trying to appear calm and relaxed. That goal would fail, of course; in a few seconds, both women, rounding opposite sides of the table, saw how stiff his cock still was.

Liam scooted his chair back, wanting to get up, but Victoria set her hand on his left shoulder.

“Stay sitting,” she said. “The rule is that we can come over and touch you. You’re not allowed to touch us. I’m sure you remember how that rule works.”

“I do,” Liam grumpily said.

Victoria spent a moment admiring his manhood, then tore her gaze away. Her younger partner, however, wasn’t there to meet her eyes. She was jumping right into things, more proactive now than she’d even been during their alone time on the beach.

Anna leaned in and kissed him, passion sizzling on her lips. Placing a hand upon his chest, she kissed him forcefully enough to pin him against the back of his chair. Held captive in the best way imaginable, Liam gladly let those luscious lips dictate things. It helped him soothe his hands, which he kept on his thighs, not daring to trust himself if he allowed them to go anywhere else. A pair of perfectly sensitive breasts was right there, practically begging for his touch, and the owner of the other amazing set was finally getting involved.

As his lips were already claimed, Liam sort of hoped to see the tall brunette lithely fall to her knees. He hadn’t gotten a blowjob from Professor Moreno just yet; she was the last among them. Tonight felt like a perfect time for her to rectify that.

At least for now, she wasn’t of a mind to do so. She bent forward, laying one hand—firm, as if she knew the struggle he was dealing with—on the back of his hand. Her lips were like a blowtorch to his upper arm. It grew scalding hot as she kissed it, making a dozen tiny leaps on her way to his shoulder.

Liam glanced through the ends of Anna’s dark hair as Victoria set her blazing hot lips on his shoulder blade. He found her staring right at him, lips curled with seductive intent. More kisses rained down on his shoulder, then his neck, and then Liam twisted his mouth away from Anna long enough to make out with the lusty professor.

In response, as Victoria had worked her way up, Anna worked her way down. Through their combination attack, they practically claimed every spot available on his neck, shoulders, arms, and chest. His lips tangled with both women, deeply, quickly, passionately. His tongue apparently didn’t count as touching, as he didn’t get any pushback from Victoria when he thrust it inside her mouth. That kiss lasted until they both ran out of breath and had to pull away from each other.

Unfortunately, Anna also noticed what Victoria had done to one of his hands. She soon decided to do the same to the one on her side of him. Was he so untrustworthy in their eyes that he needed shackles to keep him from misbehaving?

Together, the women worked along his neck, where the hickeys from this afternoon still mottled his skin. Down to his chest, with Victoria lightly biting one of his nipples. It almost seemed like they’d go lower, only for them to stop around midway down his torso.

Fuck, come on, Liam thought.

Victoria was the first to pull away fully. Her lips were first, then the hand lightly massaging his jawline, and then, finally, the hand pinning his down. A few seconds later, Anna did the same.

He scowled at them both. Also—

“I’m spending six points,” Liam growled. “Now, stay here so I can touch you both.”

Victoria and Anna shared a look. It wasn’t against the rules. If he’d been a little more on the ball earlier, he’d have realized that he could have probably spent those points while they were all over him, which would have forced them to stop imprisoning his hands. Well, better late than never.

“I suppose he can,” Victoria said, shrugging. “You’ll be down to just two points after this, though.”

“I know,” he growled, then grabbed both women.

He pulled them to sit on his thighs, letting them work out how to situate their legs so they wouldn't bump each other. Hands on their waists, he kept pulling them until both their bodies pressed into his chest. Victoria smirked, knowing this wouldn’t be very comfortable for any of them for long, but she also twisted her upper body, pushing her breasts into him. After getting a little more situated, Anna did the same.

“Well, now what?” Victoria asked, piercing him with a stare sparkling with amusement.

He shut her up with a kiss. The angle wasn’t super good for it, and his neck complained about how far he tilted it, but Liam didn’t care. He kissed the most voluptuous woman he knew, imbuing the act with his desire, his intentions for her, and his impatience.

“Fine,” Victoria whispered huskily, nibbling on his lower lip for a few seconds. “Three points, Liam, so I can touch you.”

He nodded stiffly, glad that she understood, and then Victoria moved one of her soft hands to the burning pillar of heat between his legs. Much of his tension finally evaporated, relief and expectancy crowding in as replacements. Victoria moved her hand slowly, and she kept her grip gentle. She didn’t want him to start cumming too quickly, maybe not at all. Not until his cock was buried somewhere else.

Anna glanced down in time to see her professor begin to jerk him off—for the second time that day. The younger woman swallowed and watched with obvious interest.

Well, then get involved, Liam thought impatiently.

Skimming his hand up her side, he cupped her breast. “I’ll play with you if you play with me,” he whispered into her ear.

She swallowed again. “Three points—for the same thing Victoria spent hers on.”

Anna’s hand joined Victoria’s, with the latter making room for Anna to decide where she wanted to focus her efforts. Anna went lower, surrounding his cock with her warm hand. So, Victoria focused on his glans and the tip of his cock, spreading the enormous amounts of precum that emerged from it.

Liam spent a moment with his eyes shut. With both women moving their hands, he let himself submerge into the bliss that was beginning to build within him. It’d been building within him all day, from the moment that the voluptuous pair had won the tennis match. After watching them play with each other just a few minutes ago, and now this, his night had blended into sheer perfection.

When he opened his eyes, watching them stroke him off so slowly, so intimately, he went after both their breasts. They were still primed and sensitive from what they’d done to one another, so the work was practically already done. It was less that Liam was sitting down before a blank canvas to paint a work of art, and more like he could slide in at the final hour, dab a few finishing details on, and smile for the cameras, acting like he’d done just as much work as the true painter.

Both women breathed in sharply, especially Anna, as he pinched their nipples between his thumbs and forefingers. He knew Anna’s preferences exactly, and with her already being the more sensitive of the two beautiful women, she quickly melted into his touch. He knew when to add some pressure, when to roll her pert nipple a little more quickly, when to trace his nail over her areola.

For Victoria, he was still figuring out the best way to make her come undone. But like Anna had been earlier, he’d been diligent whenever he got a chance to learn a lesson or two about the incredibly curvaceous professor.

He pulled her nipple out a little harder and a little farther than he did Anna’s. That stretching motion earned a tremble from the gorgeous woman, who turned her eyes away from his cock. Running her severe stare right through him, she didn’t blink as he added more force to his next pinch.

More, her eyes seemed to demand.

He thrust his mouth back to hers, rolling her nipple as roughly as Tess sometimes liked. With her free hand, Victoria gripped his arm for stability. Her trembling expanded, both in frequency and strength.

Liam worked her breast, felt her hand speed up on his cock, a reward that ramped up as he ramped up. The older woman flexed her jaw, shut her eyes, and imbibed the pleasure he sent lancing through her voluptuous figure.

She actually climaxed first. Knowing how sensitive Anna was, it almost seemed impossible. Yet, Victoria’s grip on his arm—thankfully, just that one—continuously tightened as he sent her racing toward her knee-wobbling zenith. She leaned into him, gasping and moaning as the pleasure poured through her. Anna wasn’t very far behind, and she was even louder than Victoria when Liam’s efforts made her orgasm.

Gratitude, an unusual sight, shimmered within Victoria’s pale blue eyes as she opened them. Smiling, she pulled his head down to kiss him.

“I don’t want to make you cum like this,” she whispered. “I want you to do what you said you’d do. Run yourself dry fucking my tits. Anna’s too, if she lets it happen.”

She hadn’t stopped jerking him off, which meant the choice was his. If he didn’t want to wait, she’d give him this stopgap between now and then. Her gift to him.

Liam didn’t want to wait. But he also wanted what she was offering.

Usually, life was about compromise.

Tonight, Liam made it about getting everything he wanted at precisely the time he wanted it. Which was right now.

“Stop,” he said to Victoria.

Looking approvingly at him, she removed her hand from his cock. It remained throbbingly erect, keeping every part of him alert and energized. A wait would have ended in an almost unbearable ache in his balls.

Anna, coming back to herself after her orgasm, did the same. Both women started getting up, and Liam let them.

However, he also stood, which caught both women off guard.

“I’m ready for bed,” he said, grabbing them both by the wrists and hauling all three of them indoors.


Chapter Twenty-Three

Spent

Slightly slower on the uptake than she typically was, Anna glanced back at the table, cards, drinks, and clothing left sitting on it, as Liam pulled her away. Victoria, on the other hand, chuckled, aware of the choice that Liam had made. She didn’t dig in her heels or resist. That was good enough for him.

“What about the game?” Anna asked, sounding almost disappointed.

“We did both have quite a few points left, Liam,” Victoria pointed out.

“You can still have that many left the next time we play,” Liam said. “They roll over, or whatever.”

“His patience for ‘games’ has run itself dry,” Victoria said to Anna. “He really wants to start cumming.”

“If he hadn’t told us to stop, I wasn’t going to stop,” Anna said, eyebrows knitting together in confusion.

Liam reached the sliding doors. Letting go of their wrists, Liam grabbed and sent the doors sliding out of his way, gliding smoothly on their rollers.

“He wants us to make him cum in another way, and the rules are now getting in the way of that. Or so he believes.”

“He believes correctly,” Liam said, turning around, facing Victoria, and then scooping her off her feet.

He carried the buxom woman only a few steps, but it still felt meaningful to him. So did dumping her back-first onto their bed.

Victoria bounced on the bed, hair spraying out around her face. Her lips curled as he climbed onto the bed.

“Let me scoot up a little higher,” she said.

He nodded, and they both moved higher up the bed. Victoria made herself comfortable, head on her pillow, staring up at the lust-charged young man who wanted to pour his cum all over her body.

“Go ahead,” she said.

Liam straddled her stomach, cock pulsing with a full-bodied urgency as he positioned it between a pair of tits that it needed to fuck—and then keep fucking. For weeks, months, and years to come.

Clearly knowing what she was doing, Victoria arched her back slightly, setting things up so that he’d have a better angle to begin his thrusting. However, this final time, he held off slightly.

“Coming, Anna?” he asked, glancing over his shoulder at the younger woman. He found her where he expected her to be, lingering in the doorway as he had on the first day of the trip. Maybe she wasn’t used to seeing him dial up his ravenousness so much. He usually stayed a little more tender and patient around her.

She started. “Oh, um, yes!” She took a step forward but then halted. “Should… I shut the doors?”

“Up to you. It won’t change anything about what I’m planning to do to you two.”

Anna blushed, bit her lip, and slid the doors most of the way shut. There was still enough of a gap for the fresh air gliding in with the waves to infiltrate the bedroom. After that, she approached from an angle, like a wide-eyed and curious forest animal coming upon something unusual sitting near its home.

Liam refocused on Victoria, who had already begun pushing her breasts in with her hands. The voluptuous professor stared right at him.

“I’m ready to see what you have to offer.”

“I’m going to make such a mess of you,” he promised.

Victoria’s eyes gleamed. “I look forward to grading your efforts.”

This would be far different from how things had gone during their shower a few days back. With her beneath him, he was in complete control. Any pleasure he wrung from her heavenly breasts would require his action, his momentum. He probably should—

An idea sprang into his head.

“Let go of your breasts for a minute.”

Victoria raised an eyebrow but obeyed. As she did so, unsmothering his throbbing manhood, he regained sight of it. Her breasts really were so fucking amazing, capable of burying his cock between them. But for now, he focused on one last bit of foreplay.

“Anna, will you come give me some of your saliva? It’ll help a lot.”

Anna had made her way to the bed but hadn’t yet climbed onto it. She seemed wary, as if she were unsure if this was a sight she should be around to witness. Well, Liam wanted her to get involved with this intimate moment, not just be a spectator.

Victoria side-eyed him, but she too looked at Anna. The younger woman hesitated for only a moment, proving how far she’d come since their conversation about him and Victoria aboard the plane. She’d become aware of his intentions back then. Now, she was ready to aid them.

Climbing onto the bed, she crawled over to them. Her eyes were wide as she looked at his cock and Victoria’s breasts. They flicked up to meet his lurid gaze, and then she swallowed. No, actually, she didn’t swallow. She started gathering saliva in her mouth.

Brushing back her hair, she crawled closer. Maneuvering herself into position, with expert aim, Annabelle Royce drizzled a length of her spit along the top of his cock, all while it stayed nicely situated between her professor’s large breasts. One length wasn’t enough, however, and Liam tilted his body at an angle, presenting a little more of the right side of his cock. Without complaint, Anna added a second. A third, on the other side, finished things off.

“Thank you, Anna,” Liam said.

She looked up, eyes hazy with lust. Her pulse thudded in her throat, and Liam almost felt as if he could hear it in the silence of the room. She came up to him, wanting something back for her work. At the same time, Victoria clamped her breasts around his cock. Liam kissed Anna at the same time as he began fucking her professor’s perfect tits.

With Anna’s aid, Liam relished both experiences. His kiss with Anna, who was showing off such a desirable side of herself tonight, was the shorter of them, but that was mostly because she wanted to watch. As their lips parted, Anna’s eyes glowing like starlight, she turned her attention toward what he was doing to Victoria’s breasts.

Liam broke most of his usual rules. He didn’t start slow, didn’t start soft. He wasn’t interested in building up gradually, finding that right rhythm, and then letting it carry him on the tide to his jaw-clenching release.

He wanted to fuck Victoria’s breasts, and he wanted to make a damn mess of her in the process.

So, he wasn’t slow, he wasn’t soft, and he didn’t think twice.

He put his thighs and his core to work. His cock thrust rapidly between the softest cushion they could find, even in a luxury resort like this one. Anna’s saliva helped, mixing with the precum oozing out of his cock, staining the interior of Victoria’s large breasts. Smiling at his almost frenzied rush, Victoria kept her breasts snug against the throbbing rod penetrating the valley between them.

“God,” Liam groaned, finding every thrust another weight on his mind. His resistance broke away at the edges like flakes of old paint coming off in the sun. A chain reaction started, with more flakes tearing away, faster, faster, faster. He’d been so damn aroused for the whole night, and he was ready to start cumming almost right out of the gate.

“A mess,” Victoria reminded him. “That’s what you promised.”

“It’s what you’ll get,” he said. “I won’t stop afterward, either. I’m going to make good on my promise.”

“Don’t think I’ll let you.”

Victoria smiled, rubbing her breasts up and down, sending more pleasure into an already pleasure-filled length of him. She was doing so much for him, and he repaid the favor a few seconds later.

Liam attacked her nipples. Victoria’s eyes widened, and she arched even farther into him. Pinching both nipples, he quickly restored their stiffness by rolling them between his thumbs and forefingers.

“You can cum too,” Liam said. “A few times, at least. You’re welcome.”

One side of Victoria’s mouth curved upward. “We’ll see.”

Even before he came all over her face, throat, and tits, Liam already started to make a mess of Victoria. Strands of hair began escaping from the rest, and small stains of saliva and precum blotted her collarbone, left behind when he dragged his cock back after each powerful thrust. She started writhing a bit too, breathing unevenly as the pleasure surging through her nipples mounted.

He drove his cock through her tits before her climax, during it, and after it. Moans heightening, eyelashes fluttering, Victoria shuddered and received the gift pouring into her body through his fingertips. If anything, it proved just how horny she’d been all night, too. She was pleased to receive his touch, pleased about all of this. Tonight, earlier today, the entire trip. Liam saw it in her shivers, heard it in her lively moans. He could practically absorb it from the contact through their bodies.

“You’re next,” Victoria whispered, eyes shut. They opened, showing a thawed tundra, transfixing him. “Cum, Liam. All over me. Cum.”

He brought himself to that point, cock pumping through the tight gap between Victoria’s tits. The final few bits of paint flaked away, leaving him bare and defenseless to the sunlight.

He was midway through one such thrust, rushing to get his cock back out and splatter his seed all over Victoria’s face, when he broke. Confined, the gap through narrow, and with the aim of his thrust a little off, Liam’s first ejaculation didn’t escape Victoria’s tits. Forceful as it was, slamming so much pleasure into him that the moan clogged in his throat, it painted the inside of Victoria’s tits white. A river in the valley formed, and the underside of his cock slid over it, allowing the tip to breathe fresh air.

The next few spurts made a mess of Victoria’s beautiful face. White splattered against olive skin, leaving trails on her throat, lips, and cheek. Victoria shut her eyes a split second before his cum impacted her left eyelid. The pleasure sizzling through Liam distorted his vision, so he didn’t quite see where the rest of his cum landed, but he felt each thudding pulse and twitch of his cock as it happened.

He bowed forward, momentarily weak, only for a pair of forgotten hands to catch his arm. Anna kept him upright, and Liam smiled gratefully at her. Leaning over, he kissed her too. If she let him, he’d do the same thing to her soon.

After several deep inhales, Liam’s vision corrected itself. Still mounting Victoria, he looked down at his work.

She looked like a completely depraved mess. Cum covered her throat and face, and she’d only opened a single eye. With her fingertips, she was clearing up the cum on the other, and when she smiled, her tongue collected some of the white splatter sitting on her lips. That wasn’t even to speak of the cum oozing out from between her tits, which his cock still sat in. It felt molten hot.

“None in the hair—this time,” Victoria purred.

“Well, I’m not done with you yet,” Liam said.

He started again.

Victoria grinned salaciously. Her eyes flicked toward Anna. “I’m sorry, Anna. I promise to make him share after this next round.”

“That’s… all right,” Anna said, swallowing. She looked almost as hazy of the mind as Liam and Victoria had ended up during their respective climaxes. Not upset or uncomfortable, though, which her following words confirmed. “I can wait a little longer.”

Liam’s cock didn’t need long to stiffen back up; it’d only grown a little flaccid in the brief stint of downtime he’d allowed it. With all the pleasant sensations surrounding it, even if slightly muted during the next few minutes, he was back in operation soon enough.

“God, the power of youth,” Victoria commented, noticing the rapid act of regrowth happening between her cum-soaked tits.

His second time cumming wasn’t as fierce or explosive, but he did have a little more control over when it happened. This time, he made sure his cock had cleared the pillowy confines of Victoria’s breasts—and he also gave her a little more warning.

Lifting her face and shutting her eyes, Victoria made sure he set even more proof of her debaucherous desires on her gorgeous face—and kept it off her pillow. So far, for how messy she was, the bed hadn’t ended up suffering a similar fate.

Liam dragged large amounts of oxygen into his lungs after cumming a second time. Once Victoria felt the final spray of cum land on her chin, she opened her eyes. More white, less olive skin. She was careful to keep the drippage from escaping her skin, carrying it down to her collarbone and breasts with her fingers.

“Is Anna due a turn, now?” she asked, smiling.

They both turned their focus toward the younger woman, who’d watched with undisputable interest—she still looked a little mesmerized—as Liam fucked Victoria’s tits a second time.

Anna’s face turned bright red, yet she nodded.

“If you still have the stamina for it,” she said, voice barely audible.

“A drink will help, but then, yeah. For you, absolutely.”

“Time enough for you to snap a picture or two,” Victoria said.

Liam breathed in quickly, rotating his eyes back to her—to the mess of a woman lying on her back beneath him.

“Can I?”

“Why not? It’ll hardly sound true if I pretend to dislike having my picture taken; you’ve seen how… extensive my photo albums are. That part of me hasn’t changed all that much.”

God, this woman is amazing, Liam thought, shivering with delight.

“I can get it,” Anna said. “Is your phone outside?”

“Yeah, in a pocket in my trunks.”

Rising from the bed, Anna slipped through the crack she’d left in their doors. Out there, she could get his phone and something for him to drink.

“You’re so fucking awesome, Victoria,” Liam said, staring down at her.

She smiled and began to work her breasts a little. It wasn’t enough to fully revive his member’s hardness, but it started the process.

“I’ll just have you to myself one of these days,” she said. “And then, four, five—as many as you can give me.”

Liam grinned. “Is that going to be before or after I spend an entire day worshipping your breasts?”

“One can lead to the other, perhaps,” Victoria purred seductively, pulse quickening.

Anna returned, and Liam first took the drink she offered. He downed the whole glass, greatly appreciating the cool liquid flowing into his system. He was dotted with sweat, and his core felt like he’d gone through an entire workout at the gym.

Next, he immortalized the depraved activities he’d committed between Victoria Moreno’s breasts. Thumb trembling after he snapped the last picture, he stared at the screen with a lopsided smile. He made a new album, one specifically for these types of pictures. He wanted to fill it up very soon.

When Anna was ready, she imitated Victoria. At the older woman’s suggestion, Liam hadn’t cleaned up his cock. So, he brought evidence of his earlier enjoyment to the younger woman’s breasts as he swapped one beauty for another.

Settling down on top of her in the same way he’d done to Victoria, Liam fitted his cock between Anna’s breasts. Having made no efforts to clean herself up just yet, Victoria sat up, sitting cross-legged, and in no position to lecture anyone about anything—except this very specific thing.

“Up, lift your back a little,” she said, using the hand she hadn’t used to swipe up his cum to slip it beneath her back and help guide her to the right place. “In this position, it’ll be a little nicer for Liam if he can thrust at a slightly downward angle, like he was doing to me. He’ll get to feel more of your breasts with each thrust.”

It didn’t take long for Anna to adjust as needed. Pushing her breasts together with her forearms rather than her hands, she looked up at him. Her eyes contained a few specks of nervousness, but they cleared away, kept out by a sift, as Liam asked her if she was ready.

“I am,” she whispered.

For her, Liam went more slowly. He saw Victoria open her mouth to speak, only for her to shut it after he didn’t begin fucking Anna’s breasts with the same intensity that he’d used on her. She nodded approvingly and let the younger pair stay in their shared moment.

Liam pushed his hips forward gently, feeling every inch his cock passed by. Anna’s breasts were like silk mounds, and cool because of her time outside. His cock had also cooled down a little bit, spending a few minutes without the friction and lust of his licentious actions.

Finishing his thrust, his cock approached Anna’s chin. She lifted her head enough to stare at his manhood. Unprompted, she leaned forward enough to kiss its tip. Liam shivered.

He built up his rhythm. His cock left sparse trails of cum between her breasts, acting like the vanguard. He still had more in him, though it’d take him a little while before his next climax. It was something of a blessing and a curse, this short-term loss of sensitivity after cumming. It dampened the actual pleasure for a short time, especially in situations like this one, where one round was followed immediately by another, but it let him go longer every subsequent round. In this particular romantic situation, especially since that lowered sensitivity usually only lasted a handful of minutes, he supposed it was more of an advantage than a disadvantage.

Those minutes soon passed, and Liam began to feel more and more aroused. Like with Victoria, he began focusing on evening up the scales, attending to Anna’s breasts. She clenched her jaw and twisted under him, breathy moans all the motivation he needed.

“May I get a little involved, Anna?” Victoria asked. Finally, she’d cleaned up her face, which Liam had missed seeing. Most of the cum on her face, neck, and breasts had vanished, and Liam knew of only one way in which she could have completed such a magician’s trick.

“Yes,” the younger woman whispered.

Knocking away Liam’s hand, Victoria bent forward and put her lips to Anna’s right breast. Her tongue swirled around the younger woman’s pink nipple, eliciting a new set of moans. Liam made a face at Victoria, ended up being promptly ignored, and so refocused on the breast left to him. A short while later, his available hand began palming one of Victoria’s breasts. That earned him a look, but nothing else.

A few minutes later, following a series of nibbling bites from Victoria, Anna jerked and reached her climax. Her legs twisted behind Liam, knees coming together, and she shut her eyes tight.

“I’ve never gotten… involved with another woman who could cum from breast play,” Victoria said. Based on the cool glint in her eyes, she was glad that was no longer the case.

“Exactly how many women have you ‘gotten’ involved with, Professor?” Liam asked.

“Fantasize and guess,” Victoria said, then returned to titillating Anna.

He’d do the former later, and the latter didn’t really mean much to him. Avril, Anna, and Tess were the only three women he needed Victoria to stay involved with.

Eventually, Victoria withdrew her mouth from Anna’s breast. She left it slathered in saliva and some of the cum that had dripped off her face. She’d orgasmed two more times, but now Liam wanted to start upping his pace. And with that permitted, Liam built toward the night’s final euphoric visit to the mountaintop.

The air was never cleaner than there, the sunlight never warmer than there. Liam indulged in every ounce of blissfulness that unfurled within him. Anna’s breasts, warm enough now, smushed against his cock, were as heavenly as her predecessor’s. She worked her breasts like Victoria suggested, layering additional bits of pleasure into the act.

It was already more than enough to make him explode. First Victoria, now Anna. Reaching the last possible second that he could hold out, his cock trembling with excitement for this next release, he finished his thrust, then completed his goal for tonight.

He fucked both women’s breasts. And left proof of it on their bodies.

While he came down from his high, body swaying like a tower of jelly, Victoria returned to her back, then shimmied into position beside Anna. She leaned over and whispered something unintelligible into the younger woman’s ears. Anna, face touched but not quite as covered in his cum, blushed.

“If you want, you can take a picture of me too,” she said.

“And then one or two of us both,” Victoria said, then grew slightly stern. “Keep that one locked away safely, Liam.”

He nodded dumbly, then reached for his phone. His first few pictures were terrible, and he shook away the fugue state clouding his attentiveness. This was one more amazing gift for the evening. Like all the others, he made sure to do it right.

He came into possession of images that no man on Earth could have resisted. And no man on Earth but him would ever get to see them.


Chapter Twenty-Four

Closing Performance

A shower was needed, yet the shower Liam wanted to visit was closed off to him. Once he finished taking his pictures, he lauded the women who’d made him so, so unbelievably happy this night. They happily basked in his love for a time, ending only once Anna mentioned showering. Victoria, eyeing Liam’s exhausted cock, had agreed that now was a good time to take one.

“No, you have to stay indoors,” Victoria said, stopping him from walking out onto the deck with them.

He furrowed his brow. “That is absolutely not happening.”

“It is,” Victoria, professor, said, growing more commanding, more like the self she presented to the world. “If you want to be between us when we sleep afterward, you’ll do as I say.”

He listened. He complained, but he listened. Entering a shower he hadn’t used since… well, since he’d fucked Tess in it, he turned on the water and let his fatigued muscles accept the bounty of warmth tumbling onto his head. Eyes shut, head directly under the downpour, he marveled at the evening he’d experienced.

Technically, he hadn’t gone until he was completely drained; four times in a day wasn’t his limit, even if three of those times happened in rapid succession. Indeed, he felt some of his strength and libido coming back as he lathered himself with body wash. Rather than focus on that, he turned his mind toward a different problem.

Was tomorrow Victoria’s birthday? He still had so little to go on. Was Avril lying about why they couldn’t visit Yawini Island tomorrow? The ideal birthday gift to Victoria would undoubtedly be a day spent with friends—more than friends, now—on an isolated island, so if the final day was her birthday, then everything had worked out. Avril usually got things to work out. So, then maybe it was more likely that the seventh day was Victoria’s birthday.

Liam liked that logic. He liked it a lot. He liked it enough that as he dried off, he chose to trust that Victoria’s birthday wasn’t exactly thirty-seven minutes away. He wouldn’t end up wincing painfully as someone else wished her a happy birthday before he did. And therefore, he wouldn’t miss out on a chance to fuck her before they headed home.

He was in bed a few minutes before Anna and Victoria. Their shower had gone on so long, he’d even gone out and collected everything left on the deck. With nothing left to do but wait, he’d plumped his pillow, slipped under the sheets, and began admiring the newly acquired photos on his phone. That, of course, didn’t help him keep his rising libido docile.

Anna and Victoria returned, though they stopped off in the bathroom long enough to grab some unique-looking towels, which he’d seen before in Tess’s bathroom—and obviously, he’d seen Victoria wear them several times on this trip. Wearing them on their heads like turbans, the women wore nothing else as they appeared in the doorway.

“All ready for bed, I see,” Victoria said.

“Just waiting for the most beautiful daughters of the sultan to come join me,” he said.

Victoria rolled her eyes, but Anna smiled at least.

They didn’t need much longer before their hair was dry enough to remove those towels, then slip in beside him. Anna was first, and Liam eagerly drew her into his arms. She came to him with a brilliant smile, completely unbothered that Victoria was watching as they made out. Anna’s fingertips traced his skin, rushed through his hair. He absorbed her warmth, hands roaming across her skin. She was as smooth, soft, and warm as silk sitting under a sunbeam.

He and Anna shared smiles as their lips separated. Their giddiness melded, then multiplied. There was joy, there was desire, and, perhaps most importantly, there was comfort. Between them, allowing them to show their affection toward one another so easily, even with Victoria there. It wasn’t just a one-time spike, driven by Victoria’s earlier cleverness. A lock felt undone, dropped to the ground, discarded by those who kept on walking.

Because of that, they kept kissing one another, holding one another, and whispering sweet nothings to one another, even as Victoria finally climbed into bed. The only reason they stopped was so Liam could rotate a hundred and eighty degrees, stare lovingly at the other voluptuous woman in bed, and then repeat the process with her.

“Still so energetic,” Victoria whispered, craning her neck to let him access it.

“Exactly what you want,” Liam replied, kneading one of her breasts at the same time as he made his mark on her throat.

“You only have a few ideas of what I want,” Victoria said, running her hand down his upper arm. “Just you wait.”

Liam shivered with delight. A short while later, he was ideally placed between two of the most beautiful women on planet Earth. Anna seemed less interested in cuddling with Sammy than with him. Kissing both women, holding both women, he struggled to wind down and prepare for sleep, but the unparalleled joy rushing through him was easily preferable.

“Anna,” Victoria said, lifting her head enough to peer over his body and view the younger woman.

Anna did the same, connecting eyes with her professor. “Yes?”

“Any final thoughts for the day?”

Liam’s ears perked up, though mostly because he was wise to their showmanship. He knew, without a shadow of a doubt, that this conversation was a repeat. Out in the shower, he was sure Victoria had checked with Anna and asked how she felt after the experiences they’d just shared. So, that made this second check-in a performance—and he was the only one in the audience.

“It was a lot of fun,” Anna said, eyes flickering toward his face. “I’m glad this was the reward you came up with.”

“I’m glad you two won,” Liam said honestly, wrapping his arms around their waists. They snuggled against him, pinning their perfect breasts against his sides. “Tonight was perfect.”

“Two more days to go,” Victoria said, kissing his skin. Anna imitated that, too, and both women worked their lips across his chest. “Including the day you’ll be alone with all four of us on Yawini Island.”

“I have some ideas for that day too,” Liam admitted. “Especially if it ends up being your birthday.”

Victoria’s eyes glinted. “Is that the day you’re deciding it will be?”

He nodded. “I’m hoping I’m right.”

“So am I,” Victoria said, still refusing to give him anything to work with. Still, he could forgive her, for a moment later, he received one final stunning gift to close out his night.

She and Anna kissed nearly the same spot on his chest, and then, eyes connecting, brought their lips together. Making out, their bodies pinned against him, they threaded their fingers with his beneath the cover.

And once they were done, he spent far, far longer kissing them both.


Chapter Twenty-Five

Penultimate

Liam awoke and started his day right: by kissing two stunningly beautiful women, both of whom were equally glad to begin their days in the same way. Heaping on the good news, Anna looked completely refreshed, having overcome her sleep troubles. Apparently, she just needed to be thoroughly worked over, and all was well. Well, Liam was happy to volunteer his efforts and help her get a good night’s sleep as often as possible.

“Shall we order something for breakfast?” Victoria asked, lithe body escaping the covers after Liam finally unhooked his arm from around her waist. She was light on her step, aware of how his eyes trailed after her.

“That’s a good idea,” Anna said, stretching her arms above her head. She smiled and happily stayed in bed, cuddling with him.

Victoria disappeared into the bathroom, though they could still hear her as she made further suggestions. “Something carb-heavy, perhaps, to compensate for all the energy we spent last night.”

“A good idea,” Liam said, eyeing Anna’s breasts. Was it just him, or had she intentionally shimmied out of the covers enough to reveal them?

Victoria came back to find Anna receiving an explosion of bliss through her breasts. The older woman, toothbrush in motion, rolled her eyes. Of course, she still swapped places with Anna a few minutes later.

That was how Avril found them. Anna was away, brushing her teeth, while Liam and Victoria were in bed, above the covers, with the older woman breathing heavily as Liam sucked on one of her nipples.

“Well, look who’s starting their birthday off right,” Avril said, grinning and throwing herself beside the two of them.

Liam froze, feeling as though an anvil had dropped into his stomach. Victoria rubbed his hair as she diverted her pale gaze toward the redhead.

“Thank you, Avril,” she then said.

Liam’s sunny mood evaporated, and an ice age took over. In that bizarrely human way, for all the good that had come about during this trip, all the unforgettable moments, all the progress, it all vanished in the face of this one failure. He must have looked shellshocked, for Victoria raised an eyebrow at him.

“Can I get in on this?” Avril asked, running a fingertip around Victoria’s unclaimed nipple.

“On my birthday, perhaps,” Victoria said, allowing Avril to make a few circuits with her finger. “So, you can ask again tomorrow.”

Oh, thank fucking God, Liam thought, lurching into a third emotion: annoyance. One he distributed equally between the pair of viciously cruel women.

“That’s fucking awful,” he glowered. “You did not need to play along.”

“I barely played along,” Victoria said.

“Enough to make my heart nearly break in two,” he said.

“I’m sure I’ll manage to make you forgive me.”

“Maybe.”

She pulled back from him, allowing her to hit him with the driest stare he’d ever seen. “I’m sure you’ll soon forgive me,” she repeated.

Something stopped him from replying. A second anvil fell. This one hit him on the head, and it broke apart his annoyance.

He’d won. That realization drew a gasp from him. A dewdrop of understanding collected on a blade of grass, bending down its tips. When its weight finally proved too much, it bent, releasing the droplet, which now splashed on Liam’s forehead. After its impact, after the shock wore off, he grew giddy.

There were no more days left to guess. It wasn’t today, so it must be tomorrow, the trip's final day. He literally couldn’t be wrong about it. And if he couldn’t be wrong, he couldn’t miss out on the promised reward.

Victoria’s long drought was going to end. He was going to be the one who ended it.

“I guess I will,” Liam said, swallowing. “But I can still be mad at you right now.”

Victoria rolled her eyes and pushed his mouth back onto her breast. That helped. So did having Avril around to watch. More normality, more comfort. Tomorrow was Victoria’s birthday. It was also the day the five of them would gather on Yawini Island, spending an isolated day in an isolated paradise. What bliss awaited?

Liam could barely wait, but licking Victoria’s breast helped a little. A lot, actually. He playfully pushed Avril away, then rotated himself on top of Victoria. Holding both her breasts, he soon had her trembling beneath him.

But Avril Knight wasn’t one to solely play spectator, especially after what he and Victoria had said to her yesterday.

Maneuvering around on the bed, Avril ended up kneeling above Victoria’s head. Emerald eyes stared down at pale blue ones.

“Might I fulfill my fortune?” she asked—and Liam was pretty sure she was asking Victoria, not him.

Victoria stared up at her for a moment. They still hadn’t had those talks she’d said the two needed to have. But if there was ever a time to catch Victoria in a good mood, now was it. She exhaled, caressing Liam’s cheek in a way that drew his eyes up.

“Very well.”

Imitating Peter Parker and Mary Jane, Avril came down and kissed the woman who’d nearly become her in-law. It was one of the few things that could have distracted him from Victoria’s breasts. Without a complaint in mind, he happily watched.

Avril trembled with a passion that she’d been holding onto for years. Eyes shut, smiling through the kiss, she worked her lips. Setting her hands to either side of Victoria’s face, the younger woman explored every part of the kiss with a rare sort of hesitance. It was as if she couldn’t believe that it was finally happening.

Their mouths moved, working in tandem, probably as full of emotion as such a kiss could be. Victoria shut her eyes too, but before that happened, Liam could see the shimmer of all their shared history in them. But she let go of that, at least for now, and focused on passion.

Surprisingly, Avril didn’t escalate things. She kissed Victoria for a long while, mesmerized by the experience, but then she let it end. Drawing back, her eyes slowly opened, brimming with love and desire.

Victoria did the same thing, and it seemed to Liam that a similar suite of emotions, if perhaps slightly more complicated, also shone in hers.

“Thank you,” Avril said, touching her lips with two fingers. She traced them, as if wanting to be sure that what had happened was real.

Victoria reached up and grabbed Avril’s wrist. She brought those same two fingertips down to her lips, allowing Avril to repeat the same process. Avril shivered, entranced by what she’d finally been allowed to do.

“Now, you can watch Liam,” Victoria said. “I haven’t finished starting my morning in the right way.”

Avril nodded, and Liam resumed what he’d been doing when she arrived. The redheaded beauty was practically drooling by the time Liam finally made Victoria climax.

“Here,” she said soon after, pulling out the fortune that had “prompted” her to visit them early this morning.

I’ll kiss another woman in front of you.
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“That makes everyone but you,” Liam noted, running his lips over Victoria’s smooth skin. Her breasts rose and fell quickly, as she was still catching her breath.

“I’m aware,” the buxom brunette said.

“Have you sold any new ones?” Avril asked, still lounging by them. Anna had come back as well, dressed and ready for the day. She’d also peeked in a few times while Liam worked on Victoria’s morning bliss.

“Haven’t tried to yet,” Liam said. “Might today, but I think I’ll wait until we’re back home.”

Avril’s lips curled, and she kissed him next. “There are plenty of really good ones left. Heart pounders. The kind that might even make me blush.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” Liam promised, pulling her a little closer.

After their lurid hour or so in bed, a more normal set of events occurred. Everyone got dressed, took care of their hygiene needs, and finally got that breakfast delivered. Tess arrived around then, and the five of them discussed the day’s plans. They would also be a little more normal.

Taking up the offer provided by their presenter last night, they joined other tourists in visiting a village south of the resort. After a short hike along a path through the forest, they arrived at a collection of about forty buildings, most more modern-looking than the bures they were all staying in.

Heading through the village, they received a quick bit of history from the tour guide who’d led them to it. Sitting right on the shoreline, a rising range of tree-covered hills as a backdrop, the village was pretty tranquil. Naturally, as this was part of the resort’s offered activities, the villagers within were more than used to seeing tourists. In fact, it seemed like they’d been expecting them today. Once they were through with a walkabout, their tour guide unleashed them, allowing them to interact with and traverse the village and its surroundings at their whim.

So, that was what Liam and the others did for the next few hours. As usual, Anna was especially interested in learning more about Fijian culture, and she got her fill of it here. She also picked up a few souvenirs and keepsakes, which a few shrewder villagers quickly highlighted and hawked as they moved around the village.

And yet, for all the culture that Anna was able to absorb like a sponge throughout their time there, she was only the second merriest member of their group. Avril was not to be outdone, though her joyfulness wasn’t because of anything to do with the village.

She walked with an unebbing kick to her step, all smiles, friendly, and as pleasant to those she interacted with as the day was sunny. In fact, she seemed to have almost supplanted the balmy day with her upbeat attitude, shining even brighter than the rippling ocean at their backs.

“Look what you’ve made,” Liam whispered to Victoria, nudging her with his arm.

A cool pair of eyes watched Avril chat animatedly with her best friend. The two of them were looking over a shell necklace that Anna had let herself be talked into buying a few minutes ago. It’d probably been more expensive than it should have been, but that would hardly concern either of those two women.

“A single kiss, and she’s practically buoyant,” Victoria remarked.

Liam diverted his attention toward the final woman in their group. She wasn’t too far away, having engaged in her own conversation with a pair of Fijian children. It looked like they were also trying to make a little profit, holding out various colorful trinkets.

“As someone who spent a lot of years wishing to kiss a certain someone, it can evoke that response.”

“Can it?” Victoria’s lips curled slightly, and she also glanced toward Tess. “I wonder what that’s like.”

“We can compare and contrast notes later,” Liam said. “How was it for you?”

“Kissing Avril? It was enjoyable. She’s a good kisser.” She focused back on him. “Before you came along, I doubt I’d have ever allowed myself to consider such a thing happening, given our history. You’ve proven to be quite the influence on me, Liam.”

“Fiji helped.”

“Very much. But accept your share of the approbation. You made much of this happen. My… willingness to be involved with her, now and going forward, ultimately stems from your efforts.”

“Feel free to point that out to her,” Liam said, leaning in so he could kiss Victoria’s cheek. “As many times as you like.”

“I’m sure she knows. You are the lynchpin of all this, after all.”

“And happy to be so.” He threaded his fingers with Victoria’s, bringing the back of her hand to his lips. “I guess I should probably be as giddy as Avril currently is. Given that I now know when your birthday is.”

Victoria chuckled and lifted his hand to her lips, imitating what he’d done. The sensation of her lips sent a wave of excitement racing up his arm. Already, he was starting to wish they could wrap things up in the village, even though they’d only just arrived.

“I suppose you should be, given what it means for you.”

“What it means for us,” Liam corrected.

Victoria smiled—a full, real smile. It dazzled him. His heart skipped a beat, and he couldn’t resist kissing her. The affectionate display attracted a bit of attention, but Liam simply didn’t care. In this village, Victoria could be his girlfriend.

“I’m looking forward to it,” Victoria said. “Tonight. If we can make it to midnight.”

“Is that the plan, then? Tonight?”

“I’d prefer it that way. I have a feeling that tomorrow will be far more about the group, even if it is my birthday. I’d prefer our first time together to have a little more privacy, seeing as the second might involve others. So, tonight or tomorrow morning, before we regroup with the others. I prefer tonight.”

“Tonight, then,” Liam said, anticipation bubbling up like a geyser preparing to erupt. “I can’t wait.”

“Nor can I,” Victoria whispered, drawing him into another kiss. This one attracted Tess’s notice, and she approached them with an eyebrow up.

“Just making plans to get thoroughly fucked later tonight,” Victoria coolly told her inquisitive colleague.

Tess snorted but smiled. “Well, you two enjoy yourselves. Liam’s good at fucking professors.”

“Getting better by the day,” he agreed, grinning jubilantly. Without worry, he grabbed Tess’s hand too. “Now, where are we exploring next?”

The women—the professors—shared a knowing look. The three of them split away from the busier parts of the village. Once they were a little more isolated, Liam sent his hands to some of their favorite places. Feeling up both women, kissing them frequently, he bought himself the patience needed to make it to tonight.

When he’d finally fuck Victoria Moreno. Avril had some competition this morning; he might just be giddier than she was.


Chapter Twenty-Six

Giddier and Giddier

Eventually, after a good two hours of village wandering, Liam and Avril ended up alone. Well, not alone, alone, but as alone as one could reasonably be in a village full of people. So, there were always a handful of people in sight, but no one was close enough to eavesdrop. That was enough for Liam’s purposes.

“Hey,” he said, bumping the beautiful redhead with his shoulder.

“What’s up?” Avril said, tilting her vibrant green eyes toward him. She laid her cheek on his shoulder, beaming at him. She was still riding this morning’s high.

“How was it?” Liam asked, even though he knew.

“Fucking awesome,” Avril said immediately, knowing what he was referring to. “I’ve wanted to kiss those lips for so damn long.”

“They are super nice to kiss. A lot of her is nice to kiss.”

“Are you bragging, sir? Reminding me that I’ve got to play catchup?”

“Yes, and yes,” Liam said, grinning. “Tomorrow, I think I’ll help you out.”

“Oh? And what’ll that cost me? Hopefully, not as much as that shell necklace Anna bought cost her.”

“Your continued love and affection,” Liam said lightly, which caused Avril to roll her eyes. “I’m serious.”

“You’ll get those, regardless,” Avril said, snapping a dismissive hand through the air. “What’ll it cost me?”

“So transactional,” Liam said, shaking his head. “I thought you didn’t want those worries to infiltrate our relationship.”

Avril snorted and elbowed him in the ribs. “A blue fortune cookie. Just say it. I’m pretty much an addict, and you’ve got my supply.”

“It won’t cost you anything more than what I’ve just said,” Liam said, meaning it. “I’ve decided I won’t try to ‘sell’ any more of those fortune cookies until the trip ends. The way I see it, tomorrow’s going to be plenty busy, even without a promised blowjob or two in there. So, I’m going to save them for after the trip.”

Avril pursed her lips thoughtfully, and Liam nearly caved and kissed her. He held off, spotting the same woman who’d sold Anna her seashell necklace. She was already scrutinizing them, perhaps wondering why a different woman now leaned against him.

“My continued love and affection,” Avril said. “All yours. There you go. Now, what’s the plan for tomorrow?”

“Making the birthday girl cum over and over, of course,” Liam said, whispering these sultry words so that only Avril might hear. “The counter starts tonight, by the way. At midnight. When I fuck her.”

Avril breathed in, shifting to meet his eyes. “Is that the plan?”

“Already agreed upon,” Liam said. “It’ll be me and her, and I plan to get her at least into double digits before we head to bed.”

“An orgasm for every year,” Avril whispered, reading his thoughts.

“And even though I don’t need your help—”

Avril rolled her eyes.

“I liked seeing you make out with her earlier this morning. So, I’m bringing you in to help with Victoria’s birthday present. But you’ve got to work with me, not try to take over.”

“I can be a docile, obedient partner,” Avril said, batting her eyelashes coquettishly. “I thought you confirmed that already, sir.”

Liam snorted and prodded her in the shoulder. “Yeah, right. Just don’t undercut me tomorrow, all right? Work with me.”

“I will,” Avril promised, biting her lip. Her eyes grew distant, and it was a look Liam knew very well. In less than twenty-four hours, some of her fantasies might no longer be fantasies.

“We’ll make tomorrow the best day of the trip,” Liam whispered, running his thumb down the back of Avril’s wrist and hand. “Unforgettable. The bar we’ll be aiming for in the future.”

“And let there be many, many more,” Avril whispered back, trembling. “Fuck, Liam, I love you so much.”

Liam smiled and continued keeping close to the beautiful redhead. Those future trips would be desserts, each as delicious as the last. But he found his attention drifting toward the meals in between. The coming summer, the fall, the winter. If things worked out as he hoped, he’d be able to see and feel and love Avril Knight just about every day of the week.

And that left him feeling giddier and giddier.


Chapter Twenty-Seven

Hours Away

After spending a good half of their day there, Liam and the others agreed that they’d exhausted all that could be wrung out of their village trip. They were among the final groups to decide to depart, other than a couple who wanted to stay for the communal dinner a couple of hours away. Because of that, Anna had ended up with quite a collection of trinkets and souvenirs. Her favorites were the necklace she’d obtained early on and a handmade tapa cloth, depicting a large black sea turtle on its front. Having offered his aid to his souvenir-laden girlfriend, the latter was draped over Liam’s shoulder as they made their way back to the resort.

Fortunately, Avril, ever the enemy of boredom, was still riding this morning’s high. After they returned to the resort, she quickly convinced them to try kayaking on the pristine blue water.

Out on the water, able to peer at the soft sand ten feet beneath them, Liam and the others instinctively ventured up toward Yawini Beach. Sharing his kayak with Avril and Tess, Liam shaded his eyes as they approached the Crown of Yasawa. At the southern end, he could see a few people relaxing on the sand—the people who’d booked the island today, apparently.

“Tomorrow, that’ll be us,” Liam remarked as they passed by. They’d be turning around soon, as only the open ocean awaited them if they kept going.

“With plenty of fun to be had,” Avril said, glancing over her shoulder. “A whole day for us.”

“A good way to close out our first vacation,” Tess said. “Well, for the rest of us. You two still have your private dinner plans, right? Which island did you pick, Avril?”

“You’ll see tomorrow,” Avril said, winking.

Hitting the very tip of Yawini Island, they circled around and glided their way back to their resort. Then, time on the beach, at the resort, and in other places where Liam traced the skin of four stunning women at every opportunity. Then an early dinner at the restaurant, leading to them carrying a hefty amount of dessert and drinks back to Anna, Avril, and Tess’s bure.

They enjoyed each other’s company during twilight, then into the growing night. With the secret out, they talked about Victoria’s birthday. Her thirty-fifth. So, that was the number Liam needed to reach.

Liam’s experiences, that of a young man in the company of four gorgeous women, all growing increasingly comfortable with displaying their affection in front of one another, were incomparable. With still hours to go before midnight, he rested on the hammock, eyeing the handcuffs still hanging from one of the narrow trees that propped it up. Anna came over to join him, ended up in his arms, and soon let his lips have free rein in marking her smooth skin.

That, of course, served as the flame to attract much more than a simple moth. Against Anna’s reservations, Avril proved that the hammock could support three bodies. She made sure to position herself in a way that drew his hands toward her. And so, he completed his hundredth check of Avril’s stunning figure, confirming yet again that she belonged on magazine covers.

“Are you ready for tomorrow?” Avril asked her best friend, rubbing Liam’s abdomen as she rested beside him—and partially on top of him, given the hammock’s lack of space. Her hand clearly wanted to venture a little lower, but Avril restrained herself, knowing he wanted to preserve his stamina for later.

“I am,” Anna said. “For whatever you have in store.”

“Not just me.”

Anna turned her eyes up. Liam nodded in confirmation.

“For whatever you have in store, too,” Anna said, kissing his arm. “I’ll treat tomorrow like I did our first night here. After last night, I think I’m a little more mentally ready to participate. I don’t want to end up just watching.”

“Music to all our ears, you beautiful, amazing woman,” Avril said, leaning across Liam’s body to kiss her best friend.

He shared similar moments with the older women in the group. While he was on the hammock with the younger women, Victoria vanished for a little while, returning a few minutes later with the chessboard she’d brought on the trip. She and Tess went at it for several games, with Liam eventually, as he had on the plane ride over, settling in as a spectator.

“Try your best to expose my flaws,” Tess said to Victoria. “So Liam can eventually get a win over me. He really wants that threesome.”

“I could spend it on something else,” Liam said.

He deservedly received two of the flattest stares he’d ever witnessed. There wasn’t a question about what he’d request once he triumphed against Tess. It’d involve both busty professors, his cock, and a night filled with explosive passion.

“If you spend it on anything else, I’ll probably think you’ve been replaced by a doppelganger,” Tess said, moving forward her bishop.

“Yeah, yeah,” Liam said, waving a hand. “You’ve both got me fully figured out. I really, really want to fuck two sexy professors at the same time. Sue me.”

“A completely unique dream, that,” Victoria said, responding to Tess’s move with one of her own. “Never has a student wanted such a thing.”

Tess snorted and examined the board, considering her next move. “Numbers in the hundreds by now, I’m sure.” She smiled slyly as she glanced toward Liam. “But there’ll only be one who gets to fulfill that popular fantasy. Assuming you can ever win against me.”

“I will,” he said. “And then I’ll have you two making out the whole damn day.”

Tess raised an eyebrow. “Just making out? You don’t have to beat me at chess for that to happen.”

As if to prove her point, she discarded making a move on the chessboard. Instead, she leaned forward. Victoria responded in turn, and the gorgeous women set their lips into motion. Their troops would need to wait for their next orders for a little longer. Their commanders were too busy making out above them.

Fuck, I love it here, Liam thought… for what must have been the umpteenth time this past week.

After ending their kiss, both women glanced at him. An approving, playful stare of deep blue, a cool, scrutinizing stare of far paler blue. Both were enough to make a man shiver with desire.

“Would have thought you figured that out when we jerked you off yesterday,” Tess said, smiling. “Or when you practically commanded us to give you a titjob in the future.”

“The near future,” Liam said, swallowing dryly.

“The very near future,” Tess agreed. But that wasn’t now, and she turned her attention back to the match, making her next move.

Victoria won only two out of eleven matches, which had to be frustrating. However, Liam paid special attention to those two matches, trying to parse the moves and tactics that had allowed the younger professor to defeat a superior opponent. He knew he was still levels beneath them, but the gap didn’t feel insurmountable. He didn’t need to become as good as Tess. He just needed to become good enough to beat her just once.

Once would be enough, and then Liam would live out the fantasy that every man who’d ever seen the two women together must have at least considered.

But first, he needed to fulfill another one.


Chapter Twenty-Eight

The Bell Tolls

Liam actually set an alarm for midnight on his phone. He did so at around 10:30, wanting to ensure he’d be the first person to wish Victoria a happy birthday. It was probably purposeless. He was confident that he and Avril had come to an arrangement. They were allies now, ready to work together toward completing a shared goal. Even if she wasn’t fully aware of his and Victoria’s deal, she was clever enough to have an idea or two. He wasn’t worried about her.

Instead, he was actually more worried about Anna. A polite “Happy Birthday, Victoria” from the attentive, considerate woman, and Liam would go to pieces. Literally. He was quite certain that he would literally break apart, collapsing into a pile of porcelain that had once been a human being.

And so, an hour later, knowing he was playing for keeps, he rigged the game.

“Want to go for a walk, Victoria?” he asked.

Her eyes, so cool yet so piercing, flicked up to him. She and Avril had ended up sitting in the hammock together, probably finally having that talk she’d wanted. Hopefully, things had gone well. Given that Avril’s lips curled knowingly as he stood there, he suspected they had.

“Just the two of us?”

Liam nodded.

“Will we be coming back?”

Liam glanced toward the other women on the deck, then met Victoria’s eyes. “Probably not.”

“All right.” Victoria shifted and climbed out of the hammock. “Good night, everyone. We’ll see you tomorrow.”

Three sets of eyes watched with open curiosity as they departed. There was no need to guess what topic would come up as soon as Liam and Victoria were beyond earshot.

Liam didn’t focus on that. Instead, he focused entirely on the tall, voluptuous, stunning woman he’d stolen away. He found her doing the same to him, her expression tinged with an emotion that was challenging to read—but what else was new?

“Are we just going to wander,” she asked, “or do you have a destination in mind?”

“I’ve got a destination in mind. We’ll make it there soon.”

“Very well.”

His ultimate “destination” was already in sight, though he intended to walk by it.

Alone on the sand, they wandered by their bure, heading northward. He looked out to the sea, watching the waves lap in. It was a day of penultimates. His penultimate opportunity to walk along the beach, his penultimate chance to gaze at the glittering stars, his penultimate night sleeping beside Victoria. Here, at least. His hopes for the future stretched far longer than this beach.

So, he knew, did Victoria’s.

“Do you remember how long I said it’d been?” she asked quietly.

“Six years, right?” Liam said, knowing what she was asking. “During our game of poker on New Year’s Eve.”

“A long, long time.” She exhaled a long breath. “Now, I’m just minutes away from allowing you to break that streak.”

Despite himself, Liam couldn’t help but smile. “I’m excited to do so.”

“Oh, I know,” the voluptuous woman said, one corner of her mouth turning up. “I’m excited to let you end my drought. Still, I can’t help but… admire the chain of events that have led me—led us—to this point. They’re certainly unique.”

Liam nodded in agreement. “They’re pretty fantastical. Six months ago, no way I’d believe that I’d even just be here, walking next to you on a beach as beautiful as this one.”

“It’s certainly romantic,” Victoria said, casting her beautiful gaze toward the ocean and the stars. “Fiji has lived up to my hopes. Surpassed them, even.” She turned back to him. “And I haven’t even been fucked yet.”

“Minutes away,” Liam reminded her.

“And shortening,” Victoria whispered, eyes glowing with expectation.

But Liam didn’t need to wait for midnight to begin a few things. That was what he’d realized when the idea of this walk had come to him.

So, he moved in closer to her, and she let him. His arm went around her waist, and she turned into his embrace. Their lips met, and they stopped walking. Victoria swung her arms around his neck, pressing her breasts against his chest.

“I’m going to fuck you into a haze,” he said, absorbing the warmth found in her skin.

Victoria added more pressure to her hug. Her breasts compressed tightly against him. “I’ve been waiting all week.”

“That’s your fault,” he reminded her.

“The wait will have been worth it, I’m sure. For us both.”

“No more waiting,” Liam said. “Once we’re back in the States, I’m coming over to fuck you every weakened. When summer finally arrives, it’ll be far more often than that.”

Victoria breathed in, eyes glittering like aquamarines. “Is that a promise?”

“Consider it solemnly vowed. If I break my word, I’m not allowed to fuck you at Bellmore.”

“If that’s the case, you’d better not break your word.” Victoria kissed him, grip tight around his neck. “You filled my head with such promises about you, me, and my desk, and I’ll be as unforgiving as you assumed I was when we met if you don’t make good on them.”

Liam quaked with anticipation for an event still months away. He quaked because of one that was just minutes away, too. He just couldn’t wait. He needed—

His phone went off. Victoria glanced toward his pocket.

“And that is?”

“Happy Birthday, Victoria,” Liam whispered. “Now, come to bed with me.”

She did.


Chapter Twenty-Nine

A Matter of Heat

Retracing their steps, they hurriedly reached the northernmost set of manmade steps on the entire island. Six years. Such a long time. Liam knew that Victoria regretted the decisions that had led her to undertake such a long bout of abstinence. Yet, he also knew that those regrets could be left in the sand. The past didn’t come up on their deck. It certainly didn’t make its way into their bedroom.

Where Liam started making Victoria climax over and over. Thirty-five. That was the goal. Starting now, just minutes after midnight.

Their clothes came off in a cartoon-esque swirl, one only lacking a dust cloud to hide the bodies within. Liam threw his shirt aside, then helped Victoria escape hers. They kissed, bodies practically melding together, as they hurried toward the enormous bed they’d shared since their first day here.

Liam waited for Victoria to escape her bra, and then his lips were on her breasts. He pushed her back, causing her to buckle and fall onto that bed. She kept working on escaping the rest of her clothes, even as she shivered and arched into his passionate touch.

“Suck these,” Liam ordered, delivering two fingers to her lips.

She did so obediently, eyes alight with anticipation. She’d mentioned liking being controlled on occasion, and Liam had had days to plan for tonight. As much as he wanted to rush into penetrating her, he’d start by giving her a few orgasms through other means.

Once his fingers were appropriately slick, he slid them over her unattended breast. Licking at one nipple, he rolled the other around between his fingertips. They stiffened rapidly; Victoria was a creature of heat, growing aroused even quicker than he’d hoped. He hadn’t been the only one anticipating this moment, and it showed.

She escaped the rest of her clothes, even as they rolled about on the bed. Their covers crumpled beneath them, becoming the second mess that they made. Clothes left discarded all around the bed, Victoria rushed her hands through his hair, down his back, along his waistband.

He maneuvered her onto her back, then finally sent his wet fingertips down her stomach. She grabbed his wrist, then helped him arrive at her slick opening.

In the dark, she writhed because of his touch. Her gasps filled the room, spilling through the gap they’d left in the doorway. They really were pretty bad about closing doors.

“You have to keep count,” Liam whispered, tongue rolling around Victoria’s stiff nipple. “Starting now, going until midnight tomorrow. Okay?”

“I can do that,” Victoria whispered, twisting as he petted her. She was growing wetter and wetter, responding well to Liam as he played with her clit. “Do you have a number in mind?”

“Yes,” he said, meeting her eyes. “I’ve enlisted some help in reaching it, too.”

Desire permeated every inch of space around the voluptuous professor. “I see.”

“The majority come from me, though,” he promised. “Starting now.”

Biting her lower lip, Victoria nodded. Liam went back to work. He kissed her body, licked the stiffened point at the center of an unfairly perfect breast. He rolled her clit with his thumb, skirted her opening with other fingers.

And Victoria’s breathy moans grew in volume and intensity. Soon, just minutes since he’d practically hurled her onto their bed, his name escaped her voice. Once, twice, three times, each louder and more pleading than the one before.

“One!” she hissed, writhing as the first dose of pleasure swam through her gorgeous body.

Soon after, Liam slipped his fingers inside of her. Warm and slick, he slowly built her toward her second climax of her birthday. He moved his mouth to her other breast, gently biting across its seemingly endless shape. Victoria stroked his shoulder, sighing in pleasure.

“So far, you’re passing,” she whispered.

Mirth drew his eyes up. “I’m being graded, am I?”

“Don’t pretend you don’t have a professor kink.”

Liam licked Victoria’s nipple roughly, pressing down on it as his tongue scraped over it. “Well, when the professors I’m around have tits like this…”

Victoria snorted, but then Liam picked up the pace of his fingers. She moaned, tightening around him. She was already close to number two.

But then an idea sprang to life inside his mind. One he imagined Victoria would take to rather well.

“Professor Moreno,” he said, biting her nipple. He tugged on it sharply, fingers pumping quicker.

“Yes?” she whispered, though there was a delay before he replied. He felt her tighten, tense, and then break. Liam let her second orgasm seep through her, holding onto his plans until she’d caught her breath.

“You’re not allowed to cum again until I say so.”

Victoria lifted her head and met his eyes. He was right. She took to it very well.

“Or?” she said.

“Or I won’t let you and Avril suck me off together tomorrow.”

“And that’s something I desperately want to do?”

“Yes,” he confirmed for her. “Because I’ll put her to work afterward, until you’ve added at least three or four more orgasms to your count.”

Victoria was silent for a moment, but only for a moment. She placed her head back on the covers.

“Until you say I can,” she whispered.

He turned things up to eleven. His fingers moved within her, his thumb rolling her clit. He set his other hand on her neck, pinning her down as he attacked her breasts with his lips, teeth, and tongue. Her gorgeous body received every ounce of skill that he’d developed over these past many months.

Victoria moaned, writhed, and trembled. It was a sight Liam happily beheld. He took pleasure from granting her pleasure, and from seeing her try to obey his singular command.

“Don’t cum,” he whispered, kissing her breast. “Hold out.”

“I. Am.” Victoria’s pussy tightened around his fingers. Dangerously so. Liam could have slowed down, as he also strongly wanted the event he’d threatened to remove from tomorrow’s itinerary. But he trusted in Victoria. She had the willpower to survive.

Just barely, confirming his beliefs, Victoria reined in her body’s treacherous desires. Toes curling, fingers grasping the covers, she didn’t give in. She held out. For minutes. Her teeth were practically chattering by the end of it.

“Liam,” she whispered, eyes shut tightly. “Please.”

“You really want to suck me off that badly?” he asked, moving his mouth to her neck.

“Yes,” she replied huskily, unable to pen her eyes. “Avril and I both do.”

“Okay,” he said, cock throbbing as he momentarily envisioned it. “You can cum now, Victoria. Loudly.”

She obeyed, moaning his name again. Pussy clamping onto his fingers, all that he’d built up within her crashed down upon her. She moaned and shivered, climaxing forcefully enough that she nearly shook the whole bed.

“God,” she panted, smiling in a disheveled way. “Again?”

“Again,” Liam said, kissing her.

At number five, he had her so revved up that she started to climax in quick succession. Five became nine, and Victoria’s lusty moans were as loud as he’d ever heard them. Pure joy radiated from her skin, mixing with the beads of sweat beginning to appear on her bliss-soaked body. She smiled more than he’d ever seen her smile, always at him.

It was gratitude, and it was expectation. The former for the present, the latter for the future. For their future. Together.

“Let me be on top,” Victoria said, finally stopping his hand from continuing to pleasure her. “I want to ride you.”

It was a matter of heat. Their bodies moved, never fully separating. Liam let himself end up on his back, staring up at the voluptuous woman who positioned herself above him. She’d touched his cock dozens of times already, fingering the object that would break her six-year streak of abstinence. She’d stroked it a few times, but she’d never been able to keep her grip for long—the pleasure thrumming within her kept her purely on the defensive.

No longer. Now, staring lustfully down at him, she aligned his cock to her soaking wet pussy.

In a single smooth, lurid motion, Victoria broke her drought. Hips going down, she sighed with contentment, knowing there wouldn’t be six years between this night of lovemaking and the next. There might not even be six hours.

Liam felt her walls stretch around him. The pleasure that he’d been anticipating measured up to his expectations. Victoria was tight, and she was needy. After breathing out, acclimating to his girth, she began to move.

She rode him slowly for a little while, accepting the pleasure that his cock could provide her. This was the best way to do it. She set the pace, guiding his cock toward the spots she wanted it to hit. Her jaw flexed, her pleasure amping up. Number ten couldn’t come soon enough.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” Liam whispered, hands climbing up her curvaceous side. He traced that phenomenal hourglass, but he couldn’t help but want to put his hands back on her breasts.

Victoria smiled, buried his cock inside of her, and gyrated her hips. She grabbed his wrists, guided his hands up to her bountiful breasts. Liam shivered from pure pleasure.

“Again,” Victoria whispered. Their dynamic had changed. She was in control, now.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” Liam gladly repeated.

Victoria bent forward, lips searing his as she set them against him. “Again.”

“Professor Moreno, I love it when you ride my cock. You’re so fucking sexy.”

She lifted her hips, then brought them back down. They shared a moment of utter bliss. She gave him even more when she tightened her walls around his cock.

“When I call, you’ll come,” she said. “Even if your ball’s deep inside of Tess. Once you’re finished fucking her, you’ll come and fuck me.”

“I will,” he swore. “I’m going to have fucked you a hundred times before I ever fuck you in your classroom. This summer, you’re going to be on my cock every day.”

Desire spilled out of Victoria’s intense stare. She kissed him again, moving her hips more quickly. Sending them both toward their blissful releases.

“Treat me right, Liam,” she whispered, “and I’ll reward you again and again.”

“I know I will, and I know you will.” He kissed her lovingly, emotions crystallizing into something permanent. He felt like he’d confirmed its true beginning last night, around the same time he’d confirmed the same thing about Anna.

Four women. He loved them all.

Victoria ended the kiss, then caressed his lips with a few fingers. She met his eyes, read his thoughts. She smiled, and it was as brilliant as any star in the night sky.

“We can start with this,” she said, straightening up.

She rode him roughly, heavy breasts bouncing, intending to wring him out while he was still inside of her. It was a matter of heat, friction, and desire. The heat of their bodies, sweltering, caused them to gasp for air. The friction, so immensely pleasurable, caused them to moan in between those gasps. And the desire, somehow still growing with each rise and fall of Victoria’s hips, caused them to hold the other’s gaze. To the end, they never looked away.

Victoria reached number ten, and she cried out. She didn’t stop, overstimulating herself as she dragged him up to join her.

Liam’s cock throbbed with immeasurable pleasure. Every feeling in his body was pure electricity, pure heat. He could feel his heart pounding in his ears. He drank from a well of such bliss that he nearly went blind.

Victoria dropped her hips, clenching around him. She rose, eliciting a loud moan from Liam. He whispered her name with the tenderness of a man in love. She beamed at him and did it again. He gripped her hips, unable to lift his arms any higher than that. His world broke apart.

She made him cum. Liam gasped, felt the final tightening in his cock, and then released everything he had deep inside of the bouncing professor. Her tight walls pulled the pleasure out of him, and Liam couldn’t conceive of anything else. He came, and he came, and he came.

Either a minute or an eternity later, Victoria settled her hands on his chest, leaning against him, dragging air into her lungs. She felt his tremors, could count every rapid beat of his heart. She looked at him lustfully, smiling.

“That was wonderful.”

Very much in need of a drink of water, Liam nodded. Through his cracked throat, he said, “And now, I get to be on top.”

They relocated before they repositioned. Outside, Liam took Victoria from behind while she gripped the deck railing. Where he was in control, capable of hitting the spots that made her knees weak and her voice warble.

“Oh, God, yesss,” Victoria moaned as he moved a hand to her clit. Thirteen hit her like a wave from the ocean, and she only stayed upright thanks to him.

Liam spanked her, causing her shapely butt to jiggle. That earned another moan. For how different their outward-facing personalities were, Victoria and Tess had a lot in common in the bedroom—or outside of it, as was currently the case. With how practiced he was at satisfying the latter, he used those same skills in unraveling her younger colleague.

He fucked Victoria Moreno as if she were a bitch in heat. He weakened her ability to stay upright with rough, powerful thrusts and proved what they’d both already known. He was more than good enough to meet her standards.

He came inside of her a second time on the deck, filling her pussy with a harsh grunt. She clenched the railing tighter, letting him empty himself within her. Turning her eyes, slightly glazed with pleasure, toward him, she nodded toward a new location.

Their third round occurred underneath the rush of warm water. Liam held Victoria up, bouncing her on his cock, one hand gripping the nearby railing for support. She held herself against him, practically worshipping his name each time she uttered it. Her nipples rubbed against his chest, making her more sensitive, and she sucked on his neck, adding to his.

“This is what I want,” Victoria whispered, openly expressing her contentment about the choice she’d made. “I love long nights of sex. God, your stamina is so wonderful.”

“I know a few others who think the same way as you,” he said. “So, I’ve built it up. Will keep building it up.” He kissed her. “Besides, it’s your birthday. I’m going to keep going for as long as you want.”

Victoria bowed her forehead against his. Water poured down their faces. Her lips were wet as their next kiss began.

“I promise to help enable you today,” she said, eyes shut. “So that this birthday of mine is as enjoyable for everyone as it has already become for me.”

“The others will be glad to have you,” Liam said, intentionally wording it that way.

Victoria opened her eyes. “I know. We’ll see what transpires.”

Liam waited for her to say more. When she didn’t, he decided to await the surprise. He had other ways of distracting himself right now, and he refocused on those.

He didn’t let Victoria down for another ten minutes. Bodies connected, desires in perfect synchronization, he delivered her to just under the halfway point of thirty-five. And then, like two times before, he was allowed to give in to his strongest impulses.

Bucking his hips, bouncing her on his cock, he came in her for a third and final time that night. Victoria’s praise sang within his ears as he did so, drenched in water and pleasure in equal parts. She clung to him as his cock pulsated within her, his seed filling her up. Her smile was one of pure radiance. Liam’s was probably a lot sloppier, as he’d finally hit his point of near exhaustion.

As they were already beneath the shower, they didn’t need to go anywhere to clean up. Even after having spent himself inside of her three times, a few embers of desire remained within him. He soothed them by practically worshipping Victoria’s voluptuous form during their shared shower. He washed her body, kissing each place he made clean.

“I love your stamina,” Victoria repeated, holding him close.

“You and Tess go on those jogs, right?” Liam whispered. “I’ll join you on some of them this summer.”

Victoria smiled and kissed him. “We’ll be glad to have you. Especially once you’ve undone this lock that Tess has put in place.”

He nodded. “See, now you know why I need to practice so much.”

“We’ll see you victorious,” Victoria promised, touching his cheek. “And then you can fuck us both.”


Chapter Thirty

The Last Rule

Light and sound awoke Liam from the deepest sleep he could ever remember experiencing. Both came from the sliding doors attached to his and Victoria’s bedroom. Footsteps, too, helped bring him back to consciousness. Groggily, Liam opened his eyes and saw a sight that any man would happily wake up to.

Avril, smiling, stood above him.

“You’ve slept in long enough,” she said, addressing both bodies in the bed. “We have a full day ahead of us. Happy Birthday, Victoria.”

“Thank you… Avril,” Victoria said, yawning and stretching.

Liam reached over to his phone, which confirmed that they’d achieved their eight hours. It’d been a little after two when they’d finally headed to bed, equal parts exhausted and satisfied. There’d be no watching the sunrise on this final day in Fiji.

But the sunset…

Both still very much naked, Liam and Victoria rolled out of bed, and Avril reaped the benefits. Her eyes scraped across them both, and she made no move to depart. Victoria didn’t banish her, allowing the younger—though maybe not lustier—woman to ogle away.

Together, the two of them got ready for their day. That included one final time in which Liam could pick Victoria’s bikini for the day. And today was very much going to involve bikinis.

He selected the lone pink bikini in her suite of options. Slightly muted in its pinkness, as if some of the color had been strained out, it would still stand out remarkably well against her tanned skin. It was perhaps the most revealing one that she’d brought along. He confirmed that as she slipped it on, breasts straining, hips and butt tantalizingly displayed.

“Like what you see?” Victoria asked, pausing long enough for him to look her up and down.

“I always love what I see,” Liam said, pushing in long enough to kiss and caress the buxom professor. Avril watched that, too.

Once she’d thrown on a light shirt and shorts over her day’s swimwear, they were both ready to start their day. Naturally, Avril slid right into place as supervisor.

Bringing them along to meet up with Tess and Anna, Liam discovered that they were taking a veritable hoard of supplies to Yawini Beach. While they’d slept, Avril had organized piles of gear. These included towels and beach umbrellas, multiple coolers, presumably filled with drinks and their meals for the day, and a basket with all the beachgoing amenities a full day on an isolated beach might require.

“Happy Birthday, Victoria,” Tess said, sharing a hug with her closest friend. They were in the process of loading things onto the boat that would deliver them to Yawini Beach, so with a couple of the resort’s employees about, that was all that transpired.

Anna said and did the same thing a short while later. Helping to load the heavier containers onto the boat, Liam marveled at the ease and comfort the four women displayed around one another. No longer just friends and colleagues, even if there were likely some wrinkles that still needed to be worked out, everything between them seemed comfortable.

That boded well for Liam’s hopes about their time on Yawini Island.

At around eleven, their boat’s engine kicked them away from the resort’s shore. Next stop, an even more isolated paradise than the one they’d enjoyed for most of the week.

“What is the plan for our dinner?” Liam asked Avril during the brief trip.

“We’ll both get picked up and brought back so we can change into our nice clothes,” Avril said, holding her hair down as the wind whipped about her face. “That’ll be way, way later, though. For now, you can focus on other things.”

She grinned and winked, throwing her eyes meaningfully toward the other three women aboard the boat. During their time spent loading, he’d seen her and Victoria move away from the rest of them for a time. One more conversation about their wrinkles, perhaps.

A short time later, Yawini Island came into view. Their boat brought them in, beaching itself, and the crew helped get everything onto the beach. Once everything and everyone had disembarked, they were gone. For the rest of the day, it would just be the five of them.

They made “camp” on the southern beach, adjacent to a small cove that met the southern and eastern tips of the island. It offered a little more privacy, but also a little less sun, so they made it their neighbor, not their home base.

With hardly a cloud in the sky, the sun’s warmth covered every bead of sand and every drop of water. Stretching out their towels, burying their umbrellas, removing clothes, something went curiously missing. Tess refused his offer of sunscreen—she declined putting any on altogether, in fact. So, too, did the others.

“We can survive one afternoon without it,” Tess said. “This way, you can kiss us freely—anywhere—and not end up with a bad taste on your lips.”

Well, who would say no to that plan? Grinning, Liam and the others prepared to indulge in that heat for the next seven or eight hours. And more.

Once they were situated, Avril cleared her throat. Liam wasn’t alone in having expected her to do such a thing; they all expected that there was some unique twist to their day here. Yet, he doubted any of them had expected her to turn things over to Victoria.

“She is the birthday girl, after all,” Avril said. “So, it’s only fair that she gets to decide the rules and regulations the rest of us have to follow.”

Victoria eyed the younger woman, who made a show of moving away from her. Sitting cross-legged between him and Anna, she waited for the professor to say more.

“Right…” Victoria said. “Yes, on my birthday, I’ve been pestered into doing what Avril wants.” She glanced at the smiling redhead. “Something I’m familiar with already. So, I’ve come up with the following edict. If you are tapped on the shoulder by someone while on this island, you must stop what you’re doing and go to a new location with them. In addition, the person who does such a thing can only tap up to two shoulders, so they can’t bring everyone with them. That’s it, those are the rules.”

Before Liam even finished considering how to take advantage of this one rule, someone who’d already known about them struck.

“And here’s an example of those rules in action,” Avril said. After grabbing one of their extra towels, she tapped Liam on his right shoulder. Before he could do much more than blink, she got up, moved toward Victoria, and did the same thing to the voluptuous professor’s shoulder.

Victoria rolled her eyes but remained beside Avril. All eyes turned to Liam.

“Right,” he said, popping up from a seated position.

“We’ll be back soon,” Avril told Tess and Anna. “Just going to have a walk around the island.”

Neither believed her, but they wished the departing trio well all the same.

“Come along, you two,” Avril said, beckoning with a hand. She started wrapping westward, making tracks in the white sand.

Liam and Victoria shared a look. What else was there to do, then, but follow?


Chapter Thirty-One

The Crown of Yasawa

Knowing what he was in store for, Liam walked just a step behind two of the most beautiful women on the planet. A dense tropical forest stood on his right, a shimmering turquoise ocean on his left. And yet he could do nothing but look ahead, focusing entirely on the shapely figures of the two women walking ahead of him. Giddy with anticipation, he let their long legs and swaying hips mesmerize him.

“I heard about the promise you made on my behalf,” Avril said, diverting her gorgeous green eyes back toward him. “I’m going to suck you off, am I?”

“You and Victoria are both going to suck me off,” Liam said. “Before we get back to the others.”

Avril’s lips curled. “Yes, we are.”

Victoria sighed sufferingly, though they all knew it was an act. “We’ve been here for all of fifteen minutes. We have time to relax a little.”

“Sure,” Avril agreed. “During those times when you’re not being dragged off by one of us, you’ll have plenty of sun and towel time.”

“I do have a promise to keep,” Liam added, stepping into place between the two gorgeous women. “You’re eighteen shy, in case you weren’t keeping count last night.”

Victoria eyed them both. “Then I expect you both to work hard on this walk.”

“That’s the plan,” Avril said, motioning with the rolled-up towel in her hand. “For when we find a good place for that second thing Liam promised I would do.”

Liam watched Avril as they walked. Only one thing betrayed her eagerness. By all other accounts, from the relaxed smile on her lips to the bounce in her step, she seemed no different than usual. She treated scouting for a good spot for sex with the same straightforward candor of someone going on a casual nature walk.

Mostly.

Her eyes betrayed her. That gleam in them, the quickness with which she looked toward him and Victoria. While scouting for a suitable place to stop and then start things, she couldn’t help but keep glancing toward them.

After the fifth or sixth time it happened, Liam smiled, caught Avril’s hand, and then kissed her.

Soon, he let his eyes say.

Soon, she agreed with a nod.

Walking up the island's western side, neither Avril nor Victoria found such a suitable location. Curving right, they started walking upon the absolute tip of the Crown of the Yasawas. Around midway across it, Avril came to a sudden stop. Unrolling the towel, she laid it out.

“Here?” Liam asked.

“Here,” Avril said.

And then she pushed herself into him and began a much longer kiss than their previous one.

Instead of guiding him toward the towel, she pushed him away from it. Far away from it. She didn’t stop propelling him back, step by step, until he was nearly at the forest’s edge. Breaking off the kiss, she turned around long enough to notice something important.

“Well?” she called to Victoria, who hadn’t followed. “Are you going to come over here and help me suck his big cock or not?”

“Quite the mood you’re setting,” Victoria said. Yet, she came over all the same.

“This is what years of impatience look like,” Avril said. “I lose my head and forget all the important rules.”

Victoria snorted. “Fine. Then I’ll take care of setting the mood.”

She kissed the younger woman. Placing a hand on her curvaceous hip, Victoria gave Avril a taste of what she’d craved for so very long. Love, affection, and, perhaps most importantly of all, initiative.

Avril melted into her touch, in a way that Liam had only seen a few times. She was usually so composed, so in control, even when she was coming undone. Finally receiving this gift that she’d stared at through the glass for years, her poise departed. Eyes glittering like newly discovered emeralds, she accepted everything.

Victoria wasn’t done. After ending the kiss, she undid the strings of her bikini. Her top fell away, exposing her immaculate breasts. She glanced at him, beckoning him into the mix with her eyes.

Liam gladly entered the fray, kissing her first, then Avril. While making out with the redhead, Victoria maneuvered around to Avril’s side. Her hands made quick work of the ties keeping Avril’s top on, too.

During that time, Avril, trembling with delight about the progression of things, felt Liam up. Her hands palmed his cock through his swimming trunks, which helped get him ready for the first amorous activity—assuming Tess and Anna hadn’t gotten into things too quickly—on Yawini Beach.

“You’re not going to slow me down, are you?” Victoria asked the younger woman, shifting around to begin doing the same exact thing with her hands.

“At sucking dick?” Avril scoffed. “Hardly. If anyone has to hold back, it’ll be me. I know this cock better than anyone—even Tess. Tell her, Liam.”

“Oh, no,” he said, “I’m not getting stuck in another competition.”

“Competition?” Victoria said.

“Tess and I have a little one going on,” Avril said, grinning. “We take turns sucking him off—and we time who made him cum quicker. I was in the lead, but then she went and cheated by beating my score right before this trip. I’ll have the top spot again soon enough, though.”

Victoria lifted an eyebrow.

“It’s true,” Liam said. “Tess is the one who started the competition, even.”

“She’s really slutty, that professor of mine,” Avril said. “Of course, I guess I’ll need to clarify which professor I’m referring to, now.”

Victoria rolled her eyes but let Avril have the final word. She focused on moving her hand toward Liam’s waistband. Avril did the same. In tandem, both women lowered themselves to their knees. His trunks went with them. His cock sprang free, a throbbing pole that didn’t quite agree with Liam about declining another possible competition. Quickly stepping out of his trunks, he let Avril toss them away.

“And here we are,” Avril cooed, kissing Liam’s thigh. “This cock that makes us all go mad with lust.”

Liam trembled with glee. The two women kissed his legs, hands tracing his skin. Victoria was the first to leap from thigh to cock. Turning her lips inward, she kissed it once on the side.

“Not too quickly,” she whispered, lips leaving a warm, wet trail up to his glans.

Whether she was speaking to him or Avril, he didn’t know. He was far too enraptured by the sight of the gorgeous women, topless and on their knees, as they began to worship his cock. A few light kisses her, a skim of two fingertips there, and Liam’s body grew as stiff as steel. He nearly salivated over the indelibly erotic sights and senses that the women gradually flooded his body with.

Avril ran her tongue up the side of his cock, then twirled it around his opening, collecting precum onto her tongue. Victoria moved her mouth toward the same spot. The two women kissed again, deeply, passionately. Avril ran her hands up Victoria’s body, palming her breasts. At least one of her hands stayed there for the rest of her time on her knees.

Liam’s cock trembled, and Victoria broke off the kiss. Turning her lips back toward the tip of Liam’s cock, she kissed it. Eyes looking up, she took a couple of inches into her mouth, then made his knees weak with the twirling of her tongue.

“Think you can deepthroat him?” Avril asked—and he loved her for doing so.

Victoria eyed the redhead, aware of her rather blatant ploy. Yet, she then began working Liam’s cock deeper and deeper into the tight, blissful gap between her lips. Staring up at him again, the gorgeous, poised professor followed her own advice—she didn’t rush.

She sucked him off with confidence, suctioning in ways that made Liam feel lightheaded. She rolled her head, hitting different spots, tongue gliding across his sensitive member. Ever so slowly, she took him deeper into her mouth, letting him reach the entrance to her throat a few times—but never trying to fit him into it.

“If you don’t do it soon, I won’t believe that you can,” Avril said, apparently a little impatient about seeing his cock in her professor’s throat. He sort of loved her for that too.

Victoria rolled her eyes but began to relax her jaw. Bobbing her head a few times, Victoria introduced Liam to the blissful experience of feeling his cock slide into her throat. Hands on his thighs, keeping him still, Victoria pushed his cock into her throat. Her nose met his groin, and she stayed there for several seconds, proving without a shadow of a doubt that she could accomplish the task.

Restricted in the tight confines, Liam’s cock pulsed happily. Three of the four women in the group could do it. And Anna seemed intent on making herself capable of doing so too. Knowing her, she’d manage it pretty soon.

“Is it all the way in?” Avril asked, though she knew it was. “Liam?”

“Yes,” he confirmed. “It’s fucking amazing, too.”

Victoria did that same thing with her throat, constricting and vibrating it, that Tess knew how to do, and Liam trembled. Withdrawing her lips, fully removing his cock from her mouth, she left it covered in a sheen of saliva.

“Okay, good,” Avril said. “Now, I know I’m not working with an amateur. So, let’s make this young Perrymont boy cum like crazy.”

Victoria snorted, grabbed hold of Avril’s arm, and made her prove that she could deepthroat him.

A few minutes later, Liam widened his stance. He needed to, or he’d fall backward. An assault was underway. One that he was barely surviving against.

He was constantly being deepthroated. It seemed to be an unspoken rule, which made Victoria a liar about this island only having a single rule. He was either in her throat, or he was in Avril’s throat. They took turns, trading off every couple of minutes. While one of them bobbed their head lustfully, the other attacked other parts of him. Right now, with Avril thrusting him into her neck with an almost reckless pace, Victoria fondled and kissed his balls.

“Fuck,” he whispered, holding onto Victoria’s shoulder for stability.

“Close?” the beautiful brunette asked.

“I’ve been close,” he retorted through gritted teeth.

And may lightning strike him if that wasn’t the case. The only reason he hadn’t exploded yet was because they kept trading off. During those brief respites, he could rein in his unraveling self. He felt so on edge that it was as if he teetered on the edge of a cliff.

At that moment, he got another short break. Avril popped his cock out of her mouth, licking the tip as a parting gift. Liam’s teeth chattered.

“Do you want his first load, birthday girl?” she asked.

“I do,” Victoria said.

They repositioned, and Avril went to work on his balls. Meanwhile, Victoria took him back into her mouth and throat. Liam’s eyelids fluttered, and he felt he might lose his footing again.

Thankfully, this was the end of his dancing on the precipice. Victoria put her skills to work. She bobbed her head rapidly, slipping his cock into her throat each time. The loud, raucous sounds of his cock pumping its way into her throat helped speed things up. But it was the lewd sight that sent him into utter bliss.

Even her elegance and poise couldn’t survive how quickly she was deepthroating his cock. She became a salacious woman, doing everything she could to receive his cum into her belly. Moving at the perfect pace to ensure that, she looked up.

She liked sucking him off like this. He read as much in eyes that were a shivering blue. She enjoyed coming undone, being made to come undone. She liked the saliva and precum leaking from the corners of her mouth, the mess being made, the sheer depravity of the situation she found herself in. She was happy to suck his cock, and she was happy that Avril was here.

Liam hissed, slamming into his limit like a brick wall. He pushed his hips forward, grabbing Victoria’s head with both hands. She didn’t fight back. She let him force his way back into her throat one final time, the bliss in him forcing a rough, animalistic moan out of his throat.

And then he poured everything he had into Victoria Moreno’s throat. Hips twitching, cock pulsating, he painted her throat white. She wrapped her hands around his waist, holding herself against him, letting him empty himself inside her. All the while, feeling the shudders and jerks in his body as sure as the older woman did, Avril kept working on his balls. Liam nearly passed out from the immensity of his pleasure.

He withdrew his cock slowly, leaving a couple links of saliva and cum between it and Victoria’s mouth. She caught them with her fingertips, then gathered them on her tongue. She swallowed even the remnants. She’d wanted it all, and the birthday girl got her wish.

“Now,” she whispered, looking at him and Avril, “I want you to remove my bottoms with your teeth.”


Chapter Thirty-Two

Higher and Higher

Supercharged by their lust, Liam and Avril gladly did as the older woman commanded. Once she stood up, Liam finally let himself collapse to his knees. Drawing a few deep breaths into his lungs, he recovered some of his strength. Fortunately, Avril waited for him. Their eyes met, and they shared a nod.

Victoria’s scanty bottoms proved no match for the combined efforts of two college-age students. Catching one end of the tie keeping it around the professor’s curvaceous waist with his teeth, Liam pulled on it slowly. Avril did the exact same thing. The loops shrank away, ultimately coming completely undone. Victoria’s bikini bottoms hit the sand.

“Now, come this way,” she said, walking toward the towel that Avril had laid out a short time ago.

She made herself comfortable on her back, stretching out underneath the sun. Liam and Avril, each worshipping her stunning figure as they approached, knelt beside her.

“You have somewhere to be, Avril,” Victoria noted.

The topless redhead nodded wordlessly. As if she couldn’t believe what was finally happening, she positioned herself between Victoria’s legs. Her lips trembled as she lowered her head. Lifting her eyes only once, she received the final nod of permission that she required.

As Liam had promised she would, Avril began to gift Victoria a few more climaxes. The redhead kissed, licked, and touched the older woman with something close to reverence. Yet, she also knew what she was here to do, which was to make Victoria orgasm like crazy. And so, working out of her mild stupor, she began to put her skills to the task.

Victoria didn’t find much to complain about. Quite the opposite, in fact. Her jaw flexed as the younger woman ran her tongue over her clit, her body trembled as Avril stroked her opening with two fingers, and her eyelashes fluttered as her first climax—number eighteen—began to build within her.

Liam watched with awe. Not really because of Avril’s skill, which he’d known better than to underestimate, but because of her joyfulness. The younger woman seemed more buoyant than ever as she worked toward completing a goal she’d possibly had for a very long time. She glanced at him only once, clearly asking him to stay away for a short while longer.

Avril wanted to make Victoria climax, and she wanted it to be only because of her. Just once. And then they could tag team the busty professor.

So, Liam stayed beside Victoria, on his knees, watching as Avril stripped away Victoria’s capacity to think straight. It was pretty quick work, all things considered. So… maybe he was also a little awed by Avril’s skillfulness.

Victoria arched into Avril’s adroit assault. She strained in that positive way that a building orgasm could make happen, tendons appearing in her neck as she fought against the inevitable. Avril didn’t relent. There was no mercy on this beach.

“Come on,” she whispered. “Say my name, too, Victoria. Who’s making you cum?”

Victoria bit her lower lip, denying Avril her request.

So, Avril worked harder. Flooding Victoria’s pussy with pleasure delivered via a pair of fingers and a rough, flexible tongue, the redhead brought tension to Victoria’s knees. They lifted, and Victoria curled her toes as she planted them on the towel. There wasn’t any stability for her to find, however.

“A-Avril,” she finally hissed, trembling fiercely.

Avril’s eyes swirled like starlight, possessing a joy that seemed endless. She kept going and going and—

“Avril!” Victoria cried. Her writhing climax—number eighteen—arrived.

It was a gorgeous sight, and Liam had the best seat in the house. As Victoria climaxed, she bucked slightly, breasts jiggling, hair swaying. She nearly rolled onto her side, but Avril gripped her thighs, tongue still attacking her professor’s clitoris. Forced to stay on her back, Victoria spent the next several seconds in a bliss-fueled fugue state.

Avril looked as proud of herself as if she’d just won a Nobel prize as she finally pulled back from Victoria’s sensitive sex. Eyes sparkling, she clearly intended to go back for more.

“Don’t just be a spectator,” the buxom woman whispered once she’d calmed down a little bit, looking at Liam. “If you want to bring me all the way up to thirty-five, you need to stay involved.”

Liam blinked, coming out of his stupor. Avril started up again, causing Victoria to swallow. Dropping to his knees beside the gorgeous woman, he went after the other obvious point of attack: Victoria’s amazing breasts. He did the same as Avril, licking, kissing, and gently touching. However, he could also add a bite or two.

Victoria profited from those bites, from both their efforts. She writhed and climaxed beneath them, stroking Liam’s hair as he pulled on one of her nipples with his teeth. Gasping for air, given only a handful of seconds to recuperate before they renewed their focus on her sublime body, Victoria let them have free rein.

“So slutty,” Liam whispered, stroking Victoria’s jawline.

“So slutty,” Avril agreed from between the older woman’s legs.

Victoria climaxed. Not just once, either. Thanks to their combined efforts, she passed number twenty before finally calling for a slightly longer break.

“We’re not done yet,” Avril said, though she paused and let Victoria catch her breath.

“I’m not asking for you to be done,” Victoria said, hand on her heaving chest. “But I just need a moment or two, so I don’t end up overstimulated. Unlike you, I’m getting back into the swing of things.”

“Glad to help,” Avril said, grinning.

“Yeah, you can call on us anytime,” Liam added, kissing Victoria’s forehead.

“Noted,” Victoria said. She needed only a minute or two more, and then she was ready to see how high Liam and Avril could send her.

Twenty-five, that was how high. Maybe higher, but Victoria made a decision that slightly affected how capable Liam was at heaping on the pleasure.

She wanted to suck his cock again.

It started with her hand, which, as if attracted by gravity, found his throbbing erection. Stroking him lightly, she gradually pulled him closer and closer, until she turned her head, met his eyes, and nodded.

Positioning his knees to the side of her head, leaning forward, casting a shadow over her face and breasts, he happily let her take him back into her mouth. She couldn’t deepthroat him, but she could suck away—and she very much did that. In between her blissful orgasms, she brought him toward his second of the day. Sucking diligently, passionately, working her tongue and her lips, she unwound him.

“So slutty,” Avril whispered a final time, watching what was unfolding only a few feet away. “God, I love you both.”

Liam couldn’t find his voice, and Victoria didn’t want to stop sucking, so they couldn’t return her statement of love with ones of their own. Arm planted on the sand above Victoria’s head, body low, Liam filled Victoria’s mouth with his cum. Quaking wildly, he gasped for air as his cum poured out of his cock.

Once Victoria had sucked him dry, feeling completely spent, he rolled onto his side, ending up above her head. Confirming without any shred of doubt that Victoria Moreno would never be boring in bed, she tilted her head far enough for him to meet her eyes. Even with gravity working against her, she swallowed his cum, throat working with effort to get it all down.

“A good start to a good birthday,” she whispered.

Liam nodded dumbly, soaking in the warmth of the sun and the sand.

And of course, not to be outdone, Avril then sent Victoria into her twenty-fifth set of blissful tremors a short time later.


Chapter Thirty-Three

The Other Team

After getting as much sand off his body as he could, Liam reclaimed his swimming trunks. He also carried back the much slighter amounts of fabric that Avril and Victoria had selected for today’s bikinis. All three of them were pretty much glowing after the experience they’d shared. It would be the first of many.

“Fuck me, I almost can’t believe I finally got to do that,” Avril whispered, pressing herself into Liam as she beamed as brightly as the sun. “Thank you.”

“It’s as much you as it was me,” he said. “And Victoria, too, of course.”

“Here comes the modesty,” Avril said lightly. “Collect your flowers, Liam. They’re yours.”

“Consider them collected,” he said, squeezing her waist.

“Oh, I could never be a flower,” Avril purred, rubbing her breasts against him. “I’m far too carnivorous for that.”

“All right. Then we’ll see what other meals we can get you throughout the day,” Liam said, chuckling.

Once they’d all redressed and gathered their towel, they finally completed their walk around the island. With how small it was, they made it back to Anna and Tess within just a few minutes.

“Welcome back,” Tess said from where she basked beneath the sun on her towel. “Is the island bigger than I had assumed? You were gone for so long.”

“You’ll have to go and find that out for yourself,” Avril said, dropping herself on one of the towels beneath a beach umbrella’s shade. She started digging out drinks for herself, Liam, and Victoria.

“I suppose we shall,” Tess said, glancing toward Anna. “In a little while. For now, we should all spend a little time together. Maybe sing—”

“Please don’t,” Victoria said dryly, accepting the drink that Avril tossed her way.

“No birthday song, no gifts,” Tess said. “Not much of a birthday, Victoria.”

“I feel quite gifted already, just being here,” Victoria said, sitting on a towel adjacent to Tess’s. “This vacation has been everything I could have wanted.”

“That’s good and all, but still,” Tess said, nodding toward Anna.

She’d been sitting by one of the coolers since they made it back, and she opened it now. With gentle care, Anna lifted out a cake.

Rectangular in shape, which was necessary for it to fit inside the cooler, whoever had worked on it had given it their all. Awash with color, there was as much icing on the cake’s surface as there was probably cake underneath. Having formed the buttercream icing into the myriad number of unique flowers that they’d seen during their trip, each was vividly colorful—red, blue, green, orange, the cake barely had room for it all. It made for a second rainforest on the island, covering almost everything, save for the very center, where the words “Happy Birthday Victoria” were scrawled in impressive cursive.

“Happy Birthday, Victoria,” Tess said, and Anna echoed her.

“There is a little cake to go along with your icing under there,” Avril said, grinning. “Clearly, the resort’s pastry chef really wanted to show off what they could do.”

“Clearly,” Victoria said, becoming the first to receive the plate and utensils that Anna also dug out and began passing around. “Thank you, everyone. This trip has been wonderful.”

“And still a bit more to go,” Tess said, smiling.

After everyone collected their first slices, which confirmed that there was a little cake—lemon-flavored with raspberry filling—beneath the enormous amount of icing stacked on top of it, they each scooped off a chunk and took their first bite. A rather potent mix of sweetness and tanginess collected on Liam’s tongue. The cool icing melted slowly on his tongue, and he picked it off and ate it separately for future bites—something he wasn’t alone in doing. It made downing this slice, and a second a bit later, a bit easier.

“So, best tasting thing you’ve had recently?” Avril asked, grinning meaningfully at both him and Victoria.

Victoria just stared flatly at the younger woman and forked off another morsel of cake.

After making a good dent in the cake’s remainder, they stowed it away before the icing began to melt in the day's growing heat. The cake might not enjoy such warmth, but the human bodies on the island would.

After having indulged in both sex and cake, Victoria decided that the next best way to enjoy her birthday was to relax on the beach. Removing her bikini, she stretched herself on her towel and began soaking in the sun’s warmth. An uncharacteristically contented smile framed her lips, and Liam couldn’t help but experience butterflies dancing in his stomach—probably enjoying all the icing digesting there—as he noticed it.

A happy birthday, indeed. Exactly what Victoria deserved.

But what about the rest of them? With the birthday girl deigning to relax for a little while, Liam shifted his focus to the other three women he was sharing this island with.

All three of them looked stunning. With this as their final day in Fiji, and knowing how isolated they would be, they’d all picked out their favorite bikinis.

Avril had on an especially revealing teal bikini, the top of which was kept bound together across her breasts by a wide brass ring. Her breasts bulged because of how snug it was, and that ring was wide enough for a few fingers—or something else—to fit within it. An idea for later, perhaps. It’d come off too quickly during their trip around the island.

Anna’s bikini was maroon, and it was a thing of form-fitting straps. Spiraling upward from her bottoms, they wrapped around her curvaceous body below her navel, tightly bound against her gorgeous figure. Falling from her top, they squeezed around the narrowest valley of her figure. Hers would probably be the most difficult to remove, though Liam was always up for a challenge.

Last but not least, Tess wore a bikini with numerous fabric cuts, designed to show off skin. Especially around her jaw-dropping hips, there were some delicious missing sections of fabric. Tan skin stood out among a black bikini, and Liam gleefully examined the results of her tanning efforts. She had completely succeeded.

Noticing him staring, she smiled. Next, she tapped Anna on the shoulder.

As the younger woman started, Liam perked up. Tess didn’t come to him, however. Instead, she waved him toward her.

Obviously, he made swift work of moving from his towel to hers. Still smiling, Tess also tapped him on his shoulder.

“Seems only fair,” Tess said.

“Only fair,” Liam agreed.

Blushing slightly, Anna nodded in agreement.

That left Avril as the odd woman out. However, if she really wanted to find a way to distract herself while they were gone, an enviously voluptuous option wasn’t too far away.

“Don’t get lost,” the beautiful redhead said, tossing them a two-finger wave as they stood and departed. For now, she stayed under the shade of an umbrella, but Liam saw her eyes already beginning to wander toward Victoria as he and Anna followed Tess.

Like before, Liam joined two gorgeous women in a clockwise circuit around the small island. Enjoying the wind on his face and the sparkling blue waters off to his left, he didn’t mind the repetition. Doubly so, as Tess and Anna stayed close, walking on either side of him.

The professor he loved—and had loved for years. And the student she’d originally meant to fix him up with—and well, she had been successful in ways she’d never intended. Liam couldn’t help but bring that up.

“You know, all this started because you wanted to introduce me to Anna,” Liam said, glancing to his left.

A beautiful brunette smiled fondly, nodding. “I’m aware. All things considered, I did succeed.”

“I was thinking that same thing,” Liam said, smiling back.

“If I’d known the path that would bring me here,” Anna said, adding her voice to the conversation, “I’m sure the old me would have fainted.”

Tess smiled. “I might not have fainted, but I would have at least needed to sit down. Involved with colleagues, students, and the young man I live beside. It’s certainly… an unexpected path that I’ve found myself happy to walk.”

“And so sandy,” Liam said, nodding ahead of them. They could all see the tracks he, Avril, and Victoria had made about an hour ago. Given the island’s single rule, it was likely that there’d be many more combinations of footprints left on the sand by the time they departed.

Tess picked up on the tracks, too. “Speaking of, when do they end? You three were gone for quite a while.”

“You’ll see, won’t you?” Liam said.

It was true. After reaching the northern side of the island, they could quite easily locate the turn toward the forest’s edge. There, they found a lot of activity in the sand. Some from him, as he’d struggled to stay standing as two gorgeous women assailed him, and some from them, as they’d moved around on their knees plenty while committing said assault.

“And just what happened here, Liam?” Tess asked.

“Crimes,” Liam replied. “Wonderful, wonderful crimes.”

Boundlessly deep blue eyes met vividly bright green eyes. Liam tried his best to intercept the silent discussion happening between student and professor, but he ultimately failed. They’d also had plenty of time, exactly when the sand here was being disturbed, to themselves. He didn’t see either of them as impromptu players; they liked to plan things in advance.

That fact excited him greatly.

However, they didn’t push into him, intending to make their own sordid marks in the sand. Instead, they kept walking. Liam eyed the proof of his fun with Avril and Victoria for a moment longer, then rushed after the two departing beauties.

They wrapped around the island, never stopping. Liam felt a shard of uncertainty scrape down his thighs. It almost seemed as if they would go all the way around. They were only about a minute away from spotting their towels, coolers, and two other gorgeous women. He imagined Avril wouldn’t be pleased if they returned too quickly, as it’d probably stifle her attempts to get in a little more fun with the group’s other professor.

“Specifically,” Tess whispered, immediately drawing his attention over to her, “what did Avril and Victoria do for you?”

“Why do you want to know?” he replied.

Tess eyed him as though he were a student disrupting her class with a ridiculously off-topic question.

Like so many of them must have, he soon broke and shrugged.

“They took turns deepthroating me. That was the first part.”

“And the second?”

“We celebrated Victoria’s birthday,” Liam said. “Avril and I have a goal we’re working together to meet.”

“Oh?”

“Thirty-five is the number of the day,” Liam said.

Tess lifted both an eyebrow and one corner of her mouth. “That’s a high number.”

“Not so high,” Liam said, grinning. “We’re already over halfway there. The count started at midnight last night.”

“And you did good work?” Tess whispered, leaning into him a little.

“You’d have been proud,” he said, finding it impossible to resist leaning back.

“I’m sure I would have.”

Liam briefly kissed the woman of his dreams, body coming alive with renewed desires. He desperately hoped that her line of questioning would lead them somewhere exciting.

Just a handful of seconds later, Tess pulled away. A moment of disappointment submerged him, but then a hand yanked him up.

“Go have a seat, Liam,” Tess said, pointing forward.

Her gesture aimed his attention toward the island’s small cove. It was pretty much adjacent to where they’d laid out their towels and coolers, maybe thirty or forty sandy steps away. However, with plenty of rocks standing in the way, most sightlines were blocked. Anyone in the heart of the cove would be unable to see those outside of it, and vice versa.

Liam did as Tess asked. Specifically, she’d pointed toward a dome-shaped—and therefore sittable—rock near the water's edge. In fact, the gentle waves currently lapped up far enough for Liam’s toes to get wet once he sat down.

Trying but failing to overhear Anna and Tess as they whispered amongst themselves, he shifted on the stone. It was smooth enough not to dig into him, but hardly the most comfortable place to sit. He’d just need a different sensation, one he hoped would soon arrive, to be strong enough to distract him from the discomfort.

Tess and Anna ended their whispering. In perfect synchronization, they looked toward him. Butterflies danced within the pit of his stomach, turning into a frenzy as a pair of stunning women approached.

“Would you be up for one more competition for the day, Liam?” Tess asked. “Potentially, the final one of this vacation.”

“How could I ever say no?” he said.

Tess and Anna shared a look. And then they, like Avril and Victoria had done not long ago, fell to their knees.

It didn’t take much for his cock, once it was back out, to return to its full size and stiffness. Tess very intentionally took things slow, working at Anna’s pace rather than her own. Rather than leading, she complemented Anna’s efforts.

And those efforts were sublime.

Two sets of luscious lips kissed his thighs, leaving his skin tingling as they worked their way up toward his throbbing erection. Anna’s eyes shone with excitement as she advanced up his thigh. That soothed his only real worry about this wonderful event. If she was up for it, which by all visible metrics she seemed to be, then he could relax and enjoy everything to come.

While Avril and Victoria had competed, taking turns sucking him off, Anna and Tess worked together. Working at a leisurely pace, which didn’t jive with the idea that this was a competition, they left a slew of wet marks as they worked their way up his thighs. Each one had a leg to work with, and each one laid claim to spots that Avril and Victoria were no longer around to defend.

Liam shivered as Tess set her lips near the end of his leg and the beginning of his groin. Her eyes gleamed as she looked up at him, but she shifted her focus toward her partner.

“So far, we seem to be doing all right, Anna.”

Anna blushed but nodded. Because of her shorter stature, her breasts pushed into his lower thigh as she worked her mouth toward the base of his cock. A few seconds later, she became the first of them to set her lips on the pillar of heat rising from Liam’s groin.

It was just a slight kiss, delivered gently to the left side of his cock. Yet, it enflamed him, drew another shiver from him, and dried up his throat. He’d been expecting Avril and Victoria. That pairing had been one he’d pretty much known would happen today.

Anna and Tess were something of a surprise—Anna and anyone was still kind of a surprise, even after the other night. Maybe it shouldn’t have been, but he couldn’t help it. A part of him still marveled at each step forward that Annabelle Royce took. And this step was indeed another big one.

Because she sucked his cock. While Tess watched, she kissed and licked and eventually took him into her mouth.

But it was more than just that. She kissed, licked, and sucked his cock while Tess did the same thing. Professor and student, working together, broke him down. They set their lips against his sensitive skin, drove him mad with lust, and reminded him of why he was the most fortunate man on the planet.

Tess ensured that Anna was the one who ultimately had him in her mouth when he came. Despite what Avril might claim, Tess knew his cock as well as anyone. Especially when it came to controlling when he climaxed. Kissing and sucking on his cock, communicating with Anna about when and where they should unravel his ability to think, she granted him a good ten minutes of pure bliss.

“Take over, Anna,” she whispered, noticing Liam’s deteriorating state of self-control. “He’s close.” She eyed him. “Isn’t he?”

“He… is,” Liam said, forcing the admission through clenched teeth.

Anna quickly took him back into her mouth, passionately bobbing her head. Tess smiled as Liam trembled, ensuring her lips and fingertips helped guide him over the edge. As Anna couldn’t yet deepthroat him, there were some places she could do just that. Bombarded by pleasant sensations, which hurriedly became maddeningly pleasurable, Liam hit his breaking point soon after.

As Anna’s luscious mouth rose and fell along his shaft, Liam shut his eyes. Toes curling in the wet sand, he exploded as the next gentle wave lapped in past his feet and Tess and Anna’s knees.

Squeezing his knee tightly, Anna kept her lips ringed around his cock until she felt its final bliss-induced twitches. Eyes slightly wide, she withdrew her mouth. Mouth full, she worked her throat once, twice, and then—and if this wasn’t because of something Avril had said men liked to see, he’d jump off a cliff—opened her mouth wide.

“I think we win,” Tess said, smiling at Liam’s stupefied expression.

“Just don’t let the birthday girl know,” Liam said, breathless. Breathless and growing more and more in love with Annabelle Royce by the second.

“We won’t,” Tess said. “Until her day is over, at least. Then we might brag a little.”

“A little,” Anna agreed, face scarlet but eyes alight with pride.


Chapter Thirty-Four

Banished

A solid hour later, the call for lunch went out. After his two circuits around the small island, though not because of his time spent walking, Liam stood to benefit from a hearty meal. His stomach’s growls had been growing louder and more frequent for a good thirty minutes, interrupting the relaxing time under the sun that had followed his wonderful first visit to Yawini Island’s cove. And so, Tess had suggested that they finally break out the chilled lunches sitting in one of their coolers.

“You’ll need to take yours to go,” Victoria said, which stopped Tess in her tracks.

“I do?”

“You and Avril both,” the topless woman said. “As Anna and I never got a chance to have a private picnic on a secluded beach, this will have to do. So, take what you need and don’t return for a good hour.”

“Hardly seems fair,” Avril said.

“Agreed,” Victoria said. “For us.”

They didn’t have much of a leg to stand on, and they knew it. Especially today, which was both a birthday and the final chance for such a picnic experience. So, Avril and Tess collected what they needed, and with only a few complaints from the former, they walked off into their banishment. Avril’s primary source of rebellion involved stealing the cooler holding the remains of Victoria’s cake, which she marched off with while holding her head high.

“You’ll be lucky if there’s any of this left when we return,” were her final ominous words.

Once they were out of sight, Liam, Anna, and Victoria made their plates. Like before, they’d brought food that would survive transit and time spent in a cooler. More than was needed, but Liam had a ravenous appetite by now, so he loaded his plate high with sandwiches and sliced fruits.

“Sorry for not thinking far enough ahead,” Liam said. “I should have planned things a little better, so you two could get the same experience that Avril and Tess got. I would have loved seeing you both dressed up.”

“I didn’t bring anything formal,” Anna admitted. “So, I would have just worn one of my sundresses.”

“I have something I would have worn, but it’s all right,” Victoria said. “You can just be sure we’ll have reasons to dress up on the first weekend back home. A Saturday dinner and a Sunday one.”

“I’ll make it so,” Liam promised, beaming at the two beautiful women.

Munching on their sandwiches and sticking forks into pineapple slices, they lounged beneath the hot sun. Victoria remained completely at ease about her nudity, and why shouldn’t she? The three of them had done far, far more than just gawk at her naked body the other night.

And the longer she remained in the nude, the easier it would be for Liam to access that gorgeous body. After all, she wasn’t at number thirty-five just yet.

No, she was at twenty-five, which she confirmed when Liam eventually asked what she and Avril had gotten up to while he, Tess, and Anna were gone. She didn’t go into details, but Liam knew Avril must have been over the moon when, finally, she’d been allowed to have a taste of Victoria, without him or anyone else being around.

I bet that made her day, Liam thought, suspecting those unspoken details would come up during his and Avril’s dinner. Gossiping about what they’d individually done to the most voluptuous woman on the island, that would be them.

The rest of their private lunch passed without much excitement. This time around, they simply ate and chatted. No cards, no deals, no seduction. However, Victoria took her time, noticing as she did that Avril peered out from the cove thirty minutes into things. Liam hid a smile, spotting Victoria’s deliberate slowness in finishing off her plate.

But it eventually did occur, and the two banished beauties could return to their towel-covered kingdom. From there, the five of them passed their final hours on a Fijian beach in leisure. Some time out in the ocean, some time lounging under the sun, and some time spent stretching their legs by walking around the island.

Liam ended up deciding he wanted to do the last of those with each of the women in the group, just one-on-one. Starting with Anna, they wandered around the island, checking in with one another about how the trip had gone—all the parts. Fortunately, Anna’s viewpoint remained what it had been for the past few days. She had no regrets, she confirmed. More than anything, she was glad to have obtained these new experiences, even the shared ones.

A little later in the afternoon, he did the same thing with Avril. Naturally, he did a little more than just chat with her. Upon their late return, Anna clicked her teeth in annoyance, realizing she hadn’t capitalized on their time alone.

Tess also capitalized on things. Specifically, she invited him to pin her against a tree, then fuck her brains out. He did so gladly, and Tess happily claimed that she must be a terrible woman, seducing and therefore helping exhaust his stamina on her best friend’s birthday. Her moans were boisterous enough that someone on the other side of the island might have even heard.

Finally, there was Victoria. Like her predecessors, she answered his handful of questions similarly. This vacation had been unlike anything any of them had ever experienced, and they were all happy to have been part of it. Indeed, most of them had mentioned ideas for a summer trip, and Liam knew they’d discuss it on the plane ride home.

However, as he and Victoria rounded the island, returning to their towels, coolers, and buried umbrellas, they found the space empty. Footprints in the sand revealed that the other three women had departed during their walkabout.

For an easily understood reason.

“At least to thirty,” Liam said, taking Victoria’s hand.

“Very well, but no higher,” the buxom brunette said, letting herself be led to the towels.

And then she was on her back, and Liam was above her. Kissing her warm, olive skin, stroking her voluptuous body, he put his fingers to work. They both knew it was partially because of how well Avril had done earlier. Liam wanted to prove himself. Victoria was happy to allow it.

Inside of her slick opening, uncoiling each blissful orgasm with deliberate focus, he showed off what he could do. Victoria’s breathy moans, the heat of which spilled against his neck, grew increasingly frantic.

She came, and he gave her a few seconds to catch her breath. And then again, and then again.

He kissed her during that third climax, absorbing the tremors his fingers induced. For the fourth, he worked his mouth down to her breasts, finding them as warm as the rest of her. He took a nipple between his lips, rolling his tongue over the stiffened point as he let his fingertips swirl within her pussy. She clenched around him, whispering his name as he sent her over the edge.

They noticed something, then. From the corners of their eyes, they spied three onlookers. And as they could see them, they could very plainly be seen.

“One more,” he whispered, moving his mouth toward her other breast.

Victoria was silent for only a moment, and then she nodded. “One more.”

He went as slow as he could, aggravating Victoria’s patience at the same time as he inched her toward her fifth and final orgasm of this round. There’d have to be at least one more. He would hit his goal.

“You’re… being intentionally slow,” Victoria soon said, jaw flexing as his thumb played with her clit.

“I am,” he admitted.

Victoria glanced toward the others. They were still there, watching.

“I didn’t say you could make me into a show,” the gorgeous professor whispered.

“But you like it,” Liam said, skimming his lips over her areola.

Victoria didn’t answer, which was very much an answer, but she also didn’t have much time to do so.

They both noticed something.

Avril was walking toward them. And behind her, Tess and Anna followed.

Victoria’s eyes widened slightly, and Liam could feel her pulse quicken.

“What would you like me to do?” Liam asked.

Another pause. This one was a few heartbeats longer than its predecessor.

“Keep going,” she whispered. “Thirty. You still haven’t reached it.”

Grinning boldly, Liam kept working on delivering Victoria her thirtieth orgasm of the day as the other three members of their group arrived back at their camp.

Arrived and got involved.

They didn’t just come back to sit on the neighboring towels. Whatever discussion had taken place between them, they’d reached a unanimous decision. They weren’t just going to come and watch.

Instead, almost as if they’d been judging Liam’s pace as too slow, they put their skills to work. Tess was first, kneeling beside Victoria’s head.

“Say if it’s not okay,” she said.

Victoria, jaw flexed tightly, didn’t say a word.

Tess leaned forward and began to kiss her colleague.

Avril, of course, was quick to join in. She went after Victoria’s unclaimed breast. Kissing, licking, and biting, she repeated some of the actions that Liam assumed she’d been allowed to do earlier that afternoon. Victoria grew even more tense, so Liam sped up his fingers. One way or another, her final climax would arrive very soon. So, he might as well be the primary force behind it.

And then Anna. She was the last to drop to her knees, slightly more hesitant than the rest. If she’d stayed on the sidelines for too long, she would have missed out on her chance to add the final feather to the scales.

But she didn’t. The raven-haired heiress patted Liam on the shoulder, asking him to move some. He did so, releasing the nipple between his teeth. Anna took over a few moments later.

Because of that, Victoria’s thirtieth climax was a group effort. With so many bodies above her, chipping away at her sensitive spots, when she climaxed, she climaxed hard. Writhing, gasping, moaning, Victoria hit number thirty. And in doing so, each of them obtained an experience unlike any they’d ever experienced. Victoria’s thirty-fifth birthday became one that none of them would ever be able to forget.


Chapter Thirty-Five

The Other Shore

Afterward, they let a short-lived but profound silence hover around them. Even the waves seemed to grow quieter, as if in awe of what had just transpired within their sightlines. Victoria’s eyes stayed shut as she reined in her breath. The rise and fall of her breasts slowly returned to a more normal pace. When she opened her mouth, she swallowed and spoke just two words.

“Thank you.”

They stayed as the only two spoken words for a while longer. Each of them sat within their own thoughts, either basking in what had just transpired, considering what it meant for the future, or maybe just relaxing on an idyllic beach. Liam ended up circulating between all three.

“Anyone need a drink?” Tess eventually said.

“Yes,” multiple voices answered in unison, in a way that suggested that she should dig into the cooler holding the alcoholic beverages.

At a leisurely pace, having nothing but time on the isolated beach they’d claimed for the day, the five of them went through their own unique steps of recuperating, processing, and accepting the forward leap they’d all just made. And then, after doing so, they refocused on the final hours of their final day in Fiji and so went about the rest of their afternoon on Yawini Beach.

During that time, Liam probably never went longer than ten minutes without kissing, caressing, or whispering his affection to one of the four women sharing the small island with him. Somehow, things felt both relaxed and supercharged, as if they were all comfortably riding a tidal wave, confident they’d dismount it before it crashed into the shore. Things had changed between them all. Again.

Liam loved it. He loved feeling free about lying on his side beside Tess, staring into her depthless eyes, then eventually kissing her, unbothered that there were others around. He loved sidling between Anna and Avril, thumbs in motion on their soft skin while the three of them chatted about the trip at large. And he absolutely loved it when Victoria nestled herself against him, her lips a whisper on his skin, her hand coaxing him back to hardness as it slowly descended across his stomach.

He didn’t go anywhere, and she didn’t try to make him depart. Like at the pool, her hand found his cock, stiff and ready. This time, Tess stayed out of it. She, Avril, and Anna watched Victoria claim one final birthday gift for herself. As she stroked his cock beneath his swimming trunks, as she helped him wriggle out of them, and as she made him cum like a geyser, leaving a mess on his stomach.

She let it stay there for a while, as if the white, sticky mess might be bait that would attract other aroused beauties. Or maybe as evidence of her skill, after a weekend of hearing so often about what he’d already done with the other women in their group. They each had quite a head start on her, as she well knew.

Whichever it was, she eventually took up the task of cleaning him up. Her tongue glided over his skin, but her eyes didn’t drop to her task. Watching the others, providing as lurid a sight as this beach might have ever known, Victoria Moreno cleaned up her mess.

“Cumming so damn much,” Avril said a while later—during a shared dip into the ocean. Tess had come too, and the three of them relaxed in what might be their final soak of the warm Fijian waters. “Your stamina is fucking crazy, today.”

“Or, instead of that, I’m just surrounded by four literal succubi,” Liam proposed.

“It can be both,” Tess said, floating on her back, tendrils of hair weaving about in the pristine waters. “You’re in possession of a godly amount of endurance, and we’re all trying to suck it of you out like we’ll wither and die if we don’t.”

“All things considered, I’d say it’s worth the risk to my life,” Liam said, grinning.

Tess rolled her eyes but smiled. “Yes, we’re aware. We’ve been aware for some time.”

“Because you pretty much let us take a bite whenever we want,” Avril chimed in. She waved her hand back toward the beach. “Case in point.”

“First off, you three came in and started that escalation. You could have stayed away a little longer.”

Avril snorted, using her arm to push a wave in his direction. “Don’t act like you were disappointed when we did. You or Victoria, I’ll call either of you a liar.”

Liam bounced himself above the rise of water, smiling. “I didn’t say that. Nor has she.”

“Nor will she,” Tess said. “Nor will any of us, I suspect.”

“Nope, we’re all way, way too horny for each other for that,” Avril agreed.

They stayed in the water for a decent length, eventually returning once Tess located something to the southwest. A boat. The same one that had brought them here hours ago.

“Who’s it here for?” Anna asked as the three of them came ashore.

“Just me and lover boy,” Avril said, grabbing a towel and beginning to dry herself off. She peered toward the sun, which was dipping toward the horizon, though twilight remained a good hour away. “I guess it is about that time.” She tossed another towel toward Liam. “We need to go get ready for our romantic dinner.”

“What’s your plan for us?” Victoria asked, calmly slipping back into her bikini. “We stay here, and then you two return, or we just catch a later ride back to the resort?”

“The first one,” Avril said. “We can regroup for one final moment under the stars—one last deep breath of Fiji before we head home.”

No one took any issue with that plan, and so, as she so often did, Avril Knight got her way. They’d brought along enough food for the three who would be left behind to survive, and with barely a cloud in sight, there was hardly a good reason to depart the idyllic island earlier than needed.

Once the boat swung in and picked the departing pair up, Liam tossed a wave to the shrinking forms of the other three women. Receiving a couple back, he settled in for the short trip back to the resort.

From there, he separated from the fourth and final woman he adored, though only for a little while. Avril promised she wouldn’t need too long to get ready, so he could swing over to pick her up in about thirty minutes. Returning to his bure, still unaware of which beach Avril had selected for his final dinner in Fiji, Liam took a quick shower—the only one he’d taken in days that didn’t include a voluptuous professor.

Afterward, he found his singular nice outfit, which led him to consider upping that number before his promised date nights with Victoria and Anna. Throwing it on, he then played catch-up on packing his things. That was the one downside—if it could be called that—of fucking a gorgeous woman for hours on end, deep into the night. You slept in, woke up late, and couldn’t get in any morning packing before being dragged to a private beach.

He didn’t have too much to pack, anyway, so he burned through the bulk of it in about ten minutes. That packing included removing the glass container full of colorful fortune cookies from the bathroom closet, where it’d been less hidden than he’d intended. Looking over the many remaining fortunes, Avril’s new rules echoing in his ears, he considered breaking his own rule by grabbing a red or blue one, then trying to “sell” it to Avril during dinner.

Ultimately, however, he placed the jar of fortunes with his suitcase. He could go another four or five hours without becoming a salesman. After all, he’d have a pretty captive audience on the plane ride home. He could hawk his wares then.

Even if he had grabbed a fortune cookie, as he soon found out, he lacked the person to sell it to. Avril wasn’t in her bure. There weren’t many places to hide in or around it, so Liam confirmed her absence within a minute or two.

So much for her waiting on me, he thought, knowing where he should go next.

Yet, she also wasn’t to be found waiting by the boat. In fact, he wasn’t just missing a scheming redhead. There was no boat, no crew, no nothing.

Did I somehow walk to the wrong place?

But no, he could very plainly see the markings left in the sand by the body of a boat. This was where they’d embarked and disembarked numerous times over the week. Yes, it’d finally started getting dark, but he hadn’t gone blind in the past thirty minutes.

Liam nearly went looking for an employee to help him figure out what was going on. However, just as his eyes began veering toward the resort, he spotted something out in the water.

It was the boat, and it was coming right toward him. Squinting, he spotted only a single figure—the driver—aboard it.

What are you up to, Avril? Liam wondered.

“Hi, did I miss the time or something?” Liam asked once the boat was back where it should have been when he arrived a few minutes ago.

“No,” the man assured him. “When your partner arrived a little while ago, she seemed glad you hadn’t yet arrived. She asked to be taken to your beach right away. She’s waiting for you there.”

“Oh, yeah, I guess that sounds like her.”

The man nodded, smiling, and waited for Liam to come aboard. At least Liam knew the beach must be nearby, as he hadn’t been that slow in getting ready.

Close was right. Actually, it was the wrong word altogether. Because thirty minutes ago, when he’d been sitting on Yawini Island, he’d been within eyesight of the beach that Avril had selected for their dinner.

Liam facepalmed as he was led on the exact same trip he’d taken at the beginning of his day, minus a few hundred extra feet. As the boat curved in and came ashore on the other side of the sandbar—currently visible but decently submerged—that connected Yawini Island to the much larger Yasawa Island, Liam dragged his hand down his face.

Avril, of course, was all smiles as he disembarked. Surrounded by lit tiki torches, sitting at a round, tableclothed table covered in food and drink, and as beautiful as she was maddening, she waved him over.

“You’re such a menace,” he said, gaze passing toward the other beach, where he could see Anna, Tess, and Victoria. They were far enough away, especially with the dwindling light, that he could only see their general forms. But that was enough for both parties—and enough for him to wonder what they thought of their benefactor’s greatest and final plot.

And of course, Avril had also set things up so that he’d face the north while they ate, in sight of them at all times.

“It’s pretty funny, I think,” Avril said, beaming at him.

She was beautiful enough in her dress that he couldn’t help but forgive her for her final theatrics.

Her outfit wasn’t quite on the level of formality that he’d seen from the others on New Year’s Eve. However, she’d also been in a hurry to beat him here, and the two-piece dress she’d selected for tonight suited the speed she’d been after.

It was a dress of deepest blue, eager to show off as much skin as it hid. The top exposed plenty of cleavage, and it left a good eight inches of Avril’s midriff exposed. Kept up by only a pair of thin straps, Avril had thrown a choker of thin gold around her neck. She’d also put up her hair. Not just in a simple ponytail this time. She let a few strands intentionally escape from it, and they framed her heart-shaped face—and the stunning smile at the center of it.

Liam didn’t go toward his seat right away. Instead, he angled toward the sitting beauty, wanting to see more than just her upper half. Turning in her seat, Avril let him admire a long leg, which a high slit in the bottom part of the dress showed off. There was more gold there, a single narrow length crossing over her skin, disappearing beneath what parts of her leg her dress did cover, glittering on her upper thigh.

“You’re welcome to kiss whichever part of me catches your fancy,” Avril said, eyes gleaming far brighter than the stars beginning to emerge above them.

Liam traced his fingers over the golden chain on her thigh, meeting its owner’s bright emerald eyes. “You leave me behind and expect to be kissed for it?”

Without even a moment’s hesitation, Avril said, “Yes, I do. Problem?”

Liam snorted and delivered his mouth to hers. His hand pressed down on her thigh, feeling the link of gold between his palm and her skin, and she lifted one of hers to his cheek. A long kiss followed, rejuvenating and as thrilling as the first of them had been.

“So, am I forgiven?” Avril whispered as their lips parted.

“Partially. We’ll see how good dinner is.”

Avril grinned and beckoned toward his seat. The main courses remained hidden beneath steel cloches. At the same time, he and Avril revealed their final meal of the vacation.

Steam smashed right into Liam’s face, along with a decadent array of heady spices. Dipping his head back from the influx of flavor, he peered through the curtain of steam.

“A lobster each?” he asked, tilting an eyebrow upward.

Avril nodded and waved a hand toward the other items on the table. “We’ve got Rourou soup as an entrée, and pineapple and mint sorbet as a dessert. The chef talked me into all three. Figured I’d let an expert pick our final meal. We can leave a bad review if they’ve picked wrong.”

Liam snorted. “Some sort of divine judgement would fall on my head if I rated this trip as anything other than five stars. Anyone, man or god, would think I’m the greediest man alive if I didn’t.”

“Oh, but you are the greediest man alive,” Avril said, smiling coyly. “One isn’t enough, nor two, nor even three.”

“I could say the same thing about you,” Liam said, glancing past her, watching the silhouettes moving in the growing darkness.

“You could, and I won’t deny it,” Avril said, hoisting a bubbly drink into the air. “To the greediest man and woman in the world.”

Rolling his eyes, he still lifted his drink. “To the greediest of us, then.”

After toasting to their nearly boundless desires, they solved one of them with the delectable array of food and drink that sat before them. As he ate, he wondered how Tess and the others had reacted to seeing the table and torches set up right across the water from them. They must have figured it out immediately.

At least the trip back won’t take long, Liam thought.

Throughout the meal, the evening deepened. The sun drooped one final time over their week-long stay in Fiji. Beams of pure gold cast themselves out along the horizon, glinting off the gold at Avril’s neck. They mixed with a handful of clouds in the area, painting them proud orange at their depths and morose purple at their ends. The ocean shimmered in the fading light, ripple upon ripple of melding color sweeping into the shore not twenty feet away from Liam and Avril.

Without any warning, Avril stood. Liam moved his eyes back to her, watching as she circled the table.

He knew what she was up to even before she waved with her hand. Lifting his chair legs off the ground, he moved it, and himself, back about a foot from the table. Smiling, Avril used the extra room to situate herself on his lap, shoulder leaning into his chest, one arm wrapped around his neck.

“Not a bad way to end it,” Avril said, staring ahead.

Liam ran his hand up the slit in her dress, tracing her thigh. Avril leaned into him, content, yet not looking for any type of escalation. She just wanted to be held for a little while. Liam could do that. He could see himself doing that for a very, very long time. Not just tonight, but in the weeks, months, and years to come.

This vacation was undoubtedly the best he’d ever had. Given all that had happened here, it might stay that way forever. Even if—or when, as he should probably start thinking—they visited another fantastical place, where he got to spend another perfect week with four perfect women, this first one would stay special.

And Liam couldn’t help but want to make it just a little better.

He knew what he was doing; he had experience in ruining his own plans. On a night just like this one, he had meant to admit his love to Tess. He’d sort of messed that up on the first day here, overcome by an urgent and compelling act of spontaneity.

Likewise, he’d been meaning to keep his plans to attend Bellmore a secret from Avril until the fall—or at least the late summer. Once again, he let his plans fade away before the sheer insistence of his instincts. This was the time, it whispered. He agreed.

“I could make it a little better, I think.”

Avril glanced toward him. “If the others think I’m riding you over here, they might get even more upset than I’m sure they already are.”

“Not that,” he said, shaking his head. “A secret. One I’ve been keeping from you for quite a while.”

Avril forgot about the stunning sunset. In a fashion that suited her completely, she dismissed it entirely. Shifting to get a better look at him, she splayed a hand against his chest.

“A secret? What kind?”

“One that Victoria and Anna both already know about,” he said, baiting the hook.

“What, are you going in reverse of your relationships?” Avril asked. “Because if that’s the case, I’ll remind you that I really should be the last to hear this secret.” She made a lurid motion with her hand, reminding him of how this had all started.

“That’s not how it is,” he said, catching her fist, holding it in his grasp. “Victoria found out first, then Anna. I needed Victoria’s advice. Anna… sort of found out accidentally.”

“You’ve got me listening, Liam,” Avril said, eyeing him dryly. “Consider me appropriately enthralled. Now, spill it before I headbutt you.”

He smiled. “First, promise you’ll keep the secret.”

“From Tess?”

He nodded.

Avril knocked her tongue against the roof of her mouth, mind likely awhirl with theories and ideas. “All right. I won’t say anything.”

Liam believed her. He also believed he’d see a returning expression that Avril so rarely showed. He drew in a breath, and it still felt right. He spilled his greatest secret.

“I’ve applied for a transfer to Bellmore.”

Avril didn’t appear shocked. So, he didn’t get the exact response he’d been expecting. Instead, with a single tilt of her head, those loose strands of auburn spilling down, she looked perplexed.

A moment later, that perplexity disappeared so quickly that it might never have even been there. A sly grin replaced it.

“You little bastard,” Avril said.

Interesting response, Liam thought, uncertain as to what his should be.

But Avril had more to say. That hand on his chest pulled back, and then a fist tapped him firmly on his sternum.

“I’m fucking graduating in a few weeks, you know that?”

“Well, two-ish months, no?”

“Oh, shut up.” Avril’s grin grew, teeth glinting in an almost dangerous sort of way. “And when was I, third in line, supposed to learn about this? Don’t pretend it was all part of the plan for tonight; I know you better than that.”

Liam shrugged. “Probably when I sent you a picture on campus during my first day there. Maybe with Victoria, Tess, and Anna in it.”

“You jackass.” Avril barked a laugh. “You’re such a jackass. You were going to let me spend the whole summer thinking we’d go back to that weekend only bullshit once August hit.”

“Hard to surprise you if I didn’t,” he noted. “Of all people, I think you’d appreciate that.”

Avril snorted and twisted her knuckles, digging them into his chest. “I should climb off your lap right now, then make you swim home.”

“I’d definitely miss summer break if that happened.”

“You still might,” Avril said. “You’ve got to survive the plane ride back—two of them, technically.”

“Well, I guess I’m hoping you’re motivated enough to ensure my safety and survival, now,” Liam said. “Now that you know my greatest secret.”

“Yeah, third to find out about it.”

“Well…”

Avril narrowed her eyes at him, so Liam elected not to mention how his parents and college roommate also knew about his plans. He wisely kept his mouth shut.

“Okay, finish eating,” Avril said, departing his lap.

“And then?” Liam said, knowing there must be more.

Emerald eyes flashed over a slender shoulder as Avril circled back to her side of the table. “We’re going to go back to the others, obviously.”


Chapter Thirty-Six

Goodbye Fiji

There wasn’t anything speedy about how quickly Liam finished his meal. Avril barely let him get a mouthful of soup or even look at his lobster without interrogating him further on his transfer plans. He shared it all, including when the idea had appeared in his head, how Victoria had helped him, and how Anna had found out. At the very least, she seemed partially impressed by how long he’d been planning everything, and she agreed that involving Victoria had been a good idea.

“Now, I can get involved too,” she said, stroking her chin thoughtfully.

“It’s kind of late for that,” Liam said. “I’m supposed to hear back from Bellmore in a few weeks.”

“Yeah, and?” Avril stared directly at him. “A billionaire’s granddaughter putting in a good word for you can do nothing but help. Especially when said granddaughter is about to become an alumnus.”

“I… suppose,” Liam said.

Avril read his concerns plainly, then dismissed them with a slash of her hand. “I’m not going to bribe anyone. I’m just going to play the game, Liam. You’re not so ignorant as to think that merit is more important than connections, are you? Good grades are great, but a stamp of approval from the family who owns the city’s baseball team goes a long, long way.”

Liam chewed on his tongue, slowly quashing his stubbornness. He knew she was right, and really, he’d already grabbed onto one such connection. From the get-go, he’d requested help from a professor at Bellmore, so was there really much of a difference in relying on a soon-to-be alumnus? So long as she kept her word and didn’t do anything illegal, he knew he’d be a fool not to let her help him. She knew how this side of the world worked far better than he did.

“Okay,” he conceded. “Thanks, Avril.”

Avril nodded. “I get to take you on a campus tour this summer. Just me.”

“I suppose that’s a pretty fair price.”

“Oh, that’s just the first of them. Think I’m going to let you off easy, keeping me in the dark for this long?”

“I guess that would be ignorant of me, too, huh?” he said, shrugging.

Avril grinned. “You’ve got it.”

Eventually, surviving the barrage of questions that Avril flicked over the table at him with her fork, Liam filled his belly. Delivering one final delicious bite of sorbet to his tongue, he set down his utensils. Avril, who’d been done for several minutes longer, smiled.

“All done?”

He nodded.

“Great. Back to the others, then.”

Liam glanced to the side, knowing he wouldn’t see a boat coming their way to swing them from one beach to the other. When he met Avril’s eyes, she was still smiling.

“Your dress is going to get wet,” he noted.

“Not if you carry me like the damn princess I am.”

As was so often the case, Avril batted her eyelashes, Liam sighed, and then Avril got her way.

Removing his shoes and socks, Avril at least agreed to carry those with her. Rolling up his pants as high as he could get them, he took into his arms one of the most beautiful—and confounding, frustrating, but beloved all the same—women he’d ever known. Avril grinned the whole way, of course, waving him onward.

Liam stepped into the ocean, toes smushing the wet sand of the submerged sandbar. He could already tell that he hadn’t rolled up his pants far enough—that he couldn’t have rolled up his pants far enough. Avril quickly noticed that too, and she hastily rolled her dress up around her legs, forming a blue cocoon around them.

“Don’t let me get wet,” she said, flicking him on the chest.

“Then you might need to get up on my shoulders,” he replied.

“Well, that wouldn’t make for a dignified arrival. Just lift me higher.”

“Neither will your butt being soaking wet,” Liam grunted, though he did his best to help keep Avril dry.

Fortunately, he’d already reached the deepest part of the walk. With the water flowing just above his knees, he kept Avril mostly dry. Combining that with his worries about a stumble or slip on the sandbar, which would see them both soaked and sputtering in the ocean, he didn’t make very good time. Avril’s complaints, playful though they were, drew an equally playful amount of ire.

“I could just drop you, you know?”

“I could just strand you here,” Avril returned to.

“I’m half and half on thinking it might still be worth it,” he said, kissing his favorite redhead on the forehead.

Eventually, they made it past the deepest part of their journey. Every few steps, the water level receded ever so slightly. By the time Liam had a clearer view of the three figures waiting for them, obviously having seen them coming a while ago, the water was down to his calves.

They were… naked. Well, two of the three stunning women on Yawini Island were naked. One of them was just mostly naked.

Liam knew he wasn’t the only surprised new arrival. Still in his arms, Avril cocked her head.

Liam felt like he was the hero of a Greek fable. Two, actually. In the first, he’d been tasked with carrying a capricious goddess back to her domain. However, he’d unknowingly stumbled into a second one at the end of that journey. An island of nymphs. Yet, he’d been forced to arrive too late to have witnessed their brand of sensual frolicking.

He was a step quicker in noticing what Avril didn’t.

“And just what is going on here?” she demanded, tapping him on the arm. He let her down, and she handed over his shoes. Taking a few steps closer to the voluptuous set of women, she finally saw what Liam already had.

Anna glanced toward Victoria, who nodded back in her direction. And then, as the only woman who wasn’t completely naked, the younger woman spoke.

“While you two were having dinner, we finished ours. After that, Victoria decided that now was the right time for her to cash in her right to pick when our next game of strip poker would be. We’ve just finished. I won.”

Liam hoisted an eyebrow high, more surprised with how evenly Anna said it all than the actual reveal. Avril didn’t take it quite as well.

“Excuse me?” she demanded, folding her arms. “How exactly do you play a game of strip poker with forty percent of the group missing?”

“More quickly,” Victoria said.

“Without any unexpected twists being introduced midway in,” Tess said.

Avril glared at them both.

“And as Anna has won, if we go by the previous rules, she gets to decide when the next game will occur,” Victoria said, completing the verbal pummeling that the professors forced their most troublesome student to endure. “And who will be invited to participate.”

Avril scowled deeply. “You are some evil, evil women. Not just them either, Anna. When did you become so cruel?”

As far as Liam could tell, Anna took the recrimination without so much as a blink. “You made us all watch from across the water as you set up a romantic dinner for yourself and Liam. Victoria just decided that we should find something to do other than watch you two eat…”

“Lobster and sorbet,” Liam volunteered.

“Lobster and sorbet,” Anna finished, nodding gratefully.

Avril, on the other hand, skewered him with a narrow-eyed look. He held out his hands, shrugging. Nothing Anna had said was wrong or unfair. As much as it also hurt him to have missed this second game of strip poker, he couldn’t really be mad at them over it.

As one final dagger to the side, Victoria began throwing her bikini back on. Tess soon followed, and Anna grabbed her top—the one article of clothing she’d lost along the way. None of them would even hint at what had transpired during their time on the other side of the sandbar. Liam and Avril were intentionally left to wonder and wish about what deals had kept the game going for longer than fifteen minutes.

As ever, Avril recovered quickly. Once she was through throwing dark looks at the other women, things quickly flowed toward the final true moment of their vacation. The five of them, entirely alone, under the stars. An almost identical replica—more so, now that a game of strip poker had transpired—of that very first night.

Soon enough, the final hour would pass by, then the final minute, all leading to that final second, where they’d climb aboard the boat that came to ferry them back to the resort. From there, final packing, loading themselves aboard the first of two planes they’d use tonight, and then heading back to Avril’s jet.

Can’t believe it’s coming to an end, Liam thought, sitting cross-legged beneath the shimmering mat of stars high above. His first real vacation with Tess. His first real vacation with Avril. With Anna. And now, developing into something truly wonderful on this very trip, Victoria.

With the four of them, spending that final hour, minute, and second on the beach, Liam experienced the kind of contentedness that seemed surreal, impossible. His senses felt altered, like he was experiencing something that his mind couldn’t fully wrap itself around. It knew everything that had happened this week was true, yet it struggled to accept it. There ought to be a tolling bell growing louder in the distance, something to break the trance, awaken him from this long, thrilling dream.

There wasn’t. Nothing melted his wings and sent him hurtling back to earth. No horrible event shattered his dream like glass. He spent one final hour with the women he loved, sharing it with them all, and then they boarded the boat that came for them, returned to the resort, and prepared to say goodbye to Fiji.


Chapter Thirty-Seven

A Final Fortune

Over the hour that followed that final hour, they packed up, boarded the resort’s seaplane, and returned to Viti Levu. From there, they took a rented van back to Nadi Airport. They’d be leaving at nearly eleven in the evening, and it’d be early in the afternoon of the same day when they landed. That was the day—the second Sunday—they’d be getting back. The day they’d lost on the flight here.

Before all that, Liam and Victoria stood alone in their bure. They’d packed everything away; it all stood in a neat pile near a pretty underutilized front door. Now, they shared a moment looking at the bed they’d shared for the past week.

And also…

“You’re still at thirty, right?” Liam asked. “Unless that poker game got more involved than the first one?”

“It did, but I still am,” Victoria said, a slender smile on her face.

“Do I have time to fix that before we regroup with the others?”

“Given your skillset, you might, but I won’t let you,” the buxom woman answered cryptically.

Liam’s troubled expression—he didn’t want to end his trip with a failure, even if today could hardly be seen in such a way—grew Victoria’s smile ever so slightly. She leaned over and kissed him on the cheek.

“Don’t worry,” she assured him.

That was the last they’d spoken of it since heading off to find the others. All packed, all dressed, and all planning to stay awake for a little bit of the flight home, they drove to a grassy airport, flew over a brief expanse of ocean, and then drove to Avril’s jet. Her family’s “smaller” one.

They were in the air, all looking out a window, thirty minutes later. Watching the lights of the sparse cities go by, then the mountains, then the other side of the world’s largest ocean. And then the smaller islands east of Viti Levu.

And then those, too, were gone. And they were heading home.

“So, we all had a fun time,” Avril said, and it wasn’t a question. After watching the islands go by, they’d all gathered together without a word. “Any favorite experiences?”

“Seeing sea turtles,” Anna immediately said.

“A boring answer, but just the time on the beach,” Tess, the woman sporting a new tan, said. “If I have to pick something specific, it's the day we walked all those trails.”

Avril nodded after each of these statements, as if giving her stamp of approval on them. Her emerald eyes shifted toward Victoria.

“And you, Auntie? Keep it PG, now. I know you finally got some action and all, but this is a respectable plane ride we’re on.”

Avril’s typical antics resulted in Victoria’s typical flat stare. “I would say the first day, visiting the gardens and the mud bath, happens to be my favorite.”

“And I’ll vote for our first beach day,” Avril said. “Liam?”

He’d been expecting it, but he still stiffened a little as everyone else turned their attention toward him. What was his favorite moment on the trip? He was grateful that Avril had excluded all the romantic events, as he’d have been royally screwed otherwise. He didn’t know how he could pick from those.

“I’d also go with the mud bath,” Liam said, receiving several “of course you’d say that” looks. “That, or the snorkeling. It was a lot of fun.”

“Picking two, huh?” Avril said. “How like you.”

Liam shrugged and smiled.

“On another topic,” Avril said, looking from person to person. “Three of us managed to complete their fortunes.” Her eyes landed last on Victoria. “Unless I’m mistaken, our birthday girl did not. Liam?”

“I never got the piece of paper back, or told that it was completed,” he admitted. “So, I don’t think it was.”

“It wasn’t completed,” Victoria confirmed.

“Well, at least give it here, so we can see what you were supposed to do.”

In that moment, Victoria did something that Avril would have done. She didn’t get up, head to her suitcase, then dig out the fortune she’d opened a few days ago. Because it wasn’t there.

Instead, she reached into her shorts’ pocket. And instead of handing it to Avril, she handed it to Liam.

He had barely three seconds to read what was inscribed upon the little slip of paper. Victoria was up on her feet during that time, reaching out to grab his wrist.

Liam read the fortune but was yanked to his feet before he could fully register its contents. The fortune escaped his grasp, landing on the ground. And he was pulled away, toward the private suite at the back of the plane.

Tess picked it up. She read the same words he had, and her eyes widened. They thrust themselves after her colleague and the neighbor she had in her grasp.

Jaw ajar, she was still staring as Victoria guided him into the private suite, shut the door, and pushed him onto the soft couch within.

Victoria pulled her shirt off.

Liam finally fully registered what the fortune had said.

We’ll have sex in a unique place—on a plane, or a boat, or something. It’ll be fucking great.
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Soon after, technically before both their vacation and her thirty-fifth birthday saw their end, Victoria completed that fortune, and in doing so, brought herself to number thirty-five—two higher, actually. And the fortune was entirely right. It was fucking great.


Chapter Thirty-Eight

One Man’s Joy

In the final week of April, Liam’s joy was as wild as a hurricane. In their purest forms, adrenaline and ecstasy obliterated his self-restraint. He grinned as wide as he could grin; he threw several fist pumps into the air; he whooped, leaped, and trembled like one of Peter Pan’s Lost Boys. With good fucking reason.

He’d been accepted into Bellmore. His joy at reading this was only slightly greater than his nervousness after seeing the letter in his mailbox. It’d been there for a full day, in fact. He’d only found it after returning from a shared date with Anna and Avril—and what an experience that had been.

They’d gone to an outdoor café offering a greenhouse experience. And that had been fun. The time sneaking away from said greenhouse had led to far, far more fun, though.

And yet, holding this letter in his hands, standing within his kitchen, reading and then rereading its contents for a fourth, fifth, and sixth time, Liam’s jubilance nearly shattered the windows and busted down the doors. Thus, the whooping, leaping, and fist pumping.

Soon, very soon, he’d remember that he should cue the others in about the phenomenal news. April had started in the best way possible, and now it would end in the best way possible.

His joy would stay with him all the way into summer break. Only a month away, he had his plans, and the women he loved had their plans, and they all knew the next few months would be nothing short of marvelous.

However, where he felt only unending joy, another man, soon enough to discover this newest reason to grind his teeth and clench his fists, would feel only bottomless, burning fury.

And with that fury, finally, came action. At long last, enough was enough. He’d given his foolish daughter her few months of rebellion, her chance to “experience” a normal relationship, as his wife had chronically urged him to let her do. But now this? No. No. His last speck of patience fell to the bottom of the hourglass. If Arnold Royce’s daughter wouldn’t see sense, if this boy from Perrymont still thought he could end up with his daughter, he would deal with things himself.

End of Book 6


AUTHOR’S NOTE

Thank you for taking the time to read my story. If you enjoyed it, please consider leaving a review. It is immensely helpful!

To read more stories I’ve published on Amazon, check out the links below. There is much more to come.

To keep up with new releases and hear what I’m working on in the upcoming days and weeks, you can sign up to my newsletter.

Thanks so much,

Jenna Albright


ALSO BY JENNA ALBRIGHT

Series: Volleyball Vixens

Volleyball Vixens: Part One

Volleyball Vixens: Part Two

Volleyball Vixens: Part Three

Volleyball Vixens: Part Four

Volleyball Vixens: After Story

Series: Holiday Home

Holiday Home: Book One

Holiday Home: Book Two

Holiday Home: Book Three

Holiday Home: Book Four

Holiday Home: Book Five

Holiday Home: Book Six

Holiday Home: Book Seven

Series: Hawaiian Heat

Hawaiian Heat: Book One

Hawaiian Heat: Book Two

Series: Thieves of Harta

Lady Lock: Part One

Lady Lock: Part Two

Lady Lock: Part Three

Series: Royals of Harta

The Queen Sorceress: Book 1

The Princess Heir: Book 2

The King Champion: Book 3

Standalones: World of Harta

The Blacksmith’s Fertile Wife

Challenging the Dame: A Taboo Competition

Hotter than Hot Springs (Milf Harem Fantasy)

Standalones: Steamy Stories

Penthouse Proportions (Harem Fantasy)

Skyline Stirrings (Harem Fantasy)

A Perfect Bullseye (Milf Harem Fantasy)

Troublesome Tutoring (Forbidden Milf Fantasy)

Luscious Lifeguards (Harem Fantasy)

cover.jpeg
JENNA ALBRIGHT





