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Chapter 1

Istepped off the plane with my phone buzzing in my pocket, California sunshine slanting through the huge glass windows, and a full year of college in my backpack. No one tells you that coming home at nineteen is harder than leaving at eighteen, but the second I hit the terminal and inhaled that dry, ocean-laced air, I had to stop and steady myself. I was grown, or at least supposed to be. My bag felt lighter than my shoulders.

After a year at the University of Miami’s Frost School of Music, the dry California air felt almost foreign. I’d spent countless late nights in the production labs, and just as many early mornings working out. At least the workouts were finally paying off.

The luggage belt coughed up my duffel and gym bag. I grabbed them and headed for Arrivals, sweat sticking my t-shirt to my back. The gym had been good to me. My biceps looked thicker than last summer, traps standing out in the mirror when I flexed after a shower. I liked it, mostly. What I didn’t like was how every other guy in my dorm started bulking at the same time, so by spring even the dumbest jock was getting looks from the girls. Not that I’d suffered, exactly.

I spotted her instantly. It’s hard not to notice Natalia in a crowd, even at LAX. Most women her age did their best to disappear, blending into the background with low ponytails and yoga pants. Not Natalia … A woman who meant the world to me. She looked like an influencer’s hot older sister: long brown hair so shiny it looked unfairly perfect, sunglasses perched high on her head, a white blouse with gold buttons, tight but somehow classy, tucked into cream skinny jeans and wedge sandals that made her almost eye-level with me. People looked, and some stared. I knew it was because she was beautiful.

She caught my eye and lit up, walking fast but careful not to spill the iced coffee in her hand. I barely set down my bags before she pulled me in for a hug, squeezing me so tight her big boobs crushed against my chest. I forgot how soft she was compared to every other woman I’d touched, and she always wore some expensive perfume that just made me want to hug her longer. I wanted to hold on, not just because it felt good, but because for a second it felt like coming home again, all forgiven, all welcome.

“My god, Chase. You’re enormous,” she said, pulling back to look me up and down. She put both hands on my arms and squeezed, and I swore her eyes went a little wide before she schooled her face back into caring mode. “Have you been living in the gym, or do they just starve the boys at college now?”

I rolled my eyes, but inside I was glowing. “Probably both. You look… seriously, you look great.” I didn’t want to say hot, even if it was true. She was practically bursting out of her blouse, the top buttons straining over her chest, and her jeans made her hips look even wider than last year. I knew she was forty-two. No one else would have guessed it. Her skin looked smooth, her lashes dark, her lips tinted just enough to look naturally pink.

She gave my biceps a dramatic little pat, like she was checking livestock. “Olivia is going to be so jealous. She told me I had to change you if you turned into a meathead.”

“She’s just mad I’m finally taller than her. And that she can’t beat me at Mario Kart anymore.”

Natalia smirked. “I doubt she’s given up. Knowing my daughter, she’ll be waiting at the door with a blue shell and a six-pack.”

I laughed, grabbing my bags. “She’s not coming?”

“She got home late last night. She’s still sleeping it off. You know Olivia, three time zones and a thousand cocktails.” Natalia waved off my question. “She wanted to come, but I told her you deserved a moment with me, first.”

“Woman of the year,” I said, giving her my best deadpan. It was a ritual at this point.

We threaded through the parking lot, the California air hitting that perfect not-too-hot, not-too-cool spot that made you want to ditch your shirt and just exist in the sun. Natalia’s hips swung a little as she walked, and I caught a few guys in the lot checking her heart-shaped butt out. The old part of me wanted to glare at them, but the rest just felt proud. She could have passed for someone’s rich trophy wife.

I loaded my bags in the back and dropped into the front seat. Natalia settled behind the wheel, and I realized her perfume was even stronger in the car, wrapped around me like a weighted blanket. She started the engine, and I watched her hands on the wheel, slender, always with a perfect manicure, rings that sparkled in the afternoon light.

She shot me a sideways smile. “So tell me everything. How was your year? And don’t say ‘fine’ or I’ll turn this car around.”

I snorted, but she wasn’t letting it go. I felt the words tumbling out, the way they only did with her: how my roommate had an emotional support ferret that crapped in my laundry, how I’d started making beats in my dorm at 2 a.m. just to block out the noises of everyone else’s sex lives, how the gym was my only church. She laughed at all the right places, gasped in mock horror when I told her about the time I almost got arrested for peeing behind the music building. She was like a best friend you could admit anything to, only way hotter and more judgmental.

She told me about her work trips, New York, Milan, Tokyo, always with a photo or a name dropped, but never bragging. Just life, just busy. I listened, really listened, noticing how tired she sounded under the jokes. Natalia always made everything look easy, but I knew she was running on sheer willpower half the time.

Natalia had built her whole life from nothing. She’d been a model in her twenties, the women you’d see in catalogs and on small runways, not a supermodel but beautiful enough to make a living. Then she’d gotten smart about it. While other girls were blowing their money on designer bags, Natalia was saving every check, studying ingredient lists on the backs of makeup bottles, taking notes on formulations. By the time I was in middle school, she’d launched her own line: Natalia Beauty, named after herself, because she was the face of it before she hired anyone else.

Now the company was big. Not Fenty huge, but big enough that you could walk into any Sephora or Ulta and find her products on the shelves, those sleek black compacts with the gold E logo. She handled product development herself. She was obsessive about it, testing every formula on her own skin, rejecting samples if they didn’t perform exactly right. The marketing team answered her directly, and she still flew out for every major launch, cutting ribbons at flagship stores in Tokyo one week and Milan the next. It kept her busy in a way that most people couldn’t sustain, but she thrived on it. The constant travel, the late nights on video calls with her chemists, the pressure of being the face of her own empire, she wore it all like it was nothing.

And the money was real. Not billionaire money, but enough to live comfortably.

And that was fortunate since she was single. Natalia was my stepmom, a woman I’d known since I was ten when my father married her. My biological mother struggled with drugs and left my father. Natalia and my father were business partners, but he died young after years of constant stress. Natalia was different in that regard. She could handle pressure better than anyone I’d ever met. My father used to say it was one of her superpowers.

When he died, I was thirteen, and for a while I honestly thought I’d end up in foster care. But she couldn’t bring herself to abandon me. Natalia already had a daughter from her previous marriage, Olivia. We’d always gotten along, and she was happy to have me stay. Money wasn’t an issue, either.

That’s why Natalia meant the world to me.

The drive south hugged the coast, and every time the sun caught the water, she pointed it out as if I’d never seen the Pacific before. I could feel my tension peeling away, bit by bit.

We hit San Clemente just as the sky turned gold, everything bathed in that perfect California light you only see on postcards. The houses got nicer the closer we got to the bluffs, and by the time we pulled up to ours, a pale blue Spanish-style with a view of the water, it felt like the last year had been a weird, vivid dream.

Natalia killed the engine and turned to me, her face suddenly soft. “I am so glad you’re home, Chase. I know it’s not the same as before, but… I missed this. I missed you.”

I looked at her for a long second. Her hazel eyes, the way she bit her lip when she was emotional and the curve of her body in the seat. “Yeah,” I said. “Me too.”

She reached over and cupped my jaw, and brushed her thumb over my cheek. I thought she might cry, but instead she laughed. “You have stubble now. I can’t decide if I hate it or love it.”

“Just wait,” I said, grinning. “Olivia’s going to lose her mind.”

“Go easy on her,” she said, but she was smiling. “She’s had a rough semester, and I want this summer to be… fun. I want us to have a good time, all together.”

She let go, and I grabbed my bags. We exited the car, and as we walked up the steps, I realized my heart was hammering, not from nerves, but from pure anticipation. Natalia was right. It was different. We were all adults now, or close enough.

Natalia opened and let me in first. Inside, the house smelled like lemon and ocean air. I headed to my bedroom, which was untouched. Natalia set me up with towels and dropped a fresh set of sheets on my bed.

“I’ll let you get settled,” she said, pausing at my door. Her eyes lingered a bit longer than I expected, but maybe I imagined it. “Dinner at seven. Olivia will probably roll out of bed by then.”

She turned, the curve of her ass hypnotic even in the most wholesome context, and padded down the hallway. I flopped onto my bed, breathing in the familiar scent of home, already wondering what Olivia would look like after a year apart.

If my first day back was any indication, summer was going to be wild.

The sound of my old bedframe groaning under my new weight made me laugh. I’d been home exactly five minutes and already the place felt smaller, like I’d outgrown the dimensions. I peeled off my sweaty airport shirt and ran my hands over the familiar cool cotton of my comforter, then let myself collapse for one, two, three perfect seconds before Natalia’s voice called down the hallway.

“Chase! If you want the shower, take it now. My daughter’s a hot water terrorist.”

I grinned into my pillow. “On it!”

I pushed myself off the bed and grabbed my towel from the stack Natalia had left, then crossed the hallway to the bathroom I shared with Olivia. The door was unlocked, and I pushed it open, flicking the light on with my elbow.

The bathroom hadn’t changed since I left. White marble everywhere: countertops, floors, the backsplash behind the sink, all of it gleaming under the recessed lighting. Natalia had redone it a few years back, and she’d gone all out: a deep soaking tub with brass claw feet sat against the far wall, big enough for two people if you didn’t mind getting cozy, with a little marble shelf built into the side for candles or whatever the hell Olivia put on there. Next to it, the walk-in shower took up half the wall behind a frameless glass door, with a rainfall showerhead and two side jets that could blast you clean from three angles. The vanity had two sinks, his-and-hers style, though Olivia had always treated both as hers. Her side was already cluttered with bottles and tubes and little jars I couldn’t name, serums, toners, whatever expensive potions she could find. My side was bare, just a bar of soap and the toothbrush Natalia had left out for me, still in its wrapper.

The shower rack overflowed with bottles labeled things like intensive moisture and miracle repair. I stole Olivia’s purple loofah out of spite, lathered up, and watched the dirt of a whole year swirl down the drain. My hair was getting longer, shoulder-length. Girls said it made me look like a rockstar. I felt like one, at least for a minute.

After the shower, Natalia was waiting outside the bathroom, back pressed to the wall, phone in hand. Her blouse was unbuttoned a bit lower now, and I caught a hint of black bra and cleavage when she glanced up from her screen.

“Good timing,” she said. “Olivia will never know you beat her to it.”

I smirked. “Is she even awake yet?”

“We’ll find out,” Natalia said, lips curving. “Go get dressed, and I’ll show you around.”

I went to my bedroom and put on some clothes, and then she led me down the hall, past the guest room, to the part of the house that still felt like hers: polished floors, huge kitchen island, everything with a view of the ocean. She pointed out the new espresso machine, a rehabbed mid-century sofa, the massive TV Olivia bullied her into buying.

“She insisted it was for ‘family movie nights,’” Natalia confided in a stage whisper. “She has yet to attend one.”

I snorted. “Classic Olivia.”

She opened a sliding door and let in a blast of salt air. The deck out back looked even bigger than I remembered, stretching almost to the edge of the bluff, with an infinity pool so blue it made the Pacific jealous. A fat tray of fruit and a carafe of something citrusy sat on the teak table.

Natalia poured us each a glass. “Sit, relax, pretend you’re on vacation. I’ll see if Olivia is ready for society.”

She slipped inside, leaving me alone with the horizon. I sat back, sipped the cold, tangy drink, and let myself breathe. My brain kept trying to process this home as if it were new. It was just… more, like everything had gotten an upgrade while I was gone, nicer, sleeker, but the bones were still there.

A few minutes later, I heard the sliding door and turned, expecting Natalia but getting something else entirely.

Olivia was not ready for society. Not unless society was a sleepover for the hottest girls in Orange County. She came onto the deck in pink pajamas. No bra. No shame. Her boobs were even bigger than I remembered, a perfect bounce and sway under the clothing, nipples visible in the shadowed morning light. Her hair was California-blonde and wild, her face unmade but still flawless.

She had that look she always had when she first woke up: puffy lips, heavy-lidded eyes, a kind of lazy confidence that made it seem like she’d chosen to look exactly this way on purpose. Her skin was slightly tanned, and her cheeks had that natural flush that made her look like she’d just been kissed. Her blonde hair fell past her shoulders in those loose waves she was famous for, the kind that took other girls an hour with a curling iron and a can of texturizing spray, but on Olivia, it just happened. It was tangled on one side where she’d slept on it, and she didn’t bother fixing it.

The pajamas were short: shorts that barely covered the curve of her ass, riding up high on her thighs, and a thin cotton tank top with a deep neckline that showed off the full, heavy shape of her tits. Her nipples poked through the fabric, hard and obvious, and I tried not to stare but my eyes kept dropping there like they had a mind of their own.

Olivia was slightly curvy, curves inherited from her mother. She also had her high cheekbones, but blue eyes from her deceased father.

She rubbed one eye with the back of her hand and yawned, stretching her arms overhead. The tank slid up, flashing an inch of taut, tan belly.

“Is it really you?” she said, voice throaty and full of sleep.

I stood and suddenly felt a hundred percent naked. Olivia took one look at me and broke into a grin, all mischief and white teeth.

“Wow, you got huge,” she said, crossing the deck in three long, bare-legged steps. Her arms looped around my neck, and before I could brace, she squeezed the air out of me, pressing her whole body against mine. I tried not to notice how warm and soft her chest was, or the way her skin stuck to mine where my shirt lifted. I failed hard.

She smelled amazing, like strawberries and roses. She pulled back, held me at arm’s length, and made a show of inspecting my shoulders. “Oh my god, do you even fit through doors anymore?”

I shrugged, face burning but unable to look away. “Dorm food and gym. That’s it.”

“Liar,” she said, ruffling my wet hair. “You’ve got, like, a jawline now. It’s kind of hot. I mean, for you.”

I blushed harder. Olivia had always been the pretty one, the center of every room, but this was the first time I felt like she saw me as more than her dorky stepbrother.

She flopped into a deck chair, legs sprawled open, completely unselfconscious. The pajama shorts rode up, giving me a too-clear view of her tan, round thighs and the bare V where her pussy started. If she was wearing panties, they were invisible.

“So how’s college?” she asked, reaching for a strawberry. “Bang any professors?”

“Olivia,” I said, nearly snorting my juice. “No. Not even close.”

She gave me a look that said she absolutely did not believe me, but she let it go. “Well then, what were you actually doing down there?”

“Same as always at Miami,” I added, leaning back. “Busting my ass in the Music Engineering program at Frost. Half the kids want to be the next big EDM producer, the other half are just there to party on South Beach.”

She grinned. “Sounds way more fun than my fashion design classes at FIDM. I swear if I have to do one more trend forecasting project or sew another goddamn garment I’m going to scream.”

“Just don’t do it in my ear.”

She chuckled. “I’m glad you’re home,” she said, suddenly soft. “I missed spending time with you.”

I took the chair next to her. “I missed you too. Don’t tell anyone.”

She smiled, picking up another strawberry and popping it into her mouth. Her lips were a perfect heart, stained red. “It’ll be our secret.”

Natalia came back out, phone in hand. She paused when she saw us, me flustered and hair damp, Olivia in less than what most people wore to bed, and smiled like this was exactly the scene she’d hoped for.

“You two are adorable,” she said, setting her phone down. “Can I get a photo, or will you both scream?”

I looked at Olivia, who rolled her eyes but got up anyway. “Come on, Chase,” she said, grabbing me by the arm and yanking me upright. “It’s for Mom.”

I stood next to her, suddenly aware of how tall she was, almost up to my nose, and in bare feet, too. Natalia aimed her phone, and Olivia leaned in, grabbing my waist and pulling me tight. Her tank hiked up, her tits pressed against my ribs. I tried not to shiver.

Natalia snapped three, four photos. “Perfection,” she declared, checking her screen. “That’s the Christmas card.”

Olivia stuck her tongue out at me. “At least I’m not the only one with embarrassing family photos now.”

Then we all settled down, talking about college and life. Time just flew by as we sat there, the three of us shoulder to shoulder. Olivia kept grabbing my hand or poking my ribs to make her point, and every time her leg touched mine, it sent a weird electric pulse through my whole body. I caught Natalia watching us, a sly little smile on her face, as if she were seeing a puzzle click into place.

After an hour, Natalia’s phone buzzed. She checked the screen and sighed. “I have to take this,” she said. “Be nice to each other.”

She left, and suddenly it was just Olivia and me, sun slanting low across the room, the ocean outside burning gold.

She turned to me, her face softer. “You okay?” she asked. “You seem… I don’t know … older.”

I shrugged. “I guess I am. So are you.”

She nodded, then stretched, arms high, tank riding up almost to her ribs. Her boobs jiggled, and I tore my eyes away, sure she’d noticed.

She didn’t mention it. Instead, she nudged my thigh with her knee, smile back in place. “So what are we doing today? First day of summer, all together. I vote for pool, drinks, and embarrassing stories.”

I grinned, feeling lighter than I had in months. “Sounds perfect.”

She leaned in, voice low. “I have so much gossip. And a bottle of tequila hidden from Mom.”

“Let’s make it a day,” I said.

She squeezed my hand, holding on a second longer than necessary, her thumb tracing my knuckles. “I’m glad you’re home, Chase.”

Me too, I almost said, but it came out as a smile and a rush of something I couldn’t name, only feel. If this was what being an adult meant, I was ready for the rest of the summer.

We started with the tequila and a shot glass, lime wedges fished from the fridge. Olivia poured us both a shot, the clear stuff sweating in the summer air. She toasted, “To friendship, and surviving another year,” and we clinked, and the burn went straight to my stomach. Natalia reappeared soon after, rolling her eyes but joining in, and the stories started, each one a little more humiliating than the last.

Olivia told the one about her fourth-grade talent show, where she tried to do gymnastics and split her shorts in front of the whole school. “You could see my Powerpuff Girls underwear, Mom,” she groaned. “A full week of counseling, minimum.”

Natalia countered with a story from her early modeling days, when she tripped off a runway and landed in a sea of photographers. “One of those creeps published the photo,” she said, mock-offended. “My left nipple was practically national news, thanks to your grandmother’s lack of a proper bra.”

They both looked at me, and I knew it was my turn. I tried to resist, but the tequila loosened my tongue. “Okay, well, once at school I got blackout drunk and climbed onto the campus statue. I thought it would be funny to ride it, y’know, like a horse. But the campus police showed up, and I couldn’t get down, so I just sort of… clung to its head until they dragged me off.” I shrugged. “I spent the night in the drunk tank. Didn’t even call home. Sorry, Natalia.”

She laughed hard, and Olivia did a dramatic re-enactment, humping an imaginary marble horse until Natalia begged her to stop. “That’s my boy,” Natalia said, ruffling my hair, and it felt weirdly good to be the punchline.

They decided we needed to cleanse ourselves after all the embarrassment, which meant cannonballing into the pool fully clothed. Olivia went first, splashing a sheet of water over the tile. I followed, and Natalia shrieked but jumped in too, kicking off her sandals and plunging in after us. Her clothes went see-through in the water, and clung to her hips and thighs, but she didn’t care. We bobbed around, Olivia floating on her back, and Natalia drifting beside her, laughing and shoving us under when we got too close.

We did handstand contests, judged by who could stay vertical the longest, and Olivia always cheated, grabbing my ankles. Natalia, surprisingly, was the best at it, holding her pose with toes perfectly pointed, calves flexing above the surface. After, she lounged at the edge, legs kicked out, clothes plastered to her skin and nipples just visible beneath, but she looked relaxed, like she hadn’t been this happy in years.

After we’d dried off and talked some more, it was time for dinner.

Dinner on the deck was exactly as I remembered: sunset lighting everything in gold, plates and glasses scattered across the teak table, Natalia gliding in and out of the kitchen with trays like a hostess at a magazine shoot. She’d made steaks with sweet potatoes, and she’d changed into a sleeveless top that made her arms look sculpted and a long skirt with a slit up the side. If she’d wanted to look less intimidating, she failed. Olivia matched her energy in a neon bikini top and a sarong that barely covered her ass, plus a pair of designer sunglasses she didn’t bother to take off, even as the sun dipped low.

The steaks were perfect, pink and juicy. Natalia poured sparkling water for everyone into oversized wine glasses. Olivia dove into the food with zero restraint, moaning loud enough that I thought she was doing it on purpose. “I could eat this every day and die happy,” she said, licking juice from her thumb. “College food ruined me for life.”

Natalia raised an eyebrow. “You could try cooking once in a while, darling.”

Olivia shot back, “Not when I have a world-class chef at home.”

I snorted. “You almost set the kitchen on fire making mac and cheese,” I told Natalia. “There were flames.”

Olivia kicked my shin under the table. “You loved that story. You said it was, what was the word? ‘Legendary?’”

“More like hazardous,” I said, kicking her back. We grinned at each other, the old rivalry rekindled in an instant. Except now, whenever she looked at me for more than a second, my stomach did this weird, twisting thing. Maybe it was the tequila. Or maybe it was her lips, slick and red, or the way her bikini top barely contained anything.

Natalia watched us with that mysterious smile. “I hope you two don’t outgrow this,” she said. “Some people drift apart after college, you know. But you’re still the best team I know.”

Olivia softened, reaching for my hand. Her palm was hot, fingers long and delicate, nails painted a candy-pink. “We’re locked in. Chase’s my emergency contact forever.”

I squeezed her hand, trying not to look like it meant too much.

* * *

After dinner, Natalia cleaned up, refusing all offers to help. “You both have fun,” she said, loading dishes with one hand while texting with the other. “I need to prep for a conference call later.”

The patio had gone from sun-baked to candlelit in seconds, the air still warm and salty from the ocean. “Let’s get in the pool again,” she said, voice low.

She untied her sarong and flung it over the railing. The bikini bottom was a high-cut thong, and as she jogged to the edge of the pool, her ass bounced and flexed, every muscle in her legs showing off. She just dove, clean and shallow, surfacing in the middle of the pool with a gasp and a flip of her hair.

“You’re up,” she called.

I shook my head, laughing. “My clothes just dried.”

“So? Don’t be a bore.”

She had a point. I stripped off my t-shirt, revealing the body I’d worked for all year, and kicked off my shorts. Olivia’s eyes went wide, and she let out a low whistle.

Then I dove in. For a second, I just let myself float, watching the sky bleed from orange to purple. Olivia swam lazy circles around me, bumping my shoulder with hers, then grabbing my feet and dragging me under. We wrestled in the deep end like kids, surfacing breathlessly and laughing.

When we were finally tired out, Olivia hooked her arms over the side and rested her chin on her hands, her legs kicking gently behind. I drifted next to her, close enough to smell her sunscreen and sweat, and maybe something sweeter and forbidden.

She turned to me, her face serious for once. “Did you ever think you’d miss this place?” she asked. “When you were away?”

I nodded. “Every day. Even when I pretended not to.”

She smiled. “Same. I thought I’d be so ready to leave. But now I’m back, and…” She let the words fade, looking out at the waves.

“It’s better with you here,” I finished for her.

She bumped her shoulder into mine. “God, you’re such a sap.”

“Takes one to know one,” I said, flicking water at her.

She flicked back, but it was less playful. “I mean it, Chase. I missed you.”

I looked at her. She wasn’t just Olivia. She was my best friend, and the only person who ever really got me.

“Hey,” I said. “I’m not going anywhere this summer. Promise.”

She held my gaze, blue on blue, then looked away, embarrassed. “Good. ‘Cause I have plans for you.”

“Like what?”

She grinned, the mischief back. “You’ll see.”

We got out, dripping on the deck. Olivia wrapped herself in a towel, then grabbed another and draped it around my shoulders, fussing over my hair like she used to when we were little. Her touch lingered, fingertips grazing my neck, and my skin prickled with goosebumps that had nothing to do with the air.

Natalia stuck her head out the sliding door, phone pressed to her ear, and waved a tired goodnight. “Don’t stay up too late, you two. I have an early call.” She blew us a kiss and disappeared, and a few minutes later, the light in her bedroom went out.

The deck went quiet after that. Just the pool filter humming, the distant crash of waves below the bluff, and the cool ocean breeze that had picked up once the sun fully set. Olivia shivered and pulled the towel tighter around her shoulders, then glanced at me and laughed.

“You look like a drowned cat,” she said, but she was shivering too. “Hold on.”

She ducked inside and came back with a big fleece blanket, the kind Natalia kept folded on the living room couch for movie nights that never happened. Olivia dropped onto the outdoor sofa and patted the cushion next to her. “Come on. Body heat.”

I sat down, and she threw the blanket over both of us, tucking it around my shoulders with that same fussy energy she’d had since we’d known each other. Except now her thigh pressed against mine under the fleece, warm and bare, and I could feel every point of contact like a brand.

We sat there for a minute, staring out at the black ocean and the pinprick lights of boats far off. The breeze cut through the towel-damp air and I pulled the blanket tighter, and Olivia edged closer, her arm brushing mine.

“Hey,” she said, and her voice had changed. The teasing was gone, replaced by something earnest and almost nervous. “I’ve been thinking about this summer. A lot, actually. Like, since January.”

“Yeah?” I turned to look at her. In the dim light from the pool, her face was half-shadowed, her wet hair curling at the ends where it met her collarbone.

“Don’t take this the wrong way,” she said, tucking a strand behind her ear. “But I don’t want you spending this summer the way you usually do. Holed up in your room making beats at three a.m. Grinding at the gym until you can barely walk. Sitting inside all day with your headphones on.” She poked my ribs through the blanket. “You’re nineteen now, Chase. I don’t want you to waste this summer like it’s just another break. I want you to actually live a little. We both do.”

Something in her tone got to me. Not in a bad way. In the way it did when someone saw right through the act and still wanted you anyway.

“You’ve been thinking about this,” I said.

“Obviously.” She bumped her knee against mine. “So? You in?”

I felt a grin spreading across my face before I could stop it. “Yeah. I’m in.”

“Good.” She leaned closer, and her voice dropped into that warm, determined register that always meant she was about to lay out a plan. I knew that voice. It was the one she used when she’d already decided something and was just letting you catch up. “This is going to be a summer we’ll never forget. Beach days. Road trips up the coast. Exploring spots we’ve never been to, I found this hidden cove near Laguna last semester, you have to see it. Late-night swims. Whatever sounds fun. I’ve already been thinking of things we can do.” She grabbed my forearm through the blanket, squeezing. “No more hiding away. We’re making memories.”

The word we did something to me. Not just the promise of real adventures, but the fact that she’d been picturing them with me, specifically, while I was a thousand miles away grinding out beats in a dorm room. Her energy was infectious, radiating off her in the dark, and I found myself sitting up straighter, nodding.

“Road trips,” I repeated. “Late-night swims. Yeah, absolutely.”

She grinned, wide and bright even in the low light. “I knew you’d say yes. You’re such a pushover.”

“I’m not a pushover, you just have good ideas.”

“Same thing.” She tucked the blanket tighter around us both. Her thigh pressed harder against mine, and she didn’t pull away.

“Okay … now for the surprise,” she said, and her voice went playful again, the way it did when she was about to drop a bomb. “My friend Leah.”

I blinked. “Leah?”

Olivia’s eyes glittered. “We met in college. She’s super fun, adventurous, outgoing, like, the kind of person who convinces you to do things you’d never do on your own. She’s the reason I went skydiving last fall. She’s the reason I went skinny dipping. She’s…” Olivia waved a hand, searching for the word. “She’s just cool. And I have a feeling you two are really going to hit it off.”

My pulse kicked up a notch. I tried to play it casual, shrugging under the blanket. “Cool. The more the merrier, right?”

“Right.” Olivia studied my face for a second, and her smile turned knowing, as she could see right through the shrug. “She’s really pretty, too. Just so you know.”

“Olivia.”

“What? I’m just saying.” She laughed, and the sound carried out over the water. “Don’t be weird about it. She’s awesome. You’re awesome. It’ll be fun.”

I didn’t trust myself to answer without sounding like an idiot, so I just nodded and looked out at the ocean. But my mind was already racing, painting pictures: a young hot girl, laughing on the deck, splashing in the pool and sitting where Olivia was sitting right now. The combination of it, quality time with Olivia after a year apart, plus the prospect of some mysterious, adventurous girl showing up, made the whole summer feel like it had been plugged into an outlet, alive and charged.

We sat there a while longer, talking about nothing, the blanket warm between us. At some point Olivia’s head tipped onto my shoulder, just for a second, and neither of us mentioned it. The pool lights turned the water electric blue below us, and the breeze kept coming, and I thought, This. This is what I missed.

Eventually Olivia yawned, stretching her arms overhead so the blanket slipped off one shoulder. “I should crash,” she said, but she didn’t move. “It’s getting late.”

“Yeah.” I stood first, offering her a hand up. She took it, and I pulled her to her feet, and she stumbled into me, laughing, her hands landing on my chest. For a second, we were close enough that I could count her eyelashes.

Then she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me into a hug. Her body pressed full against mine under the blanket, warm and damp and smelling like chlorine and strawberries, and her fingers threaded into the hair at the back of my neck. I hugged her back, maybe tighter than I should have, my hands settling on her back where her skin met the edge of her bikini.

She held on a beat longer than usual.

“Goodnight, Chase,” she murmured into my collarbone.

“Night, Olivia.”

She pulled back, and her eyes caught mine in the dark, and something passed between us that I couldn’t name and didn’t want to examine. Then she was gone, padding barefoot across the deck, the blanket trailing behind her like a cape.

I stood there for a minute. My heart was doing something stupid in my chest.

I headed inside, down the hallway, past Natalia’s closed door and Olivia’s cracked one, and into my bedroom. The sheets were cool when I slid in, and I lay on my back staring at the ceiling, the fan turning lazy circles above me.

My mind wouldn’t shut off. Road trips, hidden coves, late-night swims and somewhere in the middle of all of it, a girl named Leah showing up on our deck like she’d been part of the plan all along. I hadn’t seen her yet, but I knew Olivia’s friends were all a solid eleven on a ten scale.

I rolled onto my side, grinning into the pillow like an idiot. The summer stretched out in front of me, vast and bright and full of things I hadn’t earned yet, and for the first time in a long time, I didn’t feel like I was waiting for it to start. It already had.


Chapter 2

Iwoke up to sunlight pouring through my window and the smell of coffee drifting down the hallway.

I lay there for a second, blinking at the ceiling fan, my body still humming from last night. The conversation with Olivia on the deck, the blanket, the hug that lasted a beat too long, all of it had rewired something in my brain, and I’d spent half the night staring at the ceiling, grinning like an idiot.

I swung my legs off the bed and padded to the bathroom. The mirror showed me a mess: hair flattened on one side, pillow creases on my cheek, stubble that was starting to look less like I’d forgotten to shave and more like a conscious choice. I splashed water on my face, brushed my teeth and ran my fingers through my hair until it looked vaguely human.

Back in my room, I pulled on a pair of black athletic shorts and a gray tank top that showed off the shoulders I’d spent a year building. I caught myself checking the mirror again, adjusting the fit, and laughed at how pathetic I was being. It was breakfast. With Natalia and Olivia, not a photoshoot.

I headed downstairs, following the smell of coffee and something sweet baking in the oven.

The kitchen was chaos in the best way. Natalia stood at the island in a cream silk blouse and white linen pants, her hair pulled into a ponytail, gold earrings catching the morning light. She had a spatula in one hand and her phone in the other, scrolling through emails while somehow not burning whatever was in the pan. The espresso machine hissed behind her, and two mugs were already filled, steam curling toward the ceiling.

Olivia was at the stove, flipping something in a skillet. She wore a cropped white t-shirt that ended just below her ribs, showing a strip of tanned, toned stomach, and tiny denim shorts that stretched across her hips without a wrinkle. Her blonde hair was loose, and she had that morning energy that made everyone else look like they were moving in slow motion.

“Morning, sunshine,” she said without turning around. “I meant what I said last night. We’re not letting you hide in your room all summer.”

I grabbed a mug of coffee from the island. “I’ve been awake for five minutes.”

“Five minutes too long to waste.” She spun around, skillet in hand, and I realized she was making pancakes. They looked golden and perfect, stacked on a plate beside the stove. “Mom, tell him. He’s already trying to disappear.”

Natalia glanced up from her phone, a warm smile spreading across her face. “I fully support it.” She set her phone down and leaned against the counter, crossing her arms. The movement made her blouse pull tight across her chest. “These years go by so fast. Before you know it, you’ll both be off starting your own lives, and these summers together will be the memories you hold onto.”

Olivia slid a plate of pancakes in front of me, then one in front of Natalia, and hopped onto the stool beside me. “See? Mom gets it. Road trips, beach days, late-night swims, the whole thing. We’re doing all of it.”

Natalia’s eyes lit up. “Road trips? Where are you thinking?”

“Up the coast,” Olivia said, pouring maple syrup over her stack. “We’ll see where exactly.”

Natalia nodded, looking genuinely excited. “That sounds perfect.”

We ate, the conversation flowing easy and warm. Natalia told us about a new product launch she was working on, some serum that was supposed to make your skin glow like you’d been sleeping twelve hours a night. Olivia talked about her classes, the professors she loved and the ones she wanted to report to the dean. I told them about the beats I’d been working on, the ones that had gotten some traction on SoundCloud, and Natalia’s face lit up with so much pride it made my chest ache.

After we’d finished eating, Natalia rinsed her plate and checked her watch. “I have to run. I’m heading to the office.” She grabbed her purse from the counter and slung it over her shoulder, then paused at the doorway, looking back at us with that loving expression. “Have fun today, you two. But stay safe, okay? And Chase—” She pointed a manicured finger at me. “Don’t let my daughter talk you into anything too crazy.”

I saluted. “Yes, ma’am.”

She blew us both a kiss and disappeared down the hallway. A minute later, we heard the front door close, and the house settled into that quiet, sunlit stillness that only happened when Natalia left.

Olivia turned to me, eyes bright with mischief. “So … Leah’s coming over today.”

My coffee mug paused halfway to my lips. “Today? Like, today today?”

“Today today.” She grinned, reading my face like it was subtitled. “Should be here by early afternoon.”

I took a sip to buy time. “Cool. What’s she like?”

Olivia’s grin widened. “I already told you. Fun, adventurous, outgoing. The kind of person who makes everything more exciting.”

“Yeah, but like…” I waved my hand vaguely. “How’s she looking these days?”

Olivia’s eyebrows shot up, and she let out a laugh. “Oh my god. You’re already asking what she looks like? You haven’t even met her yet.”

“I’m not asking what she looks like, I’m asking how she’s looking. There’s a difference.”

“Sure there is.” She leaned back on her stool, crossing her arms under her chest in a way that made her t-shirt ride up. “It’ll be a surprise. You’ll see when she gets here.”

I rolled my eyes, but my pulse was already doing something stupid. “You’re the worst.”

“I’m the best, and you know it.” She hopped off the stool and grabbed both our plates, carrying them to the sink. “Now go shower properly. You’ve got pillow creases on your face and your hair looks like a bird’s nest.”

I touched my hair defensively. “You’re one to talk. Your hair is also unkempt.”

She threw a dish towel at my head. I caught it and threw it back, and she ducked, laughing, and for a second, we were kids again, messing around in the kitchen while Natalia’s perfume lingered in the air.

I headed upstairs to shower, and the whole time, my mind kept circling back to one thing: Leah. Today, this afternoon, and the way Olivia had grinned when she said it would be a surprise.

I killed the morning the way you kill time when you’re waiting for something you can’t admit you’re excited about. I organized my closet. I made a new beat on my laptop, something with a summer vibe, all laid-back drums and warm synth pads. I sat on the deck and watched the ocean do its thing, the waves rolling in and out like they had nowhere to be and all the time in the world.

Olivia floated around the house in various states of undress, changing outfits twice, reapplying sunscreen three times, and at one point standing in front of the hallway mirror in nothing but a towel, examining her reflection.

“Does this look weird?” she asked, turning sideways. The towel was wrapped tight around her chest, but it was short, barely covering her ass.

“You’re in a towel. It all looks weird.”

She stuck her tongue out and disappeared into her room.

And then around noon, the doorbell rang.

I was on the deck, and I heard Olivia’s bare feet slapping against the tile as she sprinted for the front door. I stayed where I was, pretending to be deeply interested in the horizon, but my heart was doing something embarrassing in my chest.

Voices from the foyer. Olivia’s bright, excited laugh. And then another voice, lower, warmer, with a laugh that sounded like it came from somewhere deep in the chest.

I stood up. Told myself to act normal but failed immediately. They came through the sliding door together, and the first thing I noticed was the height. Leah was tall, a couple of inches shorter than me, which put her at maybe five-eleven, and she carried it like she’d never once wished she were shorter. She had dark brown hair that fell past her shoulders in loose, beachy waves. Her face was pretty in a way that hit you in stages: first the smile, wide and confident, then the hazel eyes, warm and direct, then the high cheekbones and full lips that made you realize the whole package was way above average.

She wore a white tank top that clung to every curve, the neckline low enough to show a generous amount of cleavage from her round, perky breasts. The fabric was thin enough that I could see the outline of what looked like a bikini top underneath, the straps crossing her back in an X. Her shorts were denim, cut high on the thighs, and they hugged her hips and ass like they’d been tailored specifically for her. Her legs were long and toned, ending in white flip-flops with a gold chain across the toe.

She looked like she’d walked straight off a California tourism ad. Olivia stood beside her, beaming like she’d personally arranged the whole thing. “Chase, this is Leah. Leah, this is my stepbrother, Chase.”

Leah’s eyes found mine, and they held. Not a quick glance but a full, deliberate look. Her lips curved into a smile.

“Olivia wasn’t lying about you,” she said, and her voice was exactly what I’d expected from the laugh, warm, a little husky and playful. “You’re even hotter in person.”

I opened my mouth but nothing came out. My face went nuclear, and I could feel the heat spreading from my cheeks to my ears to the back of my neck. I managed something that was supposed to be “Thanks” but came out closer to “Thnnks.”

Olivia cackled. “Oh my god, he’s blushing. I told you he’d blush.”

Leah laughed, and the sound was infectious, bright and unselfconscious. She stepped forward and opened her arms, and before I could process what was happening, she pulled me into a hug. Her body pressed against mine, warm, soft in all the right places and firm where it counted. Her breasts compressed against my chest, and I could feel the outline of her bikini top through the thin tank. Her arms wrapped around my neck, and she squeezed, and her cheek brushed against mine, and my brain short-circuited so completely that I forgot how to hug back for a solid two seconds.

When she pulled away, her eyes were still on mine, and that smile hadn’t budged. “It’s really nice to meet you, Chase. Olivia talks about you all the time.”

“All good things, I hope,” I said, finally finding my voice, though it came out rougher than I intended.

“Mostly.” She winked, and my stomach did a flip.

Olivia was watching us with the look of someone who’d just won a bet. “Okay, you two, break it up. We’ve got a whole summer for whatever this is.” She grabbed Leah’s hand and pulled her toward the kitchen. “Come on, I made margaritas. Well, I mixed tequila and lime juice and called it a margarita. Same thing.”

We settled around the pool with our drinks, the sun beating down in that relentless California way that made you grateful for the water. Olivia had dragged the teak table closer to the edge, and we’d pulled up three lounge chairs in a loose triangle. I took the middle one, which turned out to be a strategic error, because now I had Olivia on my left and Leah on my right, and both of them were angled toward me like I was in the middle of an upcoming threesome.

The margaritas were terrible. Olivia had used the cheapest tequila she could find and way too much lime juice, and the salt on the rim was more of a suggestion than a reality. I drank mine anyway, because the alternative was admitting she’d made a bad drink, and Olivia would never let that go.

“So,” Leah said, stretching her legs out on the lounge chair. “Olivia told me you make music.”

I nodded, swirling the ice in my glass. “Yeah. Beats, mostly. Electronic stuff, some hip-hop, whatever sounds good.”

“That’s actually really cool.” She tilted her head, and a strand of dark hair fell across her cheek. “Can I hear something?”

“Maybe later,” I said, and Olivia snorted.

“He’s shy about it,” she said, kicking my foot with hers. “But he’s good. He had a track hit ten thousand plays on SoundCloud last semester.”

“Eleven thousand,” I corrected, and Leah’s eyes lit up.

“Eleven thousand people listened to something you made? That sounds pretty good to me.”

“It’s not that good. There are people with millions of plays.”

“Still.” She took a sip of her drink and winced then laughed. “Okay, Olivia, next time I’m making the margaritas.”

Olivia raised her glass. “Deal.”

The conversation drifted. Leah and Olivia talked about college.

I told them about my roommate’s ferret, and Leah clutched her stomach laughing, and Olivia rolled her eyes like she’d heard it a hundred times but was smiling anyway.

Then Olivia leaned forward, elbows on her knees, and fixed me with that look. The planning look. The one that meant she’d already decided something and was just waiting for me to catch up.

“So,” she said. “Today, what are we doing?”

I shrugged. “Whatever. Pool’s right here.”

Olivia shook her head. “No way. We’re not spending the first real day of summer sitting around the pool. I’ve got a hike planned. There’s this trail up in Crystal Cove that I found last semester, the views are insane, like, you can see the whole coastline from the top. And it’s a legit workout, too. Steep enough that you’ll feel it in your glutes for days.”

I glanced at the sky. The sun was directly overhead, the heat coming off the deck in visible waves. “It’s like ninety-five degrees out. You want to hike up a mountain in this?”

“It’s not a mountain, it’s a trail. And it’s shaded for most of it.”

“Still.” I took another sip of my terrible margarita. “Beach is right there. We walk down the stairs, we’re on the sand in five minutes. No driving, no parking and no sweating our asses off on a trail.”

Olivia narrowed her eyes. “Since when are you so anti-exercise? You live in the gym.”

“Exactly. I live in the gym. My days off are for relaxing.” I gestured at the ocean. “Beach is relaxing. Hiking is work.”

“It’s not work, it’s an adventure.”

“It’s a hike … in the heat.”

Leah was watching us with an amused look, her margarita balanced on her stomach. “I’m good with either.”

Olivia wasn’t letting it go. She launched into a full sales pitch, describing the trail in detail, the wildflowers, the overlook, the way the light hit the water from that angle, the Instagram-worthy photo ops. She was passionate about it, hands flying, and I had to admit it sounded nice.

I doubled down. “Beach. Cold water, cold drinks, no shoes required. It’s literally the easiest option, and it’s a hundred degrees outside.”

Olivia studied my face for a second. The planning look melted into something more mischievous, a slow grin spreading across her face like she’d just solved a puzzle. “Oh,” she said, drawing the word out. “Oh, I get it.”

I frowned. “Get what?”

She pointed at me then at Leah then back at me. “You just want to see Leah in a bikini, don’t you?”

The heat that hit my face was terrible. I felt it everywhere: cheeks, ears, the back of my neck and probably my knees. My mouth opened, but the words got stuck somewhere between my brain and my tongue.

“What? No. That’s … I didn’t … that’s not why I —” I was stammering, and I knew I was stammering, and the more I stammered the worse it got. “I just think the beach is easier, that’s all. It has nothing to do with. I mean, obviously Leah would look … not that I was thinking about—”

Leah burst out laughing, a sympathetic one, but a full, head-thrown-back, genuine laugh that shook her whole body. Her tank top lifted and settled with every exhale, and I was trying so hard not to look that I was basically staring at the sky.

“Oh my god,” Leah said, wiping her eyes. “Your face. Olivia, look at his face.”

“I’m looking,” Olivia said, grinning like a cat that had caught something very satisfying. “It’s my favorite color. Tomato red.”

I gave up. There was no winning this. I pointed at Olivia. “You’re the worst.”

“I’m the best, and you’re transparent.” She kicked my foot again, harder this time. “Admit it. You want to see her in a bikini.”

“I want to see the ocean. That’s a normal thing to want.”

“Sure it is.”

“Take this!” I said and lunged at her. I tickled her so badly she squealed and fell off the lounge chair, and I fell and rolled with her till we landed on the grass, giggling and wrestling playfully. As we rolled in the grass, I became aware of how our bodies were pressing together. Olivia’s soft curves molded against me as we rolled, her denim shorts riding up to expose more of her smooth thighs. With each playful movement, I felt the friction of her thighs against my privates.

My body responded instinctively, blood rushing south as my arousal grew. Soon, a thick bulge was straining against my pants, rubbing sensually against her warm skin with our every motion. I tried to get back at her, dry humping harder and harder.

Finally, she straddled me, pinning my arms above my head. Her face hovered inches from mine, eyes sparkling with mischief. “Gotcha,” she said triumphantly, her breath warm on my face.

I let out an involuntary groan as she settled directly on top of my hardness. The friction had felt so sweet and so sensual. My heart raced as I gazed up at her. Her blonde hair bathed in sunlight, making her look angelic despite our compromising position. I was aware of everywhere our bodies touched: her soft thighs against my hips, her chest pressed to mine and my hardening cock against the juncture of her thighs.

“You sure about that?” I teased, bucking my hips suddenly to throw her off balance. I didn’t mean to. I just wanted to rub my privates against her.

She squealed in surprise as I flipped us over, reversing our positions. Now I loomed over her, drinking in the sight of her flushed cheeks and parted lips. Her denim shorts had ridden up even further, exposing the pale, creamy skin of her upper thighs and the borders of her cute panties.

We froze like that for a long moment, breathing heavily.

“Tickle!” she shouted. I squirmed like mad as she went straight for my weak spot. I laughed so hard that my abs were cramping up along with my jaw.

“Chill!” I shouted, making her stop for a brief moment. “Take this!” I dug my fingers into her sides, tickling her mercilessly. She squealed and squirmed beneath me, her laughter ringing out across the field.

“You cheater!”

She tried to free herself, but she was drowning in laughter. “Stop, stop!” she gasped between giggles, trying to wriggle away.

I grinned down at her. “Never! This is payback for all the teasing.”

We tussled in the grass, rolling and tickling each other. She was laughing, wrestling me, and I grabbed her wrists to try to pin her again, but she was stronger than she looked, and we rolled, and then I was on top of her, my knees on either side of her hips, her wrists pinned above her head on the lounge chair.

Her body was warm and solid beneath me, her cropped shirt riding up to expose her stomach, and her chest was heaving with laughter. For a second, we were frozen like that, face to face.

Then she bucked her hips, trying to flip me, and I rolled with it to counter, and my crotch pressed directly into hers. The friction was instant and electric, and we both went still. Her laughter died in her throat. My grip on her wrists loosened.

We stared at each other for one beat, two beats, three.

“Truce?” she said, her voice slightly breathless.

“Truce,” I said, and rolled off her.

I lay there for a second, staring at the sky, my heart hammering and my shorts feeling about two sizes too small. Olivia sat up, adjusting her shirt, and her cheeks were pink.

Then Leah’s voice cut through the silence, light and teasing. “Is that what you call sibling love?”

“NO!” both of us said in unison.

“Okay,” she said, giggling. “For the record, I don’t mind wearing a bikini.” She was sitting up now, legs crossed, that same confident smile on her face. “I’ve got a few good ones. And if Chase wants to see them, that’s his business.”

I groaned, pressing my hands over my face. “You’re both killing me.”

“We know,” Olivia and Leah said in unison, and then they looked at each other and cracked up.

I sat up, brushing myself off, trying to will my body back to something resembling normal. “So, beach?”

Olivia sighed dramatically, but the grin was still there. “Fine, beach. But only because I also want to relax and show off a bit.” She stood and stretched, arms overhead, her shirt lifting to flash her stomach again. “And because I have a new bikini I’ve been dying to wear.”

Leah stood too, and the two of them shared a look that was pure conspiracy. “Same,” Leah said. “I brought two. We should try them on and pick the best ones.”

Olivia’s eyes lit up. “Yes. My room, now.”

They disappeared through the sliding door, and I heard their bare feet on the tile, then the creak of Olivia’s bedroom door, then the click of it closing … mostly, not all the way. The door was cracked open, maybe an inch, and through it, I could hear the sound of drawers opening, hangers scraping against the rod, and then laughter.

I stayed on the deck for a minute, finishing my margarita, telling myself I was being normal. The ocean was right there. The sun was warm. Everything was fine.

Then I heard Leah’s voice, muffled but clear enough, “Oh my god, Olivia, your boobs look amazing in that top.”

“Right? This one’s my favorite. The push-up is sexy.” A pause, then Olivia’s laugh. “But yours, girl, that bikini makes your ass look unreal. Turn around.”

I set my glass down. More laughter … the sound of fabric rustling, hangers clinking … then a sharp, playful smack, followed by Leah’s yelp and a burst of giggles.

“Olivia!”

“What? I had to check the jiggle factor. For science.”

Another smack, lighter this time, and Olivia’s laugh, high and bright. “Okay, okay, truce! I just had a wrestling match with Chase. Try the blue one. The one with the tie sides.”

I stood up. I didn’t mean to stand up. My body just did it, like it had received orders from somewhere below my brain. I took a step toward the sliding door, then another, and then I was in the hallway, standing outside Olivia’s cracked door like a complete creep.

Through the gap, I could see slivers of the room: Olivia’s white bedspread, the full-length mirror on the closet door, and movement, skin, a flash of blonde hair, a curve of tan hip, the edge of a bikini bottom in neon pink. Then Leah, turning in front of the mirror, her dark hair swinging, her ass round and firm in a high-cut bottom.

I should have walked away. I knew I should have walked away. My feet stayed planted.

Another smack, this one from Leah, and Olivia’s yelp-turned-laugh. “Payback! Your ass is so round, I couldn’t resist.”

“You’re obsessed with my ass.”

“I’m not the only one who’s going to be obsessed with it today.”

They both laughed, and then Olivia’s voice dropped into something conspiratorial. “Hey. Should we call him in?”

My heart stopped.

“Call who in?” Leah asked, but her tone said she already knew.

“Chase, for male opinions.” Olivia raised her voice. “Chase! Come here and tell us what you think!”

I froze. Every muscle in my body locked up simultaneously. I could have denied it, could have shouted back that I was too tired, but no, I wanted to see them both in bikinis.

I pushed the door open and stepped inside. The room hit me like a wall of perfume and skin. Olivia stood in front of the full-length mirror in a neon pink bikini that drew attention whether she wanted it to or not, the top barely containing her chest, the bottoms riding high on her hips with strings tied on either side. Her blonde hair was loose, and she had one hand on her hip, the other adjusting a strap, and when she turned to look at me, her blue eyes were all mischief.

Leah was beside her in a deep blue two-piece, the top a halter style that crossed between her breasts and tied behind her neck, the bottom a high-cut triangle that made her legs look a mile long. Her dark hair was pulled over one shoulder, and she had that same confident smile, like she’d been waiting for me to walk in.

I opened my mouth, closed it, and then opened it again. “You both look good,” I said. My voice came out rough, like I’d been gargling sand. “Really good.”

It was the understatement of the century, and we all knew it. Olivia’s bikini left almost nothing to the imagination, the pink fabric straining against her chest, her cleavage deep and tanned, the bottoms so small they looked like they might dissolve in the water. Leah’s was somehow worse, the blue brought out the hazel in her eyes, and the cut of the bottoms framed her ass in a way that made my brain stutter.

I couldn’t keep still, crossing one arm over my stomach, then uncrossing it, then shoving my hands in my pockets, then pulling them out. My shorts felt like they were shrinking by the second, and I was acutely aware of every shift and adjustment I made, each one more obvious than the last. I tried to keep my eyes on their faces, but they kept dropping, to Olivia’s chest, to the curve of Leah’s waist, to the strip of bare skin between her top and bottom, and every time I caught myself, I snapped my gaze back up, which only made it more obvious that I’d been looking.

Olivia caught it. Of course, she did. Her grin widened, and she glanced at Leah, who looked equally amused and curious. At that moment, I wanted to tickle and wrestle Olivia again … to let out some of my frustration.

Olivia held up her hand. Leah met it with a high-five, crisp and loud in the quiet room.

“Told you,” Olivia said.

“Told me what?” Leah asked, but she was still looking at me, and her smile hadn’t budged.

“That he’d lose his mind.” Olivia turned back to the mirror, adjusting the tie on her hip. “He’s trying so hard not to stare. It’s adorable.”

“I’m not trying not to stare,” I said, which was a lie so transparent it was basically a window. “I’m just … assessing. For beach appropriateness.”

“Beach appropriateness,” Olivia repeated, deadpan. “Right. Because you’re the beach police.”

“The bikini police,” Leah added, and they both cracked up.

I stood there, red-faced and semi-hard, and decided the only move was forward. “Are we going to the beach or not?”

“Someone’s eager,” Olivia said, but she was already grabbing a beach bag from the foot of her bed. “Grab the cooler from the kitchen. Leah, can you get the towels? The big ones, in the hall closet.”

We moved through the house like a well-rehearsed team, which was impressive given that Leah had been here for less than two hours. Olivia loaded the cooler with water bottles, sparkling water, and the remains of the terrible margarita mix. I threw in a bag of ice from the freezer and a six-pack of hard seltzers Olivia had stashed behind the orange juice. Leah appeared with an armful of oversized beach towels, thick and plush, the kind Natalia bought from some fancy resort in Cabo.

“Flip-flops?” I asked.

“Already on,” Olivia said, wiggling her toes. She’d changed into a pair of white slides with a gold chain across the toe, and Leah had slipped on her white flip-flops from earlier.

I grabbed my phone, my wallet, and the keys to the front gate, and we headed out. The sun was directly overhead now, brutal and beautiful, and the air smelled like salt and the eucalyptus trees that lined the path down to the beach. We took the wooden stairs that wound from our bluff to the sand below, and with every step, the ocean got bigger and bluer.

The beach was packed, but we found a spot about halfway between the water and the boardwalk, far enough from the families to avoid getting hit by rogue frisbees, close enough to the water that we could hear the waves. Olivia spread out the biggest towel first, then the others around it in a loose semicircle. I set the cooler in the shade of our setup and dropped my bag beside it.

Leah was already pulling a bottle of sunscreen from her beach bag. She held it up, shaking it. “Who wants to go first?”

“I do,” Olivia said, dropping onto her towel and reaching for the ties on her bikini top. She paused, glancing at me with a smirk. “Unless Chase wants to volunteer.”

“I’m good,” I said, too quickly.

Leah laughed and knelt behind Olivia, squeezing a line of sunscreen down her spine. Olivia arched her back, and Leah’s hands spread the lotion in slow, deliberate strokes, working from her shoulders down to her back, then back up, her fingers tracing the edge of Olivia’s bikini top where it met her skin.

“Make sure you get everywhere,” Olivia said, her voice lazy and content.

“I know, I know.” Leah’s hands moved to Olivia’s shoulders, kneading the muscle there, and Olivia let out a soft, satisfied hum that made my shorts feel even tighter.

Then Leah looked up at me, that same warm, direct gaze. “Chase, can you do my back? I can’t reach it.”

It wasn’t a question. It was an invitation, wrapped in sunscreen and delivered with a smile that said she knew exactly what she was doing.

I took the bottle from her hand. She turned around, presenting her back to me, and I knelt behind her on the towel. Her skin was warm under my palms, smooth and slightly tanned, and when I squeezed the sunscreen onto her shoulders, she shivered.

“Cold?” I asked.

“Goosebumps,” she said, and her voice had dropped half a register. “Your hands are warm.”

I started at her shoulders, spreading the lotion in slow circles, feeling the muscle underneath, the way her spine curved between her shoulder blades. My thumbs traced along the edge of her bikini strap where it crossed her back, and she leaned into the touch, just slightly, just enough that I could feel the shift in her weight.

“Lower,” she said. “Right above my bikini line.”

I moved my hands down, past her shoulder blades, along the sides of her ribcage, and my fingers brushed the edge of her bikini bottom where it sat low on her hips. She didn’t flinch. If anything, she pressed back into my hands, and my heart was hammering so hard I was sure she could feel it through my palms.

“Good?” I asked.

“Really good,” she said, and I could hear the smile in it.

When she was done with Olivia’s back, Leah turned around, still kneeling, and took the sunscreen from my hand. “My turn,” she said, and before I could process what that meant, she pushed me onto my back and squeezed a line of lotion down my chest.

Her hands were on me instantly, spreading the sunscreen across my pecs, her palms flat and warm, fingers tracing the lines of my abs. She worked slowly,her touch lingering on every ridge of muscle, and I lay there like an idiot, arms slightly out, letting her do whatever she wanted.

“You’ve been working out,” she said, stating the obvious with a grin.

“Little bit.”

“Little bit.” She pressed her thumb into the groove between my pec and my shoulder, and I had to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from making a sound. “This is not a little bit. This is a lot of bit.”

Olivia snorted. “He’s been living in the gym. It’s all he talks about.”

“That’s not true,” I said, but it was mostly true, and we all knew it.

Leah’s hands moved to my arms, coating my biceps and forearms in sunscreen, her grip firm, almost massaging. When she finished, she leaned back and surveyed her work with a satisfied nod. “There. Now you won’t fry.”

“Thanks,” I said, and it came out as if I’d just run a mile.

Leah turned to Olivia, who was lying on her stomach now, chin propped on her hands. “Your turn for the front.”

Olivia rolled onto her back, and Leah knelt beside her, squeezing sunscreen onto her chest. Olivia’s bikini top was already minimal, and Leah’s hands moved across her cleavage with the same deliberate slowness she’d used on me, spreading the lotion between her breasts, along the swell of each one, her fingers dipping just below the edge of the fabric.

“Make sure you get in there,” Olivia said. “I always miss that spot.”

Leah’s fingers slipped beneath the edge of Olivia’s bikini top, sliding along the inner curve of her breast, and Olivia smiled. Leah’s other hand mirrored the motion on the other side, and for a moment the two of them were frozen in that tableau, Leah’s hands inside Olivia’s bikini top, Olivia’s chest rising and falling with each breath, and the ocean crashing behind us like it was applauding.

Then Leah pulled her hands back, wiped them on the towel, and sat back on her heels. “All set.”

Olivia sat up, adjusting her top with a casualness that didn’t quite match the flush on her cheeks. “Thanks, babe.”

Leah turned to me, and her eyes dropped to my chest, then lower, and I knew she’d seen the outline pressing against my shorts. Her smile didn’t change, but something in her eyes deepened, a warmth that went beyond playful.

“Chase,” she said, holding up the sunscreen. “Can you get my cleavage? I can never reach properly.”

I blinked. How could she not reach her own cleavage? Olivia was watching, her lips curved in that knowing smile, and I could feel the heat of the sun on my skin and the heat of something else entirely building in my chest.

I took the bottle. Leah lay back on her towel, arms above her head, and the position pushed her chest up and together, the blue fabric of her bikini top straining against the movement. The cleavage between her breasts was deep and shadowed, and I struggled to keep my cock limp.

I squeezed a line of sunscreen into the valley between her breasts, and my fingers followed, spreading the lotion in slow, careful strokes. Her skin was soft, warm from the sun, and when my fingers brushed the inner curve of her breast, she inhaled sharply.

“Make sure you get everywhere,” she said, echoing Olivia’s words from earlier, and her voice was barely above a whisper.

I did. My fingers traced along the edge of her bikini top, dipping beneath the fabric where it met her skin, and I felt her heartbeat against my fingertips, fast and steady. I spread the sunscreen across the swell of each breast, my palms flat against her skin, and she arched into the touch, just slightly, just enough.

“Good?” I asked, and my voice was wrecked.

“Perfect,” she said, and when I pulled my hands away, she caught my wrist, holding it. Her hazel eyes found mine. “Now, let’s have some fun.”

We hit the water first. The Pacific was cold enough to shock the air out of my lungs and warm enough to keep me from running back to the sand. I dove under a wave and came up sputtering, salt in my mouth, sun in my eyes and the sound of Leah’s laugh cutting through the foam.

“Race you to the buoy!” she shouted, already swimming, her arms cutting clean through the water.

I followed, pushing hard, my shoulders burning from the gym but my body loving the stretch of it. Leah was fast, faster than I expected, and she reached the buoy a full second before I did, grabbing the rusted metal ring and turning to face me with that grin, water streaming down her face, her dark hair plastered to her neck and shoulders.

“Not bad,” she said, breathing hard. “For a gym rat.”

“Not bad for someone who apparently swims like a dolphin.”

She laughed and pushed off the buoy, floating on her back. The water lifted her, and her bikini top rode up just enough that I could see the swell of her breasts, the brown of her nipples peeking above the blue fabric.

Olivia caught up a minute later, splashing us both. “You two are already ditching me?”

“Never,” Leah said, reaching out and pulling Olivia into a hug that sent them both under. They surfaced laughing, arms around each other’s waists, and for a second I just watched them, two beautiful girls in barely-there bikinis, water glistening on their skin, and I thought, this is my life now, somehow.

We swam for what felt like hours. Leah challenged me to a handstand contest, and I won, but only because she kept falling over and laughing so hard she couldn’t hold the pose. Olivia did underwater somersaults like she was still on the dance team, her body twisting and turning. We bodysurfed the waves, catching the white water and riding it to the shore, then trudging back out to do it again.

By the time we dragged ourselves back to the towels, the sun had drifted lower, and the beach had emptied a little. We collapsed in a wet, sandy heap, breathing hard, grinning like idiots.

“Water,” Olivia gasped, and I cracked open the cooler and passed her a bottle. She drank half of it in one go, water running down her chin and onto her chest, and I watched it trace a path between her breasts before I caught myself and looked at the horizon.

Leah took a bottle too, sitting cross-legged on her towel, her knees touching mine. “That was amazing. I haven’t been in the ocean in months.”

We ended up talking about various topics. The conversation drifted. I told them about my music program, the late nights in the studio, the professors who thought they were gods and the ones who actually were. Leah listened with her full attention, her eyes never leaving my face, and every time I made a joke, she laughed like it was the funniest thing she’d ever heard, which was either incredibly flattering or incredibly concerning.

“So the track with eleven thousand plays,” she said, leaning closer. “What’s it called?”

“’Coastal Drift.’ It’s on SoundCloud. I can send you the link.”

“Do it right now.” She held out her phone, and I typed in my username, and she pulled up the track and pressed play, holding the speaker to her ear. Her face changed as the beat dropped, her eyes widened, her lips parted, and she looked at me with something that went beyond polite interest.

“Chase,” she said. “This is really good.”

“It’s okay.”

“It’s not okay, it’s good. Like, I would listen to this driving. I would listen to this at a party. I would—” She stopped herself, laughing. “I’m gushing. But seriously. You made this?”

“I made this.”

She shook her head, still smiling. “That’s talent. You’re talented.”

Olivia was watching us from her towel, and I caught the look on her face: warm, amused, but with something underneath it, a flicker of awareness, like she was seeing the pieces click together in real time. She didn’t say anything. She just watched, and when I glanced at her, she gave me a knowing smile and looked away.

Leah and I kept talking. She asked about my dorm, my roommate, the ferret story in more detail, and I told her everything, the words coming easier than they had with anyone in a long time. She told me more about herself, how she loves volleyball and outdoor sports, and for a minute we were just three people on a beach, howling at the sky.

Olivia sat up and dug through the beach bag, pulling out a neon orange frisbee. “Anyone?”

“Absolutely,” Leah said, standing and brushing sand off her thighs. “Chase, you in?”

I was already on my feet. “Let’s go.”

We found an open stretch of sand near the waterline, and Olivia threw first, a clean, arcing toss that Leah caught one-handed, her body twisting, her bikini top shifting with the motion. She threw it to me, and I caught it, and threw it back to Olivia, and we fell into a flow, the frisbee cutting through the salt air, our bodies moving in the loose, easy way of people who’d spent the day in the sun.

Leah and I ended up on one side, Olivia on the other, and the distance between us shrank with every throw. Leah stood close when she caught the frisbee, her shoulder brushing mine, her hip bumping my thigh. Once, when I reached for a high throw, my hand landed on her waist to steady myself, and she leaned into it, just for a second, just enough.

“You’ve got good hands,” she said, and the double meaning hung in the air between us like smoke.

“You too,” I said, and she laughed, and Olivia threw the frisbee so hard it nearly took my head off.

“Focus, you two!” Olivia called, but she was smiling.

We played until the sun started its descent, turning the sky pink and gold, and then we collapsed on the towels again, breathless and sandy and happy. Leah lay on her back, one arm thrown over her eyes, the other resting on her stomach, her chest rising and falling with each breath. I lay beside her, close enough to feel the heat radiating off her skin.

“Best day in a while,” she said, not moving her arm.

“Yeah,” I said. “Same.”

She turned her head, and her hazel eyes found mine over the crook of her elbow. “Thanks for letting me crash your summer.”

“You’re not crashing. You’re upgrading it.”

Her smile was slow and warm, and she didn’t look away. “Good answer.”

Olivia sat up and stretched, her back arching, her bikini top straining. “We should head back. Natalia’s probably got dinner going, and I’m starving.”

We packed up, towels shaken, cooler reloaded, flip-flops located, and trudged back up the wooden stairs to the bluff. The climb was harder than I remembered, my legs heavy from swimming and running, and by the time we reached the top, all three of us were breathing hard.

The house was quiet when we walked in, but the smell hit us immediately: garlic, grilled meat, something sweet baking. Natalia was on the deck, arranging plates on the teak table, and she looked up when we came through the sliding door.

“There they are,” she said, smiling. “I was starting to think you’d been swept out to sea.”

“Almost,” Olivia said, dropping the beach bag and collapsing into a deck chair. “Chase tried to drown me, twice.”

“I did not.”

“He did,” Leah confirmed, but she was grinning. “It was very heroic.”

Natalia laughed and waved us toward the bathroom. “Showers, all of you. You’re tracking sand through my clean house.”

We took turns. Olivia went first, then Leah, then me. The shower felt incredible, hot water on sun-kissed skin, the salt washing away, my muscles loosening under the spray. I stood there longer than necessary, replaying the day in my head: Leah’s laugh, the feel of her skin under my palms, the way she looked at me like I was something worth looking at.

When I came out, dressed in clean shorts and a white T-shirt, dinner was ready. Natalia had set the deck table with plates of burgers: thick, juicy, topped with avocado and tomato and some kind of sauce she’d whipped up, alongside sweet potato fries and a big bowl of watermelon salad. There were glasses of iced tea and lemonade.

We ate like we hadn’t seen food in days. The burgers were perfect, the fries crispy, the watermelon cool and sweet against my sun-warm tongue. Natalia sat at the head of the table, watching us with that contented smile she got when everything was exactly how she wanted it.

“So,” she said, taking a sip of her iced tea. “How was the beach?”

“Amazing,” Leah said, and she meant it. “The water was perfect, and the sand was so soft, and Chase bodysurfed this huge wave and totally wiped out. It was incredible.”

“I did not wipe out.”

“You absolutely did,” Olivia said. “Face-first into the sand. I have video evidence.”

“You do not.”

“I do. Want to see?”

I groaned, and Natalia laughed, and Leah reached under the table and squeezed my knee, a quick, warm pressure that sent heat up my thigh. I looked at her, and she was already looking at me, her eyes bright with laughter.

The conversation flowed through dinner. Natalia asked Leah about her major, her family, her plans for after college, and Leah answered everything with that same easy confidence, her hands moving when she talked, her laugh filling the spaces between sentences. Olivia chimed in with stories and corrections, and I mostly listened, content to watch the three of them interact, this little circle of women who had somehow become the center of my world in the span of a single day.

After dinner, Natalia cleared the plates and disappeared inside to take a call, and the three of us stayed on the deck as the sky went from pink to purple to deep blue. The string lights clicked on automatically, casting everything in a warm, golden glow.

Leah and I ended up on the outdoor sofa, our thighs touching, our voices dropping into something more private. Olivia was in the lounge chair beside us, scrolling through her phone, but I could feel her attention shifting between the screen and us.

“So that track you played earlier, ‘Coastal Drift’,” Leah said, tucking her legs under her and turning to face me. “I’ve been thinking about it all day. You really made that?”

I leaned back, smiling. “Yeah. Still tweaking some stuff, but… yeah.”

She scooted closer, her knee pressing against my thigh. “It’s genuinely good. Like, I would actually play it. You have a real thing here.”

Olivia looked up from her phone with a small, knowing smirk but didn’t say anything.

I played it. The beat filled the space between us, and Leah closed her eyes, her head tilting slightly, her lips moving along with a rhythm only she could hear. When it ended, she opened her eyes and looked at me with a smile that made me proud.

“That’s beautiful, Chase.”

“It’s not done yet. The bridge needs work.”

“It’s beautiful now.” She reached over and placed her hand on my forearm, her fingers warm against my skin. “You have a real gift.”

The touch lingered. Her thumb traced a slow circle on my wrist, and I felt it everywhere: my arm, my chest, my stomach … and lower. I didn’t pull away. She didn’t either.

Olivia cleared her throat from the lounge chair. She was still on her phone, but her eyes were fixed on the space between Leah’s hand and my arm. “You two are cute,” she said, and her voice was light, teasing, but there was a note of awareness, like she was cataloguing every point of contact.

Leah’s hand stayed where it was. “We’re just talking about music.”

“Sure you are.” Olivia set her phone down and stretched, her arms overhead. She stood and crossed to the sofa, dropping onto the cushion on my other side, close enough that her hip pressed against mine. Her hand found my knee, squeezing gently. “Don’t let me interrupt the vibe. I’m just here for the free entertainment.”

I was sandwiched between them now, Olivia on one side, Leah on the other, both touching me. My brain was having trouble processing the input.

“Entertainment?” I said.

“Watching you two circle each other is better than Netflix.” Olivia’s hand stayed on my knee, her thumb tracing idle patterns through the fabric of my shorts. “I’ve seen Leah flirt with guys before, but this is different. She’s usually way more direct.”

“I am direct,” Leah said, and she proved it by squeezing my forearm. “I told him he was hot within thirty seconds of meeting him.”

“You did,” I said.

Olivia laughed, leaning her head against my shoulder. “See? No shame. I love that about you, Leah.” She looked up at me, her blue eyes bright in the string light glow. “She’s good for you, Chase. You need someone who doesn’t let you hide.”

The words landed somewhere deep, and I felt them settle. Olivia’s hand was still on my knee, warm and possessive, and Leah’s fingers were still tracing circles on my wrist, and the night air was warm, and I thought, this is too much, this is exactly enough.

We stayed like that for a while, talking about nothing and everything. The conversation flowed, and the touches kept happening till it was time to go to bed.

Eventually, the yawns started. Olivia stretched first, her arms reaching toward the stars. “I’m crashing,” she said, standing and gathering her phone. “You two can stay up and keep making heart eyes at each other, but I need my beauty sleep.”

Leah laughed, pulling her hand back from my arm with visible reluctance. “I should probably call it too. That sun wiped me out.”

We all stood, and the mood changed, the easy warmth of the evening cooling into something more deliberate as we moved through the house. Olivia pointed Leah toward the guest bedroom at the end of the hall. “Towels are in the bathroom closet. Extra pillows in the top drawer. If you need anything, just yell.”

“Thanks, Olivia.” Leah pulled her into a quick hug, then turned to me. Her eyes held mine for a beat longer than necessary. “Goodnight, Chase.”

“Night, Leah.”

She disappeared down the hallway, and I heard the guest room door click shut. Olivia lingered outside her own door, one hand on the knob, watching me with that knowing look.

“What?” I said.

“Nothing.” She smiled. “I’m just happy you’re here. And I’m happy she’s here. That’s all.”

She slipped into her room, and the door closed behind her. It was difficult to know when she’d tease me or just be sweet. I stood in the hallway for a moment, the house settling around me. My skin still buzzed from the day, from the sunscreen and the salt water and the pressure of Leah’s hand on my arm. I could still smell her perfume on my shirt, a scent I craved more of.

I went to my room, closed the door, undressed and lay on my bed in the dark, staring at the ceiling fan.

My mind wouldn’t shut off. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw it: Leah in that blue bikini, the fabric straining against her chest, the way the water had clung to her skin when she surfaced from the waves. The feel of her skin under my palms when I spread the sunscreen, the softness of her breasts beneath the edge of her top, the way she’d arched into my touch. Her laugh, bright and unguarded. The way she’d looked at me when I played her my track, like I’d shown her something precious.

I was hard. I’d been hard on and off all day, and now, alone in the dark, there was no point pretending otherwise. My cock strained against my boxers, thick and aching, and I pressed my palm against it through the fabric, hissing at the contact.

My hand slipped beneath the waistband of my boxers, and I wrapped my fingers around myself, hot and heavy in my grip. I stroked once, twice, and the image that surfaced behind my eyelids was Leah on the beach towel, her arms above her head, her chest pushed up, the blue bikini top barely containing her.

I tightened my grip, my hips lifting off the mattress, and I was about to let myself sink into it, to chase the release that had been building all day, when a soft knock cut through the silence.

I froze. My hand was still wrapped around my cock, my heart hammering, and the knock came again.

“Chase?” Leah’s voice was muffled through the door. “Are you awake?”

I yanked my hand out of my boxers so fast I nearly pulled the waistband off. “Yeah. Yeah, I’m up.” My voice came out rough, and I cleared my throat. “Everything okay?”

The door cracked open, and a sliver of hallway light fell across the floor. Leah stood in the gap, backlit, wearing nothing but a thin white tank top and sleep shorts that barely covered her thighs. Her hair was loose around her shoulders, and she had one arm crossed over her stomach, holding her opposite elbow in a gesture that looked almost shy.

“Hey,” she said. “Sorry. I know it’s late.”

“It’s fine. What’s up?”

She rocked back on her heels, and the hallway light caught the edge of her tank top, and I could see the outline of her breasts beneath the thin fabric. “So, the guest room mattress is, um… it’s really firm. Like, really firm. I’ve been tossing for like an hour, and I can’t get comfortable.” She bit her lip, and the gesture was so genuine, so un-Leah-like, that it cracked something open in my chest. “Is it okay if I crash in here tonight? Just to sleep. I promise I won’t be weird about it.”

Every rational thought evaporated, replaced by a single, thundering pulse of yes.

“Yeah,” I said. “Of course. Come in.”

She stepped into the room and closed the door behind her, and the darkness swallowed us both. I heard her bare feet on the hardwood, then the soft creak of the mattress as she climbed onto the far side of the bed. The sheets rustled, and then she was lying beside me, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating off her body.

“Thank you,” she said. “I feel so stupid asking.”

“Don’t. It’s really not a big deal.”

She was quiet for a moment. Then, “Can I… I sleep better when I’m snuggled up to someone. Is that okay? Otherwise I’ll just lie here staring at the ceiling.”

My heart was doing something that should have required medical attention. “Yeah, that’s fine.”

She inched closer, and her body pressed against mine, her back to my chest, her ass fitting perfectly against my hips. Her skin was warm through the thin fabric of her tank top, and I could feel every curve of her body against mine: the dip of her waist, the swell of her hips and the soft roundness of her ass pressing into my groin.

I was still half-hard from before, and the contact sent a jolt of heat through my entire body. I tried to angle my hips away, but there was nowhere to go on the narrow mattress, and she settled deeper into the space between us, like she was molding herself to fit.

“Better?” I asked.

“Much better.” Her voice was already drowsy, relaxed in a way it hadn’t been a minute ago. “You’re warm. That’s nice.”

I lay there, rigid, every nerve ending in my body on high alert. Her breathing slowed, deepened, and I could feel the rise and fall of her chest against my arm where it rested beside her.

I didn’t sleep for a long time. I lay there in the dark, feeling her breathe, feeling the steady rhythm of her heartbeat against my arm, and my mind raced through every moment of the day, every touch, every look and every laugh. My cock throbbed against the curve of her ass, and I willed it down, breathing through my nose, counting the rotations of the ceiling fan.

Eventually, exhaustion won. My eyes grew heavy, and the world blurred at the edges, and the last thing I was aware of before sleep pulled me under was the warmth of Leah’s body against mine, and the quiet, steady certainty that I was in for one hell of a summer.


Chapter 3

Iwoke up hard, painfully hard, my cock straining against the front of my boxers, pressed firmly against the curve of Leah’s ass where she still lay spooned against me. The morning light filtered through the blinds in thin golden stripes, and I could see the outline of her body beneath the sheet: the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips and the dark spill of her hair across my pillow.

My first thought was oh no. My second thought was oh no, oh no, oh no.

I tried to shift back, to create some distance, but the movement only pressed me harder against her, and she stirred, a soft, sleepy sound escaping her lips. Her body arched slightly, pushing her ass more firmly into my groin, and I felt myself thicken even further, which I hadn’t thought was physically possible.

She rolled over. Not all the way, just enough that her face was turned toward mine, her eyes still closed, her lips parted. Her tank top had ridden up during the night, exposing the smooth plane of her stomach and the underside of her breasts. One strap had slipped off her shoulder, and the neckline gaped, giving me a clear view of the inner curve of her left breast and the shadow of her nipple beneath the fabric.

My cock throbbed against her hip, and I knew the second she woke up, because her eyes fluttered open, and she blinked at me, and then she looked down, and her gaze traveled from my face to my chest to the very obvious, very hard outline pressing against her through my boxers.

I felt myself reddening. “I’m sorry,” I said, the words tumbling out in a rush. “I’m so sorry, that’s just, that’s a morning thing, it doesn’t mean, I didn’t—”

Leah giggled … a full, bright, unselfconscious giggle that shook her whole body and pressed her even closer to me. “Chase,” she said, her voice warm with sleep and amusement. “It’s fine. Seriously. It’s just biology.”

“It’s still embarrassing.”

“Why? It’s kind of flattering.” She stretched, arms overhead, and the movement pulled her tank top up to her ribs, fully exposing her breasts. They looked like perky C-cups, her nipples thick and light brown and already hardening in the cool morning air, and she made no move to cover herself. She just lay there, stretched out beside me, completely comfortable in her skin.

My cock stirred. I couldn’t look away, and I couldn’t look directly at her, so my gaze kept bouncing between her face and her chest like a pinball.

She sat up, and the sheet fell away completely. She swung her legs off the bed and stood, stretching again, her back to me, and the sleep shorts rode up, giving me a full view of her ass, round and firm and barely contained by the thin fabric. She reached for the clothes she’d draped over my desk chair the night before: a pair of cutoff denim shorts and a white crop top.

She pulled the tank top over her head in one smooth motion, and for one breathtaking second, she was completely topless, her back to me, the morning light catching the curve of her spine and the swell of her breasts in profile. Then she pulled the crop top on, adjusting it over her chest, and the view was gone.

She stepped into the shorts, shimmying them up her thighs, and the fabric clung to every curve. She turned to face me, fully dressed, and caught me staring. Her smile was knowing, warm, and completely unbothered.

“Your turn,” she said, nodding at my still-very-visible erection tenting my boxers. “Unless you want to walk around like that all day.”

“I’ll dress after you,” I said, pulling the sheet up to my waist.

She laughed, that bright, infectious sound. “Chase. I can literally see it through the sheet. You’re still hard.”

“I’m aware.”

“It’s cute.” She crossed to the door, her hand on the knob, and looked back at me over her shoulder. That smile again, the one that sent heat straight to my groin.

She opened the door and stepped into the hallway, and I heard Olivia’s voice before the door was fully closed.

“Leah? You in the guest room?”

I froze, the sheet bunched in my fists, my heart in my throat.

Leah’s voice, casual as anything, “Oh, hey. No, I’m coming from Chase’s room. The mattress in the guest room is like sleeping on a rock, so I crashed with him.”

A beat of silence. Then Olivia’s voice, dripping with implication, “Oh, you crashed with him, did you? On the first night? That’s… efficient.”

I heard the sharp crack of skin on skin, and Leah’s yelp-turned-laugh. “Olivia! Don’t be gross. We literally just slept.”

“Sure you did. I’m sure you were both very well-behaved.” Another smack, this one louder, followed by Olivia’s yelp and a burst of laughter. “Leah! That hurt!”

“Good! That’s what you get for being a perv.”

I heard their footsteps retreating down the hallway, their laughter fading, and I let out a deep breath. My cock had finally, mercifully, started to deflate, and I swung my legs off the bed and grabbed the first pair of shorts I could find, yanking them on before my body could betray me again.

By the time I made it downstairs, the kitchen was already in full swing. Natalia stood at the island, spatula in hand, flipping pancakes on the griddle. The smell hit me first: butter, vanilla and the warm sweetness of maple syrup. My stomach growled loud enough that Olivia, who was perched on a stool at the counter, turned and laughed.

“Finally,” she said. “We were about to send a search party.”

I dropped onto the stool beside her, and Natalia slid a plate in front of me without looking. Three golden pancakes, perfectly round, a pat of butter melting into a yellow pool on top. She set a bottle of syrup next to my plate and pressed a kiss to the top of my head.

“Morning, sweetheart. Sleep well?”

The question was innocent. Natalia’s tone was innocent. But something in the way she glanced at me, the slight curve of her lips, told me she’d heard the conversation in the hallway. Or maybe I was imagining it. Maybe the tension was making me paranoid.

“Great,” I said, reaching for the syrup. “Really great.”

Leah sat across from me, already halfway through her stack, her hair pulled into a ponytail, her crop top showing a strip of tanned stomach. She caught my eye and winked, and I couldn’t help but smile.

Natalia set a fresh mug of coffee in front of me, then wiped her hands on a dish towel and checked her watch. “I’ve got to run. Product meeting at nine, and if I’m late, my chemist will have my head.” She grabbed her purse from the counter and slung it over her shoulder, then paused at the doorway, looking back at the three of us with that warm, loving look. Then her eyes found mine, and she winked. She held my gaze for one beat, two, and then she was gone, the front door clicking shut behind her.

I sat there, fork halfway to my mouth, syrup dripping onto my plate, and my brain did a full reboot. Natalia had winked at me. Natalia had winked at me after I’d spent the night with a girl who wasn’t technically my girlfriend, in a bed that wasn’t technically hers, and Natalia had winked like she was in on the joke, like she approved, like she’d been waiting for something like this to happen.

The summer was already overheating, and we were barely forty-eight hours in.

Olivia didn’t miss it. She was watching me with amusement, her blue eyes bright over the rim of her coffee mug. “What was that about?”

“Nothing,” I said, too fast.

“My mother doesn’t wink at nothing.” She set her mug down and leaned forward, elbows on the counter. “She knows something.”

“Knows what?”

“About you and Leah.” Olivia’s grin was insufferable. “Sharing a bed on night one. Very bold.”

“We literally just slept,” I said, echoing Leah’s words from the hallway.

“Sure you did.” Olivia took a bite of pancake, chewed, and swallowed. “Anyway. I’ve been thinking.”

“Always dangerous.”

She kicked my shin under the counter. “We need to go shopping.”

I blinked. “Shopping?”

“Clothes, Chase. You know, the things you wear on your body?” She gestured at my outfit: the black athletic shorts and the gray tank top I’d thrown on in a panic. “No offense, but your wardrobe is giving ‘I only own three shirts and they’re all from the gym.’”

“I have more than three shirts.”

“Five, then. And they’re all variations of the same gray.” She reached over and tugged at the hem of my tank top. “See? This is a gym shirt. You’re wearing a gym shirt to breakfast. In your own home. That’s a cry for help.”

“It’s comfortable.”

“It’s sad.” She turned to Leah. “Back me up.”

Leah set her fork down and looked at me, her head tilted, that warm hazel gaze sweeping from my shoulders to my chest to my face. “I mean… you look good in it. You’d look good in anything. But…” She bit her lip, considering. “Olivia has a point. Your style is very functional.”

“Functional,” I repeated. “That’s the nicest way anyone has ever called me boring.”

“You’re not boring,” Leah said quickly. “You’re just underutilized. There’s a difference.”

Olivia nodded vigorously. “Exactly. You’ve got the body, you’ve got the face, you’ve got the hair. You’re walking around looking like a Calvin Klein model who only shops at Target.”

“I like Target.”

“Target is fine for toilet paper and frozen pizza. It is not fine for a nineteen-year-old who could be turning heads.” Olivia leaned back, crossing her arms under her chest. “We’re going shopping today. No arguments.”

I opened my mouth to argue. “I don’t need new clothes. I’m fine.”

“You’re not fine. You’re surviving.” She held up a finger. “One, your shorts are from high school. I can tell because they have that weird bleach stain on the pocket that you got from that pool party where you—”

“Okay, okay.” I held up my hands. “I get it. My clothes are old. But I don’t want to spend my whole day in a mall.”

“It won’t be the whole day. It’ll be fun.” Olivia’s voice slipped into that persuasive register, the one she used when she’d already decided the outcome and was just letting me catch up. “We’ll make it fun. I promise.”

Leah leaned forward, her elbows on the counter. “Here’s the deal,” she said, and her voice had that same warm, conspiratorial quality it had last night on the deck. “We’ll go shopping. Olivia and I will pick stuff out for you, you try it on, we give honest opinions. But…” She paused, letting the word hang. “You also get to pick stuff for us.”

My fork stopped halfway to my mouth. “What?”

“Outfits. You pick what you want to see us in, and we try it on. You get to choose what I wear. Whatever you want. Within reason … mostly.”

The image lodged itself in my head immediately: Leah in a dressing room, turning in front of a mirror, asking me what I thought. Leah in a sundress I’d picked. Leah in a bikini I’d chosen. Leah in anything, really, as long as I got to watch.

My resistance crumbled like wet sand. “Fine,” I said. “Fine, we’ll go shopping.”

Olivia and Leah exchanged a look. Olivia raised her mug in a toast. “To Chase’s glow-up.”

“To Chase’s glow-up,” Leah echoed, clinking her water glass against it.

I rolled my eyes, but I was already mentally cataloguing the stores at the outdoor mall near Dana Point, the one with the nice boutiques and the beachy vibe, the one where Olivia had dragged me once before and I’d hated every second of it. This time would be different. This time I had a reason to care.

We finished breakfast, and Leah excused herself to use the bathroom. The second the door closed down the hallway, Olivia turned to me. The playfulness faded from her face, replaced by something more serious, more sisterly, with that undercurrent of mischief that never fully left.

“So,” she said, her voice dropping. “Did you?”

I looked at her. “Did I what?”

She gave me a look that said she wasn’t playing. “Did you and Leah have sex last night?”

The heat hit my face so fast it was almost audible. “No. God, no. We literally just slept. In the same bed. That’s it.”

Olivia studied me for a moment, her blue eyes searching my face for any crack in the story. Whatever she found seemed to satisfy her, because she nodded and leaned back.

“Okay. Good. Or, not good, depending on your perspective.” She reached for her coffee, taking a sip. “Just so you know, if things do… escalate… I’ve got condoms in my nightstand drawer. The good ones, not the cheap ones from the gas station. And I got pills, so if Leah needs anything, she can just ask.”

I stared at her. My brain processed the words, and then processed them again, and then decided it didn’t want to process them at all. “You have condoms in your nightstand.”

“Don’t act surprised. I’m twenty-two. I’m an adult woman with adult needs.”

“And you’re offering them to me. For Leah.”

“I’m offering them to both of you. Because I care about you.” She set her mug down and fixed me with that look again. “I’m not naive, Chase. You two have chemistry that’s practically flammable. I just want you to be safe. And prepared. And not doing anything stupid.”

I grabbed the throw pillow from the couch behind me and launched it at her head. It connected with a soft thump, and Olivia shrieked, laughing, and threw it back. I caught it and threw it again, and she ducked, and then she was on me, her hands going straight for my ribs.

“Not the tickling,” I gasped, already squirming.

“Shouldn’t have thrown the pillow!” Her fingers dug into my sides, and I bucked, laughing, trying to push her off. We tumbled off the stool and onto the kitchen floor, a tangle of limbs and laughter, Olivia on top of me, her hands relentless.

I grabbed her wrists and flipped us, pinning her beneath me, my knees on either side of her hips. She was still laughing, her blonde hair fanned out on the tile, her crop top riding up to expose her stomach, her chest heaving with each breath.

“Truce?” I said, grinning down at her.

“Never.” She bucked her hips, trying to flip me, and I twisted to counter, and my crotch pressed directly into hers. The friction was instant and hot, and both of us sought more as I felt her thrust her hips against me. Then she went for my ribs again, and I grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head, and we were rolling, and somehow I was on my back and she was straddling me, her thighs clamping my hips, her hands on my chest, and she was laughing, and I was laughing, and my hands found her waist, then slid lower, cupping the curve of her ass through her denim shorts without thinking.

My hands were full of her ass, firm and round and warm, and my fingers had squeezed without permission, and we both knew it. I yanked my hands back like I’d touched a stove. “Sorry. That was … I didn’t mean to—”

“I know.” Her voice was slightly breathless, and her cheeks were pink, and she didn’t move off me. “It’s fine. We were wrestling.”

“Yeah … wrestling.”

She shifted her weight, and her crotch pressed against mine, and I felt myself hardening again, and I was sure she could feel it too, because her eyes widened just a fraction, and then she was off me, scrambling to her feet, brushing herself off.

“Truce,” she said, and her voice was slightly higher than normal. “For real this time.”

“Truce,” I agreed, sitting up and running a hand through my hair.

The bathroom door opened, and Leah stepped into the hallway. She took one look at us, me on the floor with my hair sticking up in every direction, Olivia standing over me with flushed cheeks and a crop top that was barely hanging on, and she burst out laughing.

“Oh my god,” she said, pressing a hand to her mouth. “Sibling love is really something else in this house.”

“Shut up,” Olivia and I said in unison.

Leah giggled, crossing her arms and leaning against the doorframe. “I come out of the bathroom and you two are on the floor looking like you just finished a wrestling match. Very normal family behavior.”

“It was a wrestling match,” I said, standing and brushing myself off. “A completely normal, platonic wrestling match.”

“Sure it was.” Leah’s eyes dropped to my chest, then to my shorts, and I followed her gaze and realized my tank top had ridden up, exposing my stomach, and my shorts were sitting low on my hips. I tugged them up, and Leah’s grin widened.

“Very platonic,” she repeated, and the word dripped with implication.

Olivia grabbed a dish towel and threw it at Leah’s head. “Mind your business. Now let’s go shopping.”

Leah grabbed her purse from the counter and slung it over her shoulder. “Let’s go make Chase suffer.”

* * *

Olivia drove, her blonde hair whipping in the wind, one hand on the wheel and the other adjusting the radio. Leah and I sat in the back, our thighs pressed together on the narrow bench seat, the ocean flashing between the houses as we wound down the coastal highway toward Dana Point.

“Music,” Olivia said, scrolling through her phone. “Chase, what do you want to hear?”

“Anything,” I said.

“Not anything. Your music.” She found my SoundCloud profile and pulled up the playlist I’d made last semester, the one with all my favorite tracks, mine and other people’s. She pressed play, and the first beat dropped through the speakers, deep and warm, a synth pad washing over the bassline like sunlight on water.

Leah’s eyes lit up. “This is yours?”

“Track three is mine. The rest are just stuff I like.”

She leaned back against the seat, her arm brushing mine, and closed her eyes. The wind caught her dark hair, and she smiled, and I couldn’t explain why that mattered so much to me.

“This is really good,” she said. “You have an ear for this.”

Olivia glanced at us in the rearview mirror. “Told you he was talented.”

The conversation flowed easily in the car. Olivia talked about the mall, a place called The Shops at Dana Point, an outdoor center with boutiques and surf shops and a few higher-end stores, nothing ultra-luxury but nice enough that you felt like you were spending money. Leah asked about the stores, and Olivia rattled them off like a catalog: a beachwear boutique, a surf shop with custom boards, a place that sold handmade jewelry, a store that only sold white clothing, which Olivia insisted was “a whole vibe.”

“White everything?” Leah asked.

“White everything. Dresses, shirts, pants, shoes. It’s like walking into a cloud.”

“Sounds expensive.”

“It is. But worth it.” Olivia turned the music up, and we drove the rest of the way with the windows down and the bass thumping and the ocean on our left, and I thought, this is exactly what summer is supposed to feel like.

The mall was exactly what Olivia had described: an open-air collection of shops arranged around a central courtyard with fountains and palm trees and strings of lights that would look magical at night. The crowd was a mix of locals and tourists, everyone in that California uniform of shorts and sandals and sunglasses, and the energy was relaxed, unhurried, like the whole place operated on beach time.

We parked and headed toward the first store, a surf shop called Coastal that had a rack of polos and shorts in the window. Olivia grabbed my arm and pulled me through the door before I could protest.

“Okay,” she said, releasing me and clapping her hands together. “Phase one. Chase’s wardrobe.”

Leah was already browsing, her fingers trailing along a rack of linen shorts. She pulled out a pair in a light khaki and held them up to me, her head tilted. “These. Try these.”

Olivia appeared at my other side with a navy polo. “And this. The color will make your eyes pop.”

“Pop,” I repeated.

“Pop. It’s a thing. Trust me.” She shoved the polo into my arms and kept moving, pulling items off racks. A white button-down, a pair of olive swim trunks, a gray henley that was softer than anything I owned, a pair of dark denim shorts that Leah insisted would “change my life.”

Within ten minutes, I was holding an armful of clothes that probably cost more than my entire existing wardrobe. Olivia and Leah stood in front of me, arms crossed, looking satisfied.

“Fitting room,” Olivia said, pointing to the back of the store. “Now. We’ll wait outside.”

I carried the pile to the fitting room area, a small section with three curtained stalls. I ducked into the first one and hung everything on the hooks, then stood there for a second, staring at the clothes. They were nice. Objectively nice. The fabrics were soft, the colors were good, and I could already picture myself wearing them, looking like someone who actually cared about what they put on their body.

I started with the khaki shorts and the navy polo. I pulled off my tank top and athletic shorts, standing in just my boxers, and pulled the polo over my head. The fabric was crisp and cool against my skin, and when I looked in the mirror, I barely recognized myself. The polo fit perfectly across my shoulders, tight enough to show the shape of my chest but not so tight that it looked like I was trying too hard. The shorts sat low on my hips, the linen light and breathable, and the whole look was clean and put-together in a way that felt foreign and surprisingly good.

“Chase!” Olivia’s voice from outside the curtain. “Come out. We need to see.”

I took a breath and pushed the curtain aside. Olivia and Leah were leaning against the wall across from the fitting rooms, and when I stepped out, they both straightened. Olivia’s mouth opened, then closed, then opened again. Leah’s eyes traveled from my face to my chest to my legs and back up, and her lips curved into that slow, warm smile.

“Oh,” Olivia said. “Oh, wow.”

“You look incredible,” Leah said, and she meant it. I could hear it in her voice, the genuine appreciation, and it hit me somewhere behind my ribs.

Olivia crossed the space between us and started adjusting the collar of my polo, her fingers brushing against my neck. “The fit is perfect. See how it sits on your shoulders? That’s what a good polo is supposed to do.” Her hands moved to my chest, smoothing the fabric flat, and her palms pressed against my pecs for a beat longer than necessary. “And the color. I told you. Your eyes look insane.”

Leah stepped closer, and her hand found my bicep, squeezing gently. “The shorts are perfect too. The length, the cut. You look like you just stepped out of a magazine.”

I stood there, letting them fuss over me, and the attention was overwhelming and addictive in equal measure. Olivia’s hands on my chest, Leah’s grip on my arm, their voices overlapping with compliments and adjustments, and I felt like a project they were both invested in, a canvas they were painting together.

“Turn around,” Olivia said, and I did, and I heard Leah’s sharp intake of breath.

“His back,” Leah said. “Olivia, look at his back.”

“I’m looking. I’ve been looking.” Olivia’s hand pressed between my shoulder blades, tracing the line of muscle there. “The polo shows everything. In a good way. In a very, very good way.”

I turned back to face them, and my face was burning. “You’re both being weird.”

“We’re being honest,” Leah said, and her hand was still on my arm. “You look hot, Chase. Deal with it.”

I went back in and tried the next outfit: the white button-down and the dark denim shorts. The button-down was thin, almost sheer, and when I buttoned it, I could see the outline of my chest and abs through the fabric. The shorts were tighter than anything I’d ever worn, hugging my thighs and sitting low enough that the waistband cut across my hip bones.

I stepped out, and the reaction was even stronger. Olivia made a sound that was almost a squeal, and Leah’s eyes went wide.

“Unbutton the top two buttons,” Olivia said, already reaching for them. Her fingers worked the buttons loose, and the collar fell open, exposing my collarbone and the top of my chest. Her fingertips brushed my skin, and I felt the contact like a brand.

“Better,” she said, stepping back to admire her work. “Now you look like a model who’s about to do something dangerous.”

Leah circled me, and her hand trailed along my lower back as she passed. “The shorts are perfect. They make your ass look amazing.”

The word hit me like a bucket of cold water. “My ass?”

“Your ass,” Leah confirmed, coming to a stop in front of me. “It’s a very nice ass. You should be proud of it.”

I was blushing so hard I could feel it in my feet. “Can we move on?”

“Not yet.” Olivia grabbed the hem of the button-down and tugged it, adjusting the fit. Her knuckles grazed my stomach, and I sucked in a breath. “One more spin.”

I spun, and Leah’s hand found my hip, steadying me, and her thumb traced a circle against the bare skin above my waistband. “Perfect,” she said, and the word was warm and close to my ear.

I tried the rest of the outfits in rapid succession, each one drawing the same reaction: compliments, adjustments, hands on my chest and arms and back, Olivia’s fingers fixing collars and cuffs, Leah’s touch lingering on my biceps and shoulders. By the time I’d tried the last piece, a light blue polo and a pair of olive shorts, I was flushed and flustered and more aroused than I wanted to admit, standing in front of two beautiful girls who couldn’t keep their hands off me.

“We’re buying all of it,” Olivia declared, gathering the clothes from the hook. “Every single piece. No arguments.”

“I can’t afford all of this.”

“I’m buying. Consider it a welcome-home gift.” She held up a hand before I could protest.

I looked at Leah, who shrugged and smiled. “She’s stubborn. You’ll lose.”

So I lost. Olivia paid, and we walked out of Coastal with three bags full of clothes that made me look like a different person, and I felt lighter, somehow, like I’d shed a skin I didn’t know I was wearing.

Next stop was a beachwear boutique called Saltwater, and this was where the real game began.

“Okay,” Olivia said, stopping in front of a rack of bikinis. “Your turn. You pick what we try on.”

I looked at the rack, then at Olivia, then at Leah, who was watching me with that same warm, expectant look. “I pick what you try on. Yeah, that’s the deal.”

I looked at the rack of bikinis. There were dozens of them, in every color and cut imaginable: string bikinis, bandeaus, high-waisted bottoms, triangle tops, pieces so small they looked more like suggestions than clothing. My gaze kept snagging on a deep red two-piece near the end of the rack, the fabric a rich crimson that would look incredible against Leah’s tanned skin.

I pulled it off the hanger. The top was a triangle style with thin strings that tied behind the neck and back, and the bottoms were high-cut with side ties. It was sexy without being obscene, and I could already picture it on her.

“Okay,” I said, holding it up. “Leah, this one.”

Leah took it from my hands, her fingers brushing mine, and held it against her body. The red fabric looked electric against the white of her crop top. “I love it,” she said. “You have good taste.”

I turned to the next rack, where the summer dresses hung in rows of soft fabrics and bright colors. I found a white sundress with thin straps and a deep V-neck that would show plenty of cleavage, and a shorter one in a pale blue that would hit mid-thigh. Both for Leah. Then I grabbed a flowy maxi dress in a muted floral pattern, something modest and pretty, and held it up for Olivia.

“This one,” I said. “For you.”

Olivia took the dress, looked at it, looked at the ones I’d picked for Leah, and then looked at me like I’d personally betrayed her. “Hold on. You picked two sexy dresses for Leah and a nun outfit for me?”

“It’s not a nun outfit. It’s elegant.”

“It’s a maxi dress. A maxi dress. I’m twenty-two, not fifty-two.” She thrust it back into my hands. “Pick something that makes me look hot too. I want to look sexy. I want to look like you want to look at me.”

The words hit me like a slap. I want to look like you want to look at me. My brain stuttered, and I felt heat crawl up my neck. “I do want to look at you. I just thought…”

“Thought what? That I don’t deserve to feel sexy?” She crossed her arms under her chest, pushing her breasts up, and the movement was so deliberate it was almost a challenge. “Pick something that shows skin. I’m not wearing a maxi dress to the beach.”

I swallowed and turned back to the rack. My hands were shaking slightly as I flipped through the dresses, and I found a black slip dress with a slit up the thigh and a deep back that would expose most of her spine. I pulled it off the hanger and held it up.

“This,” I said. “This is sexy.”

Olivia took it, and her face softened into something pleased and slightly smug. “Better … much better.” She held it against herself and turned to Leah. “See? He does have taste.”

“He definitely has taste,” Leah said, and her eyes were on me, not the dress.

I kept going. For Leah, I picked a pair of denim shorts so short they looked like underwear, a cropped tank top in pale yellow that would leave her stomach bare, and a halter top in emerald green that would make her eyes look like they were on fire. For Olivia, I grabbed a white off-the-shoulder top that would expose her collarbones and one shoulder, and a pair of high-waisted shorts that would hug her curves.

“Sexy enough?” I asked Olivia.

She blew me a raspberry but then smiled. “Sexy enough,” she agreed.

By the time we were done, I was holding an armful of clothes that represented every inappropriate thought I’d had in the last twenty-four hours, and both girls were watching me, anywhere from amused to impressed.

“Fitting room,” Olivia said, taking half the pile from my arms. “Let’s go.”

The fitting room area at Saltwater was nicer than the one at Coastal: a row of six curtained stalls with plush benches outside and full-length mirrors mounted on the walls. Olivia and Leah disappeared into adjacent stalls, and I heard the rustle of fabric, the click of hangers, and then the sound of curtains being pulled shut.

I sat on the bench, my hands on my knees, and tried to look normal. I stared at my reflection in the mirror across from me and told myself to breathe.

The first curtain opened, and Leah stepped out. She was wearing the red bikini, and the sight of her nearly stopped my heart. The crimson fabric was bright against her tanned skin, the triangle top barely containing her breasts, the high-cut bottoms framing her hips and making her legs look endless. She turned in front of the mirror, one hand on her hip, and the movement made her ass shift in a way that sent blood rushing south.

“What do you think?” she asked, looking at me over her shoulder.

I opened my mouth but nothing came out. I closed it and tried again. “It’s… yeah. It’s perfect.”

“Just perfect?” She turned to face me fully, and the bikini top dipped low, the fabric pulling tight across her chest. “You can do better than that.”

“You look hot,” I said. “The color is… it’s exactly right. You look like you should be on a magazine cover.”

Her smile was slow and warm, and she held my gaze for a beat longer than necessary. “Good answer.”

Olivia’s curtain opened next, and she stepped out in the black slip dress. The fabric clung to every curve of her body, the deep back exposing the length of her spine, the slit riding high on her thigh. She turned in front of the mirror, and the dress moved with her like water.

“Wow,” Leah said, and she meant it. “Olivia, that dress was made for you.”

“Right?” Olivia ran her hands down her sides, smoothing the fabric. “Chase, you did well. This is exactly what I wanted.”

She turned to face me, and the dress dipped low in the front, the neckline cutting across her chest in a way that pushed her breasts together and created a deep shadow of cleavage. My eyes dropped before I could stop them, and when I looked up, Olivia was watching me with a grin that made me want to wrestle her.

“See something you like?” she asked.

“Just checking the fit,” I said, which was the worst lie I’d ever told.

Leah laughed. She crossed to Olivia and stood behind her, her hands on Olivia’s hips, and they both faced the mirror. “The back is insane,” Leah said, her fingers tracing the edge of the low cut. “Your back looks so good in this. And the slit…” She reached around and tugged the fabric, adjusting the slit so it sat higher on Olivia’s thigh. “There, perfect.”

Olivia twisted, looking over her shoulder at her own reflection, and her hand found Leah’s on her hip. “You’re right. This is the one.” She turned to me. “Chase, come here. Tell me what you think from the side.”

I stood and crossed to them, and the proximity was overwhelming. Leah on one side, Olivia on the other, both in barely-there clothing. I looked at Olivia’s reflection, at the way the dress hugged her body, the curve of her waist, the flare of her hips and the long line of her exposed back.

“It’s perfect,” I said. “You look amazing.”

Olivia smiled. “Thank you.” Then she turned to Leah and gave her ass a sharp, playful slap. “Now go try the yellow top. I want to see it.”

Leah yelped and jumped, then laughed and slapped Olivia’s ass right back. “Payback! Your ass is so round in that dress, I couldn’t help myself.”

“I know,” Olivia said, preening. “That’s the point.”

They disappeared back into their stalls, and I heard more rustling, more laughter, the sound of fabric hitting the floor. Then Leah’s curtain opened again, and she stepped out in the yellow cropped tank top and the tiny denim shorts.

The top ended just below her ribs, leaving a wide strip of bare stomach, and the neckline was low enough that I could see the inner curves of her breasts. The shorts were so short that the pockets hung below the hem, and her ass filled them completely.

She turned in the mirror, and the shorts rode up with every movement. “How’s the fit?” she asked, looking at me.

“Good,” I said. “Really good.”

“Just good?” She grabbed the hem of the shorts and tugged, adjusting them, and the fabric pulled tight across her ass. “I think they might be too small. What do you think?”

I thought they were exactly the right size, which was to say they were two sizes too small, and I was grateful for it. “They look fine to me.”

“Fine.” She turned to face me, her hands on her hips. “Chase, you need to use better adjectives. I’m wearing practically nothing and you’re giving me ‘fine’ and ‘good.’ I need more.”

“You look hot,” I said, and the word came out before I could stop it. “You look really, really hot. The shorts make your legs look incredible, and the top… the top is doing things.”

Leah’s smile widened, and she crossed the space between us. “Better,” she said, and her voice dropped. “Much better.”

Olivia’s curtain opened, and she stepped out in the white off-the-shoulder top and the high-waisted shorts. The top exposed one shoulder and the line of her collarbone, and it was tight enough to show the shape of her breasts. The shorts sat high on her waist, accentuating the curve of her hips and the length of her legs.

She turned in the mirror, and Leah was immediately behind her, adjusting the shoulder of the top. “This looks so good on you,” Leah said, her hands on Olivia’s waist. “The white against your tan is perfect. And the shorts make your ass look amazing.”

Olivia looked over her shoulder at her reflection, then reached back and gave Leah’s ass a light slap. “Yours too. Those shorts are criminal.”

“They’re Chase’s pick,” Leah said, and her eyes found mine. “He has good taste.”

“Clearly.” Olivia turned to me. “What do you think?”

I looked at her, and the words came more easily this time. “You look beautiful. The white is perfect on you, and the shorts… they fit you really well.”

Olivia’s face relaxed, and she nodded, satisfied. “Thank you.”

They went back to their stalls, and the cycle repeated: new outfit, curtain open, assessment, adjustments, playful slaps and compliments, me standing there like a mannequin with a pulse, my arousal building with every reveal.

Then Leah stepped out in nothing. Well, not nothing. She was changing between outfits, and the curtain was open just enough that I could see her standing in her underwear, a simple black bra and matching panties, her body on full display. She caught me looking and didn’t close the curtain. She just smiled and reached for the next outfit, taking her time, letting me watch as she pulled the bra straps down her shoulders and let the garment fall away.

Her breasts were bare, and I saw them once again, her perky tits, the nipples thick and suckable and light brown like caramel. She turned to grab the next top from the hook, and I saw her from the side, the curve of her waist, the swell of her hips and the roundness of her ass in the black panties. She pulled the new top on slowly, and the fabric settled over her chest, and I was still staring when Olivia’s curtain opened.

And god damn, she was topless as well. She wasn’t changing, just standing there, her bikini top in one hand, her breasts bare and full and right there, the nipples pink and hard against the cool air. Her breasts were slightly different. They had a perfect teardrop shape, narrow at the top and full at the bottom, topped with puffy pink nipples, but it felt different ogling those tits.

She was looking at herself in the mirror, turning slightly, and she caught my reflection in the glass and our eyes locked.

I should have looked away. I knew I should have looked away. But my gaze dropped to her chest, to those beautiful teardrops, the soft swell of them, the way they moved when she leaned from one foot to the other, and my cock surged against my shorts so hard it hurt.

Olivia saw it. I know she saw it because her lips parted and her cheeks flushed, and she didn’t cover herself. She just stood there, half-turned toward me, her blue eyes bright and unreadable.

“Like what you see?” she teased me.

“I…” I couldn’t form words. My brain had melted into a puddle of heat and guilt. “You’re… I was just…”

Olivia pulled the bikini top back on, adjusting the straps. “Sorry. Didn’t mean to traumatize you.”

“You didn’t traumatize me,” I said, which was true in the most complicated way possible.

Leah stepped out of her stall, now fully dressed in the emerald halter top and a pair of white shorts she’d grabbed from the rack. She looked at me, looked at Olivia, looked at the very obvious situation in my pants, and her smile widened.

“Someone’s having a moment,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper that only I could hear.

“Don’t,” I muttered.

“Don’t what?” She stepped closer, her body angled so Olivia couldn’t see her face. “Don’t point out that you’re hard? Don’t mention that you just got turned on by your stepsister’s tits? Because that’s what happened. And it’s okay. It’s normal. She’s beautiful. Anyone would look.”

The words should have made me feel worse. Instead, they made the heat in my gut flare hotter because she was right, and she wasn’t judging me for it, and the combination of her acceptance and my arousal was a cocktail I couldn’t handle.

Olivia pulled her curtain shut again, and I heard the rustle of more clothes. “I’m going to try the blue one-piece,” she called. “It’s on the rack by the entrance. Leah, can you grab it for me?”

“On it,” Leah called back, and she turned to me, her eyes bright with something that looked like mischief and hunger in equal measure. “Stay here. Don’t move.”

She disappeared toward the front of the store, and I stood in the fitting room area, alone, my heart hammering, my cock still painfully hard. I pressed my palm against it through my shorts, trying to will it down, and the pressure only made it worse.

Leah returned a minute later with the blue one-piece, and she handed it to Olivia through the curtain. “Here you go. Take your time. I’m going to show Chase something.”

“Take your time,” Olivia echoed, and I could hear the smile in her voice.

Leah turned to me, and her hand found my wrist, her fingers wrapping around it. “Come here,” she said, and she pulled me toward the last fitting room at the end of the row, the one that was slightly larger, with a bench and a full-length mirror.

She pulled the curtain shut behind us, and the space was small and warm and filled with the scent of her perfume. The light was dimmer here, filtered through the fabric of the curtain, and Leah was close.

“Do you want to have some fun?”

“What?”

She stepped closer, her chest nearly touching mine, and her hand found my stomach, her palm flat against my abs. “The way you’ve been looking at me all day. On the beach, in the car and just now, when I was changing. It’s been driving me crazy.”

“You two have been driving me crazy too.”

“I know … That’s why I think we should have some fun to let out the tension.” Her hand slid lower, her fingertips tracing the waistband of my shorts, and I felt my cock jump against the fabric. “I’ve been wet since you put sunscreen on me. Since you touched my back. Since I woke up pressed against you this morning.” Her eyes held mine, dark and intense. “I can’t stop thinking about you. About what you look like under these clothes. About what you feel like.”

I suddenly understood what she meant by fun. “Leah, we’re in a store. Olivia is right there.”

“I know where we are.” Her smile was wicked, and her hand dipped below my waistband, her fingers brushing the top of my boxers. “That’s what makes it exciting. The risk, the chance that someone might walk by … that Olivia might hear.” Her thumb traced the ridge of my hip bone, and I shuddered. “Are you bold enough to let me take care of this right now? In here?”

My brain screamed no. My body screamed yes. And the part of me that had spent a year in isolation, that had been starving for connection and touch and heat, that part won, with the help of Olivia’s voice, telling me to make this summer unforgettable.

“Yes,” I said. “Let’s have some fun.”

Giggling, she dropped to her knees. The sight of her there, on the fitting room floor, looking up at me with those hazel eyes, her dark hair falling around her shoulders, her lips parted and waiting, it was almost too much. My hands found the wall behind me, bracing myself, and my breath came in short, sharp bursts.

She hooked her fingers into the waistband of my shorts and pulled them down, boxers and all, in one smooth motion. My cock sprang free, thick and hard and already leaking, and Leah’s eyes went wide.

“Jesus,” she said, and the reverence in her voice made my knees weak.

She wrapped her hand around me, and the contact was hot, her grip firm and warm, and she stroked once, twice, her thumb sweeping over the head, spreading the moisture there. Then she leaned forward and swallowed my cock.

The heat of her was overwhelming. Her lips sealed around me, tight and wet, and her tongue pressed against the underside of my shaft as she took me deeper. I let my head fall back against the wall, a groan escaping my throat that I barely managed to muffle.

Leah pulled back, her lips still wrapped around the tip, and looked up at me when only the tip was left in her mouth. Her eyes were bright and focused, and she held my gaze as she sank down again, taking me deeper this time, her hand working the base while her mouth worked the length. The wet sounds of her mouth filled the small space, obscene and intoxicating, and I pressed my fist against my mouth to keep from making noise.

She found a flow, bobbing her head, her tongue swirling around the head on each upstroke, her hand twisting at the base. Her free hand gripped my thigh, her nails digging into my skin, and the slight pain mixed with the pleasure in a way that made my vision blur.

“Fuck,” I whispered, and the word was barely audible.

Leah hummed around me, the vibration traveling through my entire body, and she took me deeper, gagging a little on the way, till her nose pressed against my stomach, and I felt the back of her throat, tight and hot, and my hips jerked forward involuntarily, making her gag and cough up spit all over my cock.

She pulled back, gasping, a string of saliva connecting her lips to my cock, and she looked up at me with flushed cheeks and swollen lips. My cock was coated in her spit, looking like I’d blown a load in her mouth. “You’re so big,” she whispered, and then she was on me again, sucking hard, her hand pumping in tandem with her mouth while she made these “gluck-gluck-gluck” sounds which were pure heaven.

The risk was everywhere: the thin curtain separating us from the store. The sound of footsteps outside, of other shoppers browsing, of the beach playlist still humming through the speakers. Olivia, three stalls down, was trying on clothes, completely unaware that her best friend was on her knees with my cock in her mouth.

The thought of Olivia made my cock throb, and Leah felt it, because she moaned around me as if she had a delicious treat in her mouth. Her pace increased, her head bobbing faster, her hand tighter, and I could feel the pressure building at the base of my spine, the heat coiling tighter and tighter as her lips stretched around my girth.

“I’m gonna cum so hard,” I hissed, my hand finding the back of her head, my fingers threading through her hair.

She came off with a pop, kissed every inch of my shaft before she plunged me back into her mouth, her throat opening, and I felt myself hit the back of her mouth, and the pressure broke.

I came hard, my hips jerking forward, my hand tightening in her hair, and Leah swallowed, taking everything I gave her. The orgasm rolled through me in waves, each one stronger than the last, and I bit down on my own fist to keep from crying out.

When it was over, cock deflating, I slumped against the wall, my legs shaking, my breath ragged. Leah pulled back slowly, her lips still wrapped around the tip, and she gave one final, gentle suck before releasing me with a soft, porn pop.

She looked up at me, and her lips were swollen and glistening from all the sucking, and her smile was the most satisfied, naughty thing I’d ever seen. A thin line of white trailed from the corner of her mouth, and she caught it with her finger and sucked it clean, her eyes never leaving mine.

“Good?” she asked.

“Good doesn’t cover it,” I said, and I meant it.

She stood, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, and pressed a quick kiss to my lips. I tasted myself on her, salty and warm, and the kiss deepened for a moment before she pulled back.

“We should get dressed. Olivia will wonder where we are.”

I nodded, still dazed, and pulled my shorts up, tucking myself away. Leah straightened her top, ran her fingers through her hair, and checked her reflection in the mirror. She looked perfectly composed, like she hadn’t just been on her knees with my cock in her mouth, and the contrast between her appearance and what had just happened made my spent cock twitch.

She reached for the curtain, and her hand froze. The curtain was slightly open. Not much, just a few inches, but enough. And through the gap, I saw a flash of blonde hair and wide blue eyes … Olivia.

She was standing right outside, her mouth open, her cheeks blazing red. She’d seen. She’d definitely seen since she burst out giggling the next second.

“Did she…” Leah whispered.

“Yeah,” I said. “Yeah, she did.”

Leah’s eyes widened, and then she laughed. “Oh my god. Olivia just watched me suck your dick.”

“Don’t say it like that.”

“That’s what happened, Chase. Olivia watched me on my knees with your cock in my mouth.” She pressed her hand against her mouth, stifling another laugh.

She pulled the curtain open and stepped out, and I heard her voice, bright and casual. “Were you watching us?”

“No!” Olivia said but couldn’t hold back her smile. “I heard you, that’s all.”

“Yeah, right,” she teased her.

Then I stepped out.

“I think we’re done here,” Olivia said with a wink. “Let’s pay and go.”

We paid. Olivia handled the transaction. The cashier complimented our selections, and Olivia thanked her, and Leah chatted about the weather, and I stood there like a mannequin, my body still humming from Leah’s heavenly blow job.

We walked out of the mall with our bags, the afternoon sun warm on our skin. We had something to eat, talked about various topics, and then we decided to head back.

Olivia drove. The ride back started in that same loaded silence, the bass from the playlist filling the car, the ocean flashing between the houses. Leah sat beside me in the back, her thigh pressed against mine, and I could feel the heat radiating from her skin.

Then Olivia glanced at us in the rearview mirror.

“So,” she said, her voice light and teasing, the way it always was when she was about to say something that would make me want to crawl under the seat. “Did my friend do her job properly?”

The heat hit my face like a furnace. I stared at the back of her head, and Leah burst out laughing beside me, her hand flying to her mouth.

“Olivia!” Leah gasped between laughs. “You can’t just ask that.”

“I can, and I did.” Olivia’s eyes found mine in the mirror again. “Well? Did she?”

I looked at Leah, who was still laughing, her eyes bright with mischief, and I felt the embarrassment war with something warmer, something that felt like belonging. “Yes,” I muttered.

“Yes?” Olivia repeated, louder. “I couldn’t hear you.”

“Yes,” I said, and my voice cracked on the word. “She did. Okay? Are you happy?”

“Ecstatic.” Olivia’s grin was wide and unrepentant. “My best friend and my little stepbrother. This is going to be the best summer ever.”

Leah leaned over and pressed her lips against my cheek, then angled herself and kissed me properly, her mouth warm and soft against mine. The kiss was quick but deep, her tongue brushing my lower lip, and when she pulled back, her eyes were dark and satisfied.

She wrapped both arms around my bicep and pulled herself against my side, her head resting on my shoulder, her body molded to mine. The possessiveness of it should have felt strange, but it didn’t. It felt right, like something clicking into place, and I let my arm relax, my hand finding her thigh and resting there, my thumb tracing small circles against the bare skin above her knee.

Olivia watched us in the mirror. Her smile never faded, but there was something complicated in her eyes. “You two are adorable.”

The rest of the drive was quiet in the best way. Leah’s weight against me, the music filling the space between us, the ocean on our right, and the knowledge that Leah was falling for me, and I was falling for her.

* * *

We pulled into the driveway just after six, the house warm and empty, Natalia still at work. Olivia carried the bags inside and dumped them on the couch, then stretched, her back arching, the white off-the-shoulder top riding up to expose a strip of stomach.

“I’m going to start dinner,” she said, heading for the kitchen. “Leah, you’re helping.”

“Obviously,” Leah said, but she didn’t move from my side. Her arms were still wrapped around my arm, her body still pressed against mine, and she looked up at me with that warm, loving smile. “We should probably put these away first.”

I nodded, and we carried the bags upstairs. In my room, Leah helped me hang the new clothes in my closet, her fingers brushing mine every time she passed me a hanger, and the domesticity of it was almost more intimate than what had happened in the fitting room. She stood on her toes to reach the top shelf, and I caught a glimpse of the red bikini through the plastic of the Saltwater bag, and my body responded immediately, the memory of her on her knees flooding back.

She caught me looking and smiled. “Later,” she whispered, and the word was a promise.

We went downstairs, and the kitchen was already alive with activity. Olivia had pulled ingredients from the fridge: chicken breasts, vegetables, a bottle of white wine. Leah washed her hands and joined her at the counter, and they fell into an easy flow, Olivia seasoning the chicken while Leah chopped onions and peppers.

Then the front door opened, and Natalia’s heels clicked against the hardwood. “I’m home,” she called, and the sound of her purse hitting the entryway table followed.

“In the kitchen,” Olivia called back.

Natalia appeared in the doorway, still in her work clothes: a fitted blouse and a pencil skirt that hugged her hips, her brown hair glossy under the kitchen lights. She looked tired but pleased, her eyes sweeping over the scene: Olivia at the stove, Leah at the counter, me leaning against the fridge.

“Something smells amazing,” Natalia said, crossing to the island and setting her keys down. She pressed a kiss to Olivia’s temple, then she glanced at the stove, where Olivia was plating the chicken. “This looks incredible. Did you two make all of this?”

“Team effort,” Olivia said, sliding a plate toward Natalia. “Leah’s a surprisingly good cook.”

“I’m full of surprises,” Leah said, and her eyes flicked to me for a fraction of a second.

Natalia picked up a fork and took a bite of chicken, closing her eyes. “Oh, that’s good. That’s really good.” She opened her eyes and looked at me. “Chase. You look different.”

I looked down at myself. I was still wearing one of the new outfits from Coastal, the navy polo and khaki shorts. “Our shopping trip was a success.”

Natalia set her fork down. “You look like a man, sweetheart. A real man,” she said, and her voice had that soft, proud quality that always made my chest tight.

The words hit me somewhere deep, and I felt my face flush. “Thanks, Natalia.”

She squeezed my shoulders, then released me. We ate at the dining table, the four of us, and the conversation flowed easy and warm.

Olivia told Natalia about the mall, about the stores, about the white boutique and the surf shop, and she talked about my new clothes with the enthusiasm of someone who’d just discovered a new hobby. Natalia listened, nodding, her eyes crinkling at the corners when she laughed, and she kept glancing at me, pride shining in her eyes.

“You should have seen him in the white button-down,” Olivia said, gesturing at me with her fork. “He looked like he should be on a yacht.”

“I believe it,” Natalia said, and her eyes found mine again. “He’s always been handsome. He just needed the right clothes to show it off.”

“Natalia,” I groaned, and Leah laughed, her hand squeezing my thigh.

“Don’t ‘Natalia’ me. It’s true.” She took a sip of wine and leaned back in her chair. “So what are the plans for tomorrow? Olivia mentioned something about a trip.”

Olivia’s face lit up. “Yes. We’re thinking of a road trip up the coast. Drive north, stop at beaches, maybe camp overnight. We could leave early, drive up, spend the day, camp, come back the next morning.”

“Tent camping?” Natalia’s eyebrows rose. “All three of you?”

“All three of us,” Olivia confirmed with a big grin.

Leah’s hand tightened on my thigh under the table. “That sounds incredible,” she said, her voice bright with excitement. “I’ve never camped on the coast before. The stars must be pretty.”

“Gorgeous,” Olivia confirmed.

“That sounds wonderful,” Natalia said. “All of you together, under the stars. That’s exactly what summer should be.” She reached across the table and squeezed my hand. “Just drive safely, okay? The coastal highway can be tricky at night, and I don’t want you three on those winding roads after dark.”

“We’ll leave early,” Olivia promised. “Sunrise departure. We’ll be off the road before sunset.”

“Good.” Natalia’s eyes swept over the three of us, and warmth filled her eyes. “I’m so glad you’re all here, together. It feels right.”

The moment hung in the air, warm and full, and then Olivia raised her water glass. “To road trips and bad decisions.”

“To road trips and bad decisions,” Leah echoed, clinking her glass against Olivia’s.

I clinked mine too, and Natalia laughed and joined in, and the sound of four glasses meeting filled the kitchen like a bell.

* * *

After dinner, Natalia helped clear the plates then stretched, her back arching, a hand pressed to her back. “I’m going to read for a bit,” she said, already moving toward the stairs. “There’s a book I’ve been trying to finish for weeks, and I think tonight’s the night.” She paused at the bottom of the stairs, looking back at us. “Don’t stay up too late. You’ve got a big day tomorrow.”

“We won’t,” Olivia said, but her eyes were already on the TV, calculating.

The second Natalia’s bedroom door clicked shut upstairs, Olivia turned to me with that grin. “Movie?”

“Movie,” I agreed.

Leah settled onto the couch beside me, tucking her legs under her, and Olivia grabbed the remote and pulled up Netflix. We scrolled through options for ten minutes, debating, vetoing and finally landed on a thriller that none of us had seen but everyone was willing to try.

The movie was fine. Good, even, a bit tense, well-acted, with a twist I didn’t see coming. But my attention kept drifting to Leah, to the way she inched closer as the movie progressed, her thigh pressing against mine, her hand finding my knee, then my thigh, then resting there, warm and steady.

Olivia sat in the armchair, her feet up on the ottoman, and I caught her watching us more than once, her face unreadable in the blue glow of the TV.

By the time the credits rolled, it was past eleven, and the house was quiet. Olivia stretched, her arms overhead, and stood.

“I’m going to shower,” she said, gathering her phone and the empty water glasses. “You two can keep watching if you want, but I’m wiped.”

“We should probably call it,” Leah said, and her hand squeezed my thigh once before pulling away. “Big day tomorrow.”

Olivia nodded and disappeared down the hallway. A moment later, the bathroom door closed, and the shower kicked on, the pipes groaning through the walls.

Leah and I were alone. Leah turned to face me on the couch, drawing one leg up beneath her, and the movement pulled her shorts tight across her thighs. The TV was still on, the home screen cycling through previews, casting shifting colors across her face.

“So,” she said, and her voice was softer than it had been all night, stripped of the teasing and the bravado. “Today was a lot.”

“It was,” I agreed.

She looked at me, and her hazel eyes were warm and open and a little nervous, which was new. I’d seen her confident, bold, playful, but I hadn’t seen her nervous, and the vulnerability of it made something crack open in my chest.

“Chase,” she said. “I really like you. I know it’s fast, and I know we just met, but…” She trailed off, biting her lip, and the gesture was so genuine, so un-Leah-like, that I felt my heart stutter. “You’re cute. You’re really cute. And not just the way you look, although that’s definitely part of it.” She laughed. “You’re sweet, and you’re talented, and the way you talk about your music makes me want to listen to you forever, and I just… I like you, a lot.”

The words landed in the space between us, honest and raw, and I felt them settle into my bones. I reached for her hand, and her fingers laced through mine, warm and sure.

“I like you too,” I said. “A lot. More than a lot, actually.”

Her smile was slow and radiant, and she leaned forward, and I met her halfway.

The kiss was different from the one in the car. It was way more intimate.

Our lips brushed first, like testing the temperature of something new. Leah’s were plush and warm, faintly sweet, parting with a sigh that brushed across my skin.

Her lips moved against mine with a sweetness that made my chest ache, and my hand found her waist, pulling her closer. She made a soft sound against my mouth, and her tongue brushed my lower lip, and I opened for her, and the kiss deepened, heat building between us like a slow burn.

Our tongues met in a slick, languid dance, curling around each other, stroking with growing hunger. We kissed like we had all the time in the world and none at all, slow licks turning into playful nips at her lower lip, then fervent strokes that left us both breathless. Her fingers threaded through my hair, tugging gently, angling my head so she could kiss me harder, tongues tangling in hot, messy spirals. Saliva glistened on our lips when we broke for air, only to dive back in, her tongue chasing mine with teasing flicks that sent sparks straight down my spine. I could feel her heartbeat racing against my palm where it rested on her ribs, her hips rolling subtly in my lap, seeking friction.

My hand slid from her waist to her thigh, then higher, tracing the inside of her leg through the thin fabric of her shorts. She parted her thighs slightly, and my fingers found the warm, damp center of her, pressing against her through her underwear.

She gasped into my mouth, her hips pushing forward, and I felt how wet she was, the fabric soaked through, and my cock hardened instantly, straining against my shorts.

“Chase,” she said, and my name on her lips was the best thing I’d ever heard.

I pressed harder, my fingers tracing the outline of her through the wet fabric, and she rocked against my hand, her breath coming faster. I wanted to pull her underwear aside, to feel her directly, to slide my fingers inside her and make her come apart, but the shower was still running, and Olivia was right down the hall, and Natalia was upstairs, and the logistics crashed over me like cold water.

I pulled back, my forehead resting against hers, both of us breathing hard. “I want you,” I said. “I want to have sex with you. But Natalia’s upstairs, and Olivia’s right there, and the walls in this house are paper thin, and I don’t know how we do this without everyone knowing exactly what’s happening.”

Leah’s eyes were dark, her lips swollen from kissing, and she was still rocking gently against my hand. She pressed a quick kiss to my mouth, then pulled back, thinking.

“Okay,” she said. “Here’s what we do. I go to the guest room. I get in bed, lights off, like I’m going to sleep. You go to your room. We wait. We wait until Olivia’s asleep, until the house is quiet. Then I come to you.” Her hand found my chest, her palm flat against my heart. “Your room is at the end of the hall. Natalia’s is upstairs. Olivia’s is across from the guest room. If I’m quiet, no one will hear.”

The plan was simple. Risky, but simple. And the thought of Leah sneaking down the hallway in the dark, slipping into my bed, her body warm and willing against mine, made my cock throb so hard it hurt.

“You’re sure?” I asked.

“I’m sure.” Her smile was wicked and warm. “I’ve been thinking about this since the beach. Since you touched my back. Since I woke up pressed against you this morning.” Her hand slid down my chest, over my stomach, and her fingers traced the outline of my cock through my shorts. “I want you, Chase. All of you. And I’m not waiting another night.”

I grinned, and the heat in my gut flared into something fierce and hungry. I pulled her into another kiss, this one deep and open-mouthed, my tongue sliding against hers, and she moaned into my mouth, her hand tightening on my cock through the fabric.

Thank you, Olivia, I thought, the words crystal clear in my mind. Thank you for bringing this girl into my life. Thank you for putting her in my hands.

We broke apart, both of us flushed and breathing hard, and Leah pressed one final kiss to my lips before standing. “I’ll text you when the coast is clear.”

She disappeared down the hallway, and I heard the guest room door click shut. I sat on the couch for a moment, my heart hammering, my cock aching, and then I stood and went to my room.

I closed the door behind me and stood in the dark, listening. The shower was still running. I could hear Olivia humming through the wall, some random pop song, and the sound was so normal, so mundane, that it made the tension in my body feel almost absurd.

I stripped to my boxers and got into bed, pulling the sheet up to my waist. The ceiling fan spun overhead, and I stared at it, counting the rotations, trying to slow my breathing.

The shower shut off. I heard the bathroom door open, the creak of the floorboards as Olivia padded down the hallway. Then her voice, muffled but clear through the thin wall between my room and the guest room.

“Leah? You awake?”

A pause. Then Leah’s voice, slightly higher than normal, playing sleepy. “Yeah. Just getting settled.”

“Is the mattress better now?” Olivia’s tone was loaded with implication, and I could picture her face: that knowing grin, those bright blue eyes.

“A little,” Leah said, and I heard the smile in her voice.

“Goodnight, Leah.”

“Goodnight, Olivia.”

I heard Olivia’s door close, and then silence.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. I grabbed it. It was a text from her. She’s in her room. Lights are off. I think she’s on her phone, though.

I answered, We wait.

I’m dying over here. I’m so wet I can feel it through my shorts.

The text made my cock jump, and I pressed my palm against it through my boxers, hissing at the contact. I typed back, Don’t make it worse. I’m already hard enough to break something.

Good. I want you hard. I want you so hard it hurts.

You’re killing me.

That’s the plan.

We texted back and forth for what felt like an eternity. The minutes crawled by, each one stretching into something agonizing and electric. Leah told me what she was wearing: just the thin tank top and the sleep shorts, nothing underneath. I told her I was in my boxers, and she responded with a string of fire emojis that made me laugh out loud and then immediately clamp my hand over my mouth.

Has it been an hour yet? she wrote to me.

Check the time. It’s been 47 minutes.

Close enough. I’m coming.

My heart slammed against my ribs. I set my phone down and lay perfectly still, listening.

The guest room door opened. A soft creak, then footsteps, bare and quiet, padding down the hallway. My door handle turned slowly, and the door opened just enough for a slim figure to slip through.

Leah stood in the darkness of my room, backlit by the sliver of hallway light, and then the door clicked shut, and we were in total darkness.

I heard her breathing, quick and shallow, and then the mattress dipped as she climbed onto the bed. Her hands found me in the dark, her palms sliding up my chest, and then her mouth was on mine, hot and desperate, her tongue pushing past my lips like she’d been starving for it.

I kissed her back with everything I had, my hands finding her waist, pulling her on top of me. She straddled my hips, and I felt the heat of her through the thin fabric of her shorts, the dampness seeping through to my boxers. She ground down against me, and I felt the outline of her pussy, hot and swollen, and the friction made us both gasp.

I flipped us, pinning her beneath me, and her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me closer. The darkness was total, but I didn’t need light. I could feel her, every curve and line of her body, her skin hot under my palms as I slid my hands up her stomach, pushing the tank top with them.

The fabric bunched under her arms, and her breasts spilled free, and I lowered my mouth to them, my tongue finding her thick, caramel nipple in the dark. She arched off the bed, a sharp gasp escaping her lips, and I sucked harder, my tongue circling the stiff peak while my hand found her other breast, squeezing, rolling the nipple between my fingers.

“Chase,” she moaned, her voice cracking. “Oh god, yes.”

I moved to the other breast, giving it the same attention, my mouth hot and wet against her skin, and Leah’s hands were everywhere, in my hair, on my back, scratching down my spine. Her hips bucked against mine, seeking friction, and I could feel how wet she was, the heat of her soaking through both layers of fabric.

I kissed down her stomach, my tongue tracing the line of her abs, dipping into her navel, and she squirmed beneath me, her breath coming in short, desperate pants. My hands found the waistband of her shorts, and I tugged them down, pulling them over her hips, down her thighs, and she kicked them off, and then she was naked from the waist down, her underwear gone with the shorts.

The smell of her hit me first, warm and musky and sweet, and my cock throbbed so hard it hurt. I settled between her thighs, my hands spreading them wider, and I pressed my mouth against her.

She was soaked. My tongue found her clit, and she jerked, her hand flying to my hair, gripping tight. I licked her slowly, savoring the taste of her, the way she trembled under my mouth, and then I pushed my tongue inside her, and she moaned, the sound loud in the quiet room.

“Shh,” I whispered against her, and she clamped her hand over her mouth, her thighs shaking against my ears.

I licked her until she was writhing, her hips rolling against my face, her breath coming in sharp, muffled gasps behind her palm. Her hand tightened in my hair, pulling me closer, and I sucked her clit between my lips, my tongue flicking fast and hard, and I felt her start to tighten, her thighs clamping around my head.

Her pussy was scorching hot, her honey leaking non-stop. I pressed my tongue flat against her, and licked up in one long, slow stroke from her dripping entrance all the way to her swollen clit. Her honey coated my tongue, sweet, tangy, addictive, and smeared across my lips and chin as I buried my face deeper between her trembling thighs. The taste of her flooded my senses, warm and slick and honeyed.

Leah’s hips bucked wildly, her muffled moans vibrating against her palm. I held her thighs open wider, my fingers digging into the soft flesh as I devoured her. My tongue circled her clit with firm, deliberate pressure, then flicked rapidly over the sensitive nub, making her whole body jerk. She was soaked, her juices flowing freely now, dripping down my chin and onto the sheets. I lapped it all up greedily, sucking her folds into my mouth, alternating between long, broad strokes that painted her entire pussy with my saliva and sharp, pointed thrusts of my tongue deep inside her clenching heat.

“Fuck… Chase… don’t stop,” she whimpered behind her hand. Her free hand fisted my hair, grinding my face harder against her. I could feel her pulse throbbing against my tongue, her inner walls fluttering as I fucked her with it, pushing in and out, curling to stroke that sensitive spot inside while my nose rubbed rhythmically against her clit.

The room filled with the wet, obscene sounds of my mouth licking her, slick slurps, hungry licks, and her suppressed gasps. I sucked her clit between my lips again, humming softly to send vibrations through her core. Her thighs clamped around my head. I slid two fingers into her tight, soaking pussy, curling them upward while my tongue lashed her clit faster and faster.

Leah’s back arched off the bed. Her body went rigid, then convulsed as the orgasm crashed over her. Her pussy spasmed hard around my fingers, flooding my mouth with fresh, hot nectar that I drank down eagerly. I kept licking her through it, gentler now but relentless, drawing out every shudder and whimper until she was a trembling, breathless mess beneath me.

“I hope I wasn’t too loud,” she said, her cheeks pink and pretty.

“We’re just getting started,” I said, licking her honey off my lips.

I crawled back up her body, and she grabbed my boxers, yanking them down, and my cock sprang free, hard and aching and already leaking. She wrapped her hand around me, stroking me and then she guided me to her well-licked pussy.

I lowered myself over her, my cock pressing against her, and she was so wet, so ready, that the head slid in with almost no resistance. We both froze. The sensation was overwhelming, her heat gripping me, tight and slick, and I had to grit my teeth to keep from thrusting forward. Leah’s breath came in short, sharp bursts, her nails digging into my shoulders.

“Go slow,” she whispered. “Just at first.”

I pushed in another inch, then another, and she was tight, so tight, her walls clenching around me as I sank deeper. When I was fully seated, buried to the hilt, we both let out a breath, our foreheads pressed together.

“You feel amazing,” I said.

“You too.” Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper, and I felt her adjust, her body opening for me. “Okay,” she breathed. “Okay, fuck.”

I pulled back and thrust forward, and the sound she made was obscene, a low, guttural moan that she tried to muffle against my shoulder. I set a flow, slow and deep, each thrust dragging against her walls, and she met me every time, her hips rising to meet mine.

The bed creaked. I heard it, registered it, and didn’t care. The pleasure was just too good, coiling tight at the base of my spine, and Leah was getting louder, her moans escaping despite her efforts to keep quiet.

“Faster,” she gasped, and I obeyed, my hips snapping forward, the pace increasing. The headboard hit the wall with a dull thud, and I didn’t stop, couldn’t stop, my hands gripping her hips, pulling her onto me with each thrust.

The headboard banged again, harder this time, and Leah’s legs tightened around me, her heels digging into my lower back. “Right there,” she panted. “Don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t stop.”

The banging grew, the headboard hammering against the wall in time with my thrusts, and Leah was loud now, her moans filling the room, and I knew, somewhere in the rational part of my brain, that the sound was carrying, that the walls were thin, that Natalia was upstairs and Olivia was across the hall, but the pleasure was too much, too consuming, and I couldn’t slow down.

The slick, velvety grip of Leah’s pussy around my cock was pure heaven, hot, pulsing, and wet from her earlier orgasm. Every deep thrust dragged along her walls, her juices coating my raw cock completely, the wet sounds of our bodies meeting obscene and loud in the dark room. Skin slapped against skin as I drove into her harder, faster, the headboard thumping against the wall like a drum.

Leah’s nails raked down my back, leaving stinging trails that only heightened the pleasure. “Yes, Chase, fuck me,” she gasped, her voice breaking into a needy whine she tried to bury against my neck. Her legs locked tighter around my waist, heels digging into my ass, pulling me deeper. I could feel every inch of her. Her breasts bounced with each powerful snap of my hips, nipples hard against my chest as I crushed her into the mattress.

The risk made everything sharper. The house was supposed to be asleep, but the steady thud-thud-thud of the headboard and Leah’s increasingly unrestrained moans were impossible to hide. I didn’t care. I hooked one of her legs higher over my arm, changing the angle so my cock dragged against a sensitive spot inside her with every long, powerful stroke. Leah moaned, her inner muscles clenching and rippling around my thick shaft as I filled her completely.

Sweat slicked our bodies, making us glide together effortlessly. I pulled back almost to the tip, enjoying the way her pussy clung to me, reluctant to let go, before slamming home again. The wet squelch of her soaked folds taking every inch echoed in the quiet room. Leah met me thrust for thrust, her hips rising eagerly, grinding herself onto my cock with desperate need. Her walls hugged me like a silken fist, hot and slippery, massaging my length from base to tip with every plunge.

“Deeper,” she moaned, her voice husky and broken. I obliged, shifting my weight and driving into her with slow, grinding rolls of my hips that let her feel every vein and ridge. I buried my face in her neck, kissing and nipping at her sweat-damp skin while I fucked her steadily, the bed creaking beneath us in protest.

We moved like that for long minutes, deep, consuming strokes that built an intense, coiling pressure. I could feel her getting wetter, her arousal coating my balls and dripping down to the sheets with every withdrawal. The musky scent of sex filled the air, intoxicating and primal. Leah’s hands roamed my back, then gripped my shoulders as she pulled me closer, her breasts pressing firmly against my chest.

I sat up, pulling her with me into a sitting position on my lap without ever slipping out. Gravity helped me sink even deeper, the new angle making her gasp sharply. She wrapped her arms around my neck, burying her face in my shoulder as she began to ride me. Her hips rolled in sensual circles, then lifted and dropped, taking my cock in long strokes. I gripped her ass, spreading her cheeks slightly and guiding her movements, thrusting up to meet her every time she sank down. The position let me feel her completely, every clench, every ripple of her tight channel as she impaled herself on me.

Leah’s breath was hot against my ear, her soft moans turning into whimpers with each full descent. “You’re so big… filling me up,” she whispered, her voice trembling with pleasure. I kissed her deeply, tongues sliding together as our bodies worked in perfect sync. Her inner thighs trembled against my hips, her pussy growing hotter and slicker around my throbbing cock.

After several minutes, I gently laid her back down and flipped her onto her stomach. She arched her back instinctively, lifting her ass for me. I knelt behind her, gripping her hips and sliding back inside in one smooth, deep thrust. I could watch the way her pussy stretched around my shaft, lips gripping me tightly as I withdrew, only to plunge back in. I fucked her with long, powerful strokes, my hips snapping forward, the sound of skin meeting skin sharp and rhythmic.

Leah pushed back against me, meeting every thrust, her face pressed into the pillow to muffle her cries. Her pussy clenched, massaging my length as I drove deeper than before. I leaned over her, one hand braced beside her head, the other gripping her waist, pounding into her. The pleasure built relentlessly, a tight coil of fire low in my belly. Every thrust sent waves of ecstasy through me, her velvety walls squeezing and fluttering, drawing me closer and closer to the edge.

I felt my balls tightening, the pressure becoming unbearable. My cock swelled even harder inside her, throbbing with the need to release as I thrust faster, chasing that peak.

Leah came again, her body clenching around me like a fist, her back arching off the bed, a cry tearing from her throat that I was sure the neighbors could hear. The sensation of her tightening around me pushed me over the edge, and I buried myself deep, my hips grinding against her ass, and I came, hard, my release flooding into her, wave after wave of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

The headboard slammed against the wall one final time, and the sound echoed through the room like a gunshot.

And then the door flew open. Light flooded in from the hallway, and I froze, still buried inside Leah, both of us panting, sweat-slicked and flushed and very, very naked. Natalia stood in the doorway, one hand on the knob, her eyes wide, her mouth open.

She saw everything. My bare back, Leah on all fours and my cock stuffed in her pussy.

She froze. One second, two, three. Surprise gave way to shock, then something that might have been embarrassment, and finally amusement. The corner of her mouth twitched.

“Sorry!” she said, and her voice was bright, almost cheerful, like she’d walked in on me watching TV too loudly. “Tone it down a little, okay? The headboard was shaking the whole house.” She pulled the door shut, and the click of the latch was the loudest sound I’d ever heard.

Silence, then Leah and I stared at each other in the dark, both of us motionless, both of us processing. Then the full weight of what had just happened crashed over me, and I felt my face burn so hot I was surprised the sheets didn’t catch fire.

“Oh my god,” Leah whispered. “Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god.”

I pulled out of her, and the sound was wet and obscene in the silence, and I collapsed onto my back beside her, staring at the ceiling fan. “She saw us. Natalia just saw us having sex.”

“I know.” Leah’s voice was high and tight, somewhere between horror and hysterical laughter. “She saw everything. She saw your ass. She saw my legs. She saw…” She trailed off, and I heard her cover her face with her hands. “I just got walked in on by your stepmom while your cock was inside me. This is the most embarrassing moment of my entire life.”

I wanted to die. I wanted to crawl under the bed and never come out. I wanted to drive to Mexico and start a new life under an assumed name. But beneath the mortification, something else was building, something that felt suspiciously like laughter.

“I told you the walls were thin,” I said.

“This is not the time for I-told-you-so.” But I heard the smile in her voice, the edge of hysteria giving way to something warmer.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. I reached for it, the screen blinding in the dark. It was Olivia. I agree with Mom. The message was followed by a tongue-sticking-out emoji, and I stared at it, and something broke loose in my chest, and I laughed, and Leah laughed too, and the sound of it filled the dark room, muffled against my shoulder where she’d buried her face. The embarrassment was still there, hot and prickling under my skin, but it was already fading, replaced by love and acceptance.

“You all are incredibly open-minded,” Leah whispered, her breath warm against my neck. “She just walked in on us and told us to keep it down like she was asking us to turn the TV volume lower.”

“She’s always been like that,” I said, and it was true. Natalia had never been the type to overreact.

I set my phone down and pulled Leah against me, her body fitting against mine like it was designed to be there. Her skin was still damp with sweat, her hair tangled and wild against my chest, and she smelled like sex, and I guessed I did too. I wrapped my arm around her waist and pulled the sheet up over us both.

“We should probably care more about this,” I said, but I didn’t mean it. The caring had already drained out of me, replaced by a bone-deep exhaustion and the warm weight of Leah against my side.

“I know,” she said, and her hand found my chest, her palm flat over my heart.

We kissed and snuggled, and shortly afterward, we were both asleep.


Chapter 4

Iwoke up to sunlight and the smell of sex. Leah was already awake, propped on one elbow beside me, her dark hair falling across her bare shoulder, her hazel eyes soft and satisfied. She was watching me with that warm smile, the one that made my chest feel too small for my heart.

“Morning,” she said.

“Morning.” I reached for her, my hand finding the curve of her waist, and pulled her closer. Her skin was warm and smooth under my palm, and I pressed my lips to her collarbone, tasting salt and sleep.

“How are you feeling?” she asked, her fingers tracing idle patterns on my chest.

“Like I got hit by a truck. In a good way.” I rolled onto my back, staring at the ceiling fan. The memory of last night crashed over me in waves: Leah on her knees in the fitting room, Leah beneath me in the dark, Leah on all fours when Natalia walked in … My face burned. “I still can’t believe she saw us.”

Leah laughed, the sound bright and unbothered. “She handled it well. Better than my mom would have. My mom would have called the police.”

“Your mom would not have called the police.”

“She absolutely would have. She once called the cops because the neighbor’s dog was barking at three a.m. She takes trespassing very seriously, and your dick was definitely trespassing.” She kissed my shoulder, then my neck, then my jaw. “It was worth it, though. Last night was… God, Chase. It was so good.”

“It was,” I agreed, and I meant it. Every second of it, from the first kiss to the last thrust, had been burned into my nervous system. “You were incredible.”

“Me? You were the one who made me come so hard before you even got inside me. That’s not normal. That’s like superhero territory.” She sat up, the sheet falling to her waist, and her breasts caught the morning light, full and round and perfect. She caught me staring and didn’t cover up. She just smiled. “See something you like?”

“Always.”

She leaned down and kissed me, her tongue sliding against mine, and I felt myself hardening against her thigh. She pulled back before things could escalate, pressing one finger to my lips. “We should get dressed. Olivia is going to be insufferable enough as it is.”

I groaned but sat up. Leah climbed off the bed, completely naked, and crossed to the pile of clothes on my desk chair. She pulled on the white crop top and the tiny denim shorts from yesterday.

I pulled on the olive shorts and the gray henley from Coastal, the fabric soft against my skin, and when I looked in the mirror, I barely recognized myself. The clothes fit like they’d been made for me, the henley clinging to my chest and shoulders, the shorts sitting low on my hips. I looked like someone who knew what they were doing, which was a lie, but a convincing one.

Leah appeared behind me in the mirror, her arms wrapping around my waist, her chin resting on my shoulder. “You look hot,” she said, and her eyes met mine in the glass. “Like, really hot. I’m going to have trouble keeping my hands off you today.”

“Good luck with that.”

We left my room together, and the hallway was quiet, the house still sleeping. Or so I thought. The bathroom door opened, and Olivia stepped out, fully dressed in a white tank top and cutoff shorts, her blonde hair damp from the shower. She took one look at us, at the way Leah’s arm was still wrapped around my waist, and her grin spread across her face like wildfire.

“Well, well, well,” she said, leaning against the doorframe. “Look who survived the night.”

“Morning, Olivia,” Leah said, and her voice was bright and completely unashamed.

“Morning, Leah. Morning, Chase.” Olivia’s eyes traveled from my face to Leah’s and back again. “Sleep well?”

“Great,” I said.

“Really well,” Leah added.

“I bet you did.” Olivia pushed off the doorframe and crossed to us, her arms folded under her chest. “You know, I had the weirdest dream last night. I dreamed I heard a headboard banging against the wall for, like, twenty minutes straight. And then Mom’s voice. So strange.”

My face was on fire. “Olivia.”

“What? It was a dream. Dreams are weird.” She reached up and ruffled my hair, the way she used to when I was twelve, and she looked at me with a warmth that hadn’t been there a second ago. “You two are cute together. Annoying, but cute.”

“Thanks,” Leah said, and she squeezed my waist.

We headed downstairs, and the smell hit me first: fresh bread and something savory. Natalia was in the kitchen, already dressed for work in a cream blouse and dark slacks, her brown hair pulled into a sleek ponytail. She stood at the counter, assembling sandwiches.

“There they are,” she said without looking up. “I was about to send a search party.”

“Morning,” I said, dropping onto a stool at the island.

She set a plate in front of me: a sandwich on thick sourdough, layers of turkey, avocado, tomato and some kind of sauce. Next to it, a bottle of water and a granola bar. “For the road,” she said. “I made enough for all three of you. The cooler by the door has everything for burgers later. Patties, cheese, buns, lettuce, tomatoes, condiments, the works.”

“You didn’t have to do this,” Olivia said, already reaching for the plate Natalia slid toward her.

“Of course I did. You’re driving up the coast. You need fuel.” Natalia turned to the sink, rinsing her hands, and then she dried them on a dish towel and checked her watch. “I’ve got to run.”

She grabbed her purse from the counter and slung it over her shoulder, then paused, looking at the three of us with that warm smile. Her eyes found mine, and she winked.

The wink. That same wink from yesterday, loaded with meaning, with knowledge, with the memory of last night’s interruption. My face burned so hot I thought my skin might peel off.

Natalia crossed to me and pressed a kiss to my cheek, her lips warm and soft. “It’s nothing to be embarrassed over, sweetheart,” she said, her voice low enough that only I could hear. “You’re a young man. These things happen. Just…” She pulled back, her eyes twinkling. “Maybe invest in some WD-40 for the headboard.”

I stared at her, my mouth open, and she laughed and pressed another kiss to my forehead.

“Enjoy your day,” she said to all of us, and then she was gone, the front door clicking shut behind her, and the kitchen was silent except for the hum of the refrigerator.

I sat there, my sandwich untouched, my face the color of a fire engine, and Leah and Olivia were both looking at me, somewhere between sympathetic and trying not to laugh.

“Did she just…” Leah started.

“Yep,” I said.

“About the headboard?” Olivia asked.

“Yep.”

Olivia burst out laughing, and Leah pressed her hand to her mouth, her shoulders shaking. “I love Natalia,” Leah said. “Absolute legend.”

“She’s something,” I agreed, and I picked up my sandwich and took a bite because eating felt like the only normal thing I could do.

We finished breakfast quickly, and then the real work began. Olivia had already mapped out the trip: north on the Pacific Coast Highway, stops at a few beaches along the way. And we needed supplies.

I grabbed the cooler and loaded it with water bottles. Olivia packed a duffel with towels, sunscreen, and a change of clothes for each of us. Leah found the portable grill in the garage, a compact propane model that we used for beach trips, and loaded it into the trunk along with a bag of charcoal, lighter fluid, and a set of grilling tools. I also prepared the tent, since we decided to camp outside.

By the time we were done, the trunk was full, the cooler was packed, and the sun was climbing higher in the sky, the morning haze burning off to reveal a perfect California day: blue sky, warm sun, the ocean visible from the driveway, glittering like crushed glass.

Olivia tossed me the keys. “You’re driving the first shift. I want to enjoy the view.”

I caught them. Driving the coastal highway with Leah in the passenger seat and the ocean on our right. The image alone was enough to make my pulse kick.

“Deal,” I said.

We loaded the last of the supplies, and I slid behind the wheel, adjusting the seat and mirrors while Olivia climbed into the back, already pulling out her phone. Leah took the passenger seat beside me, her long legs stretching out.

I turned the key, and the engine hummed to life. The playlist from yesterday was still queued up, some laid-back indie rock filling the speakers, and I pulled out of the driveway, the tires crunching over the gravel.

The Pacific Coast Highway opened up in front of us, two lanes winding north along the cliffs, the ocean a vast, glittering expanse on our right. The morning sun caught the water, turning it gold and silver, and the air coming through the open windows was warm and salt-heavy.

Leah settled into her seat, her hand finding my thigh almost immediately, her fingers tracing idle patterns through the fabric of my shorts. The touch was casual, almost unconscious, but I felt it everywhere, a current running from her fingertips straight to my groin.

“You’re a good driver,” she said, her voice light and teasing. “Very steady hands.”

“Don’t start,” I muttered, but I was smiling.

She squeezed my thigh, her thumb pressing into the muscle, and I felt my cock twitch. I squirmed in my seat, trying to adjust without being obvious, and Leah noticed.

“Something wrong?” she asked, her eyes bright with mischief.

“Nothing, just getting comfortable.”

Her hand slid higher, her fingers tracing the seam of my shorts, and my breath caught. “Are you sure? You seem tense.”

“I’m not tense.”

“You’re gripping the wheel like you’re trying to strangle it.”

I loosened my grip, flexing my fingers, and Leah laughed. Her hand moved higher, her palm flat against my inner thigh, and I felt heat bloom under her touch, spreading through my body like wildfire.

In the back seat, Olivia was scrolling through her phone, her face illuminated by the screen, seemingly oblivious. But I caught her glancing up once, her eyes flicking to Leah’s hand on my thigh, and the corner of her mouth twitched before she looked back down.

Leah’s fingers crept higher, her nails dragging lightly against the fabric, and I felt myself hardening, the blood rushing south. Her hand found the outline of my cock through my shorts, and she traced it slowly, her index finger following the ridge from base to tip.

“Leah,” I whispered.

“What?” Her voice was innocent, but her eyes were anything but. “I’m just resting my hand.”

“Your hand is on my dick.”

“Is it?” She squeezed gently, and I hissed through my teeth. “Oh, so it is. My mistake.”

The road curved ahead, a sharp bend following the cliff line, and I slowed, both hands on the wheel, my knuckles white. Leah’s hand didn’t move. If anything, she pressed harder, her palm cupping me through the fabric, and I felt my cock pulse against her hand.

“Leah,” I said, and my voice came out strained. “I’m driving.”

“I know.” She leaned closer, her lips brushing my ear. “That’s what makes it fun.”

Her breath was warm against my skin, and her hand moved, her fingers finding the button of my shorts. She popped it open with one hand, the sound barely audible over the music, and then the zipper, the metal teeth separating with a soft hiss.

“Leah,” I said again, but it came out more like a plea than a warning.

She reached into my open shorts, her fingers sliding beneath the waistband of my boxers, and then her hand was on me, skin to skin, warm and sure. She wrapped her fingers around my shaft and squeezed, and my vision blurred for a second, the road swimming in front of me.

“Fuck,” I said, and my hands tightened on the wheel.

“Easy,” she whispered, and she stroked me, her thumb sweeping over the head. “Just keep driving. I’ve got you.”

She pulled my cock free, the warm air hitting my exposed skin, and I felt myself twitch in her grip. She adjusted her position, leaning toward me, and then her head dropped into my lap.

The first touch of her lips was hot. Warm, wet, soft, her tongue pressing against the underside of my shaft, and I gasped, my foot jerking on the accelerator. The car surged forward, and I corrected quickly, both hands tightening on the wheel.

Leah sucked me in deeper, her lips stretching around my girth, and the sensation was overwhelming. Heat and wetness and pressure, her tongue working the length of me as she bobbed her head, her hand working the base in tandem with her mouth.

I glanced in the rearview mirror, and Olivia was watching, her phone forgotten in her lap, her blue eyes wide and bright with amusement. She caught my gaze and grinned, then leaned forward between the seats.

“Need help with the wheel?” she asked, her voice dripping with mock concern. “You seem a little distracted.”

“I’m fine,” I said, but my voice cracked on the word. “I’ve got it.”

“You sure? Because you just drifted into the other lane.”

I looked up and corrected, pulling the car back into the right lane as a truck roared past in the opposite direction, its horn blaring.

Leah hummed around me, the vibration traveling through my entire body, and she went for a deep throat, she sucked me deeper, her nose pressing against my stomach. I felt the back of her throat, tight and hot, and my hips jerked forward involuntarily. The car swerved.

Another horn, this one from behind, and I straightened the wheel, my breath coming in ragged bursts. Leah pulled back, her lips still wrapped around the tip, and looked up at me with those hazel eyes, swollen and glistening, and the sight of her like that, in broad daylight, on a public highway, with Olivia watching from the back seat, pushed me to the edge of sanity.

She sank down again, and this time she didn’t hold back. Her head bobbed faster, her hand pumping, and the wet, obscene sounds filled the car, barely masked by the music. Saliva dripped from her lips, coating my shaft, running down to her hand, and the sloppy, messy intensity of it made my cock throb.

“God, Leah,” I groaned, and my grip on the wheel was iron-tight, my arms shaking.

She slurped and sucked, blowing me with a hunger that bordered on desperate, and I felt the pressure building, the heat coiling at the base of my spine, tightening with every stroke of her tongue and every throat plunge. The road blurred in front of me, the white lines merging, and I forced myself to focus, to keep the car between the lines even as Leah destroyed me with her mouth.

Another honk. I’d drifted again, the tires hitting the rumble strip on the shoulder, and I jerked the wheel, overcorrecting, and the car swung into the left lane. A sedan swerved around us, its horn blaring, the driver’s face a mask of fury as he passed.

“Chase,” Olivia said from the back, and her voice was amused but tinged with genuine concern. “Maybe pull over.”

“I’m fine,” I said again, but the words came out strangled, because Leah had taken me to the root, her throat opening around me, and the sensation was so intense that black spots danced at the edges of my vision.

Leah pulled back, gasping, a string of saliva connecting her lips to my cock, and she looked up at me, her face flushed, her hair wild, her lips swollen and shining. “You taste so good,” she whispered, and then she was on me again, sucking hard, her hand twisting at the base.

The pressure broke. I came hard, my hips bucking forward, my hand flying to the back of Leah’s head, and she swallowed, taking everything, her throat working around me as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through my body. The car drifted, the wheels hitting the rumble strip again, and I heard Olivia’s sharp intake of breath, but I couldn’t focus, couldn’t think, couldn’t do anything but ride the orgasm as it tore through me.

When it was over, I slumped against the seat, my hands still on the wheel, my vision clearing slowly. Leah pulled back, releasing me with a soft pop, and sat up, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. Her lips were swollen, her cheeks flushed, her hair a tangled mess, and she looked like she’d just been thoroughly, devastatingly kissed.

“Jesus Christ,” I said, and couldn’t believe she’d just given me a roadhead.

Leah smiled, that satisfied, naughty smile, and reached for a water bottle in the cupholder. She took a long drink, and then she turned to me, her eyes bright. “You okay?”

“I’m…” I glanced in the rearview mirror, and my blood turned to ice.

Flashing lights. Red and blue, pulsing in the mirror, growing larger by the second. A police cruiser, maybe two hundred yards behind us, closing fast.

“Oh shit,” I said. “Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit.”

Leah followed my gaze to the mirror, and her eyes went wide. “Fuck.”

“Pull over!” Olivia said from the back. “Chase, pull over now!”

I hit the blinker and guided the car onto the shoulder, gravel crunching under the tires. My hands were shaking, my heart slamming against my ribs, and my cock was still out, glistening with Leah’s saliva, completely exposed.

“Pants,” I hissed. “Leah, help me.”

She reached for my shorts, her hands fumbling, and I lifted my hips as she yanked the fabric up, my cock catching on the waistband before she managed to stuff it inside. She pulled the zipper, her fingers trembling, and got it halfway up before the button refused to cooperate.

“Button it,” I said, my voice tight with panic.

“I’m trying! It won’t go through the hole!”

“Just push!”

She shoved the button through with enough force to rip the fabric, and then the cruiser was pulling up behind us, the lights still flashing, the engine rumbling as it came to a stop.

I killed the engine. The silence was deafening.

Leah sat up straight in her seat, her hands in her lap, her face still flushed, her hair still wild, her lips still swollen and wet. She looked exactly like someone who had just been giving roadhead, and there was absolutely nothing she could do about it.

Olivia was frozen in the back seat, her phone clutched in both hands, her eyes wide with horror, though she was clearly fighting a laugh.

I checked the mirror. The cruiser’s door opened, and a figure stepped out. Female … mid-thirties, with dark hair pulled into a tight bun, a fitted uniform that accentuated curves she clearly worked to maintain. She adjusted her belt, checked something on her phone, and then started walking toward our car.

My heart was in my throat. My shorts were buttoned but crooked, the zipper half-up, and I could feel the wet spot where Leah’s saliva had soaked through the fabric. My face was burning, my hands were sweating, and every cell in my body was screaming with embarrassment.

The officer reached my window and tapped twice with her knuckle. I rolled it down.

“License and registration,” she said, and her voice was calm, professional, with no trace of judgment. But her eyes were sharp, scanning the interior of the car. They landed on Leah, took in the flushed cheeks, the swollen lips, the disheveled hair, the way she was sitting with her legs pressed tightly together, and I watched her put it together.

She’d seen this before. She knew exactly what had been happening thirty seconds ago.

I fumbled for my wallet, my fingers slick with sweat, and pulled out my license. The registration was in the glove compartment. I reached across Leah, my arm brushing her chest, and she sat perfectly still, her breath held, as I popped the latch and grabbed the folded paper.

“Here you go, Officer,” I said, and my voice came out steadier than I expected, which was a minor miracle given that my heart was trying to punch through my sternum.

She took both documents, her eyes dropping to the license, then back to me. “Chase. Nineteen.” She glanced at the registration, then folded both and held them against her thigh. “You want to tell me what was going on back there? You were all over the road. Hit the rumble strip twice, drifted into other lanes. You almost clipped a sedan.”

The question hung in the air, heavy and loaded. I could lie. I could say I was adjusting the radio, or checking the map, or swatting at a bee. But her eyes were too sharp, too knowing, and the evidence was sitting right next to me with swollen lips and a guilty flush.

I took a breath, let it out slowly and met her gaze. “Officer… I’m really sorry. That was stupid of me.” The words came out clean and honest, no stutter, no deflection. “My girlfriend and I got carried away. It was a dumb, impulsive moment.”

I felt Leah shift beside me, and I kept my eyes on the officer. “I swear I was trying to keep the car straight, but I lost focus for a second. It won’t happen again. I’m not drunk or anything. Just… distracted by someone I really like.”

I let the sheepishness show, the genuine embarrassment, the kind that comes from knowing you screwed up and owning it. “We’re just trying to have a fun day up the coast. I know that was reckless. I appreciate you pulling me over. Better than causing an accident.”

The officer studied me. Her face was unreadable for a long moment, her jaw working slightly, and then she sighed. It was a tired sigh, the sigh of someone who had pulled over a dozen distracted drivers and heard every excuse in the book. But there was something else in it too. Something that might have been the ghost of understanding.

“This road is dangerous enough without distractions,” she said, her voice firm but not harsh. “The PCH sees more accidents than any other highway in the county. Cliffs on one side, oncoming traffic on the other. You drift six inches, you’re in the ocean. You drift the other way, you’re in someone’s windshield.” She tapped my license against her palm. “I should write you up. Reckless driving, distracted operation, failure to maintain lane. That’s three citations minimum.”

My stomach dropped. “Officer…”

“But.” She held up one finger. “You didn’t lie to me. You didn’t make excuses. You owned it, and you didn’t try to blame anyone else.” Her eyes flicked to Leah, then back to me. “And you’re not impaired, which is more than I can say for half the people I pull over on this stretch.”

She handed my license and registration back through the window. “Consider this a warning. One warning. You keep your eyes on the road and your hands at ten and two, and we never have this conversation again.” She paused. The corner of her mouth twitched. “And maybe… cool it until you’re parked somewhere. The highway is not the place for that.”

The almost-smile was there and gone in a heartbeat, replaced by professional neutrality. But I’d seen it. We all had.

“Yes, ma’am,” I said. “Thank you. Seriously, thank you.”

“Drive safe.” She turned and walked back to her cruiser, her boots crunching on the gravel, and I watched her in the mirror until she was behind the wheel, the engine rumbling to life. The lights cut out. She pulled onto the highway and accelerated past us, and then she was gone, nothing but a shrinking shape in the rearview mirror.

I sat there for a moment, my hands still on the wheel, my heart still hammering.

Then Leah exploded. “Oh my GOD.” She turned in her seat, her eyes wide, her hands gripping my arm. “Chase. JAKE. You just talked your way out of that. You just talked your way out of a ticket with a cop who literally saw me with my mouth on your dick.”

“I know,” I said, and the adrenaline was still surging through me, making my hands shake, making everything feel too bright and too sharp.

“That was the smoothest thing I have ever witnessed. You were so calm. You were so… composed.” She was laughing now, breathless and giddy, her whole body vibrating with the release of tension. “You looked her in the eye and said ‘I got distracted by someone I really like’ like you were apologizing for checking your phone. You’re talented. You’re actually talented.”

“I was terrified,” I admitted. “I thought we were done.”

“Well, you didn’t look terrified. You looked…” She searched for the word, her eyes bright and wild. “Brave. You looked brave, Chase. That was the hottest thing you’ve ever done, and I’ve seen you do a lot of hot things.”

She grabbed my face and kissed me, her lips still swollen from before, and I tasted the adrenaline on her tongue, sharp and electric. She pulled back, her chest heaving, her pupils blown wide. “I am so turned on right now. Like, dangerously turned on. We need to find a beach. Immediately.”

From the back seat, Olivia unbuckled and leaned forward between us. Before I could react, she wrapped her arms around my neck from behind, her cheek pressed against mine, and squeezed.

“My little troublemaker,” she said, her voice warm and proud and slightly choked. “Not so little anymore, huh?”

“Olivia…”

“Seriously. That was…” She pulled back and looked at me, her blue eyes shining. “You handled that like an adult. A real adult. I’m impressed. Mom would be impressed.”

“Please don’t tell her.”

“Oh, I’m absolutely telling her.” She grinned, then her gaze dropped to my lap. To the obvious wet spot on my shorts, the fabric still tented despite everything. Her eyebrows rose, and her grin widened into something truly wicked.

“Olivia,” I warned.

“What? I’m just looking. You can’t blame me. That’s a lot to process.” She reached down and swatted at my thigh, her hand connecting with a sharp crack. “Button your pants, Romeo. You’ve got a highway to drive.”

I swatted her hand away, my face burning, and Leah laughed, the sound bright and unhinged, and the three of us sat there on the shoulder of the Pacific Coast Highway, laughing like idiots, the tension draining out of the car like water through a sieve.

I pulled back onto the highway, my hands steady on the wheel, my eyes fixed firmly on the road. Leah’s hand found my thigh again, but this time it stayed there, and the contact was grounding rather than distracting. Olivia settled into the back seat, her phone out, already scrolling through something, and the music filled the space between us.

We drove for another forty minutes, the ocean unfolding on our right in endless shades of blue, the cliffs rising and falling, the road winding through stands of cypress and eucalyptus. The morning haze had burned off completely, and the sky was a deep, cloudless cerulean, the sun warm through the windshield.

Then we rounded a bend, and the viewpoint opened up in front of us: a wide pull-off carved into the cliffside, with a low stone wall and a wooden railing overlooking a sheer drop to the ocean below. The water stretched to the horizon, vast and glittering, and the waves crashed against the rocks far below, sending white spray high into the air. The view was postcard-perfect, the kind of thing you see in travel magazines and assume is photoshopped.

“Pull over,” Olivia said from the back, and her voice was soft with wonder. “We need a picture.”

I guided the car into the pull-off and killed the engine. We climbed out, the ocean air hitting us full force, warm and salt-heavy, and the sound of the waves filled my ears. We crossed to the railing, and the view was even more stunning up close. The cliff dropped three hundred feet to a narrow strip of beach, and beyond that, nothing but open ocean, the surface catching the light like hammered silver.

“Come here,” Olivia said, pulling out her phone. “Group photo. Chase, in the middle.”

I stood between them, and they moved in close, Olivia on my left, Leah on my right. Olivia’s arm wrapped around my waist, her body pressed against my side, and Leah did the same on the other side, her hand resting on my stomach. The contact was warm and solid, both of them leaning into me, and I felt the weight of them.

Olivia held the phone at arm’s length, angling it to capture the ocean behind us. “Smile,” she said, and the camera clicked.

She pulled the phone back and looked at the screen. Something soft and complicated moved across her face, and she held the phone so Leah and I could see.

The photo was beautiful. The ocean stretched behind us, vast and bright, and the three of us were framed in the foreground, the sun warm on our faces. But it was the way we looked together that caught my attention. My arms were around both of them, my hands resting on their hips, and they were both leaning into me, their bodies turned toward mine, their faces open and warm. Leah’s head was tilted toward me, her cheek almost touching my shoulder, and Olivia’s smile was bright and genuine, her blue eyes crinkling at the corners.

“We both look really into him, don’t we?” Leah said, and her voice was playful, teasing but also serious.

Olivia looked at the photo again, and then she looked at me. Her cheeks colored slightly, a soft pink spreading across her cheekbones, and she held my gaze for a beat longer than she needed to. “Yeah,” she said, and her voice was quiet, almost shy. “I am.”

The words hung between us, and I felt something give way inside me. I’d known, on some level, that the tension between us had changed. But hearing her say it, seeing the blush on her face, the way she held my gaze without flinching, made everything real in a way it hadn’t been before.

Leah didn’t react with jealousy or discomfort. She just smiled and squeezed my waist. “Told you,” she whispered, and the words were for me alone.

I stood there between them, the ocean wind in my hair, the sun on my skin, and I felt both of them against me, warm and solid and present. Olivia’s hip against mine, Leah’s hand on my stomach, the weight of their bodies pressing into me from both sides. The rush was overwhelming, a flood of heat and light and something that felt dangerously close to love, and I pulled them both closer, my arms tightening around their waists.

“One more,” I said. “Let’s take one more.”

Olivia raised the phone again, and this time, when she said “smile,” I turned my head and pressed a kiss to Leah’s temple. In the same moment, Olivia’s lips found my cheek, soft and warm, and the camera captured it all: the three of us, tangled together, the ocean behind us, the sun above us, and something new and bright burning between us.

We drove another hour north, the highway winding through stands of eucalyptus and past sprawling estates tucked into the hillsides, until the signs for Santa Barbara started appearing. Olivia had done her research, and she directed me off the highway onto a series of smaller roads that wound down toward the water, past a marina and a row of beachfront cafes, until we pulled into a parking lot at the edge of a wide, crescent-shaped beach.

The sand was pale gold, the water a deep turquoise where it met the shore, fading to a rich blue further out. The beach was busy but not crowded, families spread on towels, surfers bobbing beyond the break. A volleyball net stood at the far end, its poles driven into the sand, the net swaying gently in the breeze.

“Perfect,” Olivia said, already unbuckling. “This is the one. I read about it online. Volleyball net, grills, bathrooms, parking … everything we need.”

We unloaded the car, hauling the cooler and the duffel and the grill across the hot sand to a spot near the net. The sun was high overhead, the heat pressing down, and I could feel sweat already forming at the back of my neck. Leah pulled off her tank top, revealing a black bikini top underneath, the fabric cut low and tight across her chest. Olivia shimmied out of her shorts and tank, and she was in a teal bikini, the strings thin and tied behind her neck and back.

I changed behind the car, pulling on swim trunks and leaving my shirt off. The sun hit my bare chest, and for the first time in my life, I didn’t feel self-conscious about it. The new confidence from yesterday hadn’t faded. If anything, it had grown.

“Volleyball?” Leah asked, already bouncing on the balls of her feet, her eyes fixed on the net. “I played in college. I’m warning you, I’m competitive.”

Olivia looked at me. “Chase, you played too, right? Freshman year?”

“Briefly,” I said. “I was not good.”

“Doesn’t matter. You’re tall. You can block.” Olivia grabbed the volleyball from the duffel and tossed it to me. “You and me against Leah. Two on one. She’s the ringer, so it’s fair.”

Leah’s grin was sharp and predatory. “You’re going to regret that.”

We set up on opposite sides of the net, and Leah served first. The ball came over fast and low, a clean, practiced serve that barely cleared the net. Olivia lunged, got her hands under it, but the pass was weak, popping straight up. I moved under it, my hands forming the platform the way I’d been taught, and sent it back over. Leah was already waiting. She set herself, jumped, and spiked it down the line, the ball hitting the sand before either of us could react.

“Point,” she said, and her smile was pure evil.

It went like that for the first ten minutes. Leah was relentless, her serves precise, her spikes powerful, her defense quick and anticipatory. She read our movements before we made them, cutting off angles, dropping soft shots over the net when we expected power. Olivia and I scrambled, diving, lunging, communicating in broken sentences and desperate gestures, and we managed to score a few points, but Leah was clearly in control.

The sun beat down, and sweat ran in rivulets down my chest and back. Olivia’s blonde hair was damp at the temples, her skin flushed pink. Leah moved like she was born on a court, her body fluid and explosive, her hazel eyes tracking the ball with laser focus.

Then it happened. Olivia went up for a block on one of Leah’s spikes. She jumped, arms extended, and Leah’s hit was hard, slamming into Olivia’s forearms. The ball ricocheted back over the net, but the force of the impact sent Olivia stumbling backward. She caught her balance, but the sudden movement and the tension of the block did something to the thin strings of her bikini top.

The tie behind her neck came loose. The fabric slipped, and then it was gone, the teal triangle falling away, and Olivia’s teardrop breast was exposed, the pink nipple stiff and the skin flushed and dewy with sweat.

Leah froze on the other side of the net, the ball forgotten at her feet. I stood there, my hands still raised from the block, and my eyes landed on Olivia’s bare breast and refused to move. Heat flooded my body, my cock hardening instantly in my swim trunks.

Olivia looked down. She saw the exposed breast, the bikini top hanging uselessly against her ribs, and she didn’t cover up. She didn’t grab for the fabric or turn away or do any of the things a normal person would do. She just stood there, one hand on her hip, and looked at me with those bright blue eyes, and there was something in her eyes beyond the amusement, something that made my pulse spike.

“Oops,” she said, and her voice was light and casual. “Well, that’s embarrassing.”

She reached down and retrieved the top, holding it in her hand, and she made no move to put it back on. Her breast was still exposed, the sun catching the curve of it, the sweat glistening on her skin, and she stood there like she had all the time in the world, like being topless in front of me and her best friend was the most natural thing in the world.

“Olivia,” I said.

“What? It came off. These things happen.” She shrugged, and the movement made her breast sway and jiggle slightly. “Leah, can you tie it? My hands are sandy.”

Leah crossed to our side of the net, looking amused, but there was something hotter in her eyes, something that looked a lot like arousal. She took the bikini top from Olivia and stepped behind her, her fingers working the strings, and Olivia stood perfectly still, her back straight, her chest out, and she was looking at me the entire time.

Her eyes held mine, and the message in them was clear. She wasn’t embarrassed. She wasn’t flustered. She was showing me, deliberately, and the knowledge of it made my head spin.

Leah finished tying the top, her hands lingering on Olivia’s shoulders for a beat longer than necessary, and then she stepped back. “There. Good as new.”

“Thanks,” Olivia said, and she adjusted the fabric, settling it back into place. “Now where were we? Oh right. Leah was destroying us.”

The game resumed, but the tension was thicker now, and every movement felt loaded. I was hyperaware of Olivia beside me, of the way her body moved, the way the bikini sat on her chest, the memory of what was underneath burned into my retinas.

We played for another twenty minutes, the score lopsided but the effort fierce. Leah was still dominant, but Olivia and I were finding a flow, learning each other’s patterns, communicating with glances and short calls. I dove for a ball Leah sent deep to the corner, my body stretching full length, my fingers just barely tipping it back into play. Olivia set it, and I spiked it over, and it landed in the back corner of Leah’s court.

“Point!” Olivia yelled, and she jumped, pumping her fist, and then she was on me, her arms around my neck, her body pressed against mine in celebration. “Yes! That was amazing!”

I caught her, my hands finding her waist, and she was warm and solid against me, her breasts pressed against my chest, her hips flush with mine. The contact lasted three seconds, maybe four, and then she pulled back, but her hands stayed on my shoulders, and she was grinning up at me, her face inches from mine, and the look in her eyes was bright and hungry.

“Again,” she said. “Let’s do that again.”

The next point was longer, a rally that stretched across the court, all three of us diving, lunging, scrambling in the sand. Leah set herself for a spike, and I read it, moving to block, but she faked, sending a soft shot over my outstretched hands. The ball dropped toward the sand behind me, and Olivia was there, diving sideways, her hand reaching.

She got under it, sending it back over, but the dive took her to the ground, her body hitting the sand in a controlled sprawl. The ball sailed over the net, and Leah returned it with a sharp set to the far corner. I launched myself after it, my body horizontal, my arm extended, and my fingers brushed the ball, sending it back up.

But my momentum carried me forward, and I couldn’t stop. I landed on top of Olivia.

The impact drove the air from both our lungs. I was sprawled across her, my chest against her back, my hips pressed into her ass, my arms on either side of her head. Her body was warm and soft beneath me, the sand giving way under our combined weight, and I could feel every curve of her, every line, the heat of her skin through the thin fabric of her bikini.

For a moment, neither of us moved. I could feel her breathing, the rise and fall of her ribs against my chest, and my heart was hammering so hard I was sure she could feel it through her back. My cock was hard, pressed against the cleft of her ass, and I knew she could feel it, and the knowledge made my face burn.

Then Olivia turned her head, her cheek against the sand, and looked up at me with those bright blue eyes, pure, unadulterated mischief dancing in them.

“If you want to lie on top of me,” she said, her voice low and teasing, “you could just ask. No need to throw yourself across the entire beach.”

“It was an accident!” I said, embarrassed.

She moved beneath me, her hips rolling, and the movement ground her ass against my cock, and I gasped, my arms shaking. “You’re heavy,” she said, and she was grinning, her teeth white against her tanned skin. “But not in a bad way.”

I pushed myself up, trying to create distance, but Olivia moved faster. She rolled, flipping us both, and suddenly she was on top, straddling my waist, her knees pinning my arms to the sand. Her weight settled on my hips, and my cock was trapped between us, hard and aching, and she looked down at me with that same wicked grin.

“Got you,” she said. “Admit it wasn’t an accident.”

“Screw you!” Something snapped in me. I bucked my hips, throwing her off balance, and she tumbled to the side with a yelp. I was on her in an instant, my hands finding her wrists, pinning them above her head. She struggled, laughing, her body twisting beneath mine, and the movement was pure friction, her hips grinding against mine, her breasts pressing against my chest.

“You wish,” she said with a grin, and I was grinning now too, the embarrassment giving way to something wilder, something competitive and hot.

She got one arm free and shoved against my shoulder, and I rolled, taking her with me, and we tumbled through the sand, a tangle of limbs and laughter. She ended up on top again, her thighs straddling my chest this time, and she pinned my arms with her knees, her hands on my shoulders.

“Yield,” she said.

“Never.”

She leaned down, her face inches from mine, her blonde hair falling around us like a curtain, and the position was intimate, her body draped over mine, her breasts hovering above my face. I could see the pulse hammering in her throat, the flush spreading down her chest, and her eyes were dark, the pupils blown wide.

“Yield,” she said again, and her voice had dropped, the teasing edge giving way to something warmer, something that made my cock twitch.

I bucked again, harder this time, and she lost her balance. We rolled, sand flying, and I got on top, my hands pinning her wrists, my body pressing her into the sand. She was beneath me, her chest heaving, her skin flushed, sand in her hair and on her cheeks, and she was laughing.

Then I felt a shadow fall across us, and I looked up. Leah was standing over us, the volleyball tucked under one arm, her other hand on her hip. Her eyebrows were raised, her lips pressed together in a smile she was clearly fighting to contain. Sand clung to her legs, her hair was wild from the wind, and her hazel eyes moved between Olivia and me.

“Are you two done?” she asked. “Because I’m still waiting for someone to return the ball, and you two look like you’re about five seconds from making out in front of God and everyone.”

Olivia burst out laughing beneath me, the sound vibrating through her chest and into mine. I released her wrists and rolled off her, landing in the sand beside her, and we both lay there, staring up at the blue sky, our sides heaving with laughter and exertion.

“Truce,” I said, reaching over and squeezing Olivia’s hand.

“Truce,” she agreed, squeezing back. And then she sat up, brushing sand from her arms. “Leah’s right. We’re making a scene.”

I sat up and looked around. A few families nearby had definitely been watching, looking somewhere between amused and mildly concerned.

“We’re friends,” Olivia called to the woman, her voice bright and cheerful. “We wrestle. It’s healthy.”

The woman didn’t react.

We gathered the ball and our scattered belongings and trudged back to our spot near the net. The sun was beginning its descent toward the horizon, the light shifting from harsh white to a softer, warmer gold. The beach was thinning out, families packing up their towels and coolers, the surfers catching their last waves of the day.

“Grill time,” Olivia announced, already moving toward the portable setup we’d brought. “Chase, fire it up. Leah, help me with the burgers.”

I got the grill going, the charcoal catching quickly in the warm breeze. The smell of lighter fluid and burning coals filled the air. Leah and Olivia worked side by side at the picnic table, forming patties from the ground beef Natalia had packed, seasoning them with salt and pepper and something from a small container Olivia pulled from the cooler.

“Mom’s secret blend,” Olivia said, tapping the container. “Garlic powder, smoked paprika, and something she won’t tell anyone. She’s been using it since before I was born.”

The patties went on the grill with a satisfying sizzle, and I stood over them, turning them with the tongs, the heat from the coals warming my face. Leah sliced tomatoes and onions at the table, and Olivia buttered the buns and arranged them on a plate.

The sun dropped lower, painting the sky in shades of orange and pink and deep violet. The light caught the water, turning the surface molten gold, and the waves rolled in like liquid fire, breaking white against the darkening sand. The air cooled, the heat of the day giving way to something softer, and the sounds of the beach quieted as the crowds dispersed.

Once the burgers were ready, we ate on the sand, sitting on towels with our plates balanced on our knees, the burgers thick and juicy, the buns toasted golden, the tomatoes cool and sweet against the heat of the meat. The cooler provided cold water and a few cans of soda Olivia had snuck in, and we drank them slowly, savoring the cold and the moment.

“This is perfect,” Leah said. She sat cross-legged beside me, her shoulder pressed against mine, her plate balanced on her thigh. “Like, actually perfect. The beach, the sunset, the food … you two.”

“The trip’s been good so far,” Olivia agreed, leaning back on her elbows, her plate empty beside her. Her blonde hair caught the dying light, turning almost copper. “Better than I expected. When I planned this trip, I thought it would be fun. I didn’t think it would be… this.”

“This?” I asked.

She looked at me, and the sunset painted her face in gold and shadow, her blue eyes luminous. “This, all of it. You and Leah. The way you are together. The way we all are together.”

Leah’s hand found mine in the sand, her fingers threading through my fingers. “It does,” she said. “It really does.”

We sat in comfortable silence for a while, watching the sun sink toward the horizon. The colors deepened, the sky bleeding from orange to deep crimson to a bruised purple, and the first stars appeared, faint pinpricks in the darkening blue. The waves crashed in a steady rhythm, and the air was warm and still, carrying the smell of salt and charcoal.

When the last sliver of sun disappeared below the waterline, the sky exploded in a final burst of color, a band of fiery red along the horizon that faded slowly to black. The beach was nearly empty now, just a few scattered couples and the distant lights of the marina.

“We should set up,” Olivia said, standing and brushing sand from her legs. “It’s getting dark.”

We gathered our plates and trash, packed the cooler, and I went to the car to grab the tent. I opened the trunk and reached for the bag where I’d stowed it this morning, and my hand closed on empty air.

I looked again. The trunk was full of supplies, the cooler, the duffel, the grill, the charcoal. But the tent bag was gone. I checked under the seats, in the back, in the footwells but nothing.

“Guys,” I said, and my voice sounded strange in the quiet. “The tent. It’s not here.”

Olivia appeared beside me, peering into the trunk. “What do you mean it’s not here? You packed it this morning.”

“I thought I did.” I ran my hand through my hair, the reality sinking in. “I must have left it in the garage. I set it by the door and then… I think I grabbed everything else and walked right past it.”

Leah joined us, confusion fading into concern. “So we don’t have a tent.”

“We don’t have a tent,” I confirmed.

The three of us stood there in the parking lot, the car’s interior light casting a yellow glow over our faces. The beach was dark behind us, the ocean invisible beyond the dunes, just the sound of the waves and the distant hum of the highway.

“Options,” Olivia said. “We drive back. It’s three hours, mostly in the dark, on the PCH, and we’ll be exhausted.”

“Option two,” Leah said. “We find a hotel. There’s gotta be something nearby. Santa Barbara, Carpinteria, somewhere along the coast.”

“Option three,” I said. “We sleep in the car.”

We looked at the sedan, with its cramped back seat and limited legroom. Three people, one car, no tent.

“Hotel,” I said. “Let’s try for a hotel. Driving back in the dark on those roads after today is a bad idea, and sleeping in the car is miserable.”

Olivia nodded. “Agreed. Hotel it is. Leah, can you pull up something on your phone? Something close, preferably with ocean views, because I’m not settling for a roadside motel after that sunset.”

Leah was already on her phone, her face illuminated by the screen. She scrolled, tapped, scrolled again. “Everything’s booked. There’s a wedding in Santa Barbara this weekend, apparently. Every hotel from here to Ventura is full.”

“Of course it is,” Olivia said.

We loaded the last of our things into the car and pulled out of the parking lot, the headlights cutting through the darkness. The PCH stretched ahead, winding along the cliffs, the ocean a vast black void on our right. I drove slowly, the road unfamiliar in the dark, the curves sharper than they’d seemed in daylight.

We passed through a small coastal town, the streets quiet, storefronts dark. No hotels, no vacancies, no nothing. The highway climbed again, following the cliff line, and the ocean dropped away below us, invisible but present, the sound of the waves carrying up through the open windows.

Then I saw them. Houses, beautiful, sprawling, ocean-view homes set into the hillside, their windows dark, their driveways empty. They sat along the cliff edge like jewels, modern architecture with floor-to-ceiling glass and wide decks overlooking the water. Most had For Sale signs, or Vacation Rental placards, and as we drove past, I noticed that every single one was dark, unoccupied … and waiting.

The idea hit me like a lightning bolt.

“Guys,” I said, and my voice came out steady, bolder than I felt. “What if we didn’t find a hotel?”

Olivia leaned forward between the seats. “What do you mean?”

I gestured at the houses sliding past the windows. “Look at these places. They’re empty. Vacation rentals, second homes. Nobody’s here. We could… borrow one for the night.”

The silence in the car was absolute. I could hear the engine, the wind through the windows, the distant crash of waves.

“Ah, you mean break in,” Leah said with a grin.

“Not break in, borrow. We don’t take anything. We don’t damage anything. We sleep, we clean up, we leave in the morning. No one ever knows we were there.”

Olivia’s face lit up. I could see it in the rearview mirror as surprise gave way to delight, then to pure, unadulterated excitement. “Chase. Chase, that’s genius. That’s the smartest thing you’ve ever said.”

“What about the legal part?” Leah said.

“It’s an adventure,” Olivia countered. “One night. One house. We’re not hurting anyone.”

I glanced at her, and the memory of this afternoon surfaced, sharp and vivid. “Leah. You gave me a roadhead on the Pacific Coast Highway in broad daylight with a cop three cars back. You literally had my dick in your mouth while I was driving seventy miles an hour. And you’re worried about sleeping in an empty house?”

“That’s… that’s a low blow.”

“It’s a true blow.” I couldn’t help the grin spreading across my face. “Come on. We’ll be gone before anyone knows.”

Leah looked at Olivia, who was practically vibrating with excitement in the back seat, and then back at me. The war played out on her face, caution battling with the same wild energy that had driven her to her knees on the highway.

“Fine,” she said, and the word came out breathless, almost giddy. “Fine. But if we get arrested, I’m blaming both of you.”

“Deal,” Olivia and I said in unison.

We drove slowly, scanning the houses. Most were too close to neighbors, too visible from the road. But then we rounded a bend, and there it was.

A two-story modern home set back from the road, nestled into the hillside with a long, winding driveway. Floor-to-ceiling windows faced the ocean, and a wide deck wrapped around the front, furnished with lounge chairs and a fire pit. The property was surrounded by tall cypress trees, providing privacy from the road and the neighboring houses. The windows were dark, the driveway empty, and a small wooden sign at the entrance read “Ocean’s Edge - Vacation Rental.”

I pulled into the driveway and killed the lights, letting the car roll the last few feet in silence, the tires crunching over gravel until we came to a stop near the front entrance. The house loomed above us, dark and still, the ocean breeze whispering through the cypress trees.

I killed the engine. The silence was immediate and total, broken only by the distant crash of waves and the thud of my own heartbeat in my ears.

“Okay,” I whispered, though there was no one to hear. “Let’s check it out.”

We climbed out of the car, moving quietly, the gravel crunching under our shoes. The front porch was wide and clean, furnished with a pair of chairs and a small table. I scanned the door, looking for a keypad, a lock, something we’d need to bypass, and then I saw it.

A black lockbox mounted to the wall beside the door, the kind with a combination dial and a hinged door. An Airbnb self-check-in setup. I stepped closer, and my pulse kicked when I saw the door of the lockbox wasn’t fully closed. It hung slightly ajar, the latch not fully engaged, and through the gap I could see the glint of metal.

I reached up and pulled the door open. Inside, a set of keys hung from a hook, swaying gently in the breeze.

“Are you kidding me,” Olivia said, and her voice was flat with disappointment. She crossed her arms, her lower lip jutting out in a pout that would have been adorable if it wasn’t so absurd. “That’s it? We don’t even have to pick the lock? We don’t have to climb through a window? The previous guests just… forgot to close it?”

“Apparently,” I said, pulling the keys free.

“This is the least exciting break-in of all time,” Olivia continued, gesturing at the lockbox like it had personally offended her. “I was ready for a James Bond moment. Picking locks, disabling alarms, rappelling down from the roof. And instead we just… open a box.”

Leah leaned against the porch railing, her arms crossed, a grin spreading across her face. “Don’t worry. Chase can do the James Bond womanizer seduction part. He’s got the looks for it.” She winked at me, and my face warmed despite everything.

“Very funny,” I said, but I was smiling too.

I slid the key into the lock, turned it, and the door opened. The interior was dark, cool, and smelled like cedar and salt air. I found a light switch and flipped it, and the entryway flooded with warm light.

The house was beautiful. Open-concept living area with high ceilings and those floor-to-ceiling windows I’d spotted from the road, the glass reflecting the dark ocean beyond. The furniture was modern and expensive, white sectional sofa, glass coffee table and abstract art on the walls. A kitchen with marble countertops and stainless steel appliances opened off the living room, and a staircase led to a second floor.

“Wow,” Leah said, stepping past me into the living room. She trailed her fingers along the back of the sofa, her eyes wide. “This place is insane.”

I locked the door behind us and followed her in. Olivia was already exploring, moving through the kitchen, opening cabinets and checking the fridge. She disappeared up the stairs, and I heard her footsteps overhead, then a delighted squeal.

“Chase! Leah! Get up here!”

We climbed the stairs and found Olivia standing in the doorway of the master bedroom. It was huge, with a king-sized bed dressed in white linens, another wall of windows facing the ocean, and an en-suite bathroom with a glass-walled shower and a soaking tub. The second bedroom was smaller but still luxurious, with a queen bed and its own bathroom.

“The views,” Olivia said, and she crossed to the windows in the master bedroom, pressing her palms against the glass. “Look at this.”

I stood beside her, and the view stole the breath from my lungs. The ocean stretched to the horizon, black and vast under the star-strewn sky. The moon hung low and full, casting a silver path across the water, and the waves rolled in below, white foam catching the light. The deck wrapped around from below, and I could see the fire pit, the lounge chairs, and the railing that marked the edge of the cliff.

“You’re staying in the master,” Olivia said. “I take the other bedroom.”

Leah appeared in the doorway, her eyes on the view. “I can’t believe this is real. We’re standing in a million-dollar house that we technically broke into, and it has a better view than any hotel I’ve ever stayed in.”

“Borrowed,” I corrected. “We borrowed it.”

“Same thing.” She crossed to the bed and dropped onto it, bouncing slightly on the mattress. “Oh my god. This bed. This bed is going to change my life.”

We spent the next hour getting comfortable. Olivia found towels in a linen closet and claimed the master bathroom for a shower. I heard the water running, then her voice singing something off-key and cheerful. Leah and I explored the rest of the house, finding a fully stocked bar cart in the living room, a Bluetooth speaker system, and a deck that wrapped around the entire second floor, accessible through sliding glass doors in both bedrooms.

By the time Olivia emerged from the shower, wrapped in a fluffy white towel, her hair damp and curling at the ends, we had settled in, and the house was lit only by the warm glow of the recessed lighting. She disappeared into the master bedroom and came back dressed in the white off-the-shoulder top and high-waisted shorts she’d bought yesterday, her hair loose and wavy.

Leah had changed too, into the pale yellow cropped tank and tiny denim shorts, and I was still in my olive shorts and gray henley. We looked like we belonged here, like we’d rented the place fair and square, and the thought made something reckless and warm bloom in my chest.

“Drinks,” Olivia said, heading for the bar cart. “We’re celebrating. Chase, find the speaker and put something on. Something chill.”

I connected my phone to the Bluetooth system, and a playlist of laid-back indie rock filled the house, the sound rich and warm through the hidden speakers. Olivia mixed drinks, something with vodka and cranberry and lime, and poured three glasses. She handed one to Leah, one to me, and raised her own.

“To the best summer ever,” she said. “And to genius Chase, who found us the nicest illegal accommodation in California.”

“Borrowed,” I said again, but I clinked my glass against hers.

We took our drinks to the deck. The night air was warm and still, the ocean breeze carrying the smell of salt from the garden below. The moon was higher now, brighter and the stars were thick overhead, the Milky Way a faint smear of light across the dark sky.

We settled onto the lounge chairs, and for a while we just sat there, sipping our drinks, watching the ocean, not talking.

Then Olivia set her glass down on the side table and turned to face us, her legs tucked beneath her on the lounge chair. Her blue eyes caught the moonlight, bright and mischievous, and I knew that look. I’d seen it a thousand times growing up, usually right before she suggested something that would get us both in trouble.

“Truth or Dare,” she said.

Leah’s eyebrows rose. “What?”

“Truth or Dare. The game. To make the night more interesting.” Olivia’s grin was sharp and knowing. “Come on. We’re in a stolen house on a cliff overlooking the ocean. We might as well go all the way.”

Leah looked at me, and I could see the same war playing out on her face that had happened in the car. Caution versus excitement. Adventure versus safety. And then the excitement won, the way it always did with her, and her smile matched Olivia’s.

“I’m in,” Leah said.

They both looked at me. “Chase?” Olivia prompted.

I took a long sip of my drink, letting the alcohol burn down my throat. The night air was warm on my skin, the music was soft, the ocean was endless below us, and I was sitting between two of the most beautiful girls I’d ever known, both of them looking at me like I was the only thing that mattered.

“Let’s do it,” I said.

Olivia clapped her hands together. “Perfect. I’ll go first, since it was my idea. Chase.” She fixed me with that look, the one that saw through every wall I’d ever built. “Truth. What’s the hottest thing you’ve thought about one of us since we got back from college?”

The question landed like a grenade. My face went hot instantly, the blush crawling up my neck and across my cheeks. Leah was watching me, her hazel eyes bright with interest, and Olivia looked downright mischievous.

“Come on,” I said, giving her a look.

“Truth, Chase. Those are the rules.”

I took another drink, buying time, but there was no way out of this. The drink loosened something in my chest, made the truth feel less dangerous, and I met her gaze.

“Both of you,” I said, and my voice came out steadier than I expected. “I’ve had thoughts about both of you. Since you got back. Since before you got back, if I’m being honest.”

The admission hung in the air, and I watched Olivia, who looked surprised, like she hadn’t expected me to be that direct. Leah’s hand found my knee, her fingers squeezing.

“Both of us,” Olivia repeated, and her voice was quiet, almost wondering. “At the same time, or separately?”

“Olivia, don’t push it,” I said, and the warning was half-hearted at best.

“Just clarifying the rules of the game.”

“Separately … together … Or I don’t know. Yes, all of it.” I ran my hand through my hair, the nervous habit I couldn’t break. “Your turn, Leah.”

Leah’s eyes lit up, and she turned to Olivia like she’d been waiting for this moment. “Olivia, dare. I dare you to do a sexy dance for thirty seconds. Right here, right now.”

Olivia didn’t hesitate. She set her drink down, stood up from the lounge chair, and struck a pose, one hand on her hip, the other above her head. The music was still playing, something slow and bass-heavy, and she started to move.

It was ridiculous and sexy in equal measure. She rolled her hips, her body swaying with the rhythm, her arms moving in exaggerated, theatrical arcs. She turned, her ass facing us, and dropped into a slow grind, her hips circling, her hands running down her own thighs. She looked over her shoulder at us, her blue eyes heavy-lidded, her lips parted, and the look on her face was so deliberately over-the-top that I couldn’t help but laugh.

Leah was laughing too, cheering her on, clapping her hands in time with the music. “Yes! Work it!”

Olivia spun back around, her hair flying, and shimmied her shoulders, her breasts bouncing beneath the white top. She dropped into a crouch, her hands on her knees, and then rose slowly, her body undulating, and the whole thing was so absurdly performative, so clearly designed to make us laugh, that the tension from my truth answer dissolved into pure, bright joy.

She finished with a dramatic flourish, both arms extended, one leg kicked out, and held the pose for a beat before collapsing back onto the lounge chair, breathless and grinning.

“Thirty seconds,” she gasped. “Did I make it?”

“You made it,” Leah said, wiping tears of laughter from her eyes. “That was the sexiest and also the funniest thing I’ve ever seen.”

“I’ll take it.” Olivia reached for her drink and took a long swallow. “Chase, your turn.”

I looked at Leah, who was still catching her breath from laughing, and her eyes locked with mine, and I felt the question crystallize in my chest, sharp and clear.

“Leah,” I said. “Truth. Have you ever had a crush on one of your friend’s siblings?”

She glanced at Olivia, then back at me, and her cheeks flushed pink. “Yeah,” she said, and the word came out quiet, almost shy. “Yeah, I have.”

The silence stretched for a beat, two beats, and then she continued, her voice gaining strength, her eyes never leaving mine. “You, Chase. It’s been you since I heard about you.” She tucked a strand of dark hair behind her ear, the gesture nervous and sweet.

I reached for her hand, and she let me take it, her fingers threading through mine.

“Okay,” Olivia said. “Chase. Dare.”

I braced myself. “Hit me.”

“I dare you to take off your shirt and flex for us. Proper flex. Show us what you’ve got.”

The request was ridiculous and also exactly the kind of thing Olivia would ask. I hesitated for exactly one second, then stood up from the lounge chair. The night air was warm against my skin as I grabbed the hem of my gray henley and pulled it over my head. The fabric caught on my hair for a moment, and then it was off, and I was standing shirtless.

I rolled my shoulders back, planted my feet, and flexed. Arms, chest, abs, the whole show.

Leah whistled, low and appreciative. “Dang, Chase.”

“Damn,” Olivia said, and her voice had dropped. “When did you learn to flex like that?”

She stood up and crossed to me, her bare feet silent on the deck. She reached out and pressed her palm flat against my chest, her fingers splaying over my pectoral muscle. The touch was warm, her skin warm and soft against mine, and I felt my cock twitch.

Leah appeared on my other side, her hand finding my opposite arm, her fingers tracing the veins that stood out against the muscle. Her hand slid from my arm to my shoulder, then across my back, her palm flat against the muscle. “His back is insane too. Feel this.”

Olivia’s hand followed Leah’s lead, both of them now touching me, their hands moving over my chest and arms and back with a casual intimacy that made my head spin. Leah’s fingers traced the line of my spine, and Olivia’s palm pressed against my stomach, and I stood there between them, shirtless and flexing under the moonlight, and I’d never felt more exposed or more alive.

“You’re gorgeous,” Leah said, and she pressed a kiss to my shoulder, her lips warm against my skin.

“Ridiculously gorgeous,” Olivia added, and her hand lingered on my abs, her thumb brushing the lowest ridge.

Then they stepped back, and I released the flex, rolling my shoulders to ease the tension. My skin was buzzing where they’d touched me, and I could feel the heat of their gazes like physical weight.

“Okay,” I said, pulling the henley back on, the fabric settling over my heated skin. “Whose turn?”

“Your turn,” Olivia told Leah, and her voice was steadier now, the moment passing. “Leah. Truth or dare?”

“Truth,” Leah said.

Olivia’s grin returned, sharp and wicked, and I recognized the shift, the way she was steering the game back toward lighter territory. “Leah, have you ever had a threesome?”

Leah’s eyebrows shot up. “Olivia!”

“What? You said truth.”

“I have not had a threesome,” Leah said, and she was laughing, the tension breaking. “But I’m not opposed to the concept.”

“Noted,” Olivia said, and her eyes flicked to me, loaded with meaning.

“Chase,” Leah said, and the sound of my name in that voice made my cock throb. “Dare. I dare you to make out with Olivia.”

The words hit me like a bucket of ice water. I froze, and my eyes found Olivia across the deck. She was staring at Leah, her mouth open, her blue eyes wide with shock. The color drained from her face, then flooded back, a deep, hot pink that spread from her cheeks down her neck and across her chest. Her lips parted, closed, parted again, but no sound came out.

“Leah,” I said, and my voice cracked.

“Those are the rules,” Leah said, and she was watching Olivia, not me, her face open and warm and completely unthreatening. “You have to do it. That’s how the game works.”

The silence stretched, broken only by the crash of waves below and the thud of my own heartbeat. Olivia’s eyes found mine, and I saw the war playing out in them. Shock, embarrassment, fear, and beneath all of it, something hot and bright and hungry that she’d been trying to hide all night.

“Olivia,” I said, and her name came out rough, almost a question.

She didn’t answer with words. She stood up from the lounge chair, and crossed the deck toward us. The moonlight caught her face, but I couldn’t read it, her blue eyes dark and intense, fixed on mine.

She stopped in front of me, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from her body. Leah’s eyes moved between Olivia and me, bright and encouraging.

“Go ahead,” Leah whispered. “I want to watch.”

The permission, the encouragement, the raw desire in Leah’s voice, it broke something loose inside me. I looked up at Olivia, at the girl I’d known since I was ten, fought with, loved in every way except this one, and the tension that had been building all summer, all night, all game, reached its breaking point.

I reached for her. My hand found the back of her neck, my fingers sliding into her blonde hair, and I pulled her down to me.

The first touch of her lips was soft and warm and tentative, a question more than a kiss, and then she answered. Her mouth opened against mine, and her tongue met my tongue, and the kiss caught fire.

Olivia made a sound against my lips, a low, desperate moan that vibrated through my entire body. Her hands found my face, her fingers gripping my jaw, pulling me closer, and the kiss deepened, tongues sliding together, hot and wet and hungry. She tasted like alcohol and cranberry and something sweet, something that was just her, and the taste of it made my head spin.

I felt Leah’s eyes on us, her presence grounding me even as the kiss with Olivia threatened to consume me whole.

Olivia’s hands moved from my face to my hair, her fingers tangling in the dark blonde strands, pulling my head back, changing the angle of the kiss. She was aggressive now, demanding, her tongue pushing into my mouth, claiming me, and I met her with equal force, my hand tightening on the back of her neck, holding her in place.

She broke the kiss for a breath, her forehead pressed against mine, her blue eyes inches from my face, dark and wild and desperate. “Chase,” she breathed, and my name on her lips sounded like a prayer.

“Olivia,” I said, and my voice was wrecked, barely recognizable.

She kissed me again, harder this time, her body pressing forward, and then she was moving, climbing onto the lounge chair, onto me, her knees on either side of my hips. She straddled me, her weight settling onto my lap, and the position pushed her body flush against mine, her chest pressed against my chest, her hips grinding down against my erection.

The contact was devastating. My cock was trapped between us, hard and aching, and Olivia’s hips rolled, grinding against me through the thin fabric of her shorts and mine. The friction was maddening, hot and slick, and I groaned into her mouth, my hands finding her waist, pulling her closer.

She moaned, the sound vibrating against my lips, and her hips moved faster, grinding in tight circles, her body seeking friction, seeking pressure, seeking release. My hands slid from her waist to her ass, gripping the firm, round curves through her shorts, and I pulled her down harder, grinding up against her, and the sensation was so intense that white spots danced at the edges of my vision.

The kiss didn’t break. Our mouths stayed locked together, tongues tangling, teeth clashing and breath mingling. Olivia’s hands were everywhere, in my hair, on my chest, gripping my shoulders, pulling me closer, and my hands roamed her body, tracing the curve of her spine, the swell of her hips, the dip of her waist.

Leah had slid to the side, giving us room, but she was still close, her hand on my thigh, her eyes bright and dark with arousal. She watched us kiss with pure, uncomplicated desire, her lips parted, her chest heaving, and the knowledge that she was watching, that she wanted this, that she’d dared us into it, made everything hotter, more intense, more real.

Olivia’s hips were moving, grinding against me, and I could feel her wetness through the fabric, could feel the heat of her arousal seeping through her shorts and into mine. My cock was painfully hard, throbbing with every roll of her hips, and I knew she could feel it, knew she could feel every inch of me straining against her.

The kiss lasted forever, our mouths locked together, our bodies pressed tight, our hands exploring, our hips grinding. The world narrowed to the taste of her, the feel of her, the sound of her moans vibrating against my lips. The ocean crashed below, the music played, and we kissed like the world was ending, like this was the last thing we’d ever do.

When we finally broke apart, it was because we needed air. Both of us gasped, our foreheads pressed together, our chests heaving. Olivia’s lips were swollen, wet, glistening in the moonlight. Her cheeks were flushed deep red, her hair wild around her face, her blue eyes glassy and unfocused. She was still straddling me, her body trembling, her hips still making small, involuntary movements against my cock.

I looked at her, at the girl I’d just kissed like my life depended on it, and the reality of what had happened crashed over me in a wave of heat and confusion and something that felt terrifyingly like love.

Olivia’s eyes cleared, and she looked at me, and I saw wonder, fear, desire, and beneath all of it, a fierce, protective tenderness that I recognized because I felt it too.

“Wow,” she whispered.

“Yeah,” I said, and my voice was just as wrecked.

She climbed off my lap slowly and dropped onto the lounge chair beside us. Leah’s hand found mine, squeezing, and when I looked at her, she was smiling, her eyes bright and warm and completely without jealousy.

“That,” Leah said, “was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

None of us spoke for a long moment. The three of us sat on the deck, the moonlight silvering our skin, the ocean crashing below, and the air between us was thick with something new and dangerous and beautiful.

“I think,” Olivia said finally, “that we should probably end the game. I’m getting tired.”

“Agreed,” I said.

“Strongly agreed,” Leah added.

We gathered our glasses and the empty bottle from the bar cart, and carried everything inside. The house was cool and dark, the recessed lighting casting warm pools of light across the marble floors. We moved in silence, each of us processing what had happened, the kiss still burning on my lips, the taste of Olivia still in my mouth.

Olivia disappeared into her bedroom. Leah and I stood in the kitchen, the counter between us, and she looked at me.

“You okay?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said, and I meant it. The guilt was there, a low, persistent hum beneath the surface, but it was outweighed by something else. Something that felt like possibility. “Are you?”

“I’m great.” She crossed to me and pressed a kiss to my jaw, her lips warm against my skin. “That was… I don’t even have words. I’ve been thinking about it for weeks, and seeing it happen, watching you two…” She shook her head, a slow, wondering smile spreading across her face. “It was everything I hoped it would be.”

“You hoped for this?”

“I’ve been hoping for this since I saw you two play fighting.” She kissed me again, her lips soft and sure. “You and Olivia have something special. I could see it the second you were rolling on top of each other.”

I stood there in the kitchen with Leah’s words still hanging in the air between us, and something in my chest settled into place like a key turning in a lock.

“You’ve been thinking about it for weeks,” I said.

“Longer than that.” She tilted her head, her hazel eyes catching the light. “Are you surprised?”

“I don’t know what I am.”

She smiled, and it was the kind of smile that didn’t need an answer. She took my hand and led me toward the stairs, and I followed her up, through the dark hallway, past the closed door of the second bedroom. Light showed in the gap beneath the door. Olivia was in there, and the thought of her, the taste of her still faintly present on my lips, made my pulse kick before I could stop it.

Leah pulled me into the master bedroom and closed the door behind us. The king bed was enormous and white in the moonlight coming through the floor-to-ceiling windows, the ocean visible beyond the glass, vast and black and silver. Leah sat on the edge of the mattress and looked up at me. “We should sleep,” she said.

“Probably.”

“Probably,” she agreed, and neither of us moved.

I crossed to the window and stood there for a moment, looking out at the water. The moon had climbed higher, the silver path across the ocean longer now.

I heard Leah pull back the covers. I heard the soft sound of fabric, and when I turned around she’d taken off her shorts and climbed into the bed in just the yellow tank and a pair of pale underwear, her dark hair loose against the white pillow. She looked at me with those warm hazel eyes and patted the mattress beside her.

I stripped down to my swim trunks and got in. The sheets were cool and clean and soft. Leah turned onto her side to face me, and I turned toward her, and for a moment we just lay there in the dark, the moonlight coming through the glass, the sound of the ocean filling the room.

“Today was a lot,” she said quietly.

“Today was everything.”

She reached out and touched my face, her fingers tracing along my jaw, and the gentleness of it undid something in me. I caught her hand and pressed my lips to her palm, and she made a soft sound, and then I was kissing her deeply.

She moved closer, and I pulled her in, her body pressing along the length of mine. Her hands slid into my hair, and mine found her back, and the kiss deepened, our tongues swirling, each breath drawing us tighter together. I felt her fingers trail down my neck, across my shoulders, tracing the muscle there, and I ran my palm up her spine beneath the tank, feeling the warmth of her skin.

She moved, and then she was moving over me, her thighs straddling my hips, her weight settling onto me, and the contact drew a sound out of me that I barely recognized. She was warm everywhere, and she rolled her hips, and I was already hard from the evening, from the deck, from the forbidden kiss, and the contact was so sharp it made my jaw clench.

She smiled, and rolled her hips again. My hands found her waist, and I gripped her, not pulling, just holding, feeling the movement of her body against mine. She leaned down and kissed me again, her hair falling around our faces. My hands moved from her waist to her hips to the curve of her ass, and she made a low sound into my mouth that went straight through me.

The room was quiet except for the ocean and the soft sounds we made, and the moonlight lay across the white sheets in long silver bars, and I thought that I could stay here forever, in this stolen house on this cliff above the water, with Leah warm and moving above me.

Then the shriek ripped through the wall.

It was high and sharp and sudden, and it hit me like a shot of adrenaline straight to the sternum. I sat bolt upright, my hands jerking back from Leah’s hips, my heart slamming against my ribs. Leah scrambled sideways on the mattress, both of us staring at the wall.

The bedroom door burst open. Olivia stood in the doorway in the white tank top she’d worn earlier that day, the hem barely reaching her thighs and panties, her blonde hair wild and damp from the shower, her blue eyes wide and white-rimmed with genuine terror. She was clutching a pillow against her chest with both arms, her knuckles pale, her bare feet on the hardwood floor. She was breathing hard.

“Oh my god,” she gasped.

“What is it?” I was already halfway out of the bed, my feet hitting the floor, every protective instinct firing at once. “Olivia, what happened?”

“There’s a huge spider in my room.” The words came out in a rush. “I saw it crawling across the wall above the bed and it was enormous, Chase, I’m not exaggerating, it was the size of my hand, and then it just dropped down and disappeared under the bed and I can’t, I cannot sleep in there with that thing under me.”

I stared at her. “A spider.”

“Yeah, a frickin’ spider!” She bounced from foot to foot, her toes curling against the hardwood like she was ready to leap straight into orbit. “I know this is pathetic, and you’re going to make fun of me, but can I please sleep in here tonight? I mean, with you guys. I’m not going back there.”

She looked so genuinely panicked that I forgot about the bulge tenting the front of my trunks. “Yeah, of course,” I said, scooting over and pulling the covers up to my chest. “Come on.”

Leah patted the mattress on my other side, her lips curling in a half-smile. “Olivia, you’re safe in here. And I’ll squash any spider that comes close. Promise.”

Olivia paused for a heartbeat then crossed the room in three quick steps. She dropped the pillow, peeled back the sheet, and slid into bed next to me, her body still warm from the shower. I caught a glimpse of bare hip before she tucked her knees up close, curling almost fetal with a sigh of relief.

Leah lay on my other side, facing me, her arm draped loosely across my stomach. Olivia pressed up against my back, her breath on my neck, her hand finding my bicep and holding it tight, like she needed to anchor herself to something real and solid.

My heart pounded. I was sandwiched between the two of them, every nerve ending alight, and the tension under the covers was so thick I could barely move. Leah’s hand drifted lower, just above the waistband of my trunks, her thumb stroking slow circles on my skin. Olivia’s leg crept up over mine, the bare skin of her thigh pressing against my calf, and she made a contented, almost kittenish sound in the back of her throat.

For a long time, nobody spoke. The only sounds were the ocean outside and the soft breathing of the girls on either side of me. My cock was still hard, straining against the thin fabric, and every time Leah’s hand brushed lower, I had to bite my tongue. I wondered if Olivia could feel it pressed against her through the covers, or if she was too preoccupied with the phantom spider to notice.

After a while, Olivia’s breathing slowed, the tension draining from her body. She loosened her grip on my arm, but didn’t let go. “It’s so much warmer with all three of us,” she murmured, her voice muffled against my shoulder.

“Yeah,” I said.

Leah’s hand moved even lower, her fingers dipping beneath the waistband, and she found me instantly, wrapping her hand around my shaft and stroking slowly, her movements hidden by the sheet. She pressed her lips to my neck, just below my ear, and I could feel her smile against my skin.

I tried not to move, not to react, but it was impossible. Every muscle in my body tensed, and a shiver ran up my spine. Olivia’s leg tightened around mine, and she made another little noise, something between a sigh and a moan.

Leah’s hand stilled, and she withdrew it, her fingers trailing up my stomach. She settled her head on my chest, her hair fanning out across the pillow. I glanced down at her, and she looked up at me through her lashes, mischief and affection mingling in her eyes.

“Goodnight, Chase,” she whispered.

Olivia echoed it, a sleepy “Night,” as she burrowed closer to my back, her nose against my shoulder blade.

I lay awake for a long time, listening to the ocean and the even cadence of their breathing. Eventually, the heat and closeness and exhaustion caught up with me, and I drifted off, sandwiched between the two most beautiful girls I’d ever known, still half-hard and wholly alive.


Chapter 5

In the middle of the night, I woke to a sound. Not the ocean, not the wind, not the creak of the house settling, but a low buzzing, muffled and close, vibrating through the mattress like a second heartbeat.

My eyes opened to the dark. The room was silvered with moonlight, the floor-to-ceiling windows framing the black ocean and the white path of the moon across the water. The sound was coming from my right. I turned my head, slowly, an inch at a time.

Leah was asleep on my left. Her breathing was deep and even, her dark hair fanned across the pillow, one arm curled beneath her head. She was out cold. She didn’t stir and didn’t hear a thing.

On my right, Olivia was not asleep. The covers had slipped down around her waist, pooled in the valley between us. She lay on her side facing me, her white tank top hiked up above her navel, the thin cotton of her panties pulled aside. Between her thighs, barely visible in the dim light, was the faint outline of something small and pink, moving in slow, steady circles against her. A vibrator. She’d brought a vibrator.

I stopped breathing, stopped moving and stopped everything except the desperate, involuntary clench of every muscle in my body.

Olivia’s face was flushed, a deep rose that spread from her cheeks down her neck and across her chest. Her eyes were closed, her lips parted, and her breath came in short, controlled bursts through her nose, each exhale barely audible. One hand gripped the sheet beside her hip, her fingers twisted in the fabric. The other hand worked the toy, her wrist moving in those slow, sensual circles, the buzzing sound muffled by the sheet and the press of her thighs.

She was trying to be quiet, trying so hard. The effort was written in every line of her body, the tension in her jaw, the way she bit her lower lip, the way her free hand clenched and unclenched in the sheet. She knew I was right there. She knew Leah was right there. And she was doing it anyway.

I lay perfectly still. Not a twitch and not a breath. My cock was already hard, had been hard since I’d fallen asleep, and now it was straining against my trunks so painfully that I thought the fabric might tear. Every nerve in my body was screaming, every synapse firing at once, and I couldn’t move, couldn’t speak, couldn’t do anything but watch.

Her breathing quickened. I could see it in the rise and fall of her chest, the way her ribs expanded and contracted. Her hips began to twitch, subtle, involuntary movements, rocking against the toy in tiny increments. Her thighs tightened, the muscles in her legs going taut, and the hand in the sheet gripped harder, the fabric pulling taut.

She was close. I could see it building in her, the tension coiling tighter and tighter, her body winding toward something inevitable. Her lips parted wider, and a sound escaped, barely a whisper, a thin, desperate exhale that carried the ghost of my name.

Then she tensed. Every muscle in her body locked at once, her thighs clamping together around the toy, her back arching off the mattress in a tight, controlled curve. Her mouth opened, and she came with a suppressed, shuddering gasp, her body shaking, her hand still working the vibrator through the peak, drawing it out, her hips bucking once, twice, three times against the buzzing.

The sound she made was barely audible, a thin, broken whimper that she swallowed at the last second, biting down on her lower lip hard enough to leave marks. Her body trembled, the aftershocks rolling through her in visible waves, her stomach muscles clenching and releasing, her thighs quivering against the toy.

For a long moment, she stayed like that, frozen in the grip of her orgasm, her body rigid and her breath held. Then, slowly, the tension drained out of her. Her muscles relaxed one by one, her spine settling back against the mattress, her thighs loosening, her hand going still. The vibrator’s buzzing filled the silence.

She reached down with her free hand and turned it off. The sudden absence of sound was almost louder than the buzzing had been, the room dropping into a silence so complete I could hear my own blood roaring in my ears.

Then Olivia did something that stopped my heart completely. She brought the vibrator to her mouth. Her tongue extended, pink and wet in the moonlight, and she licked it clean. Her eyes still closed, her face serene, almost meditative, like she was enjoying something precious. Her tongue traced the length of the toy, then circled the tip, and she made a small, satisfied sound in the back of her throat, something between a hum and a sigh.

My cock throbbed so hard I saw stars.

She tucked the vibrator under her pillow, out of sight, and let out a soft, contented sigh. Then she settled back against my side, her body warm and relaxed, her arm draping across my chest, her leg hooking over mine. She nuzzled into my shoulder, her breath warm and even against my skin, and within seconds her breathing slowed, deepened, and she was asleep.

Just like that. As if nothing had happened. As if she hadn’t just masturbated six inches from me while my girlfriend slept on my other side. As if the last five minutes were a dream she’d already forgotten.

My cock was a steel rod trapped in my trunks, aching and desperate, and every inch of my skin was hypersensitive, burning where Olivia’s body pressed against mine. Her arm was warm across my chest. Her leg was heavy over mine. Her breath tickled my collarbone.

And eventually, I fell asleep.

* * *

I woke to sunlight, the full, blazing assault of California morning pouring through floor-to-ceiling glass, turning the white sheets golden and the room into something out of a catalog. My eyes opened, and for a long, disoriented moment, I had no idea where I was. The ceiling was high and white. The ocean was right there, blue and vast beyond the windows. The king bed beneath me was soft and enormous, and I was warm, so warm, pressed between two bodies that smelled like salt and sleep.

Leah was still on my left, her face buried in my shoulder, her dark hair a tangled mess across the pillow. Her arm was thrown over my chest, her hand loose and open against my ribs, and her breathing was deep and slow. On my right, Olivia was curled against me, her back to my side, her blonde hair fanned across the pillow in loose waves, one leg hooked over mine, her bare foot tucked against my calf.

The memory hit me. The buzzing. The moonlight. Her hand between her thighs, the vibrator working in slow circles, her body trembling, her lips parted, that thin, desperate exhale that might have been my name. Her tongue on the toy afterward, enjoying every inch. The satisfied hum. The way she’d tucked it under the pillow and fallen asleep against me like nothing had happened.

My cock stirred against the inside of my trunks, already half-hard from the memory alone. I lay perfectly still, staring at the ceiling, trying to will the blood away from my groin before either of them woke up and felt it pressed against them. The image of Olivia’s face in the dark, flushed and desperate, her eyes closed, her jaw clenched with the effort of staying quiet, played on a loop behind my eyes. I could still hear the muffled buzzing if I concentrated, could still feel the mattress vibrating faintly beneath me.

I adjusted, trying to ease the pressure, and Olivia stirred against my side. She made a small, sleepy sound, her leg tightening over mine, and then her eyes opened. Blue, bright, still soft with sleep. She blinked at me, and for one terrifying second, I thought she could see the memory written across my face, and could read the knowledge in my eyes.

But she just smiled, and nuzzled closer. “Morning,” she murmured, her voice rough with sleep.

“Morning.”

Leah stirred on my other side, stretching like a cat, her body lengthening against mine. Her hand slid up my chest, her fingers trailing across my collarbone, and she made a contented sound. “Mmm. This bed is even better in the morning.”

“We should get up,” I said, not moving.

“We should,” Olivia agreed, also not moving.

“Absolutely,” Leah said, and she pressed a kiss to my cheek. “Right after five more minutes.”

The five minutes stretched to ten, then fifteen.

Eventually, Olivia sat up, stretching her arms overhead. “Okay. I’m up. I’m actually up this time.” She swung her legs over the side of the bed and stood, and I caught a glimpse of the pale cotton of her panties before the hem of the tank settled back down. She padded across the room to the bathroom, and I heard the shower start.

Leah propped herself up on one elbow and looked at me, her hazel eyes clear and bright in the morning light. “You okay? You seem distracted.”

“I’m fine,” I said, too quickly. “Just tired.”

She studied me for a moment, and I could see her deciding whether to push it. She must have decided against it, because she leaned down and kissed me, her hand on my jaw. “Last night was incredible,” she said against my lips.

“Yeah,” I said. “It was.”

She climbed out of bed, and I watched her cross the room, the yellow tank riding up. She disappeared into the bathroom after Olivia, and I heard the shower door open, the sound of water hitting tile, and then their voices, muffled and laughing.

I lay there for another minute, staring at the ceiling, the memory of Olivia’s face in the dark still burning behind my eyes. Then I got up.

We dressed in the clothes we’d worn yesterday, rumpled but clean enough. I pulled on my olive shorts and gray henley, ran my fingers through my hair, and splashed water on my face in the guest bathroom. When I came out, Olivia and Leah were in the kitchen, already pulling things from the fridge and cabinets.

“Breakfast,” Olivia said, setting a bowl of strawberries on the counter. She’d found grapes, a ripe cantaloupe, and a container of what looked like fresh melon in the fridge. “The owners stocked this place well. There’s yogurt too, and granola, and I found coffee pods.”

We loaded a tray with the fruit, three mugs of coffee, and a stack of paper napkins, and carried everything out to the terrace. The sun was high but not yet hot, the light golden and diffuse, and the ocean stretched to the horizon in every shade of blue I’d ever seen.

We settled into the lounge chairs, the fruit between us, and for a while we just ate and drank and watched the water. The strawberries were sweet and ripe, bursting between my teeth. The grapes were cold and crisp. The cantaloupe was perfect, soft and fragrant, and Olivia cut thick slices with a knife she’d found in the kitchen, the juice running down her fingers.

“This is the life,” Leah said, leaning back in her chair, her coffee balanced on her knee. “I could get used to this. Waking up to ocean views, fresh fruit, good coffee…”

“Stolen houses,” Olivia added, popping a grape into her mouth. She was in the same white off-the-shoulder top and high-waisted shorts from last night, her hair loose and wavy, still damp from the shower. She looked like she belonged on the cover of a magazine, and the thought made something twist in my chest.

“Borrowed houses,” I corrected.

“Same thing.” She grinned at me.

We talked about last night. The volleyball, the bikini top coming loose, the wrestling in the sand. The drinks on the deck, the moonlight, the music. And then, inevitably, the game.

“Truth or Dare,” Leah said, and she was grinning, her eyes moving between Olivia and me. “That escalated quickly.”

“You’re the one who dared us to kiss,” Olivia said with a light blush.

“I know,” Leah said, and she looked at me. “Best dare I’ve ever given. You two were… wow.”

“We were,” Olivia agreed, and she didn’t look at me when she said it. She looked at the ocean, her mug pressed to her lips, and I could see the flush creeping up her neck, pink and telling.

“And then the spider,” I said, steering us toward safer ground. “The giant, hand-sized, life-threatening spider.”

Olivia threw a grape at me. It bounced off my chest and landed in my lap. “It was huge. Don’t make fun of me.”

“It was the size of a quarter and you know it.”

“It was the size of my hand and you weren’t there, so you don’t get an opinion.” But she was smiling, the tension breaking, and she reached over and stole a strawberry from my plate. “But I will say… the shared bed situation worked out pretty well. It was cozy.”

“Very cozy,” Leah said, and her foot found mine under the table, her toes brushing my ankle. “All three of us. Warm and comfy.”

“Intimate,” Olivia added, and the word hung in the air between us, loaded with meaning.

We ate in comfortable silence for a while, the fruit disappearing, the coffee warming us from the inside. The breeze picked up, cool and refreshing, and I leaned back in my chair, my arms behind my head, and let the sun hit my face. The ocean crashed below, white foam against dark rock, and the sky was cloudless and endless.

“We should stay another night,” Olivia said.

I was about to respond, about to say something witty or warm or stupid, when the sound reached us.

Keys. The sound of someone at the front door, fumbling with the lockbox, the click of the latch opening, the scrape of metal on metal.

We all froze.

Olivia’s mug stopped halfway to her lips. Leah’s hand tightened on mine. I sat up straight, every muscle in my body locking, my ears straining toward the sound.

The jingling continued. The lockbox door creaked open. A voice, muffled but audible, drifted around the corner of the house. A man’s voice, low and conversational, talking to someone I couldn’t see.

“Shit,” Olivia whispered. The color drained from her face. “Shit, someone’s here.”

My heart exploded into my throat. I was on my feet before I’d consciously decided to move, my body operating on pure adrenaline. “Go, now. Grab your phones, grab your wallets, nothing else.”

Leah was already up, her coffee forgotten, her eyes wide and panicked. Olivia snatched her phone from the table, shoved it into the pocket of her shorts, and grabbed her wallet from beside her chair. I had my phone and wallet in my back pocket already, and I scanned the terrace, looking for anything we’d left behind. The fruit, the coffee mugs, the napkins. Nothing that could identify us. Nothing that mattered.

“Side gate,” I hissed, pointing toward the far end of the terrace, where a low wooden gate led to a path that wound down the hillside toward the road. “Quiet. Don’t run until we’re off the property.”

We moved. Fast and silent, our bare feet whispering across the stone as we slipped through the side gate and onto the narrow path that wound down the hillside. My heart was hammering so hard I could feel it in my teeth. Behind us, I heard the front door creak open, then the man’s voice again, clearer now, talking about the view or the weather or something I couldn’t parse through the blood roaring in my ears.

We hit the road at a crouch, then broke into a sprint. The car was fifty yards ahead, parked at the base of the driveway where I’d left it the night before. My bare feet slapped against the warm asphalt, and I heard Olivia’s breath coming in sharp gasps behind me, and Leah’s faster, lighter footsteps on my left.

I fumbled the keys out of my pocket, thumbed the unlock button, and the car chirped once. I winced, but didn’t stop. We piled in, Olivia diving into the back seat, Leah sliding into the passenger side, and I was behind the wheel before the doors had fully closed.

I started the engine, threw it into drive, and pulled away from the curb with as much calm as I could fake. No squealing tires, no revving engine, just a slow, steady acceleration down the coastal road, my eyes flicking between the rearview mirror and the road ahead.

The house disappeared behind the cypress trees. No headlights followed, no shouts, no nothing.

I drove for two minutes, three, four, my foot steady on the gas, the speedometer creeping up to forty, then fifty. The road curved along the cliff edge, the ocean a vast blue expanse on our right, and the morning sun beat through the windshield, warm and bright and completely at odds with the adrenaline still coursing through my veins.

Then Olivia let out a sound from the back seat, something between a gasp and a laugh, and the dam broke.

“Oh my god,” she wheezed, and then she was laughing, full and bright and slightly hysterical, her head thrown back against the seat. “Oh my god, Chase, that was…”

“Way too close,” I said, and the words came out shaky, and then I was laughing too, my grip loosening on the wheel, my shoulders dropping from somewhere near my ears. “That was way too close.”

Leah leaned back in her seat, her hand pressed flat against her chest, her hazel eyes wide and bright. “I think my heart stopped. I literally think my heart stopped for a full minute back there.”

“Who was that?” Olivia asked, still breathless. “The owner? The cleaner?”

“Does it matter?” I glanced at her in the rearview. Her cheeks were flushed, her blonde hair wild from the sprint, and she was grinning so wide it looked like it hurt. “We’re out. We’re gone. They’ll never know.”

“They’ll know someone was there,” Leah said. “The fruit, the sheets…”

“They’ll think it was the last guests. Or they’ll think they imagined it.” I took a deep breath, let it out slow, and felt the last of the tension drain from my shoulders. The road stretched ahead, empty and sunlit, and the ocean glittered beside us, and we were safe, we were free, we were laughing, and the whole thing felt like something out of a movie.

We drove for another ten minutes, the laughter fading to occasional giggles, the adrenaline slowly burning off.

“So much for another night,” Olivia said, and there was genuine disappointment beneath the teasing.

“Maybe next time we actually remember the tent,” I said.

“Maybe,” she agreed, and she bumped her shoulder against mine.

Then Leah’s phone rang. The sound cut through the car like a gunshot. Leah flinched so hard she nearly dropped it, her eyes going wide and white-rimmed, her fingers fumbling at the screen. “Oh my god. Oh my god, what if it’s the owner? What if it’s the police? What if they got my number from something, what if…”

“Leah.” I kept my eyes on the road, my voice steady. “That’s not possible. There’s no way they could have found your number that fast. You’re being paranoid.”

“I’m not being paranoid, Chase, we literally just fled a crime scene…”

“It was a borrowed house,” I said for the thousandth time.

“It was a stolen house, and my phone is ringing, and I’m going to have a panic attack.” She stared at the screen, her thumb hovering over the answer button, her face pale. The phone kept ringing, insistent and loud in the quiet car.

“Answer it,” Olivia said. “If it’s the police, we’ll figure it out. But it’s not the police.”

Leah took a breath, held it, and swiped to answer. “Hello?” Her voice came out thin and reedy, nothing like the confident, teasing girl from the deck last night.

I watched her face from the corner of my eye. The tension in her jaw, the way her shoulders were hunched up near her ears … then something changed. Her shoulders dropped. The color came back to her cheeks. Her face went from terrified to relieved to something more complicated, something that looked almost like exasperation.

“Mom,” she said, and the word came out on a long exhale, like she’d been holding her breath the entire time. “Yeah. Yeah, I’m here. No, I’m fine. What’s up?”

She listened for a moment, her brow furrowing. I could hear the faint buzz of her mother’s voice through the speaker, urgent and stressed, the words running together too fast to catch.

“Today?” Leah said. “Mom, I’m like three hours away. I’m at the beach with Olivia and Chase, we’re…” She trailed off, listening again. Her free hand came up and pressed against her forehead. “Yeah. Yeah, I know. I know it’s important. No, I understand.”

Another pause. Her mother’s voice rose in pitch, and Leah winced.

“Okay. Okay, Mom, calm down. I’ll be there. We’re leaving now, we’ll head straight back. Yeah. Yeah, I love you too. Bye.”

She hung up and dropped the phone into her lap like it had burned her. Then she let her head fall back against the headrest and stared at the ceiling of the car.

“Everything okay?” Olivia asked.

“My mom,” Leah said, and she sounded exhausted. “She has a bank appointment today. Some family trust thing, documents that need signing, and apparently I’m a required co-signer. She can’t do it without me. She sounded like she was about to have a full-blown meltdown.”

“Today?” I glanced at her. “Like, today today?”

“Today today. This afternoon. She needs me there in person, with ID, ready to sign. She’s been trying to reach me since yesterday, but I had my phone off for most of the beach day, and then I forgot to check it this morning because we were… busy.”

“So we’re going back,” I said.

“We’re going back.” Leah turned to look at me, disappointment and resignation written across her face. “I’m sorry. I know we were going to stay another night, and I wanted that, I really did, but…”

“Don’t apologize,” Olivia said, and she reached across and squeezed Leah’s knee. “Family stuff is family stuff. We’ll come back. There’s still most of the summer left.”

Leah smiled, and turned to look out the window. The ocean slid past, blue and endless, and I adjusted our course, turning inland at the next exit, pointing us toward the freeway and the long drive back to San Clemente.

We drove in comfortable silence for a while, the radio playing some random pop song, and I thought about the house on the cliff, the moonlight, the kiss, the buzzing in the dark. All of it already taking on the quality of a memory, sharp and vivid and slightly unreal.

We dropped Leah off at her house around two in the afternoon. Her mother’s car was already in the driveway, and I could see the woman through the front window, pacing, phone pressed to her ear. Leah leaned across the console and kissed me, her hand on my jaw.

“I’ll call you tonight,” she whispered against my lips. “Love you.”

“Love you too.”

She kissed me again, then turned and kissed Olivia’s cheek. “Drive safe. Text me when you’re home.”

She climbed out, grabbed her bag from the trunk, and disappeared through the front door. I watched her go, and something in my chest ached, a dull, sweet pain that I didn’t fully understand.

Then it was just Olivia and me.

The drive home was quieter. We talked about the trip, replayed the highlights, laughed about the volleyball and the spider and the sprint from the terrace. But neither of us mentioned the kiss. Neither of us mentioned the buzzing in the dark. But both of those things were there, filling the space between us, impossible to ignore.

We pulled into the driveway. I killed the engine and sat there for a moment, my hands still on the wheel, the silence of the car settling around us.

“Ready?” Olivia asked.

“Ready.”

We climbed out, grabbed our bags from the trunk, and walked up the front path. The door opened before we reached it. Natalia stood in the doorway, her long, glossy brown hair loose around her shoulders, her face bright with a smile that crinkled the corners of her eyes. She was wearing a simple blue sundress, and she looked elegant and warm and exactly like home.

“There you two are,” she said, and she stepped forward and pulled Olivia into a hug, then me, her arms strong and familiar around my shoulders. The hug lasted a beat longer than usual, her hand pressing against the back of my neck. “How was the trip? The beach? Everything?”

“It was amazing,” Olivia said, pulling back and dropping her bag by the door. “The beach was perfect, the water was warm, we played volleyball, we grilled burgers, the sunset was gorgeous…”

“It sounds wonderful.” Natalia’s eyes moved between us, warm and appraising, and then they dropped to our hands. To the bags we were carrying. To the empty space behind us where the car sat with its trunk closed.

“So,” she said, and her voice was light, conversational, the kind of tone that made every nerve in my body go on high alert. “Where exactly did you two sleep last night? You forgot the tent, right?”

The question landed like a grenade. I opened my mouth, closed it and opened it again. Beside me, Olivia did the same, her lips parting, her blue eyes going wide, and for one horrible, frozen second, neither of us said anything.

“We found a hotel,” I said, at the exact same moment Olivia said, “There was a cabin rental.”

We stopped. We looked at each other. We looked back at Natalia.

“A hotel,” I repeated, more firmly. “In Carpinteria. Nice place, ocean view, we got a room with two beds. It was totally fine.”

Natalia’s eyebrows rose slowly, one then the other, and her lips pressed together in a line that was trying very hard not to be a smile. She looked at Olivia, then at me, then at Olivia again, and the look on her face was the same look she’d given me when I was twelve and told her I hadn’t eaten the last piece of cake. The look that said I know you’re lying and you know I know you’re lying, but I’m going to let you have this one.

“Well,” she said, and she drew the word out like taffy, “as long as you were safe.”

The emphasis she put on safe made my ears burn. She held the look for another beat, her eyes moving between us, and then she turned and walked back into the kitchen, her sundress swaying. “There’s leftover pasta in the fridge if you’re hungry. I made extra.”

Olivia and I exchanged a look. Her cheeks were pink, and she pressed her lips together to keep from laughing. I shook my head and dropped my bag by the stairs.

We ate the pasta standing at the kitchen counter, shoveling it in like we hadn’t eaten in days, which wasn’t far from the truth. Natalia drifted in and out, grabbing her laptop, checking her phone, murmuring about a client call she needed to take. By the time we’d finished eating and loaded the dishwasher, she’d disappeared into her home office down the hall, the door clicking shut behind her.

The house went quiet. I was rinsing my plate at the sink when I felt Olivia’s presence behind me. I turned, and she was leaning against the counter, her hip cocked, her arms crossed loosely over her chest. She was smiling.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hey.”

She uncrossed her arms and pushed off the counter, moving closer. Her cheeks were still flushed from the kitchen heat, or from something else, and her blue eyes were bright and steady on mine.

“I meant to tell you earlier,” she said, and her voice dropped, quiet enough that it wouldn’t carry past the kitchen. “About Leah. About you two being together.”

My stomach tightened. “Yeah?”

“I’m genuinely glad.” She said it like she meant it, like she’d been turning the words over in her head for a while. “Like, really, truly glad. She’s my best friend, and she’s amazing, and you’re amazing, and the two of you together just makes sense. It makes you both better.”

“Thanks,” I said. “That was your plan, wasn’t it?”

She blushed. “Maybe… But also.” She tilted her head, and the smile turned into something sharper. “It actually makes you even more attractive as a man, you know? Seeing you like this. Confident, desired and wanted. It’s like… I don’t know. It’s hot.”

My face went hot. I could feel the blush crawling up my neck, and I turned back to the sink, gripping the edge of the counter, because if I looked at her any longer I was going to do something stupid. Something that would make the lie about the hotel even more obvious than it already was.

“Olivia.”

“What? I’m being honest.” She was closer now. I could feel the warmth of her body against my back, and every nerve ending along my spine lit up like a fuse. “You’ve changed this summer. You’re bolder. You’re not the same shy guy you used to be.”

“I never hid behind you.”

“You absolutely hid behind me.” She laughed, and the sound was warm against my shoulder. “But that’s not the point. The point is, I like who you’re becoming. And Leah being with you is part of that. It’s good for you.”

I turned around. She was right there, closer than I’d expected, and I had to look down to meet her eyes. Her lips were parted, her breath warm against my chin, and the flush on her cheeks had spread down her neck, disappearing beneath the collar of her white top.

“Thank you,” I said, and I meant it.

She held my gaze for a long moment. Then she stepped back, and the spell broke, and she was Olivia again, bright and teasing and safe.

“So,” she said, clapping her hands together. “What are we doing tomorrow? We have the whole day. Leah’s tied up with her mom’s thing, so it’s just us. What’s the plan?”

The question hit me like a door opening. I’d been turning it over since we’d left the cliff house, the image already half-formed in my mind, and now it crystallized into something solid and reckless and terrifying.

“We should go hiking,” I said. “Pack a lunch, bring water, make a day of it. And then…” I paused, my throat tight. “Camping. For real this time. We grab the tent from the garage, set it up somewhere with a view, sleep outside. Under the stars.”

The words came out before I could stop them, and beneath them, running like a current beneath the surface, was everything I couldn’t say. I want to be alone with you. I want to see what happens when there’s no Leah, no Natalia, no walls, no rules. I want to kiss you again. I want to watch you touch yourself the way you did in the dark, except this time I won’t pretend to be asleep. This time I’ll watch.

Olivia’s eyes lit up. Not just lit up, they blazed. The blue went electric, and her whole face transformed, the smile splitting wide and bright and completely unguarded.

“Yes,” she said, and the word came out breathless, almost giddy. “Yes, yes, yes. That’s perfect. We’ll hike, we’ll camp, we’ll build a fire, we’ll…” She bounced on her toes, her hands clasped under her chin, and she looked like she was about to combust. “We’ll sleep together under the stars.”

The way she said it. Sleep together. The words landed in my gut like a fist, and I felt the blush hit my face full force. My eyes dropped before I could stop them, and I caught the way her nipples pressed against the thin white fabric of her top, hard and visible, the peaks standing out in sharp relief. She bit her lower lip, her teeth sinking into the soft pink flesh, and leaned closer to me, her hip brushing against the counter beside mine.

My mind went somewhere it shouldn’t have. Somewhere dark and vivid and desperate. I saw Olivia in the tent, the moonlight filtering through the nylon, her skin silvered and warm. I saw her peeling off her clothes, one piece at a time, her body unfolding in the dim light. I saw myself reaching for her, my hands on her hips, pulling her down onto the sleeping bag. I saw her above me, her blonde hair falling around our faces, her blue eyes dark and hungry, and I saw her riding me under the stars, her back arched, her mouth open, the sound of her moans carrying across the empty hills.

The fantasy was so sharp, so detailed, that my cock throbbed against the inside of my shorts, and I had to shift my weight, crossing one leg over the other, praying she wouldn’t notice.

Olivia was still looking at me, her eyes bright and knowing, and I had the terrifying, electric feeling that she could see every image playing behind my eyes.

“I’ll grab the tent first thing,” I said.

“First thing,” she agreed, and she was still biting her lip, still shifting closer, still looking at me like I was something she wanted to devour.

Olivia was right there, close enough to touch, close enough to kiss, and the memory of her mouth on mine from last night burned fresh and hot on my lips.

Then Natalia’s office door opened down the hall, and the spell shattered. Olivia stepped back, smoothing her top, slipping effortlessly back into her innocent, carefree act.

Natalia appeared in the doorway, her laptop under her arm, her phone in her hand. “I’m heading out for groceries,” she said. “Need anything specific?”

“Water and granola bars,” Olivia said immediately, her voice bright and normal. “For tomorrow. Chase and I are going hiking.”

Natalia’s eyes moved between us, and that knowing look flickered across her face again, brief and warm. “Hiking. How nice. Have fun, you two.”

She disappeared through the front door, and the house settled back into silence. Smiling, Olivia looked at me.

“Tomorrow,” she said.

“Tomorrow,” I echoed.

She turned and walked out of the kitchen, and I watched her go, the sway of her hips, the curve of her waist, the way her blonde hair caught the light, and the fantasy surged back, vivid and relentless, painting the night ahead in colors I had no right to imagine.


Chapter 6

Iwoke before my alarm. The room was gray with pre-dawn light, the curtains barely stirring in the morning breeze, and I lay there for a moment, staring at the ceiling, the events of yesterday playing on a loop behind my eyes. The borrowed house. The kiss. The buzzing in the dark. Olivia’s face in the moonlight, her body trembling, her mouth open around that thin, desperate sound. The kitchen. The way she’d said sleep together like it meant something more.

My cock was already hard. It had been hard since I’d woken up, and the dreams I’d been having had only made it worse. Olivia in the tent. Olivia on top of me. Olivia’s hand between her thighs, her eyes locked on mine, not hiding, not pretending.

I rolled out of bed, pulled on a pair of basketball shorts and a white t-shirt, and padded barefoot into the hallway. The house was quiet. Natalia’s door was closed, the light off beneath it. Olivia’s door was cracked open, a sliver of pale morning light spilling into the hallway.

I pushed it open gently, my hand on the knob, and stepped inside.

The room was warm and smelled like her. The sheets were rumpled, the comforter half on the floor, the pillows scattered. She’d been restless. The thought sent a bolt of heat through my gut.

I moved toward the bed to wake her, and that’s when I saw it. On the rumpled sheets, lying in the hollow where her body had been, was her dildo. Pink, curved, still glistening with a thin, sticky coating that caught the morning light. The evidence of her arousal was clear as day, a faint sheen of honey-colored wetness clinging to the silicone, and the scent hit me full force, rich and enjoyable, filling my lungs with something that was purely her.

I stood there, frozen, staring at the toy, and my cock throbbed so hard I had to press my palm against it through my shorts. The image formed instantly, unbidden and devastating: Olivia in this bed, in the dark, her hand between her legs, the toy working inside her while she thought about me, about the kiss, about tomorrow and about what we might do under the stars.

The fantasy was so vivid I could almost hear her, that thin, desperate whimper from last night, the sound she’d tried so hard to swallow.

I reached down and picked it up. The silicone was still warm. Not warm like it had been sitting in the sun, warm like it had been inside her body minutes ago. The sticky coating clung to my fingers, thick and slick, and the scent rose from it in a wave that went straight to my cock. Sweet and musky and Olivia, and my head swam with it, my vision going soft at the edges. I turned the toy in my hand, watching the light catch the wetness.

She’d been using this. Last night, or this morning, or both. She’d been lying in this bed with this thing inside her, her hand working between her thighs, her breath coming in those short, controlled bursts.

My cock strained against my shorts, the fabric tenting obscenely, and I had to grip the edge of the nightstand to keep my balance. The image wouldn’t leave. Olivia on her back, her knees up, the toy sliding in and out while she bit her lip. About what we were going to do today. About what might happen tonight.

Then I heard it … The shower. The sound of water hitting tile, muffled but clear, coming from the bathroom down the hall. The door was probably cracked. She always left it cracked.

My feet moved before my brain caught up. I set the dildo back on the sheets, exactly where I’d found it, and crossed the room. The hallway was empty. The bathroom door was three steps away, and through the gap I could see steam curling into the corridor, could hear the patter of water on tile, could smell the fruity shampoo cutting through the steam.

I took one step then another. My hand found the doorframe, and I leaned toward the crack, my breath held, my heart slamming against my sternum.

Through the gap, I caught a glimpse of bare skin. The curve of a shoulder. The swell of a breast, wet and glistening, partially obscured by the shower door but visible enough to make my cock hard. Her blonde hair was slicked back, water streaming down her neck, her collarbone, the valley between her breasts. She was facing the wall, her back to the door, and her hands were moving over her body, soapy and slow, tracing the curve of her waist, the dip of her hip.

I leaned closer. The door creaked, and then I froze.

The sound of footsteps on the stairs hit me like a bucket of ice water. Heavy, quick, Natalia’s heels on the hardwood, coming up from the first floor. My blood turned to ice. I shoved off the doorframe, and I hit the hallway at the exact moment Natalia reached the top of the stairs.

She stopped. She looked at me. Then she looked at Olivia’s closed door and looked back at me.

I was standing in the hallway outside Olivia’s bedroom in the morning, shirtless, in half-tented basketball shorts, my hair wild from sleep, my face flushed and my breathing ragged. The picture I presented was not good.

Natalia’s eyebrows rose. One corner of her mouth twitched. But she didn’t say anything about it. She was already dressed for work, a fitted navy blazer over a cream blouse, her hair pulled into a low, elegant knot. Her laptop bag was slung over one shoulder, her keys in her hand.

“Morning,” she said, and her voice was warm and completely unreadable.

“Morning.” I leaned against the wall, trying to look casual, trying to will the blood away from my face and my cock at the same time. “You’re up early.”

“Meeting in Irvine. I need to leave in ten.” She adjusted the strap of her bag, her eyes moving over me with that appraising, loving weight. “Hike today?”

“Yup, we haven’t decided where yet though.”

“Together?”

The question was innocent. The delivery was not. I heard the emphasis, the slight pause before the word, and my ears burned.

“Just the two of us,” I said. “Leah’s tied up with her mom’s thing.”

Natalia nodded slowly. She looked at Olivia’s door again, then back at me, like she was watching a play she’d seen before and knew exactly how it ended.

“Drive safe,” she said. “Text me when you get there and when you’re heading back. And enjoy your time.” The last part came with a weight that made my stomach flip. She crossed the hallway, stood on her toes, and pressed a kiss to my cheek. Her hand found the back of my neck, warm and familiar, and she held the kiss for a beat longer than usual. “Have fun, sweetheart.”

Then she was gone, her heels clicking down the stairs, the front door opening and closing, and the house settled into silence.

I stood in the hallway for a long moment, my heart still hammering, the taste of her perfume lingering in the air. The shower was still running. Through the bathroom door, I could hear Olivia humming, and the sound of it made my cock twitch against the inside of my shorts.

I went back to my room, pulled on a fresh shirt, and tried to think about anything other than Olivia’s wet, soapy body three doors down.

* * *

Olivia emerged from the shower twenty minutes later, wrapped in a towel, her hair dripping, her skin pink and glowing. She padded past my open door without looking in, and I heard her bedroom door click shut. I gave her space, busying myself with the camping gear in the garage, pulling the tent from its shelf, checking the poles, rolling the sleeping bags tight.

When I came back inside, she was in the kitchen, dressed in hiking shorts and a fitted tank top, her hair loose. She was spreading butter on a slice of bread, and she looked up when I walked in, her blue eyes bright and clear.

“Morning,” she said, and there was nothing in her voice that suggested she knew I’d been in her room. Nothing that suggested she knew what I’d seen. “You ready?”

“Almost. Just need to pack the food.”

We loaded the car together. The tent went in the trunk, then the sleeping bags, the cooler, bottled water, granola bars, sandwiches, everything we needed for burgers and corn on the cob, the first aid kit, the headlamps, the portable stove, and the marshmallows. Olivia added a small backpack of her own, something she’d packed in her room, and I didn’t ask what was in it. I had a pretty good idea.

We stood in the driveway, the car packed, the morning sun warm on our faces, and Olivia turned to me with her hands on her hips.

“So,” she said. “Where are we going? Santa Monica Mountains or Cleveland National Forest?”

I leaned against the car, considering. The Santa Monica Mountains offered ocean views, coastal trails, the kind of scenery that felt like a postcard. Cleveland was bigger, wilder, more remote, with dense forest and higher elevation.

“Santa Monica,” I said. “The Backbone Trail. There’s a ridge campsite I found online that looks straight out at the ocean. You can see the water from your sleeping bag.”

Olivia’s whole face lit up. “Sold. Ocean view, done. Let’s go.”

She was buzzing. I could see it in the way she moved, the way she bounced on her toes, the way her eyes kept finding mine and holding for a beat too long. She was excited in a way that went beyond hiking, beyond camping, beyond the simple pleasure of a day outdoors. She was excited about being alone with me. About what might happen when the sun went down and the stars came out and there was nothing between us but thin nylon and thinner inhibitions.

We climbed into the car. I started the engine, pulled out of the driveway, and pointed us north toward the freeway. Olivia connected her phone to the Bluetooth and scrolled through my playlist, settling on something mellow and acoustic, the kind of music that made the drive feel like a road trip montage from a movie.

For the first hour, we talked about nothing. The weather, the traffic and a podcast she’d been listening to. The conversation was light and easy, the kind of surface-level chatter that filled space without requiring anything real, and underneath it, the tension hummed like a live wire.

Her hand found my thigh somewhere around San Juan Capistrano. Not grabbing, not possessive, just resting there, her palm warm through the fabric of my shorts, her fingers loose and relaxed. The touch was casual, almost unconscious, but I felt it in every nerve ending in my body. My grip tightened on the steering wheel. She didn’t move her hand.

We stopped once, pulling off the freeway at a gas station in Dana Point. Olivia grabbed granola bars and bottled water while I filled the tank, and we stood by the car in the parking lot, eating quickly, the ocean visible over the rooftops, blue and vast. She leaned against the hood, her legs crossed at the ankle, and looked at me over the top of her water bottle, and the look was so loaded, so deliberately provocative, that I had to turn away.

“Ready?” she asked, and her voice was low and warm.

“Ready.”

We got back on the road. The freeway climbed, the landscape shifting from coastal scrub to rolling hills, the ocean appearing and disappearing between the ridges. At a viewpoint pullout, I swung the car off the road and parked. We got out and stood at the railing, the wind pulling at our hair, and looked down at the coastline stretching south toward San Clemente, the water a deep blue, the white foam of the surf visible even from this distance.

Olivia stood close. Close enough that her arm brushed mine, the bare skin of her forearm warm against my wrist. She didn’t move away. Neither did I.

“Beautiful,” she said, and she wasn’t looking at the ocean.

We reached the trailhead around eleven. The parking lot was half-full, a mix of sedans and SUVs and one beat-up pickup with surfboards in the bed. We pulled in beside a Prius and killed the engine.

We geared up. Hiking boots, water bottles clipped to our packs, sunscreen applied in thick, white streaks that Olivia rubbed into my shoulders without asking, her fingers working the lotion into my skin with a firm, deliberate pressure that made me melt. I returned the favor, my hands on her shoulders, her collarbones, the back of her neck, and she tilted her head forward, her hair falling away, exposing the pale, vulnerable skin at her nape, and I had to force myself to stop before my hands wandered lower.

We locked the car and hit the trail.

The path wound upward through coastal sage scrub, the dirt packed hard beneath our boots, the sun warm on our backs. Wildflowers lined the trail, bursts of yellow and purple and white, and the air smelled like sage and salt and something green and growing. The ocean appeared in glimpses between the hills, flashes of blue that grew larger and more frequent as we climbed.

The first mile was easy. Gentle switchbacks, wide trail, enough room to walk side by side. Olivia matched my pace effortlessly, her stride long and confident, her pack sitting comfortably on her shoulders. We talked about the scenery, the wildflowers, the hawk circling overhead, the lizard that darted across the trail and disappeared into the brush.

Then the trail narrowed. The switchbacks grew steeper, the dirt giving way to loose scree that shifted underfoot. We dropped into single file, Olivia ahead, and I watched the way her hips moved as she climbed, the flex of her thighs, the shift of her pack against her back. The tank top rode up with each step, exposing a strip of tanned skin at her back, and I had to force my eyes forward, focusing on the trail ahead, the rocks underfoot, anything other than the way her body moved.

We’d been climbing for maybe forty minutes when the trail opened into a small clearing, and I saw it.

The fig tree was enormous, its trunk thick and gnarled, its branches spreading wide and heavy with fruit. The leaves were dark green and glossy, catching the sunlight, and hanging from every branch were figs, dozens of them, ripe and heavy, their skins split in places to reveal the deep pink flesh beneath. The air around the tree was sweet, thick with the scent of sugar and honey and something earthier, something that made my mouth water before I’d even reached for one.

Olivia stopped walking. She stood at the edge of the clearing, her pack still on her shoulders, her eyes fixed on the tree, and her whole face transformed. The hiking-induced flush, the sweat at her temples, the practical focus of the climb, all of it fell away, replaced by something open and childlike and completely unguarded.

“Oh my god,” she said. “Chase, look at that.”

She dropped her pack and crossed the clearing, her boots crunching on the dry grass, and stopped beneath the lowest branches. She reached up and plucked a fig, turning it in her palm, her fingers tracing the split skin. “They’re perfect.”

I dropped my pack beside hers and joined her under the tree. The shade was cool and dappled, the air sweet and close. Olivia was still staring up into the branches, her neck craned, her blue eyes scanning the canopy, and then she pointed.

“Chase, look. Up there.”

I followed her finger. High up, near the top of the tree, almost obscured by the dense foliage, hung a single fig. It was enormous, easily twice the size of the others, its skin dark purple and split in multiple places, the flesh inside glistening in the sunlight that filtered through the leaves. It looked like something from a painting, ripe, perfect and hanging just out of reach.

“That one,” Olivia said. “I’ve never seen such a beautiful fig.”

I looked at the branch. It was thick and sturdy, the bark rough but solid. The climb wasn’t trivial, but it wasn’t impossible either. The lower branches were easy enough to reach, and from there the path upward was clear, a ladder of limbs leading toward the top.

“I’ll get it,” I said.

Olivia turned to me, her eyebrows rising. “You’ll climb up there?”

“Sure. Why not?”

She laughed, and she shook her head. “Chase, you’re crazy. That branch is like fifteen feet up.”

“Twelve. Maybe thirteen.” I was already pulling off my pack, unclipping the water bottle, setting everything on the ground. “I’ve climbed worse.”

“Have you?”

“Absolutely.” I hadn’t, not really. But the look on her face, the way her eyes had gone wide and hopeful, the way she was biting her lower lip like she wanted to believe me, it made the lie feel like the truth. “Stay here. I’ll be right back.”

I grabbed the lowest branch and pulled myself up. The bark was rough against my palms, but the grip was solid, and I swung my leg over, finding a foothold on the trunk. From there, it was a matter of reaching and pulling, finding the next branch, testing my weight before committing. The tree was sturdy, the wood dense and alive, and the branches held without complaint.

I climbed carefully, my eyes fixed on the target. The fig hung above me, swaying slightly in the breeze, its split skin catching the light. I could smell it now, the sweetness intensifying as I got closer.

Below me, Olivia watched. I could feel her eyes on my back, tracking my progress, and the awareness of her gaze made every movement feel performative. I reached higher, found a branch that brought me level with the fig, and stretched out, my fingers closing around the warm, soft fruit.

I plucked it. The stem gave way with a soft, wet snap, and the fig came free in my hand, heavy and warm, the juice already seeping through the split skin and onto my fingers. The scent hit me full force, sweet and musky and alive, and I held it up like a trophy, turning to look down at Olivia.

She was grinning up at me, her hands clasped under her chin. “You did it!”

But I wasn’t looking at her anymore. I was looking past her, past the clearing, past the ridge, and what I saw made my eyes widen.

From up here, the view was staggering. The tree sat on a small plateau, and from this height, the entire coastline opened up below me like a map. The ocean stretched to the horizon, vast and blue and glittering, the white line of the surf visible along the shore. To the north, the hills rolled away in shades of gold and green, dotted with oak trees and wildflowers, and to the south, I could see the distant rooftops of Malibu, tiny and white against the landscape. The sky was cloudless, the light pure and golden, and the whole world felt like it was laid out just for me.

“Olivia,” I called down. “You have to see this.”

“What?”

“The view. Come up.”

She hesitated, her eyes moving from me to the trunk to the branches between us. “Chase, I’m not climbing that.”

“Yes you are. I’ll help you.”

She bit her lip, and I watched the calculation play across her face. Caution versus curiosity. Fear versus desire. The desire won, the way it always did with her, and she stepped forward, reaching for the lowest branch.

I climbed down to meet her, finding a sturdy limb about six feet off the ground, and reached down. She grabbed my hand, her fingers warm and strong, and I pulled as she pushed off the trunk, her boots finding the footholds I’d used. She was lighter than I expected, her body compact and strong, and she came up easily, her free hand finding my shoulder for balance.

I guided her onto the branch beside me, my hand on her waist, steadying her as she found her footing. The branch was wide enough for both of us, and she settled in, her body pressed against mine, her back against my chest, my arm still around her waist.

“Oh,” she said, and the word came out soft, almost a sigh. “Oh, Chase.”

She was looking at the view. The ocean, the hills, the endless sky. Her body was warm against mine, her hair brushing my jaw, and I could feel the rapid flutter of her heartbeat through the thin fabric of her tank top. My hand was still on her waist, my fingers splayed across the warm skin above her hip, and neither of us moved to adjust the contact.

“Told you,” I said.

“You did.” She tilted her head back, resting it against my shoulder, and the position brought her face close to mine, her blue eyes inches away, her lips parted. “This is incredible.”

We sat there for a moment, just looking. The breeze moved through the leaves, rustling them, and the scent of the figs surrounded us, sweet and thick. I could feel the warmth of her body seeping into mine, the press of her shoulder blades against my chest, the soft give of her waist beneath my hand.

I held up the fig. It was still in my palm, the juice glistening on the split skin. Olivia looked at it, then at me, and her smile was slow and bright.

“Let’s eat it,” she said.

I broke the fig in half. The flesh inside was deep pink, almost red, studded with tiny seeds, and the juice ran over my fingers, thick and sweet. I handed one half to Olivia, and she took it, her fingers brushing mine, and brought it to her lips.

She bit into it. The juice ran down her chin, a thin line of pink that caught the light, and she closed her eyes, making a sound that went straight through me. Low and satisfied, almost sexual, a hum of pleasure that vibrated against my chest where her back pressed against me.

“Oh my god,” she murmured, her eyes still closed. “That’s the best thing I’ve ever tasted.”

I bit into my half. The flavor exploded across my tongue, sweet and complex, honey and berry and something deeper, something that tasted like sunshine and earth and summer. The juice ran down my wrist, sticky and warm, and I licked it off without thinking, my tongue dragging across my skin.

Olivia watched me do it. Her eyes had opened, and they were fixed on my mouth, on the movement of my tongue, and something flickered across her face. Something hot and hungry that she tried to hide behind another bite of fig but couldn’t quite manage.

We ate in silence for a moment, the juice running down our fingers, our lips, our chins. Olivia reached up and plucked another fig from a nearby branch, this one smaller but equally ripe, and broke it open, offering me the first bite. I took it from her fingers, my lips brushing her skin, and the contact sent a jolt of electricity through my jaw.

She pulled another fig, and another, and we sat there on the branch, our legs dangling, our bodies pressed together, eating fresh figs in the dappled sunlight, the ocean spread out below us like a dream. The juice was everywhere, on our hands, our lips, the front of Olivia’s tank top where a drop had fallen, and neither of us bothered to wipe it away.

“This is nice,” Olivia said quietly. Her head was still on my shoulder, her body relaxed against mine, and her voice was soft and intimate, meant only for me. “Being alone like this. Just the two of us.”

“Yeah,” I said. “It is.”

She turned slightly so she could look at me, and the movement pressed her body more firmly against my side. Her thigh was warm against mine, her hip bone pressing into my ribs, and her face was close.

“I’ve missed this,” she said. “Not just the hiking. Being with you and talking. Not having to perform for anyone.”

“I know what you mean.”

“Do you?” Her eyes searched mine, and the question was genuine, stripped of the teasing edge she usually wore like armor. “Do you feel it too? This thing between us? This… whatever it is?”

The question hung in the air between us, heavy and real, and I felt the weight of it press against my chest. The fig juice was sticky on my fingers, sweet on my lips, and Olivia was looking at me like my answer was the most important thing in the world.

“Yeah,” I said. “I feel it.”

Something broke open inside her. Relief and fear and desire flooded across her face all at once, and she leaned forward, her forehead pressing against mine, her breath warm and sweet against my lips. We stayed like that for a long moment, not kissing, not moving, just breathing each other’s air, the figs forgotten in our hands, the ocean silent below us.

Then she pulled back, and the moment passed, and she was smiling again, bright and warm and slightly sad. “We should keep going,” she said. “We still have a few miles to the campsite.”

“Yeah.” I helped her down from the branch, my hands on her waist, steadying her as she dropped to the ground. She landed light and sure, and looked up at me.

I climbed down after her, and we gathered our packs, shouldered them, and hit the trail again. But something had changed between us. The tension was still there, still humming, but it had deepened, taken on a weight and a texture that hadn’t been there before. The figs, the branch, the closeness, the confession, all of it had stripped away another layer.

We hiked in silence for the next hour, the trail climbing steadily, the ocean disappearing and reappearing between the ridges. The silence wasn’t uncomfortable. It was full. Loaded with everything we’d said and everything we hadn’t, and every time our arms brushed or our hands reached for the same rock, the contact sent a current through my body that I felt all the way to my fingertips.

We reached the campsite around six. The ridge was exactly as the website had described, a flat expanse of packed earth ringed by scrub oak and manzanita, with a fire pit already built and a view that made my eyes wide. The ocean stretched to the horizon, blue and infinite, the sun hanging low and golden above the water, turning the surface to liquid gold. Below us, the hills dropped away in rolling waves of green and gold, and the sky was vast and cloudless, the kind of sky that made you feel small and enormous at the same time.

“This is it,” I said, dropping my pack.

Olivia stood at the edge of the ridge, her hands on her hips, her hair blowing in the breeze, and she looked like something out of a painting. The golden light caught her face, her arms, the curve of her tank top, and she turned to me with pure, uncomplicated wonder in her eyes.

“Chase,” she said. “This is perfect.”

We set up camp quickly. The tent went up in fifteen minutes, the poles slotting together, the nylon snapping taut in the breeze. I unrolled the sleeping bags inside, side by side, close enough that our bodies would almost touch when we lay down. I told myself it was efficient use of space. We both knew it wasn’t.

Olivia gathered firewood while I unpacked the cooler, pulling out the ground beef, the buns, the tomatoes and onions, the foil-wrapped corn on the cob, and the bag of marshmallows. She came back with an armload of dry branches and kindling, her face flushed from the effort, and together we built the fire, the kindling catching quickly, the flames licking upward, orange and warm against the cooling air.

I fired up the portable grill, set it over the flames, and started cooking. The burgers sizzled, the smell of seared beef and onions filling the clearing, and Olivia sat cross-legged on the blanket I’d spread near the fire, her chin in her hands, watching me cook like I belonged to her.

“You’re good at this,” she said.

“I’m decent.”

“You’re good. You’ve gotten good at a lot of things this summer.”

The words landed between us, warm and loaded, and I kept my eyes on the burgers, flipping them carefully, the spatula steady in my hand.

We ate as the sun sank. The burgers were thick and juicy, the corn sweet and charred, the tomatoes cool and bright against the richness of the meat. We sat side by side on the blanket, our knees touching, our plates balanced on our thighs, and the conversation was easy and warm. We talked about the hike, the fig tree and the view from the branch. We talked about Leah, about the kiss on the deck, about the truth or dare game and the way everything had spiraled from there. We talked about Natalia, about her knowing looks, about the way she’d said enjoy your time this morning with that weight in her voice.

“She knows,” Olivia said, biting into her burger. “She totally knows something’s going on.”

“She knows something. Whether she knows what, I’m not sure.”

“She knows everything.”

The sun dropped lower, the light turning from gold to amber to deep orange, and the ocean caught fire, the surface blazing with reflected color. The shadows lengthened across the ridge, stretching toward the east, and the first stars appeared, faint pinpricks in the darkening sky.

Olivia pulled the marshmallows from the bag and skewered two on a long stick, holding them over the coals. The flames licked at the sugar, turning the white surface golden, then brown, then black, and she pulled them back, blowing on them gently.

“Perfect,” she said, and offered me one.

I took it, pulling the marshmallow from the stick with my teeth, the sugar melting on my tongue, hot and sweet. Olivia ate hers the same way, her lips closing around the marshmallow, her tongue darting out to catch a stray strand of sugar, and the sight of it made my cock stir against the inside of my shorts.

We roasted marshmallows until the bag was half empty, our fingers sticky with sugar, our lips sweet and warm. The fire crackled and popped, sending sparks spiraling upward into the darkening sky, and the stars multiplied, hundreds of them, then thousands, the Milky Way a pale smear of light across the center of the heavens. The ocean below was black now, the waves invisible, but we could hear them, a distant crash that served as the soundtrack to the night.

We sat in comfortable silence for a while, our shoulders touching, our marshmallow sticks resting in the fire. Olivia leaned back on her elbows, her face turned toward the sky, and the starlight caught her features, turning her skin silver and luminous.

“I haven’t seen stars like this since we were kids,” she said. “Remember? When my mom and your dad used to take us camping up in Big Bear, and we’d lie on the hood of the car and try to count them?”

“I remember. You always fell asleep first.”

“I did not.”

“You absolutely did. Every time. You’d be asleep before anyone even got you into the tent.”

She laughed. “Okay, fine. I fell asleep. But only because the stars were so boring.”

“They were boring?”

“Count, count, count. That’s all you ever wanted to do. I wanted to make up constellations.”

“You did make up constellations. You pointed at random stars and said they looked like a frog.”

“It did look like a frog.”

“It looked like nothing.”

She elbowed me, and I caught her arm, and we tussled for a moment, laughing, our bodies pressing together on the blanket, her weight against my side, her hair in my face. Then she pulled back, still smiling.

The firelight played across her face, orange and warm, and her blue eyes were dark and steady on mine. Her lips were still shiny from the marshmallows, slightly parted, and the tip of her tongue darted out to wet them, a quick, unconscious gesture that sent a bolt of heat straight to my groin.

The tension was unbearable. Every cell in my body was aware of her, of the inches between us, of the warm press of her thigh against mine. The memory of the kiss on the deck burned fresh and bright, the taste of her still faintly present on my lips, and beneath that, deeper and more insistent, the memory of the buzzing in the dark, her body trembling, her mouth open around that desperate sound.

Olivia must have felt it too, because she sat up straighter, her knees drawn to her chest, and when she spoke, her voice was bright and deliberate, like she was steering us toward something.

“We should play a game,” she said.

“What kind of game?”

Her grin was sharp and wicked in the firelight. “Dress Poker.”

I blinked. “Dress Poker?”

“Strip poker, but with clothing items instead of chips. You lose a hand, you lose a piece of clothing. First one naked loses.” She paused, her eyes glinting. “Or wins. Depending on how you look at it.”

The suggestion hit me like a wall of heat. My cock went from half-hard to fully erect in the space of a heartbeat, straining against my shorts, and I had to shift my position, crossing one leg over the other, hoping the firelight was dim enough to hide the tenting.

“You brought cards?” I asked.

She reached into the backpack she’d packed in her room and pulled out a deck, holding it up between two fingers like a magician. “I came prepared.”

I looked at the cards. I looked at Olivia. I looked at the fire, the stars, the empty ridge, the tent with its two sleeping bags laid side by side. And I made a decision that was equal parts reckless and inevitable.

“Deal me in,” I said.

Her grin split wide, bright and triumphant, and she shuffled the deck, the cards snapping between her fingers. She dealt two hands, five cards each, and set the remainder of the deck between us on the blanket.

“Standard five-card draw,” she said. “Nothing wild. We use clothes instead of chips. One draw, betting before and after the draw, then showdown. Every bet is one clothing item. If you lose, the winner chooses what comes off. First one naked loses. Simple.”

“Simple,” I echoed.

We picked up our cards. I had a pair of sevens, nothing special. I glanced at Olivia over the top of my hand, and she was studying her cards with exaggerated concentration, her lower lip caught between her teeth, her brow furrowed. The performance was adorable and completely transparent.

“Your bet,” she said.

“I’ll check.”

“Then I’ll raise.” She set her cards face down and reached for the hem of her tank top. My breath caught. She pulled it up, just an inch, exposing a strip of tanned stomach, and then let it fall. “One item.”

My mouth went dry. “Call.”

We drew. I took three cards, hoping for another seven. I got a king, a four, and a nine. Nothing. My hand was still just a pair of sevens.

“Your bet,” Olivia said.

I folded. “You win.”

Her eyes lit up, bright and teasing. “That’s one item, Chase. Off it comes.”

I looked at her. She looked at me. The fire crackled between us, and the stars wheeled overhead, indifferent to the gravity of the moment. I reached for the hem of my henley and pulled it over my head. The night air hit my bare chest, cool and sharp, and I dropped the shirt beside me on the blanket.

Olivia’s eyes dropped to my chest, and I watched her gaze travel across my pecs, my abs, the line of muscle that ran from my hip to my waistband. Her lips parted, and her breathing changed, going shallow and quick, and the flush that had been lingering on her cheeks spread down her neck, disappearing beneath her tank top.

“Nice,” she said, and her voice had dropped half an octave. “Your turn to deal.”

I dealt the next hand. My cards were better this time, a pair of kings, and I bet conservatively, raising one item. Olivia matched without hesitation, and when we showed our hands, she turned over two pair and beat me. She laughed victoriously and pointed at my shorts.

“Those count as one item. Off they come.”

I stood up, unbuttoned my shorts, and pushed them down my legs. The night air hit my thighs, and I stepped out of them, standing there in just my boxers, the firelight playing across my bare skin. My cock was visibly hard now, the outline clear beneath the thin fabric, and I made no attempt to hide it.

Olivia’s eyes dropped to my groin, and she stared. Her mouth opened, closed, opened again, and the flush on her cheeks deepened to a dark, hot pink. She dragged her gaze back up to my face with visible effort, and when she spoke, her voice was barely above a whisper.

“Sit down. My turn to deal.”

She dealt the next hand with trembling fingers. I had nothing, a high card of a queen, and I folded immediately. Olivia revealed a pair of aces and laughed, tossing her cards down.

“My tank top,” she said, and she reached for the hem.

She pulled it over her head in one smooth motion, and the fabric came away, and she was sitting there in just her sports bra, her bare shoulders and stomach glowing in the firelight. Her skin was golden and smooth, the muscles in her arms and abdomen defined from the hike, and the sight of her nearly topless made my cock throb so hard I saw spots.

“Your turn,” she said, and her voice was steady despite the tremor in her hands. “Deal.”

I dealt. The cards blurred in my fingers, my attention split between the game and the sight of her bare skin in the firelight. She had a flush, I had two pair, and she took the hand with a grin that was pure triumph.

“Shorts,” she said, and she stood up.

She unbuttoned her hiking shorts, and the fabric slid down her legs, pooling at her ankles. She stepped out of them, kicking them to the side, and stood there in nothing but her sports bra and a pair of pale cotton panties. Her legs were long and tan, and the firelight caught the curve of her thighs, the dip of her waist and the swell of her hips. She didn’t rush to sit down. She turned, slowly, letting the light play across her body, and the look on her face was proud, like she wanted me to see her, wanted me to understand exactly what she was offering.

“You’re beautiful,” I said, and the words came out raw and honest, stripped of everything except the truth.

She smiled, and it was the most genuine smile I’d ever seen on her face. “Your turn to lose something.”

The next hand was mine. I had a full house, kings over sevens, and when Olivia revealed her straight, I pointed at her sports bra. “That counts as one item.”

She didn’t hesitate. She reached behind her back, unhooked the clasp, and let the fabric fall forward. She caught it in one hand, pulled it away, and dropped it on the blanket beside her shorts.

Her breasts were bare in the firelight. Full and heavy, teardrop-shaped and perfect, her nipples pink and already hard, the tips pointing slightly upward. The golden light played across her skin, catching the curve of her cleavage, the soft underside of each breast, and my mouth went so dry I couldn’t swallow. They were perfectly symmetrical and so soft-looking that I just wanted to grab a handful.

She sat back down, cross-legged, completely unselfconscious, and dealt the next hand. Her cards were face down, her face unreadable, and her bare chest rose and fell with each breath.

I lost the hand. A pair of jacks against her three of a kind. She pointed at my boxers, and I stood up, hooked my thumbs into the waistband, and pushed them down. They fell to my ankles, and I stepped out of them, and then I was naked, fully naked, standing in front of Olivia in the firelight, my cock hard and thick and jutting out from my body at an angle that left nothing to the imagination.

Olivia’s eyes dropped to my cock, and she stared. Her lips parted, and a sound escaped her, something between a gasp and a moan. Her chest was heaving, her breasts moving with each rapid breath, and the flush on her skin had spread to her chest, turning the tops of her breasts pink.

“Oh my god,” she whispered. “Chase.”

I sat down, and the game continued, though neither of us was really playing anymore. The cards were just an excuse, a framework for the stripping, a ritual that gave us permission to do what we both wanted to do. Olivia lost the next hand, and she stood, hooked her thumbs into her panties, and pulled them down.

She stepped out of them, and she was naked. Completely naked, standing in the firelight, her blonde hair falling around her shoulders, her breasts bare and heavy, the curve of her waist, the flare of her hips and then her vagina. The sight of her hit me like a physical force, a wave of heat that rolled through my body and settled in my groin. My cock throbbed, the tip glistening with pre-cum, and I couldn’t look away. Her pussy was gorgeous. Her pussy was shaved and smooth with plump outer lips and a tight, pink, symmetrical slit that was very wet and puffy. I wanted to feast on her pussy, lick, kiss and worship her.

She sat back down, and we were both naked. The game was over. The cards lay forgotten between us. Olivia’s eyes dropped to my cock again, and she laughed. “Look at you. You’re so hard you could crack walnuts.”

I looked at her, at the space between her thighs, at the glistening wetness that caught the firelight. “You’re one to talk. You’re soaked.”

She glanced down, and the flush on her cheeks deepened. “I am not.”

“You absolutely are. I can see it from here.”

“Shut up.” But she was smiling, and she turned slightly, and the movement made the wetness more obvious, a thin sheen of arousal visible on her inner thighs. “You’re the one with a boner that could be used as a weapon.”

“It’s not my fault. You’re sitting there naked in front of a fire looking like that.”

“Looking like what?”

“Like every fantasy I’ve ever had.” Olivia moved. Not toward me, not away, but sideways, and her hand found a marshmallow stick, and she poked it at my chest, the charred tip pressing against my sternum.

“Take that back.”

“Make me.”

Her eyes lit up, and the game changed. She lunged, the stick forgotten, her body colliding with mine, and we went down onto the blanket in a tangle of limbs and laughter. She was on top, her knees on either side of my hips, her hands pinning my wrists above my head, and the position pressed her naked body flush against mine, skin to skin, her breasts against my chest, her stomach against my stomach, her thighs against my thighs.

“You’re going to take it back,” she said, her breath warm against my face.

“Never.”

I bucked my hips, throwing her off balance, and rolled, reversing our positions. She was beneath me now, her blonde hair fanned across the blanket, her blue eyes bright and wild, and I pinned her wrists above her head, my weight settling between her spread thighs. The contact was devastating. My cock pressed against her inner thigh, hot and hard, and I could feel the heat radiating from between her legs, the wetness against my skin.

“You’re going to admit you’re wet,” I said.

“In your dreams.”

She twisted, her body writhing beneath mine, and broke one wrist free, her hand finding my shoulder and pushing. I rolled with it, and we were side by side, grappling, our bodies sliding together, skin against skin, friction and heat and the sound of our breathing filling the clearing. Her leg hooked over mine, her thigh pressing against my cock, and I groaned, my hips jerking involuntarily.

She used the distraction to push me onto my back, climbing on top, her hands on my chest, and she was straddling me again, her weight on my thighs, her body above mine. Her hair fell around our faces, a curtain of blonde, and her blue eyes were inches from mine.

“Say it,” she whispered. “Say I’m not wet.”

“You’re soaking.”

She growled, a sound that went straight to my cock, and rolled her hips down against mine, and the friction was so intense, so hot and slick, that my vision blurred. I grabbed her hips, pulling her down harder, and she moaned, her back arching, her breasts pressing against my chest.

We were wrestling, rolling, our bodies tangled together on the blanket, skin sliding against skin, hands gripping, releasing, gripping again. I flipped her, pinned her, and she twisted free, climbing on top, her thighs straddling mine, her hands on my shoulders. The fire crackled beside us, the stars wheeled overhead, and the world narrowed to the feel of her body against mine, the heat of her skin, the sound of her breathing.

She was on top again, her knees on either side of my hips, her hands pressing my shoulders into the blanket. She was trying to pin me, her weight shifting forward, her body lowering, and in the heat of the moment, the desperate, electric urgency of the grapple, she sank down too far, too fast, and my cock, slick with pre-cum and her arousal, slid between her thighs and found her entrance.

The head of my cock pressed against her opening, and for one frozen, heart-stopping second, neither of us moved. My eyes locked with hers. Her blue eyes were wide, dark, the pupils blown so wide the iris was barely visible. Her lips were parted, her breath held, and I could feel her around me, hot and wet and tight, the tip of my cock just penetrated inside her, the sensation so overwhelming that every nerve in my body fired at once.

We froze. The world stopped. The fire, the stars, the ocean, all of it disappeared, and there was nothing but Olivia above me, her body trembling, her eyes locked on mine, and the devastating reality of what was happening.

I should have pulled away. I should have said something, done something, broken the spell. But Olivia didn’t move. She didn’t pull back. She didn’t gasp or push me away or do any of the things that would have made this stop.

Instead, she sank down slowly, inch by inch. Her eyes never leaving mine, her hands still on my shoulders, her body descending, taking me inside her, and the sensation was so intense, so overwhelming, that my back arched off the blanket and a sound tore from my throat.

She took me all the way. Her hips settled against mine, my cock buried to the hilt inside her. She was full of me, and I was full of her, and the feeling was beyond anything I’d ever imagined, beyond fantasy, beyond desire, something primal and consuming that rewired every synapse in my brain.

“Oh god,” Olivia said, and the words came out shattered, barely a whisper. “Oh god, Chase.”

She was trembling. I could feel it in her thighs, her hands, the muscles of her core around my cock. Her eyes were glassy, unfocused, her lips parted, and the flush on her skin had spread everywhere, turning her chest, her neck, her face a deep, hot pink.

I reached up and touched her face, my palm against her cheek, and she turned into the touch, pressing her lips to my palm. Her eyes found mine, and what I saw there was fear and wonder and something so fierce and tender that it broke something open in my chest.

“Olivia,” I said, and her name was a prayer.

She moved. Her hips rose, my cock sliding almost all the way out, and then she sank back down, taking me in again, and the sensation was so intense that my fingers dug into her hips, gripping hard enough to leave marks. She moaned, the sound vibrating through her body and into mine, and she started moving, her hips rolling in a languid circle that ground her clit against the base of my cock on every downstroke. Every inch of her inner walls fluttered and gripped as she rose, only to sink back down with a soft, wet sound that made my balls tighten.

“Oh gosh, Olivia,” I groaned, my hands sliding up her thighs to grip her hips, guiding but not controlling. She was in charge here, on top, her body silhouetted against the star-filled sky and the dying firelight. Her breasts swayed heavily with each movement, full and hypnotic. I reached up, cupping them, thumbs brushing over the sensitive tips, and she arched into my touch with a broken moan.

“Yes… like that,” she whispered. Her blonde hair cascaded down her back and over one shoulder as she leaned forward, bracing her hands on my chest. The new angle let her take me even deeper, her ass flexing as she rode me. I could feel every ridge and ripple inside her, the way her pussy pulsed and squeezed, drawing me in like she never wanted to let go.

Our bodies were slick with sweat despite the cool night air. Her juices coated my shaft and dripped down to my balls, making each thrust smoother and filthier. She picked up the pace slightly, bouncing, her thighs flexing powerfully against my sides. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the air. I thrust up to meet her, burying myself to the hilt each time, and she gasped sharply, her nails digging into my pecs.

“Chase… you’re so deep,” she panted, eyes half-lidded with pleasure. Her lips were swollen, and she leaned down to kiss me fiercely. Our tongues tangled and swirled. When she pulled back, a string of saliva connected us for a second before breaking. She straightened again, hands on my shoulders for leverage, and began riding me harder, rising until just the head of my cock stretched her entrance, then slamming back down with a wet squelch that echoed in the clearing.

I watched, mesmerized, as her breasts bounced, her stomach tightened with each roll of her hips. The sight of my thick cock disappearing into her shaved, puffy pussy was obscene and beautiful. Her outer lips gripped me on every stroke, glistening with arousal, her clit swollen and rubbing against me.

I flipped her without pulling out. Gripping her hips tight, I rolled us in one smooth motion, keeping my cock buried deep inside her. Olivia gasped as her back met the blanket, her legs instinctively locking around my waist. The new missionary position drove me even deeper, the head of my cock pressing firmly against that sensitive spot inside her. For a second we just stared at each other, breathing hard, the reality of what we were doing crashing down.

This was Olivia beneath me. Spread open and dripping around my cock under the stars.

Then I started thrusting. Pulling back until just the swollen head stretched her entrance, then sliding all the way back in, grinding against her clit on every downstroke. Her pussy clung to my cock as I pulled out, and the sight drove me wild.

Every thrust reminded me there was no going back after tonight. The girl I’d grown up wrestling and teasing was now taking every thick inch of me, her teardrops bouncing with each deep plunge, her hard nipples brushing my chest.

I hooked her leg higher over my arm, opening her wider. The angle let me hit even deeper, bottoming out with every thrust so my heavy balls slapped against her ass. Sweat slicked our skin, making everything slippery and hot. I could smell her: that sweet, musky scent of her arousal mixed with the smoky fire and the faint sugar on her lips.

I looked down between us, mesmerized by the sight of my thick cock sliding in and out of her shaved, puffy pussy. Her outer lips gripped me tightly on every withdrawal, creamy and glistening. The visual alone made my balls tighten.

I kissed her hard, tongues tangling desperately as I started fucking her faster. The slap of skin on skin grew louder. Her heels dug into my lower back, pulling me deeper. I could feel every ripple and pulse inside her, the way her walls fluttered wildly around my shaft like she was trying to milk me.

It was all so taboo, and the thought made me thrust harder, almost punishing, driving into her with deep, powerful strokes that rocked her entire body.

“Harder,” she begged against my mouth. “Don’t hold back.”

I gave her exactly what she wanted. Gripping her hips, I pounded into her, the wet squelching sounds echoing across the ridge. Her breasts bounced wildly between us.

I could feel my own orgasm building fast, a heavy, burning pressure at the base of my spine. Every deep thrust pushed me closer. The knowledge that I was bare inside her only made it more intense.

“Olivia… fuck, I’m close,” I groaned, voice rough.

Her legs locked tighter around my waist. Her blue eyes were wild, desperate for my cum.

I buried myself as deep as I could go, grinding against her cervix, and came hard. My cock pulsed powerfully as thick, hot ropes of cum flooded her pussy. Spurt after spurt pumped deep inside her, raw and unprotected, filling her completely. I kept thrusting through it, shallow and desperate, pushing every drop into her clenching heat until it started leaking out around my shaft, mixing with her own juices.

Olivia held me tight, trembling beneath me as she felt me emptying myself inside her. We stayed locked together, panting, my cock still buried deep as the last weak pulses faded. The night air cooled our sweat-slicked skin. The fire had died down to glowing embers, but the heat between us still burned hotter than ever.

I kissed her softly, tasting the salt and sweetness on her lips. My girl. My everything. And now, in the most irreversible way possible… mine.

I pulled out slowly, my cock sliding free with a wet sound that made us both shiver. A thick stream of cum followed, spilling from her swollen pussy and pooling on the blanket beneath her.

Olivia made a soft, disappointed sound as I withdrew, her hips shifting, trying to keep me inside. I collapsed beside her, my chest heaving, my skin cooling rapidly in the night air. She turned immediately, pressing herself against my side, her head finding the hollow of my shoulder, her leg hooking over my thigh. Her body was warm and pliant, still trembling with aftershocks, and I wrapped my arm around her, pulling her closer.

The stars were still there, vast and indifferent, and the embers of the fire glowed orange in the darkness. We lay there in silence for a long time, our breathing slowing, our heartbeats gradually finding their normal rhythm. Her fingers traced patterns on my chest, circles and lines that followed the ridges of muscle, and I stared up at the Milky Way and tried to process what had just happened.

“So,” Olivia said eventually, her voice soft and intimate against my skin. “What now?”

I turned my head to look at her. Her blue eyes were luminous in the starlight, wide and open and completely unguarded. She was looking at me like I held the answer to every question she’d ever asked, and the weight of that trust settled over me like something physical.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

She rolled onto one elbow, her breast pressing against my ribs. “I mean… this. Us. What are we going to do about it?”

I didn’t answer immediately. The question was enormous, and every possible response felt like it carried consequences I couldn’t fully map. She was waiting, her eyes never leaving mine.

“Should we keep this a secret?” she asked, her voice dropping even lower. “Or should we tell Leah?”

The name landed between us like a stone dropped into still water. Leah … my girlfriend and Olivia’s best friend. The third point in a triangle that was suddenly complicated. I thought about Leah, about her laugh and her bright eyes and the way she’d looked at me that first night on the deck, like I was everything she’d been waiting for. I thought about the way she’d kissed me, and the way she’d whispered into my ear that she wanted to try everything with me.

And I thought about the three of us together. Leah and Olivia, their bodies intertwined, their skin glowing in candlelight, their hands on each other, on me. The image hit me with a force that made my softening cock twitch against my thigh.

I smiled. I couldn’t help it. The idea was insane and perfect and so obvious that it almost felt like it had been there all along, waiting for me to see it.

“We tell her,” I said.

Olivia’s eyebrows rose. “We do?”

“We tell her. Because I want a threesome.” The words came out before I could second-guess them. “And we can’t do that if we’re keeping secrets.”

Olivia stared at me for a long moment, her face unreadable in the starlight. Then her face split into a grin, wide and bright and full of something that looked like relief and excitement and pure, unfiltered joy.

“You want a threesome,” she said. “With me and Leah.”

“Exactly.”

“God, Chase.” She laughed, the sound bright and clear in the quiet night. “You really are something else.”

She dropped her head back onto my shoulder, snuggling closer, her body pressing against mine from chest to thigh. Her hand slid down my stomach, her fingers tracing the line of muscle, and then lower, finding my cock where it lay against my thigh, soft and spent. She wrapped her fingers around it, and her touch was warm and possessive, her grip loose and unhurried.

She began to stroke me from base to tip, her thumb sweeping across the head on every upstroke, and despite the fact that I’d just come harder than I ever had in my life, my body responded instantly. Blood rushed south, my cock thickening in her hand, filling out, growing heavy and hard against her palm. She felt it happen, and her grip tightened, her strokes becoming more purposeful.

“You want to go again?” she asked, and her voice was a purr against my collarbone.

I looked down at her hand wrapped around my fully erect cock, at the way her fingers barely met around the girth of it. I thought about the night stretching ahead of us, hours of darkness and privacy and nothing between us but skin and desire.

“I want to go all night,” I said.

Her grin was wicked and bright, and she swung her leg over my hips, positioning herself above me. Her pussy was still wet, still swollen, and I could feel the heat of her against the head of my cock, the slickness of my own cum still coating her inner thighs.

“Then let’s go all night,” she whispered, and she sank down.


Chapter 7

Iwoke to sunlight and warmth and the smell of sex. It took me a moment to orient myself. The tent, the sleeping bags, the ridge beyond the thin nylon walls. Olivia’s body pressed against mine, her back to my chest, her ass nestled against my groin. My cock was hard, trapped between her cheeks, throbbing with a dull, insistent ache that had been building since consciousness crept back.

Olivia stirred. I felt the shift in her breathing, the way her body tensed and then relaxed, and then she rolled over, her blue eyes finding mine, heavy-lidded and still sleep-soft.

“Morning,” she murmured.

“Morning.”

She stretched, her back arching, her breasts pressing against my chest, and the movement ground her hips against my cock. She felt it, hard and hot between us, and her eyes dropped to the space between our bodies, then back up to my face. Her smile was slow and knowing.

“Again?” she said.

“Apparently.”

She laughed. “How many times did we go last night? Three? Four?”

“Four. Maybe five. I lost count after the second round.”

“Five,” she confirmed, and the pride in her voice made me grin. “You came inside me every time. I’m probably still full of you.”

The words hit me like a physical blow, heat flooding my groin, my cock jerking against her stomach. The image was vivid and obscene, and I reached for her, my hand finding her hip, pulling her closer.

“We should probably clean up,” I said, not moving.

“Probably.” She didn’t move either. Her hand found my cock, wrapping around it, and she squeezed gently, her thumb tracing the swollen head. “Or we could just… one more time … A quickie.”

“A quickie,” I repeated.

She was already shifting, her leg hooking over my hip, her body opening to me, and I could feel the wetness between her thighs, still present from last night, still warm and slick. My cock slid against her entrance, the head catching, and I was about to push forward when my phone buzzed.

The sound was jarring, alien in the quiet intimacy of the tent. It buzzed again, then again, a rapid succession of vibrations that meant notifications, not a single call. I reached for it blindly, my hand finding the pocket of my discarded shorts beside the sleeping bag, and pulled it out.

The screen was lit up with missed calls. Seven of them, all from Natalia.

My stomach dropped. I sat up, the sleeping bag falling away, and Olivia propped herself on her elbow, her face going from aroused to concerned as she saw mine.

“What is it?”

“Natalia … seven missed calls.”

Olivia reached for her own phone, which had been tucked into her backpack. She turned it on, and her screen lit up with the same pattern. Missed calls, text messages, all from Natalia, the timestamps stretching from late last night to early this morning.

“Fuck,” she said.

My hands were shaking as I pulled up the call log and hit redial. The phone rang twice before Natalia picked up.

“Chase?” Her voice was tight, controlled, but I could hear the strain underneath it, the fear she was trying to keep contained. “Chase, oh my god. Are you okay? Where are you?”

“I’m fine. We’re fine. We’re at the campsite.”

A long pause. I could hear her breathing, the sound of traffic in the background. She was in the car.

“I called you seven times. Olivia too. Neither of you answered. I heard on the news this morning about a car accident on the Pacific Coast Highway, and I thought…” Her voice cracked, and then she caught herself, her voice steadying. “I thought something had happened to you.”

My stomach clenched. The real reason we hadn’t answered sat between Olivia and me like a live grenade, the memory of last night, of her body beneath mine, of my cock buried inside her, of the sounds we’d made that would have been audible through any phone call. I’d turned mine to silent during the hike and never turned it back on. Olivia’s had been off entirely, the battery drained from the photos she’d taken at the fig tree.

I scrambled for an excuse, my brain firing in three different directions at once. “I’m sorry. We were in a dead zone most of the night. The signal up there is terrible. And my phone was on mute from the hike, I forgot to turn the sound back on.” The lie came out smoothly, and I hated myself a little for how easily it formed. “Olivia’s phone died sometime during the night. We didn’t get any of your calls until just now.”

Beside me, Olivia nodded vigorously, her eyes wide, and I could see the same panic mirrored on her face.

A long exhale on the other end of the line. Relief, mostly, but something else threaded through it. Something that sounded like suspicion held in check.

“Okay,” Natalia said. “Okay. As long as you’re safe. I just… when I heard about the accident, and then neither of you were answering…” She trailed off. “You’re both okay? Really?”

“We’re fine. I promise. We’re sitting in the tent right now. Everything’s good.”

“Good.” Another pause. “Are you coming back today?”

I looked at Olivia. She nodded.

“Yeah,” I said. “We’re going to pack up and head back. Probably be home by early afternoon.”

“We’ll see you soon, Mom,” Olivia called, loud enough to be heard through the phone. “Love you.”

“Love you too, sweetheart.” Natalia’s voice had softened, the fear receding. “Drive safe. Text me when you leave.”

“We will.”

The call ended. I set the phone down on the sleeping bag and let out a breath.

“I feel bad for her,” Olivia said quietly.

“Me too.” I ran a hand through my hair, tugging at the roots. “We need to be more careful. About the phones. About… everything.”

She nodded, but I caught something in her eyes that didn’t quite match the gravity of the moment. A flicker of something bright and reckless, like the near-discovery had only made the whole thing more exciting. She reached for me, her hand found my thigh, and her fingers traced a slow circle on my skin.

“One more time?” she said, and her voice was a whisper, her blue eyes dark and wanting.

I looked at her. Naked, glowing, my cum still inside her, her body still warm from sleep. The tent smelled like sex and skin and morning light, and my cock was still hard, pressing against my stomach, aching for her.

“One more time,” I said. “Then we pack up.”

She smiled, and she climbed on top of me, and the world narrowed to the feel of her body against mine, and I forgot about everything else.

* * *

We were on the road by eleven. The car smelled like campfire, skin, and sex that clung to our clothes and skin. Olivia had the windows down, her hair whipping in the wind, her sunglasses pushed up on her head, and she looked like something out of a magazine, golden and glowing and completely at ease.

I drove with one hand on the wheel, the other resting on the center console, and Olivia’s hand found mine, her fingers lacing through my fingers, her thumb tracing circles on my knuckles. The contact was casual, almost unconscious, but it sent a current through my arm that I felt in my chest, in my groin, in the soles of my feet.

We didn’t talk much. The silence was comfortable, charged with everything we’d done and everything we were going to do, and the miles rolled by beneath us, the coastline appearing and disappearing between the hills.

My phone rang through the car speakers around noon. Leah’s name flashed on the dashboard screen, and Olivia’s hand tightened on mine.

“Answer it,” she said.

I hit the button on the steering wheel. “Hey.”

“Hey, you.” Leah’s voice came through the speakers, bright and warm and slightly breathless, like she’d been running. “Oh my god, I am finally free. You have no idea what I’ve been through.”

“What happened?”

“Family trust stuff. My mom’s been dragging me around to banks and lawyers since eight this morning. Signatures, paperwork, documents thicker than my arm. I had to initial every single page. Every. Single. Page.” She groaned, and the sound was so theatrical that I laughed. “I’m telling you, Chase, if I never see another legal document again, it’ll be too soon.”

“Rough morning.”

“The roughest. But I’m done now, and my mom’s headed to my aunt’s for the night, and I have the whole house to myself.” There was a pause. “So, where are you? I was thinking we could hang out tonight.”

I glanced at Olivia. She was watching me, her face unreadable behind her sunglasses, but her hand was still in mine, her thumb still moving in those slow, steady circles.

“Actually,” I said, “Olivia and I went camping last night. We’re driving back from the Santa Monica Mountains right now.”

The pause that followed was long enough to fill the car. I could hear Leah breathing.

“Camping,” Leah said suspiciously. “Just the two of you?”

“Yeah. Natalia was working, and you were tied up with the trust stuff, so we figured we’d go. Found this ridge site with an ocean view. It was pretty amazing.”

Another pause. Then, carefully, like she was choosing each word, “Did you guys… sleep in the same tent?”

The question hit me like a bucket of cold water. My face went hot instantly, the flush spreading from my cheeks down my neck, and I was grateful for the empty freeway, for the fact that Leah couldn’t see me. My grip on the steering wheel tightened.

“Yeah,” I said. “We shared a tent. It was a two-person.”

The silence that followed was enormous. I could feel it pressing against the windows of the car, against my eardrums, against my chest. Olivia’s thumb had stopped moving on my knuckles. She was perfectly still beside me, her head turned toward the window, but I could see the tension in her jaw, the way she was holding her breath.

“Chase. Did you… do anything?” I could hear the grin in her voice.

I opened my mouth to answer, but Olivia moved first.

“Hey, babe,” Olivia said, and her voice was warm and easy, completely unbothered. “We’ll tell you everything when we see you. All the details. But not over the phone, okay? Some things are better in person.”

There was a beat of silence from Leah’s end. Then she giggled. “You slept together,” Leah said. It wasn’t a question.

Olivia laughed. “We’ll tell you everything tonight. I promise.”

“Oh my god.” Leah’s voice had climbed an octave, bright and breathless and full of excitement. “Oh my god, you guys. You actually did it.”

“Tonight,” Olivia repeated, and she was grinning now, the tension gone from her body, her hand back in mine. “We’ll be at your place tonight. Chase and I are driving back now, and we need to check in with Mom first, but we’ll be there. What time works?”

“Any time. Come whenever. My mom’s leaving around six for her sister’s, and she won’t be back until tomorrow afternoon.” Leah was talking fast now, the words tumbling over each other. “We can watch a movie on the big TV, I have this huge sectional, and there’s the jacuzzi out back, and I have wine, and… oh my god, I can’t believe this is happening.”

“Slow down,” Olivia said, laughing. “We’ll be there. Probably around seven, maybe eight. We have to drive all the way back to San Clemente, unpack, see Mom, and then drive up to your place. It’s a process.”

“Seven is perfect. Eight is perfect. Whenever.” I could hear the smile in Leah’s voice, wide and bright and barely contained. “I’ll get everything ready. Food, drinks, towels for the jacuzzi… oh, and I have this new lingerie set I’ve been dying to wear for you, Chase, but now I’m thinking maybe I should wear it for both of you.”

My cock twitched against the inside of my shorts. Olivia’s hand tightened on mine. “We’ll see you tonight,” Olivia said.

“Alright, and Chase?”

“Yeah?”

“Don’t you dare hold anything back. I want to know everything.”

The call ended. The car filled with silence, and then Olivia turned to me, her sunglasses pushed up, her blue eyes bright and burning.

“Well,” she said. “That went better than expected.”

I exhaled slowly, my heart still racing. “She figured it out quickly.”

“She’s Leah. She’s been waiting for this.” Olivia squeezed my hand. “She’s probably been fantasizing about it since the night of truth or dare.”

The thought sent a fresh wave of heat through my body. Leah, waiting. Leah, fantasizing. Leah and Olivia, together, their bodies intertwined, their hands on each other, on me. The image was so vivid, so consuming, that I had to shift in my seat, adjusting myself through my shorts.

“Focus on the road,” Olivia said, and her voice was teasing. “We have all night for that.”

I focused on the road. The freeway stretched ahead, and the sun was high and bright, and Olivia’s hand was warm in mine, and everything felt possible.

* * *

We pulled into the driveway at two-thirty. The house was quiet, the garage door open, Natalia’s car parked inside.

We unloaded the car in silence. The tent went into the garage. The sleeping bags were stuffed into the laundry room. The cooler was emptied and rinsed, and by the time we were done, the only thing that remained was the smell of campfire on our skin and the look in each other’s eyes that we couldn’t wash away.

Natalia was in the kitchen. She turned when we walked in, and her face transformed, the worry melting into relief. She crossed the kitchen in three strides and pulled me into a hug, her arms tight around my neck, her face pressed against my shoulder.

“My sweet boy,” she murmured. “You scared me.”

“I’m sorry.”

She held me for a long moment, then released me and turned to Olivia, pulling her into an embrace that was just as fierce. Olivia hugged her back, and over Natalia’s shoulder, her eyes found mine, bright and slightly guilty.

When Natalia pulled back, she held Olivia at arm’s length, her hands on her shoulders, and her eyes moved over her daughter’s face with that appraising, maternal precision. She was looking for something. I could see it in the way her gaze lingered, the way it traveled from Olivia’s eyes to her mouth to her neck, where the collar of her tank top had shifted, exposing the side of her throat.

Natalia’s gaze froze. Her eyes narrowed, just slightly, and I watched the realization move across her face. She was looking at Olivia’s neck, at the marks there, dark and clear against the pale skin. Hickeys, two of them, maybe three, clustered along the curve of her throat, half-hidden by her hair but visible enough to anyone who was looking.

Natalia’s eyes moved from Olivia’s neck to mine, then back to Olivia. “Did you two fight in the tent?” she asked. Her voice was light, conversational, but the question was loaded, the emphasis on fight carrying a weight that made my ears burn.

Olivia didn’t miss a beat. She tilted her head, her blonde hair falling across the marks, and smiled. “A little bit. Chase was being a jerk about the sleeping bag arrangement, and things got physical. You know how we are.”

“Physical,” Natalia repeated. She was still looking at Olivia’s neck.

“Play fighting,” Olivia clarified, and her tone was so casual, so perfectly calibrated to suggest friendly roughhousing and nothing more, that I almost believed it myself. “He tried to steal my pillow. I tackled him. It got out of hand.”

Natalia nodded slowly. Her eyes hadn’t left Olivia’s throat. “And those marks on your neck? The ones you’re trying to hide with your hair? Where did those come from?”

The question landed in the kitchen like a lit match. Olivia’s hand flew to her neck, her fingers brushing the hickeys, and the blush that spread across her cheeks was instant and devastating. Pink to red to a deep, burning crimson that climbed from her collarbone to her hairline. She opened her mouth, closed it, opened it again.

“Leah,” she said.

One word, just Leah. And the way she said it, the way her voice dropped half an octave, the way her eyes cut to the side, the way the blush deepened rather than faded, it told the whole story without telling anything at all.

Natalia held her gaze for a long moment. The silence in the kitchen was absolute, broken only by the hum of the refrigerator and the distant sound of a lawnmower somewhere down the street. I stood frozen by the counter, my hands gripping the edge, waiting for the other shoe to drop.

It didn’t. Natalia’s face relaxed, something settling behind her eyes, some understanding or acceptance or simply the decision not to pursue it further. A small, knowing smile curved the corner of her mouth, and she reached out, tucking a strand of hair behind Olivia’s ear.

“Okay,” she said. “As long as you’re both safe.”

Olivia exhaled. I exhaled. The kitchen exhaled.

“Actually,” Olivia said, her voice finding its footing again, “we’re going to stay at Leah’s tonight. Her mom’s going to her sister’s, and the house is empty. We thought we’d have a sleepover.”

Natalia’s eyebrows rose. “All three of you?”

“All three of us.” Olivia’s smile was back, bright and warm and completely unreadable.

Natalia looked at me. I nodded, trying to keep my expression neutral, trying to look like a normal nineteen-year-old going to his girlfriend’s house for a normal sleepover with his normal stepsister. My face felt like it was made of glass.

“Have fun,” Natalia said. The knowing smile was still there, tucked into the corner of her mouth like a secret she was keeping for herself. “Drive safe. Text me when you get there.”

“We will,” Olivia said, and she leaned in, kissing Natalia’s cheek. “Love you.”

“Love you too, sweetheart.”

Natalia turned to me, and her eyes found mine, and for one suspended moment, I thought she was going to say something else. Something that would acknowledge what she’d seen, what she suspected, what she clearly understood. But she just reached up, cupped my cheek, her thumb brushing my jaw, and the look in her eyes was so full of warmth and love and something that might have been permission.

“Have fun,” she said again, and this time the words carried that same weight they’d had this morning, that same emphasis, that same undercurrent of I know and I’m not going to stop you and be careful all wrapped into one.

Then she was gone, her heels clicking down the hallway toward her office, and Olivia and I were alone in the kitchen, the tension draining from the room like water through a sieve.

“That was close,” Olivia whispered.

“Too close.”

She grinned. “But she didn’t push. She suspects something, but she’s not going to push.”

I nodded, but my stomach was still doing somersaults, the adrenaline of the near-miss mixing with the anticipation of what was coming tonight. “We should pack.”

We packed quickly. I threw a change of clothes into a backpack, grabbed my toothbrush, my phone charger, and a condom from the box in my nightstand, then thought better of it and grabbed three more. Olivia did the same, moving through her room as if she’d planned this for longer than she was willing to admit. She emerged from her bedroom in a white off-the-shoulder top and dark jeans, her hair loose, her makeup fresh, and the hickeys on her neck were still visible, but she’d done something with her hair, some arrangement that made them look almost intentional, almost decorative.

We were in the car by six. The drive to Leah’s was twenty minutes north, the freeway traffic light, the evening sun warm and golden through the windshield. Olivia connected her phone to the Bluetooth and played something upbeat and driving, and we didn’t talk much.

Leah’s house was in a gated community in Newport Coast. The house was enormous, a modern two-story with floor-to-ceiling windows and a circular driveway.

I pulled in behind a white Range Rover, and we climbed out, grabbing our bags from the trunk. The front door opened before we reached it, and Leah stepped onto the porch.

She was glowing. Her dark hair was down, falling past her shoulders in loose waves, and she was wearing a fitted black top that showed off her cleavage and a pair of jeans that hugged every curve. Her hazel eyes were bright, her smile so wide it looked like it might split her face, and when she saw us, she literally bounced on her toes.

“You’re here,” she said. She didn’t hug me. She grabbed the front of my shirt, pulled me down, and kissed me hard, her mouth hot and insistent, her tongue sliding against mine. The kiss was deep and claiming, and when she pulled back, her eyes were dark and hungry.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hi.”

And then she launched herself at Olivia, wrapping her arms around her, pulling her close, her face buried in Olivia’s neck. They hugged like they hadn’t seen each other in months, their bodies pressed together, their hands roaming, and when they pulled apart, Leah’s eyes dropped to Olivia’s neck, to the hickeys, and her grin turned sharp and knowing.

“Those look fresh,” she said.

Olivia blushed. “You should talk. I can see yours from here.”

Leah laughed. “Come inside. My mom’s about to leave, but she wants to meet you properly.”

We followed her through the front door into a foyer. The ceilings were vaulted, the floors were dark hardwood, and the walls were lined with abstract art that looked expensive.

“Mom!” Leah called. “They’re here!”

Footsteps from somewhere deeper in the house, and then Leah’s mother appeared in the doorway of what I assumed was the kitchen.

She was stunning. There was no other word for it. She was curvy in a way that was both elegant and voluptuous, her chest generous and high, her hips wide and inviting. She was wearing a fitted blouse in a deep burgundy that highlighted her figure, and her dark hair was pulled back in a loose chignon that showed off a face that was warm and open and still beautiful despite the fine lines at the corners of her eyes. She looked to be in her mid-forties, but she carried herself with the energy and confidence of someone much younger.

Her eyes found mine, and her smile was immediate and genuine. “You must be Chase.”

“Yes, ma’am. It’s nice to meet you.”

“Ma’am,” she repeated, and laughed, the sound warm and musical. “Call me Ava. And it’s so good to finally meet you in person. Leah talks about you constantly.” She crossed the foyer, her heels clicking on the hardwood, and stopped in front of me, her eyes moving over my face with an appraising warmth that made me stand a little straighter. “You’re even more handsome than the photos she showed me.”

“Thank you.”

“She’s been so happy since you two started dating,” Ava said, and the warmth in her voice was so genuine, so free of any ulterior motive, that it made something twist in my chest. “You’re good for her. I can see it. She lights up when she talks about you.”

I glanced at Leah, who was standing beside Olivia, her arm linked through Olivia’s, and she was beaming, her cheeks pink, her eyes bright with pride and affection.

“Thank you,” I said again. “She’s good for me too.”

Ava’s smile widened, and she stepped forward, closing the distance between us. She reached up, placed her hands on my shoulders, and leaned in, pressing her lips to my left cheek, then my right. The kisses were warm and lingering. Her breasts brushed against my chest, soft and full, and I kept my hands at my sides, my body rigid with the effort of staying still.

When she pulled back, her eyes were bright with approval. “You’re a good one, Chase. I can tell. Take care of my girl.”

“I will.”

She turned to Olivia, and the warmth didn’t dim. “Olivia, honey, it’s always good to see you. You look beautiful.”

“Thank you, Ava. You look amazing.”

Ava laughed, patting Olivia’s arm, and then she was moving, grabbing a leather tote from the console table by the door, checking her phone, adjusting her earrings. “I’m headed to my sister’s in Laguna. I’ll be back tomorrow afternoon. The house is yours.” She looked at the three of us, her gaze moving from Leah to Olivia to me.

“Have fun,” Ava said, and the words carried the same weight Natalia’s had. “Be safe. Call if you need anything.”

“We will, Mom,” Leah said. “Love you.”

“Love you too, baby.” One more kiss on Leah’s cheek, a wave to Olivia and me, and then she was out the door, the Range Rover pulling out of the driveway, the sound of the engine fading as she turned onto the main road.

Leah closed the door. The house was silent. And then Leah turned to us. She grabbed my hand, then Olivia’s and pulled us both toward the massive sectional that dominated the living room. The cushions sank beneath us as she pushed me down, then Olivia, and then she stood in front of us with her hands on her hips.

“Okay,” she said. “Spill it. Both of you. Right now.”

Olivia looked at me, and she nudged my knee with hers. “Chase, you tell her.”

My face went hot instantly. The flush climbed from my neck to my hairline, and I could feel it burning across my cheeks. “What? No, you tell her. You’re the one who…”

“I’m the one who what? You were there too.”

“Yeah, but you’re the one who…”

“Stop that!” Leah stepped between us, her hands up like a referee breaking up a fight. “Both of you. You’re doing the thing. The deflection thing. I’ve seen you do it a hundred times when you don’t want to own up to something.” She planted herself directly in front of us, her eyes moving from Olivia’s face to mine and back. “Just tell me. Did you guys have sex?”

The word hung in the air between us. Neither of us spoke for almost a minute before I finally broke the silence.

“We had sex,” I said. “But we weren’t supposed to. It was an accident.”

Leah’s eyebrows shot up. She blinked. Then she laughed. “An accident? You don’t have sex on accident, Chase. Nobody trips and falls onto a dick. That’s not how it works.”

Olivia was biting her lip, fighting a smile. “It’s kind of true, though. Hear me out.”

She launched into the story, her hands moving as she talked. The strip poker, the wrestling, the way I’d pinned her and she’d pinned me and we’d been rolling around on the blanket, both of us naked, and then she’d been on top, and she’d shifted, and suddenly I was inside her. She described it with a mix of humor and heat, her cheeks flushing pink, her eyes darting to me every few seconds, like she was checking to make sure I was okay with the details she was sharing.

“And then,” she said, her voice dropping to something lower, “we just… didn’t stop.”

Leah was staring at her. Her lips were parted, her breathing had changed, and the flush on her cheeks matched Olivia’s. She was sitting on the edge of the coffee table now, her knees pressed together, her hands clasped in her lap, and I could see the pulse hammering in her throat.

“So,” Leah said slowly. “You guys fucked, multiple times, under the stars.”

“Five times,” I said, and immediately regretted it, because Olivia elbowed me hard in the ribs.

“Five?” Leah said with a grin. “Five times?”

“It was a long night,” Olivia said, and she was grinning now, the confession having released something in her, some tension she’d been carrying since the car. “We had a lot of catching up to do.”

Leah was quiet for a moment. She looked at Olivia, then at me, then back at Olivia. “Okay,” she said. “Okay. That’s… okay.” She stood up, clapping her hands together. “Now that’s out of the way, I’m starving. And I have steaks in the fridge, thick ones. Chase, you sit. Right here. Don’t move. Olivia, you’re with me. We’ll cook for our guy.”

She grabbed Olivia’s wrist and pulled her off the couch, and the two of them disappeared through the doorway into the kitchen. I heard the refrigerator open, the clatter of pots and pans, the sound of water running. I sat on the couch, my hands clasped between my knees, my heart still racing, and tried to process what had just happened.

Then I heard it. A sharp, loud slap, followed by a yelp and a burst of giggles.

“You did not just spank me!” Olivia’s voice, bright with laughter.

“You deserved it! Keeping that from me all day!” Another slap, another yelp, more giggles.

“Your turn!” The sound of movement, a scuffle, and then Leah’s laugh, high and breathless. “Oh my god, Olivia, stop!”

“Make me!”

I sat on the couch, my cock hardening against my thigh, listening to the sounds of them play-fighting in the kitchen, the slaps and the giggles and the whispered threats, and the tension in my body built until I was gripping the edge of the cushion.

They came back twenty minutes later, flushed and laughing, carrying plates loaded with thick ribeye steaks, roasted potatoes and grilled asparagus. The steaks were perfectly cooked, medium-rare, the centers pink and glistening, and the smell filled the living room. They set the plates on the coffee table and sat on either side of me, their thighs pressed against mine, and we ate with our hands, the juices running down our fingers, the conversation easy and warm.

The food was incredible. The steaks were tender and rich, the potatoes crispy and salty, the asparagus charred and buttery. We ate until the plates were clean, until I was full and warm and slightly drowsy, and then we cleaned up together.

By the time we were done, the sun had set completely, and the living room was dark except for the warm glow of the lamps. Leah grabbed a remote, and the massive TV mounted above the fireplace flickered to life. She scrolled through a streaming service, settling on something with a romantic cover, and then she pulled a blanket from the back of the couch and draped it over the three of us.

The movie was exactly the kind of thing that made my skin prickle with awareness. A romantic drama, beautifully shot, with long, lingering looks between the leads and scenes that built slowly toward something heated. The tension on screen mirrored the tension on the couch, and as the movie progressed, the touches became more frequent.

Leah’s hand found my thigh, her fingers tracing idle patterns through the fabric of my shorts. Olivia leaned against my other side, her head on my shoulder, her hand resting on my chest, her thumb moving in slow circles over my sternum. The blanket covered us from the waist down, and beneath it, I could feel the heat of their bodies, the press of their hips against mine.

A particularly steamy scene played out on screen. The male lead pressed the female lead against a wall, his hand sliding up her thigh, his mouth finding her neck, and the sound of her breathless moan filled the living room. Leah’s fingers tightened on my thigh. Olivia’s thumb stopped moving on my chest.

When the credits rolled, the three of us sat in silence for a moment. The blanket was warm, the room was dark, and the energy between us had reached a frequency that made my skin hum.

Leah sat up first. She turned to face me, her legs folded beneath her, and her eyes were bright and mischievous in the dim light.

“So,” she said. “You guys want to spice things up a little?”

Olivia lifted her head from my shoulder. “What do you mean?”

Leah’s grin was wicked. “So, my mom has this… collection. From back in the day. Like, way back. When porn actually had plots and storylines and terrible acting.”

Olivia laughed. “You’re joking.”

“I am absolutely not joking.” Leah was already standing, pulling the blanket off our laps. “She’s got VHS tapes, DVDs, an entire collection hidden in her room. I found it when I was like sixteen and I’ve been dying to share it with someone ever since.”

Olivia looked at me, her eyebrows raised, and I could see the curiosity warring with amusement on her face. She looked at her friend again. “You’re serious? Your mom has a porn collection?”

“Dead serious. Do you guys want to see it?”

I stood up. My cock was already hard, straining against my shorts, and the idea of watching porn with both of them, of seeing what it did to them, of what it might lead to, made my blood feel like it was on fire.

“Lead the way,” I said.

Leah grabbed my hand and Olivia’s and pulled us down the hallway. Her mother’s bedroom was at the end of the hall, and when she pushed the door open, the room was exactly what I’d expected from the rest of the house, luxurious. The bed was enormous, a king-sized four-poster with white linen and a mountain of pillows, and a massive flat-screen TV was mounted on the opposite wall. The room was decorated in soft grays and creams, with abstract art on the walls and a thick white rug that felt like walking on clouds.

“My mother likes to live extravagantly,” Leah said, gesturing at the room. “The bed is insane. We might borrow it later.”

She crossed to the walk-in closet and disappeared inside. I heard drawers opening, the sound of something being moved, and then she emerged carrying a large wooden box. She set it on the bed, and then went back in, returning with a second box, this one made of dark leather, and a stack of VHS tapes and DVDs that she piled on the edge of the mattress.

“Okay,” she said, flipping open the wooden box. “Prepare yourselves.”

The collection was staggering. The wooden box contained sex toys, arranged in neat rows like a surgeon’s kit. Vibrators in various sizes and shapes, some curved, some straight, some with rabbit ears. Dildos, thick and realistic, their silicone surfaces gleaming. Butt plugs in graduated sizes, from small to intimidating. A pair of pink handcuffs with fuzzy lining. A blindfold. A small flogger. A bottle of lube that was still sealed.

Olivia’s eyes went wide. “Wow.”

Leah opened the leather box. Inside, folded in tissue paper, was an array of lingerie that looked like it belonged in a high-end boutique. Silk teddies in black and red and cream. Lace babydolls with matching panties. A sheer black robe that was practically transparent. Garters and stockings, still in their packaging. A corset in deep burgundy with boning and satin ribbons.

“These are my mom’s,” Leah said, and she was grinning, her eyes bright with mischief. “She has expensive taste.”

My cock was so hard it hurt. I could feel it pressing against the front of my shorts, the outline visible, the head straining against the fabric. I adjusted, trying to make it less obvious, and both girls noticed. Olivia’s eyes dropped to my groin, and her smile turned knowing. Leah followed her gaze, and her lips parted, a soft sound escaping her throat.

“Someone’s excited,” Olivia murmured.

“Can you blame him?” Leah said, and she reached for the stack of tapes and DVDs, spreading them across the bed like a dealer laying out cards.

The titles were ridiculous, the covers even more so. Overly tanned bodies in awkward poses, men with mustaches and women with enormous hair, tropical backdrops and pirate ships and nurses’ uniforms. We picked through them together, reading the titles aloud, laughing at the cheesy descriptions.

“The Lust Boat,” I read, holding up a VHS tape with a cover that featured a woman in a bikini straddling a life preserver.

“Pornos of the Caribbean,” Olivia said, giggling. “That’s not even trying.”

“Summer Heat,” Leah read. “Two words: beach volleyball.”

“Island of Lust,” I said, holding up a DVD with a cover that showed a woman in a grass skirt being carried by a man with a chest like a barrel, a hula skirt made of what looked like actual palm leaves, and a coconut bra that was somehow still attached.

“Private Lessons,” Olivia read from a DVD case, holding it up. The cover showed a woman in glasses and a tight button-up shirt sitting at a desk while a younger man knelt between her legs, her skirt hiked up to her waist. “The teacher’s pet gets extra credit. Oh my god, the acting on this one has to be legendary.”

“Night Shift Nurses,” Leah said, pulling another tape from the stack. The cover featured four women in white nurse uniforms, their caps askew, their uniforms unbuttoned to reveal push-up bras and cleavage that defied gravity. “Shift change just got a whole lot steamier. I think that’s a double entendre.”

“Beach House Party,” I read, flipping through a DVD. The cover showed a group of tanned bodies around a swimming pool, champagne glasses raised, bikini tops nowhere to be seen. “Summer’s hottest party is about to get wet. That’s… that’s just the plot of every spring break movie ever made.”

“Hot Resort,” Olivia said, giggling. She held up a VHS tape with a cover that featured a woman in a resort uniform being bent over a luggage cart by a bellhop. “Check-in time is all night long. I think the copywriter had a stroke.”

“Midnight Confessions,” Leah read. The cover showed a woman in a Catholic schoolgirl uniform sitting in a confessional booth, the priest’s hand visible through the grate. “Father, I have sinned… repeatedly. Oh my god, that’s so bad it’s almost good.”

“Secret Desires,” I said. The cover was relatively tame compared to the others, just a woman in lingerie lying across a bed, her hand between her thighs, her eyes half-closed. “The one that looks like it’s trying to be classy.”

We were all laughing now. Olivia had tears in her eyes from laughing so hard, and Leah was clutching her stomach, her face bright red. The covers were ridiculous, the titles even worse, and the whole collection felt like a time capsule from an era when porn was trying so hard to be legitimate that it circled back to absurd.

“Okay,” Leah said, wiping her eyes. “But seriously. Which one do we actually watch? I’m not going through them all. Let’s pick one.”

We spread the options out on the bed, side by side, and considered them. The covers stared back at us, garish and earnest, each one promising something more ridiculous than the last.

“Island of Lust,” Olivia said, tapping the DVD with the grass skirt and the barrel-chested man. “It’s got a tropical theme. Beach vibes. Feels appropriate for summer.”

“Seconded,” I said.

Leah picked up the DVD, turning it over to read the back. “Shipwrecked sailor, stranded island, beautiful women who haven’t seen a man in years. Classic setup. And look, it says there’s a plot. Like, an actual plot with dialogue and everything.”

“Dialogue,” Olivia repeated, grinning. “I can’t wait to hear the dialogue.”

“So we’re watching it here,” Leah said, gesturing around the bedroom. “Mom’s TV is massive, and she’s got a working VHS player built into the entertainment system. We can watch it on the big screen with the sound up.”

Watching porn together on a massive screen in her mother’s bedroom was a different thing entirely from flipping through titles on the couch. It was deliberate. It was intentional. It was exactly the kind of escalation that led somewhere.

Leah dimmed the lights with a remote, and the room dropped into warm, golden darkness. The TV flickered to life, and she loaded the DVD, the disc whirring as the player read it. The menu screen appeared, tropical music playing, palm trees swaying in a digital breeze, and the title Island of Lust pulsed in neon pink letters.

I sat on the edge of the bed, and Olivia sat beside me, her thigh pressed against mine. Leah was on my other side, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from her body. The three of us were in a row, the bed enormous behind us, the TV casting a blue-white glow across our faces.

Leah hit play. The movie opened with a storm. Dark clouds, crashing waves, a wooden ship being tossed on the ocean like a toy. The special effects were terrible, clearly shot in a studio tank with a model boat and a wind machine, but the dramatic music sold it, swelling with strings and percussion as the ship cracked in half and sank beneath the waves.

A man surfaced, gasping, his white shirt torn, his dark hair plastered to his forehead. He was handsome in a generic way, chiseled jaw, broad shoulders, the kind of body that belonged on a romance novel cover. He clung to a piece of wreckage, coughing, and the camera followed him as the current carried him toward a distant shoreline.

The island appeared, lush and green, palm trees swaying, white sand beaches stretching in either direction. The man washed ashore, collapsing on the sand, unconscious.

The camera cut to a village. A group of women emerged from the jungle, all of them beautiful, all of them wearing grass skirts and coconut bras that looked like they’d been borrowed from a costume shop. They moved through the trees with exaggerated grace, and when they reached the beach and saw the unconscious man, they gasped in unison, their hands flying to their mouths.

“They’ve been without a man for years,” the voiceover announced. “Stranded on this island paradise, these beautiful women have known only each other’s company. Until now.”

The women rushed to the man’s side, kneeling around him, their hands hovering over his body. One of them, a tall blonde with enormous breasts, pressed her ear to his chest.

“He’s alive,” she announced. “But he’s cold. So cold.”

“We must warm him,” another woman said, this one a brunette with a husky voice and a skirt that barely covered her hips. “With our bodies. It’s the only way.”

Olivia giggled. “She looks like Leah.”

“Yeah, a little bit,” she admitted.

I agreed with both of them.

They carried him to the village, four women lifting him by his limbs, his head lolling, his wet clothes dripping. They laid him on a bed of palm fronds in a hut, and then the stripping began. The blonde woman pulled his shirt open, buttons flying, and the camera lingered on his chest, his abs, the defined V of muscle leading to his waistband.

“His clothes are soaked,” the blonde said, her fingers working at his belt. “We must remove them. For his safety.”

The women stripped him completely, his wet clothes peeled away to reveal his body, and the camera gave the audience a full, lingering view of his cock, which was already semi-hard despite the character being supposedly unconscious. The women gasped, their eyes wide, and one of them reached out, her fingers hovering inches from his shaft.

“He’s… impressive,” the brunette said.

“He’s a man,” the blonde replied, as if this explained everything. “A real man. After all these years.”

They laid their bodies over him, skin to skin, their breasts pressing against his chest, their thighs against his thighs. The blonde positioned herself on top, her breasts against his face, and the brunette lay along his side, her hand sliding down his stomach toward his groin.

The music swelled. The man stirred, his eyes fluttering open, and he found himself surrounded by beautiful, half-naked women, their bodies pressed against his, their hands roaming.

“Where am I?” he asked.

“You’re safe,” the blonde said, her lips brushing his ear. “You’re with us now. And we’re going to take very good care of you.”

The scene cut to a montage of sensual care. The women massaged oil into his skin, their hands moving in long, slow strokes from his shoulders to his wrists, his chest to his stomach, his thighs to his feet. They took turns kissing him, their mouths traveling from his lips to his neck to his chest, lower and lower, and the camera cut between their faces, each wearing an exaggerated look of pleasure, and the man’s growing arousal.

His cock was fully hard now, jutting upward from his body, and the women took notice. The blonde positioned herself between his legs, her face level with his groin, and she looked up at him with pure, theatrical desire.

“May I?” she asked.

“Please,” the man groaned.

She took him into her mouth, and the scene played out in graphic detail, the camera showing every movement of her lips, every flick of her tongue, every look of pleasure on her face. The other women watched, their hands moving over their own bodies, their breathing heavy, and the music built to a crescendo as the man’s hips began to thrust.

“Oh my god,” Leah whispered beside me. “The acting is so bad.”

“It’s incredible,” Olivia said, and she was laughing. “Look at his face. He looks like he’s trying to remember his lines.”

“He looks like he’s trying not to laugh,” I said, and it was true. The male actor’s face was a bizarre mixture of pleasure and suppressed amusement, his jaw clenched, his eyes slightly too wide.

But the scene was working. Despite the terrible acting and the cheesy dialogue, the visuals were explicit and relentless, and I could feel the heat building in the room. My cock was rock hard, pressing against my shorts, and I adjusted on the bed, trying to find a comfortable position that didn’t make the situation obvious.

Too late. Olivia’s hand found my thigh, her fingers tracing the inside seam of my shorts, and she leaned close, her breath warm against my ear.

“You’re hard,” she whispered. “I can feel it.”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. My throat had closed around whatever response I might have made, and my attention was split between the screen, where the blonde woman was now riding the man with enthusiastic abandon, and the feel of Olivia’s hand on my leg, her fingers inching higher.

Leah noticed. Her hand found my other thigh, mirroring Olivia’s position, and she leaned against my shoulder, her lips brushing my ear.

“Someone’s enjoying the show,” she murmured.

On screen, the scene had changed. The man was sitting up now, the blonde in his lap, and the brunette had moved behind him, her breasts pressed against his back, her hands on his shoulders. A third woman, a redhead with freckles and a grass skirt that had somehow come undone, knelt beside the bed, her hand between her own thighs, watching with desperate longing.

“We’ve been alone for so long,” the brunette whispered against the man’s ear, her voice thick with manufactured emotion. “We need you. All of you. Every part of you.”

The man turned his head, capturing her mouth in a kiss, and the blonde in his lap ground down harder, her back arching, her breasts bouncing. The redhead crawled onto the bed, positioning herself in front of the man, and the blonde eased aside, allowing the redhead to press her mouth to the man’s cock, taking him in alongside the blonde’s movements.

It was a double blowjob, shot from multiple angles, the camera cutting between the women’s faces, their lips stretched around his shaft, their tongues working in tandem. The man’s head fell back, his mouth open, and the sound that came from his throat was so exaggerated it bordered on comedy.

“He sounds like a wounded animal,” Olivia said, and she was giggling, but her hand had moved higher, her fingers now brushing the bulge in my shorts. “Like a moose in heat.”

“A moose,” Leah repeated, and she was laughing too, her body shaking against mine. “Oh my god, that’s exactly what he sounds like.”

But her hand was moving too, mirroring Olivia’s, her fingers tracing the outline of my cock through the fabric, and the combination of their touch and the explicit images on screen was making it difficult to breathe. The room felt like it had dropped ten degrees in temperature, the air thick and heavy, and my skin was burning, every nerve ending alive and screaming for contact.

“Hey,” Leah said suddenly, sitting up straight. Her eyes were bright, her grin sharp and mischievous. She looked at Olivia. “What if we didn’t just watch?”

Olivia’s hand stilled on my thigh. “What do you mean?”

“I mean,” Leah said, gesturing at the screen where the man was now being pleasured by all three women simultaneously, “what if we acted it out? Like, for real. With Chase as the… you know.” She waved her hand at the male actor on screen. “Him.”

The suggestion landed in the room like a grenade. I looked at Olivia, who looked equally horny as Leah.

“You want to do the island thing,” Olivia said slowly. “With Chase.”

“Exactly.” Leah was bouncing now, her knees pressed together, her hands clasped in front of her chest. “He’s the shipwrecked sailor. We’re the island women who haven’t seen a man in years. We find him washed up on the beach, we rescue him, we warm him up…” She trailed off, her eyes dropping to my crotch, where my cock was visibly straining against my shorts. “We take care of him.”

Olivia looked at me. Her tongue darted out, wetting her lower lip, and the movement was so obscene that I felt it in my groin. “What do you think, sailor? Want to be rescued?”

My mouth was dry. I tried to speak, and what came out was a hoarse, “Yeah.”

“Yeah?” Leah repeated, grinning. “Just yeah? The man of few words.”

“He’s in character already,” Olivia said, and she stood up, pulling the blanket off my lap. “He’s been shipwrecked. He’s weak. He can barely speak.” She reached down, grabbing the hem of my shirt, and pulled it over my head in one smooth motion. “His clothes are soaked. We need to get them off him.”

Leah stood too, moving to the other side of the bed. She grabbed the waistband of my shorts and tugged, and I lifted my hips, letting her pull them down along with my boxers. My cock sprang free, hard and thick, pointing at the ceiling, and both girls made sounds of appreciation that made my head swim.

“Oh my god,” Leah breathed. “He’s even harder than the guy in the movie.”

“Shhh,” Olivia said, pressing a finger to Leah’s lips. “He’s unconscious. Remember? He washed ashore, he’s barely alive.” She pushed me backward onto the bed, and I went willingly, my head hitting the pillows, my body stretched out on the massive mattress. The white linen was cool against my bare skin, and the ceiling above me was high and dark.

“Okay,” Olivia said, her voice dropping into something theatrical, something that mimicked the blonde actress on screen. “He’s cold. So cold. We need to warm him up.”

“With our bodies,” Leah said, and she was already climbing onto the bed, positioning herself along my left side. “It’s the only way.”

Olivia climbed on from the right, and they pressed against me simultaneously, their bodies warm and soft against my bare skin. Olivia’s breasts flattened against my chest, her nipples hard points against my sternum, and Leah’s thigh slid over mine, her hip pressed to my hip, her arm draped across my stomach.

“His heart is racing,” Olivia murmured, her ear pressed to my chest. “He’s alive, but he needs more warmth.”

“More,” Leah agreed, and she eased closer, her leg hooking over both of mine, her body draped half across me. Her breasts pressed against my ribs, and I could feel her nipples, hard and insistent, through the fabric of her top.

They stayed like that for a moment, their bodies covering mine, their warmth seeping into me, and then Olivia lifted her head, her blue eyes finding mine from inches away.

“His clothes are gone,” she said, her voice still in character. “But he’s still cold. We need to… stimulate his circulation.”

“Oh my god,” Leah giggled, the character breaking for a moment. “Stimulate his circulation. That’s the worst euphemism I’ve ever heard.”

“Shut up,” Olivia said, laughing. “I’m trying to stay in character.” She looked back at me, her face settling back into that exaggerated, theatrical look of desire. “We’ve been without a man for so long. We need to feel him. All of him.”

Her hand found my chest, her palm flat against my sternum, and she began to move it in slow, deliberate circles. Her fingers traced the lines of my abs, following the ridges of muscle down toward my navel, and Leah mirrored the movement on my other side, her hand sliding up from my stomach to my chest, her fingers threading through the light hair there.

“His body is so warm now,” Leah said, and her voice had dropped, the theatrical edge softening into something genuine. Her hand traveled lower, her fingers trailing along the crease of my hip, and I felt my cock twitch, the head brushing against Olivia’s thigh.

“He’s responding,” Olivia observed, and she leaned in, her hand abandoning my chest to wrap around my cock. She squeezed gently, her thumb tracing the ridge of the head. “Look how big he is. A real man. After all these years.”

“That’s my line from the movie,” Leah protested, but she was laughing, her hand still moving across my chest. “You stole my line.”

“Sorry!” Olivia said with a giggle.

Olivia’s hand began to move on my cock, slow strokes that made my hips lift off the mattress. “We need to warm him up properly. His… circulation needs attention.”

Olivia moved down the bed, her body sliding against mine until her face was level with my groin. She looked up at me, her blue eyes bright and wicked, and she looked so much like the actress on screen that I almost laughed.

“May I?” she asked, and the line was delivered with such exaggerated innocence that Leah burst into giggles behind her.

“Please,” I said, my voice rough.

Olivia took me into her mouth. The heat of her was instantaneous and overwhelming, her lips stretching around my girth, her tongue flat against the underside of my shaft. She moaned around me, the vibration traveling through my cock and into my spine, and my hands found her hair, tangling in the blonde waves.

Leah crawled up beside me, her face level with mine, and she pressed her lips to my jaw, then my neck, then my ear. “She’s good, isn’t she?” she whispered. “I’ve always wondered what it would be like to watch her do that.”

I couldn’t answer. Olivia was bobbing her head now, taking me deeper, her hand working the base of my shaft in rhythm with her mouth, and the dual sensation of her lips and Leah’s mouth on my neck was making my vision blur at the edges.

Leah’s hand found my chest. “His heart is pounding,” she said, her voice still carrying that theatrical edge, but the heat behind it was real. “He’s getting warmer … much warmer.”

Olivia pulled off with a wet pop, a string of saliva connecting her lower lip to the head of my cock. “He tastes like the ocean,” she said, and the line was so ridiculous, so perfectly in keeping with the movie’s terrible dialogue, that I laughed despite the intensity of the moment.

“The ocean,” Leah repeated, and she was giggling too, her forehead pressed against my temple. “Oh my god, Olivia.”

“What? I’m committed to the bit.” Olivia licked a long, slow stripe from the base of my shaft to the tip, her eyes never leaving mine. “We’ve been stranded on this island for so long. We need him. Every part of him.”

She took me back into her mouth, and Leah moved down my body, her lips replacing Olivia’s hand on my chest. She kissed my sternum, then lower, her tongue tracing the lines of my abs, and when she reached my hip, she looked up, her hazel eyes meeting mine over the landscape of my body.

“Can I help?” she asked, and the question was directed at Olivia, but her eyes were on me.

Olivia pulled off again, her lips swollen and glistening. “Of course. We’re a tribe … We need his cock equally.” She scooted to the side, making room, and Leah positioned herself beside her, her face level with my cock.

They looked at each other, then at me, and the image of them side by side, their faces inches from my groin, their expressions a mixture of mischief and genuine desire, was so surreal, so perfect, that I had to close my eyes for a moment.

Then I felt it. Two mouths, two tongues, sucking in tandem. Olivia took the head, her lips sealing around the crown, her tongue swirling, and Leah took the shaft, her mouth moving along the length, her tongue flat and hot. The sensation was indescribable, two points of contact, two rhythms merging and diverging, and my hands found their heads, my fingers threading through their hair.

They worked together like they’d practiced, like they’d discussed this, though I knew they hadn’t. Olivia would pull back, and Leah would take over, her mouth sliding up to the head, and then Olivia would return, her tongue joining Leah’s, both of them working the sensitive ridge below the tip. The wet sounds filled the room, mixing with the soundtrack from the movie still playing on the TV, and the combination of the cheesy dialogue and the real, overwhelming pleasure was making me dizzy.

“Oh my god,” I heard Leah mumble around my cock, and the vibration of her voice sent a shockwave through me. “He’s so thick. I can barely fit half of him.”

“Practice,” Olivia said, pulling off to speak. “You’ll get there.” And then she was back, her mouth taking me deep, her throat opening around the head, and I felt the tip hit the back of her throat before she pulled back, gasping, a strand of saliva connecting her lips to my shaft.

I was close, embarrassingly close, the pressure building at the base of my spine, and I knew I wouldn’t last much longer.

“Not yet,” Olivia said, and she was breathing hard, her chest rising and falling. She climbed up my body, straddling my thighs, and her hands found the hem of her top. “We need him inside us. That’s what the island women do. They ride him. They take what they need.”

She pulled her top over her head, and her jiggly teardrops spilled free, her nipples hard and pink against the pale skin. Leah was already removing her own top, her perky C-cups bouncing free, her light brown nipples thick and prominent. They were both stunning, their bodies different but complementary, Olivia’s curves softer and more generous, Leah’s firmer and more athletic.

“Welcome to the island,” Olivia said, and she positioned herself above me, her knees on either side of my hips. She reached between her legs, her fingers finding her entrance, and I watched, transfixed, as she spread her wetness across her folds, her fingers glistening. “We’ve been so empty,” she whispered, and her voice had dropped the theatrical edge. “So empty without a man. Without you.”

She sank down onto me. The heat of her was overwhelming, her vagina opening around my cock, her walls gripping me with a tightness that made my vision white out at the edges. She took me inch by inch, her back arching, her breasts pushing forward, and when she was fully seated, her ass against my thighs, she let out a sound that was half moan, half laugh. It felt great to be inside Olivia again.

“Oh my god,” she breathed. “He fills me up completely.”

Leah was beside me now, her lips on my neck, her hand on Olivia’s hip. “You look so good on him,” she murmured, and her voice was thick with want. “So full, so satisfied.”

Olivia began to move. Slow at first, rolling her hips in tight circles, her inner walls gripping and releasing me in waves that made my toes curl. Her hands found my chest, bracing herself, and her hair fell around her face like a curtain, her blue eyes locked on mine through the strands.

“We’ve been starving,” she said, and the words came out between breaths, her hips picking up speed. “Starving for this. For you, for a real man.”

“Tell me more,” I said, struggling to speak since her pussy felt so good.

Leah’s mouth found my ear. “She’s been so hungry,” she whispered, her tongue tracing the shell of my ear. “Both of us. We’ve been surviving on fruit and coconuts and each other’s fingers for years.” Her hand slid up Olivia’s side, cupping her breast, her thumb circling the nipple. “But it’s not the same. It’s never the same as a real cock.”

Olivia moaned, her head falling back, and Leah’s mouth found her exposed throat, kissing and sucking, leaving a fresh mark beside the ones from last night. Olivia’s pace increased, her hips driving down with more force, and the sound of our bodies meeting filled the room, wet and obscene.

“Switch,” Olivia gasped, and she climbed off me, her body leaving mine with a slick, sucking sound that made Leah whimper. “Your turn. He needs to feel both of us. The island demands it.”

Leah didn’t need to be told twice. She swung her leg over my hips, positioning herself above me, and I watched as she reached between us, guiding my cock to her pussy. She was wet, so wet I could feel the heat radiating from her, and when she sank down, taking me inside her, the sound she made was nothing like the actress on screen. It was real, guttural, a sound torn from somewhere deep in her chest.

“Oh fuck,” she breathed. “Oh fuck, he’s so deep.”

Olivia was beside her now, her mouth on Leah’s breast, her tongue circling the nipple while her hand worked the other one, pinching and rolling. Leah’s hands found Olivia’s hair, tangling in the blonde waves, and she looked down at me, her hazel eyes dark and unfocused.

“We need him,” she said, and her hips were already moving, riding me with a desperation that matched the character she was playing. “We need his cock. His seed. Everything he has.”

“Take it,” I said, and my hands found her hips, guiding her movements, pulling her down harder onto me. “Take everything.”

Leah rode me with an athletic intensity that took my breath away. Her thighs were strong, her core engaged, and she fucked me like she’d been waiting her entire life for this threesome. Olivia’s mouth moved from Leah’s breasts to her neck, then to her mouth, and they kissed above me, their tongues sliding together, their moans muffled against each other’s lips.

The movie played on in the background, the terrible dialogue mixing with our sounds, and the absurdity of it all, the theatrical pretense layered over genuine, overwhelming pleasure, made everything feel heightened, surreal, like a dream I never wanted to wake from.

“More,” Leah gasped, pulling away from Olivia’s mouth. “I need more. I need him harder.”

I rolled, taking Leah with me, and she ended up beneath me, her legs wrapped around my waist, her heels digging into my ass. I drove into her, deep and fast, and she arched off the bed, her back bowing, her breasts bouncing with each thrust.

“Yes,” she hissed. “Yes, yes, yes. Give it to me. Give me everything.”

Olivia climbed onto the bed behind me. I felt her hands on my back, her breasts pressing against my shoulder blades, her mouth on my neck. “She’s so hungry,” Olivia whispered against my skin. “But so am I. We’re both starving. We need to share him.”

“Share me,” I agreed, and the words came out as a groan, my hips pistoning into Leah with a force that made the headboard knock against the wall.

“Switch,” Olivia said again. “I need him now. I need him inside me.”

I pulled out of Leah, and she whined at the loss, her hips chasing me, but Olivia was already pulling me toward her. She turned, positioning herself on her hands and knees at the edge of the bed, her ass raised, her back arched in a perfect curve. “The rock,” she said, and she was giggling, the character breaking for a moment. “I’m bent over the rock. The big one by the waterfall.”

Leah crawled to the head of the bed, propping herself on the pillows. “I’m watching from the bushes,” she announced, her voice carrying that theatrical edge. “I’m hiding in the jungle, watching the blonde one take the sailor on the rock. I’m so jealous I can barely stand it.”

I positioned myself behind Olivia, my hands on her hips, and the view was devastating. Her ass was perfect, round and full, and between her thighs I could see her swollen lips, glistening and parted, ready for me. I pressed the head of my cock against her entrance and pushed forward, sliding into her in one long, deep stroke.

Olivia’s arms buckled. She collapsed onto her forearms, her face buried in the mattress, and the sound she made was muffled but clear, a long, trembling moan that vibrated through the bed. “Oh my god,” she gasped. “Oh my god, he’s so deep like this.”

I set a pace that was relentless, my hips driving into her, my hands gripping her waist, and the sound of our bodies meeting filled the room, wet and obscene. Olivia’s breasts swayed beneath her with each thrust, and I could see her fingers clutching the sheets.

“From the bushes,” Leah called, and she was on her knees now, watching us with her hand between her legs, her fingers working in tight circles. “I can’t take it anymore. I need to join.”

She crawled across the bed, positioning herself in front of Olivia. “Lick me,” she said, and she spread her legs, her pussy inches from Olivia’s face.

Olivia lifted her head, her blue eyes glazed, and she extended her tongue, dragging it along Leah’s folds. Leah gasped, her head falling back, and Olivia licked again, deeper this time, her tongue flat and wet, while I continued to thrust into her from behind.

The position was hot, straight out of the movie playing behind us, and the pleasure was real and overwhelming. I could feel Olivia’s body clenching around me as she focused on Leah, her moans muffled against Leah’s sex. Leah’s hand found Olivia’s hair, gripping it, guiding her movements, and the sounds they made together, the wet, hungry sounds of Olivia’s mouth on Leah’s pussy mixing with the slap of my hips against Olivia’s ass, created a symphony that pushed me to the edge.

“I’m close,” I said. “I’m really close.”

“Not yet,” Olivia said, pulling away from Leah. She looked back at me over her shoulder, her lips swollen and glistening. “We need your seed. For survival. The island women need it to survive the winter.”

“The winter,” Leah repeated, and she was giggling, her thighs still trembling from Olivia’s attention. “It’s a tropical island. There is no winter.”

“Shut up,” Olivia said, laughing. “It’s metaphorical. We need his cum. Inside one of us. That’s how it works in the movie.”

“In the movie the blonde drinks it from the redhead’s pussy,” Leah said, and her eyes went wide, the realization hitting her. “Oh my god. We have to do that. That’s literally the plot point.”

I was still buried inside Olivia, my cock throbbing, my body screaming for release. “What are you talking about?”

“Watch,” Leah said, and she pointed at the screen, where the scene had changed to exactly what she’d described. The blonde actress was between the redhead’s legs, her tongue lapping at the man’s cum as it leaked from the redhead’s pussy, and then she lifted her head, her mouth full, and pressed her lips to the redhead’s, transferring the load in a long, messy kiss.

“Oh,” I said.

“We need to do that,” Olivia said, looking at Leah with equal parts mischief and genuine desire. “For the island. For survival.”

“For survival,” Leah agreed, and she was nodding, her grin wide and bright. “It’s a matter of life and death.”

“Inside me,” Olivia said, and she pushed back against me, taking me deeper. “Come inside me, and then Leah will… harvest it.”

The word harvest nearly broke me. I laughed, but the laugh turned into a groan as Olivia clenched around me, her inner walls squeezing in deliberate pulses.

“Harvest,” I repeated, and I was thrusting harder now, fucking Olivia as hard as possible. “You want to harvest my cum.”

“From my pussy,” Olivia confirmed, and she was pushing back to meet each thrust, her ass slapping against my hips. “Leah will collect it and feed it to me. It’s how we survive. It’s our only source of protein.”

“Protein,” Leah said, and she was laughing so hard she had to clutch her stomach. “Oh my god, Olivia, you’re insane.”

I couldn’t hold back any longer. The combination of Olivia’s body, the roleplay, the absurdity and the genuine, overwhelming pleasure pushed me over the edge. I drove into her one final time, burying myself to the hilt, and my cock pulsed, releasing inside her in thick, hot ropes. Olivia moaned, her body clenching around me, her back arching, and I felt her orgasm ripple through her, her walls milking me, drawing every last drop.

“Oh fuck,” I gasped. “Oh fuck, oh fuck.”

“Harvest time,” Leah announced, and the theatrical declaration was so perfectly timed, so perfectly ridiculous, that I laughed even as I was coming, my body convulsing with pleasure and humor simultaneously.

I pulled out slowly, and Olivia collapsed onto the bed, her body trembling, her face buried in the mattress. My cum was already leaking from her, a thick white rivulet sliding down her inner thigh, and Leah was there in an instant, her face between Olivia’s legs, her tongue extended.

I watched, my chest heaving, my cock still half-hard and glistening, as Leah lapped at Olivia’s pussy, collecting my cum with long strokes of her tongue. Olivia moaned, her hips lifting off the bed, and Leah’s hand found her clit, circling it while her tongue worked.

“Got it,” Leah said, pulling back. Her mouth was full, her cheeks slightly puffed, and she crawled up the bed, positioning herself above Olivia’s face. Olivia opened her mouth, her tongue extended, and Leah leaned down, pressing her lips to Olivia’s.

Leah’s lips sealed against Olivia’s, her tongue pushing forward, and I watched as my cum moved from one mouth to the other. Olivia swallowed, and then she reached up, pulling Leah’s face closer, kissing her deeper, their tongues sliding together in a messy, obscene cum kiss that mirrored the scene still playing on the TV behind us.

Leah pulled back first, a thin strand of white connecting their lips, and she licked it away, her tongue catching the last traces from Olivia’s chin. Olivia’s eyes were closed, her chest rising and falling in rapid bursts, and when she opened them, the blue was almost swallowed by the black of her pupils.

“Protein,” she whispered, and then she laughed, the sound bright and unhinged, and Leah collapsed beside her, her body shaking with giggles.

I sank onto the bed, my legs giving out, and the three of us lay there in a tangle of limbs and sweat and the warm afterglow of what had just happened. The movie continued to play, the tropical music swelling, the actors moving through their choreographed passion with the same wooden enthusiasm as before, but none of us were watching anymore.

Leah rolled onto her side, propping her head on her hand, and looked at me with pure, radiant joy. “Oh my god,” she said. “ That was… that was so much fun.”

“Which part?” I asked.

“All of it. The whole thing. Watching you two, and then being part of it, and then…” She gestured vaguely at the space between Olivia’s legs, where my cum was still glistening. “The harvesting. I can’t believe we actually did that.”

“Bucket list,” Olivia murmured, her eyes still closed, a lazy smile playing across her lips. “You said you wanted a threesome during truth or dare.”

“I know.” Leah’s grin was so wide it looked painful. “I know, and now I can cross it off. Officially, threesome, check.” She reached across me, her fingers finding Olivia’s hand, and she squeezed. “And watching you two together? God, Olivia, the way you ride him… I almost came just from that.”

“Almost?” I said.

“Okay, I came twice.” Leah’s cheeks flushed. “Once when you were licking me, and once during the… you know. The transfer.”

“The transfer,” Olivia repeated, and she was giggling again, her body shaking against mine. “We’re calling it the transfer now.”

“It’s what the movie called it.”

“The movie called it ‘the sacred exchange of life force,’” Olivia said, her voice pitched to match the dramatic narration from the TV. “We were way more casual about it.”

“Casual harvesting,” Leah said. “That should be the title of our documentary.”

I laughed, and the sound felt good. My body was spent, my muscles loose and warm, and the two of them pressed against me, their skin against mine, created a cocoon of heat that made me want to stay exactly like this forever.

Leah’s hand found my chest, her fingers tracing idle patterns through the light hair there. “So,” she said, her voice dropping to something softer, more intimate. “What do we do now?”

“More,” Olivia said, and the word came out as a whisper, almost to herself.

Leah’s eyes found hers, and something passed between them. Olivia tilted her head, and Leah leaned in, their faces close, and Olivia whispered something into Leah’s ear. Her lips moved quickly, the words too quiet for me to catch, but I was close enough to hear fragments, and one word in particular jumped out at me, twins.

The word landed in my brain like a spark hitting dry grass. My cock, which had been softening against my thigh, twitched, and I felt my pulse kick up a notch. I knew Olivia’s friends. She had dozens of them, a rotating cast of beautiful women who passed through our house like characters in a movie I was never quite part of.

“What are you two whispering about?” I asked, and my voice came out sharper than I intended, the curiosity burning through any attempt at casualness.

Olivia turned to me, her blue eyes bright with mischief. “It will be a surprise, sailor.”

“Olivia.”

“Chase.” She mimicked my tone perfectly, and then she smiled. “Some things are better as surprises. But I will say this…” She leaned in, her lips brushing my ear. “More girls would be more fun, wouldn’t they?”

My cock was fully hard again, pressing against my thigh, and I knew she could feel it, knew she could feel the way my body responded to the suggestion. More girls … That could only mean one thing, or two.

“But,” Olivia continued, pulling back, her hand finding my jaw, turning my face to hers. “That’s for another day. For tonight, it’s just us. Leah and me. The two of us, loving you equally.” Her thumb traced my lower lip. “We’re going to take care of you, Chase. All night.”

Leah’s hand found my other cheek, and she turned my face toward her. “Equally,” she confirmed. “No favorites. We share everything.”

“Everything,” Olivia echoed, and she was already moving, climbing over me, her body settling across my chest. Leah mirrored the movement from the other side, and I was completely enveloped by them. Olivia straddled my face, lowering her dripping pussy onto my mouth with a needy sigh, while Leah swung a leg over my hips and sank down onto my cock in one smooth, greedy motion. The wet heat of her engulfed me instantly, tight and scorching.

They began to move together, riding me in perfect sync: Olivia grinding against my tongue, her juices coating my face, Leah bouncing on my shaft with slick, obscene sounds. Moans filled the lavish bedroom, mixing with the distant sounds of the forgotten movie.

This had truly been the hottest summer of my life. As another powerful wave of ecstasy built deep inside me, I braced myself for the heatwave still to come … more adventure, more forbidden nights and more of this overwhelming pleasure that I never wanted to end.


Afterword

Thank you so much for reading A Hot Forbidden Summer! If you enjoyed it, please consider leaving a review. It’s the second-best way to support me as an author, right after purchasing my stories.

If you’d like to be notified when I publish a new story—and receive a free taboo story—you can sign up for my newsletter at tommysilver.com.

If you’d like to reach out, feel free to email me at author@tommysilver.com.

That’s all for now!

Best regards,

Tommy Silver
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