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  Chapter 1

  
  




Miss Samantha Monroe, decked out in a skimpy white bikini, perched on my lap as I steered my boat, the Topless Mermaid, through the marina and past the rows of half-full slips. She sipped on a bottled water and gazed out over the bow with her golden blonde hair piled high atop her head and secured with a ponytail holder. The fading afternoon sunshine reflected off her mirrored Ray Bans, and with her free hand draped across my shoulder, she casually stroked the short hair at the base of my neck.




As the water lapped off the hull, we passed yachts of every size and shape, sailing boats, and even a pair of fishing trawlers. Across the dock, the Salty Parrot’s half-lit neon sign called out to me like a friend. After a long day at sea, I craved a shower, something to eat, and an ice-cold beer. But before any of that could happen, I had to get the newly found map piece in Hazel’s capable hands.




I dialed back the engine to a crawl, savoring the last few minutes of alone time with Sam. I slid my arm around her slim waist and cupped her tight ass cheek in my open palm. “Two minutes until we arrive. Can you help me with the ropes like I taught you?”




She nodded. “Yes, baby, but it looks like we have a welcome party,” Sam said as she leaned into me and pointed toward the dock.




Her smooth tanned tit bulged against my arm, her nipple straining against the thin top. My cock throbbed against Sam’s ass and she intentionally wriggled my swollen manhood between her ass cheeks and squeezed, teasingly. “It’s the redhead.”




“Brooke?” I peered over Sam’s shoulder and crooned my gaze over the aft deck of an over-sized yacht and glimpsed my partner in crime, Brooke Fox, sitting on an old lawn chair at the end of my slip with one smooth long leg crossed over the other, tapping her toe impatiently.




Even from a distance, the strawberry blonde beauty set my stomach fluttering. She wore her hair up in a tight ponytail and her dark sunglasses offset her pouty pink lips. She wore a tight white tank top with a pair of black shorts and matching open-toed sandals. With her arms folded over her chest, she glowered at the boat as we glided up to the open slip.




“She looks pissed,” Sam whispered.




“That’s just her resting bitch face,” I said. “She’s angry a lot.”




“She looks like she needs to get laid,” Sam said.




“Oh, you have no idea,” I said.




“Is she the jealous type?” Sam asked.




I chuckled and kissed her on the cheek while I gave her ass a gentle pat and squeeze. “You’re about to find out.”




Sam grinned mischievously. “Do you want her to be jealous?”




“I wouldn’t mind,” I said. “As long as she doesn’t kill me.”




“By the time I’m done with her, she’ll be begging to jump your bones.” The little blonde troublemaker gazed down at her tits and adjusted her bikini top, pulling it a shade lower to reveal the edge of her tan lines and more of her already impressive cleavage. “Whatever you do, don’t jump in to save her.”




“Save her? What do you mean?”




“Do you love her?” Sam asked, gazing back at me over her shoulder.




My stomach dropped, and I shifted uncomfortably in my seat. “Sam, we just spent two days —”




“No, baby. Stop,” she said, cutting me off. Sam pivoted on my lap to face me. “Whatever feelings you and I have for each other are separate. I’m not going anywhere, but that doesn’t mean you can’t have feelings for Brooke and me. Does that make sense?”




“That doesn’t bother you?”




She shook her head. “I’m confident with my feelings, and the intense way you look at me tells me exactly how you feel about me.”




I raised an eyebrow. “What way is that?”




“You love me,” she said. “You just haven’t said the words. But someday you will. It’s okay to admit it.”




She probably wasn’t wrong, but I wasn’t up to confirming her suspicion. “Do you love me?” I asked.




“Yes,” she said without hesitation. “I love you with my entire heart.” She leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips. “See? It’s easy. I think you love Brooke even if you’re too macho to admit it. That means you’ll want to jump in and protect her when she’s feeling jealous. I’m telling you not to. Okay?”




I stared at her with my jaw agape as the dock rapidly approached. “What planet are you from?”




Sam giggled and kissed me again. “It takes a strong man to be with me.” She kissed me again, this time parting her lips before our tongues darted together. “You’re my guy. Got it?”




“No more boyfriends?” I asked.




Sam shook her head. “I’m looking at my boyfriend. Someday, I’ll marry you.”




My cock throbbed against her warm ass, wriggling on my lap, and I swallowed away a lump forming in my throat.




Sam reached down and squeezed my cock. “I’ll take good care of him tonight. Don’t you worry.”




My cock twitched in her firm grip, and I tried to still my racing heart. “Meet me at the Salty Parrot in three hours,” I said.




“Perfect.” She kissed me one last time before she got up. “I’m yours all night long.”




As I maneuvered the boat around the slip, Brooke stood on the dock and stared at us with her hands on her hips. Her lips formed a full pout. Although I couldn’t see her eyes behind her dark sunglasses, her body language told me she wasn’t happy.




“Greetings, partner,” I called out from high in the captain’s nest.




Sam scrambled down to the aft deck and grabbed the lines like I taught her before she smiled at Brooke. “Hi Brooke. I’m Samantha. Can you tie us off?”




“Sure,” Brooke said curtly before Sam tossed her the line.




Sam’s tits jiggled and even Brooke’s gaze fell on the shapely blonde’s incredible rack.




“Thanks,” Sam said. “Trap went on and on about you the entire time we were gone. I feel like I know you already.”




“That’s funny,” Brooke said as she tied off the line. “He didn’t mention you to me.”




Now I understood what Sam meant. I fought the urge to interject and explain myself. Instead, I pretended not to overhear as I gave the engines just enough reverse throttle to line up the boat inside the slip as we slid toward the approaching dock.




“Trap and I recently reconnected,” Sam said as she sauntered across deck, chest out, and gathered the second line in hand. “Do you know Butch’s ex-wife, Lindsay?”




Brooke frowned, then her jaw dropped as if in recognition. “You can’t possibly be her daughter.”




Sam giggled. “That’s me.”




I killed the engine and grinned down at Brooke. “Hi gorgeous. Are you happy to see me?”




“Where the hell have you been?” she asked. “You should have been back yesterday.”




“How long have you been waiting?” Sam asked as I killed the engine.




“Not long,” Brooke said. “The Mermaid has a GPS tracker on board. I tracked the entire trip online.”




I scrambled down the ladder. “I thought you were busy with your in-laws,” I said, as I secured another line and grabbed the portable gangway.




“They aren’t my in-laws. I’m not married,” Brooke said as she glared at me and folded her arms over her chest.




“Right. Sorry,” I said as I struggled to place the heavy gangway between the dock and the boat.




“Congratulations,” Sam said. “Trap told me you were engaged.”




“Thanks,” Brooke said unenthusiastically. “How did you end up on the trip? Trap told me he was going alone.”




Sam turned to face me and frowned. “Baby, do you need help with that?” She lowered her sunglasses, perching them on the end of her nose. Then she flashed me a dimply smile and winked.




Brooke’s jaw dropped, and she gaped between Sam and I. “Are you two an item or something?”




I started to speak and Sam grabbed my hand, squeezing it as if in a reminder before she turned back to Brooke. “Does fooling around the entire time make us an item?”




I could practically see the steam coming out of Brooke’s ears as an aura of intense anger simmered around her.




“From where I come from, it does,” Brooke said, barely containing her jealous rage.




“Then we’re definitely an item.” Sam turned back to me, perched on her tiptoes, and kissed me gently on the lips. “He’s probably worn out.” She turned back to Brooke. “Last night it rained, and it was so romantic. Trap and I spent the night —”




Brooke raised her hand. “I don’t need the gory details.”




Sam shrugged. “You’re right. Sorry. TMI. I have a tendency to go all in when I’m really into someone. You know?”




“No. I’m not sure what you mean,” Brooke said. “I just came here to find out what Trap discovered on the island.”




I grimaced and climbed the short stairs leading to the gangway while Sam followed behind, her hand still locked with mine.




“That’s a long story,” Sam said as we stepped out onto the dock beside Brooke.




“I’ll take the short version,” Brooke said, her tone frosty.




Sam turned back to me and took my other hand, before coming in close and whispering loud enough for Brooke to hear. “It’s okay if you show her the picture. I don’t mind.” She winked at me again and smiled mischievously.




“I’ll explain on the way,” I said, gazing at Brooke. “I’m going to see Hazel. You want to tag along?”




“You bet your ass, I do,” Brooke said.




“I’ll let you two take care of that,” Sam said. “Can you drop me off at the sorority? I’ll drive back later and meet you at the Salty Parrot.”




Brooke lowered her sunglasses and gaped at me, wide eyed and slack jawed.




I inwardly cringed. “Sure,” I said nervously, stealing a sideways glance at Brooke. “Let me grab your bag and we’ll get going.”




Sam perched on her toes, wrapped her arms around my neck, mashed her big tits into my chest, and pulled me into a kiss just long enough to make it uncomfortable for Brooke. “Thanks, babe. You are the world’s greatest boyfriend.”








  
  
  Chapter 2

  
  







We piled into my truck, with Sam taking the middle seat, pushing in close beside me. During the trip to Sam’s sorority, Brooke and I remained silent while Sam chattered, placing her hand deep on my inner thigh and stroking my leg with her thumb. Brooke simmered in the seat beside her, gazing down at Sam’s hand every few seconds, grunting single word responses to Sam’s questions.




When we reached the sorority, I climbed out first and grabbed Sam’s bag while the bubbly blonde scampered out after me.




Sam threw her arms around my shoulders and pulled me into a fiery kiss before backing off just enough to meet face to face. “I can’t wait to see you in a few hours.” She let go of my neck, leaned back into the truck, and smiled at Brooke. “It was really nice to meet you and congrats again on your engagement. The way Trap talks about you, made me kind of jealous at first, but it looks like you’ve put him squarely in the friend zone, which is awesome news for me.”




Brooke forced a thin-lipped, hostile grin. “Glad to help.”




Sam retreated from the truck and stood before facing me. She pulled me into a deep hug, then whispered in my ear. “I may have overdone it a little, but she’s clearly into you.”




I came away from the hug and smiled down at her. The way she came at Brooke left me feeling more than a little uncomfortable. I had strong feelings for Brooke, and I hated seeing her hurt. But maybe Sam was right. Brooke needed a little push to change her life. “I’ll see you in a few hours.”




Sam gave me a final wink and a smile before she bounded off up the front stairs of her sorority house and slipped inside with a final flirtatious wave back at me.




When I slipped back into the truck, I had never felt Miami so cold. Brooke wouldn’t even look at me, staring straight ahead with her arms folded over her chest.




“She’s got a lot of energy,” I said, trying to cut the ice.




“Most nineteen-year-olds do,” Brooke said.




“Actually, she’s twenty,” I said, earning a withering stare from Brooke.




I fired up the engine and headed for the university. “How are your parents?” I asked.




“Fine,” she said. “No….” She let out a long sigh. “That’s a lie. They aren’t fine. They fucking hate Logan’s parents almost as much as I do.”




“Sorry,” I said. “I won’t pry.”




Brooke shook her head and stared out the window while I drove in silence. After a few minutes went by, I dared to speak. “Why are you so angry with me?”




“I’m not angry,” she said, her tone flat and borderline hostile.




“Then what’s got you so upset?” I asked, reaching for her hand.




She snapped her hand away and whirled on me. “Don’t you fucking touch me.” Her green eyes blazed with fury and she looked ready to throw a punch.




“Fine,” I said. “Have it your way.” I turned around and accelerated through a green light.




A full minute of silence passed before Brooke turned her attention from the window to me. “You’re fucking a twenty-year-old blonde bimbo,” she said. “You’re everything I thought you were.”




“She’s not a bimbo,” I said. “Sam’s been with one guy before me. And who exactly do you think I am? Brooke, you’re engaged to another man,” I said, my voice rising with anger. “How clear do I have to make my feelings? You don’t want me. You’ve made that more than clear.”




Her eyes welled with tears, and her chin quivered. She looked like she wanted to say something, but shook her head instead. “That’s not true. You know how I feel.”




“No, I don’t. You don’t tell me,” I said. “Every time I ask you to hang out, you’re busy. I thought you wanted to be friends.”




“I do,” she said and wiped away the tears streaming down her cheeks. “Look. I know it doesn’t make sense, but I’m jealous. I shouldn’t be, but I am. Okay? Are you happy to hear me admit it?”




My heart sank. “No. That doesn’t make me happy,” I said, taking all the heat off my voice before I let out a long sigh and turned my gaze on the road ahead.




Two minutes passed while we drove in silence. Beside me, Brooke sniffled and used the back of her hand to wipe the tears from her face. I felt horrible about what Sam had done and cursed myself for letting her go through with it. 




Finally, I turned my gaze on Brooke and spoke as gently as I could. “As a friend, I think you should spend a little time thinking about what you want out of life. I care about you more than you could ever know. I don’t want you to hurt.”




She sat in silence, staring down at her lap, sniffling as if taking in my words.




I reached across the cab and opened the glove box in front of her. “Believe it or not, I carry Kleenex with me.” I pulled out a tiny plastic travel container and held it out for her.




She took a tissue, dabbed her eyes, then looked up at me and smiled. “First it’s tissues in your glove compartment. Tomorrow you’ll be wearing a man-purse.”




“I’ll never wear a man-purse,” I said, returning her smile. “You’ll drive a minivan before I strap on a man-purse.”




Brooke’s smile widened, and she laughed. “Keep telling yourself that but if I hear one dad joke from you, our friendship is over.”




I chuckled and tossed the box of tissues in her lap. “Screw you, Fox.”




“You’d like to, wouldn’t you?” She smiled sideways at me, then let out a long sigh. “When did life get so fucking complicated?”




I held out my arm. “Crawl in here for a hug,” I said. “I promise not to grope too much.”




Brooke scooted across the bench seat while I slid my arm around her shoulder and squeezed lovingly. She leaned into me and let out a second cleansing breath. “How do you have this power over me?”




“What power?” I asked. 




“You can simultaneously piss me off and make me feel better all at the same time.” She gazed up at me out of those big, beautiful green eyes and destroyed me with a glance. “Trap, I can’t lose you,” she said, her voice quivering with raw emotion.




My stomach churned and my heart raced, but I held her gaze and fought a nearly overwhelming urge to lean in and kiss her. Now wasn’t the time or the place. “I’m not going anywhere. I promise.”




She picked up my hand and pulled my arm from around her shoulder, squeezing my hand tenderly. “Don’t get a new partner. I’m not leaving.” She laced her fingers in mine and pulled my hand into her lap, resting it squarely atop her upper thighs.




I raised an eyebrow. “When did that change?”




“When I saw Blondie on my boat,” she said, as she brushed her thumb over the back of my hand and deepened her grip. “I’m the first woman in your life. Not her.”




“She has a name,” I said.




“Yeah. It’s bimbo.” She pressed in closer, mashing her tits into my side. “Now tell me, what did you find?”








  
  
  Chapter 3

  
  







We found Hazel in her office, surrounded by a mountain of books. Most were modern, but some of them were so old the paper looked handmade with cracked leather covers and writing that looked akin to hieroglyphics. She peered up at us as we entered and she lowered her gaze to my hands, then disappointment crept across her face.




Hazel’s shoulders sagged. “You found nothing?”




As usual, she looked gorgeous without even trying. Her long brown hair was secured in a loose ponytail and her blue eyes glazed with a simmering intensity that caught me off guard.




Maybe Brooke was right, and I wasn’t giving Hazel enough credit. For the first time, I became intensely curious about how she spent her free time. “What you did you expect I’d find?” I asked.




“I hope another section of the treasure map,” Hazel said, sighing as she sank back into her office chair.




“That old thing?” I waved away her concern. “I found it. Or at least another part of it.”




Hazel’s eyes bulged, and she pushed up out of her chair. “Where is it?”




“That’s the thing,” I said. “I don’t have the original. Just a copy.”




“Let me see,” Hazel said, pushing aside the text books. “Put it on my desk.”




“The copy is… unusual,” I said. “Let me show you a picture first. I have it on my phone.” I stepped up to the desk and pulled out my phone while Hazel and Brooke gathered around me.




“Where did you find it?” Hazel asked.




“It’s a long story,” I said. “Butch had it all along.”




“And he didn’t tell me?” Hazel frowned. “That’s not like him.”




“I think he meant it as both a test and a reminder of what’s important.”




“What do you mean by that?” Brooke asked. “You mean Blondie? Is she important to you?”




“Who’s Blondie?” Hazel asked.




“Trap’s new girlfriend,” Brooke said.




Hazel suddenly deflated and did her best to hide the disappointment in her eyes. She gazed up at me through her puppy dog eyes. “You have a girlfriend?”




“Yes,” I said, not ducking the question. “Her name is Samantha, and she’s a lovely girl.”




“She’s twenty,” Brooke said. “And she’s built like a brick shit house.”




Hazel frowned. “How is a brick shit house built? Is that good or bad?”




“Ignore her,” I said. “She has a nice figure, and she’s a very nice girl.”




“Nice girls don’t wear bikinis that skimpy,” Brooke said.




I glanced at her, frowning. “I’ve seen you in a bikini just as skimpy. Does that make you a bimbo?”




Brooke blushed and turned back to my phone. “Just show us the map.”




I pulled up the images app on my phone and found the picture with the map glowing under the black light on Sam’s lower back. The top of her bare ass was visible in the picture, and I quickly zoomed in while Brooke and Hazel exchanged a furtive glance.




“Butch tattooed it on Sam’s back using invisible ink,” I said.




“Can I take a closer look?” Hazel asked.




I handed Hazel the phone while out of the corner of my eye, Brooke’s heavy gaze settled on me. “Can you use the image and combine it with the first piece to make a composite of the treasure map?”




Hazel pulled the phone up to her face and squinted at the image. “The tattoo is extraordinary,” she said. “Butch really captured a lot of detail.”




“He had a gift,” I said.




“A gift he put right in your lap,” Brooke mumbled.




I turned on her. “What’s that supposed to mean?”




“Butch obviously wants you to be with Sam,” Brooke said. “Some of us apparently weren’t good enough,” she mumbled under her breath, even though I heard everything.




Hazel sighed and shook her head. “Is there any chance Samantha would come into the lab and let me photograph her with a more powerful camera?”




“I’m sure she would be happy to strip off her top,” Brooke said. 




I shot Brooke a warning glance. “I’ll ask her,” I said. “In the meantime, I’ll send you this image. Can you get to work on it? If you can infer a location or really anything usable, that’s what we need.”




Hazel nodded. “I’ll do my best, but get her in here sooner rather than later.”




“I’m on it,” I said.




“And you’re on her,” Brooke said again, mumbling under her breath.




Hazel gazed between us awkwardly, then cleared her throat. “I’ve made a few discoveries of my own,” she said. “Care to hear more about the ancient treasure of King Itzcoatl?”




Brooke raised an eyebrow. “Who?”




“I’ll explain,” Hazel said. “Sit.” She gestured toward the open seats while she came back around her desk and slipped into her chair. “I found this book, and I’ve been up all night deciphering it.” She turned an ancient book around to face us. “There are missing pages, so I couldn’t translate everything. But I have enough to paint a fairly vivid picture.”




“Where did the book come from?” I asked, taking a seat before her.




“Would you believe, it’s been in our archives since the 1960s,” Hazel said. “The original researcher left a lot of notes which provided context, but I’ve made additional discoveries based on my background translating ancient Aztec script.” She turned to a marked page near the back of the tome and opened the book to a vivid drawing rich with a tapestry of colors, shapes, and intricate designs. “This is the cornerstone of everything else.”




Brook inched forward, completely focused on the drawing. “It’s so beautiful. Who are the women?”




The drawing depicted the faces of five beautiful women connected by the rich weave of flowing colors and geometrical designs.




“Those are King Itzcoatl’s five most beautiful wives,” Hazel said. “But we’re jumping ahead.”




“Five wives?” I raised an eyebrow. “He must have been a busy man.”




“The king had over thirty wives in his harem,” Hazel said. “But these five were the ones he coveted most.”




“He had a real harem?” Brooke asked.




“Oh yes,” Hazel said. “The drawing is the mark of the harem master himself. That image was tattooed on the king’s back. The king himself was a mystical priest who was said to have magical powers bestowed by the Xochiquetzal herself, who was the goddess of fertility. Itzcoatl paid tribute to the goddess in multiple ways. The first was the hording of a rich treasure of artifacts, gold, and jewels he assembled in her name.”




“The treasure of Xochiquetzal,” I said.




“Correct,” Hazel said.




Brooke and I exchanged a thin smile before we turned our attention back to the book.




“The second way the king paid homage to the goddess was by fathering over a hundred children,” Hazel said.




“A hundred?” Brooke stared at her wide-eyed.




“That’s a man after my own heart,” I said.




“Itzcoatl had a fiery passion for his wives,” Hazel said. “He loved them so intensely, I belive Itzcoatl’s mark, or the mark of the harem master, is at the heart of unlocking Xochiquetzal’s treasure.”




“Do you really believe he knew magic?” I asked.




Hazel gazed at me and sighed. “I’m a scientist, Trap. Do I believe it? No. Am I open to having my mind changed? Yes.”




“Who’s to say the Aztecs didn’t practice magic? We, as a society, have a very diminished understanding of the human spirit and its true power. There are those out there who practice real witchcraft.”




“Voodoo and black magic?” I asked.




“White magic,” Brooke said. “There’s nothing evil in loving many women.”




“Are you volunteering to be in my harem?” I asked her.




Brooke’s cheeks flushed red. “Why doesn’t it surprise me that your mind devolves to sex.”




“Sex was very important to the king,” Hazel said. “He believed you couldn’t have love or sex unless you had them both.”




“He loved all thirty wives?” I asked.




“According to my research, yes,” Hazel said. “But these five, are the ones he coveted most.” She leaned over the page and pointed to the first woman’s face. “That’s Anacaona, his first wife. She had twelve children and was the king’s greatest love.”




“That’s such a pretty name,” Brooke said.




“The king had entombed each of his five wives,” Hazel said. “It’s rumored that their tombs are spread throughout Florida.”




“Florida? Why?” I asked. “The Aztecs came from Mexico.”




“Itzcoatl came to Florida for the same reason as Juan Ponce de León,” Hazel said.




“The fountain of youth,” Brooke said.




“Exactly,” Hazel said. “Even the Aztecs wanted to believe in the fabled legend.”




“Who are the rest of the women?” Brooke asked.




Hazel pointed to each woman as she named them. “That’s Citlalic, Tayanna, Atzi, and Ohtli.”




We stared at the image for a few moments without speaking, each of us absorbing the information.




“How does this help us?” I asked.




“I believe the map itself leads to the tomb of King Itzcoatl,” Hazel said. “The swamps on the map pieces you’ve located lead me to believe it’s a map of ancient Florida. I also believe that many of the king’s descendants are living right here in Florida. Some of them may even have information about the tombs of Itzcoatl’s queens. The book said Itzcoatl handed the information down to their children.”




My thoughts shifted to Bella and our conversation at the Parrot. Did she know the location of a tomb? “If the king had over a hundred children, there could be thousands of descendants.”




Hazel sighed. “Right. But I think we’re looking for any person of Aztec descent who may be active in preserving King Itzcoatl’s history.”




“Do you know anyone like that?” Brooke asked.




“The Patlee family comes to mind,” Hazel said. “Peter Patlee is a mega-rich philanthropist who’s donated lots of Aztec artifacts to the museums. He owns a bunch of oil rigs out off the coast.”




“That name rings a bell,” I said.




“Butch knew him,” Hazel said. “Peter used to come around every so often and pick Butch’s brain regarding the treasure.”




I snapped my fingers. “That’s right. Maybe I should have a chat with him.”




With her brow furrowed and her face masked in concentration, Brooke stared at the image on the page. “Do you think…?”




Hazel and I both turned to face her. “Think what?” I asked.




Brooke deepened her furrowed brow. “Hazel, you mentioned magic. Do you think this mark of the harem master is necessary to unlock the treasure? Physically I mean.”




“Maybe.” She shrugged. “I’m a scientist, not a priestess or a witch. To be a harem master, one needs a harem.”




Hazel and Brooke both turned their gazes on me.




“Come on, ladies. You can’t really expect me to build a harem. I’m not a king.” I let out a soft chuckle.




But Brooke didn’t laugh. Instead, she studied me closely. “Who says you have to be a king?”




I rolled my eyes. “Are you volunteering to be one of my five wives?”




Her cheeks flushed scarlet, and she averted her gaze. But she didn’t answer the question.




I turned to Hazel. “What about you? Any interest in joining a harem in the name of science?”




Hazel’s jaw dropped, and she stared at me wide-eyed. “I… ummm… I don’t think I could do that.”




I glanced between them and laughed. “Be serious. We don’t need a harem to find the treasure.” But deep down, I wasn’t so sure, and with Brooke avoiding my gaze entirely, I could tell she wasn’t sure either.




“Enough talk about harems and wives.” I stood to go. “I’ll bring Sam back with me tomorrow,” I said. “Brooke, let’s roll.”








  
  
  Chapter 4

  
  







Brooke was quiet on our ride home, but not out of anger. Rather, her mind seemed elsewhere, occupied by the thoughts of an ancient harem filled with beautiful wives. She sat in the middle seat beside me and held my hand for most of the ride back to her apartment, absently stroking the back of my hand with her thumb.




When we arrived, she climbed out of the cab and gazed back in at me. “You’re going to the Salty Parrot with Sam?”




“Yep,” I said. “Any interest in tagging along?” I asked, knowing full well she never would.




She stared at me for the span of a pregnant heartbeat. “Would she mind? I don’t want to be a third wheel.”




My face flushed with heat and my legs turned into the consistency of room-temperature butter. Sam was right. She knew how to make women jealous. “You want to go to the Parrot… with me?”




“If you like this girl, then I owe it to you to make sure she’s up to par,” Brooke said. “What time should I meet you?”




I glanced down at my watch. “An hour and a half?”




She nodded, then leaned in and kissed me gently on the cheek. “Thanks, Trap… for everything.” Then she backed out of the cab and closed the door behind her before turning and headed inside her apartment building.




I stared after her, too stunned to move. What in the world had just happened? The night would either be incredibly interesting or a complete disaster. Only time would tell which. I glanced at my watch again. Brooke and Sam would arrive at the Parrot in ninety minutes, which meant I needed to get there in sixty. After making a quick pit stop at a specialty tequila shop, I went home, took a quick shower, and grabbed a quick bite to eat.




When I sauntered into the Salty Parrot, I spotted just the person I wanted to see.




Marcia Anderson, the stunning Cuban bartender, stood behind the bar, shaking a stainless steel cocktail shaker, smiling and chatting with a pair of middle-aged regulars transfixed by her bouncy boobs.




I tucked the bag under my arm and strolled up to the bar, sitting in my regular spot at the end. I placed the green gift bag with a yellow bow on the bar top and smiled in Maria’s direction while she she shot me a sideways glance.




The fiery Latina beauty poured whatever cocktails she had assembled into twin glasses and placed them before the leering regulars. Her tits were the real show and those two geezers didn’t take their eyes off of them until she finally turned away, grabbed a cold Sol beer and headed in my direction.




“Good evening gorgeous,” I said, giving her my best smile.




She popped the top on the Sol and set it before me. “You going to a birthday party later?” she asked.




“Yes,” I said. “As a matter of fact, I am.” I stole a glance at her billowing golden cleavage sprouting from her fire-engine red t-shirt.




Her lips glistened under the bars neon lights and her shimmering dark hair spilled over her shoulders in rich luxurious waves.




Just looking at her made me hard and my cock twitched in my pants, expanding inside my briefs. “Although the party isn’t for another few days.”




Maria frowned and tried to sneak a peak in the bag. “What is it?” Her subtle Cuban accent turned me stiff as a board.




“You are awfully curious tonight,” I said.




“It’s not everyday you come into this bar with gifts,” she said.




“I’ve given a lot of thought to your offer,” I said.




She frowned. “What offer?”




“The offer to win you over,” I said. “You told me if I had been paying attention then I would know how to win you over.”




The grin on her face widened, showcasing her perfect white teeth. She folded her arms over her chest and studied me thoughtfully. “You think you know how to win me over?”




“Maybe,” I said. The truth was that I remembered everything, which meant I had to play it just right or I could forget about scoring with the lovely Latina beauty. “Consider this a pre-birthday gift.” I pushed the bag toward her.




“It’s for me?” she asked.




“Open it,” I said.




Maria’s hazel eyes sparkled and lit up as she pulled open the bag and retrieve a bottle of high-end, premium tequila. Her jaw dropped and her eyes went wide as she stared between me and the bottle. “You didn’t.”




She held a bottle of Clase Azul Reposado tequila in her hand. It was her favorite alcohol and one that she said she couldn’t afford to buy herself.




“I did,” I said. “If I’m correct, your birthday is five days from now.”




She stared up at me over the bottle of booze and her jaw dropped. “Who did you ask?”




“Nobody,” I said. “I remember the moment you told me about your birthday. It was six months ago, and you stood right where you are now. You wore a pink shirt and I remember, you had just received the pretty gold cross you have on right now from your mother.” I pointed to the gold cross inlaid with sparkling diamonds nestled inside the bulging curves of her world-class cleavage.




Maria absentmindedly picked up the cross and leaned forward, setting the bottle aside. “You were drunk that day.”




I shrugged. “Anyway, I asked you if it was your birthday and you told me that your birthday was on October first and your mother gave that to you on the anniversary of your first communion.”




She grinned and leaned even closer before kissing me softly on the cheek. “That’s the sweetest thing any man has ever remembered about me.” She eased back and shook her head. “Maybe I was wrong about you.”




“I hope so,” I said. “Because I want to take you out on your birthday and then we’ll truly put my memory to the test. Because your dream date starts on your birthday. Am I correct so far?”




She smiled at me flirtatiously while she fondled the cross, her eyes glimmering. “Just because you remembered my birthday doesn’t mean you remember my perfect date.”




“There’s only one way to find out. Please tell me you don’t have plans.”




She studied me for a long time and pursed her lips together. “I don’t normally go out with regulars… but you did buy me such an amazing bottle of tequila. And you remembered the day my mom gave me the cross.” She sighed and looked at me appraisingly, as if for the first time.




“Is that a yes?”




“My boyfriend won’t be happy, but….” She shrugged. “He never bought me a bottle of Clase Azul Reposado. I’ll go, but as friends.”




“Friends?” I nodded. “Friends it is. But I need your digits. You know, the ones you’ve guarded like a mother dragon sitting on her nest of eggs.”




“I suppose there’s no harm in giving you my phone number. But no dick pics or the date is off.” Maria took the bottle and bag and set them behind the bar. Then she scribbled her number on a slip of paper and handed it over to me. “Don’t make me regret this.”




“Regret what?” a female voice said from behind me.




I started to turn when a pair of big soft tits mashed against my back and toned, tanned arms draped over my shoulders from behind. The fresh scent of summer flowers lit up my senses and a pair of warm lips brushed against my cheek. “Hi, baby,” Sam whispered in my ear.




Maria’s jaw dropped as she watched the sizzling hot twenty-year-old slide her arms up the front of my shirt and run her fingers over my muscled chest.




I glanced over my shoulder and found Sam’s lips waiting to kiss me. She tasted like cherries and looked like a mix between a playmate of the year and an innocent angel descended directly from the gate of heaven. Even over my shoulder, I could clearly see the swell of her cleavage bursting from a pink lace bra nestled deep inside a white V-necked t-shirt.




“I’m taking Maria out for her birthday in a few weeks,” I said.




Maria winced as if expecting fireworks, but Sam only smiled at Maria over my shoulder while she drew me in tight. “Happy early birthday,” Sam said before she extended her hand across the bar top. “I’m Samantha Monroe, Trap’s girlfriend.”




“We’re only going out as friends,” Maria said nervously as she shook Sam’s hand. “I’ve known Trap for a long time.”




“Friends or friends with benefits.” Sam shrugged. “No worries. Trap and I have an understanding. I’m not the possessive type. You’ll see.”




The regulars lining the bar eyed Sam like sharks tracking a wounded tuna, and even Maria couldn’t help but stare at the gorgeous young blonde.




Maria glanced between us while Sam slipped onto the bar stool beside me. “Seriously?” Maria asked, her tone incredulous. “You don’t want to kill me? Or, better yet, him?”




Sam slid her inside mine and laced our fingers together in a lover’s hold. “You’re a beautiful girl and he’s a very handsome man. It’s normal there would be some chemistry.” She leaned in close to me and her eyes twinkled. “But I know how he feels about me. Right, baby?”




She was truly a gift from heaven. “Right.” I leaned in, smiling, and kissed her glossy pink lips. “You’re the best.”




Maria glanced between us as if we were crazy and then shrugged. “What can I get you, sweetie?” Maria asked.




“I’m not a huge drinker,” Sam said. “I’ll have a light beer. You pick.”




Maria nodded and then turned to go, staring down the line of men drooling over Sam. “Put your tongues back in your mouth. She’s not going anywhere with any of you.”




“She’s very pretty,” Sam said as she tightened her grip on my hand. “And she wants way more than a friendship. That’s for sure.”




“It doesn’t bother you?” I asked, staring over at her.




Sam eyed me, her blue eyes practically sizzling with electric sex. “Not only doesn’t it bother me, but it’s kind of my kink.”




“What kink?” I asked.




“Isn’t it obvious?” She giggled and squeezed my hand. “The harem kink,” she whispered. “I’m recruiting for you. When other women want you, it makes me want you even more.”




My stomach dipped, and my head swam with dizzy lust. I licked the dryness from my lips and stared at her, my cock pulsing rock hard in my jeans. “It’s funny you mention that. I need to tell you what happened at the lab with Hazel.”




“Before you tell me, what time is Brooke getting here?” She glanced over her shoulder as if searching the bar. “I want to make sure we smooth things over.”




I frowned. “What do you mean? Did you talk to her or something?”




Sam giggled again. Leaned in and kissed me, nibbling my bottom as she pulled away. “You’re adorable. You know that?”




“You knew she would come?”




“Why do you think I dropped so many hints?” Sam asked. “She’s threatened by me and wants to fight for her man. Of course I knew she would come.”




“I’m not her man,” I said.




Sam rolled her eyes. “Please. Trap, I know love when I see it.”




“She doesn’t love me,” I said. “We’re friends.”




“She loves you and I wasn’t talking about just her anyway,” Sam said. “I mean you. The way you look at her….” She shook her head and her eyes glistened. “It’s beautiful. You really love her.”




“This feels wrong. Talking about Brooke with you, I mean. It’s unnatural and I don’t know how to handle it.”




“Baby, I came into your life like a hurricane,” Sam said. “I don’t expect you to drop everything and everyone who meant something to you. Love is all powerful. There’s enough room in your heart for me, Brooke, and whoever comes next.” She came in closer, mashing her tits against my arm. “In my bones, I know we’ll be together forever. I can feel it. Don’t ask me how, but I just do.”




“I love a woman with conviction,” I said, leaning in for another delicious cherry-infused kiss.




Sam’s tongue brushed my lips, then retreated before she pulled back and gazed at me, her blue eyes suddenly intense. “If it all feels too much, too fast, say something. I’ve bottled up my feelings for so long. It’s amazing to finally have them confirmed.” She smiled and brushed a stray lock of hair from my forehead.




“It’s fast,” I said. “But I’m more worried that you’ll wake up and come to your senses. Life is lonely aboard that little boat. Having you with me feels like a cool breeze chasing away a hot muggy day.”




“I’m not going anywhere… ever,” she said. “I want to learn everything there is to know about you and treasure hunting. We can see the world together one port at a time.”




From behind me, a pair of warm hands squeezed my shoulders and Sam’s gaze shifted to someone standing behind me.




Sam smiled brightly and sat up. “Brooke. Holy shit. You look hot.”




I gazed over my shoulder and when I laid eyes on Brooke, my stomach flip-flopped. I spun the bar stool around and faced Brooke.




Brooke hovered over me, looking like a freshly minted dime. Her smile was sweet yet confident and touched her eyes, setting them twinkling with a vitality I had never seen.




I stared at her, slack-jawed, caught completely off-guard. “Wow.”




Brooke wore a tight, long-sleeved pink cotton shirt that hugged every inch of her incredible chest. Her stiff nipples strained the cotton fabric and jiggled slightly as she moved in a clear sign she had foregone a bra. Black buttons trailed halfway down the front and she left half of those strategically unbuttoned, showcasing cleavage that belonged in a photo shoot.




Her long strawberry-blonde hair glistened and draped over her shoulders, full and vibrant. Brooke’s green eyes sparkled with an edge of adventurous flirtation as she appraised me, pursing her lips. She wore just enough makeup to be lethal and her glossy pink lipstick made her already plump lips look as ripe and juicy as a fresh watermelon in the heart of summer.




“You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” Brooke said, her eyes dancing across my face. “It’s just a little makeup and a new outfit.”




I shook my head and closed my gaping jaw. “It’s… I mean….” I let my gaze roam her incredible body, taking in every inch. She was already an incredibly beautiful woman, but this was something else. She had taken it to a whole new new level of hotness.




Sam laughed at me and turned back to Brooke. “I think our boy is a little tongue tied.”




I licked my dry lips and inhaled in a long, shallow breath, trying to steady my pounding heart. Between Maria, Brooke, and Sam, my head was in the clouds and my cock was twitching in my pants like a Mexican jumping bean. “You look amazing,” I said, and let out a sigh. “Let’s pretend for one night that you’re not engaged.”




Brooke folded her arms under her jiggling tits and pursed her lips, staring at me thoughtfully. “We can pretend but I’m still a good girl.”




“It’s a start,” I said, gesturing toward the stool beside me. “Have a seat. The first rounds on me. Hell, all the rounds are on me.”




Sam clapped and pressed in tight, slipping her arm around my waist while Brooke slid in beside me and picked up my hand in hers.




Maria appeared before us, and her eyes widened as they locked on Brooke. “It’s been a while, ginger. Welcome back. You still drinking the IPA?”




Brooke grinned, flashing her bright white teeth. “Thanks, Maria. That sounds good.” She laced her fingers in mine and tightened her grip.




I squeezed back affectionately and slipped my arm around her, draping it on the back of her chair. I couldn’t help myself and stole a peek down the front of Brooke’s open shirt, spying the inner curves of her creamy braless tits, praying for a nipple slip.




Brooke inched her chair toward me and glanced up at me, clearly busting me taking advantage of the view. But she didn’t cover or hide her incredible rack, and she didn’t look angry. Instead, she leaned into me, giving me an even better view of her assets. “What did I miss?”




My cock pulsed, straining the front of my jeans, and my ragged breath caught in my throat. “Huh?”




Sam giggled. “He’s literally drooling over you.”




“I wish he looked at me like he looks at you,” Brooke said.




“You are both incredibly beautiful.” I ran my free hand down Sam’s bare leg and back up again, gliding my fingers over her exposed inner thigh before slipping my hand under her black mini-skirt and brushing the front of her lace panties with my pinky finger.




Brooke leaned in closer until her tit mashed against my arm, forcing her shirt open far enough for an unobstructed view of her pastel pink areola and stiff nipple. “You aren’t the jealous type?” she asked Sam.




Sam shook her head. “I think you two make an amazing couple.”




Brooke’s cheeks turned a dark shade of pink, and she averted her gaze. “Thanks. I think.”




I squeezed Brooke’s hand, and she turned her gaze on me. “There’s no reason for jealousy. Nothing has changed. I’m still crazy about you.”




“Awww,” Sam said. “Kiss him.”




Brooke’s eyes bulged, and she gaped at Sam. “I can’t do that. I’m engaged.”




“Not tonight,” Sam said. “Give yourself a hall pass.” She grinned and stood, sliding her fingers over my leg before adding her hand to ours. “I don’t mind sharing if you don’t.”




Brooke licked her lips and shook her head. “I need way more beers for that.”




As if on cue, Maria returned with Brooke’s beer and she downed half of it in a single swallow.




With the regulars lining the bar drooling over both girls, not to mention Maria listening in on our conversation, I offered a change of scenery. “Anyone up for some darts? I’ll buy a couple of pitchers.”




“Me,” Sam said. “I love darts. We can play twenty-one.”




The three of us took our party across the room to the dartboard, where a partial wall offered a semblance of privacy. We took over a cocktail table big enough for three and passed our time throwing darts and drinking beer. An hour into the evening, Brooke had gone from hating Sam to treating her like a long-lost sister. The girls laughed and played, and they even held hands a few times in between games.




That said, the girls knew their limits and switched between beer and water, maintaining their sobriety. Even I backed off. No one likes a drunk, especially a couple of smoking hot twenty-something’s. Brooke seemed to let go of whatever jealous hang-ups she had, which allowed me the freedom to let my hands roam freely over Sam’s long, firm legs and even up her black miniskirt where I palmed her panty-clad ass at least a dozen times.




But other than flirting with Brooke, I kept my hands to myself. The last thing I wanted was to blow up our friendship over unwanted advances. But that didn’t mean she kept all to herself.




She routinely held my hands and more than once stood between my legs and leaned back against my chest while I sat on the high-back stool watching the girls play darts. It seemed any kind of hand holding she was more than okay with and she also didn’t care how much I stared down the front of her top.




Brooke wore a pair of tight, faded denim jeans with holes peppering her thighs that hugged every curve of her thick, toned ass. When she leaned back against me, she rubbed her ass over my stiff hog, intentionally grinding her hips while I throbbed against her.




Sam wasn’t shy. More than once, she straight up climbed into my lap and massaged my throbbing cock through my jeans. When Brooke had her back turned, I slid my hand up Sam’s t-shirt and played with her tits, tweaking her nipples while an ocean of pre-cum soaked my briefs.




Three hours into the night, Brooke glanced at her watch. “I should probably get going.”




Sam frowned. “Get going? I thought you were staying with Trap and I on the boat? You can’t go.”




Brooke raised an eyebrow. “There’s only one bed.”




“I know,” Sam said. “What happened to the hall pass?”




“You’re into that?” Brooke asked.




“Into what? Threesomes?” Sam asked.




Brooke nodded. “I’ve never….”




Sam giggled. “I’ve never either. God, I’m not that big of a slut. But there’s always a first time.”




Brooke studied my face for a long time and chewed on her lip as if considering. “I really, really want to.”




My stomach did a flip turn, releasing a wave of butterflies, and I held my breath, too afraid to speak.




“But, I can’t,” Brooke said. “I’m still engaged, and that’s going way too far.”




Sam frowned. “How about this… you and I go head to head in darts. Whoever loses has to do a dare.”




“I can’t have sex with you guys,” Brooke said.




“No sex,” Sam said. “We’ll keep it PG. Well, we’ll keep it PG for you, anyway.”




Brooke stared at Sam for a long time. “PG?”




Sam nodded and held up her hand. “It’s a sister wives promise.”




Brooke laughed. “Sister wives? Do we share Trap now?”




“We can if you want,” Sam said. “But you do you. Do we have a deal?”




“Deal,” Brooke said, and the girls shook hands.




They took turns at the dartboard, going back and forth until it came down to Sam’s last throw. When she hit the twenty-point score, she jumped up and down cheering while her tits followed along, bouncing with her.




Brooke gave her a half smile and shook her head. “Congrats, but I’m serious. No fucking.”




The night had been more than magical and ending it with my cock stuffed inside Brooke went beyond my wildest dreams. But I wasn’t greedy. I would take what she offered and sat silently as I watched my pretty blonde matchmaker’s head churn with adorable mischief making.




Sam smiled at Brooke and rubbed her chin. “No fucking. At least not yet.” She sighed. “I dare you to make out with Trap for one full minute. By make out, I mean really make out. You’ve got to use tongue and get into it.”




Brooke’s eyes widened as her cheeks flashed red. “I can’t.”




“It’s okay,” I told Sam. “She doesn’t have to if she doesn’t want to.”




Brooke whirled on me and glared. “I didn’t say I didn’t want to.” She turned back to Sam and nodded. “I’ll do it.”




My heart soared, and my stomach spun as my jaw hit the floor.




Sam smiled wickedly. “Perfect.”




“But if I do this, you have to do a dare afterward,” Brooke said.




Sam raised an eyebrow. “I will as long as it involves sex.”




“Oh, it will. Don’t you worry your pretty blonde head about that.”




“You’re on,” Sam said “Now get busy tongue wrestling our boyfriend.”




“Our boyfriend?” Brooke asked as she turned and glanced back over her shoulder. “He’s your boyfriend.”




“Whatever,” Sam said and giggled. “Go ahead with your seven minutes in heaven.”




“It’s one minute,” Brooke said.




“I’m not timing it,” Sam said. “As long as you go the full minute, I won’t stop you.”




God, how I loved my little blonde fire cracker. I grinned at Sam from where I perched on the stool.




Sam smiled at me, winked, then blew me a kiss.




Brooke stepped between my parted legs and gazed into my eyes. “Don’t look so fucking smug. I just lost a dare. That’s all.”




I leered at the gap in her top and stared openly at her tits and her hard nipples straining the front of her shirt. “I never thought this day would come.”




Brooke stepped closer and wrapped her arms loosely around my neck and gazed up at me with her big, beautiful green eyes. “This is a onetime thing. Got it?”




My head spun with dizzy lust, and my pulse raced. I gazed deep into her eyes. At that moment, I knew with a certainty that she loved me. “You don’t have to —”




Brooke pulled me into a kiss, cutting me off. Our lips locked and our tongues flashed together. She moaned softly into my mouth while her lips slipped and glided over mine. It was Brooke who deepened the kiss, opening her mouth wider and probing my tongue with hers. She inched closer to me until her braless tits mashed up against my chest and her fingers twined through the hair on the back of my neck.




The scent of jasmine washed over me, leaving my mind hazy with the pure need to consume her. She tasted of a hint of strawberry mixed with alcohol and a dash of mint. My head swam, dizzy with desire, and I wrapped my arms around her trim waist and drew her in closer. Without thinking, I slid one hand lower, cupping and squeezing her ass like it had always belonged to me.




Brooke never flinched. She moaned louder and deepened our kiss, pressing in tighter while her hands roamed through my thick hair and down my back.




Our tongues swirled together, exploring each other’s mouths freely without hesitation or reservation. Her passion was as fiery as her personality, and she felt like a person starved of human affection and gorging herself on the first available supply.




I added my second hand to the first, kneading her ass cheeks in my palms. Brooke ground her hips, and my rock hard cock throbbed against her lower stomach.




A minute passed, then two, but Brooke never stopped. Her breathing grew ragged, and she her hands roamed my chest while she dug her fingers into my muscled chest.




Three minutes passed, and I brought my hand around to her chest, cupping her braless tit in my hand, squeezing her big breast and teasing her nipple to hardness. Desire blazed inside me like an inferno, and I had to have her, no matter the cost. I would have killed for her if she asked and I felt her willpower on the brink of giving in.




That’s when she pulled back and broke the kiss, gasping for air as her eyes swallowed me whole. Eyes that swam with the same hazy lust I felt. Eyes that needed me to love her completely. Saliva rimmed her lips and her chest rose and fell in rapid succession. Her nipples were so hard, the puffy outlines of her areolas showed crisply inside her cotton top.




We held each other’s gaze for three heartbeats before Sam broke the spell.




“You two seriously need to get a room.” Sam chuckled. “There was a lot going on behind that kiss. I’m soaking wet.”




Brooke and I turned around to face her, and Brooke’s cheeks turned red with embarrassment.




“Okay, I liked it,” Brooke said. “I figured if I’m going to kiss another man once, I should make it count.”




“Once?” Sam chuckled again. “Baby, he’s your guy. Even a blind man can see that. No wonder you wanted to rip my throat out on the boat. You love him.”




Brooke sank back between my legs, grinning sheepishly at Sam. She pressed her shoulders against my chest and placed her hands on my knees while I wrapped my arms around her waist and drew her towards me.




Her tits jiggled and her hard nipples, straining the fabric, made it hard for me to focus on anything else. I resisted the urge to feel her up. The moment had passed, and I had to ride the wave.




“I didn’t want to rip your throat out,” Brooke said with no genuine conviction.




I squeezed Brooke’s waist and chuckled. “You called her a —“




Brooke whirled on me and pressed her hand over my mouth, cutting me off. “If you repeat that, I’ll chop off your balls.”




Sam giggled. “That’s more like it. Sweetie, it’s fine that you felt that way. But I’m no threat. Okay? I want you two to hook up.”




Brooke turned back to face Sam, leaning even deeper into me, giving me a bird’s-eye view down her shirt, nipples included.




“I think I know that,” Brooke said with some hesitation in her voice. “But what if I want him all to myself?” She brushed her hands over mine where I had locked them around her waist, hovering an inch above her pussy.




“I don’t think Trap’s a one woman kind of guy,” Sam said, gazing at me with a look of appraisal. “But that doesn’t mean he won’t commit to both of us. Right, baby?”




It was now or never and I was shooting for the stars. I had come this far. Why not? Maybe our discovery on the Lady Dancer started some sort of cosmic chain of events that led us here. Maybe I was meant to start a harem. It was as if everything clicked into place, including Brooke’s newfound desire to be with me. How I answered Sam’s question could have life-changing ramifications. I had no other choice but to answer truthfully. “That’s right,” I said. “I want both of you, and my feelings for each of you are just as strong.” I held my breath and waited for Brooke to explode.




Instead, she sighed contentedly and squeezed my arms tighter around her waist. “I have to admit, I’ve never been more turned on in my life. The thought of threesomes… well, I never thought I would be open to that sort of thing. But, now, i don’t know. It’s very tempting.”




Sam stepped up to Brooke, leaned in, and kissed her softly on the lips. Brooke returned her kiss and their tongues flickered together before Sam broke it off and stepped back.




“Sealed with a kiss,” Sam said.




Brooke gazed deep into Sam’s ice-blue eyes and grinned. “Now it’s time for your dare.”




Sam’s eyes smiled along with her lips. “Name it.”




“I dare you to fuck Trap in the hallway outside the bathrooms,” Brooke said.




Part of me wanted to interject and call it off. After all, the Parrot was my home away from home. I was already skating on thin ice with Maria after she had spent all night with her eyes locked on me and the girls. Getting caught ramming Sam in the back hallway would earn me a lifetime ban and steal any shot I had with the lovely Cuban bartender. But could I really say no to fucking Sam with so much risk involved? My cock hardened at the mere thought, and I had my hands up her tiny skirt so many times this evening that I remained steel-hard for hours.




“Done,” Sam said. “But only if you stand watch. I don’t want to get Trap in trouble with Maria. She’s potential girlfriend material.”




Brooke laughed. “What are you? His recruiter?”




“We both are now,” Sam said. “We’re building a family.”




“Wait a second,” Brooke said. “I’m still engaged.”




“Then where’s your ring?” Sam asked.




Sam was right. I hadn’t seen Brooke wear her ring a single time since we came up from the Lady Dancer. But if I had learned anything about Sam, it was best to stand back and let her do the talking.




Brooke shrugged. “I didn’t say I wouldn’t end things with Logan. But for now, I’m still officially engaged.”




“You’re willing to let Trap get busted?” Sam asked.




Brooke sighed and nibbled on her lower lip. “I didn’t say that.” She let out a long sigh. “Fine. I’ll stand watch.”




Sam grinned knowingly. “Stand watch or watch us fuck?”




Brooke met the blonde vixen’s gaze head on. “Both.”




Sam gazed over Brooke’s shoulder at me. “You picked a good one with her.”




“She’s an easy person to love,” I said, feeling Brooke stiffen in my arms at the mention of the word love.




“You ready to fuck me, baby?” Sam asked.




I grinned. “What do you think?” I inched off the stool, still holding Brooke’s hand, then picked up Sam’s before leading them across the bar toward the restrooms.




The bar was only half-full and Maria had captured most of the red-blooded testosterone hovering around the bar. Nobody was paying attention to us, but people came to take a leak every few minutes. We would have to make it quick. Not that I wasn’t ready and willing. Both girls had edged me for so long I was fit to bust and I had spent the last hour with my hands inside Sam’s panties, squeezing her ass, and slipping my fingers halfway up her pussy.




At the entrance to the back hall, we left Brooke to stand guard while I led Sam a dozen feet further. We stopped halfway between the men’s and women’s restrooms beneath a picture of Jimmy Buffett drinking a beer right here at the Salty Parrot.




Sam backed up against the wall and gazed up at me, her eyes drowning with lust. “Baby, take off my panties,” she whispered while she locked her big blue eyes on me.




My cock throbbed as I hiked her mini-skirt up around her waist and hooked my thumbs inside the waistband of her soaked white lace panties. I stole a glance at Brooke and her gaze was locked on my hands, sliding over Sam’s ass cheeks.




Brooked unfastened the button on her jeans and slipped her hands down the front while stealing half-glances toward the bar with most of her attention focused on us.




Sam deftly unzipped my pants and freed my aching cock, wrapping her fingers around my shaft and squeezing. “Fuck me,” she whispered, her breaths coming fast and ragged. She stepped out of her panties and spread her legs, licking her lips while she gently stroked my throbbing cock.




My pants fell down around my ankles and I slid my hands under Sam’s ass, easily hoisting her up, while I pinned her back against the wall.




She shuddered and gasped, stroking my cock while she tried to stifle her moans.




The skirt that had barely covered her ass was up around her waist, revealing her tight pussy in all its glory. Her pink lips glistened with her juices, barely peeking past a slit so clean and smooth, not even a single whisker tainted the purity of her feminine temple.




Brooke’s gaze settled on my stiff, swollen cock and her eyes turned hazy with lust. She arched her back and moaned while she stuffed her hand deeper down her pants and gyrated her hips while she finger fucked herself.




Sam’s mouth found mine and our tongues lashed together with a hungry intensity that left my head flashing with fevered lust.




I guided my tip along her slippery lips and easily sank deep into her honey hole while a deep shuddering shiver rolled over my body in waves of pleasure. My legs trembled and my cock pulsed as Sam’s pussy twitched and squeezed my throbbing shaft, clenching down with a velvety softness that left me teetering on the brink of orgasm.




Sammie locked her long, powerful, golden-toned legs around my waist and pulled me in deep, squeezing my cock while our tongues played together. She moaned softly and gyrated her hips, fucking me with short, intense gyrations.




I held nothing back, ramming her hard and fast while I squeezed her tits and gazed into her eyes. Her pussy was hot and tight and her walls squeezed my cock, forcing me to groan with lust. With deep, powerful strokes, I pounded the blonde co-ed, ramming her with my granite-hard cock while her loud grunts and stifled moans filled my ear.




“I love you, baby,” Sam whispered in my ear as her body rose and fell, bobbing up and down on my cock. Her back rode the wall, and she dug her heels into my bare ass, pulling me in deeper while her clean, minty breath flooded my senses.




Brooke gazed at us slack-jawed, her watch duties forgotten. Her jeans clung to her hips, barely hanging on. The top of her shaven pussy came into view, where her glistening fingers buzzed her clit.




With each penetrating stroke, I bottomed out with a deep grunt, and my tip squeezed into the tightest recesses of Sam’s already tight pussy. My tip met hard resistance at the entrance to her cervix. Every muscle inside her pussy felt alive as she flexed and contracted, squeezing my cock with relentless efficiency. I had no intention of pulling out, and in less than thirty seconds, I would drown her womb in a gallon of hot jizz.




Sam’s hot breath washed over my ear and down my neck. She pulled herself forward, away from the wall, and leaned into me, riding my cock like a mechanical bull. She moaned and grunted in my ear and her words came out in a rush, “Coming… oh fuck, I’m coming so fucking hard.” Her words trailed off and her body stiffened as a wave of orgasmic energy hit her like a tidal wave. She impaled herself on my shaft and her body trembled under the weight of the seismic climax.




Brooke arched her back, her pants forgotten and sliding lower over her thighs. She let out a stifled moan and slammed her fingers in and out of her pussy as her eyes rolled back in her head.




I squeezed Sam’s ass in both hands and held her down until every inch of my cock was buried inside her. With a loud grunt, my head flashed and tiny white stars filled my field of vision. I gushed a fountain of cum, spraying her womb with enough seed to impregnate her a hundred times over. Again and again I came, firing loads of sticky semen inside the stunning blonde beauty.




I lost myself, not giving a flying fuck who walked down the hall. She was mine, now and forever. I grunted with the force of the unrelenting orgasm, unloading a night’s worth of teasing, gushing and spurting unending bursts of sticky cum until my balls went mercifully still.




I cradled Sam in my arms, my cock buried deep inside her, and she sagged forward, resting her head on my shoulder. Her pussy twitched with the aftershocks of her violent orgasm, and she kissed my neck softly as she gasped for air. “I love you,” she whispered in my ear.




Beside us, Brooke leaned against the wall, pulling up her pants a moment before her eyes widened with shock and she whirled toward us. “Someone’s coming.”




Sam slipped off my cock, dragging a thick line of oozing cum in her wake. She straightened her miniskirt and glanced down as if to make certain she covered all the important parts.




I pulled up my pants and grabbed Sam’s panties, shoving them in my pocket while I zipped my jeans, praying my cock didn’t get caught in the zipper.




A grizzled old Vietnam vet named Gus appeared around the corner. He had stooped shoulders and thinning gray hair and eyed us suspiciously as he passed by.




He pushed the bathroom door open with a creak and disappeared inside before Sam and Brooke let loose peels of laughter.




Sam picked up my hand, and I glanced down at her skirt. “You have cum leaking down your inner thigh,” I said.




Sam pried open her legs and glanced down. Thick trails of milky white cum oozed down each side of her inner thighs, while a pearl of jizz dotted her little pink pussy. “Oops. Oh, well.”




“We should go,” Brooke said. “I feel like he knew what we were doing.”




“Agreed,” I said before picking up Brooke’s hand and leading the ladies through the bar.




Maria frowned as we walked past, narrowing her brows as she eyed us with as much suspicion as old Gus.




“I’ll see you tomorrow,” I said, giving her a smile and a friendly wave.




We pushed outside and stood under the starry south Florida sky before I turned to face Brooke.




“It’s too late to go home,” I said. “Just come sleep on the boat. You can sleep up on the sun deck. I’ll keep my hands to myself. I promise.”




Brooke glanced between Sam and me before she met Sam’s warm stare. “You don’t mind?”




“Mind? God, no,” Sam said. “Sweetie, I’ll sleep up on the sun deck with you. Trap’s all taken care of for the night.”




“Hey,” I said. “Not cool. I was looking forward to naked cuddling and wake up sex.”




“From who?” Sam asked.




I glanced between them. “Whoever wants to.”




Sam perched on her tiptoes and kissed me softly on the lips. “It’s late, and I’m not leaving Brooke alone.”




“Fine,” I said. “You two take the bed. I’ll take the sun deck.”




“Perfect.” Sam smiled as if that had been her plan all along. She and Brooke exchanged a smile, and the two trotted off toward the boat arm-in-arm, chatting happily with their giggles coming at my expense.




I trailed after them and sighed. “You two are making breakfast. Not me.”








  
  
  Chapter 5

  
  







The next morning, the sun, wind, and a yacht blaring its horn as it left port woke me. I stumbled below deck to find Brooke already gone and Sam’s blonde hair peeking out from under a mound of fluffy covers. I quickly stripped off my clothes and slid into bed with a still sleeping and very naked Sam. Had the girls dipped their toes in the lady pond? God, I hoped so.




I slipped my arm around Sam and cupped her bare breast, savoring the feeling of her nipple hardening against my palm. She said something indecipherable before turning toward me, sliding her leg over my naked body and mashing her tits into my chest. My morning wood turned into a raging hard-on, and I found it impossible to keep my hands off her, let alone fall back asleep.




Twenty minutes later, we climaxed together with Sam riding me in reverse cowgirl while I gushed inside her for the second time in eight hours. Afterward, at Sam’s insistence, we hit the shower together. We squeezed into the tiny stall where one thing led to another and I took her from behind, again not bothering to pull out. I only hoped her birth control was up to the task.




We dressed and met on deck for a quick breakfast of bagels and orange juice. We sat around a little table on the bow of the ship just off the sun deck, where the morning sun shone brightly and a gentle wind whipped across the bay.




“What time did Brooke leave?” I asked.




“I’m not sure,” Sam said. “I was still sleeping.”




“Sleeping naked,” I said.




As the wind whipped her still damp blonde hair, she frowned at me and bit into her bagel . “I didn’t hear you complaining.”




“Was Brooke naked?” I asked.




She grinned slyly and sipped her orange juice. “I don’t kiss and tell, but it’s killing you not knowing, isn’t it?”




“Come on,” I said. “Spill the details.”




“You’ll have to leave it up to your imagination. Let’s just say Brooke and I are on extremely good terms.”




“I knew it,” I said, smirking as I lathered my bagel with cream cheese.




Sam grinned again and shook her head. “Baby, you’re making assumptions. Brooke’s a good girl. Cheating is not in her DNA. But we stayed up most of the night talking.”




“About?” I asked.




Sam rolled her eyes. “What do you think?”




“Oh.” I stared at her over my bagel. “What did you guys say about me?”




“Girl talk,” Sam said. “But I think the reason she left so early was to have a heart-to-heart with Logan.”




“Ohhh.” I nodded and bit into my bagel. “That’s good.”




“When she calls you, and she will call you… be there for her,” Sam said. “She’s into you… big time. Don’t fuck it up. And don’t make any stupid jokes. This is a big deal for her.”




“You have that little faith in me? I won your heart, didn’t I?”




“You benefited from a massive, years-long crush bordering on an unhealthy obsession. I have a disorder when it comes to you.”




I shrugged. “A guy needs every advantage he can get.”




Sam leaned across the table and kissed me. “I know, baby. Just don’t go too far away. That’s all I’m saying.”




“Speaking of today, what are your plans?”




“I have two classes later this afternoon and then we have a meeting at the sorority house tonight.”




“What would you say about going with me on a field trip this morning?” I asked. “I can drop you off at the sorority after.”




“My car is here,” she said. “Remember? I drove last night.”




“That’s okay. I’ll drop you off at the sorority, and when your meeting is done, I’ll come pick you up after,” I said. “You can spend the night.”




She sighed. “As much as I would love to, I have a feeling a certain redhead will need you more.”




“You think?”




“Baby, have I been wrong about anything yet?”




“Well… no.” I let out a held breath and ran my fingers through my hair. “Okay. Can you follow me to the university research center? I want to introduce you to Hazel.”




Sam raised an eyebrow, her expression curious. “Is she cute?”




“Very,” I said. “Let’s go.”




Sam followed me to the university research center, where we parked outside Hazel’s office. On the way in, Sam took my hand, and I led her through the maze of hallways and corridors that inevitably ended up in front of Hazel’s tiny office.




I had a hard time tearing my gaze from my twenty-year-old girlfriend’s choice of outfits. Today she wore a pink and white striped tank top with a white lace bra beneath. Her cleavage was on point and her tits bounced merrily with every step. The pink hip-hugging shorts she wore matched her top perfectly and, more importantly, they barely covered her ass before giving way to her long, toned legs. Sammie wore her hair back in a casual ponytail and she hadn’t bothered with any makeup. Her golden eyelashes and natural golden eyebrows proved the carpet matched the drapes. Or they would have if she hadn’t waxed away her carpet.




With her all-natural look, she had never looked more incredible. When we reached Hazel’s door, I leaned over and kissed her plump cherry lips. “You are really incredible.”




Sam grinned up at me and shot me a confused look. “Okay? Why?”




“You check every box. I’m smitten.” I leaned in and kissed her again. “Are you sure I can’t talk you into coming over later tonight? Or better yet, just move in with me.”




Sam blushed. “Are you serious?”




“Very,” I said. “Just think about it. Okay?”




She perched on her tiptoes, kissed me, and smiled sweetly. “Okay.”




I knocked on Hazel’s door and her muffled voice invited us in.




When we entered, we found Hazel coming around her desk wearing her white lab coat, baggy sweatpants, and a frumpy over-sized t-shirt. She had pulled her silky brown hair back into the usual messy ponytail. Like Sam, she wasn’t wearing any makeup. None of that was unusual, and it wasn’t like she needed makeup. As an academic, Hazel spent little time on her appearance but somehow still looked like she belonged on a Paris runway during fashion week.




“Hi, Trap.” Hazel smiled at me cheerfully and then turned to Sam before her jaw dropped. “Wow. Brooke wasn’t kidding.”




“Excuse me?” Sam asked, frowning. “She wasn’t kidding about what?”




Hazel’s cheeks turned a bright shade of scarlet. “Nothing. Sorry.”




I glanced at Sam. “Brooke told Hazel how pretty you were,” I lied.




Sam rolled her eyes. “Oh, I’ve got a pretty good idea what Brooke said about me.” Her gaze lingered on Hazel before she unexpectedly stepped forward and brushed a lock of Hazel’s brown hair away from her face. “Has anyone ever told you that you look just like Velma from that Scooby Doo movie? The resemblance is striking.”




Hazel’s cheeks turned an even brighter shade of crimson. “I may have heard that once or twice.”




“She was super hot,” Sam said. “And so are you. You hide yourself away down here in this dusty office all day?”




Hazel gazed up at me as if seeking a lifeline. “Uhh… yeah. Well, I run six miles every morning.”




“I’m a runner too,” Sam said, her voice chipper. “We should totally hook up. I’ll drag Trap along with us.”




“I’m not much of a runner,” I said. “But I’ll towel you off after.”




Sam glanced between Hazel and me with her lips quirked and her eyes twinkling with a mischievousness I recognized. “Have you two ever gone out on a date?”




“Babe, we’re really dipping into the deep end here with these questions,” I said. “Hazel and I have a professional, working relationship.”




Sam shrugged. “She’s still a girl, and a very cute one.” She cocked her head sideways and studied Hazel intently. “I know just the outfit….” She whispered under her breath, as if caught up in her own thoughts.




I cleared my throat while Hazel averted her gaze. I turned to the shy researcher and put on my best smile. “Is now still a good time to photograph Sam’s tattoo?”




“Ummm… yeah,” Hazel said, frowning at Sam, clearly distracted by the blonde’s measured gaze. “I set up a table in the room across the hall.”




“I would love to get you in to see my hairdresser,” Sam said before tilting her head, furrowing her brow, and giving Hazel a long look. “You have amazing bone structure. I think you could make some real money modeling.”




“Thanks?” Hazel said, her cheeks turning redder by the second.




“How about we take care of business,” I said, trying to redirect the conversation.




“Oh, sorry,” Sam said. “I’m ready when you are.”




Hazel let out a held breath and smiled nervously. “Good. Follow me.”




We left Hazel’s office and stepped across the hall to a room empty of all furniture except for a long table with blankets draped over the top. A large lamp hovered nearby and a professional camera mounted on a tripod sat beside the table.




“Looks comfy,” Sam said.




“I’ll step out while you get undressed,” Hazel said.




“There’s no need for that,” Sam said as she stripped off her tank top and stood before us wearing her white lace bra. Her cleavage popped from the tight lace cups and she smiled without a hint of reservation or embarrassment. “I’m not timid.”




Hazel openly gawked, her jaw scraping the floor. “I wouldn’t be either with that figure.”




Sam reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, letting it fall forward off her chest. “I bet you have a killer body under that lab coat and those baggy sweats.”




I eyed Sam’s tits greedily, savoring the clean demarcation of tan lines crisscrossing her bountiful breasts. Big, firm, and springy — her tits were like the sexual field of dreams. I couldn’t imagine what possessed her to latch onto me, but here I was dating one of the hottest women I had ever laid eyes on who had just stripped down to nothing but her shorts.




Sammie stood before us with her chest out and her hands on her hips. “Just lay face down on the table?” she asked as Hazel and I gawked.




Hazel snapped back to reality and nodded. “Right.” She cleared her throat and crossed to the black light. “Face down.”




Sammie flashed me a knowing smile, then climbed onto the table, positioning herself, regretfully, tits down. She settled into place, and her big tits bulged out from either side of her chest.




Despite having sex with Sammie three times in a twelve-hour time span, my cock stirred to life, ready for more action. The blonde goddess was more than aware of her impact on my libido, and it was then I decided that Samantha Monroe was possibly the savviest, most cunning woman I had ever met. She knew how to manipulate people with an almost scary level of proficiency, and I wondered how much of that god-level control she had directed at me. This was her harem, and I was simply one of the players.




“Trap, can you hit the overhead light?” Hazel asked.




“Sure thing,” I flipped off the light while Hazel switched on the ultraviolet light.




The room took on a hazy, purple glow, and Sam’s back came alive with the rich detail of the map Butch had so painstakingly tattooed.




“Wow,” Hazel said, hovering over Sam’s back. “That’s incredible.”




“He was a true master with the ink,” I said.




“But not a harem master like his son,” Sam said from the table, giggling at her own joke.




“Did you tell her about King Itzcoatl?” Hazel asked.




“Nope,” I said. “Not that I’m holding anything back, it just hasn’t come up. Sammie has her own little harem fetish.”




“King who?” Sam asked.




“Why don’t you fill her in while I take the pictures,” Hazel said.




If she had ideas about building a harem before, the story of King Itzcoatl would send her into a feeding frenzy. “Sure,” I said with trepidation.




While Hazel snapped pictures of Sam’s back, I told Sam the story of King Itzcoatl. I told her about the five faces of the king’s brides tattooed on his back, and I told him about each wife and the love he had for them. Throughout the telling, Sammie paid rapt attention, her lips parted and her eyes wide with excitement.




I finished the story about the same time Hazel finished taking the pictures. When I flipped on the overhead light, Sam sat up, making no effort to hide her jiggling boobs.




“That tattoo is the key to everything,” Sam said. “It’s fate. It has to be.”




Hazel and I traded a skeptical glance while Sam slipped off the table, her tits bouncing like a circus act.




“Don’t you see?” Sam asked. “The timing of me coming into your life, what happened with Brooke last night, and now this. It’s way too much to be a coincidence.”




“What happened with Brooke?” Hazel asked, her expression worried.




“She and Trap made out,” Sam said. “And when I say made out, I mean they really went after it.”




“It was a dare,” I said.




“Don’t underplay it,” Sam said. “It was more than that and you know it.”




“I don’t see how King Itzcoatl’s harem has anything to do with finding his treasure,” Hazel said. “Other than holding clues that may lead to his tomb.”




“It has everything to do with it,” Sam said. “I can feel it in my bones. Trap, you need a harem to help you find the treasure.”




I chuckled and held up my hands. “Hold on. I’m still processing last night and you want me to build a harem? With who?”




Sam rolled her eyes. “Me and Brooke.” She turned to Hazel. “And Hazel. Maybe Maria from the bar and my mother.”




Hazel’s eyes widened with shock. “Your mom?”




“Leave Hazel out of this,” I said. “You’ll scare her away. And Hazel’s right. You want me to recruit your mother into a harem with her own daughter?” I laughed and shook my head. “That won’t happen.”




“Why not?” Sam said. “You and my mom got busy last week. She likes you and you like her. What’s the problem?”




Hazel’s jaw dropped. “You are a busy man, Trap Ashford.”




“You know about that?” I asked, not even trying to hide my shock.




Sam rolled her eyes. “Of course. We need to call her.” Her brain was already spinning.




“Let’s not put the cart before the horse,” I said. “First, we need to find the last two pieces of the map and figure out what to do with the figurine.”




“I agree,” Hazel said. “Besides, I’m not really the harem kind of gal. I play video games and watch the Discovery channel in my spare time.”




Sam, at long last, picked up her bra and put it on while she turned to face Hazel. “Don’t downplay your beauty. Not only are you a freaking genius, the more I look at you, the more I believe you may be the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.”




Hazel laughed. “I’m not even half as good looking as you.”




“Bullshit,” Sam said and picked up her tank top while she turned to face me. “Baby, would you mind waiting out in the hall for a second? I want to speak with Hazel girl to girl.”




Hazel stiffened, and I frowned at Sam. “Why?”




“There are some things we women keep to ourselves,” Sam said, and pointed at the door. “Wait outside.” She wasn’t asking.




I turned to Hazel. “If she makes you uncomfortable, yell for me.”




Hazel flashed me a nervous smile, then I left the room, leaving the women alone while I paced the hallway.




Ten minutes later, the ladies emerged with Hazel laughing and chitchatting with Sam like they were long-lost friends.




“You’ve got my number,” Sam said as she drew Hazel into a tight hug. “I’ll text you the exact time.”




“I can’t wait,” Hazel said, seeming to mean it. Hazel turned to me. “You’ve got yourself a wonderful woman, Trap. Don’t mess it up.” Then Hazel really surprised me by pulling me into a quick hug and brushed my cheek with her lips. “I’ll let you know when I have something.”




Sam watched on, her eyes glittering with joy before the women exchanged one last deep hug and Hazel said her last goodbye.




On the way out, Sammie picked up my hand, lacing her fingers in mine, and walked beside me wearing a content smile.




“So?” I asked.




She gazed up at me and frowned. “So, what?”




“What happened? How do you win these women over so easily?”




Sam shrugged and quirked her lips into a coy smile. “It’s girl talk, baby. You wouldn’t understand.”




When we reached Sam’s car, she drew me into a long, passionate kiss before I stepped back and took her hands in mine.




“Are you sure I can’t talk you into a sleepover? Not having you with me feels… wrong. It’s a gut punch I don’t like.”




“Awww….” She kissed me again. “That’s the sweetest thing any man has ever said to me.”




“I’m falling for you,” I said. “Being with you is the easiest thing in the world, and I never know what the next minue will bring.”




Sam’s eyes glistened. “I love you more every second we’re together.”




“Come to the boat later,” I said. “If Brooke calls, we can see her together.”




She shook her head. “Brooke loves you just as much as I do, and I have a feeling we need her now more than ever.”




“You really believe in that harem stuff?”




“Not only do I believe it,” she said. “I was born for just this moment. I would stake my life on it.”




“If it’s true, then having you by my side would be a dream come true.”




She kissed me one last time. “Baby, I’m living my dream. Call me later and let me know what happens with Brooke.”




I gave her one last kiss before she got in her car and drove away.








  
  
  Chapter 6

  
  







When I returned to the marina, I found a Model S Tesla parked in my spot. Top-end luxury vehicles were common at a marina lined with yachts, but those cars belonged to owners who parked in their own assigned spots.




Irritated, I parked my old Ford truck in one of the guest spots near the office and strolled past the Tesla on my way to my boat. I could report the offense to the parking overlords who ran the marina, but something told me that anyone who could afford a Tesla like that wouldn’t get flack from a security guard paid by the hour. My best bet was to wait it out. Whoever owned the car wouldn’t be there forever.




As I strolled past, I noted the Florida plates, followed by the stunning brunette sitting in the passenger seat. With the window down, she gave me a faint smile and a nod as I passed.




With dark silky hair pulled back in a tight ponytail, the young woman, who couldn’t have been more than twenty-two, had the exotic look of a supermodel. Part of me wondered if that wasn’t exactly who she was given her extraordinary beauty and the make and model of the vehicle. She wore dark sunglasses that hid her eyes, but her lips were full and pink. She had a smooth, faintly bronze, Latina complexion typical to the displaced Cubans who called Miami home, which included my very own Maria Anderson.




But this lady was high-end, classy, and squarely perched high on an ivory tower in the untouchable zone. A woman like her wouldn’t give a stiff like me a second look. I returned her nod as my anger fled. Remaining angry in the face of such an exquisite beauty wasn’t possible.




Halfway down the pier, I noticed a man wearing a business suit sitting casually on the aft deck of my boat, gazing back down the pier at me. This had to be the Tesla owner and judging by his car, his girlfriend, and his business suit, I doubted we ran in the same circles.




I pressed onward, and the man stood as I approached, a warm smile decorating his chiseled face.




He was handsome, standing over six-feet tall. He had dark hair streaked with gray, a smooth, strong jawline and a bronze complexion similar to his girlfriend. I would have put him in his late-forties to early fifties but he looked ten years younger.




“Pardon me for so rudely entering your home,” the man said, extending his hand. “I’m Peter Patlee, a former acquaintance of your father.”




Ask and ye shall receive. The day was full of surprises. It was none other than the man Hazel told me to find. I shook his outstretched hand. “He spoke of you,” I said truthfully. “You’re a collector of Aztec antiquities?”




“Among other things,” Peter said. “But that’s how your father knew me. I’m sorry for your loss. Butch Ashford was a genuine treasure. Any man who spent his life uncovering and preserving my ancestor’s heritage has my eternal gratitude.”




The flowery buttering up left me feeling uneasy. It meant he wanted something. Hopefully, he would get to that point sooner rather than later. “Thanks for the kind words.” Outside of some freelance work he did for the guy, my father had barely mentioned Peter Patlee. I had no reason to distrust him or trust him, but my instincts screamed at me to run. “What brings you here?”




His warm smile never faded. “In honor of your recent discovery, I would like to invite you to our annual masquerade ball. Selfishly, I’m hoping you’ll accept so that you might enlighten me on what treasures the ship contained.”




Yet another person who knew about the Lady Dancer. Why wasn’t I surprised? Peter Patlee looked like he had enough money to put a GPS tracker on my boat and hire a permanent tail to follow me around town. The thought made me shiver. He had undoubtedly donated cash to the university’s antiquities research center. What was stopping him from leaning on one of Hazel’s bosses and stealing the figurine right out from under me? “I didn’t find any treasure,” I said, not bothering to deny I found the Lady Dancer.




“Thats disappointing,” Peter said, his tone unconvinced. “But that doesn’t diminish your discovery and I insist that you and your beautiful girlfriends attend the ball.” He produced three tickets from the front of his jacket and handed them over to me.




Had he said girlfriends, as in plural? The tickets suggested as much. If he knew about Brooke and Sam, then he was definitely tailing me. “I’m not really the ballroom dancer kind of guy,” I said. “And if it’s a costume party, then count me out.”




Peter tilted his head back and laughed. “No, my friend. It’s not a costume party. It’s a formal occasion, but all that’s required are masks. This is to keep the attendees… anonymous.”




I frowned. “A secret masquerade ball?”




Peter’s eyes screamed at me to figure it out for myself, and then it hit me. Three tickets, masks, and a secret guest list. This was a party for rich people who were into building harems but didn’t want the world to find out. Did Peter Patlee have a harem? I would have bet money that he did, starting with that hot little honey sitting in his Tesla.




I nodded as if I final understood, and Peter relaxed. “Behind me on the seat cushion, you’ll find costume masks for you and your lovely brides to be. I can assure you Mr. Ashford, the party will be well worth your time.” He handed me the tickets. “Please. Take them. It’s at the natural history museum two nights from tonight.”




Reluctantly, I took the tickets from him and nodded. “I’ll do my best to make it.”




He gave me a slight bow. “Thank you. I’m sure you’re a busy man, so I’ll leave you alone. Again, I apologize for the intrusion.”




He offered his hand, and I shook it, but that uneasy, sinking feeling settled deep into the pit of my stomach. What the hell did this guy want from me?




Peter Patlee stepped past me, buttoned his coat, and made his way off the Topless Mermaid before strolling down the pier toward the hottie waiting for him in his Tesla.




I picked up my phone and immediately texted Hazel.




Me: I want you to move the figurine.








  
  
  Chapter 7

  
  







Shortly before dinnertime, my phone pinged with an incoming text message from Brooke.




Brooke: Are u busy?




I grinned and typed out a quick reply.




Me: For you, I’m never busy. What’s up?




Brooke: Can you come to my apartment? We need to talk.




My stomach cratered. It was never good when someone said they needed to talk. Was she staying with Logan and severing ties with me forever? Or, in the cold light of day, had she regretted what happened and wanted to walk it back? And that she wanted the meeting in her apartment rather than on my boat made me think she needed home court advantage for a very tough conversation. Hell, she had never invited me to her apartment, nor had I ever stepped foot inside. It was all too good to be true. Last night was a once in a lifetime aberration — a gift from the Aztec goddess herself. A gnawing, sinking sensation sat heavy in my stomach. Was Sam about to end her streak of winning predictions? I sighed and typed a reply.




Me: When?




Brooke: Is now too soon?




Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. She was dumping me. I knew it and there was absolutely nothing I could do except swallow the pill and smile. I tapped out a quick response.




Me: Omw




With any luck, I could still coax Sam into spending the night on the boat, but I didn’t want to come on too strong. She was a twenty-year-old college girl and had friends and a life that didn’t involve me. I would likely end up drowning my sorrows at the Salty Parrot, but it was Maria’s off day. The idea of drinking alone at the end of a bar was so depressing I didn’t want to give that thought any energy.




There was no use in putting off the inevitable. I trudged down into the cabin and changed into a respectable polo shirt and clean shorts. That’s when it hit me. I had an ace in my pocket — a piece of jewelry I had made for Brooke a long time ago. It was back during a time when I thought she and I had a chance at something special. But then Logan proposed, and any thoughts of a true romance died. I stuffed the piece away from a rainy day, and today it was pouring.




I grabbed that very special something from my top drawer and stuffed it in my pocket. After a quick mirror check, I grabbed my truck keys and headed out to face the firing squad.




I arrived a few minutes later, parked, and buzzed the intercom for her apartment.




“Hello?” she answered through the intercom. Her tone was filled with trepidation.




“It’s me,” I said.




“Come on up,” she said and buzzed me in.




My stomach floundered just this side of full-on nausea and I resisted the urge to flee. I loved her. No matter how cool I played things, my love for her was a simple, objective truth. I couldn’t flee from it or fool myself into thinking it wasn’t real.




If I had any chance of salvaging my budding relationship with Brooke, I had to make a bold move and push my chips all-in. It was my only play. I had to swallow my pride and fess up. As I climbed the stairs, nervous energy flowed through my arms and legs, leaving them heavy and limp. When I reached her door, I sucked in a deep, calming breath and knocked.




A few seconds later, Brooke pulled the door open and my heart beat so hard and fast I thought I would collapse.




Brooke looked incredible, and she wasn’t even trying. She wore a gray tank top and from the jiggle it was clear she had foregone the bra. Her hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail and a pair of tight black yoga shorts barely covered her voluptuous ass, revealing plenty of her long, creamy legs. Her green eyes flickered with nervous energy bordering on fear, and she gazed at me as if she’d seen a ghost. They were the telltale signs of a woman prepping for a tough conversation.




I had never yearned for her more than in that moment. Why did women look their absolute hottest when they were out of reach? But rather than sulk, I stepped through her door and gazed down at her. “I’m glad you called.”




She smiled nervously. “Come on in. I don’t think you’ve been inside my apartment before.”




It was a one-room studio apartment with a separate bathroom. The kitchen gave way to a small love seat, flat screen TV, and a double-sized bed separated by one of those Japanese style folding walls. The place was well decorated and well-organized, with a slant toward Asian decor coupled with a few framed artifacts we had recovered from our various adventures throughout the Caribbean.




“I love the place,” I said, fighting away the butterflies churning in my stomach. “I should turn you loose on my boat.”




“Can I get you something to drink?” she asked, clearly nervous.




“Not right now,” I said. “Maybe after we talk.”




She nodded and stepped past me. “Have a seat.” She gestured toward the love seat.




I sat down on the love seat and Brooke took the space beside me, facing me with one foot curled beneath her.




She gazed at me, looking both sensational and petrified, and nervously tucked a lock of her red hair behind her ear. “Trap, there are things I need to say.” She let out a deep breath.




“Before you do,” I said. “Can you hear me out first?” I gazed into her big beautiful green eyes and my stomach flip turned.




She gave me a nervous smile and a nod. “I’d like that.”




I gazed at the floor, sucked in a deep breath, and returned my eyes to hers. “I talk a lot of crap.”




A warm smile flickered across her face, and her shoulders seemed to relax even if fractionally.




“I flirt with you, and I hit on you constantly….” I held her gaze, and she stared at me, back straight, attention undivided. “God, you’re so beautiful.” My eyes watered and my chin quivered. I shook my head and my thoughts cratered. “I had this entire speech planned.” My eyes blurred and hot tears streaked my cheeks. I wiped them away with the back of my hand and tried to reel in my emotion. When I looked back up at her, tears stained her smooth, flawless face and her eyes glistened with moisture.




“I love you,” I said, my voice raw with emotion. “I love you deep and I love you hard.” A nervous smile flickered involuntarily across my face, and I averted my gaze. “Why is this so hard?” I said to myself before meeting her gaze. “Those words aren’t easy for me, but they’re true and they come straight from my heart.”




Brooke wiped the tears from her cheeks. “Trap, I —”




I held up my hand, cutting her off. “Wait. Before you say anything, I had this made for you a long time ago.” I pulled the black jewelry box from my pocket. “When you see it, you’ll recognize it.” I opened the box and held it out for her to see.




Brooke gasped, and fresh tears welled in her eyes. She looked up at me and smiled. “Is that from —”




“The African Bounty,” I said.




The African Bounty was a trade ship that wrecked off the coast of Cuba in the 1700s. Two years ago, Brooke, Butch and I spent a week diving the wreck and pulled up enough antiquities to make our year. At the bottom of the ship, tucked away inside a rusty old safe, I found an emerald pendant surrounded by diamonds. Brooke had fallen in love with the piece. She poked and prodded me for the entire week, trying to get me to part with it. I told her I would sell it to her for a discount, but I hadn’t meant it.




With trembling hands, she picked up the box and examined the pendant. “You added a gold chain?” Her voice came out raw and her chin quivered.




I picked the pendant out of the box and held it up for her to see. “I spent a week with Jimmy Cain restoring it.”




She laughed and wiped away her tears. “You didn’t.”




Jimmy Cain was our unofficial jewelry expert and offered us cheap but accurate appraisals. He was also a raging asshole who smelled like rotten tuna. The guy loved hitting on Brooke, and she always dreaded going into his shop.




I smiled at her. “From the moment you first laid eyes on that pendant, I knew exactly what I wanted to do with it.”




“Can I put it on?” she asked, smiling at me through her tears.




“I’ll put it on for you,” I said.




Brooke turned her back to me and lifted her hair off her neck.




I leaned forward and placed the pendant around her neck, breathing in her fresh scent. An urge to kiss her neck swept through me and I pushed the thought away, before clasping the chain and letting it fall into place.




Brooke turned around to face me, and her smile touched her eyes. “Thank you. I thought you sold it.”




I laughed and shook my head. “I fell in love with you on that trip. I never intended to sell it.”




“Trap, why didn’t you tell me?” she asked, while she gazed down at the pendant nestled in the curves of her cleavage.




“I didn’t think you loved me that way,” I said.




She let out a deep breath and picked up my hands. “I feel a lot better now.” She laced her fingers in mine and held my gaze. “I ended my engagement. It’s over with Logan.”




My heart soared, and the weight of the world slipped from my shoulders. I let out a deep breath and sagged back into the couch, smiling. “I’m so sorry to hear it,” I said with absolutely no conviction in my voice.




Brooke rolled her eyes and smiled. “Sure you are.”




“I was positive you were getting ready to dump me.”




“Dump you?” She asked in a tone of disbelief. “We did everything but have sex last night. I don’t do things like that casually. You know that about me.”




“When you texted me and said we needed to talk, I assumed that was code for telling me to hit the road.”




Brooke laughed and edged closer until our knees touched. She shook her head and nibbled nervously on her lower lip. “I needed to tell you that if you were interested in a casual fling, then I wasn’t your girl. If we do this, we do this for the long haul. You’re my guy, and I want to be your girl.”




“But, Sam….”




She smiled. “I understand what you have with Sam. I know it’s different from what you have with me. I don’t want us to lose her.”




“Us? As in me, you, and Sam?”




Brooke nodded. “As soon as I let go of my petty jealousy, I saw her for who she is. Sam is beautiful inside and out. What she’s offering to us is a gift that I want to explore together with you.” She squeezed my hands. “Will you be with me?” She asked, staring at me nervously.




“I’ve waited forever to hear those words,” I said, completely relieved. “Yes. A thousand times, yes.”




She picked up my hands and held them up playfully. “Do you know what else?” she asked, her eyes dancing with mischief.




Her nipples hardened before me, straining the front of her tight gray tank. I swallowed the lump forming in my throat. “What?”




“Would you like to be the man who helps me break the world’s longest dry streak?” She let go of my hands and reached for the bottom of my shirt.




My heart pounded in my chest, and my legs turned to mush. “Right here?”




“Unless you don’t want to.” She pulled my shirt up and off, revealing my smooth, muscled chest and toned abs. “God, you’re so fucking hot.”




My jaw dropped, and I laughed. “Brooke Fox. I can’t believe you.”




“You think I haven’t wanted you to violate me in a million different ways?” She tossed aside my shirt and stood. “Don’t make me beg.”




“I’m in,” I said, bouncing up from the couch and clapping my hands “It’s game time.”




Brooke laughed and stepped closer, popping loose the button on my shorts. “How many times can you go in one night?”




“As in my personal record?”




Brooked nodded and pushed down my shorts, taking my briefs with them.




My cock sprang free, already rigid and throbbing with anticipation.




Brooke gazed down at my manhood, licked her lips, and grabbed hold, squeezing gently. “How many?”




“Five,” I said.




She smiled at me demurely and stroked my cock with a warm hand and tender touch. “Buckle up, big man. I hope you ate your Wheaties. We have a record to break.”




My heart hammered with the anticipation of finally seeing and touching Brooke’s body in all its naked glory. With trembling hands, I gently tugged on the bottom of her tank top, guiding the gray cotton material over her flat stomach until her shirt met the resistance at the base of her glorious tits. “Arms up,” I said, my voice shaking with nervous energy.




Reluctantly, Brooke let go of my cock and sat upright on her knees, facing me from her spot on the love seat. She smiled up at me and raised her arms over her head. “You look terrified,” she said as she tilted her head and frowned at me. “Are you okay?”




“I’m nervous and excited,” I said. “This is really happening.” I gave the tank top a tug, and it slipped over Brooke’s big tits, letting them spring free.




Her tits were everything I imagined and more. They were big and soft, yet firm and bouncy. Her tits were pale and creamy, sitting high on her chest and close together with half-dollar sized pastel pink areolas and thick nipples I couldn’t wait to suck.




Brooke squeezed her mounds together and smiled up at me proudly. “Do they live up to the hype?”




Slack-jawed, I nodded dumbly, and a sharp breath caught in my throat.




She let them go and her tits bounced free, jiggling back into position high on her chest. “Go ahead. They won’t bite.”




I reached out and cupped her tits, squeezing them in my hands. My cock twitched and bounced before swaying side to side. “They’re perfect.” Her nipples hardened under my index fingers and I tweaked them softly, sliding them between the open gap in my fingers.




“I hope they were worth the wait.” She reached out and grabbed my cock, rolling it between her fingers while she casually played with it. “I know this big cock was worth every second of waiting.” She stroked me slowly and smiled sweetly. “You don’t know how many times I got off thinking about this big boy coming hard inside me.”




Speaking of coming hard, I hadn’t exactly come prepared for the occasion. I had planned on getting dumped, not playing romper room with Brooke. “I didn’t bring a condom,” I said and sighed. “Sorry. I wasn’t thinking.”




“Fuck the condom. I want to feel you raw. I’m on the pill. It’s okay.” She played with my cock, sliding her thumb over my tip and back around, down my glans. Then she eyed my rigid manhood and glanced up at me, smiling coyly. “Before we fuck, I want to taste it. Do you mind?”




Mind? I nearly laughed out loud. My head swooned and my legs buckled slightly as I inched closer, lining up my cock with her ripe pink lips. “I think I’ve died and gone to heaven.”




Brooke giggled and held my gaze as she brought her lips to my swollen knob and gently kissed it. “I don’t care if you come in my mouth.”




My cock throbbed, twitching against her plump lips while Brooke slowly stroked my base and stuck out her tongue, slowly circling my knob with her warm pink tip. “Do you like that?”




I shuddered and chuckled all at the same time. Goosebumps flashed across my chest, and my legs felt like iron weights. “No. It’s horrible,” I said, my voice dripping with sarcasm. 




She grinned, and her green eyes twinkled. “What about this?” She slid her lips over my knob and washed her tongue over my glans while she gently sucked.




I let out a long moan and tilted my head back, barely able to stand. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.” My words came out in a breathless rush.




Brooke giggled again, this time going deeper. She slid her tongue down my shaft and my cock raced across the flat of her warm tongue. She sucked and slurped, working her tongue across my pulsing cock, bobbing up and down as she stroked my base.




As waves of pleasure rolled over me, I gazed down at my ginger queen, taking in her stunning good looks and incredible body. This was living my best life and as she picked up steam, my cock lit up like Times Square. My balls flexed and contracted while I reached out and slid my fingers through her thick, shiny, strawberry-blonde hair.




She came off my cock with a pop, stretching a thick string of saliva from her tongue back to my tip. She licked my knob like an ice cream cone and gently sucked while she gazed up at me over my throbbing manhood. “Are you close? It feels like you’re close?” She kissed my tip and squeezed my base.




“I’m very close,” I said. “Sorry. This first time is like a dream.”




“Your cock tastes amazing.” She lowered her head back to my cock and slipped it between her glistening lips until my tip edged the back of her throat.




Glug. Glug. Glug. Brooke deep throated me, sliding my cock halfway down her throat while the sounds of gagging and slurping filled the silence. She worked my dick like a pro, never faltering and giving it everything she had.




My toes curled, and I dug my fingers into Brooke’s scalp. My head flashed a warning and my cock throbbed inside her mouth.




Brooke came off my cock with a pop and squeezed my base, cutting off my orgasm. Cum-filled saliva dripped from my cock, and she licked away the excess, drinking down every drop. She gazed up at me as she inhaled deeply and kissed my tip as my orgasm fading, edging away from the brink.




“That was close,” I said.




Brooke slowly started stroking my cock, and I gazed down mesmerized at her jiggling and bouncing tits.




“As much as I want to taste your cum, I want to look into your eyes when we come together for our first time. Is that okay?” She asked.




I struggled to stand and nodded before I found my voice. “I’m edging, and I know once I’m inside you, I won’t last long.”




She smiled. “That’s okay. We’ll go slow, and I’m already soaking wet.”




I stepped out of my pants and pulled Brooke up off the couch. “Let’s get these pesky things off.” I slipped my fingers inside the waistband of her yoga shorts and pulled them down over her hips, pleasantly surprised to find her not wearing any panties.




Brooke draped her arms over my shoulders for balance and wriggled her hips until the shorts fell down her legs and she stepped out. “You’re my man.” She smiled with satisfaction. “That feels good to say out loud.”




Her pussy was as creamy and smooth as the rest of her body. Her swollen pink labia, already wet with her juices, puffed out from her slit like a pretty little package ready for me to tear open.




We kissed and gazed into each other’s eyes. “I’ll always be your man just like we’ll always be together.” I sat down on the love seat, took her hands and guided her onto my lap. “Come here, baby,” I whispered.




She smiled slightly and tossed her hair back over her shoulders while she sank down onto my lap. “I love it when you call me that. I’m your baby.” She draped her arms over my shoulders and her tits jiggled and swayed while she inched forward on my lap until my cock nestled up against her creamy smooth stomach.




Her green eyes blazed with electric lust. My cock twitched, sliding across her tummy as Brooke wrapped her arms around my neck and leaned in for a kiss. Our lips connected and our tongues flashed together, hot and hungry.




She probed inside my mouth and ground her hips, sliding her pussy along the hot meat of my stone-hard shaft. Strands of her red hair draped my face and neck, tickling my cheeks while I breathed in her fresh, sweet scent.




Brooke broke off our kiss and sat back, gazing at me with hazy lust. “I need you inside me,” she said and reached for my fat cock.




Her tits bounced against my chest and her hard nipples dragged across my my soft skin. I slid my hands over her waist and down to her ass, cupping her firm, full cheeks, one in each hand. I edged my hips up off the couch, squeezing her ass while Brooke dragged my knob through her warm, slick wetness, leaving me shuddering with ecstasy.




Brooke’s breathing intensified and she carefully guiding my cock to her pearly gate and gazed down at me through the thicket of her red hair. Her expression was intense and her eyes brimmed with tears as she braced herself on my shoulder. “I love you, Timothy,” she said and sank down onto my shaft, letting go of a warbling moan as goose bumps flashed across her chest.




“I love you too,” I said, sucking in a sharp breath as my head flashed. The tightness of her pussy enveloped my cock and pleasure swept over me like a hurricane. Adrenaline surged through my body, leaving my legs weak and rubbery and my heart racing.




She flexed her pussy, squeezing my shaft inside her warm, satiny grip, and I locked my eyes on hers, savoring the exquisite feeling of her pussy undulating over my cock in waves.




Everything in my life had led to this moment. She was my rock and the absolute center of my universe. Nothing worked without Brooke. I silently vowed to make good on my promise to remain true to our love and never dishonor or disrespect her. I let go of her ass long enough to slide my hands around to her front and cup her tits while Brooke started rocking.




With her lips parted, she gazed into my eyes and fucked me slow and deep, using her pussy to squeeze my cock every time I bottomed out. “You’re in so deep,” she said, closing her eyes and grinding, savoring the moment while she worked my cock into her inner depths.




Her pussy pulsed around my meaty shaft and I edged my hips off the couch, pushing in deeper while her tits jiggled inside the mesh of my spread-open fingers, stretched wide over her creamy breast flesh.




Brooke opened her eyes and moaned, fucking me faster as she sucked in sharp, rapid breaths. “I love riding you,” she said before she leaned in and kissed me, flashing her tongue across my lips while her hips clapped my thighs.




The couch groaned and shifted under our weight and even the floorboards creaked with the sing-song rhythm of our rapid fucking.




I let go of Brooke’s tits, happy to watch them bounce, circling high on her chest and gently slapping together every time my cock impaled her. Being inside her was like nothing that came before. No treasure could ever match her beauty inside and out. No gold or jewels could compete with the depth of love I felt for the beautiful twenty-five-year-old. She was the jackpot, and I would never grow tired of fucking her.




Brooke grunted and moaned, sliding her fingers through my hair as she gazed at me. Her eyes swam heavy with lust and her lips hung open while her breaths came faster and quicker. “Are you close?” she asked in a rush.




“Yes, baby. I’m close.” My cock throbbed inside her and my head twinged on the brink of oblivion, screaming at me to release my seed deep inside her.




Brooke went rigid, and she sucked in a sharp breath, locking her hips down while she gazed into my eyes. “Let it go,” she said through a moan and bit her lip while her pussy spasmed around my cock.




I soaked in her big green eyes and grunted, exploding inside her with a gush of hot, sticky jizz. I grabbed her ass and squeezed, bucking my hips and driving her off the couch as I spurted inside her, releasing the motherlode of cum deep inside her warm, silky womb. My head flashed with waves of spent lust as I groaned and kissed her, coming again and again until dizziness swept over me.




“Thats it,” she whispered, kissing me softly, licking my bottom lip with the tip of her tongue. “I feel you coming inside me.” She squeezed her pussy, milking my cock as she rocked forward and backward, sliding her fingers through my hair.




I grunted through the force of my spasming cock until it finally went still and I leaned forward, resting my forehead against hers, sucking in giant, cleansing breaths. Hot jizz seeped down around my cock and Brooke squeezed my shaft, draining me dry. I ran my hands up her back and kissed her softly as I tried to regain my composure. “That was intense.”




“That was just the beginning,” she whispered, leaning forward and kissing me behind my ear. “I’m going to fuck you until you can’t walk.”




I shuddered under the weight of her warm breath and savored the sensation of her tits and hard nipples grazing my chest. I filled my hands with her ass cheeks and squeezed. “You’ll have to push me out of here in a wheelchair.”




Brooke giggled and kissed her way along my neck. “Your cock fits me like a glove.”




“I had built up this fantasy in my head about what sex would be like with you,” I said. “My imagination is a poor substitute for the real thing..”




She brought her face around, even with mine. “It’s because we love each other. Sex with love makes all the difference.”




“Why did it take us so long to admit it?” I asked. “If I had just told you how I felt, we could have saved a lot of time.”




“I never should have agreed to engage Logan,” Brooke said. “I only dated him to make you jealous. And when he proposed, he did it in front of his parents and I felt trapped. My mom told me I was making a huge mistake.”




“Then she will be relieved,” I said.




“She is,” Brooke smiled and kissed me. “I told her right before you came over. She said she was popping the champagne at home with my dad.”




I laughed and kissed her. “Speaking of champagne,” I said. “We should open some and celebrate.”




Brooke nodded. “After we do it again.” She nibbled my lower lip and let it go. “I’m super horny.”




“Far be it for me to get between a lady and her second round of passionate lovemaking.”




Brooke giggled and kissed me again. “God, this feels so freeing. It’s like someone opened the windows and let a fresh breeze blow through a stuffy house. Is this what being in love feels like?”




“I think so,” I said. “It should feel easy. With you, it has always felt easy.”




She brushed a lock of hair from my forehead and searched my face. “I’m sorry for being so stubborn.”




“We’re together now,” I said. “Our love story has a happy ending. Well, the ending is a new beginning, starting with a strange invite we received to a masquerade ball.”




Brooke frowned. “We? As in us? Who knew about us?”




“We as in me, you, and Sammie,” I said. “The who is a man named Peter Patlee.”




Brooke’s eyes widened. “The rich guy who Butch worked for?”




“That’s the one.”




I filled her in on Peter showing up on my boat and the invitation to the masquerade ball.




“I should probably get a new dress,” Brooke said. “Maybe I can talk Sam into going shopping with me tomorrow.”




“Oh, I think she’ll be on board.”




“Does she know about the party?”




“Not yet,” I said. “She wanted us to call her at some point tonight. She was cheering for us.”




Brooke sighed. “I really misjudged her. I feel horrible about the way I treated her.”




“Don’t,” I said. “She laid it on thick to bring us together. She said you needed a push.”




“I know. She told me everything, including how much she loves you.”




“Does that bother you?”




Brooke shook her head. “It feels right, like it was supposed to be this way all along. I think we’re on the brink of a great adventure.”




“Starting with the costume ball,” I said.




“No.” She shook her head. “Starting with you pounding me from behind. Don’t be afraid to slap my ass. I like it a little rough.” She climbed off my lap, trailing a long line of cum in her wake. A thick string oozed from her pussy and dripped onto my thighs while Brooke gazed down, fascinated.




“That was a big load,” I said.




She pinched her pussy, and a pearl droplet oozed out, sliding across her fingers. “I love it.” She glanced up at me. “What if you got me pregnant?” she asked with an edge of excitement in her voice.




“Then we would be parents,” I said. “Something I never thought about.”




“Would you be upset?” she asked.




“No. Would you?” I asked.




Brooke shook her head. “We’ll make beautiful babies together.”




“As long as they look like you,” I said.




Brooke giggled and pulled me up off the couch. “Come on, old man. Let’s get you ready for round two.”








  
  
  Chapter 8

  
  







Brooke and I broke my personal record. We stayed up half the night trying every position we could think of. Her studio apartment wasn’t large, but we christened every flat surface, including the shower. In between the marathon sex, we chatted with Sam, who was over the moon at our news. After her meeting at the sorority, she and her mother had gone out to dinner and I couldn’t help but wonder what mother and daughter had said about me.




With Brooke lying naked in my arms, we finally fell asleep well after two in the morning. I slept deep and easy until Brooke woke me a little after eight, already showered and dressed.




She leaned over the bed and kissed me. “Baby, I’ve got to go.”




“Huh?” I turned over, groggy and sleepy-eyed, squinting up at her. “What? Why are you dressed?” I tried to pull her back into bed, but she resisted.




She laughed and kissed me again. “I’m meeting Sammie for breakfast and then we’re going dress shopping.”




I yawned and sat up in her bed. “Why didn’t you wake me? I would have showered with you.”




“You were sleeping so soundly and I had to hurry.” She kissed me a third time. “I loved everything about last night. Most of all you, but a shower would have led to more sex, and I promised Sam I would pick her up at eight-thirty.”




I smiled, leaned forward, and kissed her. “Why don’t you and Sam come over to the boat when you’re done? We’ll take a little cruise. Maybe we’ll hit that seafood place you love down in the keys. Pack a bag and we’ll make it an overnight. Tell Sammie.”




A smile lit up her face. “That sounds amazing.”




“Good.” I rubbed the sleep from my eyes. “Coffee?”




“I made some in the pot and I left you a key to my apartment on the kitchen counter. Take it and keep it. Just lock the door behind you.”




“Wow. I’m key worthy? I’m honored.”




She laughed and kissed me again. “Shut up or I’ll fuck you into a coma.”




“You did that last night,” I said. “You’ve got to leave some for your girlfriend.”




“My girlfriend? Sam’s your girlfriend,” she said.




“Our girlfriend. Okay?”




“I like that. I’ll see you later.”




“Bye, baby. I love you.”




A grin stretched across her face and I had never seen her look happier. “I love you too.” She stood up and turned to go and I couldn’t help but notice the telltale jiggle of her braless tits beneath a white t-shirt and jean shorts.




“God, you’re sexy,” I said. “Just a quickie?”




“No.” She laughed. “You’re a bad influence. I have to go.”




“Fine. Just make sure you show up at the boat later. The three of us need to chat about the ball.”




After Brooke left, I made her bed and tidied the place up before taking a quick shower and having a giant cup of coffee. Even though she had a studio apartment, her bathroom was twice as big as mine and I loved spreading out. With the caffeine buzzing through me, I hopped in my car and headed back to the boat.




It was after ten o’clock by the time I parked in the marina. My boat was there in the slip right where I’d left her, but I felt like a completely new man ready to conquer the world. But one thing nagged at me besides the upcoming ball and that was the date I had made with Maria. After what had happened with Brooke and my budding relationship with Sam, going out with Maria didn’t settle right in my stomach. I would have to call it off, but I wanted to do it in person and she didn’t work until this coming weekend.




I made it two steps onto my boat when a tuft of blonde hair appeared from below deck, followed by the stunning figure of one Lindsay Monroe, my former step-mother and Sam’s real-life mom.




“Hey Lindsay,” I said. “I didn’t know you had a key.”




“I borrowed Sammie’s,” she said. “I hope you don’t mind.”




The wind whipped across the deck, and bright sunshine drenched the sun deck. A gorgeous day was ahead, and I hoped Lindsay wasn’t here to ruin it.




“Nope. How long have you been here?”




“Not long, sugar. But I wanted to make sure I caught you. You and I need to have a little talk.”




“Uh, oh,” I said. “Before you say anything, you were the one who encouraged me to take out your daughter.”




Lindsay laughed. “I’m not mad, sweetie. Quite the opposite. Come on. Let’s talk. I made a fresh batch of coffee for the occasion.”




We took our coffee on the aft deck where Sam and I had breakfast the day before. She settled into the seat across from me, wearing a knee-length skirt and a matching floral-print top. Sunshine drenched the deck and the sounds of waves lapping the hull mixed with the squawks of seagulls floating on the breeze.




I sipped my coffee, my second cup of the day, and studied Lindsay’s face, wondering when the hammer would drop. “So… to what do I owe the pleasure.”




She gave me a half-smile and stirred the creamer in her coffee. “You do nothing by half, do you?”




I raised a questioning eyebrow. “Is this about us or Sam?”




“Trap, I’ve never seen my baby girl so smitten.” She sipped her coffee and gazed at me appraisingly. “No. Smitten isn’t strong enough. She’s in love. Are you aware that she thinks she’s moving into this boat with you?”




“I know how Sam feels about me,” I said. “Are you asking me to back off?”




Lindsay laughed and shook her head. “No, baby. I’m telling you that if you back off, you’ll have an angry mama bear coming after you. Do you love her?”




The answer came to my heart before it came to my brain, and I spilled it. “Yes. I love her. And she’s right. I asked her to move in with me. I know it’s fast, but that’s how I feel.”




Lindsay sat back in her chair and her shoulders relaxed, if only slightly. “More like supersonic. You’re sure?”




“Positive,” I said. “But there is one caveat.” I leaned forward and shifted in my seat uncomfortably.




“There always is.” She sighed and disappointment crept into her face. “What’s the catch?”




“Sam is well aware and, in fact, encouraging me to… uhh… I’m not sure how to say it.”




Lindsay furrowed her brow. “Vomit it up if you have to. What’s Sammie gone on about?”




“She wants me to build a harem,” I said, spilling it.




Lindsay’s shoulders fully relaxed, and she let out a held breath. “Oh, that. I know all about it.”




“You’re okay with it?” I asked, not hiding the disbelief in my voice.




“It’s her life,” she said. “If that’s what makes you two click, then I’m your cheerleader. My main reason for coming over here is to make sure you don’t break my baby girl’s heart.”




“I love her,” I said. “Does that answer your question?”




“If it’s a short-term fling, it’s best you end things quick,” she said, ignoring my proclamation of love. “But if you mean what you say, then I’ve got no problem.”




I nodded. “My actions will speak for me.” I took another sip and gazed at her, trying to figure out how to bring up the next topic. “Lindsay, about us, I —”




She raised her hand, cutting me off. “Normally, Sam and I wouldn’t mind drinking from the same water cooler, if you get my drift. But her feelings run too deep.” She let out a long sigh. “As much as it pains me, you and I should cool our jets. I don’t want Sammie to get upset with me.”




“She’s not the jealous type,” I said.




Lindsay laughed. “Oh, don’t I know it. But that doesn’t mean she is immune to getting her feelings hurt. The last thing I want is a war with my daughter. She always gets her way. For now, let’s put things on ice.”




“You’re sure?”




She nodded. “I’ll talk to Sammie.”




I nodded and sighed. “I can’t talk you into joining the team?”




Lindsay laughed, and her eyes twinkled with amusement. “I’m a one man kind of woman, sugar. But I’m sure Sammie will help with recruitment. Like I said, she gets what she wants.”




“I’m finding that out more and more every day.”




Lindsay stood and pushed back her chair. “I’ve got to run.” She gazed at me intently. “Be forewarned, Trap Ashford. I’ve got my eye on you.”








  
  
  Chapter 9

  
  







I spent the rest of the morning gassing up the boat, performing some general maintenance on the engine, and cleaning as much of the boast as I could. By the time the girls messaged me that they were on their way, the clouds had rolled in and the lunch hour had passed.




When my fair-haired first mates showed up, the forecast looked bleak and any chance of leaving port was shot. They found me stretched out on the plush sofa in the cabin below deck, watching the weather report and sipping an ice-cold beer.




Sam came down the stairs first, hefting a suitcase in one hand and a packed to bursting backpack slung over her shoulders. She smiled at me happily. “Hi roomie.”




My stomach fluttered, and I sat up, smiling, drinking in my beautiful blonde goddess. She was on her A game wearing a gray midriff, a pair of tight black shorts, and black sandals. “Hi, baby. I guess you’re moving in?”




Sammie set down her backpack and luggage. “If the offer still stands.”




Brooke came in behind her, lugging another suitcase.




“Of course it still stands,” I said to Sammie before turning to Brooke. “Are you moving in too?”




“Uh, no,” she said. “No offense, Trap, but this place isn’t big enough for the three of us.” She plopped the luggage down on the floor beside Sam’s other bags. “This is Sammie’s.”




I eyed the luggage and scratched my head. “Good grief. All you need is a bathing suit and a toothbrush. What’s all this?”




The girls exchanged a look, as if I were completely clueless.




“Makeup, outfits for every occasion, and more outfits for the unexpected,” Sam said and folded her arms over her ample chest. “Do you have a problem with it?” She tapped her foot on the ground and dared me to challenge her.




“Uh… nope. No problem here. There’s plenty of room,” I said.




Sam gazed around the cabin, perched on her tiptoes, and scanned the bedroom beyond. “We can start with the bedroom,” she said to Brooke as if I weren’t even there.




Brooke frowned and rubbed her chin as she eyed my walls and rough looking furniture. “I don’t know. This room’s pretty bad.”




“Care to let me in on the secret?” I asked. “What’s so horrific about the cabin?”




Brooke rolled her eyes. “It looks like a frat house.”




“And it smells like one too,” Sam said as she stepped forward and leaned in for a kiss. “No offense, baby. You can’t help it. You’re a man and you suck at home decor.”




“It’s just how you’re wired,” Brooke said as she crossed the room and slipped onto my lap. “But don’t worry. We’ve got it all covered.”




“That’s what worries me,” I said.




Brooke nestled in close and kissed me on the lips. “We need a bigger bed,” she said. “I might not be moving in, but I will sleep here… a lot.” She wrapped her arm around my shoulder and smiled over at Sammie. “And no offense to blondie over there, but she’s a blanket hog.”




“I am not,” Sam said, glaring at Brooke. “You snore.”




I grinned, unable to contain my amusement. “Okay,” I said. “Enough or I’ll throw you both in the brig.”




Sam put her hands on her hips. “Okay. I am a blanket hog, but can we agree that we need a bigger bed? Sure, it’s big enough for the three of us now, but what happens when we add another girl to the harem?”




“I agree on the bed, but as far as this harem of yours,” Brooke said to Sam. “Nobody new unless we all consent.” She turned back to me and slayed me with those big green eyes. “Got it?”




“Right,” I said. “No problem.” I was starting to worry I was in over my head. I wrapped my arms around Brooke’s waist and slid my hand down to her ass, cupping it in my palm. All this talk about harems was making me a tad uncomfortable. I had just made a breakthrough with Brooke, and I didn’t want to scare her off. I needed a change of subject. “Unfortunately, it looks like we aren’t going to the keys this evening.”




“We were afraid of that,” Sam said, then plopped down on the couch beside me before snuggling in tight. “That just means we can Netflix and chill.” She grinned mischievously at Brooke, and Brooke giggled.




“Emphasis on the chill,” Brooke said. “Lots of chilling. Multiple times.”




My cock flexed in my pants, and I eyed the stunning beauties greedily. “I like where this is heading.”




“We’ll order pizza and drink wine,” Sam said.




“Or beer,” I said.




“Beer bloats me,” Sam said. “I’m not a big drinker, anyway.”




“How was the dress shopping?” I asked. 




Sam’s eyes widened. “You should see Brooke’s dress. Oh… my… God. She looks amazing.”




“I look like a homeless meth head next to you and that slinky black dress you picked out,” Brooke said.




“Hardly,” Sam said before turning back to me. “To answer your question. We’re ready. But what kind of party is this? Brooke said it’s a harem party.” Her eyes widened with excitement. “Is that true?”




“I think so,” I said. “Did Brooke fill you in on what happened with Peter Patlee?”




“Yep,” Sam said. “I wonder what he has up his sleeve? I’m not having sex with random guys.”




“That makes two of us,” Brooke said. “One random guy is all I need.” She snuggled in close and kissed me.




“I want you girls to stay close to me tomorrow night,” I said. “And don’t take a drink offered by anyone but the three of us. The last thing I want is for some creep at this party to drug one of you and… well… I don’t want that to happen.”




“Yes, daddy,” Sam said, making a pouty face. “I’ll be the best big girl you’ve ever seen.”




Brooke laughed, and I rolled my eyes.




“I’m serious,” I said. “We need to find out what Patlee knows about the treasure, but not if it means seeing one of you get hurt.”




“You worry too much,” Sam said. “It’s a party, Trap. Relax. Not everyone is out to get us.”




My phone buzzed on the coffee table with an incoming call. I picked it up and checked the caller id. “It’s Bella Carson,” I said.




“Who?” Sam asked.




“Butch’s old partner before I came along,” Brooke said. “She and Trap had a thing for each other once upon a time.”




My phone buzzed again. “No, we didn’t,” I said. “We had a drunken one-night stand long before you came along.”




“Is she cute?” Sam asked.




“Cute isn’t how I wouldn’t describer her. Smoking hot and built like a brick shit house is more accurate,” Brooke said, staring at the phone. “Aren’t you going to answer it?”




The phone buzzed for a third time. “I hadn’t planned on it.”




“Let’s hear what she wants,” Sam said. “Put her on speaker.” Before I could say no, Sam tapped the speaker button and put me on the spot.




I glared at Sam before I responded. “Hello?”




“Hi Tim, it’s Bella. Did I catch you at a bad time?”




Sam frowned at Brooke and mouthed, “Tim?”




Brooke giggled silently and shifted her weight on my lap, then leaned in and kissed behind my ear.




Her warm breath sent an electric jolt down my spine and my cock reacted, twitching and coming alive in my jeans. “It’s a good time. What’s up?”




On my other side, Sam snuggled in tight and slid her hand up my shirt, tracing my abs with her fingertips while she leaned in and kissed along my jawline. With both of them on me, I could barely focus on Bella.




“The other night after we chatted, I hoped I would hear from you. Have you thought about collaborating?” Bella asked.




“I have,” I said. “Actually, I planned to call you and set up a time to meet.”




Brooke unfastened the button on my jeans and slid her hand inside my pants, squeezing my thickening cock outside my briefs. Her tongue slithered inside my ear and her warm breath split me open like a pinata.




“I want you inside me,” Brooke whispered before she sucked my earlobe between her lips.




My cock throbbed to hardness, and my heart slammed my ribcage.




Sam inched her way around until we came face to face and kissed me on the lips, slipping her tongue inside my mouth until our tongues lashed together. She traced her way over my nipple and circled my areola while my cock twitched under Brooke’s gentle squeeze.




There was a long period of silence on the phone before Bella spoke again. “Rumor has it you’re going to Peter Patlee’s party tomorrow night.”




Sam and Brooke froze, then stopped their kissing and turned around to face the phone. They exchanged a worried look, and I glanced between them, thankful for the sexual respite.




“How did you hear that?” I asked.




“I’d rather not say over the phone,” Bella said. “Can we meet?”




“Sure,” I said. “When?”




“How about this evening at my house,” she said. “I can make us dinner like old times.”




Sam stared at me with her hand up my shirt and Brooke did the same with her fingers circling my stiff cock.




“Hold on a second,” I said and put the phone on mute.




“What are you waiting for?” Sam asked. “Tell her yes.”




“I want to know how she found out you’re going to the party,” Brooke said. “I agree with Sam. We can play later. Tell her you’ll meet her.”




“You’re sure?” I asked. “Neither of you mind if I have dinner with an extremely attractive woman from my past?”




“You never know. Maybe she’s into harems,” Sam said.




“We don’t mind,” Brooke said. “Answer her.”




I un-muted the phone. “Sounds good,” I said. “What time should I be there?”








  
  
  Chapter 10

  
  







Bella lived in an old 1950s two-bedroom bungalow a few blocks up from the beach and about a ten-minute drive from the marina. She inherited the place from her parents, and it was now worth a small fortune. But for sentimental reasons, not to mention its great location, she never sold. Years ago, I had  been a frequent, almost daily, visitor.




Bella loved cooking and invited me to dinner often. I had also crashed on her couch more times than I could count after all-nighters out at the clubs during our roaring twenties.




With a bottle of Cabernet in hand, I ran from my truck through rain and leaped onto Bella’s front porch. I swept back my rain-slicked hair and knocked on Bella’s door.




A few seconds later, the door opened, and it felt like I had stepped back in time.




Bella stood before me wearing a pink angora cardigan with a V-shaped neckline. Her creamy cleavage sprouted from the top and her tits filled the front even better than I remembered. Her blue eyes sparkled in the warm light seeping from her bungalow, and her dark vibrant hair tumbled over her shoulders in rich, silky waves. Bella’s porcelain complexion was even more smooth and flawless than the night I saw her at the Parrot and her hourglass hips expanded deliciously in a pair of faded blue jeans. She wore diamond studded earrings and a gold chain hung around her neck ending in a cross I knew her mother had left her.




The delicious scent of lasagna floated from the house along with Frank Sinatra tunes playing on what sounded like her old record player. A well of memories I had shuttered away flowed up from my subconscious and my heart ached for what we almost had. I could almost taste the chianti and here Bella’s sweet laughter stretched out across the years. We shared so many good memories until we went and fucked it all up.




“If I had known how much I missed coming here, I never would have blown us apart.” I held up the wine bottle. “It’s good to be back here, Bell. I come in peace.”




“Oh, I think I deserve most of the blame for what happened between us. I was the one of us who was engaged, not you.” Bella’s eyes softened, and she smiled, flashing me those gorgeous dimples I’d nearly forgotten. “You haven’t changed a bit,” she said. “Come on in, Tim.” She stood aside aside and held open her screen door. “It’s pouring out there.”




I hustled inside, away from the rainstorm, and stopped in her entryway while I drank in her decor.




The room was a modern 1950s retro with sleek designs and flares of art déco sprinkled throughout. Modern prints, alive with colors, hung from her walls. A leather sofa, that looked more fashionable than comfortable, sat before an early Elvis era coffee table, and a modern flat screen TV. The record player was right where she left it, sitting atop a short bookcase, with the words Hi-Fi emblazoned on the front. The place had a vibrant, koolcat vibe and I half-expected the rat pack to emerge from the kitchen. Every time I came here, I never wanted to leave.




“Man, you have the coolest stuff,” I said, looking around. “Where do you find all this stuff?”




“Thanks. You know how much I love the era. I find it here and there. It adds up.” She closed the door behind her and turned back to face me.




I held out the bottle of cabernet. “I remember how much you love the Duckhorn.”




Her eyes lit up, and she took the bottle, examining the label. “You remembered. I’m impressed. Let’s open it up to breathe. Follow me back to the kitchen.”




I walked behind her through the house, watching her ass sway from side to side. Her body was as curvy and dangerous as a black diamond slope in Breckenridge. It took an expert to navigate her hourglass frame without making a fool of yourself. I had that chance once before and had failed miserably. Drunk sex wasn’t how I had envisioned our first time, which was why it was also the last time. “Is that lasagna I smell?”




Bella walked into the kitchen, which was the most modern part of her house with glossy, white marble counters and high-end stainless steel appliances, including a chef’s gas oven and stove. “I remember how much you used to enjoy it,” she said as she set the bottle down on the counter.




“Nobody cooks like you,” I said and breathed in the rich aroma until my stomach growled. “I can’t wait to taste it.”




“Have a seat,” she said. “I still need to whip up the salad.” She pulled out two wineglasses and a wine opener.




“Here, let me open the wine,” I said.




Her blue eyes met mine, and my stomach nosedived. “Just like old times,” she said, smiling sweetly.




My heart raced as I stepped up behind her and took the opener. “Except we would drink a half-dozen bottles between us.”




She stepped aside and made her way to the fridge. “I used to get the worst hangovers during our all-night wine sessions.”




I worked the wine opener until the cork came free. “God, I miss this. Can we go back to being friends?”




“I would love that,” Bella said as she came away from the fridge with a bowl filled with salad. “Didn’t you get the hint when I showed up at the Parrot?”




“I wondered if you had any ulterior motives,” I said. “You were always hell bent on finding that treasure with or without Butch and I.”




She grabbed the salad tongs and fluffed a salad that already looked perfect. “There’s so much I’ve learned about that damn treasure since the good old days.”




“Before we talk shop, let’s taste this wine and have some of that delicious lasagna. What we found on the Lady Dancer isn’t going anywhere.”




Her eyes lit up, and she stopped tossing the salad to stare at me. “The rumors are true?”




“Yes,” I said. “More wine. Less shop talk.”




Bella smiled and let out a held breath. “Tim….” She licked her lips and her eyes screamed she wanted to say more.




I held her gaze for a pregnant heartbeat and started to say something when she finally spit it out.




“Honestly, I don’t care about the treasure. Not anymore.”




“Excuse me?”




Her eyes welled with tears. “I miss you so much.” Her chin quivered. “More than you know.”




“Hey, Bell. What’s going on?” I stepped up to her and opened my arms.




Bella melted into me. She sobbed into my chest and wrapped her arms tight around my back, squeezing me like her life depended on it. “I’m so lost.”




She trembled in my arms, and I stroked her hair before gently kissing the top of her head. “I’m not going anywhere,” I whispered. “Take your time.”




She sobbed into my chest, crying so hard her breath caught in her throat. “I was so stupid to push you away.” She dug her fingers into my shoulders and buried her head deeper into my chest.




“We can fix it,” I whispered. “It’s okay.”




While she wept, I held her until the raw emotion faded and she calmed down enough to step back and dab her eyes with the sleeves of her sweater.




“You probably think I’ve lost my mind,” she said as she reached for a paper towel.




“Has anyone hurt you,” I asked?




She shook her head. “No. Not physically. It’s just….” She shrugged. “I meet so many people who are all about what they can get from who. It’s demoralizing. Especially in my profession.”




Bella was a lawyer, and I didn’t blame her. “You know the boat’s always open to you. I’m parked in the same slip and the beer is just as cold as it ever was.




A smile flickered across Bella’s face. “Sometimes I wonder if love is real or if it’s just something people make up to convince themselves their happy.”




Ouch. “It’s real,” I said. “You’re too young to be so cynical.”




She dabbed at her eyes with the paper towel and let out a deep breath. “Fuck letting the wine breathe. I need a glass.”




I chuckled and turned back to the counter, pouring us two glasses of wine before I handed one to Bella.




She emptied half her glass in a single swallow.




“Easy does it,” I said. “You remember what happened the last time we got drunk together.” I took a drink, savoring the taste of the alcohol on my tongue.




She stared at me over the rim of her glass and swirled the red wine. “Do you want to know the truth about that night? I mean the raw and brutal truth?”




Adrenaline rushed through me and my face buzzed as the alcohol hit my bloodstream. “I thought I knew.”




She smiled. “Do you remember the sex?”




“How could I forget? It was… legendary. I felt… well, I was into you.”




Bella searched my face with her bright blue eyes. “Tim, I wasn’t drunk the night we had sex.”




My jaw dropped. “You said….”




“I quit drinking over four hours earlier, and I had maybe three glasses of wine during that entire party.”




“I thought I was the only one sober,” I said. “Which is why I felt so guilty. I thought I took advantage of you.”




“When we up woke the next morning… afterward I mean. I got scared and bailed,” she said. “What scared me wasn’t that I cheated on Luke. What scared me was the intensity of the emotions I experienced being with you. That emotion was unlike anything I had felt before or since. Even before the party started, I set out that night to have sex with you. I wanted you and I got you. What I didn’t expect was the intensity of our connection. I never came close to anything like that with Luke.”




A raw mix of anger and relief flooded through me all at once. “Why didn’t you tell me? I’ve spent years thinking I did something wrong.”




“We were young,” she said. “I didn’t know what I had with you. It scared me like nothing before or since. Those feelings ruined what I had with Luke. I woke up the next morning a hundred percent sure I didn’t love him.”




“So you ended things with him,” I said.




“For a while, I kidded myself. I pretended I could create that same feeling with Luke. After all, he had spent years chasing me. I felt like I owed him the chance.”




“Did you tell him about me? About us, I mean.”




“No,” she said. “What I experienced with you was too precious to share. Coming clean with Luke would be like admitting I was ashamed of what you and I did. I wasn’t ashamed. It changed me. Not the sex itself, but the connection I felt to you. God, it was so brutally raw.”




“Bella, why in the world did you wait so long to tell me? You called off your engagement years ago.”




“That’s the million dollar question, isn’t it?” She downed another huge drink and stared at me for a long time. “Tim, I’m afraid of you.”




“What? Bell, I was in love with you.”




“I know you were.” She stared into her wineglass as if searching for the right words. “I’m afraid to lose myself in you. It sounds crazy, but if I ever connect with you that way again, I’m not sure I can get all of me back.”




“That’s a lot to unpack.” I took another big swallow and emptied my glass. “Yet, here I am, standing with you in your kitchen after you reached out to me twice. Did you reconsider?”




The oven timer beeped and Bella nearly jumped from where she leaned against the sink. “Shit. I almost forgot about the lasagna.”




She pulled open the oven, threw on her oven mitts, and brought out the lasagna that looked every bit as good as I remember. My stomach growled and my mouth watered. “Okay. That smells ridiculously good.” 




Bella laughed and set the pan down on the stovetop. “You always were a sucker for my lasagna. It was my mom’s recipe.”




I came up behind her, placed my hands on her arms, and gazed over her shoulder. “Your mom would be proud of you.”




She relaxed under my touch and leaned back against me, resting against my chest. “You feel awfully good, standing there behind me.”




I leaned in, kissed her softly on the cheek, and whispered. “Bell, I promise I won’t hurt you.”




Bella tossed her oven mitts on the counter and turned around before she wrapped her arms around me. “How can I trust that?”




“Give me a chance,” I said.




She gazed up at me as if wanting nothing more than to hand herself over to me. “That’s why you’re here.” She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me softly on the lips. “Let’s eat.”




Bella and I ate dinner around her cozy little kitchen table, chatting and laughing like old times. Our first bottle of wine led into our second and without the dinner, we both would have been beyond buzzed. After we finished eating, I helped with the dishes and she put away the leftovers before we took our wineglasses and what remained of our bottle into the family room. She put on some soft jazz, and we nestled side by side on her leather couch.




“I didn’t give this sofa enough credit. It’s deceptively comfortably,” I said.




Bella sat facing me with her knees drawn up and her elbow resting on the back of the couch. “I know, right? I’ve fallen asleep on this baby more than once.” She patted the couch affectionately.




I leaned my head back against the sofa and let out a contented sigh. “That was an amazing dinner. Thank you,” I said, gazing over at her. “I can’t remember the last time anyone cooked for me.”




“You’re not leaving,” she said. “In fact, I insist you spend the night… on the couch.” She smiled sweetly.




“I might take you up on that. I just need to text Brooke.”




“So you and Brooke are an item?” Bella asked without a hint of surprise in her voice.




“Yes. But it’s complicated,” I said.




“I think I get the gist,” she said. “That’s why Peter Patlee invited you to his masquerade ball. Who else is in your family?”




“Is that what it’s called? A family?” I asked. “This is all brand new to us. It just sort of work out this way.”




“Will you tell me about them?” she asked, gazing at me intently.




“You know Brooke,” I said. “It’s really new between us and then there’s Samantha Monroe.”




Bella’s jaw dropped. “Lindsay’s daughter?”




Heat welled in my cheeks. “Don’t look at me like that. To quote the great Forrest Gump, we fit together like peas and carrots.”




“Timothy Ashford. What is she, nineteen?” But Bella’s smile told me she wasn’t really put off by the age gap or the threesome.




“She’s twenty and smart as hell,” I said. “It’s also new, but my feelings are strong.”




She sipped her wine and studied me for a long time. “It’s just the two of them and you?”




“Just the two of them? How many would there be?”




“Five,” she said without hesitation.




I frowned. “That’s awfully… specific.”




She sighed. “Without it sounded too fantastical, there are powers in the universe that we don’t understand. Those powers are guarding the king’s treasure.”




She knew about King Itzcoatl? It seemed I was way behind the curve. While Butch was chasing down the Lady Dancer, everyone else was searching for the actual treasure. “Okay. Now you’re scaring me.”




“Tim, Peter Patlee tried to recruit me two years ago,” Bella said. “I was doing some legal work for him and he had the impression our relationship was more than professional.”




“Recruit you? As in, he tried to make you one of his… wives? Is that the right term? You’re a lawyer. Tell me how that’s legal.”




“It is the right term. It’s right in more ways than you might realize. But it’s not legal. At least not by current day laws.”




“What did you tell him?”




“I told him no, of course. I have zero romantic interest in the man.”




“Is he dangerous?” I asked.




Bella frowned, as if considering my question. “Not in a conventional sense. He’s been a player in the treasure hunt for most of his adult life. That’s why he’s so interested in the Lady Dancer.”




“For the artifacts we found. And yes, we found them. A figurine and a piece of the map,” I said.




Bella’s eyes widened. “You found a physical piece of the map? And the figurine? Wow. Thats a game changer.”




“Yes, but I don’t know what to do with them.”




“Tim, listen to me. Do not sign any agreement with Peter Patlee without legal counsel. Not even a verbal agreement. If you don’t trust me, then hire someone you trust. That’s where the man’s dangerous. He’ll screw you out of the treasure if you let him.”




“Like he did Butch?” I asked.




“Butch was a victim of his own big heart,” Bella said. “I became a lawyer to protect him, but all his big discoveries were already behind him. I’m not too late to protect you.”




“Do you want a cut of the treasure?” I asked.




“I told you earlier. I don’t care about the treasure. Not anymore. What I want is happiness. No treasure can buy me that.”




“You said you knew where to find another piece of the map. How?”




She let out a long sigh. “You won’t believe me.”




“Try me,” I said.




“I think you should hear it from Peter directly,” she said. “But like I said, don’t agree to anything.”




“Did you get an invitation to the ball?” I asked.




“Yes. Peter invites single women to these events. Women with mating potential. You know… those who might join a family.”




“You mean a harem?” I asked.




“They don’t call it that,” she said. “If you use that phrase you will offend Peter and his guests.”




“Do you go to these things often? Is this your kink?”




She laughed. “I’ve never been to one of Peter’s parties, although he’s invited me countless times. I only accepted the invitation this time after I found out you were coming.”




“What’s going to happen tomorrow?” I asked.




“I’m not privy to all the details. It’s all very hush-hush and the guest list is top secret. The Patlee’s play their cards close to their vest. I only know about the map because Peter told me he knew where it was, but he needed my help to get it. That help would require me to join his family.”




“Your help?” I frowned. “That makes no sense.” I studied her face for a long time. “You know more you’re not telling me.”




She nodded. “I made a promise to someone very special to me that I wouldn’t say a word.”




“Who is he?” I asked.




“She,” Bella said. “She’s my friend. Not my lover. Please don’t ask me to break that promise.”




I pulled out my wallet, fished out a one-dollar bill and handed it to her.




She frowned. “What’s this?”




“I want to hire you as my attorney,” I said and put the billfold away. “Oh… and I want you to come with my… family to the ball. I’ll need you with me every step of the way.”




She stared at the dollar bill and back up at me. “You’re sure you trust me?”




“Bell, if I can’t trust you, then all hope is lost. You’re either a superb liar or you’re telling the truth. I want to believe that you wouldn’t hurt me like that. Besides, I’ve known you a long time and other than lying about your feelings for me, you’ve played it straight up in the past.”




Bella nodded. “Okay. But this doesn’t mean I’m joining your harem.”




I grinned. “I thought you said not to call it a harem.”




She rolled her eyes. “Pick me up at eight o’clock tomorrow night. I’ll be ready.”








  
  
  Chapter 11

  
  







Sam took it on herself to rent a limousine for the ball, and the girls were thrilled to have Bella join our little party. We drank champagne on the way to the history museum, and the ladies chatted while I sat back and took them in.




Sam wore a tight, form-fitting black dress with a plunging neckline, showcasing her jaw-dropping cleavage. It was impossible not to ogle her when every curve of her tight body could make a highlight reel. She wore her golden hair up in an intricate weave of braids piled high atop her head like a fairytale princess. My mind swirled on a dozen different ways I planned to violate her later.




Brooke wore a sleek white sleeveless satin dress with the back cut out. Her thick, heart-shaped ass swayed and swished with every step. The minute I laid eyes on her, I couldn’t help but rub and squeeze every inch of a booty worthy of a bronze molding. Her strawberry-blonde hair glistened like spun gold and hung straight back over her shoulders. She proudly wore the emerald pendant I gave her, nestled lovingly in her ample cleavage. The piece brought out the vivid green in her eyes and I gazed at her, spellbound, as if she might vanish right before my eyes.




Not to be outdone, Bella wore a sparkly silver dress cut low in the front, revealing a chest that gave even Sam a strong run for best in show. Her silky raven hair tumbled over her shoulders in rich, luxurious waves that seemed to glisten with its own inner radiance. The bright red lipstick adorning her plump lips stood in stark contrast to her smooth, porcelain complexion. I grinned inwardly, knowing that Peter Patlee would turn green with jealousy when he saw the stunning brunette on my arm.




Bella made fast friends with Sam, which came as no surprise. Sam had a way with people I had never seen, and it was easy to see why Butch had loved her so much.




When we arrived at the natural history museum, the four of us donned our masks and the limo driver let us out. At the museum entrance, we handed our invitations to a burly security guard wearing an earpiece and a tuxedo before he let us inside.




Inside the museum’s grand hallway, the bones of a T-Rex grinned down at us while frescos of prehistoric Florida decorated the wide, circular rotunda. More security guards, wearing tuxedos and ear pieces, flanked the hallway leading from the rotunda.




A burly security guard, as big as a barn, smiled at me and the ladies. “Good evening, Mr. Ashford. Welcome to the season’s grand masquerade. If you and your family will kindly follow the red ribbons down the stairwell and to your right, you’ll find the Jurassic Ballroom to your left.”




“Thanks,” I said, and offered him a grateful smile.




Brooke and Sam squeezed in beside me, hooking their arms inside mine while Bella walked beside Sam. We headed for the stairwell, and our footsteps echoed off the shiny marble floor. Sam gazed around the museum in wonder.




“We should come back during the daytime,” Sam whispered. “This place is incredible.”




“I would be happy to show you around,” Bella said. “I know every inch of this place. Ten-year-old me would spend hours wandering the hallways, gazing up at the incredible beasts and ancient treasures.”




“They have an entire wing devoted to wrecks found off the coast,” Brooke said. “Butch’s biggest find is smack dab in the middle.”




“Don’t remind me,” I said. “He got paid a fraction of what he was owed.”




“It’s my job to make sure that doesn’t happen to you,” Bella said. “I mean, what kind of lawyer would I be if I wasted the entire dollar of your retainer?” Her voice oozed sarcasm, and she shot me a sideways smile.




“It’s good to see you haven’t lost your sense of humor,” I said.




We walked down the stairs and followed the red ribbons down the hall until we heard the sounds of orchestral music floating out of an open ballroom. When we stepped inside, the place looked like a shrine to the Aztec goddess herself.




A life-sized statue of Xochiquetzal stood at the center of the room. She was painted gold and adorned with jewels and a crown eerily similar to the figurine we had recovered from the Lady Dancer. An open dance floor surrounded the statue where men and women dressed in their finest danced, all wearing masks similar to ours.




An orchestral band played at the edge of the dance floor, and open bars appeared on each side of the room. A server, wearing a tuxedo and white gloves, appeared before us, carrying a silver tray laden with champagne flutes. Like the guests, the man wore a mask, although his was a muted shade of gray.




“Welcome to the grand masquerade. Would you care for champagne?” He offered a curt bow and a pleasant smile.




“Thank you,” I said, taking two flutes from the tray.




Sam and Brooke looked to me and I nodded before handing a flute to Bella while the girls each grabbed a glass for themselves. We wandered ahead, soaking in the gold replicas of antiquities strewn throughout the ballroom like exhibits.




A throng of guests buzzed with conversation milling around an ice sculpture of what looked like a king flanked by two beautiful women.




“That’s King Itzcoatl and his first two wives,” Bella whispered in my ear as if tracking my gaze.




“The harem king,” I whispered and at the word harem, Sam perked up, turning toward the ice sculpture, her eyes wide with wonder.




“The ratio of men to women is crazy,” Brooke said, gazing across the gathered crowd.




She was right. It was easily a five to one ratio and there wasn’t an ordinary-looking woman in sight. Dozens of exquisite women ranging in ages from roughly twenty to sixty chatted amicably amongst each other.




Trays of fruit, hot horderves on silver platters, filled champagne flutes, and rows of wine bottles lined long tables beneath the sculpture. Party goers milled about sampling the food while mingling with other families.




I soaked it all in, trying to reign in my shock. There was an entire subculture in Miami devoted to harems? “They’re all—”




“Families,” a man’s voice said from beside me.




I turned to find a masked Peter Patlee standing before me with the beautiful young woman I had seen in the Tesla adorning his arm.




Peter chuckled. “Don’t worry, Mr. Ashford. Your stunned expression is a common reaction the first time one attends these functions.” He nodded to Sam. “You look beautiful this evening, Miss Monroe.”




Sam smiled warily. “Thank you. It’s all so amazing.”




He nodded in appreciation. “I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself.” Next, Peter turned to Brooke and bowed cordially. “Welcome Miss Fox. Thank you for accepting the invitation.”




Brooke edged closer to me and squeezed my arm, sliding slightly behind me. “Thanks for having me.”




When he turned to Bella, he paused, as if caught off-guard. “Miss Carson. I am surprised to find you with Mr. Ashford. But you two have a worthy history. Welcome.”




“Thanks Peter,” she said. “I thought I should see what all the fuss was about.”




The woman on Peter’s arm grinned slyly at Bella and her exotic blue eyes twinkled with amusement.




“This is my daughter, Sawyer,” he said.




The woman was Patlee’s daughter? I was struck dumb by her insane beauty. She wore a gold and green strapless gown that perfectly hugged her lithe frame and gave birth to exquisite cleavage.




“It’s nice to meet you, Mr. Ashford,” she said with a straight-up American accent. She studied me with those haunting pale-blue eyes and almost seemed to smirk, as if she could read my mind.




Sam elbowed me. “Your mouth is hanging open,” she whispered.




Heat flashed in my cheeks, and I composed myself. “Sorry. I assumed… well, I assumed wrong.”




“You assumed my dad, and I were a couple?” she asked, raising an eyebrow. “It’s okay. It happens all the time.”




Peter didn’t take any affront to my assumption and threw me a lifeline when he changed the subject. “Now that we have introductions out of the way, please mingle. Help yourself to food and drink. Most of all, have fun. We’re serving dinner in thirty minutes. You’ll be my guests at table number one.”




With that, Peter Patlee and his smoking hot daughter Sawyer disappeared into the crowd.




“Her name is Sawyer?” I asked. “That’s so… Meagan.”




Bella laughed. “What did you expect?”




“I don’t know. Something more exotic? She looks like a Latin princess.”




“She’s gorgeous,” Brooke said.




“Yeah,” Sam said, longingly. “Is she in a… family?”




“No,” Bella said, smiling. “She’s my best friend.”




Bella glanced at me as if to see if I made the connection. That’s who fed Bella all the insider info. “How old is she?”




“Brooke’s age,” Bella said. “Twenty-five. Don’t let her beauty fool you. Sawyer scored a perfect sixteen hundred on her SAT and graduated from Standford with honors in Chemistry.”




“Damn,” Sam said. “Some girls get all the brains.”




“Does she work for her dad?”




“She sure does,” Bella said. “She’s learning the oil business. It will all be hers someday.”




“How many kids are in the family?” I asked.




“It’s a bit of a sore subject,” Bella said. “She’s Peter’s only child.”




Brooke gasped. “How many wives?”




“Four,” Bella said. “Well, three now. One passed from cancer last year. It was tragic. She wasn’t even thirty.”




“That’s so sad,” Sam said.




“Sawyer told me that ever since Lucy passed, Peter hasn’t been the same,” Bella said. “It’s like he shut down.” Her voice trailed off as if lost in her own memories.




If anyone understood loss, it was Bella. When she was twenty, she lost both her parents in a small plane accident. I took Bella’s hand and squeezed it softly. “Thanks for the intel. Can I buy you a drink?”




Bella squeezed back and gazed up at me, smiling. “I thought you would never ask.”




We mingled with the crowd but kept mainly to ourselves, eating appetizers and drinking a second glass of champagne. I had expected something a bit more unsavory than the relatively normal party unfolding before me. By the time we sat down to dinner, I was feeling much more at ease. The champagne buzz wasn’t hurting either.




When dinner arrived, we joined Peter at his table. I expected his wives to join him, but he said they were spread out at other tables serving as hostesses and he would introduce me later in the evening. We made small talk throughout the salad appetizer and during most of the entrée. Peter asked each of us specific questions about our lives he could only know if he had done a thorough background check. It was slightly offsetting but not surprising. I already guessed that he had me tailed and he no doubt knew right where to find the figurine.




That he hadn’t made a move to steal it from me was the most surprising bit of all. I asked Hazel to move it, which she did, but if Peter leaned hard enough on her to divulge the figurine’s whereabouts, she would sing like a sparrow. A man with Peter Patlee’s resources could have bought and sold me a hundred times over and screwed my life in a dizzying variety of ways. I sat through dinner waiting for the  shoe to drop. Where were the threats? They were coming, but when? Shortly before dessert arrived, I found out the answer.




“Mr. Ashford, would you mind joining me after dinner, downstairs in my office?”




Under the table, both Sam and Brooke squeezed my hands so hard it hurt. “That’s no problem. I assume you don’t mind if Samantha, Brooke, and Bella join me?”




He tipped his head in acquiescence. “I assumed they would. Sawyer will likewise join us. I think the conversation will be to your liking.”








  
  
  Chapter 12

  
  







After dinner, we followed Peter down a short flight of stairs and through two heavily fortified steel doors he opened using retinal scans. The girls and I exchanged nervous looks, and I leaned into Bella and whispered. “Have you ever been to his office?”




She shook her head and stared straight ahead. Her expression was as nervous as Sam’s and Brooke’s.




As if sensing our angst, Peter turned and offered a reassuring smile. “I think you’ll soon see why the security is so vital. I promise that there’s nothing menacing afoot.”




Sawyer strode down the hall on his right and when we reached an ornate, mahogany double door, she stepped forward, placed her thumb on the reader and office doors clicked open.




We followed Sawyer and Peter through the double doors and into an office that left me dumbstruck.




Dozens of golden Aztec artifacts layered with jewels lined tables and shelves. Ancient art work hung from the walls and rich carpets covered the entire room. An expensive leather sofa and matches chairs surrounded a gas fireplace that started up as soon as we entered the room. Warm lights illuminated the space with accents highlighting many of the priceless antiquities. But the room’s most valuable artifact sat among the furniture, serving as a coffee table.




My heart thundered, and my eyes widened.




Three of the stone tablets that made up the missing treasure map were arranged in a frame under glass that doubled as a coffee table.




“From your expression, I see you recognize the fabled map leading to Itzcoatl’s tomb,” Peter said. “Please. Have a seat and relax. We are all friends. You may leave at anytime of your own free will. I won’t stop you. But if you hear me out, together we might crack the seal on the tomb once and for all.”




The girls and I traded looks that told me they were in for listening, and I nodded at Peter. “You can call me Trap or Tim if it makes you more comfortable,” I said.




Peter grinned, flashing his pearly white teeth. “Excellent. You may call me Peter.” He clapped his hands together and looked like a kid who had just robbed the candy store. “Please, sit. What can I get you to drink?”




“Nothing right now,” I said.




Sam, Brooke, and Bella all declined and the four of us sat together on the big leather sofa with the map pieces laying before us. I recognized one stone slab from the tattoo on Sam’s back. That meant Butch had played a part in securing at least one piece.




“Your father helped locate the third fragment,” Peter said, tracking my gaze. “That’s the fragment tattooed onto Miss Monroe’s back.”




Sam whirled around to face him. “You know about that?”




“Of course,” Peter said. “I suggested the idea to Butch. We made it a game to test Trap’s problem-solving skills.”




“My father never mentioned it to me,” I said.




“I swore him to secrecy,” Peter said. “Your father was a man of honor and integrity. Which is the primary reason you’re here. I believe you to be a man of character, honor, and integrity just like your late father.”




He sounded so sincere that my cheeks flushed warm and I flashed a nervous smile. “Thanks. My dad had his flaws, but he would give you his last penny if you needed it.”




“Where did he get the piece?” Brooke asked.




“From the king’s third wife’s tomb,” Peter said.




“What?” I stared at him, confused. “There’s more than one tomb?”




Peter paused and studied me. “We’re getting ahead of ourselves.” He came around the couch and reclined casually on one of the leather chairs across from Sawyer, then turned his gaze on me, his expression serious. “What I’m about to tell you is true. I don’t expect you to believe it all without proof, but that can and will be supplied. I will tell you everything I know, leaving nothing out. What I’m offering you is a partnership.” He turned his gaze on Bella. “And I know Miss Carson will make sure we make our arrangement fair and legal. I think once you hear me out, you’ll understand why I need your help and you need mine.”




I nodded. “I can live with that, but I’m not agreeing to anything.”




Peter nodded. “I expect nothing less.”




“You’re familiar with King Itzcoatl? I believe Miss Katz’s research on the subject is excellent.”




“Yes,” I said. “She showed me an ancient book that depicted a seal of the king and his five wives.”




“The mark of the harem master,” Peter said. “It’s at the heart of the treasure.”




“I told you,” Sam said triumphantly and whirled on me, clapping her hands with a grin.




Peter grinned. “You are as beautiful as you are correct. Allow me to explain.” He rubbed his chin and frowned. “King Itzcoatl came to Florida in search of the fountain of youth. Whether or not he found it, the king eventually died preceded by his five great loves.”




“His wives,” Brooke said.




“Precisely,” Peter said. “For each wife, he built a tomb laden with a handful of artifacts and, more importantly, with a map to his tomb. He broke the map into four pieces and buried each with his first, second, third, and fourth wives.”




“Have you found the tombs?” I asked.




“Yes,” he said. “Those were discovered a long time ago. We aren’t the first adventurers to seek King Itzcoatl’s treasure, but hopefully we are the last. The first tomb contained a piece of the map and a figurine. I believe you found those on the Lady Dancer.”




There was no point in lying anymore. He already knew, anyway. “I did.”




Peter’s eyes lit up with glee. “Now we’re getting somewhere.”




“What is the significance of the figurine?” I asked.




“Hold on to that question,” Peter said. “Allow me to continue.”




I nodded and shut my mouth.




“Your father located the fourth tomb three years ago. From there, we retrieved this piece of the map.” He pointed to one of the three stone slabs under glass. “I recovered the second and third pieces from the tomb of the King’s second and third wife, respectively.”




“Correct me if I’m wrong, but now that we’ve located the first piece, the map is complete,” Brooke said.




Peter’s eyes twinkled. “The location of the tomb isn’t in doubt, Miss Fox.”




That surprised me. “If you know where it is, then what are we doing here?”




“Accessing the tomb isn’t as easy as using a backhoe and unearthing it,” Peter said. “If that were so, the treasure would have long since been recovered.”




“Okay,” I said. “Then why go to the trouble of collecting the map pieces?”




“It’s a key,” Sam said, as if she had an epiphany.




“Correct,” Peter said. “It’s one key, and so is the figurine. But we’re missing a third key and a means to use them all together.”




“The third key is in the fifth wife’s tomb,” I said.




“It is,” Peter said. “It’s a gold emblem that seals the map.”




“Do you know where the fifth tomb is?” Brooke asked.




“The location isn’t the mystery. We know where to find all five tombs, and we’ve scoured each for the artifacts.”




“This is where the mark of the harem master comes in, right?” Sam asked.




“You’re a very quick study, Miss Monroe,” Peter said, smiling at Sam. “And once again you are correct.”




Sam grinned proudly and sat up a little straighter while she smiled at me.




“Okay,” I said, letting go of a deep breath. “So where’s the emblem?”




“Protected by the goddess,” Peter said. “This is the part of the story where I’m asking you to suspend your disbelief.” He glanced over at Sawyer, and she gave him a brief nod. “The mark of the harem master is the key to winning the favor of the goddess.”




“I’ll go there with you,” I said. “If all it takes is a tattoo, then we can get Hazel’s book, go see a tattoo artist, and we’re in.”




Sawyer laughed out loud and her father shot her a withering glare. Peter turned back to me. “If it were only that easy. May I show you?”




“You have the tattoo?” Sam asked, leaning forward to perch on the edge of her seat.




“Yes,” he said. “An incomplete version.” There was pain in his voice and Bella’s face softened. “Do you mind if I remove my shirt?” he asked.




The girls shook their head, and I stared at him with rapt attention.




Peter removed his tuxedo coat, unbuttoned his shirt, and turned his bare back toward us.




Sam gasped, and Brooke’s eyes widened. Bella’s jaw dropped and a spike of adrenaline left my legs weak.




An incredibly complex tattoo of twisting shapes and a multitude of vibrant colors adorned Peter’s back. It resembled the tattoo in Hazel’s book, but it was different. Instead of the old King’s wives, there were four faces tattooed on Peter’s back, each with a more modern look. The faces were abstract with sweeping curves but no less beautiful, and it was easy to make them out.




“There’s only four?” Sam asked. “Where’s the fifth?”




“And we get to the heart of the problem. To gain the goddess’s favor requires a priestess in tune with her energy to allow the goddess to inscribe the markings herself.”




“The goddess drew those?” Sam asked, her jaw hanging open.




“Yes,” he said, and his eyes flickered to Sawyer. “My daughter can channel the goddess. It was through her hand the goddess drew the last three faces.”




We turned to Sawyer, and she shrugged. “It turns out I have a gift.”




Sam giggled, and Bella smiled. Brooke looked stunned.




“But you see, even if I were to take a fifth wife, I could never open the king’s tomb. It takes the three keys and the harem master working in concert with his five wives to earn the goddess’s favor and unseal the king’s tomb. My wife, Lucy, passed last year.” He choked on the sentence and paused as if to collect himself.




“I’m sorry for your loss,” I said, mustering as much compassion as possible.




We sat in silence until Brooke spoke, navigating the conversation back to safer water. “Do the wives get their own tattoo?” Brooke asked.




Peter regained his composure, and the warm smile returned to his face. “That’s an excellent question. Yes, they do. It’s required, and it bonds the wife and husband more than any modern ring ceremony ever could. It signifies a permanent and lifelong union. The tattoos also offer benefits, although slight, that will surprise you. One such benefit is always having a sense of where to find your partner. Another is an innate understanding of your husband’s emotional state.”




“That’s amazing,” Sam said, lacing her fingers in mine. “It’s like built in GPS?”




Peter laughed. “It’s more like a homing device. Right now, I can feel my three wives’ individual spirits tugging on me from above.”




Brooke gazed at him, her attention rapt. “What’s the catch?”




“Brooke,” Sam said, glaring at her. “That’s not polite.”




Peter chuckled. “It’s a valid question. Are you asking what’s stopping anyone from channeling the goddess and forging their own tattoos?”




“Yes,” Brooke said.




Peter nodded. “Another excellent question. The goddess will only make the inscriptions if those seeking her blessing are truly in love with each other.”




Sam nodded, as if it all made sense.




Brooke frowned. “The goddess knows how?”




“Through the energy flows,” Peter said. “Just because we can’t see a thing doesn’t mean it doesn’t exist.”




“Which means it takes a man falling truly in love with five different women and remaining in love with all of them to gain the complete tattoo,” Brooke said, as if thinking out loud.




“Correct,” Sawyer said.




Suddenly, I knew where this was headed. “You think I can gain the mark?” I asked.




Peter turned to me and studied me appraisingly. “I could spend hours answering this question alone, but the long and short of it is, yes. I think you can. It takes a very special man with five extraordinary women to pull it off. It’s at the goddess’s discretion on who receives the mark. Just because Sawyer channels her doesn’t mean she’s obliged. She can see through a person’s facade and understand their true character.”




If what he said was true, then Peter Patlee was an honorable man. Time would tell.




“I’ll do it,” Sam said, volunteering. “I love Trap and he loves me.” She smiled at me sweetly and squeezed my hand. Sammie was a font of pure confidence. She was as sure of her feelings as the sun would rise in the east.




Peter looked at her affectionately. “I know you do. That’s why I invited you.”




“I love him too,” Brooke said, picking up my hand and squeezing it. “It just took me a long time to admit it.”




“Would the three of you be willing to enter the bond?” Peter asked, gazing between us.




“What does it entail?” I asked. “Besides the tattoo. What’s the ceremony like.”




Peter turned to Sawyer, and she perked up.




“There are two big conditions,” she said. “The bond requires extreme intimacy that takes place inside the ritual circle.”




“What do you mean extreme?” Brooke asked.




“I mean, that you and Trap would have intercourse during the ceremony.”




I grinned. “That doesn’t sound so bad.”




Brooke shot me an annoyed glance. “You would focus on the sex.”




“Potentially for hours,” Sawyer said.




My jaw dropped. “Oh,” I said. “I’m not sure if —”




Sawyer smiled and shook her head, cutting me off. “The goddess provides the stamina. I’m told it’s a religious experience.” She glanced at her father and back at me.




“Oh, I’m all in,” Sam said, sounding almost giddy. “I was born for this. I just know it.”




“And there’s another caveat,” Sawyer said, glancing between the women. “Before the ceremony begins, you must present yourself to the goddess in a fertile state.”




“As in ovulating?” Brooke asked.




“Ovulation isn’t necessary, but you can’t be on birth control or wear protection of any kind. The goddess rejects anyone who comes to the table willingly blocking the creation of a new life.”




“Oh,” Brooke said but didn’t look put off.




“Does the ritual involve orgasms?” Sam asked, drawing a glare from Brooke. “What? I want to know.”




Sawyer laughed. “Multiple. Many on both sides. Expect it.”




“I could get them pregnant,” I said.




Sawyer shrugged. “She isn’t the goddess of fertility for nothing.”




“Who would be there?” Brooke asked.




“Normally, it’s a priestess, like me, and the couple,” Sawyer said. “All three of us can’t wear clothing of any kind.”




The thought of feasting my eyes on Sawyer’s naked body turned my cock hard. “You’re okay with that?”




“During the ceremony, I’m really not there,” Sawyer said. “It’s the goddess, using my body as a vessel. She’s been known to sample the merchandise, if you know what I mean.”




“Explain,” Brooke said. “I think I know but, let’s make sure it’s clear.”




“It hasn’t happened to me,” Sawyer said. “But I’ve heard stories where the goddess turns the bonding into a threesome of sorts. The chances are slight, but it’s still a chance.”




“That’s hot,” Sam said, then seemed to remember Peter and her cheeks flushed. She turned to him and frowned. “Sorry. Ive got a big mouth.”




Peter laughed. “It’s okay, Samantha. May I call you that?”




She nodded. “You can call me that or Sam.” She smiled sweetly and squeezed my hand. “Sometimes Trap calls me Sammie and I love it.”




“Before any of this happens, we need a signed contract,” Bella said. “We will need to agree of specific details.”




“Of course,” Peter said. “As for the king’s treasure, it belongs to the people of Mexico and it’s beyond priceless. But that doesn’t mean we have to let it all go for free. We will split the fortune fifty-fifty.”




Bella’s eyes widened. “You’re willing to put that in writing?”




“I am,” Peter said. “The treasure isn’t about greed. It’s about love.” His eyes welled with tears and took on a glassy, faraway look. “Mr. Ashford, you don’t know how lucky you are.”




Brooke squeezed my hand and smiled at me. “I’ll do it if you will.”




I nodded at her and then looked over at Sam. “Now it comes down to who’s first.” I turned to Peter. “I love both women and they love me back. Any advice on where to start?”




Peter frowned. “Love has no timeline. It can be just as strong in two people who have known each other for days as opposed to years.” He shrugged. “It’s up to you to decide.”




Sam and Brooke exchanged a long look, then Sammie picked up Brooke’s hand. “You should go first. You two have gone through hell to find each other. I don’t want to take that from you.” She smiled warmly. “You’re like a sister to me.” Her eyes glistened with tears. “I’ll go second.”




“You would do that?” Brooke asked as tears welled in her eyes, then trailed down her cheeks. “I really want to go first. And the thought of having a baby….” Her chin quivered, and she looked at over at me. “I would love that.”




“Good,” Sam said. “Because odds are he’ll knock us both up.”




“Not necessarily,” Peter said. “It’s up to the goddess.”




“Oh,” Sam said. “Well. That changes nothing for me. I’ll have lots of his babies, anyway.” She pulled Brooke into a hug and the two embraced. “You’ll join the first wife club.”




Brooke laughed and squeezed Sammie tight. “I love you.”




“I love you too,” Sam said and sat back with tears in her eyes.




I turned my gaze to Sawyer. “When and where?”




Sawyer turned to Brooke “When did you take your last birth control pill?”




“This morning,” Brooke said.




“It’s important not to take any more. Two nights from now,” Sawyer said. “The first wife’s tomb is under my dad’s house. I’ll give you the address.”




“You built your house on top of the tomb?” I asked.




“To protect and preserve the history,” Peter said. “The tomb is in our courtyard. It’s not desecrated. We hold great reverence for the goddess and the king’s wives.”




“I’ll draw up the paperwork,” Bella said. “If we can get it signed before the ritual ceremony, then we’ve got ourselves a deal.”








  
  
  Chapter 13

  
  







During the limo ride home from the ball, Sam went on and on about the bonding ceremony, remembering a hundred questions she wished she asked. Brooke stayed quiet for most of the trip, holding my hand while she gazed out the window. She was lost in thought, but a slight smile of contentment stayed with her, putting me at ease.




Bella committed to working through the various contracts we would need to solidify our deal with Peter. She promised to send something out to us tomorrow. Her drive to secure the best deal overshadowed the faint disappointment lurking in her eyes.




The limo arrived at Bella’s house first. She said her goodbyes, hugging Sam and Brooke while giving me a sweet kiss on the cheek. With a last wave, she climbed out and shut the door behind her.




The car door had barely shut before Sam turned to us. “She wants in.”




“As in she wants in the family?” Brooke asked.




“Yup,” Sam said. “It’s just a feeling, but I’m usually right about these things.”




“So she didn’t tell you,” I said.




“She didn’t have to,” Sam said. “It was written all over her face. She still loves you, Trap. I’m sure of it.”




I had no reason to doubt her and every reason to confirm her suspicions. But I had more immediate concerns, such as a bonding ceremony with Brooke in two days. I squeezed Brooke’s hand. “What about you? You’ve been awfully quiet during the ride home.”




Brooke shrugged. “I’m at peace.” A smile crept up her face. “It feels good.”




“No more angst,” Sam said. “But you can’t live alone once you’re married to Trap.”




“I’ve thought about that,” Brooke said. “For now, I’ll keep the apartment, but I’ll spend my nights with you.” She gazed at me, her eyes warm and considering. “If you don’t mind.”




I chuckled. “With three of us in that bed every night, we really need to find a bigger a bed, a bigger boat, or both.”




“I’ll handle the bed,” Sam said. “You two focus on the ceremony.”




“There’s another issue the three of us should discuss,” I said.




Brooke and Sam gazed at me expectantly.




“I’m supposed to take Maria out for her birthday in a couple of weeks. I made that date before we all became so close. Odds are I’ll be married to both of you by then, and I don’t feel right taking her out. But then again, if I’m supposed to woo five wives, then we should talk about how to handle this.”




“There’s nothing to discuss,” Brooke said. “You need to take her out and while you’re at it, make dates with Bella and Hazel.”




“I wouldn’t be opposed to swimming in the Sawyer pool,” Sam said. “She’s really pretty.”




“Won’t it bother either of you?” I asked, glancing between them. “Because the thought of another man ever touching either of you makes me physically ill.”




Sam and Brooke glanced at each other, shrugged, and turned back to me.




“It doesn’t bother me,” Brooke said. “And I’m the jealous type.” She titled her head and furrowed her brow. “I can’t explain it. Like I said before, this feels… right.”




“You know where I stand,” Sam said. “The more the merrier. Why stop at five?” She giggled, leaned forward, and kissed me on the lips. “But you are the only man I want.” She sighed happily and sat back. “Are we good?”




“We’re good,” I said. “As long as you two don’t mind getting knocked up. That’s kind of a big deal.”




“I hope it happens,” Brooke said, and her eyes went misty with tears.




“It’s a little sooner than I expected,” Sam said. “But if it does, I will totally rock motherhood.”




I laughed. “Okay then. It’s settled. We’re doing this.”








  
  
  Chapter 14

  
  







Two nights later, Brooke and I rolled up to the security gate outside Peter Patlee’s seaside mansion. I stopped the truck, put it in park, and turned to Brooke. “You’re sure about this?”




Moonlight cast Brooke’s beautiful face in a silvery sheen, and her moist lips glistened. She smiled at me warmly, her expression serene. “Yes. Are you?” She wore a plain black t-shirt and a pair of her favorite jean shorts. Her hair, loose and shiny, fell straight back over her shoulders.




“God, you’re beautiful.” I leaned over and kissed her softly on the lips and my cock reacted, bulging in my pants while Brooke leaned in to deepen our lip lock.




She nibbled on my lower lip and parted her lips. Our tongues flashed together before she let out a slight moan and broke it off. “Maybe it wasn’t a good idea to cut off the sex cold turkey,” she said breathlessly. “I’m ready to jump out of my skin.”




“I tried to tell you.” I reached down and shifted my cock in my jeans. “According to Sawyer, we don’t need to worry about my stamina.”




“Okay. You were right. Just hit the doorbell thingy and let’s go.” She shifted in her seat and adjusted her t-shirt before checking her face in the mirror.




I rolled down the truck window and buzzed the intercom.




A few seconds later, a familiar female voice came on. “Hi guys. Come on in.” It was Sawyer and a second later, the gates rolled open.




I pulled the truck through the gates and we rolled up the driveway past the tennis courts and a garden that looked like it belonged in a magazine. The mansion was sprawling and set on one of the few hills in the area.




“It’s so pretty,” Brooke said as she stared out the window. “Do you think Peter will let us come back to see the place during the day?”




“I’m sure he would,” I said. We had formally signed the contracts that morning, with Bella handling the entire matter electronically. If there was a treasure that Peter and I discovered, we would split it fifty-fifty.




I parked in a wide circular driveway outside the front door and killed the engine. I turned to Brooke. “Baby, let’s get hitched.”




She laughed and rolled her eyes. “Come on Romeo. Let’s see what this is about.”




We left the truck behind and held hands as we ascended the wide granite steps that led to the front door.




Before we could ring the bell, the front door swung open and Sawyer appeared in the vestibule, looking far more casual than I had ever seen her.




The exotic brunette wore her hair back in a loose ponytail and had on minimal makeup. She wore a tight pink tank top and a pair of tight black shorts that looked like she might have just come from the gym. Unlike the last two times we met, she looked much closer to her age without the fancy clothes, jewelry, and makeup.




Her body looked straight out of a fitness magazine. She had a medium-sized chest, but her tits were perky and full. Her hips were lean and her ass was firm and small, much like Sam’s. Her golden legs were long and athletically trim, and her fingers and toes were polished to a pink glossy sheen.




“You look so pretty,” Brooke said as we stepped in through the doorway.




Sawyer laughed. “Hardly, but thank you. I figured if we’re going to get naked I might as well be comfortable.”




My cheeks turned warmed, and I averted my gaze. I felt like a pervert checking out another woman while I held my bride’s hand. “Is your father here?” I asked.




Sawyer shook her head. “He cleared the whole house. It’s just you guys and me for as long as it takes.”




“I’m really nervous,” Brooke said.




“It’s totally natural,” Sawyer said. “To be honest, I am too. This is the first time I’ve performed the ceremony for anyone but my dad.”




I tried to imagine Sawyer getting naked in front of her father but didn’t dwell on it long. That wasn’t an image I wanted rumbling around in my head. “That makes three of us,” I said. “I’ve never conversed with a goddess.”




“You’ll have to tell me what she says. I kind of go away during the whole thing. She comes to get me when it’s all done.”




“That’s so bizarre,” Brooke said, and we all laughed nervously.




“Follow me into the kitchen,” Sawyer said and started down the long hallway leading through the sprawling rooms decorated with a mix of central American antiques and modern furniture.




I followed her tiny, bubbly ass down the hallway and hoped the goddess might work some magic for a threesome. But I wasn’t holding my breath.




Sawyer glanced back at us over her shoulder. “You guys want to do a shot of Fireball to settle the nerves?”




“We can do that? Isn’t it impure or something?” Brooke asked.




Sawyer laughed. “Anything that helps make babies the goddess favors. That includes a nip of booze.”




“Count me in,” I said.




“Me too,” Brooke said.




In the Patlee’s sprawling kitchen, Sawyer produced three shot glasses and a giant bottle of Fireball. She filled them up and handed them out.




“Here’s to hoping she’s in a good mood,” Sawyer said and raised her glass.




Brooke and I exchanged a worried look, and Sawyer laughed.




“I’m kidding,” she said, but her nervous laughter insinuated otherwise.




We clinked glasses and downed the shot.




The alcohol burned wonderfully in my throat and immediately seeped into my muscles, leaving them slightly relaxed. “That’s better,” I said. “It took the edge right off.”




“Yep,” Brooke said. “Let’s do this.” She was as giddy as Sam, who made Brooke vow to tell her every detail.




“All right, kids. Follow the priestess to her ritual chamber,” Sawyer said as collected the shot glasses and put them in the sink.




We followed her from the kitchen, past the sprawling great room and down a narrow hallway until we reached a set of glass double doors somewhere in the middle of the house.




Sawyer opened the doors and stepped out into a lush tropical garden surrounded by more glass doors on all four sides. “This is the courtyard. The tomb is right over here.” We pushed past a gigantic fern and stepped inside a ring of orchids, each the size of my fist. Set into the ground was a sleek rectangular metallic door as thick and long as a casket without a noticeable lock or handle.




Sawyer knelt and pressed her thumb against a shiny black piece of metal and the door whooshed open and rose, supported by a pair of steel hydraulic arms. A wide set of ancient stone steps descended in a wide circle illuminated by warm halogen lights set into the stone walls.




“How modern,” Brooke said. “Here I thought we would have to crawl through mud.”




Sawyer laughed. “We only use the mud entrance for guests. You guys are family now.”




I chuckled nervously before Sawyer started down the stairs, with Brooke and me following close behind.




The stairs opened into a broad circular room with stone walls and a stone floor. A gleaming golden sarcophagus inlaid with jewels stood against the wall on the far side of the room. Candlelight from at least a hundred different candles illuminated every square inch of space. There were candles standing on shelves, rocky outcroppings sprouting from the wall, and at least a dozen around the outside of a ring inlaid on the floor with strange geometric designs and patterns. A plush circular red cushion sat in the center of the circle. Trays of multi-colored ink sat on a silver tray next to a high-end tattoo machine. The item most out of place was a red igloo cooler filled with ice and water bottles.




Sawyer tracked my gaze and smiled. “We’ll need those at the end. Trust me on that.”




“Is this safe?” Brooke asked.




“It’s about three hours of pure fucking,” Sawyer said. “Sorry to be so blunt. You’ll sweat a lot and when it’s done, you’ll feel like you’ve run a marathon. But there’s nothing life threatening about the experience. Rather, I’ve heard it described as the single greatest sexual experience of your life.”




Brooke and I stared at Sawyer, awestruck.




“Does the tattoo hurt?” I asked, searching for a change of subject.




“That’s the odd thing.” Sawyer furrowed her brow. “They tell me it doesn’t hurt, which I don’t get because tattoo needles are really fucking sharp.” She shrugged. “Who am I to question a goddess?”




“Three hours, huh?” I asked.




“Yep,” Sawyer said. “But I’m told it doesn’t feel that long. Time is slippery once the ritual starts. For me, once I go into my trance, it won’t feel like any time has passed.”




“Where do we start?” Brooke asked.




“Let’s get naked,” Sawyer said, giggling like a schoolgirl. She reached for the bottom of her tank top and pulled it off, revealing perky, perfect, C-cup titties with brown areolas and thick brown nipples.




My cock tugged at my pants and my jaw dropped as I watched Sawyer’s perfect tits sway and bounce. I pulled off my t-shirt, revealing my smooth muscular chest and six-pack abs.




Brooke pulled off her shirt, freeing her big soft tits with her thick pink nipples already engorged. They jiggled and bounced, firm yet curvy and soft. As far as I was concerned, she was the actual goddess in this room. Brooke had spent every second of the last two days braless, and I wondered if she would ever wear another bra again.




Sawyer peeled off her yoga shorts, revealing a smooth, tight pussy devoid of any hair and an ass that lived up to the hype.




I unbuttoned my shorts and slid them down my legs, taking my briefs with them. My cock, already half-swollen and well on its way too hard, swayed from side to side as both women eyed it wantonly.




“I’d say you are a very lucky woman,” Sawyer said, drinking in my body before locking her gaze on my cock.




Brooke blushed and peeled away her shorts, stripping down to nothing but her birthday suit. Her ass was on point, thick and lush, without a hint of fat. Her skin was smooth and supple and she looked incredible under the candlelight’s warm illumination.




As my eyes wandered over her curves and fertile valley, my cock rose, thickening as it turned rigid .




“No performance anxiety for you,” Sawyer said. “The goddess loves that.”




My cheeks turned hot, but I kept my gaze locked on Brooke’s sensual figure.




“How do you know?” Brooke asked.




Sawyer grinned. “Who wouldn’t love that big dick?”




I laughed, and Brooke smiled, glancing over at me.




“It’s a tight fit,” she said. “That’s for sure.”




“You’re off the pill?” Sawyer asked.




Brooke nodded. “Nothing in three days.”




“Good.” Sawyer sighed. “Thats very good.” She clapped her hands and glanced between us. “Here’s how this will work. Brooke, you’ll sit cross-legged on that pillow. I’ll sit behind you and call for the goddess. When she arrives, you’ll know it. From that point on, it’s not me you’re talking to. Okay?”




Brooke nodded nervously. “Okay.”




“She’ll touch you and make sure you’re fertile. Once she’s satisfied, she’ll bring Trap in and he’ll sit on the pillow facing you. At that point, you can climb into his lap and do what comes naturally.”




“Where do I sit until then?” I asked.




“Inside the ritual circle,” Sawyer said and stepped over the candles, pointing at a spot near the back. “It’s out of the way enough. She can only move inside the circle so it’s super fucking important that neither one of you leave until she’s done.”




“Got it” I said.




“There’s magic flying around in the form of energy. It’s safe, but I don’t have a clue how it works. From what I understand, you’re conscious, but experience pleasure with a heightened awareness. It’s euphoric, and that’s why some have described it as a religious experience.”




“When will she do the tattoos?” Brooke asked.




“While you’re fucking,” Sawyer said. “Just keep fucking even after you come. You won’t want to stop anyway, so it’s fine.”




“Wow.” I licked my lips and my heart hammered in my chest. “That’s crazy.”




“Yeah.” Sawyer reached behind her head and pulled away her ponytail holder, letting her hair fall freely over her shoulders.




My stomach dropped, and I couldn’t help but stare at her face in stunned disbelief.




Sawyer caught me looking and, rather than call me out, smiled at me demurely and locked her eyes on mine. “Maybe someday I’ll experience it for myself.”




I swallowed the lump forming in my throat and licked the dryness from my lips. I tried to smile, but the way she looked at me left me too floored to even form a cohesive sentence.




“Okay,” Sawyer said, finally turning away from me. “Places please. It will only take me a few seconds to contact her. Once she’s present, there’s no going back.”




I leaned over and kissed Brooke tenderly on the lips “You ready, baby?”




“Yeah.” A nervous smile fluttered across her lips and she stepped inside the circle before she took her place on the red pillow.




I stepped over the candles into the circle and sat cross-legged while Sawyer came in behind Brooke and took up a seat next to the tattoo machine.




The exotic Latina closed her eyes, lowered her head and mumbled a few words. Her body went slack and then jerked before she raised her head and gazed around the room.




There was a haughty air to the way Sawyer thrust out her chest and gazed about with supreme confidence. If she was acting, she was incredible. The way she moved and even the way she blinked were entirely different from the bubbly twenty-five-year-old modern-day woman present mere seconds ago.




Sawyer effortlessly stood, her movements lithe and sharp. She stepped up behind Brooke and placed her hands on either side of Brooke’s head. “Whats your name, child?” she asked in a heavy Spanish-style accent.




“Brooke Fox,” Brooke answered, her voice shaking with nervous energy.




“Be calm, child. You are safe with me.” The goddess closed her eyes and whispered something nearly inaudible. A second later, her eyes fluttered open and a broad smile lit her face. “You will have many healthy babies.”




Brooke’s eyes welled with tears and her chin quivered as a smile lit her face. “Thank you,” she whispered reverently.




“You have a loving heart,” the goddess said. “What a fine choice for a first wife.”




Brooke seemed to sit a little straighter with her tits out jiggling from side to side while a wide-smile lit up her beautiful face.




I wanted to agree, but decided shutting up was probably my best bet.




The goddess turned to me and gave me a warm smile. “Come here, child.”




I stood and crossed the circle while the goddess eyed my body with her gaze lingering on my cock.




“What a proud bull.” She gazed down at my swollen cock. “A well-endowed man,” the goddess said. “Let’s see if you are worthy of this beautiful creature. Come sit before Brooke.”




I stepped onto the pillow and sat down facing Brooke with my legs loosely straddling her.




When our eyes met, I had never seen Brooke more beautiful. Her green eyes shimmered with an inner radiance that set my heart racing.




The goddess stepped up behind me and knelt, placing her knees on the pillow behind me while she pressed forward and mashed Sawyer’s perky tits against my back.




Her nipples hardened, digging into the soft flesh beneath my shoulder blades while I felt the goddess’s fingertips run along my scalp.




The goddess shuddered, and her breath caught in her throat. “You are virile with a potent seed — powerful and resplendent.” She ran her hands over my shoulders and down my chest, squeezing my pectoral muscles while she nuzzled her nose behind my ear. “It’s been millennia since I tasted seed so potent.”




My cock pulsed, thickening under her supernatural touch until it was hard enough to split a tree trunk.




“Perhaps… it’s time to strengthen the bloodline,” she whispered in my ear before she withdrew herself and stood. She placed her hands on my head like she had with Brooke and whispered more strange words.




My flesh buzzed with raw energy and my skin tingled with a strange coldness that left me impossibly aroused and on the verge of orgasm.




“You have the strength of character to match your physical gifts,” the goddess said. “What’s your name, child?”




I thought better of using the nickname my dad gave me and went with the real thing. “Timothy Ashford.”




“You will make a fine mate,” she said. “You and Brooke will produce strong and healthy children. A true harem master — the finest since the king himself. You have my blessing.”




Brooke’s eyes widened and her skin glowed with a radiant energy that left me completely mesmerized. “You’re so beautiful,” I whispered to Brooke.




The goddess squeezed my shoulders. “Yes. You will make a fine master,” she said again, as if to herself, then turned her gaze on Brooke. “Mount your mate so I may bestow my blessing.”




Brooke crawled onto my lap and wrapped her legs loosely around my waist.




Her touch felt like she had launched a sexual grenade directly into my psyche. My cock pulsed, throbbing ant twitching against the soft skin just below her tummy. I needed inside her with a hungry urge that bordered on desperation.




Brooke draped her arms over my shoulders and kissed me softly on the lips. “I love you.”




I cupped Brooke’s ass in my hands and squeezed her creamy flesh between my open fingers. “Baby, I love you so much.”




“Yes,” the goddess said, raising her head high and laughing. “This is the stuff of legend. True love. The energy is flowing like a raging river through the ritual chamber. Mate my children. Give me blood.”




Brooke’s eyes hazed over with lust. She reached down between us and curled her warm fingers around my throbbing cock. Her breaths came out short and ragged and she stroked my cock while she pushed herself up on her knees. With her tits bouncing and swaying, Brooke gazed deep into my eyes and dragged my swollen tip through her slippery valley.




My head swam and everything but Brooke faded into a blur of swirling colors and sounds. I brought my hands around to her full, heavy breasts and gently cupped them in my hands before squeezing her nipples and savoring the sensation of them hardening between my fingers. My cock throbbed in her firm, warm grip and I ached to be inside her, pumping her full of cum again and again.




As she guided my cock downward, drawing it to the entrance of her tight, hot honey hole, Brooke’s legs trembled and she shuddered, letting out a slight gasp.




I had never experienced such heightened pleasure, and I saw the same in Brooke’s face. It was the glassy faraway look in her eyes and the way her tongue moistened her full pink lips. Her ragged breath, shaking legs, and rock hard nipples painted the picture of a woman skating on the edge of her first orgasm before I ever entered her.




My cock pulsed in her hand and my tip came alive when it dipped into her wet, warm pussy. “Baby, put it in,” I said, my voice rough and uneven. I edged my hips higher and Brooke lowered herself until my cock slipped into her warm, supple tightness. “Fuck,” I said with a shaky voice. My toes curled and my legs trembled while my cock throbbed against her tight walls.




Brooke moaned and bit her lip, sinking lower onto my cock until it completely disappeared inside her. She ground her hips and held onto my shoulders as she looped her legs around my waist and drew herself in tight. “Baby, you ‘re in so fucking deep.” Her moan turned into a sweet shudder as she pulled me into a long, wet kiss.




My cock throbbed inside her, already teetering on the brink of orgasm. Her pussy pulsed in short microbursts while her muscles undulated over my cock like the ripple of a wave with a raging torrent seething just below the surface. In that moment, nothing mattered in the world but her and time slowed. I edged my hips higher and thrust deep, penetrating her as deeply as I could until my tip squeezed into the tightest recess of her warm, pulsing pussy.




“Don’t hold back,” the goddess said from somewhere in the distance. “Let your bodies do as they please. Give in to the pleasure.”




I broke the kiss just long enough to meet Brooke’s gaze, then grunted, climaxing inside her. A gushing geyser of hot cum blasted from my balls and fired directly into her fertile womb. Uncontrollable jets of cum launched from my cock, spurting again and again, as I let out a soul-deep moan and my cock spasmed thick strings of sticky jizz directly into her cervix.




Brooke’s eyes rolled back in her head and she thrust out her tits, mashing them against my chest while she let out an airy, high-pitched moan. Her pussy spasmed and her voice lilted in time with her cresting orgasm. She continued grinding her hips, fucking me deeper while she leaned in and found my waiting lips.




My orgasm faded, but my hardness didn’t. I pulled her down tight on my cock and filled my hand with her creamy breast flesh. Our tongues met and lashed together, fevered and hot. My body responded, and I drove in deep, fucking her faster, savoring the sound of her moans inside my mouth.




Brooke tightened her legs around my waist and moved her hips forward and backward, grinding my cock, driving it deep while she ran fingers through my hair and probed my mouth with her tongue.




The friction from her pussy sliding up and down my cock intensified, growing hotter with every passing moment. I edged my hips high off the cushion, lifting her off the pillow while I rammed her again and again.




Our skin slapped and grew slick with the sheen of our perspiration. Brooke’s lust never faltered or dimmed. She was insatiable. Her lust was a bonfire that threatened to consume everything in its path. She pressed her forehead against mine and gazed deep into my eyes. “Put your baby in me,” she whispered. “Come inside me.”




I grunted and came again, filling her with hot jets of sticky semen as if it hadn’t already happened once. I released spurt after spurt, filling her with what felt like a quart of my potent seed. I grunted, my head flashing red, while I gazed into her eyes. “You are mine,” I whispered, and she nodded.




“I’m yours,” she said. “Forever.” She shuddered and gasped, tightening her grip on my neck as she dug her fingers into my flesh and buried her tongue in my ear. “I’m coming so fucking hard,” she whispered.




Like a man possessed, I continued pounding, fucking her with an inexhaustible supply of energy. My cock never softening, my desire never waning. It was like Viagra times a thousand with no end in sight. I lost myself in her eyes and time didn’t matter. Nothing mattered except coming inside Brooke. The way her pussy gripped my cock and the rich feeling of her body settling on my lap made me come alive like nothing before. Her tits, slippery with sweat, glided across my bare chest. Her nipples, thick and hard, raked my skin and dug in with each thrust.




I explored every inch of Brooke’s body, my orgasms ebbing and flowing as I came again and again. Somewhere in the distance came the droning buzz of an insect that seemed as natural as Brooke’s naked body writhing atop mine. I had needed no one like I needed her. Her love consumed me and I drank her in, savoring every second.




Something shifted between us, and a visceral connection snapped into place. I felt her energy, and I knew her emotion — lust and love mingled together in a hazy stew of never ending need. Her love was so palpable I could taste it on my lips and she gasped, lurching on my lap as her eyes rolled back into her head, caught in another climax.




The bond between us was unlike anything I had ever experienced. I knew her presence like I knew where to find my arm or leg — she was part of me. She was mine, body and soul, and that felt as right and true as my next breath. Likewise, I belonged to her like no other woman. We were one entity sharing two souls, and the feeling left me euphoric.




Brooke gazed deep into my eyes, and I knew she understood. It was an innate bond — no words necessary. There was no hiding my emotion from her. She had the key and the lock, but so did I, and the word love seemed inadequate. Our bond went beyond a religious experience to one so personal it defied human explanation.




She kissed me again, swirling her tongue in my mouth, and I grunted, coming again and filling her with my seed. I lost track of where the orgasms began and ended. Her entire being was orgasmic and I couldn’t get enough. Time itself seemed slippery and a concept not worth worrying about. It simply was, and we were together, forever, bonded for eternity.




At some point, the shapes and colors behind Brooke came into focus and she remained impaled on my cock, kissing me softly while my hands wandered over her big, soft tits and firm, supple ass. We were soaked with sweat, our bodies completely drained. But the bond remained as true and strong as it was during the orgasmic haze of our bonding ritual.




“It’s done,” Sawyer said, barely above a whisper from somewhere beside us. “They tattoos are incredible.”




I was exhausted, sapped of energy, yet not to the point of collapse. Rather, it was the good kind of tired one experienced after a hard workout. Then there was the bond — ever present and comforting, like a warm blanket on a chilly autumn night. “You feel that too?” I asked, gazing into her eyes.




“Yes,” she said. “It’s amazing.” Tears of joy welled in her eyes.




“Guys, if you don’t mind, I’m going to snap some pictures of your tatts,” Sawyer said. “It will be easier for you to see them.”




“Okay,” Brooke said, never taking her eyes off me. She grinned and kissed me. “You really love me.”




“Did you think I was lying?” I asked.




She laughed, and her big tits jiggled against my chest. “No, but it’s so strange to know — like without a doubt that it’s true. You love me. End of story.”




“It’s comforting,” I said.




“Beyond,” she said and let go of a deep, contented breath. She gazed over her shoulder at Sawyer. “Thank you.”




Sawyer smiled and tucked a lock of her dark hair behind her ear. “It was my pleasure.” She glanced between us nervously. “Did we… you know… have a threesome?”




“Not this time,” I said. “But the goddess had some strange things to say.”




“After she assessed Brooke, she came up behind me and pressed her… I mean your body against mine and whispered in my ear something about it being time to strengthen the bloodline.”




Sawyer’s eyes widened with surprise. “She said that?”




Brooke frowned. “Should we be concerned?”




“No… yes… I… I don’t know,” Sawyer said. “I’ve never heard her say that to anyone. I’ll have to ask my dad what it means.”




“Okay.” I turned back to Brooke. “You ready to survey the damage? I can only imagine how much cum is down there.”




Brooke nodded. “I suppose, but don’t go too far away. This bond thing is a little off-putting.”




“I’ve heard that before,” Sawyer said. “You guys will get used to that.”




Brooke crawled off my lap and my cock slipped free, still hard despite the hours I spent inside her. The biggest shock of all was the lack of cum I expected to find dripping from Brooke or soaking into the pillow beneath us.




“Where did it all go?” Brooke asked.




“The goddess used a lot for energy,” Sawyer said. “But about half soaked into you,” she said.




“Am I pregnant?” Brooke asked.




Sawyer shrugged. “That’s up to the goddess. Did she say anything about making you pregnant?”




“She said we would have strong, healthy children,” Brooke said.




Sawyer chuckled. “It sounds like you might be pregnant. Wait a few days, and take a pregnancy test.”




“Should I get back on the pill?” Brooke asked.




“Why?” I asked. “You want babies, right? We’re married, so let’s make babies.”




“Yes, I want babies,” she said, smiling at me nervously. “You don’t care?”




I laughed and shook my head. “After what we just went through, what do you think?”




“I guess I don’t have to ask,” she said. “I know you don’t care.”




“That bond is a blessing and a curse,” Sawyer said. “It takes all the fun out head games.”




After snapping some pictures, Sawyer sat on her knees beside us. She hadn’t bothered putting on any clothes. At this point, it hardly mattered. The three of us had shared an experience so intimate, mere nudity was nothing.




“Check this shit out,” Sawyer said. “Brooke, this one is yours.”




The tattoo depicted an abstract of my face centered on her back, meshed into a flowing pattern of swirling shapes and geometric designs. Gold and green dominated, but every color in the rainbow was represented.




“That’s beautiful,” Brooke said, smiling. “I felt nothing. Don’t I have to cover it or something to prevent infection?”




“The goddess takes care of all that,” Sawyer said. “I don’t know how, but she does.” She flipped to the next picture of the tattoo on my back.




It was similar in design to Brooke’s, with an abstract image of Brooke’s beautiful face flowing into swirls of curved patterns and geometric shapes. Red flowed from her long mane of beautiful hair, but gold and green dominated the background. Unlike Brooke’s tattoo, my tattoo was smaller, with her face closer to the bottom of my shoulder blades than the center of my back.




“That’s breathtaking,” I said.




“It really is,” Sawyer said. “The goddess outdid herself. Now you just have four more women to fall in love with.”




“Three more,” Brooke said. “Sam is next.”




“Correct,” I said. “How long do we have to wait until I can bond with Sam?”




“Let’s give your body a week to recover,” Sawyer said. “Then we’ll do it all over again.” She smiled at us. “You guys okay?”




Brooke grinned. “I’m more than okay. But I could use some of that water.”




“Yep,” Sawyer said. “I’ll bring over a few bottles. You guys are staying in the guest room tonight. It is your wedding night after all.”




“Except in the inverse,” I said. “Normally, you consummate your marriage on your wedding night. I think we’re both looking forward to some sleep.”




“Sleep,” Brooke said nodding.




Sawyer laughed and came back with three waters. “I hear the tattoos make you super horny for a while afterward.”




I took the bottle of water from Sawyer and popped it open. “I’m starving,” I said. “And we need a shower.”




“Agreed,” Brooke said and gazed over at Sawyer. “You’re sure you don’t mind if we stay?”




“As long as you don’t mind keeping me company,” Sawyer said. “I never feel like being alone afterward.”




Brooke glanced at me and back at Sawyer. “We’re on board with wherever the wind takes us.” She smiled at me. “Right, baby?”




I hoisted my water bottle and grinned. “Right. Now who’s up for some pizza? My treat.”
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            When a young man’s desires burn as hot as an endless Chicago Summer…




For twenty-one-year-old college student, Jack Donovan, the beautiful Hart sisters are way out of his league. After moving in with his older brother and his blonde and busty girlfriend Misha Hart, Jack can’t get her out of his head. And he’s in for a real surprise when he wakes up to find Misha’s fit and firm sister Becca Hart asleep beside him in bed.




For years, Jack’s obsession with the sisters has heated to the boiling point, and now something must give. The only problem is that the once pudgy and nerdy Jack, lacks the confidence necessary to make the move of a lifetime.




But hope comes in the form of Jack’s grandfather, Max Donovan. The retired psychiatrist has some good advice and a few tricks up his sleeve to give Jack the kick he needs to land the first of his dream girls, Becca Hart.




Between Jack’s inexperience and Becca’s raging jealousy, Jack quickly finds himself in over his head. Now Jack must channel his inner alpha male if he has any hope of reigning in the girl who’s out of his league.




This bundle contains the complete five-book series that follows introverted Jack Donovan on his journey from an inexperienced college boy to the alpha male of a pack of dream girls.




18+ Only!
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            One man’s family is another man’s harem…




Forty-year-old Steve Goodwin is living high on the bachelor life. With his latest conquest, the lithe and shapely personal trainer Misha Maxwell, ready to say yes, Steve’s world gets turned upside down.




Steve’s best friend’s, Dan Archer, is leaving town on a months long project and trusts only Steve to look after his voluptuous wife, Rachel, and his four pure and innocent college-aged daughters.




Bratty, blue-eyed bombshell Lilly is the first Archer daughter to test Steve’s patience. And now Steve must discover his inner father to quell the spoiled brat’s belligerent attitude.




But Lilly isn’t the only Archer daughter to push Steve’s buttons. The oldest Archer daughter, the creamy and curvaceous Brooke Archer, aims to shake Steve’s trees. But can Steve navigate around her soon-to-be husband while keeping Brooke happy?




It’s up to Steve to guide four young women through the dips and curves life throws while keeping his cool and honoring his best friends wishes. Does he have what it takes to be a stand-in daddy?




This complete box set contains all five installments of the Stand-In Daddy series that follows eligible bachelor Steve Goodwin on his journey of turning his best friend’s wife and four grown daughters into the harem of his dreams.




18+ Only!
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            With one roll of the dice, a young man’s luck changes forever…




Twenty-one-year-old math and statistics genius Matt McCoy dreams of making a killing at the poker table. There’s only one problem — he’s on a losing streak that won’t end. On top of that he discovers the love of his life has been cheating on him with another man.




But Matt’s luck is about to change. With the help of his best friend Matt visits a psychic and a fortune teller who shows Matt the path to a happy and wealthy future. A path that involves making five stunning young MILFs fall head over heels in love with him.




Now it’s up to him to discover who. Will it be his ex-girlfriend’s older sister and Matt’s long time fantasy crush, blonde bombshell Samantha Baker? Or will he find his winning streak with his brother’s voluptuous raven-haired wife, Lacy McCoy?




Matt gets more than he bargained for when Lacy’s buxom, red-hot little sister, Stella, fulfills the fortune teller’s prophecy. Can he win big with all the ladies or will his house of cards come crashing down?




With so many options, only Matt can decide which sexy young mommy will deal him the winning hand. Will Matt choose correctly or will he let fate decide?

Five stunning women, five crucial choices. A journey that ends with Matt betting it all on the flip of a coin.




Luck be a Mommy box set contains the complete five-book series that follows twenty-one-year-old Matt McCoy as he unravels his destiny and forms the harem of his dreams.




18+ Only!
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