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Through the murky underwater haze, the narrow beam of my flashlight tripped over a barnacle-clad iron safe. Adrenaline spiked in my arms and legs, rocketing my heart rate while beside me, a firm hand locked around my wrist. I glanced to my right and found Brooke staring wide-eyed through her goggles at the centuries-old safe.

A steady stream of air bubbles rose from Brooke’s re-breather while she gestured wildly at the safe and turned her flashlight’s high beam on the iron door’s crusty handle. Her long strawberry-blonde hair floated in the murky space around her head, and she gestured me forward while she worked hard to remain still inside the cramped bursar’s office.

Discovering the ultimate resting place of the civil war era wreck, Lady Dancer, was the culmination of my late father’s life’s work. His dream of discovering the legendary treasure of an ancient Aztec god had led me here. While I had seen no sign of a ship laden with gold and jewels, he never believed the Lady Dancer would contain epic loot. Rather, Butch believed the fabled wreck held the next clue in a long line of clues he had followed for thirty years. What we discovered on the Lady Dancer would confirm the existence of the ancient Aztec treasure, once and for all, or turn me away from the hunt forever. 

I floated forward, wrapped my hand around the rusty iron handle, and twisted. The handle groaned but didn’t turn. After spending two-and-a-half centuries submerged, rust, time, and the sea had taken a mortal toll on the nineteenth century technology, but the lock still worked. I glanced over my shoulder and my gaze settled on Brooke’s creamy cleavage, pushing the boundaries of her skintight wetsuit.

She busted me checking out her tits, rolled her eyes, and waved a sleek black crowbar in front of my face.

It took me a moment to tear my gaze from the breathtaking view before focusing on the crowbar. I grinned, shrugged, and took the offered crowbar before turning back to the safe.

Brooke hovered over my right shoulder, shining the light on the safe’s seams encased in barnacles and rust.

I chipped away a few pesky barnacles, slid the crowbar inside a seam, and pried with just enough leverage to pop the door. After two more minutes of hacking away at centuries of layered rust, the door groaned open.

Brooke swam closer until the beam from her flashlight broke through the murky shadows, revealing the safe’s long-lost treasure.

A metal box sat on a narrow shelf along with several pieces of gem-encrusted jewelry that might actually pay for the cost of the trip. I scooped it all into the bag attached to my dive belt before Brooke and I left the wreck and ascended to the surface.

My boat, the Topless Mermaid, bobbed on the gentle swells while the south Florida sun blazed high overhead. In every direction, the sea stretched to the horizon.

Brooke emerged from the depths beside me and pushed her goggles up on the crown of her head. She turned to me, smiling excitedly, and her green eyes sparkled with nervous energy. “We found it.” She threw her arms around me and mashed her big tits against my chest.

I wrapped my arms around her waist and drew her in tight, laughing while I struggled to contain my wandering hands. “Don’t get ahead of yourself. We found a metal box. It’s probably another dead end.”

Brooke kept her arms wrapped around my neck, with her face mere inches from mine.

My heart sped up, and I took turns soaking in her big green eyes and full pink lips. The heat from her body spread across my chest, and my cock thickened inside my wetsuit. She was unbelievably beautiful and strictly off limits.

She shook her head. “Not this time, Trap. I have a good feeling about this wreck,” she said. “Butch spent his life searching for the Lady Dancer and that ship is the Lady Dancer.”

We found the name clearly marked on what remained of the left bow. “Maybe you’re right.” I slid my hands lower, cupping her ass and squeezing, before Brooke glared and pushed me away.

“Is that all you’ve ever got on your mind?” She huffed and swam toward the ladder, leaving me floating in the waves behind her.

“We had a moment,” I said. “I got carried away. Can you blame me?” I followed Brooke up the ladder and carefully lowered our loot bag onto the ship’s flat deck at the stern. I slipped off my tank and quickly stripped down to my wetsuit while I watched Brooke strip off her gear and glance back at me over her shoulder.

She stood on the deck with her back facing me. “Trap, help me with my wetsuit.”

At twenty-five, Brooke Fox was ten years my junior, and I had a giant years-long crush on the stunning young beauty. Her thick, dripping wet reddish blonde locks snaked halfway down her back and even her sleek form-fitting wetsuit couldn’t hide a figure cut straight from the pages of Playboy magazine. Years ago, my dad hired Brooke based on her exquisite beauty and raw athleticism, but she knew more about diving wrecks and treasure hunting than anyone I’ve ever met. Well, anyone except me. And I learned everything I knew at the hand of one of the greatest treasure hunters to ever live. That man was my father, the great Butch Ashford himself.

I stepped up behind Brooke, and she tilted her head forward before pulling her hair over the front of her shoulder. “Where’s your ring?” I asked, as I found the zipper at the base of her neck.

“Why would I wear my engagement ring on a dive?” she said without looking back.

“When are you going to dump that loser?” I tugged down her zipper, lowering it halfway, revealing her supple back muscles and the bow tie knot securing her white bikini top.

She laughed without humor. “Logan’s the CFO of a well-funded tech startup. I’d hardly call him a loser.”

“Logan… what kind of name is that?” I lowered the zipper the rest of the way until her white bikini bottom came into view.

“Can we just focus on the job?” She glared at me over her shoulder. “Besides, you’re too old for me.”

“I’m thirty-five,” I said. “And I guarantee I’m in better shape than that accountant you’re dating.”

Brooke pulled her arms free and wriggled the wetsuit over her voluptuous hips. She turned around to face me, then sat down on a bench attached built into the stern. “Sorry, Trap. I don’t date coworkers.” Her creamy tits, perky and full, slid into my field of vision, including her hard nipples, straining the front of her thin white top. Under the bright sunshine, the outline of her areolas were clearly visible making me forget all about the loot we hauled up from the Lady Dancer.

As I drank in her incredible body, my cock shifted inside my wetsuit, and I let out a deep sigh of sexual frustration. I needed to get laid. Six months was the longest dry spell of my life. “Then you’re fired.” I grinned and ran my hands back through my thick, wavy, dark hair.

Brooke rolled her eyes. “You don’t pay me, and I’m only doing this last job to honor your dad’s memory.” She stood up and came around behind me before sliding her hands over my shoulders, then working the zipper down the back of my suit.

“The job might last awhile,” I said, glancing back at her.

She locked her mesmerizing green eyes on me and smiled. “I’m aware.”

I returned her smile with my most devilish grin. “Admit it. You’re addicted to the hunt.” I shucked off my wetsuit, revealing my smooth, muscled chest and six-pack abs.

Brooke’s gaze flickered over my muscles before she averted her eyes. “I admit I enjoy the hunt, but I won’t spend another decade of my life chasing ghosts. I want to settle down and start a family.”

I pushed the wetsuit over my hips and down my legs. “You don’t strike me as the minivan and shopping mall kind of gal.” I flashed a toothy grin and held out my arms, turning in a slow circle. “Look at where we are, Brooke. You can walk away from all this?”

Overhead, the shrill call of seagulls rose above the sound of the waves slapping gently on the hull. A warm breeze stirred, whipping strands of Brooke’s hair over her cheeks and lips. She squinted at me through the bright sunshine, adorably scrunching up her nose. I could have spent all afternoon kissing every freckle dotting her face.

She smiled at me and shook her head. “I’m not like you. I need more out of life.”

“Ouch,” I said. “Am I that shallow?”

She put her hands on her hips, causing her tits to jiggle and shake. “You’re a narcissist,” she said. “This life suits you. Besides, you are not the type of man to settle down with one woman.”

I crossed the deck and grabbed the loot bag. “I can settle down… for the right woman.”

She grinned mischievously and folded her arms over her chest. “And I’m the right woman?”

I shrugged. “We won’t know until we’ve gone out a few times. I’ve never even properly kissed you.” I reached inside the bag and pulled out the metal box. “Now let’s see what we’ve got.” I placed the box on a waist-high work bench bolted down in the middle of the stern deck.

Rust covered the box’s black surface, but the safe’s interior had kept the barnacles at bay. Twin skeleton keyholes appeared on the surface, one at each end.

Brooke came up on the opposite side of the table, facing me. She squeezed the excess water from her hair and her creamy porcelain skin glistened with beads of water dancing across her mouthwatering cleavage. She gazed down at the box and frowned. “A double lock?”

“It’s pretty common for these old strongboxes,” I said. “Once we clean it up, we might even get a couple of hundred bucks for the box alone.”

“We?” she asked.

“We’re partners,” I said, glancing up across the table and meeting her eye. “Or am I too much of a narcissist to partner with?”

Brooke’s cheeks flushed red. “Sorry about that.” Her lips flickered up in a guilty smile, and she nodded tentatively. “Partners.” She extended her hand in my direction.

Since my dad’s passing six months ago, the Lady Dancer was the first wreck Brooke and I dove together. Before, it had always been the three of us. With my dad around, our back-and-forth flirtatious bantering had seemed innocent, and with my dad as a buffer, nothing ever happened. It was all in good fun. Now, I genuinely wanted Brooke. The thought of permanently losing her company sickened me. Maybe it was because we shared my father’s love right until the day he died. He had treated her like a daughter, but I had anything but sisterly feelings for her. I cherished every moment I spent with her, and each was like preserving a small piece of my dad’s memory. The day she turned her back on treasure hunting was the day I placed those memories firmly in my rear-view mirror.

I grinned and took her offered hand, feeling her icy fingers against my warm skin. “Good,” I said, and let out a long sigh. “Let’s see what we’ve got.”
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After a few minutes with a lock pick, I discovered rust had sealed the locks beyond salvage. Not that this was a big surprise. Two hundred and fifty under water tends to have that affect.

The strongbox itself had dried with layers of thick rust covering every inch of the surface. Faint raised letters on the lid read, Property of US Army.

I brushed my hand across the surface. “Dad would have given anything to see this,” I said, my words heavy with emotion.

According to my father’s research, the Lady Dancer was a US Army supply cutter schedule to deliver supplies to Fort Sumter in the early spring of 1861. But a tropical storm had pushed the ship far to the south where it eventually sank after running into a shallow coral reef off the coast of Florida.

He had spent years calculating the speed of the ship, the winds and, most importantly, the reefs that could have sunk the vessel. His findings had led to a dozen potential sites for the wreck, ten of which the three of us had scoured prior to his death. That we had found the wooden ship at all was a miracle, considering the vastness of the open sea and the centuries that it had gone undiscovered. My father believed the secret service had stashed the contents of the safe aboard the Lady Dancer as part of a top-secret mission to uncover an ancient Aztec treasure.

Brooke reached out and squeezed my hand. “He would have been proud of you, Trap.”

I smiled at her wistfully. “And you,” I said. “I’m also sure Butch would have chastised you for giving up your dreams for a pencil pusher named Logan.”

Brooke clenched her teeth and glared at me, tightening her grip on my hand until I winced in pain.

“Ouch,” I said, pulling my hand back and shaking it off. “Someone is a little defensive this morning.”

“Someone else needs to mind his own fucking business,” she said with no real heat in her voice. “Let’s get on with it. I have important suburban homemaker things to do.”

“In that case, we should probably hurry this along,” I said, with no small hint of sarcasm. “What’s more important? Getting your nails done or a six-hundred-year-old buried treasure?”

“I’m not getting my nails done, and I didn’t tell you to hurry anything,” she said. “I’m as excited as you are, so can you please back the fuck off?” She batted her eyelashes at me and grinned sarcastically.

I held out my hand. “Can you hand me the flathead screwdriver and the rubber mallet?”

She folded her arms over her chest and glared.

I rolled my eyes. “Can you please hand me the flathead screwdriver and the rubber mallet?”

Brooke dug around in the toolbox and came away with everything I needed. A few minutes later I had popped the locks, and the lid sat loose atop the strongbox.

My heart ticked a few beats faster, and my legs turned buttery with anticipation. I stole a few quick breaths and gazed up at Brooke.

She locked her eyes on the lid, and her chest rose and fell in rapid succession. She was every bit as excited to discover the contents as I was.

I pulled off the lid, and we peered inside.

Inside sat a leather bag cinched at the top, rotting with decades of submersion. Whoever originally packaged the satchel would have used wax as waterproofing, but father time had washed it all away.

“What do we here,” I whispered and reached for the bag.

“Careful,” Brooke said. “Leave the bag where it’s at.”

I nodded and carefully opened the cinch, then peeled it open while Brooke shone a flashlight into the murky shadows. She crouched and peered inside. “I see a flash of gold and what looks like a piece of gray slate.”

“I’m reaching in,” I said and carefully slid my hand inside before my fingers brushed against something smooth and metallic. Could it be? My heart raced, and I stopped to breathe. “It feels like a figurine.”

Brooke jerked her head up, and her eyes widened with surprise. “Is it….” She sealed her lips and swallowed, as if afraid to say the word out loud.

I shook my head, not daring to give voice to my hopes. With my hand trembling, I pulled the figurine from the bag and brought it out into the light.

Brooke gasped, and she covered her mouth with her hands.

“Holy shit,” I said, as a wash of adrenaline left me too weak to stand. I sank back onto the nearby bench, careful not to drop the object that represented decades of blood, sweat, and tears.

The golden figurine was that of the Aztec goddess of fertility, Xochiquetzal. She had a curvy hourglass figure with an enormous arched crown resting atop her head. Twin rubies sparkled, dangling from each side of her crown. She wore an ancient bikini top and a long, flowing dress that hugged her hips. The goddess’s long hair fell down her back and over her shoulders, etched in solid gold. The craftsmanship that went into the six-inch statue resulted in vivid detail, but a sheen of grime from the centuries spent under the waves covered most of the surface, giving it an overall lackluster appearance.

It was a priceless treasure. Too priceless to turn in. Such an antiquity would end up in the hands of a government with Brooke and I, seeing only a fraction of its true value. I had seen it happen more than once with my father.

“It’s really her.” Brooke sank down onto the bench beside me and ran her fingers over the statue’s golden surface. “That means it’s real.” She turned her gaze on me and our eyes locked.

I nodded. “Dad was right. This changes everything.”

“What do you think it’s worth?” she asked.

“On the black market?”

“Yeah,” she said, knowing full well what happened to such treasures once the politicians got a whiff.

“At least a million,” I said. “But this gal will never see the black market.”

“I wish Butch was here,” she said, her voice reverent.

“He’s here,” I said, grinning up at the sky. “Isn’t that right, dad,” I said, raising my voice and laughing.

Brooke smiled and took the statue from my hand. “Let’s see what else is in the bag.”

“Right,” I said, almost forgetting the booty bag wasn’t empty. I stood and reached inside the old leather pouch.

Brooke watched me as she nestled the figurine of the goddess against her stomach. The crown snuggled firmly between her soft bikini-clad tits. It was a fitting location for the goddess of fertility.

I glanced over my shoulder and grinned. “You be careful with her, or you might be pregnant this time next week.”

Brooke shook her head and grimaced. “That would require sex.”

I paused with my hand over the bag and turned to face her with a frown. “You and Logan don’t… you know.”

“Have sex?” She raised an eyebrow.

“Yeah,” I said.

“He’s old-fashioned,” she said. “He wants to wait until our wedding night.”

My jaw dropped. I forgot the bag and leaned back against the table, staring at her, dumbstruck. “You two have never… how shall I say it… consummated your relationship.”

“That’s none of your business.” But her frown told me the answer, and I grinned.

“Damn. I didn’t know guys like that existed. Is there something wrong with his cock?”

Brooke’s jaw dropped, and she stared at me wide eyed. “I’ll pretend I didn’t hear you say that. Can we focus on work please?”

I chuckled and shook my head. “Prepare for a one pump chump,” I said. “If he’s a virgin, your wedding night might be a tad underwhelming.”

She glared up at me with goddess glaring at me with her. “Timothy Allen Ashford, stop right this second before I have to hurt you.”

I could have gone on, but I didn’t want to piss her off for real, and I wasn’t far away from making that happen. I turned back to the leather bag and glanced at her over my shoulder. “Suit yourself, but if you want to relieve some pre-marital stress, my bunk is always open.”

“I bet it is,” she said. “Finding an open spot might be more of a problem.”

I was on a bit of a dry spell, but she didn’t need to know that. “Now, let’s see what our lady was hiding.” I reached in the bag and pulled out a flat piece of slate.

Behind me, Brooke stood and crossed to my side before carefully resting the goddess on the worktable. She gazed at the stone slate and frowned. “What is it?”

A honed round edge made up one end while rough, jagged edges made up the other two sides as if someone had snapped the piece from a larger tablet. The jagged sides formed a ninety-degree angle and resembled a large slice of pizza. Deep etchings ran across the surface, muddy with grime, and it was hard to make sense of anything just from looking at it.

I shook my head. “I don’t know, but Hazel will. Let’s stow our gear and head back.”
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After docking, Brooke and I climbed into my old Ford pickup and headed for the University of Miami. I had called ahead and arranged a meeting with Hazel Katz who was a graduate assistant in the university’s antiquities program. With undergraduate degrees in Archeology, Anthropology and History, Hazel had easily earned a spot in the graduate program and was well on her way to her first PhD.

I parked the truck outside of the archaeological research building and stole a sideways glance at Brooke.

She had loosely covered her bikini top with a gray tank top. A pair of tight red athletic shorts covered her bottoms but revealed plenty of leg all the way up to her firm ass. Her open-toed flip-flops and casual white sunglasses capped off an outfit that did little to conceal the noticeable jiggle from her beautiful D-cups. Her long athletic legs were creamy and smooth and gleaming red polish sparkled on her perfectly manicured toes. Even without a hint of makeup, she was a rock solid ten, and what made her hotter was that she didn’t seem to know it.

As we crossed the parking lot toward the front door, she drew leering stares from faculty and students alike.

“Does that ever get old?” I asked. I slung the backpack containing the figurine and the stone tablet over my shoulder and gave her a quizzical stare.

“Does what get old?” she asked, frowning at me.

I grinned. “Nothing.”

“Is this more sex stuff?” she asked.

“Not at all,” I said as we reached the door. I held it open for her and we walked inside together. Fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, and we followed a long first-floor corridor until we reached a small office at the end of a smooth tiled hallway.

Before I could even knock, the door swung open, and Hazel appeared before us.

At twenty-five, Hazel was the same age as Brooke and every bit as gorgeous. And just like Brooke, she didn’t seem to know it. Hazel smiled up at us, and her eyes darted to the bag on my shoulder. “Is that it?”

“Hello to you too,” I said. “Now that you ask, I’m doing very well.”

Hazel stepped back and held the door open. “Sorry. I’m just really excited.”

Hazel had long, lush brown hair with stray locks of gold showing up when the sun hit her just right. She had a pert nose, full pink lips, and blue eyes that dazzled. I had never seen her wear anything more than the scantest amount of makeup, nor had I seen her hair in anything besides a messy ponytail. Her skin was the color of golden honey and, knowing Hazel, her rich complexion likely hadn’t come from the sun. Her body was lean and lithe, but she kept it hidden beneath baggy sweatpants and an oversized white lab coat. One time I had caught her out on a run, I had to scrape my jaw off the ground. She had a tight, firm bubble butt that would make a world class gymnast envious and tits that I would bet were a solid C-cup if I had a gun held to my head. By any measure, she was stunning and must have had the academic types frothing at the mouth.

And even more important than her legendary beauty, Hazel was to history and antiquities as a world class hacker was to computers. Her casual knowledge of history, anthropology, and antiquities made stuffed shirts three decades her senior green with envy.

I had known Hazel since her first year of undergraduate work when my father had talked her into getting her degrees from Miami. Over the ensuing eight years, we had developed a close but non-sexual relationship. I had struggled to maintain a level of professional decorum, but something about Hazel’s purity and inexperience gave me cold feet as far as making a move romantically. Even though I had flirted heavily with Brooke, I wasn’t one of those old creepy guys who went around hitting on younger women. Brooke easily spurned my advances, which made playing with her fun. I feared Hazel would either retreat from such overt sexual behavior or worse, take me up on my offer and potentially ruin our professional relationship. Besides, I cared about her, and I didn’t want to hurt her. I wasn’t exactly great at making long-term commitments.

I had a tendency to practice casual sex as a religion and ran the other way whenever things took a turn to the serious side. If Hazel grew attached, my instinct to flee would overpower everything else and leave the girl in shambles.

I stepped into the office, with Brooke following in my footsteps. “As usual, you can’t tell anyone about this,” I said as I turned to face the beautiful researcher.

“Duh,” she said. “You found the Lady Dancer, didn’t you?” She raised a questioning eyebrow.

“We did,” Brooke said, answering for me. “It was in the tenth spot you and Butch figured out.”

Hazel grinned and clapped her hands together. “I knew it.” She eyed the bag. “Come on, Trap. Don’t play hard to get. Let me see.” She stepped in tight and started to pull the backpack off my shoulder, stealing a glance up at me as she did so.

Her blue eyes melted before me, and a rosy hue blossomed on her cheeks. Hazel wore no perfume but had a natural sweet scent I had long since memorized that stirred my cock whenever she drew near. “Easy there, Katzy. I’ll show you.”

Hazel licked her lips, and her cheeks flushed a deeper shade of crimson. “I… uh… sorry.” She stepped back and glued her eyes on me as she tucked an errant lock of her brown hair behind her ear.

Brooke stepped up beside me and yanked the backpack off my shoulder and handed it over to Hazel. “Don’t let him get away with bossing you around,” she said. “He needs you more than you need him.”

Hazel smiled sweetly. “Are you kidding? Trap brings the best stuff into the lab. He’s single handedly advanced the research on Central American iniquities by tenfold.”

I grinned at Brooke and winked. “See there? That’s a woman who understands who butters her bread.”

“You’re a pig,” Brooke said and turned her back on me, but I saw the slight grin tug at her lips. She loved every second of our bantering.

Hazel ignored us and opened the bag to reveal the figurine of the goddess. “Wow. It’s really Xochiquetzal. Where did you find her?”

“In the bursar’s office in an old safe,” I said.

Hazel hefted the figurine in her hands while her eyes scoured every curve. “That’s pure gold. It’s definitely real.”

“Which means the rest of the treasure is real,” I said.

Hazel turned to me and frowned. “It’s likely, but I’ll have to examine her closer to see if she reveals any more clues.”

“We also found this,” Brooke said, and pulled out the stone tablet.

Hazel’s eyes widened, and she gasped, nearly dropping the figurine. “Where did you get that?”

Brooke held it out. “It was in the leather bag with the statue. What is it?”

Hazel carefully placed the figurine on her desk and took the stone slab in both hands before resting it flat on her desk. She scanned the surface, careful not to touch any of the markings. “It’s Aztec,” she said. “There’s no doubt about that.”

“But what is it?” I asked.

“It contains text and several pictographs,” Hazel said. “Until I clean it up, I can’t tell you anymore.” She turned her gaze on me. “Can you leave these with me?”

“For how long?” I asked.

“I’m not sure,” she said. “I’ll work through the night if I have to.”

“Okay, but don’t let the stuffed shirts get wind of this or they’ll steal it,” I said.

“I know,” she said, without taking her eyes off the tablet.

Brooke eyed me and hooked her thumb toward the door.

“We’ll leave you to it,” I said, and placed the backpack on a nearby chair. “The bag we found them in is inside.”

She nodded absently. “I’ll call you tomorrow.”

We turned to leave, and Hazel’s voice caught me off guard.

“Trap?” she said from behind me.

I turned to face her, and she smiled sweetly. “Butch would be proud of you.”

I returned her smile, leaned in, and kissed her gently on the cheek. “Thanks, Katzy. He would be proud of you too.”
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I pulled out of the university parking lot and my old engine rumbled as I gave her gas.

“She’s into you,” Brooke said from beside me. “You know that, right?”

I glanced over at her before turning my gaze back on the road. “I’m aware.”

“Yet you don’t flirt with her? Why?” she asked.

“She’s younger than you,” I said.

Brooke laughed. “We’re the same age and you’re an old man.”

I shook my head. “I don’t mean by age,” I said. “You’re… I don’t know… different.”

She laughed again. “You mean I’m not available, which makes flirting with me low risk. You know that I’ll turn you down while she won’t and that scares the shit out of you.”

“Thank you, Dr. Freud,” I said. “You must really think I’m shallow.”

“You’re not shallow,” Brooke said. “Just predictable.”

“I don’t want to hurt her,” I said. “Does that make me a bad person?”

“No. Just a misogynist,” she said. “Hazel’s a grown woman. Give her some credit. Maybe she just wants to jump your bones?”

“Then that’s something you and Hazel have that in common,” I said.

“In your dreams,” she said.

I chuckled and glanced over at her. “Let’s say I take your sexless self to a bar, and we can drink the rest of the day away. I’ll tell you my sob stories and you’ll tell me how big of a pig I am.”

Brooke studied my face for two heartbeats before she shook her head. “I can’t do it. I need to go home and shower, then I have plans with Logan.”

“What plans?” I asked, my curiosity piqued.

“The kind that aren’t any of your fucking business,” she said, folding her arms under her bouncy boobs.

“Are they better plans than having an icy cold brew with me at the Parrot?” I asked. “We can watch the sunset off the patio and talk about our next move. Come on, B. It’s my treat. Don’t make me drink alone.”

“I can’t,” Brooke said. “I have plans with my fiancé.”

“One drink,” I said, practically begging her. The truth was, I didn’t want to face another night alone and Brooke was the closest thing I had to a best friend. “I won’t even hit on you. Well, not that much anyway.”

Brooke laughed, picked up my hand, and squeezed it warmly. “Truthfully, I’m tempted. But China patterns don’t pick out themselves.”

My jaw dropped. “You’re ditching me for China patterns? Please say it ain’t so.”

“Logan’s mother is meeting us,” she said. “We’re going out to dinner after. If I go with you, I won’t make it home.”

“That’s because we’ll have so much fun, you’ll forget all about stupid dinner plates you’ll never even use.”

“Trap, I can’t. Next time, I promise I’ll go. Okay?” She squeezed my hand a second time, as if sensing my inner desperation.

I didn’t like that she read me so easily. On the other that hand, that familiarity drew me to her like no one else on the planet. A pang of emptiness clutched at my stomach, and I turned my gaze back on the road. “Fine. It’s your loss. But don’t get upset if I find a sweet little sugar to take home for the night.”

“I assumed you would,” she said. “Just make sure your vaccinations are up to date.”

“Ouch,” I said. “That’s another kidney shot. You’re really on a roll today.”

“Come on,” she said, leveling me with her gaze. “You must bring home a new woman every night.”

I stared ahead, my expression stoic. Now I was getting angry. “Where should I drop you?”

“Are you mad?” she asked.

I turned to her while anger pricked at the back of my mind. “You think you know me. Well, you don’t.”

Brooke’s face dropped. “You don’t have sex with random women on a weekly basis?”

“I’ll put that in the none of your fucking business category,” I said. “You’re pretty good at that number. Remember?”

“Geesh, I’m sorry,” she said. “I assumed… well, I assumed wrong.”

We drove in silence for a few minutes longer until I broke the ice. I turned to Brooke and smiled. “Hey. We had a big day. Let’s not end it on a sour note.”

She turned to me and smiled, letting down her guard. “Maybe one drink won’t kill me,” she said.

“Nah. I don’t want to ruin your evening,” I said, and gave her my friendliest smile even though I didn’t want her to leave. “You parked at the marina?”

She stared at me, her eyes awash with guilt. “Trap, no matter what I say in jest, I know you’re a good man.”

I squeezed her hand. “Thanks, B. Rest up. We have a treasure to hunt.”








  
  
  Chapter 5

  
  




High on the Salty Parrot’s exterior facade a neon parrot, only half-lit, hung from the lip of a Tahitian style awning. Neon letters written in cursive spelled out the words The Salty Parrot beneath the half-lit bird. The few windows dotting the exterior were dingy from months of neglect and mostly covered by the stickers of various beer producers, some of them long extinct.

The Salty Parrot wasn’t much to look at. But I liked the dive bar for two important reasons. The first was that the place didn’t attract the tourist crowd, which suited me just fine. The second reason was that I could stumble down a short pier and onto my boat with only a slight chance of drowning to death and zero chance of killing anyone else.

I pushed open the door, and it creaked on rusty hinges. With a brief glance left and right, I sauntered through while my eyes adjusted to the dim lighting. The crowd was thin even by the Parrot’s standards but would likely attract the more regular crowd as the fading afternoon turned into night.

I found my regular bar stool on the far end of the bar near the jukebox. The location provided me with a full view of anyone coming or going, and there was always a honey or two that needed a hand picking out a few tunes. Before my butt even touched my seat, an ice-cold bottle of Sol beer, gleaming with condensation, appeared before me, attached to the hand of a drop-dead gorgeous bartender.

“Isn’t it a little early for you to start drinking?” Maria asked, her voice tinged with a slight Cuban accent.

“I got up early this morning,” I said. “And sense when do you get to judge me?”

Maria smiled at me, her plump pink lips glistening with a dense sheen of shiny gloss. The twenty-two-year-old Cuban-born bartender stood all of five-feet-two-inches tall with lush dark hair that spilled over her shoulders in silky waves. She had hazel eyes, a pert nose, and guys hit on her every five minutes, present company included. The knock-out-hot Latina had a penchant for tight tank tops and painted on jeans. Today was no exception. Her tight cleavage burst from a top that looked a size too small, even for her petite frame. Her jeans, rough and faded, had holes littering her thighs and her tight, firm ass practically popped the seams. 

The corners of her lips ticked up in a slight smile. “Not judging. Just checking.” She leaned forward, resting her elbows on the bar, and flashed me a front-row view of her tight cleavage. “Is it true you’re hunting for Butch’s treasure?” she whispered.

My stomach dipped as I drank in her sumptuous curves. It was her words that threw me off. I would donate a kidney for ten minutes alone with the lovely Miss Anderson. Alas, she had spurned my advances. My pickup game had taken a serious beating since my father’s death. It was as if my heart wasn’t in it like it used to be. “What makes you think that?”

Maria rolled her eyes. “Do you think no one saw you and your big titty sidekick leave before sunrise?”

I grinned at her apt description of Brooke. “I didn’t know anyone was paying attention. Just because Brooke and I left before dawn doesn’t mean we’re hunting for Butch’s treasure. Maybe we went on a fishing trip?” I sipped on my beer and my gaze wandered straight down her top.

If my leering bothered Maria, she didn’t let on. Rather, she squished her boobs together, causing her lightly bronzed flesh to practically burst from her tight black top. Deep down in the murky shadows of her audacious cleavage, I spotted a black clasp and the edges of her black lace cups.

“Fine. Don’t tell me,” Maria said as she stood upright and shrugged. “You make a terrible liar, and Ms. Carson over there will see right through you.”

“Bella’s here?” My body stiffened, and I locked my gaze on Maria while she giggled happily.

“You should see yourself,” she said, still laughing. “Your face looks like you just swallowed a mouthful of piss.”

My shocked expression turned into a stony glare. “How long has she been here?”

She shot me a flirtatious grin. “About an hour. She’s been waiting for you.”

“Can you pretend to be my girlfriend?” I asked. “Maybe I can use a French kiss between us to distract her.”

Maria rolled her eyes. “You need to work on your game, Trap. Besides, you’re too old for me.”

I sighed. “If I had a nickel for every time I heard that….”

She cocked her head and stared me up and down. “Then again, you are very handsome.” Once again, she leaned forward on her elbows and flashed me dangerous levels of pure cleavage while showcasing her pearly white, perfectly straight teeth. “I’ll tell you what, if you’ve paid any attention to my actual words over the last few months, then you’ll know exactly how to win me over. I’ve told you… more than once.”

“What? You have?”

“I thought you would have picked up on the clues. After all, you are a treasure hunter.” She leaned so far forward, I could smell a faint scent of jasmine floating from her hair and the sweet, fruity gloss covering her lips. Those lips looked so soft and moist, I nearly jumped out of my skin. “Do you want to claim this treasure, Trap Ashford?”

I licked the dryness from my lips. My heart pounded and my knees went slack with lust. “You know I do.”

She stood and stepped back from the bar. “The clues are all there, pappi. Follow the breadcrumbs and meet me in paradise.”

I gawked at her while I scoured my brain, replaying every conversation we had ever had. But my memories were hazy with booze-fueled amnesia. I was normally halfway, or even all the way, drunk whenever we got into deep conversations. I had memorized every line of her face and every curve of her incredible body, but our conversations were a blur. “Give me a hint?”

“I already have,” she said. “Now you should run along and talk to the lady treasure hunter. She’s staring over here right now.” Maria blew me a kiss and turned her back, purposely shaking her ass that was tight enough to ruin lives.

I sighed and stared after her. “Fuck my life,” I whispered out loud before I turned and gazed across the bar.
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Beyond the pool table and past the dartboard, a gorgeous brunette smiled and waved at me from one of the three booths lining the back wall.

I picked up my beer and made my way across the bar before sliding into the booth across from Isabella Carson. “Evening, Bella,” I said. “To what do I owe the honor?”

The corner of her lip turned up in a half smile and her blue eyes leveled me. “A girls got to drink somewhere.” Her smile faded, and her eyes warmed. “I’m sorry about Butch. Cancer is a bitch.”

Before he took on Brooke, Isabella Carson was Butch’s treasure hunting partner. At thirty-two she was three years my junior but looked like she hadn’t aged a day since she left my father to strike out on her own three years ago. We had fooled around exactly one time on a drunken night during her going away party Butch had thrown for her right here at the Parrot. Without a word, she had slipped from my bed shortly after sunrise the next morning. Since then, she pretended the night never happened and spent most of her time avoiding me.

Six months ago, Bella had paid her respects at Butch’s funeral, which was the last time I saw her. The tears she shed that day surprised me, but I don’t why it would. She and Butch had a close working relationship right until she struck out on her own. Maybe it was how we left things that left a sour taste in my mouth.

Bella wore her dark hair in a high and shiny ponytail and her smooth porcelain skin looked flawless even under the grim lights inside the Parrot. She wore bright red lipstick on her pleasingly full lips, and she radiated high-class beauty in an untouchable kind of way. She was a princess and acted like one. Or at least she had back in the days when she ran around with Butch and I.

Miss prim and proper wore gold earrings and a gold necklace with a sapphire pendant dangling between her big breasts. Unlike most of the women I associated with, Bella chose not to highlight her considerable assets. She wore a loose-fitting white silk blouse and a pair of black shorts that revealed her toned, athletic legs. Or at least they had when I checked them out on my way across the bar.

“Thanks,” I said solemnly. I raised my bottle of Sol. “To Butch’s memory.”

“To Butch,” she said, and clinked her beer bottle against mine.

We each took a deep swallow, and I relaxed, sinking back into the booth while I studied Bella’s beautiful face. “You’re not here to relive old times,” I said, making it a statement rather than asking a question.

Her cheeks flushed red, and she averted her gaze. “I suppose that is the elephant in the room.” She let out a long sigh and looked me square in the eye. “I’m sorry I ran out like I did.”

I turned my beer around in circles while I searched for the right words. “Bella, the running out never bothered me. It was the three years of silence that followed.” I met her gaze and my eyes never balked. “I thought we were friends.”

“We were friends,” she said. “We are friends. I freaked out, okay? I never meant for that to happen and….” She shrugged and sighed.

“And you wish it never had,” I said, finishing her sentence for her.

“I didn’t say that,” she said. “I wanted you.” She let out a short, humorless laugh. “God, I wanted you for so long.”

“Then what happened?” I asked.

“I never told you,” she said. “At the time, I was in a pretty serious relationship. When I woke up next to you, I felt horrible about the cheating.”

My thoughts turned to Brooke, and a pang of guilt washed over me. I was pressuring her to do the same. “Sorry. I didn’t know. That explains a lot.”

Her shoulders relaxed, and she let out a held breath. “I came clean with Luke… that’s his name. He tried to forgive me, but it was too much to overcome. We didn’t make it.”

“Sorry,” I said. “If I had known….” If I had known, I still would have pursued her. In fact, that she was in a serious relationship made the whole thing even hotter in my sick, twisted mind. “If I had known, I probably would have come for you sooner. I’m broken that way.”

“But you’re not a liar or a cheater,” she said. “Which is more than I can claim.”

“I don’t see a ring,” I said. “Still single?”

She looked down at her left hand and smiled at me. “No ring and no prospects.”

“Is it wrong for me to be glad I’m not the only one alone?” I asked.

She laughed with genuine humor. “No. I’m glad you’re alone too.”

I extended her my hand. “Can we be friends again?”

She took my hand and shook it. Her skin was soft and warm. It was the first time since that night I had physically touched her. “Friends.”

“Now that we’ve buried the hatchet, why don’t you tell me why you really came.” I sat back and studied her reaction.

Her cheeks turned red, and she averted her gaze before stealing a quick glance at me. “You can still read me like an open book.”

I shrugged. “What’s up?”

“Is it true what everyone’s saying? About the treasure I mean.”

At least now I knew where Maria got her information. “No offense, Bella, but you’re the competition. You know the score.”

“Right,” she said. “I know, but… I’ve been busy. I’ve chased down my own leads and I thought we might… you know… share information.”

I raised an eyebrow. “I show you mine and you show me yours? We did that three years ago.”

She grinned and shook her head. “At least Trap Ashford never changes.”

“Why now, all of a sudden? Butch has been chasing shadows for years, but today of all days you come and see me?”

“I know that you and your dad spent the last year of his life searching for the Lady Dancer. I think you found it.”

My stomach dipped, and I did my best to maintain a poker face. “Sorry to disappoint you, but I didn’t find her,” I lied.

She studied my face with her big, blue, beautiful blue eyes, then nodded. “If you say so. But just so you know, there are four pieces to that treasure map, and I know where to find one of them.”

Now she had my full attention. I sat up and leaned forward. “Who said anything about a treasure map? And if you know where to find this so-called map, why haven’t you scooped it up?”

Bella grinned. “Wouldn’t you like to know?” She picked up her purse and dug inside before coming away with a business card. “When you change your mind, call me.” She slid the card across the table and stood to leave.

I picked up the card and eyed her. “I sure wish I could trust you.”

“The treasures big enough for us to share,” she said. “Don’t get greedy, Tim.”

She hadn’t called me Tim in years. Hell, nobody called me Tim except Bella. My stomach swam, and I wanted to pull her back onto my lap and hug her tight. But I resisted like I always did. “My dad died penniless despite being one of the greatest treasure hunters of all time. I’m not greedy. I’m wary. Before we do any business together, I would need a written contract.”

She nodded at me appraisingly. “It looks like the apple fell a little farther from the tree then I thought.” Bella turned to go and glanced at me one last time. “I meant what I said about us. I want to be friends again if that’s even possible.”

I turned her card over between my fingers and held her gaze. “Anything is possible.” But I wasn’t holding my breath. I only believed part of what she said, and I sure as hell wasn’t stupid enough to turn over the information I had on the wreck just because she batted her eyes at me.

“Bye, Trap,” she said. “Don’t wait too long to call me.” Then she turned and left me alone to drink.
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Bang. Bang. Bang.

My head pounded with the aftermath of last night’s bender, and I rolled over on my bed praying the sound I heard came from inside my head.

Bang. Bang. Bang.

I groaned and wrapped a pillow around my ear. It was definitely not coming from inside my head. Was that a knocking sound? I struggled up onto my elbows and peered at my phone. It was 8:30 am, and I had missed several calls and texts.

Bang. Bang.

This time, a muffled voice followed the sharp knocks. Someone was adamant about seeing me.

“Hold on,” I yelled at the door, causing my head to throb. Was it Bella coming to make another play? Or Brooke? She was an early riser. Or better yet, maybe it was Hazel. I slung my legs over the bed and staggered across the boat, while I fought away the pounding in my head.

I reached for the door handle and pulled it open. “Lindsay?”

“Good morning to you too, baby,” Lindsay Monroe said, smiling at me brightly while radiant sunlight burst through the door behind her. 

Lindsay Monroe was my dad’s ex-wife, which, at one point in my life, made her my stepmother but only on a technicality. At thirty-eight, she was only three years older than me, which hardly qualified as mother material. But that didn’t stop her from milking that joke dry. That said, the blonde bombshell didn’t look a day over thirty, and my old carnal cravings instantly came roaring back.

I stood before her wearing nothing but my boxers, and my morning wood jutted out prominently. Meanwhile, my cock, an apex predator if there was one, visibly twitched with unhinged desire.

Lindsay’s gaze flickered down to my swollen cock and back up again before her big green eyes met mine. “Can I come in?”

“Yeah. Sorry.” I held the door open and watched the certified MILF stroll into my cabin. She stopped inside and took in my very abbreviated decor.

“This place needs a woman’s touch,” she said before she turned back around to face me.

She wore her golden blonde hair piled high atop her head, and her lips glistened with the slick sheen of pink lipstick. Her golden complexion was as smooth and flawless as I remembered, and my cock stiffened just looking at her.

Lindsay wore a plain white V-necked t-shirt that showcased her billowing cleavage. Even the edges of her white lace bra were clearly visible. She wore a pair of matching white shorts that hugged a thick heart-shaped ass that I would have plowed even in the deepest blizzard. I didn’t know if was irony that her last name was Monroe or that she had shaped her persona around the legendary beauty, Marilyn Monroe, but she bore a striking resemblance to the late great sex symbol.

I had spent the last twenty-four hours taunted by one extraordinary beauty after the other. All of them were off limits or wanted nothing to do with me. It seemed this morning the hits just kept coming. Not only was I hungover, but I had the queen of cock tease, my dad’s ex-wife, strutting around my boat, rubbing it in my face.

She and Butch lasted for one short year, but their friendship continued long after. They had started a tattoo parlor together, which Lindsay got in the divorce. But she was no tattoo artist. It was my dad with the mad skills. People had come from far and wide to get a Butch Ashford original. But after their divorce ten years ago, he never did another tattoo. He said it reminded him too much of Lindsay.

In the end, Lindsay’s seven-year-old daughter Samantha demanded too much attention and Butch couldn’t keep up. Butch did great with older kids, but the younger ones, he didn’t know how to handle.

I was twenty-two when they married, which made Lindsay a very much in her prime, twenty-five-year-old hottie who I had spent countless sleepless night masturbating over. The woman who stood before me had aged very little from the hot young mommy I remembered.

“You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” she said, stealing another glance at my cock.

“I have seen a ghost,” I said before I shut the door behind her. “I can’t believe you’re here.” Like Bella, I hadn’t seen Lindsay in the six months since my dad’s funeral.

“Can’t a mother come check on her baby boy?” she asked, grinning at me sarcastically.

I swallowed away the lump forming in my throat and steadied my ragged breathing. She wound me up like no other, and my cock throbbed with naked desire. “Jesus, Lindsay. We’re only three years apart. Is everything okay?”

“I woke up las night worried about you. I called you and texted you a million times and you didn’t answer.” She let out a huff and stared at me, her face a mask of concern. “Then I heard you went out chasing that stupid treasure.” She frowned and shook her head. “Don’t waste your life the way your dad did.”

“You’re here to nag me?” I asked.

She folded her arms over her chest and eyed me for a long time before she spoke again. “Trap, do you want to fuck me?”

“What?” My cock twitched so hard I thought I might stain my briefs. I wanted her on a level that didn’t even calculate. She was an impossible dream. No, she was a fucking legend in my deepest, darkest fantasies. “No,” I said, lying to her face before I licked the dryness from my lips.

Lindsay strolled past me and perched on the edge of my bed. She smiled at me warmly. “That’s too bad. What got me started was the most amazing dream.” Her eyes glazed over, and she smiled, as if lost in space. “I thought you might have an itch that needs scratching. Al those stolen glance at me.” She turned her gaze on me and smiled. “I loved it when you looked at me like that.”

My cheeks burned, and my heart beat so fast I thought it would collapse. “Looked at you how?” 

She raised an eyebrow and trained her smoldering green eyes on my cock. “Like if you didn’t have sex with me, you might explode. Believe me sugar, I wanted you right back.” Her sugary sweet southern drawl drew me like a homemade honey cake.

“Butch,” I said, and she nodded.

Lindsay’s expression turned wistful. “It would have killed him if he ever found out I had the hots for his pride and joy.”

“I never knew,” I said.

“Now you do. So, what are you going to do about it?” Her eyes locked on my raging cock.

My legs were pure butter, and I trundled toward her, steadying myself on the bulkhead. The sleep in my eyes vanished, along with my hangover. Adrenaline is an amazing drug. “Am I dreaming?”

She laughed, and the sweet, lilting sound lit up my libido like a fireworks display. “Maybe. Should I wake you up?”

“Better not,” I said. “I always wake up before the good part.” I stopped before her and Lindsay inched forward on my bed, leveling her gaze on my cock.

“Is the good part when you come deep inside me?” she asked while she tugged away at my boxers.

“That would be the good part.” My throat constricted and my legs trembled. Was this really happening? I had been asleep less than five minutes ago.

She lowered my boxer briefs, and my massive, rock-hard cock sprang into view. “Wow.” She licked her lips and eyed my cock wantonly. “You’re packing some serious heat.”

I gazed down the front of her shirt and eyed her deep cleavage. “It’s been a while.”

She circled her warm fingers around my shaft and gazed up at me, raising an eyebrow. “How long, sugar?”

I shuddered in ecstasy, and goosebumps flashed across my stomach and legs. “Way, way too long.”

She leaned forward and kissed the tip of my cock before swirling her tongue over my slit and lapping up an oozing bubble of pre-cum. “In that case, why don’t you finish in my mouth the first time. I want to enjoy the ride.”

I stepped free of my boxers and gazed down at the sight playing out below, wondering how such a miracle had literally fallen in my lap. But I wasn’t about to stop and ask questions. Instead, I rested my hands on Lindsay’s shoulders and shuddered with unbridled ecstasy.

She slipped my cock between her lips and suctioned my tip while she worked the flat of her warm, slippery tongue over my glans, driving me crazy.

Her lips, mouth and tongue were everywhere all at once. The nerve endings in my cock rippled with undulating waves of mind-blowing sensation, and my toes curled involuntarily. I groaned and sucked in a sharp breath, savoring the warm ribbons of pure pleasure spreading up and down my shaft.

Lindsay guided my tip over the back of her tongue and wrapped her lips tight around my throbbing shaft, bobbing up and down as she stroked the base of my cock with her supple fingers. Her tits jiggled and swayed inside her tight top, and she let out breathless moans before she came up for air. “Your cock tastes like a sugar stick,” she said in her syrupy sweet southern drawl. With her tongue swirling over my tip, she gazed up at me, locking me up with those mesmerizing green eyes.

“Maybe you should take it with your morning coffee?” I suggested, causing Lindsay to giggle before she returned to worshipping my cock.

With a vigor that bordered on wild enthusiasm, she practically inhaled my cock, slurping and sliding her way up and down. My tip entered the back of her throat and she gagged while the slippery warm tightness circled my tip like a collar.

I moaned louder, bucking my hips, face fucking the Marilyn lookalike while my head flashed red with warning signs. Her succulent pink lips ravaged my cock, trailing strings of saliva that glistened like a half-sucked lollipop. My toes tingled, and I slid my fingers through her hair, forcing her mouth deeper on my cock.

Lindsay continued sucking and licking, as if lost in a world all her own. The sloshing and slurping sounds gave way to soft gags while saliva brimmed her parted lips. She took my cock deep, gripping my ass in her hands and digging in with her fingertips, giving it all she had.

The sensation overwhelmed me. My cock twitched and my orgasm hit me like a pickup truck. “I’m coming,” I groaned and thrust my hips forward, holding my cock in her mouth while hot rivulets of sticky cum rushed from my cock and blasted the back of Lindsay’s throat.

Lindsay didn’t miss a beat, sucking and slurping, taking in every drop as my cock spasmed and spurted, filling her mouth with a full tank of my slippery seed.

I moaned as my climax swept over me and I came down the other side, letting out deep, heaving breaths. My cock ticked in her mouth with the aftershocks.

Lindsay worked her tongue over my shaft, sliding up and down before she came off with a loud cheery popping sound, leaving my cock whistle clean. She gazed up at me, her eyes wide with innocence, and held open her mouth before me proudly showing off her work.

My cum pooled atop her tongue, pearly white, and seemed to float inside her pretty mouth. She smiled at me sweetly, pulled her tongue back in her mouth and swallowed my load whole, her eyes never leaving mine. “Your cum is as sweet as your cock. Well, it’s sweet and salty.”

I sucked in quick breaths, while relief flooded through my body. I released months of built-up sexual frustration inside my dad’s ex-wife, which was a story I might have to take to my grave. “Thanks, Lindsay. I needed that.”

“I could tell.” She pushed herself off the bed and stood. “Your cock was twitching in my mouth like a Mexican jumping bean.” She giggled again. “You’re really into me, aren’t you?” She raised an appraising eyebrow while, in one quick motion, she pulled her t-shirt over her head.

The move caught me off-guard, and I took a step back and watched her bra-clad tits jiggle and shake. “According to you, that’s no secret.”

“True,” she said. “But you don’t know how many times I peeped at you while you were showering. Does that make me a terrible mom?” She laughed sweetly and reached behind her back before unclasping her bra.

My brain appraised the rapidly developing situation unfolding before me and notified my cock to man the cannons. Despite having just blown a massive load in Lindsay’s mouth, blood rushed to my cock, and it quickly swelled, stiffening to full mast. “You’re the best mom a guy could ever ask for,” I said, licking my lips and watching her bra cups slide away from her incredible mounds. I also noticed something I hadn’t seen before. It was a tattoo that started on Lindsay’s side and disappeared inside her shorts.

The tattoo flowed down her side, made up of a field of orchids, roses, lilies, and tulips with shifting greenery intermingled. It was a stunning piece, and I was sure I would’ve remembered it.

“Where did you get that?” I asked, pointing to the tattoo.

Lindsay pinned her bra to her tits and gazed down at her side. “Your dad started it,” she said. “Jessie finished it.”

“It’s beautiful,” I said. “Is it the same Jessie who Butch taught?”

“That’s her,” Lindsay said. “She’s booked out solid for an entire year, but ownership has its perks.”

I turned my gaze from the tattoo to her tits and reached for her bra. “I’ve waited fourteen years to see these beauties.”

“I hope you’re not disappointed,” she said as I pulled the bra away and she studied the reaction on my face.

She had no reason to worry. Her big natural D-cups jiggled and bounced the way only real boobs can. They were high and firm and had the look of a woman who had fully grown into her body and knew how to take care of them. Her flat pink areolas were roughly the size of a half-dollar, and her nipples were stiff and swollen and thickening by the second.

“Good, God,” I said before my jaw dropped. I squeezed her tits together, tweaking her nipples between my fingers while I kneaded them gently in my hands. “They’re beautiful.”

She bit her lower lip and flashed me a nervous smile. “You have a nice touch.” Lindsay unbuttoned her shorts and wriggled them over her hips. “I’ll show you the rest of my tattoo.”

I released her majestic tits, gleefully watching them bounce until they found their equilibrium, then stepped back, savoring the view of Lindsay stripping down.

She pushed her tight white shorts over her hips until they dropped and pooled around her ankles. She stepped out of her shorts and stood before me wearing a white silk G-string. The thin strips of material connecting the front and back settled high on her hips, revealing the entirety of her stunning floral tattoo.

The tattoo that started on the side of her body extended over her hip and widened, covering most of her right ass cheek before tapering and ending near the top of her leg. The thickest part of the design was a swirl of vivid color featuring an exotic iris, a pink rose in full bloom, and a deep purple star gazer.

“Wow,” I said. “That’s incredible.”

“Butch did the part here on my ass,” Lindsay said, turning her cheek to show me her full, heart-shaped ass. She had thick, powerful legs without an ounce of fat that gave way to round hips and a thin waist that completed a perfect hourglass.

My cock twitched, jumping from side-to-side, rock hard and eager for action. Her body was incredible — every curve rounded to perfection. Her stomach was flat and toned, her pussy mound perfectly shaped. “Mother of God,” I whispered under my breath.

Lindsay dropped her gaze to my cock and licked her lips. “Looks like someone has reloaded the pistol.”

“You’re like sexual crack,” I said as I let my gaze roam over her naked body. “And I need another hit.”

She giggled and slipped her fingers inside the waistband of her panties. “Good. Because I’m so horny right now. I had a vivid dream of riding your cock, and I woke up right before I came. I was soaking wet, and I needed you… bad.” She lowered her panties, revealing her cleanly shaven pussy, her pink lips bulging from her tight slit. Her pussy glistened with her juices, and she curled her hands over tits, mashing them together as she tweaked her nipples between her thumb and forefinger.

I stepped forward, wrapped my arms around her thin waist, and cupped her ass, gently squeezing her cheeks while I lowered my mouth to meet hers. Our tongues flashed together, and Lindsay’s hands were all over me.

She squeezed my ass and roamed her way up my back before sliding her fingers through my hair and moaning softly into my mouth. Her tongue probed deep inside my mouth, swishing and licking, sucking, and kissing. She was insatiable, uncorking a decade of pent-up lust.

My cock twitched, sliding across her stomach, while her hard nipples raked my chest. She tasted sweet and minty, and I explored her mouth, swirling my tongue over hers while I filled my hands with her soft, thick ass flesh.

She broke off our kiss and gazed up at me, her eyes hungry. “I want you, Trap. Right now.” She pushed me back onto the bed and shoved me down.

I collapsed onto my unmade bed before my head hit my pillows. My cock towered above my body, swaying from side to side as Lindsay crawled onto the bed after me.

“I’m on the pill,” she said. “You can come on me wherever you want, inside or out. I’m sort of a cum slut.” She straddled me and leaned forward, grabbing hold of my fat cock while she came down for one last tongue-fueled kiss.

Her lips were tender and sweet, her tongue urgent and probing. She found my cock with her warm hand and squeezed my cock before dragging my tip into the warm, wet softness of her angelic pussy. I cupped Lindsay’s tits in my hands, kneading them in my palms, savoring the feeling of her flesh bulging through my spread-open fingers.

Her nipples hardened against my palm, and she broke our kiss before easing back and sliding my cock inside her. Lindsay let out a shuddering moan, and goosebumps flashed across her tits and chest. Her nipples turned rock hard, and she leaned forward, digging her fingers into my heavily muscled chest and closed her eyes as if savoring every sensation.

My head flashed with waves of pure bliss and my cock throbbed inside her milky warm cocoon. Her pussy writhed around my cock, squeezing and flexing, curling my toes and leaving my legs weak and rubbery. I turned my gaze up on the golden-haired goddess and watched as she moved her hips, working my thick man muscle deep inside a pussy I had only dreamed about.

“Baby, you’re huge,” she said, struggling for breath. “We’re going to do this a lot more often.” She ground her hips, fucking me slow and deep, twerking her hips as she dragged her pussy up and down my stiff cock. Lindsay nestled her knees up against the sides of my body and curled her toes under my ass.

I slid my hands along her upper thigh and lifted myself high enough off the bed to suck on one of her hard nipples between my lips. I worked my hips, slowly fucking Lindsay while I sucked on her nipple, swirling my tongue over tender flesh.

Lindsay wrapped her arms around my head, drawing me into her ample bosom while she ran her fingers through my shaggy dark hair. She undulated her hips, fucking me faster while the bedsprings squeaked beneath us in sharp protest.

I dropped back on the bed and squeezed her tits while I thrust upward, driving deep inside her, harder and faster. I sank into her pussy again and again, savoring the soft clap of our bodies as my box springs sang its sweet song.

Lindsay dropped her head back over her shoulders and moaned while ribbons of her golden locks cascaded over her neck and forehead. She pulled loose the clip securing her hair and let it float freely over her shoulders while her soft moans turned into sharp grunts interrupted by my hammering thrusts.

I released her tits and turned my gaze on her pussy, where I watched my cock slide in and out of a fantasy girl I had considered forever out of reach. Her tattoo moved with her body, and her hips jiggled while she bounced off my thighs like a pogo stick at full tilt.

Lindsay’s tits swayed, gently slapping together, moving in tight circles high on her chest. She parted her lips and gazed down at me, her eyes filled with unchecked lust. She leaned forward and pressed her hands flat against my chest. “I’m almost there,” she said breathlessly. “Don’t stop, Trap.” She arched her back and fucked me faster, thrusting her tits inches from my face where they blurred with our relentless fucking and the entire boat seemed to toss from side to side.

Her pussy spasmed around my cock, flexing and squeezing while the heat and friction from our sex built to the boiling point. My head swam in the hazy murk of orgasm number two, coming at me like a punch-drunk boxer.

Lindsay let out a shuddering groan and dug her fingertips hard into my chest. She gasped and her body tremored, sending her tits into a jiggling fit that left me spellbound. “Oh, Trap.” She arched her back and tossed her head over her shoulders while her blonde hair flew about wildly. “Fuck. Baby, I’m coming.” She gasped, inhaling sharp breaths as she rocked on my cock and moaned.

Her pussy clamped down on my manhood, leaving me reeling in a fit of spasms. “Me too,” I growled and grabbed hold of her hips, locking them down while I thrust upward, grunting before I unloaded a seismic blast deep inside my father’s ex-wife. I spurted thick ropes of sticky cum, and my head flashed, dizzy with spent lust. I unleashed a primal moan, spurting molten waves of fiery hot jizz. Again and again, I came, gushing inside her while I kneaded her thick ass cheeks in my palms, driving my cock in to the hilt.

Lindsay fell forward, collapsing on top of me while she sucked in short cleansing breaths. Her tits bulged out from either side of my chest, and her pussy spasmed while she milked my twitching cock.

As my climax faded, I wrapped my arms around the smoking hot MILF and squeezed her ass, grinding the last dribbles of cum inside her. “That’s a hell of a way to start the day,” I said.

Lindsay giggled and propped herself up, placing her elbows on my chest. “Maybe we can start a lot more days like that?”

I pulled her into a short, passionate kiss and let out a contented sigh. “You’ve got yourself a deal, Lindsay Monroe.”

Lindsay gazed into my eyes and absently traced a pattern on my chest with her finger. “Trap, are you really hunting Butch’s treasure?” She asked me with an accent so sweet it could cause diabetes.

I thought I could trust Lindsay. She had never done me a day wrong in my life, but there was no need to volunteer information she didn’t need. “What if I am?”

She searched my face, kissed me softly, and pushed a stray lock of hair out of my eyes. “Promise me you won’t let it destroy you the way it did to Butch?” She waited expectantly as her big green eyes soaked me in.

“I promise,” I said, frowning. “Where’s this coming from?”

She shrugged and let out a little sigh. “It’s just… what if I told you, I may have stumbled on a clue?”
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Rita’s Diner had the best biscuits and gravy in Miami. Hell, they had the best of everything for breakfast, especially coffee. I treated Lindsay to breakfast at Rita’s where she promptly ordered a fruit bowl and a side of toast, no doubt angering the breakfast diner gods.

While we waited for our food, I sipped on my coffee and broached the subject of the treasure. “Lindsay, if this clue of yours is about the Lady Dancer, I’ll be honest. We found it yesterday right where Butch predicted.”

Lindsay dipped her tea bag into the hot mug of water, letting it soak before she gazed at me nervously. She stole a glance over her shoulder, as if to make sure nobody was eavesdropping. “I’m happy for you, sugar.” She let out a long sigh. “In fact, it makes all the years that Butch put into that wreck worth it. I don’t even want to know what you found. But that’s not what I’m talking about.”

That set me back. I sat up straight and stared at her, confused. “I’m listening.”

She leaned in close and whispered. “I think Butch knew a lot more about that treasure then he let on.”

That really caught by surprise. I knew everything there was to know about my father, including every intricate detail involving his life’s work. Hell, I had worked side by side with the man since as early as I could remember. As far as the Aztec treasure went, I knew what he knew, or so I thought. “Why do you say that?”

She frowned and reached into her purse, pulling out a worn notebook. She held it close to her chest and once again checked the room before she set it gently on the tabletop and pushed it toward me. “I was going through some old boxes of Butch’s from way back. I figured it was time to put the past behind me once and for all. That’s when I found this journal buried at the bottom of a box in the back of my closet.”

I flipped through the pages. Most of them included passages and notes where he brainstormed about the Lady Dancer. There were more entries related to the missing Aztec treasure, including the names of people and places we had long since checked off the list. “Lindsay, I know about this stuff.”

She shook her head. “Go to the last page.”

I flipped ahead to the last entry, but it contained more thoughts and musings about the Lady Dancer. While interesting, it wasn’t groundbreaking. “Lindsay, I —”

“No, sugar,” she said. “I mean the last page of the journal.”

I frowned and skipped past all the blank pages until I reached the last page.

Butch’s rough scrawl appeared on the page. I would recognize it anywhere. But the script wasn’t nearly as crisp and eligible as the earlier entries. The ink was a different color from the earlier stuff. Although, I didn’t see a date listed on the page, the entry somehow seemed more recent. It was as if he had dug out the journal in the days or weeks preceding his death and intentionally added it. Then I read the sentence and my blood ran cold.

Trap, not all treasures are exactly what they seem. Some may not even require a map. Keep looking.

Goosebumps flashed across my arms, and my face went numb with shock. I turned my gaze on Lindsay and stared at her in disbelief. “It’s for me?”

She nodded. “I was hoping you could make sense of it, but judging by the look on your face, I don’t think so.”

I shook my head. I didn’t even know where to start. What the hell was my dad thinking? If he had something to tell me, then why hadn’t he come out and said it before he died? “Did he visit you before he died? I don’t understand when he could have added this to the journal. And I can’t even wrap my head around why he did it or what it means.”

She offered me a sympathetic look. “About a month before he passed, he came to my house to visit Sam,” she said.

“Sam? As in your daughter Samantha?” I asked.

“She’s the one, sugar. During the last couple of years of his life, Sam and Butch developed a strong bond. I think he came over to tell her goodbye.”

“What do you mean, a bond?” I asked. “Did he go watch her games at high school? Please don’t tell me my dad was some creepy pedophile.”

Lindsay laughed, and she shook her head. “First, Lindsay is twenty years old. She’s a sophomore at the University of Miami.”

“What? When did that happen? I thought she was fifteen.”

“Baby, kids grow up and turn into adults,” she said. “That’s how life works. Do I need to teach you about the birds and the bees?” She blushed. “Strike that. You’re already a pro on that subject.”

I sat back in the booth, stunned. “Sam’s twenty? Damn. When did that happen?”

“She’s twenty and the worker bees are buzzing around her honeycomb like she’s the queen, if you know what I mean,” Lindsay said.

“I get your drift,” I said. “I hope Butch wasn’t one of those bees.”

“Oh, no. Their relationship was nothing like that. Your dad was really sweet to her, like a daughter. I think he had a lot of regrets about the way he handled Sam when she was younger. He was always better with the older kids, so he did his best to build that bridge with Sam. When Butch was diagnosed with cancer, Sam was devastated.”

I didn’t know my father had fostered that kind of relationship with Samantha Monroe. I didn’t know about a secret clue book. “What else don’t I know about, Butch?”

Lindsay picked up my hands and squeezed them. “Baby, your daddy loved you. Never question that. He was mysterious in a lot of ways. Maybe he meant this as a little game. A way to test your skills to see if you were up for the task.”

“You think?” I stared down at the journal and let out a long sigh. “What did Sam say about her last meeting with Butch? Does she know about the journal?”

Lindsay shrugged. “That’s your journey, sugar, not mine.” She leaned way across the table and kissed me tenderly on the lips. “You and I are on our own path.”

I smiled at her warmly. “Thanks, Lindsay. You are really some kind of woman.”

“I hope that’s the best kind,” she said.

Our food arrived, and I tucked away the journal. The news had soured my appetite, but the smell of Rita’s biscuits and gravy renewed my hunger.

Lindsay picked up her fork and skewered a strawberry before she glanced up at me. “One thing to know about Sam,” she said and bit into her strawberry.

I froze, with a bite of gravy-soaked biscuit hovering on my fork. “That is?”

“That particular strawberry didn’t roll far from the patch,” she said, smiling. “If you’re not careful, she might see you as her personal honeycomb. Sam’s always had a big fat crush on you.”

My cheeks flushed hot. Sam was fifteen years younger than me. That was a bridge too far, even for a lecherous old geezer like me. “I would never —”

“Never say never,” Lindsay said, cutting me off. “Sammie has a way of getting what she wants. I wrote her phone number and address in Butch’s journal. Call her.”
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After breakfast, I dropped Lindsay off at her car and picked up my phone to call Hazel when I received an inbound text from her.

Hazel: When can you come see me?

That she wanted to speak in person was a good sign. Or at least I hoped it was a good sign.

Me: I can be there in an hour.

Hazel: Okay. Hurry.

Hurry? Why? I hovered over the keyboard, ready to respond, but thought better of it. If Bella already knew about the treasure, then other, more ruthless treasure hunters might know, too. Unlike Bella, they would beg, cheat, or even murder to lay claim to a treasure worth millions.

Instead of asking Hazel anything more, I tapped my list of contacts and dialed up Brooke.

She answered on the first ring. “Do you miss me already?”

“I’m dying to know which China pattern you picked out,” I said, as I put the truck in reverse and pulled away from the marina.

Brooke’s laughter filled my ear. “What’s up?” she asked.

I stuck the old truck in drive and hauled ass out of the parking lot. “I’ll pick you up in five minutes.”

“Hazel?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

“I’ll meet you out front,” she said and hung up.

Brooke lived in a tiny studio apartment just down the street from the marina. When she wasn’t treasure hunting, she worked in an antique shop. It was a job that didn’t make her a millionaire. But she had a nose for antiquities and loved her job.

Between what she earned at the shop and the small hauls we pulled in from diving wrecks, she earned enough to make rent on a one-room studio apartment. There was no doubt in my mind Logan Big Bucks would put her on easy street with that fat CFO money. Then it was off to the suburbs for my hot little redhead. But in my heart of hearts, I didn’t believe she would ever actually marry the guy.

I pulled up in front of her apartment building and she was already out on the street, climbing into my truck before we sped off.

She looked incredible, wearing a pair of daisy dukes and a white t-shirt with an image of Yosemite Sam emblazoned on the front. Her big tits strained the material where the comic book hero held twin pistols pointing straight out.

“Nice guns,” I said, grinning.

Brooked rolled her eyes as she crossed one creamy, athletic leg over the other. “How original.”

I hit the gas and we took off. I plotted a course for the university research center. “How’s mom-in-law?”

She let out a heavy sigh. “Don’t ask.”

“Too late,” I said. “I just did.”

She eyed me strangely, tilted her head, and furrowed her eyebrows. “Did you get laid last night?”

I feigned shock. “What are you, some kind of sexual savant?”

“Who is she? Some bimbo down at the Parrot? Is it that pretty bartender? She has the hots for you.” Brooke leaned closer and inspected me. “Jesus, Trap. You’re glowing.”

“I’m not fucking glowing.” I let out a nervous laugh and averted my gaze. “Since you won’t date me, I’ve got no choice. As for the who, it’s none of your beeswax.”

Brooked edged closer, closing the distance between us. “Tell me. I want to know.”

“Why? So you can ridicule me?” I asked.

“No. I want to see you settle down with a nice girl.”

“The only nice girl I know is engaged to the wrong guy.”

“You know what I mean,” she said.

“What happened with mommy dearest?” I asked, hoping to change the subject.

“She’s a bitch,” Brooke said. “I don’t know a nice way to say it.”

“Uh, oh. Please tell me you didn’t let that fiery temper loose on her.”

“I don’t have a temper.” She folded her arms over her chest, forcing her cleavage to bulge from the top of her t-shirt.

“Oh shit. You went off on her, didn’t you?”

“No. I didn’t go off. We just had a few words.” She locked her green eyes on me, playing the innocent girl.

I raised an eyebrow and gave her a who-do-you-think-you’re-kidding look.

She threw up her hands. “So, we picked out the plates. Honestly, I don’t fucking care about the stupid fucking plates. Logan’s mom wanted me to pick them out.”

“Shit. She’s a Karen, isn’t she?” I asked.

“She’s a total fucking Karen,” Brooke said, venting. “Anyway, we pick out the plates and head out to a nice dinner with me, Logan, and his parents.”

“Okay,” I said.

“We started talking about the wedding and bridesmaids’ dresses and I told her I wanted them to look a little like the dress I wore last night.”

“Which dress was it?” I asked.

“The black one with pink polka dots,” said.

I tipped my head back and smiled. “Damn. I know that dress,” I said. “You must have looked like a total smoke show. Poor virgin Logan must have gone out of his financially minded skull. I bet he beat his meat like Rocky Balboa.”

She gave me a sour look. “Thanks? I think.”

“Sorry,” I said. “Go on.”

“Anyway, Logan’s mom, her name is Abby, said that the bridesmaids’ dresses should be a bit more conservative than the dress I had on.” Brooke gaped at me as if I should deduce the affront based on that information alone.

“The last time I saw you wore that dress was when we went to that karaoke bar down in the keys. You remember that place? You wore your hair down most of the night but then you clipped it on top when you went up to sing.”

Her eyes softened, and she stared at me in disbelief. “How do you remember that?”

“How couldn’t I? You looked amazing,” I said.

She studied my face for a long time without speaking. Then she edged closer until she sat in the middle of the bench seat right next to me. “I remember. So, what’s your point?”

“So… you weren’t wearing a bra with that dress.”

Her mouth dropped open. “How could you tell?”

I raised both eyebrows and gave her another… look.

“Okay. I wasn’t wearing a bra,” she said.

“No bra last night either?” I asked.

“I hate bras,” she said.

“You’re wearing one right now,” I said.

“That’s because every time I go braless you won’t take your eyes off my tits.”

“I don’t take my eyes off your tits because they are spectacular. You might as well go braless so we can both be happy. Anyway, if Karen knew you weren’t wearing a bra and if your cleavage was as on point as I remember then there’s your problem.”

“Her name is Abby, not Karen. You’re saying you agree with her?”

“Listen, I don’t think you’re a slut,” I said. “You’re quite the opposite. Really, you’re a fucking prude, but I digress. Here you are wearing a pair of daisy dukes and a t-shirt with six-shooters plastered to each of those big beautiful natural tits of yours.”

“The t-shirt is meant as a joke. I like it,” she said, her voice tinged with anger.

“Hey, it’s my kind of funny,” I said. “I love it. But not so much for Karen. I think it’s best if you come to terms with the fact that you and your mother-in-law won’t be great friends.”

She sighed and inched ever closer, leaning her head against my shoulder. “I may have insinuated that Karen was an uptight bitch.”

“I thought you said her name was Abby?”

She laughed. “Whatever. Then Logan and I got into a huge fight.”

“Let me guess… he sided with dear old mom?”

“Basically. He didn’t even try to stick up for me. He just sat there like a fucking zombie, totally silent. It was as good as taking her side.”

I slipped my arm around her shoulder and squeezed her affectionately. I couldn’t help but sneak a peek down her top. Her big creamy breasts disappeared beneath a mountain of milky cleavage. Her hair smelled like a tropical rain forest and even if I wanted to turn off my feelings for her, I couldn’t. But that didn’t mean I wanted to sabotage her life. I had already done that with Bella. This was my chance to set things right.

“It’s not quite that simple,” I said, mentally kicking myself for the advice I was about to dispense. “Logan was sitting there between a rock and a hard place. Let me ask you, did Logan’s dad defend his wife?”

Brooke thought for a second, as if considering, then frowned. “He didn’t say anything either.”

“There you go,” I said. “They’ve been married for how long?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know… thirty years?”

“Thirty years yet he didn’t immediately jump in to defend his wife. Why do you think that is?”

“If he defended his wife, he would have pissed off me and Logan, and if he defended me, Karen would have been super pissed.”

I let out a satisfied sigh and squeezed her shoulder warmly. “Guys don’t do fights between women. Especially family. It’s a no-win situation.”

“So… you’re saying I should forgive Logan?” she asked, peering up at me as if she couldn’t believe her ears.

“For this offense? Yes,” I said. “But that doesn’t mean he’s right for you.”

She laughed and inched closer until our legs touched, and she casually rested her elbow on my hip. “You’ll never give it up, will you?”

“Do you want me to?” I asked. “Brooke, if you really want me to back off….”

She gazed up at me, her green eyes twinkling. “Nah,” she said. “It would be super weird if you stopped hitting on me.”

I turned right and the research center appeared ahead. “Let’s see what Hazel has to say.”

Brooke absently picked at a frayed thread sprouting from the bottom of my t-shirt. “Trap?”

I pulled into the parking lot. “Yeah?”

“Do you love her?” she asked.

“Who?” I asked.

She gazed up at me, her eyes worried. “The mystery woman from last night.”

“Do I love her?” I frowned. “That’s a strong word. I really care about her.”

“Oh,” she said and sighed. “That’s great,” she said, sounding anything but enthused.

“Are you jealous?” I asked.

She whipped her head up at me and her eyes went wide. “No. God… I’m just asking.” She pushed away from me and reached for the door handle on her side. “You are impossible sometimes.” She pushed open the door and stormed out while I killed the engine and grinned.

“Nope. Not jealous at all,” I said to her empty seat before I pocketed my keys and pushed open my door.
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Inside the research center, a note hung on Hazel’s office door telling us to meet her in Lab Room D. Brooke and I wandered the halls until we found the room and pushed open the door.

Hazel sat on a high stool, bent over a long stainless-steel table, pressing a jeweler’s magnifying glass against her eye, examining the figurine of the goddess, Xochiquetzal. The figurine gleamed under the bright fluorescent lights, its gold shimmering, and the rubies set in the goddess’s crown sparkled with a vibrancy that left me spellbound.

Beside me, Brooke let out a quick gasp and her eyes widened as she locked her gaze on the figurine.

Hazel looked up as we entered and grinned, gazing right at me. “Morning, Trap,” she said, seeming to ignore Brooke. As if realizing her error, she abruptly turned to Brooke and gave her a slight wave. “Sorry. You too, Brooke.” Hazel blushed slightly and averted her gaze.

“It’s okay,” Brooke said before eyeing me with an I-told-you-so look.

I rolled my eyes at her and turned back to Hazel. “What have you got?”

Hazel’s beautiful blue eyes lit up. “A lot,” she said. “You stumbled on a gold mine.”

“Music to my ears,” I said and came closer, with Brooke following close behind. I picked up the figurine of the goddess and inspected it. “I can’t believe this is the same statue.”

The figurine’s pure gold exterior glowed under the bright lights, and it seemed to feel even heavier in my hand then the last time I held it. The rubies glittered with what looked like an inner light, and the details of the goddess’s hair, face, and outfit appeared crisp and clean after Hazel’s restoration.

“It’s definitely the real thing,” Hazel said. “But the most interesting discovery was the inscription I found on the bottom.”

Brooke and I exchanged a surprised look while I turned the figurine upside down and squinted. “I don’t see it,” I said.

“It’s so faint it only shows up under high magnification,” Hazel said.

“What does it say?” Brooked asked as I passed her the statue.

“It translates to the word, October in modern English,” Hazel said.

As I ran through the various traditions and customs of the Aztec nation, I didn’t know the significance of the word October. “That could mean anything,” I said.

“Yeah,” Hazel said. “I agree. It’s hard to infer anything from a single word. Which makes me believe there are more figurines floating around. Together, they might form a message.”

“Unless they’re gone forever,” Brooke said.

I frowned at her. “Way to think positive, Miss Negative Nelly.”

Brooke shrugged. “I’m not saying we shouldn’t try, but hopefully there’s more than one way to decipher its meaning.”

“What about the slate tablet,” I asked.

Hazel nodded and slid it across the table toward us. “I believe it’s a treasure map. Or at least part of a treasure map.”

I leaned over the stone and studied the lines and etchings marking the surface. Unlike the last time I saw it, the grooves and indentations were much more noticeable after Hazel had scoured away the centuries of muck.

The piece showed a series of squiggly lines with a coastline on one side.

“Is that a swamp?” I asked.

“I think so,” Hazel said. “But I can’t be sure which swamp without the other pieces. I believe there are three missing pieces still out there somewhere.”

I let out a sigh and ran my fingers through my hair. “I was hoping for a little more to go on.”

“Are there any other clues?” Brooke asked as she leaned over the table and studied the map. Her shirt fell away, revealing the stunning curves of her inner breasts and the edges of a pesky silk bra.

Hazel’s eyes drifted to the front of Brooke’s t-shirt before she averted her gaze. I didn’t blame her. Brooke’s tits were impossible to ignore, and even I had turned my attention from the map to her swaying breasts.

“Yes,” Hazel said after a long pause. “I found a big clue.”

Brooke stood up straight and glanced at me before we both turned back to Hazel.

“What do you have?” I asked.

“I found this sewed into the lining of the pouch containing the figurine and the tablet.” Hazel produced a thin sliver of steel engraved with more lines and handed it over to me. “It was badly tarnished, but it’s made of stainless steel. It’s not as old as the tablet or the figurine. I estimate it to be a civil war era relic.”

“Someone from the Lady Dancer hid it in the pouch,” Brooke said, leaning into me to examine the artifact.

“That’s the same conclusion I drew,” Hazel said.

The roughly six by six-inch square depicted a map of Florida, including the keys. One of the tiny islands near the tip of the keys was marked, but there was nothing else to go on.

“Can you find the place?” Brooke asked, gazing up at me.

“I’ll find it,” I said. “I’ve got a good idea of where to start,” I said, before turning back to Hazel. “Can you lock the figurine and the tablet in your safe?” I asked. “I don’t want to risk putting them on my boat.”

“Of course,” Hazel said.

I turned to Brooke. “Can you be ready to go tomorrow morning? We might need a few days, so pack for at least a night or two on my boat.”

Brooke’s face sagged. “I can’t go this weekend.”

My jaw dropped, and I stared at her in disbelief. “What? Why?”

“Don’t kill me,” Brooke said. “My parents are flying in from Indiana tomorrow. They’re meeting Logan’s parents for the first time.”

I groaned in disbelief. “Tell them you’re busy,” I said.

“I can’t do that,” Brooke said. “Especially after my argument with Logan’s mom.”

“Fine,” I said, turning my attention to Hazel. “You said you wanted some field experience? Now is your chance.”

“I can’t,” Hazel said, her face sagging in disappointment. “I’m presenting a paper on the Mayans at a conference tomorrow. The entire event hinges on my findings.”

“Right.” I sighed and ran my fingers through my hair. “Looks like I’m going solo on this one.”








  
  
  Chapter 11

  
  




During our short drive back to the marina, Brooke and I barely spoke. But I put on my best face and wished her luck with her boyfriend’s parents before I dropped her off and headed back to my boat.

Once on board, I grabbed a cold brew and stretched back on my favorite deck chair beneath the bright mid-day sunshine. I gazed down at the thin strip of stainless steel perched on the table beside me and picked it up.

All I had to go on was a map inscribed on a nearly two-hundred-year-old scrap of steel. There were dozens of tiny islands in that area of the keys, some of them not even a stone’s throw wide. Finding the right one might be tricky.

Based on the existence of this map, I firmly believed the Lady Dancer never intended to dock at Fort Sumter. The first clue was the lack of supplies in the cargo hold. Brooke and I scoured what remained of the cargo bay and didn’t find so much as a broken barrel.

I held the second clue in my hand. The Lady Dancer was on its way to the keys and never made it. The map along with the statue went down with it. Whatever they were looking for was on that island, presumably one that didn’t routinely become submerged by hurricanes.

If I was the one burying the treasure, I would pick an island with some heft to it. That drastically limited the possibilities but also increased the search area of the island itself. Plus, there was the problem of me not knowing what to look for. A buried treasure could literally be anywhere.

I took another swig of beer, put down the map, and picked up Butch’s journal. I meant to tell Brooke about the journal, but after she stiffed me, I held back the information. Not that I wouldn’t tell her later, but part of me wondered if I was truly losing her. Maybe she really would marry the guy. The thought of that happening made me physically ill, and I pushed it out of my mind.

I opened the journal. Inside the front cover, I found Samantha Monroe’s name and address scrawled in Lindsay’s handwriting. Maybe I could use the rest of the day to find out what she knew about the journal. Hell, she might have even more information about the treasure that, for whatever reason, Butch had withheld from me.

I pulled out my cellphone and dialed her number.

After three rings, a familiar voice answered. “Hello?”

“Sam? It’s Trap Ashford. How are you?”

There was a long silence on the other end, and I wondered if calling her had been a mistake. Maybe she didn’t want to talk to me? I was just about to say something when she spoke.

“Hi, Trap,” she said without a hint of her mother’s southern drawl. “Sorry about that. My roommate is so nosy, I left the room. It’s been a while. How are you?”

“I’m great,” I said. “Well, as great as I can be. It feels like I’m finally back to normal since the funeral.” I hadn’t seen Samantha at the funeral. In fact, I hadn’t seen her in years.

“Sorry I missed it,” she said. “I’m kind of weirded out by funerals. I wanted my last memory of Butch to be when we last spoke.”

“That’s kind of why I’m calling,” I said. “Your mom told me you and Butch had a special bond. What’s strange is that he never mentioned it to me. I’m hoping you might be open to plugging a few holes for me.”

“Plugging a few holes?” she asked. “Is this about the treasure?”

“Maybe,” I said. “Or not. Are you available for dinner this evening? My treat.”

“I’m really glad you called,” she said. “I think Butch wanted you to call me.”

I frowned. “I’m not following.”

“Nothing,” she said. “What time should I be ready?”

I checked my watch. It was 4:00 pm. “Let’s say seven? Is that too early?”

“That’s perfect,” she said, then paused. “Trap, I can’t wait to see you.”

I hadn’t expected such an eager reception. Not that I was complaining. “I have an address for you,” I said and read it off. “Is that current?”

“Yeah. It’s the Alpha Chi Omega sorority house. You can’t miss it.”

She was in a sorority? That made me feel even older and creepier. I hadn’t dated a sorority girl in at least a decade, maybe longer. “Great. I’ll see you in a few hours.”

“I’ll meet you out front. Look for the blonde with the big boobs.” She laughed and my stomach seesawed.

“Right,” I said, laughing nervously before we hung up.

I siphoned off half the bottle of beer in a single swallow and savored the bite of the ice-cold brew stinging my brain. If Sam looked anything like her mother, I was in deep shit.
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True to her word, I found Sam waiting outside on the front porch of her sorority, sitting next to a smoking hot brunette in a cut-off tank top and short shorts.

“Holy shit,” I muttered under my breath as I guided my old Ford truck up the curb.

Sam stood and said something to her friend, then quickly made her way down the sidewalk, turning a huge, toothy grin on me.

My stomach slid into my sandals, and I swallowed the lump forming in my throat. Samantha Monroe may have been the most beautiful woman I had ever laid eyes on, and that was saying something.

She wore a white sleeveless sweater that did little to contain tits so big, firm, and perky they couldn’t have possibly been real. Yet, the way they swayed and bounced left me no doubt that Sam’s tits were as genuine as her big, showy smile. The loosely knit sweater hung off the front slope of her incredible tits and dangled away from a waistline carved by the hand of God. She wore a pair of tight black shorts revealing a high, tight ass that made me hard just looking at her.

Sam’s legs were long, toned, and smooth, sporting a lush south Florida tan. She wore slick white polish on her toenails and fingernails that matched the crisp white veneer of her straight teeth. Sam’s plump, pouty lips glistened with a sheen of gloss and made me want to pull her into a long, wet kiss.

Her face was beautiful and flawless, sporting a pert nose and a smile that revealed twin dimples, one on each cheek. She had a perfect chin, neither too round nor too chiseled, and eyes that sparkled with an ice blue crispness. Sam’s golden hair, rich and luxurious, sparkled under the early evening sunshine and flowed over shoulders like spun gold, ending halfway down her back. Unlike her mother, Sam was more of an all-natural, all-American beauty than a pure sex pot. She was the type of girl that radiated the ‘it’ factor, creating her own orbit and gravity that drew people in no matter their gender.

Sam flashed me a sweet smile and a fluttery wave as she practically bounced down the front steps, taking her big tits for a glorious and bumpy ride.

I was beyond fucked. She was a twenty-year-old goddess who I had no business taking out for what appeared on the surface to be a dinner date. She was mind-blowing and mesmerizing, and I watched her move, too stunned to think. What the hell had I got myself into?

Sam tucked her purse over her shoulder and came around my truck, curling a long lock of her golden hair behind her ear. She pulled on my door handle and climbed in, turning to me with a smile. “I love your truck,” she said, her blue eyes dancing with nervous energy.

Her scent washed over me like a fever dream. She smelled like warm vanilla, with a hint of sweet strawberry that left my brain hazy with lust. I took her in, licking the dryness from my lips. The opening of her sleeveless sweater revealed the white lacy side of her bra, and my cock thickened, turning harder by the second. “You aren’t the fifteen-year-old girl I remember,” I said. “What the hell happened?”

Sam laughed. “I grew up. I was a late bloomer.”

“Well, you bloomed,” I said, not wanting to come off too creepy. “You look great.”

“Thanks,” she said. “So do you.”

I glanced down at my outfit. I had thrown on a navy-blue polo shirt and a pair of faded blue jeans. “Thanks. This is my formal wear,” I said.

Her eyes flickered over my muscled chest and back up to my eyes. “It suits you.” She reached over and straightened the edge of my collar, unleashing a cage of butterflies in the pit of my stomach. “Sorry,” she said. “It was a little crooked and I’m slightly OCD.”

That brief touch had spiked a wave of adrenaline inside me that left my legs rubbery and teetering on failure. I silently sucked in a cleansing breath and let it out. “You like seafood?” I put the truck in drive and pulled away from the curb. “I know a little place.”

“I love seafood,” she said. “Maybe after dinner, you can show me your boat?”

I didn’t know what to infer from her suggestion. She had thrown me completely off my game, not knowing whether to treat her like a daughter or a potential girlfriend. That I didn’t know made me feel absolutely uneasy. But the way I felt about her made the entire situation more difficult. Once Brooke got a look at Sam, the little green monster inside the redhead might crawl out of her throat and straight-up attack.

“Sure,” I said. “Fair warning… it’s a little messy.”

“I don’t mind,” she said. “Besides, there are things we need to discuss.”

“Things?” I asked guiding the car around a corner. “That’s cryptic.”

“For now, let’s leave it at cryptic,” she said. “I want to enjoy our date.”

“This is a date?” I asked. “You know how old I am?”

She frowned. “God, Trap. You’re only thirty-five. It’s not like you’re ancient. Besides, I’m attracted to older men.”

I nodded and let out another held breath. “I’m in trouble here, aren’t I?”

She grinned and inched a little closer. “Trouble is where you find it.”

Before we even arrived at the restaurant, my cock had turned rock hard. It stayed that way as I guided the truck into the parking lot and stayed that way even after I parked and held the truck door open for her.

The hostess led us to a romantic table on the deck that overlooked a seaside canal. A candle flickered on the table and strings of outdoor lights provided dim illumination. In the distance, the faint sound of the waves breaking on the beach mingled with a cool evening breeze that shifted locks of Sam’s hair over her forehead and cheeks.

She drew the attention of every red-blooded male inside the restaurant, much to the ire of their dates. But even the women gawked after her. Who could blame them? There were pretty girls out there and then there was Sam Monroe who, like her mother, broke the scale. It was like living life in cheat mode, but I’m sure her beauty wasn’t all the peaches and cream I imagined. What had Lindsay said? Sam had a crush on me? That was impossible. She must have misread her daughter. Sam could have had literally any man she wanted. Why would she want me?

We sat down and I briefly scanned the menu. “Do you like oysters?” I asked.

“Love them,” she said. “Did you know they’re a natural aphrodisiac?”

I peered over my menu. “Then maybe we should get the shrimp cocktail.”

She laughed. “No. I want oysters.”

“Fine,” I said, and set the menu down. “So, tell me, you must have a boyfriend. Does he know you’re out on a…?”

“Date?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

“No. He doesn’t know I’m out on a date. I was supposed to go to a party with him, but I canceled.”

“Shit. I’m sorry. I can drop you off after.”

She laughed and shook her head. “I don’t like him that much. He treats me like a fucking trophy. I hate that. Besides, he’s boring and predictable.”

“Then he’s not the one, huh?”

She laughed. “God, no. He’s the latest in a long line of stiffs. That’s all. I seem to draw them out of the woodwork. But I’m not a slut if that’s what you’re thinking.”

“I wasn’t thinking anything,” I said, which was a lie. Of course, I wondered if she had sex with all her boyfriends, but I wouldn’t tell her that.

She studied the menu. “What’s good?”

“The lobster is great,” I said. “So is the crab or any of the shrimp dishes.”

She put down her menu. “Order for me. Let’s see if you can guess what I would pick.”

“I already guessed the oysters,” I said.

“That’s an appetizer. It doesn’t count.”

I studied her face for a long time, rubbing my chin and studying her thoughtfully.

That elicited a giggling fit from Sam. “Are you that stumped?”

“No,” I said. “I’m just using it as a chance to take a good long look at you.”

“What do you think?” She opened her arms and tilted her head as if posing for the camera.

“I think you’re with a man who’s way too old for you.”

She laughed again and shook her head. “I’m already having more fun with you than I’ve had since….” She gazed upward as if searching her memory, while a broad grin seemed permanently fixed on her face. Finally, she shrugged. “Since never. No one tops you.”

“Aren’t I lucky then,” I said returning her smile.

That’s when the waitress appeared. I ordered a bottle of a fruity Cabernet I knew Sam would love, the oyster appetizer, and for the main course, I ordered seared scallops for Sam and the swordfish steak for me.

After the server left, Sam stared at me with her mouth open in disbelief. “Did you ask my mom what I like? I was totally going to order the scallops.”

“Is that so?” I asked, examining her again. “Or maybe you’re just trying to butter me up.”

“I swear to God,” she said. “I’m calling my mom right now and she’ll tell you.” She reached inside her purse, and I laughed.

“Okay. I believe you,” I said. “It was a lucky guess.”

Sam put away her phone and turned back to me. “Fine, but I’m not trying to butter you up. We just seem to be in complete sync.”

Dinner flew by in a flash, with the flirtatious banter continued back and forth. Talking to Sam was a skilled conversationalist, and I lost myself in her eyes, words, and the sweet lilt in her voice. I didn’t bring up the journal or speak about her relationship with Butch. We finished the bottle of wine and skipped dessert while I picked up the check. I wasn’t rich by any stretch, but I wasn’t a pauper either. I had reeled in a few good wrecks that padded my bank account with just enough zeros to live a simple but comfortable life, allowing for the occasional splurge like this one.

When we got up to leave, Sam waited for me to come around the table, then took my hand, lacing her fingers inside mine as if we’d done it a thousand times before.

Her skin was soft and warm, her smile easy and sure. I could fall for Samantha Monroe… if I let it happen.

“Ready?” she asked, smiling up at me while she squeezed my hand softly.

My stomach fluttered, and I returned her squeeze with one of my own. “The boats messy. I’m warning you. It’s not too late if you want me to take you home.” Was I fucking crazy? One of the most beautiful women I had ever laid eyes on was asking to come back to my boat and I was offering an out. When did I turn into a white knight?

She pulled me in tight and pressed her arm up against mine. Then she squeezed my hand, deepening the connection of our interlaced fingers. “I’ll take my chances.”
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Back on the boat, I opened another bottle of wine, this one a sparkling bottle of chilled rosé. Normally I didn’t drink the wine. It was way too fruity and sweet for me, but women liked it, and I kept a cold bottle on hand for just such occasions.

After taking Sam on a brief tour of my boat, I brought the bottle and two glasses up on deck where Sam and I relaxed beneath the moon drenched sky.

“This is the life,” Sam said, stretching out on the deck chair while I poured her a chilled glass.

“It’s a great life,” I said, “but these stunning views aside, it’s not as glamorous as you may think.”

Sam sipped the wine and turned her gaze on me. “What’s not to love? You sleep under the stars and whenever the sea calls, you have the wind at your back. I would take this life in a heartbeat.”

I raised an eyebrow and soaked her in. “The shower and bathroom I have on board are cramped and only work when they feel like it. My refrigerator is so small it can only hold the essentials and routinely blows fuses. And when storms roll in, the boat tosses and turns even when I’m docked.”

The moonlight glistened off her full, glossy lips, and her skin seemed to glow under the blanket of stars. She stretched out her long legs and slipped off her sandals, going barefoot before turning her beautiful smile on me.

“She shrugged. Those are minor inconveniences.” She sipped her wine and smiled, staring out across the sea. “I can easily see myself living this life.” She turned back to face me, then leaned forward, searching my face with her eyes. “Trap, what do you love most about your life?”

The question caught me off-guard. “What do I love most?” I pondered the question while I gazed into her clear, confident, ice-blue eyes. “It’s got to be the freedom,” I said, nodding. “I’m not chained to a desk. I can go anywhere I want, anytime I want, and I love the sea. It’s the freedom — no doubt about.” I breathed in the fresh air and savored the cool wind whipping over my face. “That smell never gets old.”

She stared at me with rapt attention and nodded. “That’s what I thought.” She took another sip of wine and let out a small, satisfied sigh. “Butch told me all about your adventures.”

Now we were getting down to brass tacks. I settled back in my chair and set my wineglass on the arm of my chair. “That’s what’s confusing me,” I said. “I didn’t know you and my father had grown so close. He never mentioned it to me.”

“He told me as much,” she said. “I used to ask him if I could tag along with you two to learn the business. He told me he had a plan, and I should trust him.”

I frowned. What role had the journal played in his plan? Something told me we were on a Butch Ashford exclusive treasure hunt. It was a game of his making with us as the players. “That’s odd. What plan?”

“I asked him all the time, but he wouldn’t tell me. Anytime I did, he spoke of you.”

“Me? What did he say?”

“How proud he was of you and how much he loved you. He said it a lot, especially so at the end. He could barely get the words without turning misty eyed.”

“Butch was a crusty old geezer,” I said. “But he softened in the end.”

“Butch taught me so much,” Sam said. “He taught me about history and treasure diving. He even taught me how to scuba dive and certified me as well.”

“Did he?” What in the hell was Butch up to? “Tell me about the last time you saw him.”

Sam nodded, and her eyes welled with tears. She took a minute to compose herself and dabbed her eyes with the back of her hand. “I told him I couldn’t see him ravaged by cancer and that I wanted to remember him whole. Two months before he died was the last time I saw him.”

I leaned forward. “Did he mention anything about writing in his journal?”

She frowned. “He said nothing about a journal.” She sniffled and sipped her wine before she continued. “He told me he wanted to give me a tattoo.”

I raised an eyebrow. Unlike her mother, I hadn’t seen a single tattoo anywhere on Sam’s body. Then again, I hadn’t seen the more exclusive, member-only areas of her incredible body. “That’s strange.”

“I’m an enormous baby when it comes to pain,” she said. “That’s why I never got a tattoo. Butch told me he would put me under long enough that I wouldn’t feel any pain.”

That really surprised me. Putting someone under general anesthesia was a huge no-no in the world of ink. It was very risky and ill advised. Butch wasn’t a physician and had no business making such a reckless move. “And you let him?” I asked, my tone incredulous.

She nodded. He had it all worked out. She pulled aside her long hair and showed me the back of her neck. This is the tattoo he gave me.

It was an exquisite pink and purple iris with vivid color and intricate detail. The tattoo was small, easily hidden beneath Sam’s long thick hair and tastefully done. Apparently, he had come out of retirement for one final ink job.

“It’s lovely,” I said.

Sam tossed her hair back over her shoulders and smiled warmly. “Thanks. I’m so glad I have it. After I woke up, he took me home and then told me something… strange.”

“What did he tell you?” I leaned forward, hanging on her words.

“It’s the reason I wanted to speak with you alone,” she said.

“I’m listening.” I picked up the bottle and filled her glass before refilling mine.

Sam took a long sip and held my gaze. “He told me that in the months following his death that you would call me. Then he gave me information. I think it’s a clue.”

I leaned so far forward I nearly fell off my chair. “What clue?”

“He was very clear on the next point,” she said. “Butch told me I shouldn’t give you the clue unless you brought me along to dig it up.”

“Brought you along where?” I asked.

She shook her head. “He didn’t tell me. He said you would know where to go, and when we arrived, I should turn over the notes he gave me to you.”

Butch couldn’t possibly have known about the map on the Lady Dancer. Could he? Had he unearthed more clues that he withheld from me? At this point, everything was on the table. “Is that right?” I said in a near whisper, my mind now churning over every interaction I had with my father during the last two months of his life.

She nodded. “He told me not to take no for an answer. In fact, he made me promise.”

The old man was pulling the strings from the grave. I chuckled softly and shook my head. “That’s sounds like him.”

“Was Butch right? Do you know where to go?” she asked, locking those killer eyes on me.

I nodded. “I do.”

“That means I should go with you,” she said, her voice tentative.

“That’s the problem,” I said. “I’m leaving tomorrow morning. The trip could take a few days.”

“I’ll be ready,” she said.

I frowned. “What about school? Don’t you have classes?”

“I can keep up with my work virtually. Besides, I’m an anthropology major. This is real world stuff.”

“Anthropology? I guess Butch left his mark on you. But I’m not sure you should go. My dad had a flair for the dramatic. You could just give me the information he left you and save yourself a long trip across the sea.”

She smiled, set aside her wineglass, and reached for my hands before gently squeezing them in hers. “I don’t know what Butch planned, but he clearly meant for us to come together. I’m coming with you. End of story.”

I sighed and nodded. “You’re sure you want to spend your days and nights alone with an old man?”

“Stop saying that,” she said. “You’re not old, and I think you’re extremely handsome.”

“So says the pretty lady.” I grinned. “If you’re coming, I need to get you home so you can pack. I’ll pick you up bright and early.”

Her eyes gleamed with excitement. “It’s my first real treasure hunt.” She let go of my hands and clapped. “What should I bring?”

On the way back to the sorority, I brought Sam up to speed on how to pack and what to expect. She asked a dozen questions, which I answered one by one until I pulled up outside her sorority house.

I turned to her and smiled. “Seven am. Don’t be late.”

Sam slid across the bench of my truck and in one deft move, wrapped her arms around my neck. “I had an amazing night with you.”

Her scent, warm vanilla tinged with strawberry, washed over me and my stomach pitched sideways. Normally, it was me making the moves, but given our age gap, I didn’t feel comfortable. Not yet anyway. But I found her irresistible, and I wasn’t far from kicking my hang-ups to the curb and just going for it. I licked the dryness from my lips while I searched her exquisite face. “That makes two of us.”

Sam leaned in and kissed me, slow at first, then she parted her lips, and our tongues swam together. She ran her fingers along the base of my neck and inched closer, mashing her firm tits against my chest.

My head swam, dizzy with lust, and I kissed her back, exploring her mouth with my tongue and savoring the taste of the sweet rosé lingering on her lips. I slipped one hand around her waist and drew her in close.

The kiss lasted for a solid minute before Sam broke it off, kissing me softly again. She drew back and gazed up at me, her eyes alive and twinkling. “I’m not a kid, Trap.” She kissed me again and licked her lips. “I can’t way until tomorrow.”

I leaned in and kissed her one last time. “So says the pretty lady.” I grinned and watched as Sam slid across the seat and opened the door.

She gave me one last look of longing and smiled. “I’ll be the best first mate you’ve ever had. You’ll see.”

I sighed and nodded with reluctance, imagining how Brooke would take to that comment. “I’ll see you tomorrow morning.”
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The sea slapped the hull of the Topless Mermaid while the wind whipped through my hair. I bounced in time with the boat as it skipped across the waves. The blazing sun warmed my shirtless chest, and I glanced to my right, flashing an amiable smile at the prettiest first mate I had ever seen.

Miss Samantha Monroe, decked out in a skimpy red bikini, proved to be as much distraction as she was a helper. But Sam was eager to learn and willing to pitch in and do whatever I told her. She asked a hundred questions about the boat, navigating the sea, reading maps, tying knots, and if I ever got seasick.

I loved every second. I sat in the captain’s chair gazing over the ship’s bow where white caps tipped the tops of the swollen waves and the sea stretched out for an eternity.

Sam sat beside me, her tits jiggling and bouncing, barely contained in her skimpy top as the boat lurched and swayed. She wore her golden hair back in a crisp ponytail and donned a pair of mirrored Ray Ban’s that made her look even hotter. Her bikini bottoms were cut high on her hips and hugged an ass so tight that even the waves had a hard time making it jiggle. Her stomach was flat and smooth, and her legs stretched out for a mile. Sam was right — she was made for this life.

I spent the first three hours of the trip with a perpetual hard-on and my cock throbbed with the genuine possibility of exploring every curve and angle of a legendary body so rare it looked hand-crafted by Mother Nature herself.

Sam had spent the trip attached to me at the hip and currently sat in the chair beside me, gazing out across the bow, her attention focused on the horizon. “How long is the trip?”

“It should take us most of the day, including a fuel stop at Key West,” I shouted over the whipping wind and pounding waves. “We’re headed for a little island that doesn’t even have a name. It’s near the Marquesas Keys.”

“Can I drive the boat?” Sam asked, flashing me her white teeth, and grinning broadly. “Please?” She clasped her hands together, forcing her tits to form a deep valley of jaw-dropping cleavage.

Truthfully, I didn’t care. We were on a straight course, completely alone on the sea, and there wasn’t much she could do wrong. “Sure,” I said, and started to get up.

“Yay.” Sam clapped her hands together and popped up from the seat beside me. I didn’t get halfway out of the captain’s chair before she pushed me back down and pressed in tight, her tits brushing against my shoulder blades. “Before I do it myself, can you make sure I’m doing it right?”

I frowned. “What do you have in mind?” I gazed up at her, confused.

“Scoot back,” she said, dragging her fingertips along my bare shoulder.

I did as she asked and inched back onto the seat, while Sam came around and wriggled onto the thin slip of the captain’s chair positioned between my parted legs. She pressed her ass tightly against my already raging cock and grabbed hold of the wheel, placing her hands just below mine. “Just hold the wheel like this?” Sam asked, stealing a glance back at me over her shoulder.

The wind whipped her hair, and the scent of her coconut and aloe sunscreen washed over me. Her firm ass snuggled tightly against my raging cock, her body warm and supple. She wriggled her hips and the tip of my cock slid forward, nestling firmly inside her ass crack.

“You’re doing great,” I croaked while my head spun dizzily with lust.

She held onto the wheel, and the boat powered ahead, crashing through waves while Sam grinned broadly. She flexed and squeezed her ass, pushing my cock to the brink.

Pre-cum oozed from swollen cock soaking the front of my briefs beneath my shorts. My heart thundered in my chest, and I found it impossible to concentrate on anything but resisting the urge to pump my cock in her tight ass.

“Let me try it alone,” she said above the whipping wind, pushing away my hands while she assumed total control over the Topless Mermaid.

I fought a nearly overwhelming urge to pull down her bikini bottoms and slide my cock deep inside her. With nowhere to put my hands, I wrapped them around Sam’s waist and rubbed the top of her creamy smooth thighs, brushing my thumbs dangerously close to her pussy. “You’re doing great.”

“Thanks,” she said, seeming not to care where I put my hands or what I did with them. “This is so much fun.”

I continued gently caressing her legs before I ran one palm over her tummy, coming dangerously close to her bouncing tits. “Keep it up.”

Sam leaned into me, resting her back against my chest, then glanced over her shoulder and found me waiting. Our lips touched and our tongues met, hot and urgent. She writhed her hips in a twerking motion, sliding her ass up and down my rigid cock.

No longer able to resist, I slid my hand up and over her tit, cupping it in my hand and squeezing, savoring the feeling of her bikini-covered nipple hardening against my palm.

We deepened our kiss, widening our mouths as our tongues twirled and meshed. Sam moaned softly and reached behind her, working frantically to unfasten the button securing my shorts.

That’s when our speeding boat that nobody was steering hit a crashing wave and bucked Sam high off my lap.

She let out a shriek before landing softly on my lap.

I reached around her and grabbed hold of the wheel, securing the rudder while I gazed out over the bow.

A tiny sandbar appeared before us where the waves broke against it and the Topless Mermaid would soon do the same unless I steered her back into deeper water.

“Hang on,” I said, and spun the wheel starboard.

The boat careened at a sharp angle and Sam slid across my lap, wrapping her arms around my neck, and hanging while we narrowly avoided disaster.

My heart pounded as I guided the boat back into deeper water and slowed the engine.

Sam sat on my lap sideways with her legs dangling over the chair. Her breaths came short and fast, and she clung to me, her arms wrapped tightly around my neck, her body trembling. “I’m sorry,” she said, speaking into my chest.

“It’s my fault, not yours,” I said and wrapped one arm around her waist, drawing her in tight.

“I couldn’t resist,” she said. “I’m so drawn to you.”

“Believe me,” I said. “The feeling is more than mutual.”

“Can I sit here like this for a while on your lap? I promise to behave,” she said before she kissed me softly on the chest.

I glided my fingers up and down her back while I righted the boat and pushed the throttle forward. “You can sit here all the way to Key West if that’s what you want.”

She lifted her face until it was even with mine and smiled sweetly at me while she brushed a lock of my hair out of my eye. “I feel safe with you, and I love being way out here on the ocean completely alone with just me and you.”

I kissed her softly on the lips and backed off. “Why do you like me so much?”

“Other than how hot you are?” she asked.

I chuckled. “Yes. Besides that.”

“The way you live your life with such freedom excites me. It’s like you don’t need anyone else, and you go where the wind takes you. You’re a free spirit, just like me. You don’t work to impress anyone by boasting or bragging. That humble sincerity really turns me on.”

I was humble? Brooke would have loved to hear that. “I need other people,” I said. “This life gets lonely.”

“That’s why you have me,” Sam said, kissing me again. “I’ve had a huge crush on you for so long I can’t even remember a time when I didn’t.” She sighed and ran her fingers through the short hair at the back of my neck. “Butch told me I should go for it, but I was scared.”

“Butch knew how you felt about me?” I asked.

She nodded and searched my face with her big blue eyes. “Am I coming on too strong? Because I can be a lot if you’re not used to me.”

Strong wasn’t the word for it. She was a nuclear explosion that had detonated right in the middle of my life. I could only imagine Brooke’s reaction. It wouldn’t be pretty. “I love a woman who goes after what she wants,” I said. “Like you, I’m drawn to free spirits.”

“Is the pretty redhead who works with you a free spirit? Butch said she had a thing for you too.”

“Brooke?” I laughed and shook my head. “Brooke doesn’t know who she is. She’s a free spirit who’s fighting like hell to deny her wanderlust.”

“Do you two… you know… fuck?” she asked me, studying my face closely.

My stomach twisted sideways, and I almost took the boat with it. “No,” I said, recovering slightly. “But that doesn’t mean I haven’t tried or that I don’t want to. I’m drawn to her, but she’s engaged.”

“I’m good at making girls jealous,” Sam said. “Maybe you’ll get your chance to have sex with her before the wedding.”

I frowned at her, leaned forward, and kissed her again. “Are you for real?”

Sam giggled. “I’m demented. What did you expect from Lindsay Monroe’s daughter?”

Lindsay was right. Her strawberry didn’t roll far from the patch. “I don’t know what I expected, but I’m not used to twenty-year-old women leading me around by the nose.”

She reached down between her legs and fondled my cock. “I’ll lead you by a lot more than your nose.”

I jerked the wheel sideways, and the boat lurched, igniting a giggle fit from Sam as she held on tight.

I grinned at her and kissed her again. “You’re about to cause me a lot of trouble. Aren’t you?”

She leaned in tight and mashed her tits into my chest before she slipped my earlobe between her lips and licked.

Her warm breath rushed down my ear and my cock twitched, coming to life once again.

Then Sam whispered in my ear, “Baby, you’re about to find out how much trouble I can be.”
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After re-fueling in Key West and grabbing some provisions, we set off for the last leg of our trip that would end at a small island two hours away. Sam spent her time quizzing me about my life and asking me more questions about treasure hunting and shipwreck diving. By the time we made it to the island, the sun was slipping over the western horizon, and I had just enough time to anchor inside the safety of a lagoon complete with a white sandy beach.

There wasn’t another boat in sight, and the island itself was completely uninhabited. That left Sam and I as the only souls within miles and miles of empty ocean. That feeling of isolation was one that I had not only grown used to but craved. I wasn’t built for long stretches of time spent in civilization. This was the life I loved.

Sam seemed to love it even more than I did. With the temperatures dropping and the stars coming out, she threw on a bulky sweatshirt over her bikini bottoms and emerged from below deck with a blanket surrounding her shoulders and two beers, one in each hand.

“Can I talk the captain into some cuddle time?” she asked.

I wanted to quiz her about our game plan for the morning and go over whatever information Butch had given her. But how could I turn down an alluring offer from such a sexy first mate “I think you can twist my arm,” I said as I triple checked my anchors and made sure the boat wasn’t going anywhere.

Night had descended on our little corner of paradise, and the sky was a stunning kaleidoscope of stars. Whenever I left the city lights behind, the stark clarity of the stars never ceased to amaze me. That included the shooting stars you couldn’t see back at the marina. I flicked on the hull lights, illuminating the water below us with a soft phosphorescent glow.

“Come on, sailor,” she said, shaking her ass as she made her way to the front of the boat.

I followed close behind, giving her ass a little pat, spurring a giggle and a glance from the stunning young blonde.

When we reached the ship’s bow, Sam handed me a beer and slipped into a large, flat cushioned area meant for sunbathing and general relaxation. She stretched her legs out before her and reclined against an angled cushion pressed against the railing. Cup holders attached to the railing provided the perfect spot to leave our beer while we basked under the blanket of brilliant stars.

Sam pulled the blanket over her body but left one side open before beckoning me. “Come on, Trap. Keep me warm.”

I slipped in beside her, tucking my beer into the cup holder before reclining on the pillows and gazing up at the heavens. “You can see the milky way when it gets dark enough.” I let out a sigh and slid my fingers through Sam’s long, lush hair. “You’re right. This is an awesome way to live.”

Sam curled up beside me, slipping her leg over my waist while she rested her head on my t-shirt covered chest. “Mmmm… I’ll say.” She let out a contented sigh and spread her palm over my muscled chest. “Is it safe to sleep here under the stars?”

“Sure, we can,” I said. “I sleep up here every chance I get.” I brushed an errant lock of her silky blonde hair away from her face before leaning down and kissing her forehead. “If you told me two days ago that you and I would by lying beneath the stars, twined together like lovers, I would’ve bought myself a lottery ticket.”

Sam giggled and inched closer, snuggling her body tightly against mine. “I never want to go back to school,” she said before she slid her hand inside my t-shirt and softly caressed my bare stomach with her fingertips. She ground her hips into my thigh and nuzzled her face into my neck, kissing me softly along my jawline. “I’m so turned on right now.”

My cock throbbed, hardening, for what seemed like the hundredth time that day. She had edged me so many times I lost count, and I was done putting off the inevitable. I slid my hands down her back and inside her bikini bottoms, filling my hands with her incredible ass. “I’m done resisting,” I whispered.

Sam let out a soft moan and brought her face around to mine, kissing me softly on the lips. “Let’s get naked,” she whispered, sending my head spinning and my cock throbbing.

She tugged at the bottom of my t-shirt as if willing it off my body before I sat up and pulled it off, while she sat up on her knees before me.

In one smooth motion, Sam reached down and pulled off her sweatshirt, revealing her jiggling tits, smooth and bare in all their naked glory. They were everything I imagined and more. Sharp tan lines demarcated her golden cleavage from the creamy interior of her inner breasts. The pure innocence of the way Sam regarded me left me spellbound. She nibbled at her bottom lip nervously, and the youthful exuberance of her springy tits normally hidden from the prying eyes of dirty old men like me made the moment feel all the more taboo.

Her quarter-sized areolas were flat and pink, her nipples little more than hard pink buds. Her tits were big and bouncy, jiggling and swaying, while she tossed the sweatshirt aside. The moonlight and the silver stars illuminated Sam in a glowing silver effervescence that made her look otherworldly, beautiful.

I gazed at her slack-jawed, my lips dry and my pulse tripped over itself as it soared into the stratosphere. “My, God… you’re stunning.”

Sam gave me a bashful smile. But she made no move to cover herself. “Thank you.” A nervous smile flickered over her angelic face. “I’ve waited a long time for this moment.”

“Are you on birth control?” I asked.

Sam nodded. “Just so you know, I’ve only had sex with one guy, and we broke up in high school. I don’t sleep with just anyone.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You haven’t had sex in college?”

She shook her head. “I’ve been kind of obsessed with you ever since I turned eighteen.” She shrugged. “The other guys just don’t do it for me.”

All those fraternity guys must have thought she was such a cock tease. I imagined bets between them over who would score first with the legendary Samantha Monroe. And the poor sap in high school must have blown his load inside thirty seconds.

“They’re loss is my gain,” I said, opening my arms to her.

Sam slid forward and ran her hands over my bare chest. She hovered over me with her tits dangling over my chest. The temptation was too great to resist. I reached up and cupped her magnificent globes, squeezing them in my hands as her nipples hardened against my palms.

Sam found my mouth with hers and melted into me, moaning softly as she swirled her tongue over mine and lost herself exploring my mouth freely, her lips slipping over mine.

I let go of her tits and the bobbled back to center while I slid my hands down her side until I met the thin cloth edges of her bikini bottoms. I hooked my thumbs inside the straps and guided them over her shapely hips and tight ass.

Sam played along, lifting her hips enough for me to strip her naked. Then she broke off our kiss and sat upright before deftly unfastening my shorts and lowering my zipper. “I want that gigantic cock I felt on the boat.”

I sat upright, and Sam sat back on her knees. “Lay down,” I said, gazing into her eyes.

Sam’s blue eyes shimmered with lust, and she did as I told her, lying down on the cushions while she tossed aside the blanket.

I stood atop the cushions, towering over her, gazing down on her naked perfection.

Her tits barely moved atop her chest, and her pussy revealed the faintest whisper of a tight slit, glistening with wetness beneath the silvery moon. Sam parted her legs and gazed up at me before she reached between her legs and slid her middle finger over her pussy, working it up and down while she moaned.

She gazed at my cock with hungry eyes and bit her bottom lip, moaning as she writhed on the cushions beneath me. “Trap, fuck me. Please,” she said, her tone carrying an edge of desperation. “I’ve waited so long.”

I pushed down my shorts, taking my underwear with them. My cock, stiff and swollen, sprang free, hovering over the twenty-year-old blonde like a python ready to feed.

Sam’s eyes bulged, and her jaw dropped. She locked her gaze on my swaying manhood and licked her lips while her chest rose and fell in short, quick bursts. She bucked her hips and worked her finger in and out of her tight pussy until her finger glistened with her wetness.

Somewhere in the distance the trees rustled with the sounds of birds hopping from limb to limb, as if to get a better look, while the gentle lapping of the waves crested on the lagoon’s snowy white beach. It was only Sam and me, and nothing else mattered. Not the treasure. Not Butch’s cryptic note, or even Brooke’s looming marriage. It all faded into the background as pure noise until only Sam remained.

I dropped to my knees and inched forward, sliding between her smooth golden legs. I ran my hands down her exquisite inner thighs as my swollen cock twitched and my tip gently patted Sam’s wet slit.

She shuddered beneath me, and her legs trembled as if with trepid anticipation. Goosebumps flared across Sam’s beautiful tits, and her nipples hardened into ripe pink buds, begging to be sucked.

I crawled over the top of her, dragging my cock over her pussy mound and higher as a streak of pre-cum left her tummy glistening in its wake. We came face-to-face, and I lowered my mouth to hers, gently kissing her while I looked her in the eyes. “Are you sure you want this?” I whispered as I pushed a stray lock of her blonde hair away from her face.

Sam loosely draped her arms over my shoulders and nodded, smiling sweetly as she did. “Never more sure of anything,” she whispered in reply. She hooked her ankles around my hamstrings and rubbed her heels up the back of my legs. “I want to feel you come inside me.”

I kissed her again then sat up, taking my cock in hand and guiding my swollen tip along her buttery smooth slit.

Sam moaned with pleasure and writhed below me, humping my cock as she tweaked her hard nipples between her fingers.

I ground my tip inside her warm, slick pussy, and my toes curled as my cock twitched and pulsed.

“Stop teasing me, Trap,” Sam moaned and bucked her hips, urging me to fuck her. “Put it in me.”

I gazed into her crisp blue eyes and slipped inside her tight hole, burying my cock halfway inside before it met tight resistance.

Sam arched her back and gasped, biting her bottom lip while she furrowed her brow and gazed deep into my eyes. Her tits jiggled and swayed, and her pussy writhed, flexing on my cock in tight, rhythmic spasms.

“Are you okay?” I asked, knowing my cock was bigger than the average bear. That’s why I didn’t just ram it inside her.

Sam pressed her hands against my stomach as if bracing herself for the onslaught and wasn’t confident she could take it all in. She nodded briefly and parted her lips, sucking in a deep breath between her teeth before she relaxed, and her body eased beneath me. “You’re huge. It hurt at first, but it’s better now.”

“Maybe we should stop. I don’t want to hurt you,” I said.

“You’re not hurting me.” She dug her heels into my ass and drew me in. “Now shut up and fuck me.”

“Okay,” I whispered and leaned forward, pinning my arms on each side of her shoulders. With a sharp grunt, I thrust forward and buried my cock deep inside the sorority queen.

Sammie let out a chirp and a grunt, then sucked in air, her chest rising and falling at a rapid pace.

She had the tightest pussy I had ever felt in my life, and it wasn’t even close. My cock throbbed inside her, straining against her walls while Sam pressed down with her muscles, squeezing and flexing as she wrapped her long legs around my waist and relaxed.

She grabbed hold of my ass with both hands and urged me forward as she wrapped me in tight and ground her hips, swiveling my cock deep inside her.

I rocked forward and backward, fucking her slow and deep, taking my time with each penetrating stroke. The pleasure was so intense it took every ounce of self-control I had not to blow my load in the first thirty seconds. I buried my head in her neck and inhaled the tropical scent of aloe and clean soap drifting up from her hair, then kissed my way up her neck and circled her ear with the tip of my tongue.

Sam shuddered beneath me and groaned, raising her hips, and timing her motion with my deep, downward thrusts. The result was a sweet clapping sound and her tits jiggling in tight circles where they floated atop her chest. She opened her neck to me and dug her fingers into my ass cheeks. “Never, ever stop fucking me,” she whispered.

The sounds of our slapping skin grew louder, mingling with the shifting squeal of the nylon cushions. Her breaths came out in short, rushed gasps and her thighs trembled, wrapped tightly around my waist. Sam’s lilting moans turned me on so much my cock throbbed, begging for release. 

I picked up steam, ramming the nubile young co-ed hard and fast, impaling her with each driving thrust. Her pussy stretched and squeezed, her lips gliding over my shaft like a velvety sheath. My head swam, and my urge to come took shape, demanding attention.

Sam grunted under my relentless assault and her body shifted forward and backward, her tits jiggling and swaying with the constant motion. She ran her hands up my back and held onto my shoulders, locking her legs tight around my waist while her warm breath flashed across my chest.

My cock throbbed, pulsing inside her like a beast with its cornered prey in its sights. I couldn’t hold out much longer, and I pounded her harder and faster, willing an orgasm from her while I gazed deep into her crystal-clear eyes.

Sam furrowed her brow and pulled me down, pressing her forehead against mine while she grunted and her pussy spasmed. The fertile beauty sucked in a sharp breath, arched her back, and dug her fingernails into my beefy shoulder muscles. She let out an unearthly moan and squeezed her eyes shut as her orgasm consumed her. She tried to speak, but the words came out in a garbled mess a moment before my head flashed and my orgasm rounded on me like a hurricane.

A flood of Sam’s juices glistened on my cock as I thrust forward and held still a moment before I released, gushing deep inside her, grunting and spurting seismic loads of hot, molten cum. My cock spurted again and again, filling her with my seed, while Sam’s warm breaths floated over my ear, igniting me like a stick of dynamite.

“Fill me up,” she whispered. “That’s it, baby. I love to feel you inside me.” She kissed the side of my neck while I grunted, filling her with spurt after heavenly spurt.

I propped myself up on my elbows and gazed into her eyes as I continued pumping. My orgasm crested and came down the backside until my cock went still. I hovered above her, gasping for breath, while Sam dragged her fingertips up and down my spine, milking my cock with her twitching pussy.

“That was incredible,” Sam said, heaving for breath beneath me.

I pushed up on my arms, afraid I was crushing her beneath my weight. I pulled in deep cleansing breaths and gazed down at her. “You’re incredible.”

She smiled, flashing her white teeth while her tits swayed and jiggled beneath me. “I will fuck you all night, Timothy Ashford.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Then hopefully you can walk in the morning.”

She shrugged. “I’ve waited so long. I’m afraid you might vanish.”

“I’m not going anywhere.” I leaned down and kissed her full on the lips, letting our lips linger before Sam opened her mouth and our tongues met.

Finally, she broke off the kiss and gazed up at me. “Can I ride you next time?”

I laughed. “You can do whatever you want with me.” I sat up on my knees and slipped my cock from inside her.

Creamy strings of cum drizzled from Sam’s puckered pussy, draining down onto the soft cushions. Sam opened her legs and gazed down at her ravaged pussy. “You made a mess.”

“Sorry,” I said. “The sex was too good. I came hard.”

She laughed softly. “Me too. I’ve never come that hard in my life.”

“I’ll grab a towel and get you cleaned up,” I said. “Sit tight.” I climbed off the cushions, grabbed a towel, and mopped up the mess.

“Come here and warm me up,” Sam said, pulling the blanket up to her chin while I crawled underneath beside her.

She pressed her naked body up against mine and sighed contentedly, then rested her head on my chest. “I don’t want to go back. Can we stay here for a couple of days?”

I wrapped my arm around her and drew her in tight. “I don’t see why not. With any luck, we’ll grab whatever treasure you have on that map of yours and spend the rest of the day between the boat and that little beach.”

“I’d like that,” she said. “I make a killer margarita.”

“No way is it better than mine,” I said.

She raised her head off my chest and gazed up at me, grinning. “Is that a challenge?”

“You bet it is,” I said. “It will knock your socks off.”

“You already knocked my socks off,” she said before she slipped on top of me and straddled my waist. “Now it’s my turn to do it to you.” She pushed away the blanket and sat upright, towering over me like a golden goddess. “Get ready for the ride of your life.”
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The next morning, Sam insisted we share an extremely tight shower where the urge to procreate struck again. Luckily, the tiny shower stall offered good leverage, and the two of us got off quickly before we dressed and focused on the reason for our trip.

Sam met me on the aft deck where I had just finished stuffing a backpack full of essentials we needed for our day long hike. Or at least I assumed we would be gone the entire day. The island was small, but the tropical vegetation was thick and with plenty of rocky slopes, it would be slow going.

“Trap, this is what Butch gave me.” Brooke handed me a sealed envelope, and I frowned as I took from her.

“Didn’t you read it?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Butch told me to give it to you.”

If Sam hadn’t read whatever it was Butch gave her, then why had he insisted on her coming with me? Not that I minded. It turned out to be one of the greatest trips of my life and I couldn’t get enough of the lovely Miss Monroe. Even so, it made little sense. There was something I was missing — something that didn’t feel right about this whole thing. Butch was leading me on somehow. But why and how?

I peeled open the envelope and pulled out two handwritten pieces of paper. The first was a handwritten note from Butch. I opened the note and read it out loud as Sam hovered over my shoulder.

Trap, I hope life finds you well. If you’re reading this, that means Samantha has joined you on your latest adventure.

I’m sure you’re wondering why I went to such great lengths to get you to this little section of paradise. That’s understandable. It’s also part of the fun! Don’t forget, life’s too short to take all that seriously.

Dad

P.S. — Samantha is the genuine treasure. Don’t fuck it up.

Samantha giggled and elbowed me in the ribs. “Yeah. Don’t fuck it up.”

I shot her a withering stare and opened the second sheet of paper. It was a handwritten map of the island where we currently stood complete with an X marks the spot near what looked like a cave at the top of a rocky cliff.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I said, shaking my head.

“What’s wrong?” Sam asked.

“He’s up to something,” I said. “This is way too easy.”

She frowned and took the map from me. “He told me you would know where to find this island. How did you find this place? And how did Butch know you would know where to go?”

“I found out from a map I found at the bottom of a shipwreck,” I said. “Apparently Butch not only knew about this island but he’s already been here.” I grinned and shook my head. “That cagey old codger. I can almost picture him wagging his finger at me and telling me I took long enough.”

“We should follow the map,” Sam said. “He probably left us another clue at the top.”

“He’s leading us by the nose,” I said, and let out a sigh. “But we don’t have any other choice. I hope you’re ready for a long hike.”

She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me on the lips. “Lead the way, captain.”

Sam and I trekked through the thick tropical vegetation, climbed rocky outcroppings, and waded across two rivers. We stopped around lunchtime and skinny dipped in a crystal-clear pond of fresh water fed by a towering waterfall. An hour after lunch, we climbed over the lip of a short cliff and arrived at the top.

“Look at that,” Sam said, her tone awestruck as she gazed back over the island.

I turned around to join her and smiled at the world beneath us.

The island, heavy with palm trees, shrubs, and dense ground cover, stretched out below us. Beyond the island on all sides, the blue ocean disappeared into the hazy, sun-drenched horizon. On the far side of the island, the Topless Mermaid floated like a miniature toy in the lagoon. “It’s beautiful,” I said, slipping my arm around Sam’s waist.

“The hike wasn’t even that bad,” she said.

“Unless whatever clue Butch left us leads to another clue on the other side of the island,” I said. “We could be chasing shadows for the next few days.”

“Would he do that?”

“To me? Yes. To you? Probably not.”

She giggled and slipped her hand in mine. “Let’s see what he left us.”

I dipped my head to enter the cave and flipped on my flashlight, casting it into the murky shadows.

The cave was shallow, with smooth walls and a dirt floor, but nothing obvious jumped out at me. I frowned. “Do you see anything?”

“Nothing,” Sam said. “I hope someone didn’t beat us to it.”

“I doubt it,” I said and shined the thin beam of light over the cave floor and stopped on a section of dirt that didn’t look as packed down as the rest. “Bingo.” I turned around to face Sam. “Baby, hand me that shovel in the backpack.”

Sam fished inside the backpack and came away with a shovel that I quickly assembled before handing Sam my flashlight.

“Shine the light right here.” I tapped the ground with the shovel and Sam came up beside me before pointing the flashlight on the loose mound of dirt.

Two scoops later, I tapped something metallic and stopped digging.

“Here,” Sam said, handing me the flashlight and taking the shovel.

I knelt beside the shallow hole, brushed away the dirt, and came away with a metal cigar box.

I grinned. “It’s Butch’s brand. Come on. Let’s take it outside.”

Sam and I left the cave and sat on the ground, resting against a flat stone outcropping. I opened the lid and found a clear plastic bag with one of Butch’s old tattoo parlor cards inside. There was nothing else inside or outside the cigar box.

“That’s weird,” Sam said and edged in close.

I opened the bag and took out the card. The front had all his contact information, including the name of his shop, Butch’s Ink. “Why would he leave me his old business card?” I flipped it over and there was another handwritten note.

Enjoy the view! P.S. Now that you’ve found the Lady Dancer, you’ll have to work with Bella.

“That’s it?” Sam asked. “What about the treasure?”

I read and re-read the card a dozen times, searching for hidden meaning. “Baby, let me see your tattoo again.”

“Do you think he left the clue in the tattoo?” Sam turned her back to me and pulled her long hair over her front shoulder, exposing the pink iris on her neck.

“Maybe,” I said. “Back up so I can get a closer look.”

Sam wriggled backward between my parted legs and leaned forward.

I ran my fingers over the tattoo, searching every inch, but it was just a plain tattoo. There was nothing overtly obvious that jumped out at me.

“Anything?”

“No,” I said. “But he wouldn’t have sent us all the way here for nothing. Maybe there’s something hidden in your mom’s tattoo.”

Sam let go of her hair and turned around to face me. “Butch did her tattoo years ago, and Jessie finished it. For all Butch knew, Jessie could have overwritten his work.”

I nodded and sighed. “Agreed. That doesn’t feel right. What do you think he meant when he said enjoy the view?”

“The view from the top of the mountain is the only thing that makes sense,” she said.

I shook my head. “That’s too easy.”

She shrugged. “I don’t know.”

“That he knew we found the Lady Dancer tells me he discovered this island without the map.”

“What map?” Sam asked.

I quickly brought her up to speed on what we discovered inside the Lady Dancer and swore her to secrecy.

“I won’t tell anyone.” She leaned in and kissed me. “But I’m glad that you trust me with your secrets. That means a lot to me.”

“Of course, I trust you. And so did Butch.” Technically, Sam was my former stepsister although I didn’t like to think about that, much less give it a voice. But it wasn’t like we lived together. I was long gone while she was still going through school. Still, besides Lindsay, Sam was the closest thing to a family I had left in my life.

“How about we take our treasure back to the boat and I’ll make us those margaritas. We can drink a little alcohol and trade back rubs.”

“That’s the best idea I’ve heard all day,” I said.
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By the time we made it back to the boat, the sun was fading, and we were exhausted. Still, Sam made good on her promise and whipped up a couple of refreshing drinks while we sat on the aft deck, cooling off.

I turned the card over in my hand a dozen times. I was on the brink of figuring it out and could almost taste the revelation in my mouth. It felt like trying to recall a memory that was on the verge of meeting your consciousness but wasn’t quite there.

Sam took the card and slipped it into the backpack. Then she straddled my lap, facing me, and curled her arms around my neck. “Let’s forget about that for now. I say we shower, eat dinner, and then do back massages in bed.”

I wrapped my arms around her slender waist and pulled her ass onto my rising cock. “Do you give happy endings?”

“For you, I give happy beginnings and endings,” she said before she leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips.

“I’m sorry our trip was anti-climactic. Butch beat us to the punch.”

She ran her fingers through my hair and kissed me again. “I’ve got a feeling we haven’t climaxed just yet.”

I chuckled and squeezed her ass in my hands. “We’ll save that for the shower,” I said.

Sam shook her head. “We already had sex in the shower this morning. Besides, what’s a good massage without a little sexual tension?”

In the distance, thunder rolled, and puffy gray clouds loomed on the horizon.

“Looks like we’ll be doing our massages inside tonight,” I said.

“That’s so cozy,” she said. “Let’s go get naked.”

“Let’s get the boat ready for the rain first,” I said.

Sam and I stowed everything that might blow away in a storm before we headed down into the cabin and turned on the shower. She insisted we shower together, even though there was barely room enough for one, let alone two. My cock had a mind of its own and slipped and glided over Sam’s soapy ass, pressing against the entrance to her tight pussy more than once. By the time we finished, I was rock hard and already edging. We decided dinner could wait before we dried off but remained naked.

Sam stretched out on the bed with her hair wet and her skin glowing after spending all day in the sun. “Do you want me to do you first, or you do me first?”

My cock swayed before her, hard and rigid, twitching uncontrollably as my eyes wandered over her incredible curves. “I want to do you first, but I can’t promise the big guy will stay in his own lane if you get my drift.”

Sam giggled and eyed my cock wantonly. “I would be disappointed if he did.”

“In that case, roll over on your stomach and I’ll get the massage oil.” After eyeing Sam’s tight ass all day long, I meant to plow her hard from behind and come all over that mesmerizing caboose.

The nimble blonde rolled over onto her stomach, pulled a pillow under her head and slipped her hands beneath. She gazed back at me and raised her ass high in the air. “You couldn’t take your eyes off my ass all day.”

I retrieved a bottle of baby oil from Sam’s luggage and crawled onto the bed behind her. “Busted,” I said. As I crawled up her body, my cock was rock hard and swayed from side to side.

“I love it when you look at me like that,” she said. “I was wet all day long.”

I squeezed a dollop of baby oil onto my palm and rubbed my hands together to warm it. “Are you wet right now?” I asked.

“Soaking,” she said, wiggling her ass before me.

Her pussy lips peeked out from between her round ass cheeks, puffy and glistening with her juices.

I shuffled forward on my knees and rested my fat cock between her ass cheeks like a hot dog in a bun. The heat from her pussy radiated along the bottom of my shaft and balls. I leaned forward, sliding my oil-soaked palms up her back until I reached her shoulders and gently squeezed.

Sam moaned softly and clenched her ass cheeks, tightening her ass around my cock while she wiggled her hips. “You’re driving me crazy,” she said, gazing back at me while her wet blonde hair splayed over my pillows.

As the rain pattered the windows, I squeezed Sam’s shoulder muscles and used my thumbs to massage her neck, rubbing up and down over the pink iris tattoo. “How’s that?”

“Amazing,” she said, her voice raspy, caught somewhere between lust and relaxation.

I glided my fat cock forward and backward through her clenched ass cheeks while I gently kneaded the muscles on her shoulder and back. My cock thickened, growing harder as the heat and wetness from Sam’s pussy radiated over my balls.

Sam rocked her hips, moaning softly while she closed her eyes and licked her lips as if savoring every second.

My cock throbbed, pulsing against her ass cheeks while I struggled to focus on giving her a proper massage. I ran my thumbs down the taut muscles lining her spine, then leaned forward, using the base of my hands to massage up and down her back. “You’re really tense,” I said.

“Mmmm….” She parted her lips and her breathing turned shallow and quick. She undulated her hips, sliding my cock forward and backward in her ass crack as she squeezed, gripping my shaft between her clenched cheeks.

My cock throbbed, and my head swam with an urgent need to fuck her. I glided my hands over her lower back and squeezed her hips before pulling back my cock and lining up my pulsing manhood at the entrance to her tight pink pussy. With a slight push, I edged forward, and my knob broke the seal, slipping just inside her honey hole, eliciting a deep moan of satisfaction from Sam.

Her tight pussy lips formed a perfect airtight seal around my shaft, and Sam edged her hips up and down, wriggling and squeezing while her moans grew louder. “Fuck me, baby.”

With a groan, I slid forward and sank deep inside her, pushing through her tightness until my cock completely impaled her. I let out a quick gasp and squeezed her hips while I savored the heat, firm resistance, and pulsating wetness that enveloped my cock like a storm. “Fuck,” I said, as the word came out in a rush. My head thrummed with nearly overwhelming lust, and my toes involuntarily curled. I kneaded her ass cheeks, pulling them apart just enough to watch my glistening cock slide in and out of the most perfect pussy on the globe.

“Yes,” Sam hissed, and clutched the sheets between her clenched fists. Her breaths came out short and ragged, and she contracted her pussy, squeezing my cock until I groaned with pleasure.

After a full day of watching Sam’s perfect ass jiggle and shake, the edge of my orgasm sat on a razor’s edge, primed and ready to explode. I grabbed her hips and fucked her slow and steady, easing in and out as the bed springs groaned with approval beneath us. Her juices soaked my cock, and every time I bottomed out, her ass jiggled with the motion.

“Harder,” Sam said, gasping for breath as she moaned into the pillow.

I picked up the pace, fucking Sam harder and faster until the rhythmic pounding of our sex met the seesaw music of my old box springs. My thighs clapped her ass, and I squeezed her firm flesh between my open fingers, before giving her ass cheek a firm slap.

Sam moaned louder, broken only by her grunts as I hammered her pussy hard and fast. She clamped down on my cock and bucked her hips, gasping for breath. Her big golden tits bulged out on either side of her petite chest, and her back glistened with a slippery sheen of baby oil.

Again and again, I slammed into her, thrusting as deep as I could until my swollen knob met the hard resistance of her cervix. My head flashed the warning signs and my orgasm had moved past the point of no return.

Sam raised her head off the pillow and cried out as her pussy spasmed and hot juices flowed over my cock, dripping onto the bed. Sam’s legs trembled, and she moaned, gasping for air through her torrential orgasm.

My orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, and I pulled out just in time to watch a long thick rope of cum burst from my cock, arc in the air, and splatter her back, landing on the pink iris and finishing on her lower back. I grunted and my second spurt crisscrossed the first, painting her back with my pearly white cum while Sam writhed beneath me. My cock bubbled out hot jizz, and I aimed it all on her tight round ass cheeks, layering her ass like icing on a cake.

Sam breathed in and out, gazing back at me while I stroked my cock, unloading on her incredible body. Hot ribbons of cum flowed over her ass, seeping down into her crack, and soaking her pussy lips. Her body glistened with a light sheen of sweat and she tossed her half-dried hair aside, saving it from the ocean of cum layering her backside.

My cock went still, and I milked the last few drops into her ass crack before I sank back on my knees and surveyed the carnage.

“I think I’ll need another shower,” she said as she smiled back at me.

“I’ll towel you off first,” I said and shook my head. “It’s honestly the best sex of my life.”

Sam let out a contented sigh. “You easily top my chart, and I want more… a lot more.”

“Me too,” I said as my breathing stabilized. “Stay there and I’ll get a towel.”

“Aye, aye, captain.” She gave me a salute and stared up at me, her eyes twinkling.

I retrieved a clean towel from the cabinet and crawled back onto the bed, hovering over her. “You make me come so hard. I can’t believe how much there is.” I mopped up her back, starting near her tattoo, and worked my way down.

“I almost passed out,” she said. “I saw stars. Is that normal?”

I laughed. “It might be our normal.” As I moved lower, cleaning her lower back and finally her ass, a revelation hit me and I sat there frozen, staring down at her ass and lower back. “Enjoy the view,” I whispered.

“Huh?” Sam said, staring back at me over her shoulder.

In a rush, all the clues aligned, and everything made sense. I knew why Butch wanted Sam to go with me, and I knew why he put her under a general anesthetic for her tattoo. And the line from his brief letter now made sense. “You’re the genuine treasure,” I said, gazing down at her heavenly body.

“Thanks, babe, but why are you looking at me like that?”

“I think I have one in the drawer of my workbench,” I mumbled out loud.

“Have what?” Sam pushed herself up on her hands and stared back at me, her big tits jiggling beneath her chest. “You aren’t making any sense.”

I laughed out loud and clapped my hands together. “Baby, don’t you move a muscle. I’ll be right back.”

“Where are you going?” she asked, utterly confused.

I scrambled off the bed, threw open the cabin door and rushed out onto deck where the rain came down in sheets. I stumbled across the rain slick deck until I reached the workbench on the aft deck where Brooke and I had examined the treasure from the Lady Dancer which felt like a lifetime ago.

Rain splattered over the workbench and dribbled down the sides. In the distance, a lightning bolt flashed, and thunder rumbled. But I was undeterred.

I pulled open the deep bottom drawer of the workbench and tossed aside cords and tools until I found what I was looking for — a portable lamp already fitted with the right light bulb.

“Bingo,” I said, curling the lamp under my arm while I slammed the drawer shut and hustled back into the cabin.

Water poured from my hair and glistened off my naked body.

Sam stared at me, her expression more worried than confused. “Trap, what’s going on?” she said from where she sat naked on the edge of the bed.

I laughed and hustled toward her. “I figured it out. It’s the only thing that makes any sense.”

“Explain it to me,” she said.

“I’ll do better than that,” I said. “I’ll show it to you. But I need you to stretch out again, face down like you were before.”

“Okay,” she said, and assumed the position.

“I’m turning off the lights. Don’t panic,” I said.

“Okay. I trust you,” she said.

I flicked off the lights and made my way through the dark to the bed with my lamp firmly in hand. My heart pounded so fast I thought it would explode. I crouched over Sam with the unlit lamp propped up on the bed beside her. When I flipped it on, my heart surged with triumph and I clapped my hands again, laughing. “You are the treasure.”

Sam’s back glowed with the phosphorescent lines of invisible ink lit up under ultra-violet illumination. It was a section of map, similar to the one we had recovered off the Lady Dancer with more swamp lines, a different section of coastline, and a river running down to what looked like the edge of a landmark near the bottom of the tattoo.

“What is it?”

My hands trembled as I slid my hand through my wet hair and shook my head. “It’s a treasure map Butch tattooed onto your back with invisible ink. It only shows up under black light.”

“I want to see,” she said. “Take a picture.”

I found my phone and snapped off a picture before handing it off to Sam.

She smiled and her white teeth glowed under the room’s black light. “It’s pretty,” she said. “I have a secret tattoo. That’s so cool.”

“And it gives us half the map,” I said.

“I wonder what happened to the original?” she asked.

I frowned. “That’s a good question. I have a couple of ideas, but we need to get home first.”

“In this storm?” she asked, her tone worried as she rolled over onto her back.

I flipped off the black light and turned on the cabin light before setting aside my phone. I crawled onto the bed and between Sam’s parted legs with a sly grin. “No way, baby doll. I still need to lay claim to my perfect treasure.” I leaned forward and kissed her softly on the lips.

She giggled. “Good answer.”

I slipped my hands under Sam’s exquisite ass and drew her body in tight against mine. “Besides, what’s treasure hunting if you can’t stop and have a little fun along the way.”
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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.
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            Paradise found in the hands of a young harem…




Thirty-nine-year-old workaholic Matt Snow is picking up the pieces of his shattered life. On the heels of a divorce from his wife of eighteen years, Matt quits his job and retreats to his Florida beach house to reassess his life choices.




He craves a simple, quiet life filled with home repair projects and relaxing with a cold beer under a warm Florida sun. What he discovers instead promises to change his life forever.




Matt finds himself confronted with a bevy of twenty-year-old beauties including his best friend’s voluptuous and drop-dead gorgeous daughter Krista Lane who visits Matt along with her boyfriend Jason.




But Krista didn’t visit Matt for the surf and sun, she came to fulfill a lifelong fantasy, and won’t leave until her lust is sated.

But a chance encounter with beautiful, blue-eyed lifeguard, Amanda Anderson, leaves Matt spellbound, and when he comes face to face with his neighbor’s grown daughter, blonde goddess Clementine Summers, he truly has his hands full. Matt’s simple life becomes exponentially more interesting.




Can Matt wrestle Krista away from her boyfriend while leaving Amanda and Clementine in play? Or will it all blow up in his face?

Beach House Babies contains the entire original five-book series! Read the entire story from beginning to end that follows handsome divorcee Matt Snow on his journey of sexual enlightenment in the hands of a group of beautiful bikini-clad coeds, all searching for their paradise.
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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.
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