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  Chapter 1


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.”






  
  Chapter 2


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 feet 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 scheduled 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 have 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.”






  
  Chapter 3


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.”






  
  Chapter 4


Ipulled 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 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 since 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.






  
  Chapter 6


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 girl’s 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 than 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.






  
  Chapter 7


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?”






  
  Chapter 8


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 legible 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, Samantha 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.”






  
  Chapter 9


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.






  
  Chapter 10


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.






  
  Chapter 12


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 gotten 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 boat's 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.”






  
  Chapter 13


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 wait 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.”






  
  Chapter 14


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.”






  
  Chapter 15


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.
“Their 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.”






  
  Chapter 16


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.






  
  Chapter 17


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 a 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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  Chapter 18


Miss Samantha Monroe, decked out in a skimpy white bikini, perched on my lap as I steered my boat, the Topless Mermaid, through the marina and past the rows of half-full slips. She sipped on a bottled water and gazed out over the bow with her golden blonde hair piled high atop her head and secured with a ponytail holder. The fading afternoon sunshine reflected off her mirrored Ray Bans, and with her free hand draped across my shoulder, she casually stroked the short hair at the base of my neck. 
As the water lapped off the hull, we passed yachts of every size and shape, sailing boats, and even a pair of fishing trawlers. Across the dock, the Salty Parrot’s half-lit neon sign called out to me like a friend. After a long day at sea, I craved a shower, something to eat, and an ice-cold beer. But before any of that could happen, I had to get the newly found map piece in Hazel’s capable hands.
I dialed back the engine to a crawl, savoring the last few minutes of alone time with Sam. I slid my arm around her slim waist and cupped her tight ass cheek in my open palm. “Two minutes until we arrive. Can you help me with the ropes like I taught you?”
She nodded. “Yes, baby, but it looks like we have a welcome party,” Sam said as she leaned into me and pointed toward the dock.
Her smooth tanned tit bulged against my arm, her nipple straining against the thin top. My cock throbbed against Sam’s ass and she intentionally wriggled my swollen manhood between her ass cheeks and squeezed, teasingly. “It’s the redhead.”
“Brooke?” I peered over Sam’s shoulder and crooned my gaze over the aft deck of an over-sized yacht and glimpsed my partner in crime, Brooke Fox, sitting on an old lawn chair at the end of my slip with one smooth long leg crossed over the other, tapping her toe impatiently.
Even from a distance, the strawberry blonde beauty set my stomach fluttering. She wore her hair up in a tight ponytail and her dark sunglasses offset her pouty pink lips. She wore a tight white tank top with a pair of black shorts and matching open-toed sandals. With her arms folded over her chest, she glowered at the boat as we glided up to the open slip.
“She looks pissed,” Sam whispered.
“That’s just her resting bitch face,” I said. “She’s angry a lot.”
“She looks like she needs to get laid,” Sam said.
“Oh, you have no idea,” I said.
“Is she the jealous type?” Sam asked.
I chuckled and kissed her on the cheek while I gave her ass a gentle pat and squeeze. “You’re about to find out.”
Sam grinned mischievously. “Do you want her to be jealous?”
“I wouldn’t mind,” I said. “As long as she doesn’t kill me.”
“By the time I’m done with her, she’ll be begging to jump your bones.” The little blonde troublemaker gazed down at her tits and adjusted her bikini top, pulling it a shade lower to reveal the edge of her tan lines and more of her already impressive cleavage. “Whatever you do, don’t jump in to save her.”
“Save her? What do you mean?”
“Do you love her?” Sam asked, gazing back at me over her shoulder.
My stomach dropped, and I shifted uncomfortably in my seat. “Sam, we just spent two days —”
“No, baby. Stop,” she said, cutting me off. Sam pivoted on my lap to face me. “Whatever feelings you and I have for each other are separate. I’m not going anywhere, but that doesn’t mean you can’t have feelings for Brooke and me. Does that make sense?”
“That doesn’t bother you?”
She shook her head. “I’m confident with my feelings, and the intense way you look at me tells me exactly how you feel about me.”
I raised an eyebrow. “What way is that?”
“You love me,” she said. “You just haven’t said the words. But someday you will. It’s okay to admit it.”
She probably wasn’t wrong, but I wasn’t up to confirming her suspicion. “Do you love me?” I asked.
“Yes,” she said without hesitation. “I love you with my entire heart.” She leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips. “See? It’s easy. I think you love Brooke even if you’re too macho to admit it. That means you’ll want to jump in and protect her when she’s feeling jealous. I’m telling you not to. Okay?”
I stared at her with my jaw agape as the dock rapidly approached. “What planet are you from?”
Sam giggled and kissed me again. “It takes a strong man to be with me.” She kissed me again, this time parting her lips before our tongues darted together. “You’re my guy. Got it?”
“No more boyfriends?” I asked.
Sam shook her head. “I’m looking at my boyfriend. Someday, I’ll marry you.”
My cock throbbed against her warm ass, wriggling on my lap, and I swallowed away a lump forming in my throat.
Sam reached down and squeezed my cock. “I’ll take good care of him tonight. Don’t you worry.”
My cock twitched in her firm grip, and I tried to still my racing heart. “Meet me at the Salty Parrot in three hours,” I said.
“Perfect.” She kissed me one last time before she got up. “I’m yours all night long.”
As I maneuvered the boat around the slip, Brooke stood on the dock and stared at us with her hands on her hips. Her lips formed a full pout. Although I couldn’t see her eyes behind her dark sunglasses, her body language told me she wasn’t happy.
“Greetings, partner,” I called out from high in the captain’s nest.
Sam scrambled down to the aft deck and grabbed the lines like I taught her before she smiled at Brooke. “Hi Brooke. I’m Samantha. Can you tie us off?”
“Sure,” Brooke said curtly before Sam tossed her the line.
Sam’s tits jiggled and even Brooke’s gaze fell on the shapely blonde’s incredible rack.
“Thanks,” Sam said. “Trap went on and on about you the entire time we were gone. I feel like I know you already.”
“That’s funny,” Brooke said as she tied off the line. “He didn’t mention you to me.”
Now I understood what Sam meant. I fought the urge to interject and explain myself. Instead, I pretended not to overhear as I gave the engines just enough reverse throttle to line up the boat inside the slip as we slid toward the approaching dock.
“Trap and I recently reconnected,” Sam said as she sauntered across deck, chest out, and gathered the second line in hand. “Do you know Butch’s ex-wife, Lindsay?”
Brooke frowned, then her jaw dropped as if in recognition. “You can’t possibly be her daughter.”
Sam giggled. “That’s me.”
I killed the engine and grinned down at Brooke. “Hi gorgeous. Are you happy to see me?”
“Where the hell have you been?” she asked. “You should have been back yesterday.”
“How long have you been waiting?” Sam asked as I killed the engine.
“Not long,” Brooke said. “The Mermaid has a GPS tracker on board. I tracked the entire trip online.”
I scrambled down the ladder. “I thought you were busy with your in-laws,” I said, as I secured another line and grabbed the portable gangway.
“They aren’t my in-laws. I’m not married,” Brooke said as she glared at me and folded her arms over her chest.
“Right. Sorry,” I said as I struggled to place the heavy gangway between the dock and the boat.
“Congratulations,” Sam said. “Trap told me you were engaged.”
“Thanks,” Brooke said unenthusiastically. “How did you end up on the trip? Trap told me he was going alone.”
Sam turned to face me and frowned. “Baby, do you need help with that?” She lowered her sunglasses, perching them on the end of her nose. Then she flashed me a dimply smile and winked.
Brooke’s jaw dropped, and she gaped between Sam and I. “Are you two an item or something?”
I started to speak and Sam grabbed my hand, squeezing it as if in a reminder before she turned back to Brooke. “Does fooling around the entire time make us an item?”
I could practically see the steam coming out of Brooke’s ears as an aura of intense anger simmered around her.
“From where I come from, it does,” Brooke said, barely containing her jealous rage.
“Then we’re definitely an item.” Sam turned back to me, perched on her tiptoes, and kissed me gently on the lips. “He’s probably worn out.” She turned back to Brooke. “Last night it rained, and it was so romantic. Trap and I spent the night —”
Brooke raised her hand. “I don’t need the gory details.”
Sam shrugged. “You’re right. Sorry. TMI. I have a tendency to go all in when I’m really into someone. You know?”
“No. I’m not sure what you mean,” Brooke said. “I just came here to find out what Trap discovered on the island.”
I grimaced and climbed the short stairs leading to the gangway while Sam followed behind, her hand still locked with mine.
“That’s a long story,” Sam said as we stepped out onto the dock beside Brooke.
“I’ll take the short version,” Brooke said, her tone frosty.
Sam turned back to me and took my other hand, before coming in close and whispering loud enough for Brooke to hear. “It’s okay if you show her the picture. I don’t mind.” She winked at me again and smiled mischievously.
“I’ll explain on the way,” I said, gazing at Brooke. “I’m going to see Hazel. You want to tag along?”
“You bet your ass, I do,” Brooke said.
“I’ll let you two take care of that,” Sam said. “Can you drop me off at the sorority? I’ll drive back later and meet you at the Salty Parrot.”
Brooke lowered her sunglasses and gaped at me, wide eyed and slack jawed.
I inwardly cringed. “Sure,” I said nervously, stealing a sideways glance at Brooke. “Let me grab your bag and we’ll get going.”
Sam perched on her toes, wrapped her arms around my neck, mashed her big tits into my chest, and pulled me into a kiss just long enough to make it uncomfortable for Brooke. “Thanks, babe. You are the world’s greatest boyfriend.”






  
  Chapter 19


We piled into my truck, with Sam taking the middle seat, pushing in close beside me. During the trip to Sam’s sorority, Brooke and I remained silent while Sam chattered, placing her hand deep on my inner thigh and stroking my leg with her thumb. Brooke simmered in the seat beside her, gazing down at Sam’s hand every few seconds, grunting single word responses to Sam’s questions. 
When we reached the sorority, I climbed out first and grabbed Sam’s bag while the bubbly blonde scampered out after me.
Sam threw her arms around my shoulders and pulled me into a fiery kiss before backing off just enough to meet face to face. “I can’t wait to see you in a few hours.” She let go of my neck, leaned back into the truck, and smiled at Brooke. “It was really nice to meet you and congrats again on your engagement. The way Trap talks about you, made me kind of jealous at first, but it looks like you’ve put him squarely in the friend zone, which is awesome news for me.”
Brooke forced a thin-lipped, hostile grin. “Glad to help.”
Sam retreated from the truck and stood before facing me. She pulled me into a deep hug, then whispered in my ear. “I may have overdone it a little, but she’s clearly into you.”
I came away from the hug and smiled down at her. The way she came at Brooke left me feeling more than a little uncomfortable. I had strong feelings for Brooke, and I hated seeing her hurt. But maybe Sam was right. Brooke needed a little push to change her life. “I’ll see you in a few hours.”
Sam gave me a final wink and a smile before she bounded off up the front stairs of her sorority house and slipped inside with a final flirtatious wave back at me.
When I slipped back into the truck, I had never felt Miami so cold. Brooke wouldn’t even look at me, staring straight ahead with her arms folded over her chest.
“She’s got a lot of energy,” I said, trying to cut the ice.
“Most nineteen-year-olds do,” Brooke said.
“Actually, she’s twenty,” I said, earning a withering stare from Brooke.
I fired up the engine and headed for the university. “How are your parents?” I asked.
“Fine,” she said. “No….” She let out a long sigh. “That’s a lie. They aren’t fine. They fucking hate Logan’s parents almost as much as I do.”
“Sorry,” I said. “I won’t pry.”
Brooke shook her head and stared out the window while I drove in silence. After a few minutes went by, I dared to speak. “Why are you so angry with me?”
“I’m not angry,” she said, her tone flat and borderline hostile.
“Then what’s got you so upset?” I asked, reaching for her hand.
She snapped her hand away and whirled on me. “Don’t you fucking touch me.” Her green eyes blazed with fury and she looked ready to throw a punch.
“Fine,” I said. “Have it your way.” I turned around and accelerated through a green light.
A full minute of silence passed before Brooke turned her attention from the window to me. “You’re fucking a twenty-year-old blonde bimbo,” she said. “You’re everything I thought you were.”
“She’s not a bimbo,” I said. “Sam’s been with one guy before me. And who exactly do you think I am? Brooke, you’re engaged to another man,” I said, my voice rising with anger. “How clear do I have to make my feelings? You don’t want me. You’ve made that more than clear.”
Her eyes welled with tears, and her chin quivered. She looked like she wanted to say something, but shook her head instead. “That’s not true. You know how I feel.”
“No, I don’t. You don’t tell me,” I said. “Every time I ask you to hang out, you’re busy. I thought you wanted to be friends.”
“I do,” she said and wiped away the tears streaming down her cheeks. “Look. I know it doesn’t make sense, but I’m jealous. I shouldn’t be, but I am. Okay? Are you happy to hear me admit it?”
My heart sank. “No. That doesn’t make me happy,” I said, taking all the heat off my voice before I let out a long sigh and turned my gaze on the road ahead.
Two minutes passed while we drove in silence. Beside me, Brooke sniffled and used the back of her hand to wipe the tears from her face. I felt horrible about what Sam had done and cursed myself for letting her go through with it.
Finally, I turned my gaze on Brooke and spoke as gently as I could. “As a friend, I think you should spend a little time thinking about what you want out of life. I care about you more than you could ever know. I don’t want you to hurt.”
She sat in silence, staring down at her lap, sniffling as if taking in my words.
I reached across the cab and opened the glove box in front of her. “Believe it or not, I carry Kleenex with me.” I pulled out a tiny plastic travel container and held it out for her.
She took a tissue, dabbed her eyes, then looked up at me and smiled. “First it’s tissues in your glove compartment. Tomorrow you’ll be wearing a man-purse.”
“I’ll never wear a man-purse,” I said, returning her smile. “You’ll drive a minivan before I strap on a man-purse.”
Brooke’s smile widened, and she laughed. “Keep telling yourself that but if I hear one dad joke from you, our friendship is over.”
I chuckled and tossed the box of tissues in her lap. “Screw you, Fox.”
“You’d like to, wouldn’t you?” She smiled sideways at me, then let out a long sigh. “When did life get so fucking complicated?”
I held out my arm. “Crawl in here for a hug,” I said. “I promise not to grope too much.”
Brooke scooted across the bench seat while I slid my arm around her shoulder and squeezed lovingly. She leaned into me and let out a second cleansing breath. “How do you have this power over me?”
“What power?” I asked.
“You can simultaneously piss me off and make me feel better all at the same time.” She gazed up at me out of those big, beautiful green eyes and destroyed me with a glance. “Trap, I can’t lose you,” she said, her voice quivering with raw emotion.
My stomach churned and my heart raced, but I held her gaze and fought a nearly overwhelming urge to lean in and kiss her. Now wasn’t the time or the place. “I’m not going anywhere. I promise.”
She picked up my hand and pulled my arm from around her shoulder, squeezing my hand tenderly. “Don’t get a new partner. I’m not leaving.” She laced her fingers in mine and pulled my hand into her lap, resting it squarely atop her upper thighs.
I raised an eyebrow. “When did that change?”
“When I saw Blondie on my boat,” she said, as she brushed her thumb over the back of my hand and deepened her grip. “I’m the first woman in your life. Not her.”
“She has a name,” I said.
“Yeah. It’s bimbo.” She pressed in closer, mashing her tits into my side. “Now tell me, what did you find?”






  
  Chapter 20


We found Hazel in her office, surrounded by a mountain of books. Most were modern, but some of them were so old the paper looked handmade with cracked leather covers and writing that looked akin to hieroglyphics. She peered up at us as we entered and she lowered her gaze to my hands, then disappointment crept across her face. 
Hazel’s shoulders sagged. “You found nothing?”
As usual, she looked gorgeous without even trying. Her long brown hair was secured in a loose ponytail and her blue eyes glazed with a simmering intensity that caught me off guard.
Maybe Brooke was right, and I wasn’t giving Hazel enough credit. For the first time, I became intensely curious about how she spent her free time. “What you did you expect I’d find?” I asked.
“I hope another section of the treasure map,” Hazel said, sighing as she sank back into her office chair.
“That old thing?” I waved away her concern. “I found it. Or at least another part of it.”
Hazel’s eyes bulged, and she pushed up out of her chair. “Where is it?”
“That’s the thing,” I said. “I don’t have the original. Just a copy.”
“Let me see,” Hazel said, pushing aside the text books. “Put it on my desk.”
“The copy is… unusual,” I said. “Let me show you a picture first. I have it on my phone.” I stepped up to the desk and pulled out my phone while Hazel and Brooke gathered around me.
“Where did you find it?” Hazel asked.
“It’s a long story,” I said. “Butch had it all along.”
“And he didn’t tell me?” Hazel frowned. “That’s not like him.”
“I think he meant it as both a test and a reminder of what’s important.”
“What do you mean by that?” Brooke asked. “You mean Blondie? Is she important to you?”
“Who’s Blondie?” Hazel asked.
“Trap’s new girlfriend,” Brooke said.
Hazel suddenly deflated and did her best to hide the disappointment in her eyes. She gazed up at me through her puppy dog eyes. “You have a girlfriend?”
“Yes,” I said, not ducking the question. “Her name is Samantha, and she’s a lovely girl.”
“She’s twenty,” Brooke said. “And she’s built like a brick shit house.”
Hazel frowned. “How is a brick shit house built? Is that good or bad?”
“Ignore her,” I said. “She has a nice figure, and she’s a very nice girl.”
“Nice girls don’t wear bikinis that skimpy,” Brooke said.
I glanced at her, frowning. “I’ve seen you in a bikini just as skimpy. Does that make you a bimbo?”
Brooke blushed and turned back to my phone. “Just show us the map.”
I pulled up the images app on my phone and found the picture with the map glowing under the black light on Sam’s lower back. The top of her bare ass was visible in the picture, and I quickly zoomed in while Brooke and Hazel exchanged a furtive glance.
“Butch tattooed it on Sam’s back using invisible ink,” I said.
“Can I take a closer look?” Hazel asked.
I handed Hazel the phone while out of the corner of my eye, Brooke’s heavy gaze settled on me. “Can you use the image and combine it with the first piece to make a composite of the treasure map?”
Hazel pulled the phone up to her face and squinted at the image. “The tattoo is extraordinary,” she said. “Butch really captured a lot of detail.”
“He had a gift,” I said.
“A gift he put right in your lap,” Brooke mumbled.
I turned on her. “What’s that supposed to mean?”
“Butch obviously wants you to be with Sam,” Brooke said. “Some of us apparently weren’t good enough,” she mumbled under her breath, even though I heard everything.
Hazel sighed and shook her head. “Is there any chance Samantha would come into the lab and let me photograph her with a more powerful camera?”
“I’m sure she would be happy to strip off her top,” Brooke said.
I shot Brooke a warning glance. “I’ll ask her,” I said. “In the meantime, I’ll send you this image. Can you get to work on it? If you can infer a location or really anything usable, that’s what we need.”
Hazel nodded. “I’ll do my best, but get her in here sooner rather than later.”
“I’m on it,” I said.
“And you’re on her,” Brooke said again, mumbling under her breath.
Hazel gazed between us awkwardly, then cleared her throat. “I’ve made a few discoveries of my own,” she said. “Care to hear more about the ancient treasure of King Itzcoatl?”
Brooke raised an eyebrow. “Who?”
“I’ll explain,” Hazel said. “Sit.” She gestured toward the open seats while she came back around her desk and slipped into her chair. “I found this book, and I’ve been up all night deciphering it.” She turned an ancient book around to face us. “There are missing pages, so I couldn’t translate everything. But I have enough to paint a fairly vivid picture.”
“Where did the book come from?” I asked, taking a seat before her.
“Would you believe, it’s been in our archives since the 1960s,” Hazel said. “The original researcher left a lot of notes which provided context, but I’ve made additional discoveries based on my background translating ancient Aztec script.” She turned to a marked page near the back of the tome and opened the book to a vivid drawing rich with a tapestry of colors, shapes, and intricate designs. “This is the cornerstone of everything else.”
Brook inched forward, completely focused on the drawing. “It’s so beautiful. Who are the women?”
The drawing depicted the faces of five beautiful women connected by the rich weave of flowing colors and geometrical designs.
“Those are King Itzcoatl’s five most beautiful wives,” Hazel said. “But we’re jumping ahead.”
“Five wives?” I raised an eyebrow. “He must have been a busy man.”
“The king had over thirty wives in his harem,” Hazel said. “But these five were the ones he coveted most.”
“He had a real harem?” Brooke asked.
“Oh yes,” Hazel said. “The drawing is the mark of the harem master himself. That image was tattooed on the king’s back. The king himself was a mystical priest who was said to have magical powers bestowed by the Xochiquetzal herself, who was the goddess of fertility. Itzcoatl paid tribute to the goddess in multiple ways. The first was the hording of a rich treasure of artifacts, gold, and jewels he assembled in her name.”
“The treasure of Xochiquetzal,” I said.
“Correct,” Hazel said.
Brooke and I exchanged a thin smile before we turned our attention back to the book.
“The second way the king paid homage to the goddess was by fathering over a hundred children,” Hazel said.
“A hundred?” Brooke stared at her wide-eyed.
“That’s a man after my own heart,” I said.
“Itzcoatl had a fiery passion for his wives,” Hazel said. “He loved them so intensely, I believe Itzcoatl’s mark, or the mark of the harem master, is at the heart of unlocking Xochiquetzal’s treasure.”
“Do you really believe he knew magic?” I asked.
Hazel gazed at me and sighed. “I’m a scientist, Trap. Do I believe it? No. Am I open to having my mind changed? Yes.”
“Who’s to say the Aztecs didn’t practice magic? We, as a society, have a very diminished understanding of the human spirit and its true power. There are those out there who practice real witchcraft.”
“Voodoo and black magic?” I asked.
“White magic,” Brooke said. “There’s nothing evil in loving many women.”
“Are you volunteering to be in my harem?” I asked her.
Brooke’s cheeks flushed red. “Why doesn’t it surprise me that your mind devolves to sex.”
“Sex was very important to the king,” Hazel said. “He believed you couldn’t have love or sex unless you had them both.”
“He loved all thirty wives?” I asked.
“According to my research, yes,” Hazel said. “But these five, are the ones he coveted most.” She leaned over the page and pointed to the first woman’s face. “That’s Anacaona, his first wife. She had twelve children and was the king’s greatest love.”
“That’s such a pretty name,” Brooke said.
“The king had entombed each of his five wives,” Hazel said. “It’s rumored that their tombs are spread throughout Florida.”
“Florida? Why?” I asked. “The Aztecs came from Mexico.”
“Itzcoatl came to Florida for the same reason as Juan Ponce de León,” Hazel said.
“The fountain of youth,” Brooke said.
“Exactly,” Hazel said. “Even the Aztecs wanted to believe in the fabled legend.”
“Who are the rest of the women?” Brooke asked.
Hazel pointed to each woman as she named them. “That’s Citlalic, Tayanna, Atzi, and Ohtli.”
We stared at the image for a few moments without speaking, each of us absorbing the information.
“How does this help us?” I asked.
“I believe the map itself leads to the tomb of King Itzcoatl,” Hazel said. “The swamps on the map pieces you’ve located lead me to believe it’s a map of ancient Florida. I also believe that many of the king’s descendants are living right here in Florida. Some of them may even have information about the tombs of Itzcoatl’s queens. The book said Itzcoatl handed the information down to their children.”
My thoughts shifted to Bella and our conversation at the Parrot. Did she know the location of a tomb? “If the king had over a hundred children, there could be thousands of descendants.”
Hazel sighed. “Right. But I think we’re looking for any person of Aztec descent who may be active in preserving King Itzcoatl’s history.”
“Do you know anyone like that?” Brooke asked.
“The Patlee family comes to mind,” Hazel said. “Peter Patlee is a mega-rich philanthropist who’s donated lots of Aztec artifacts to the museums. He owns a bunch of oil rigs out off the coast.”
“That name rings a bell,” I said.
“Butch knew him,” Hazel said. “Peter used to come around every so often and pick Butch’s brain regarding the treasure.”
I snapped my fingers. “That’s right. Maybe I should have a chat with him.”
With her brow furrowed and her face masked in concentration, Brooke stared at the image on the page. “Do you think…?”
Hazel and I both turned to face her. “Think what?” I asked.
Brooke deepened her furrowed brow. “Hazel, you mentioned magic. Do you think this mark of the harem master is necessary to unlock the treasure? Physically I mean.”
“Maybe.” She shrugged. “I’m a scientist, not a priestess or a witch. To be a harem master, one needs a harem.”
Hazel and Brooke both turned their gazes on me.
“Come on, ladies. You can’t really expect me to build a harem. I’m not a king.” I let out a soft chuckle.
But Brooke didn’t laugh. Instead, she studied me closely. “Who says you have to be a king?”
I rolled my eyes. “Are you volunteering to be one of my five wives?”
Her cheeks flushed scarlet, and she averted her gaze. But she didn’t answer the question.
I turned to Hazel. “What about you? Any interest in joining a harem in the name of science?”
Hazel’s jaw dropped, and she stared at me wide-eyed. “I… ummm… I don’t think I could do that.”
I glanced between them and laughed. “Be serious. We don’t need a harem to find the treasure.” But deep down, I wasn’t so sure, and with Brooke avoiding my gaze entirely, I could tell she wasn’t sure either.
“Enough talk about harems and wives.” I stood to go. “I’ll bring Sam back with me tomorrow,” I said. “Brooke, let’s roll.”






  
  Chapter 21


Brooke was quiet on our ride home, but not out of anger. Rather, her mind seemed elsewhere, occupied by the thoughts of an ancient harem filled with beautiful wives. She sat in the middle seat beside me and held my hand for most of the ride back to her apartment, absently stroking the back of my hand with her thumb. 
When we arrived, she climbed out of the cab and gazed back in at me. “You’re going to the Salty Parrot with Sam?”
“Yep,” I said. “Any interest in tagging along?” I asked, knowing full well she never would.
She stared at me for the span of a pregnant heartbeat. “Would she mind? I don’t want to be a third wheel.”
My face flushed with heat and my legs turned into the consistency of room-temperature butter. Sam was right. She knew how to make women jealous. “You want to go to the Parrot… with me?”
“If you like this girl, then I owe it to you to make sure she’s up to par,” Brooke said. “What time should I meet you?”
I glanced down at my watch. “An hour and a half?”
She nodded, then leaned in and kissed me gently on the cheek. “Thanks, Trap… for everything.” Then she backed out of the cab and closed the door behind her before turning and headed inside her apartment building.
I stared after her, too stunned to move. What in the world had just happened? The night would either be incredibly interesting or a complete disaster. Only time would tell which. I glanced at my watch again. Brooke and Sam would arrive at the Parrot in ninety minutes, which meant I needed to get there in sixty. After making a quick pit stop at a specialty tequila shop, I went home, took a quick shower, and grabbed a quick bite to eat.
When I sauntered into the Salty Parrot, I spotted just the person I wanted to see.
Marcia Anderson, the stunning Cuban bartender, stood behind the bar, shaking a stainless steel cocktail shaker, smiling and chatting with a pair of middle-aged regulars transfixed by her bouncy boobs.
I tucked the bag under my arm and strolled up to the bar, sitting in my regular spot at the end. I placed the green gift bag with a yellow bow on the bar top and smiled in Maria’s direction while she she shot me a sideways glance.
The fiery Latina beauty poured whatever cocktails she had assembled into twin glasses and placed them before the leering regulars. Her tits were the real show and those two geezers didn’t take their eyes off of them until she finally turned away, grabbed a cold Sol beer and headed in my direction.
“Good evening gorgeous,” I said, giving her my best smile.
She popped the top on the Sol and set it before me. “You going to a birthday party later?” she asked.
“Yes,” I said. “As a matter of fact, I am.” I stole a glance at her billowing golden cleavage sprouting from her fire-engine red t-shirt.
Her lips glistened under the bars neon lights and her shimmering dark hair spilled over her shoulders in rich luxurious waves.
Just looking at her made me hard and my cock twitched in my pants, expanding inside my briefs. “Although the party isn’t for another few days.”
Maria frowned and tried to sneak a peak in the bag. “What is it?” Her subtle Cuban accent turned me stiff as a board.
“You are awfully curious tonight,” I said.
“It’s not everyday you come into this bar with gifts,” she said.
“I’ve given a lot of thought to your offer,” I said.
She frowned. “What offer?”
“The offer to win you over,” I said. “You told me if I had been paying attention then I would know how to win you over.”
The grin on her face widened, showcasing her perfect white teeth. She folded her arms over her chest and studied me thoughtfully. “You think you know how to win me over?”
“Maybe,” I said. The truth was that I remembered everything, which meant I had to play it just right or I could forget about scoring with the lovely Latina beauty. “Consider this a pre-birthday gift.” I pushed the bag toward her.
“It’s for me?” she asked.
“Open it,” I said.
Maria’s hazel eyes sparkled and lit up as she pulled open the bag and retrieve a bottle of high-end, premium tequila. Her jaw dropped and her eyes went wide as she stared between me and the bottle. “You didn’t.”
She held a bottle of Clase Azul Reposado tequila in her hand. It was her favorite alcohol and one that she said she couldn’t afford to buy herself.
“I did,” I said. “If I’m correct, your birthday is five days from now.”
She stared up at me over the bottle of booze and her jaw dropped. “Who did you ask?”
“Nobody,” I said. “I remember the moment you told me about your birthday. It was six months ago, and you stood right where you are now. You wore a pink shirt and I remember, you had just received the pretty gold cross you have on right now from your mother.” I pointed to the gold cross inlaid with sparkling diamonds nestled inside the bulging curves of her world-class cleavage.
Maria absentmindedly picked up the cross and leaned forward, setting the bottle aside. “You were drunk that day.”
I shrugged. “Anyway, I asked you if it was your birthday and you told me that your birthday was on October first and your mother gave that to you on the anniversary of your first communion.”
She grinned and leaned even closer before kissing me softly on the cheek. “That’s the sweetest thing any man has ever remembered about me.” She eased back and shook her head. “Maybe I was wrong about you.”
“I hope so,” I said. “Because I want to take you out on your birthday and then we’ll truly put my memory to the test. Because your dream date starts on your birthday. Am I correct so far?”
She smiled at me flirtatiously while she fondled the cross, her eyes glimmering. “Just because you remembered my birthday doesn’t mean you remember my perfect date.”
“There’s only one way to find out. Please tell me you don’t have plans.”
She studied me for a long time and pursed her lips together. “I don’t normally go out with regulars… but you did buy me such an amazing bottle of tequila. And you remembered the day my mom gave me the cross.” She sighed and looked at me appraisingly, as if for the first time.
“Is that a yes?”
“My boyfriend won’t be happy, but….” She shrugged. “He never bought me a bottle of Clase Azul Reposado. I’ll go, but as friends.”
“Friends?” I nodded. “Friends it is. But I need your digits. You know, the ones you’ve guarded like a mother dragon sitting on her nest of eggs.”
“I suppose there’s no harm in giving you my phone number. But no dick pics or the date is off.” Maria took the bottle and bag and set them behind the bar. Then she scribbled her number on a slip of paper and handed it over to me. “Don’t make me regret this.”
“Regret what?” a female voice said from behind me.
I started to turn when a pair of big soft tits mashed against my back and toned, tanned arms draped over my shoulders from behind. The fresh scent of summer flowers lit up my senses and a pair of warm lips brushed against my cheek. “Hi, baby,” Sam whispered in my ear.
Maria’s jaw dropped as she watched the sizzling hot twenty-year-old slide her arms up the front of my shirt and run her fingers over my muscled chest.
I glanced over my shoulder and found Sam’s lips waiting to kiss me. She tasted like cherries and looked like a mix between a playmate of the year and an innocent angel descended directly from the gate of heaven. Even over my shoulder, I could clearly see the swell of her cleavage bursting from a pink lace bra nestled deep inside a white V-necked t-shirt.
“I’m taking Maria out for her birthday in a few weeks,” I said.
Maria winced as if expecting fireworks, but Sam only smiled at Maria over my shoulder while she drew me in tight. “Happy early birthday,” Sam said before she extended her hand across the bar top. “I’m Samantha Monroe, Trap’s girlfriend.”
“We’re only going out as friends,” Maria said nervously as she shook Sam’s hand. “I’ve known Trap for a long time.”
“Friends or friends with benefits.” Sam shrugged. “No worries. Trap and I have an understanding. I’m not the possessive type. You’ll see.”
The regulars lining the bar eyed Sam like sharks tracking a wounded tuna, and even Maria couldn’t help but stare at the gorgeous young blonde.
Maria glanced between us while Sam slipped onto the bar stool beside me. “Seriously?” Maria asked, her tone incredulous. “You don’t want to kill me? Or, better yet, him?”
Sam slid her inside mine and laced our fingers together in a lover’s hold. “You’re a beautiful girl and he’s a very handsome man. It’s normal there would be some chemistry.” She leaned in close to me and her eyes twinkled. “But I know how he feels about me. Right, baby?”
She was truly a gift from heaven. “Right.” I leaned in, smiling, and kissed her glossy pink lips. “You’re the best.”
Maria glanced between us as if we were crazy and then shrugged. “What can I get you, sweetie?” Maria asked.
“I’m not a huge drinker,” Sam said. “I’ll have a light beer. You pick.”
Maria nodded and then turned to go, staring down the line of men drooling over Sam. “Put your tongues back in your mouth. She’s not going anywhere with any of you.”
“She’s very pretty,” Sam said as she tightened her grip on my hand. “And she wants way more than a friendship. That’s for sure.”
“It doesn’t bother you?” I asked, staring over at her.
Sam eyed me, her blue eyes practically sizzling with electric sex. “Not only doesn’t it bother me, but it’s kind of my kink.”
“What kink?” I asked.
“Isn’t it obvious?” She giggled and squeezed my hand. “The harem kink,” she whispered. “I’m recruiting for you. When other women want you, it makes me want you even more.”
My stomach dipped, and my head swam with dizzy lust. I licked the dryness from my lips and stared at her, my cock pulsing rock hard in my jeans. “It’s funny you mention that. I need to tell you what happened at the lab with Hazel.”
“Before you tell me, what time is Brooke getting here?” She glanced over her shoulder as if searching the bar. “I want to make sure we smooth things over.”
I frowned. “What do you mean? Did you talk to her or something?”
Sam giggled again. Leaned in and kissed me, nibbling my bottom as she pulled away. “You’re adorable. You know that?”
“You knew she would come?”
“Why do you think I dropped so many hints?” Sam asked. “She’s threatened by me and wants to fight for her man. Of course I knew she would come.”
“I’m not her man,” I said.
Sam rolled her eyes. “Please. Trap, I know love when I see it.”
“She doesn’t love me,” I said. “We’re friends.”
“She loves you and I wasn’t talking about just her anyway,” Sam said. “I mean you. The way you look at her….” She shook her head and her eyes glistened. “It’s beautiful. You really love her.”
“This feels wrong. Talking about Brooke with you, I mean. It’s unnatural and I don’t know how to handle it.”
“Baby, I came into your life like a hurricane,” Sam said. “I don’t expect you to drop everything and everyone who meant something to you. Love is all powerful. There’s enough room in your heart for me, Brooke, and whoever comes next.” She came in closer, mashing her tits against my arm. “In my bones, I know we’ll be together forever. I can feel it. Don’t ask me how, but I just do.”
“I love a woman with conviction,” I said, leaning in for another delicious cherry-infused kiss.
Sam’s tongue brushed my lips, then retreated before she pulled back and gazed at me, her blue eyes suddenly intense. “If it all feels too much, too fast, say something. I’ve bottled up my feelings for so long. It’s amazing to finally have them confirmed.” She smiled and brushed a stray lock of hair from my forehead.
“It’s fast,” I said. “But I’m more worried that you’ll wake up and come to your senses. Life is lonely aboard that little boat. Having you with me feels like a cool breeze chasing away a hot muggy day.”
“I’m not going anywhere… ever,” she said. “I want to learn everything there is to know about you and treasure hunting. We can see the world together one port at a time.”
From behind me, a pair of warm hands squeezed my shoulders and Sam’s gaze shifted to someone standing behind me.
Sam smiled brightly and sat up. “Brooke. Holy shit. You look hot.”
I gazed over my shoulder and when I laid eyes on Brooke, my stomach flip-flopped. I spun the bar stool around and faced Brooke.
Brooke hovered over me, looking like a freshly minted dime. Her smile was sweet yet confident and touched her eyes, setting them twinkling with a vitality I had never seen.
I stared at her, slack-jawed, caught completely off-guard. “Wow.”
Brooke wore a tight, long-sleeved pink cotton shirt that hugged every inch of her incredible chest. Her stiff nipples strained the cotton fabric and jiggled slightly as she moved in a clear sign she had foregone a bra. Black buttons trailed halfway down the front and she left half of those strategically unbuttoned, showcasing cleavage that belonged in a photo shoot.
Her long strawberry-blonde hair glistened and draped over her shoulders, full and vibrant. Brooke’s green eyes sparkled with an edge of adventurous flirtation as she appraised me, pursing her lips. She wore just enough makeup to be lethal and her glossy pink lipstick made her already plump lips look as ripe and juicy as a fresh watermelon in the heart of summer.
“You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” Brooke said, her eyes dancing across my face. “It’s just a little makeup and a new outfit.”
I shook my head and closed my gaping jaw. “It’s… I mean….” I let my gaze roam her incredible body, taking in every inch. She was already an incredibly beautiful woman, but this was something else. She had taken it to a whole new new level of hotness.
Sam laughed at me and turned back to Brooke. “I think our boy is a little tongue tied.”
I licked my dry lips and inhaled in a long, shallow breath, trying to steady my pounding heart. Between Maria, Brooke, and Sam, my head was in the clouds and my cock was twitching in my pants like a Mexican jumping bean. “You look amazing,” I said, and let out a sigh. “Let’s pretend for one night that you’re not engaged.”
Brooke folded her arms under her jiggling tits and pursed her lips, staring at me thoughtfully. “We can pretend but I’m still a good girl.”
“It’s a start,” I said, gesturing toward the stool beside me. “Have a seat. The first rounds on me. Hell, all the rounds are on me.”
Sam clapped and pressed in tight, slipping her arm around my waist while Brooke slid in beside me and picked up my hand in hers.
Maria appeared before us, and her eyes widened as they locked on Brooke. “It’s been a while, ginger. Welcome back. You still drinking the IPA?”
Brooke grinned, flashing her bright white teeth. “Thanks, Maria. That sounds good.” She laced her fingers in mine and tightened her grip.
I squeezed back affectionately and slipped my arm around her, draping it on the back of her chair. I couldn’t help myself and stole a peek down the front of Brooke’s open shirt, spying the inner curves of her creamy braless tits, praying for a nipple slip.
Brooke inched her chair toward me and glanced up at me, clearly busting me taking advantage of the view. But she didn’t cover or hide her incredible rack, and she didn’t look angry. Instead, she leaned into me, giving me an even better view of her assets. “What did I miss?”
My cock pulsed, straining the front of my jeans, and my ragged breath caught in my throat. “Huh?”
Sam giggled. “He’s literally drooling over you.”
“I wish he looked at me like he looks at you,” Brooke said.
“You are both incredibly beautiful.” I ran my free hand down Sam’s bare leg and back up again, gliding my fingers over her exposed inner thigh before slipping my hand under her black mini-skirt and brushing the front of her lace panties with my pinky finger.
Brooke leaned in closer until her tit mashed against my arm, forcing her shirt open far enough for an unobstructed view of her pastel pink areola and stiff nipple. “You aren’t the jealous type?” she asked Sam.
Sam shook her head. “I think you two make an amazing couple.”
Brooke’s cheeks turned a dark shade of pink, and she averted her gaze. “Thanks. I think.”
I squeezed Brooke’s hand, and she turned her gaze on me. “There’s no reason for jealousy. Nothing has changed. I’m still crazy about you.”
“Awww,” Sam said. “Kiss him.”
Brooke’s eyes bulged, and she gaped at Sam. “I can’t do that. I’m engaged.”
“Not tonight,” Sam said. “Give yourself a hall pass.” She grinned and stood, sliding her fingers over my leg before adding her hand to ours. “I don’t mind sharing if you don’t.”
Brooke licked her lips and shook her head. “I need way more beers for that.”
As if on cue, Maria returned with Brooke’s beer and she downed half of it in a single swallow.
With the regulars lining the bar drooling over both girls, not to mention Maria listening in on our conversation, I offered a change of scenery. “Anyone up for some darts? I’ll buy a couple of pitchers.”
“Me,” Sam said. “I love darts. We can play twenty-one.”
The three of us took our party across the room to the dartboard, where a partial wall offered a semblance of privacy. We took over a cocktail table big enough for three and passed our time throwing darts and drinking beer. An hour into the evening, Brooke had gone from hating Sam to treating her like a long-lost sister. The girls laughed and played, and they even held hands a few times in between games.
That said, the girls knew their limits and switched between beer and water, maintaining their sobriety. Even I backed off. No one likes a drunk, especially a couple of smoking hot twenty-something’s. Brooke seemed to let go of whatever jealous hang-ups she had, which allowed me the freedom to let my hands roam freely over Sam’s long, firm legs and even up her black miniskirt where I palmed her panty-clad ass at least a dozen times.
But other than flirting with Brooke, I kept my hands to myself. The last thing I wanted was to blow up our friendship over unwanted advances. But that didn’t mean she kept all to herself.
She routinely held my hands and more than once stood between my legs and leaned back against my chest while I sat on the high-back stool watching the girls play darts. It seemed any kind of hand holding she was more than okay with and she also didn’t care how much I stared down the front of her top.
Brooke wore a pair of tight, faded denim jeans with holes peppering her thighs that hugged every curve of her thick, toned ass. When she leaned back against me, she rubbed her ass over my stiff hog, intentionally grinding her hips while I throbbed against her.
Sam wasn’t shy. More than once, she straight up climbed into my lap and massaged my throbbing cock through my jeans. When Brooke had her back turned, I slid my hand up Sam’s t-shirt and played with her tits, tweaking her nipples while an ocean of pre-cum soaked my briefs.
Three hours into the night, Brooke glanced at her watch. “I should probably get going.”
Sam frowned. “Get going? I thought you were staying with Trap and I on the boat? You can’t go.”
Brooke raised an eyebrow. “There’s only one bed.”
“I know,” Sam said. “What happened to the hall pass?”
“You’re into that?” Brooke asked.
“Into what? Threesomes?” Sam asked.
Brooke nodded. “I’ve never….”
Sam giggled. “I’ve never either. God, I’m not that big of a slut. But there’s always a first time.”
Brooke studied my face for a long time and chewed on her lip as if considering. “I really, really want to.”
My stomach did a flip turn, releasing a wave of butterflies, and I held my breath, too afraid to speak.
“But, I can’t,” Brooke said. “I’m still engaged, and that’s going way too far.”
Sam frowned. “How about this… you and I go head to head in darts. Whoever loses has to do a dare.”
“I can’t have sex with you guys,” Brooke said.
“No sex,” Sam said. “We’ll keep it PG. Well, we’ll keep it PG for you, anyway.”
Brooke stared at Sam for a long time. “PG?”
Sam nodded and held up her hand. “It’s a sister wives promise.”
Brooke laughed. “Sister wives? Do we share Trap now?”
“We can if you want,” Sam said. “But you do you. Do we have a deal?”
“Deal,” Brooke said, and the girls shook hands.
They took turns at the dartboard, going back and forth until it came down to Sam’s last throw. When she hit the twenty-point score, she jumped up and down cheering while her tits followed along, bouncing with her.
Brooke gave her a half smile and shook her head. “Congrats, but I’m serious. No fucking.”
The night had been more than magical and ending it with my cock stuffed inside Brooke went beyond my wildest dreams. But I wasn’t greedy. I would take what she offered and sat silently as I watched my pretty blonde matchmaker’s head churn with adorable mischief making.
Sam smiled at Brooke and rubbed her chin. “No fucking. At least not yet.” She sighed. “I dare you to make out with Trap for one full minute. By make out, I mean really make out. You’ve got to use tongue and get into it.”
Brooke’s eyes widened as her cheeks flashed red. “I can’t.”
“It’s okay,” I told Sam. “She doesn’t have to if she doesn’t want to.”
Brooke whirled on me and glared. “I didn’t say I didn’t want to.” She turned back to Sam and nodded. “I’ll do it.”
My heart soared, and my stomach spun as my jaw hit the floor.
Sam smiled wickedly. “Perfect.”
“But if I do this, you have to do a dare afterward,” Brooke said.
Sam raised an eyebrow. “I will as long as it involves sex.”
“Oh, it will. Don’t you worry your pretty blonde head about that.”
“You’re on,” Sam said “Now get busy tongue wrestling our boyfriend.”
“Our boyfriend?” Brooke asked as she turned and glanced back over her shoulder. “He’s your boyfriend.”
“Whatever,” Sam said and giggled. “Go ahead with your seven minutes in heaven.”
“It’s one minute,” Brooke said.
“I’m not timing it,” Sam said. “As long as you go the full minute, I won’t stop you.”
God, how I loved my little blonde fire cracker. I grinned at Sam from where I perched on the stool.
Sam smiled at me, winked, then blew me a kiss.
Brooke stepped between my parted legs and gazed into my eyes. “Don’t look so fucking smug. I just lost a dare. That’s all.”
I leered at the gap in her top and stared openly at her tits and her hard nipples straining the front of her shirt. “I never thought this day would come.”
Brooke stepped closer and wrapped her arms loosely around my neck and gazed up at me with her big, beautiful green eyes. “This is a onetime thing. Got it?”
My head spun with dizzy lust, and my pulse raced. I gazed deep into her eyes. At that moment, I knew with a certainty that she loved me. “You don’t have to —”
Brooke pulled me into a kiss, cutting me off. Our lips locked and our tongues flashed together. She moaned softly into my mouth while her lips slipped and glided over mine. It was Brooke who deepened the kiss, opening her mouth wider and probing my tongue with hers. She inched closer to me until her braless tits mashed up against my chest and her fingers twined through the hair on the back of my neck.
The scent of jasmine washed over me, leaving my mind hazy with the pure need to consume her. She tasted of a hint of strawberry mixed with alcohol and a dash of mint. My head swam, dizzy with desire, and I wrapped my arms around her trim waist and drew her in closer. Without thinking, I slid one hand lower, cupping and squeezing her ass like it had always belonged to me.
Brooke never flinched. She moaned louder and deepened our kiss, pressing in tighter while her hands roamed through my thick hair and down my back.
Our tongues swirled together, exploring each other’s mouths freely without hesitation or reservation. Her passion was as fiery as her personality, and she felt like a person starved of human affection and gorging herself on the first available supply.
I added my second hand to the first, kneading her ass cheeks in my palms. Brooke ground her hips, and my rock hard cock throbbed against her lower stomach.
A minute passed, then two, but Brooke never stopped. Her breathing grew ragged, and she her hands roamed my chest while she dug her fingers into my muscled chest.
Three minutes passed, and I brought my hand around to her chest, cupping her braless tit in my hand, squeezing her big breast and teasing her nipple to hardness. Desire blazed inside me like an inferno, and I had to have her, no matter the cost. I would have killed for her if she asked and I felt her willpower on the brink of giving in.
That’s when she pulled back and broke the kiss, gasping for air as her eyes swallowed me whole. Eyes that swam with the same hazy lust I felt. Eyes that needed me to love her completely. Saliva rimmed her lips and her chest rose and fell in rapid succession. Her nipples were so hard, the puffy outlines of her areolas showed crisply inside her cotton top.
We held each other’s gaze for three heartbeats before Sam broke the spell.
“You two seriously need to get a room.” Sam chuckled. “There was a lot going on behind that kiss. I’m soaking wet.”
Brooke and I turned around to face her, and Brooke’s cheeks turned red with embarrassment.
“Okay, I liked it,” Brooke said. “I figured if I’m going to kiss another man once, I should make it count.”
“Once?” Sam chuckled again. “Baby, he’s your guy. Even a blind man can see that. No wonder you wanted to rip my throat out on the boat. You love him.”
Brooke sank back between my legs, grinning sheepishly at Sam. She pressed her shoulders against my chest and placed her hands on my knees while I wrapped my arms around her waist and drew her towards me.
Her tits jiggled and her hard nipples, straining the fabric, made it hard for me to focus on anything else. I resisted the urge to feel her up. The moment had passed, and I had to ride the wave.
“I didn’t want to rip your throat out,” Brooke said with no genuine conviction.
I squeezed Brooke’s waist and chuckled. “You called her a —“
Brooke whirled on me and pressed her hand over my mouth, cutting me off. “If you repeat that, I’ll chop off your balls.”
Sam giggled. “That’s more like it. Sweetie, it’s fine that you felt that way. But I’m no threat. Okay? I want you two to hook up.”
Brooke turned back to face Sam, leaning even deeper into me, giving me a bird’s-eye view down her shirt, nipples included.
“I think I know that,” Brooke said with some hesitation in her voice. “But what if I want him all to myself?” She brushed her hands over mine where I had locked them around her waist, hovering an inch above her pussy.
“I don’t think Trap’s a one woman kind of guy,” Sam said, gazing at me with a look of appraisal. “But that doesn’t mean he won’t commit to both of us. Right, baby?”
It was now or never and I was shooting for the stars. I had come this far. Why not? Maybe our discovery on the Lady Dancer started some sort of cosmic chain of events that led us here. Maybe I was meant to start a harem. It was as if everything clicked into place, including Brooke’s newfound desire to be with me. How I answered Sam’s question could have life-changing ramifications. I had no other choice but to answer truthfully. “That’s right,” I said. “I want both of you, and my feelings for each of you are just as strong.” I held my breath and waited for Brooke to explode.
Instead, she sighed contentedly and squeezed my arms tighter around her waist. “I have to admit, I’ve never been more turned on in my life. The thought of threesomes… well, I never thought I would be open to that sort of thing. But, now, i don’t know. It’s very tempting.”
Sam stepped up to Brooke, leaned in, and kissed her softly on the lips. Brooke returned her kiss and their tongues flickered together before Sam broke it off and stepped back.
“Sealed with a kiss,” Sam said.
Brooke gazed deep into Sam’s ice-blue eyes and grinned. “Now it’s time for your dare.”
Sam’s eyes smiled along with her lips. “Name it.”
“I dare you to fuck Trap in the hallway outside the bathrooms,” Brooke said.
Part of me wanted to interject and call it off. After all, the Parrot was my home away from home. I was already skating on thin ice with Maria after she had spent all night with her eyes locked on me and the girls. Getting caught ramming Sam in the back hallway would earn me a lifetime ban and steal any shot I had with the lovely Cuban bartender. But could I really say no to fucking Sam with so much risk involved? My cock hardened at the mere thought, and I had my hands up her tiny skirt so many times this evening that I remained steel-hard for hours.
“Done,” Sam said. “But only if you stand watch. I don’t want to get Trap in trouble with Maria. She’s potential girlfriend material.”
Brooke laughed. “What are you? His recruiter?”
“We both are now,” Sam said. “We’re building a family.”
“Wait a second,” Brooke said. “I’m still engaged.”
“Then where’s your ring?” Sam asked.
Sam was right. I hadn’t seen Brooke wear her ring a single time since we came up from the Lady Dancer. But if I had learned anything about Sam, it was best to stand back and let her do the talking.
Brooke shrugged. “I didn’t say I wouldn’t end things with Logan. But for now, I’m still officially engaged.”
“You’re willing to let Trap get busted?” Sam asked.
Brooke sighed and nibbled on her lower lip. “I didn’t say that.” She let out a long sigh. “Fine. I’ll stand watch.”
Sam grinned knowingly. “Stand watch or watch us fuck?”
Brooke met the blonde vixen’s gaze head on. “Both.”
Sam gazed over Brooke’s shoulder at me. “You picked a good one with her.”
“She’s an easy person to love,” I said, feeling Brooke stiffen in my arms at the mention of the word love.
“You ready to fuck me, baby?” Sam asked.
I grinned. “What do you think?” I inched off the stool, still holding Brooke’s hand, then picked up Sam’s before leading them across the bar toward the restrooms.
The bar was only half-full and Maria had captured most of the red-blooded testosterone hovering around the bar. Nobody was paying attention to us, but people came to take a leak every few minutes. We would have to make it quick. Not that I wasn’t ready and willing. Both girls had edged me for so long I was fit to bust and I had spent the last hour with my hands inside Sam’s panties, squeezing her ass, and slipping my fingers halfway up her pussy.
At the entrance to the back hall, we left Brooke to stand guard while I led Sam a dozen feet further. We stopped halfway between the men’s and women’s restrooms beneath a picture of Jimmy Buffett drinking a beer right here at the Salty Parrot.
Sam backed up against the wall and gazed up at me, her eyes drowning with lust. “Baby, take off my panties,” she whispered while she locked her big blue eyes on me.
My cock throbbed as I hiked her mini-skirt up around her waist and hooked my thumbs inside the waistband of her soaked white lace panties. I stole a glance at Brooke and her gaze was locked on my hands, sliding over Sam’s ass cheeks.
Brooke unfastened the button on her jeans and slipped her hands down the front while stealing half-glances toward the bar with most of her attention focused on us.
Sam deftly unzipped my pants and freed my aching cock, wrapping her fingers around my shaft and squeezing. “Fuck me,” she whispered, her breaths coming fast and ragged. She stepped out of her panties and spread her legs, licking her lips while she gently stroked my throbbing cock.
My pants fell down around my ankles and I slid my hands under Sam’s ass, easily hoisting her up, while I pinned her back against the wall.
She shuddered and gasped, stroking my cock while she tried to stifle her moans.
The skirt that had barely covered her ass was up around her waist, revealing her tight pussy in all its glory. Her pink lips glistened with her juices, barely peeking past a slit so clean and smooth, not even a single whisker tainted the purity of her feminine temple.
Brooke’s gaze settled on my stiff, swollen cock and her eyes turned hazy with lust. She arched her back and moaned while she stuffed her hand deeper down her pants and gyrated her hips while she finger fucked herself.
Sam’s mouth found mine and our tongues lashed together with a hungry intensity that left my head flashing with fevered lust.
I guided my tip along her slippery lips and easily sank deep into her honey hole while a deep shuddering shiver rolled over my body in waves of pleasure. My legs trembled and my cock pulsed as Sam’s pussy twitched and squeezed my throbbing shaft, clenching down with a velvety softness that left me teetering on the brink of orgasm.
Sammie locked her long, powerful, golden-toned legs around my waist and pulled me in deep, squeezing my cock while our tongues played together. She moaned softly and gyrated her hips, fucking me with short, intense gyrations.
I held nothing back, ramming her hard and fast while I squeezed her tits and gazed into her eyes. Her pussy was hot and tight and her walls squeezed my cock, forcing me to groan with lust. With deep, powerful strokes, I pounded the blonde co-ed, ramming her with my granite-hard cock while her loud grunts and stifled moans filled my ear.
“I love you, baby,” Sam whispered in my ear as her body rose and fell, bobbing up and down on my cock. Her back rode the wall, and she dug her heels into my bare ass, pulling me in deeper while her clean, minty breath flooded my senses.
Brooke gazed at us slack-jawed, her watch duties forgotten. Her jeans clung to her hips, barely hanging on. The top of her shaven pussy came into view, where her glistening fingers buzzed her clit.
With each penetrating stroke, I bottomed out with a deep grunt, and my tip squeezed into the tightest recesses of Sam’s already tight pussy. My tip met hard resistance at the entrance to her cervix. Every muscle inside her pussy felt alive as she flexed and contracted, squeezing my cock with relentless efficiency. I had no intention of pulling out, and in less than thirty seconds, I would drown her womb in a gallon of hot jizz.
Sam’s hot breath washed over my ear and down my neck. She pulled herself forward, away from the wall, and leaned into me, riding my cock like a mechanical bull. She moaned and grunted in my ear and her words came out in a rush, “Coming… oh fuck, I’m coming so fucking hard.” Her words trailed off and her body stiffened as a wave of orgasmic energy hit her like a tidal wave. She impaled herself on my shaft and her body trembled under the weight of the seismic climax.
Brooke arched her back, her pants forgotten and sliding lower over her thighs. She let out a stifled moan and slammed her fingers in and out of her pussy as her eyes rolled back in her head.
I squeezed Sam’s ass in both hands and held her down until every inch of my cock was buried inside her. With a loud grunt, my head flashed and tiny white stars filled my field of vision. I gushed a fountain of cum, spraying her womb with enough seed to impregnate her a hundred times over. Again and again I came, firing loads of sticky semen inside the stunning blonde beauty.
I lost myself, not giving a flying fuck who walked down the hall. She was mine, now and forever. I grunted with the force of the unrelenting orgasm, unloading a night’s worth of teasing, gushing and spurting unending bursts of sticky cum until my balls went mercifully still.
I cradled Sam in my arms, my cock buried deep inside her, and she sagged forward, resting her head on my shoulder. Her pussy twitched with the aftershocks of her violent orgasm, and she kissed my neck softly as she gasped for air. “I love you,” she whispered in my ear.
Beside us, Brooke leaned against the wall, pulling up her pants a moment before her eyes widened with shock and she whirled toward us. “Someone’s coming.”
Sam slipped off my cock, dragging a thick line of oozing cum in her wake. She straightened her miniskirt and glanced down as if to make certain she covered all the important parts.
I pulled up my pants and grabbed Sam’s panties, shoving them in my pocket while I zipped my jeans, praying my cock didn’t get caught in the zipper.
A grizzled old Vietnam vet named Gus appeared around the corner. He had stooped shoulders and thinning gray hair and eyed us suspiciously as he passed by.
He pushed the bathroom door open with a creak and disappeared inside before Sam and Brooke let loose peels of laughter.
Sam picked up my hand, and I glanced down at her skirt. “You have cum leaking down your inner thigh,” I said.
Sam pried open her legs and glanced down. Thick trails of milky white cum oozed down each side of her inner thighs, while a pearl of jizz dotted her little pink pussy. “Oops. Oh, well.”
“We should go,” Brooke said. “I feel like he knew what we were doing.”
“Agreed,” I said before picking up Brooke’s hand and leading the ladies through the bar.
Maria frowned as we walked past, narrowing her brows as she eyed us with as much suspicion as old Gus.
“I’ll see you tomorrow,” I said, giving her a smile and a friendly wave.
We pushed outside and stood under the starry south Florida sky before I turned to face Brooke.
“It’s too late to go home,” I said. “Just come sleep on the boat. You can sleep up on the sun deck. I’ll keep my hands to myself. I promise.”
Brooke glanced between Sam and me before she met Sam’s warm stare. “You don’t mind?”
“Mind? God, no,” Sam said. “Sweetie, I’ll sleep up on the sun deck with you. Trap’s all taken care of for the night.”
“Hey,” I said. “Not cool. I was looking forward to naked cuddling and wake up sex.”
“From who?” Sam asked.
I glanced between them. “Whoever wants to.”
Sam perched on her tiptoes and kissed me softly on the lips. “It’s late, and I’m not leaving Brooke alone.”
“Fine,” I said. “You two take the bed. I’ll take the sun deck.”
“Perfect.” Sam smiled as if that had been her plan all along. She and Brooke exchanged a smile, and the two trotted off toward the boat arm-in-arm, chatting happily with their giggles coming at my expense.
I trailed after them and sighed. “You two are making breakfast. Not me.”






  
  Chapter 22


The next morning, the sun, wind, and a yacht blaring its horn as it left port woke me. I stumbled below deck to find Brooke already gone and Sam’s blonde hair peeking out from under a mound of fluffy covers. I quickly stripped off my clothes and slid into bed with a still sleeping and very naked Sam. Had the girls dipped their toes in the lady pond? God, I hoped so. 
I slipped my arm around Sam and cupped her bare breast, savoring the feeling of her nipple hardening against my palm. She said something indecipherable before turning toward me, sliding her leg over my naked body and mashing her tits into my chest. My morning wood turned into a raging hard-on, and I found it impossible to keep my hands off her, let alone fall back asleep.
Twenty minutes later, we climaxed together with Sam riding me in reverse cowgirl while I gushed inside her for the second time in eight hours. Afterward, at Sam’s insistence, we hit the shower together. We squeezed into the tiny stall where one thing led to another and I took her from behind, again not bothering to pull out. I only hoped her birth control was up to the task.
We dressed and met on deck for a quick breakfast of bagels and orange juice. We sat around a little table on the bow of the ship just off the sun deck, where the morning sun shone brightly and a gentle wind whipped across the bay.
“What time did Brooke leave?” I asked.
“I’m not sure,” Sam said. “I was still sleeping.”
“Sleeping naked,” I said.
As the wind whipped her still damp blonde hair, she frowned at me and bit into her bagel . “I didn’t hear you complaining.”
“Was Brooke naked?” I asked.
She grinned slyly and sipped her orange juice. “I don’t kiss and tell, but it’s killing you not knowing, isn’t it?”
“Come on,” I said. “Spill the details.”
“You’ll have to leave it up to your imagination. Let’s just say Brooke and I are on extremely good terms.”
“I knew it,” I said, smirking as I lathered my bagel with cream cheese.
Sam grinned again and shook her head. “Baby, you’re making assumptions. Brooke’s a good girl. Cheating is not in her DNA. But we stayed up most of the night talking.”
“About?” I asked.
Sam rolled her eyes. “What do you think?”
“Oh.” I stared at her over my bagel. “What did you guys say about me?”
“Girl talk,” Sam said. “But I think the reason she left so early was to have a heart-to-heart with Logan.”
“Ohhh.” I nodded and bit into my bagel. “That’s good.”
“When she calls you, and she will call you… be there for her,” Sam said. “She’s into you… big time. Don’t fuck it up. And don’t make any stupid jokes. This is a big deal for her.”
“You have that little faith in me? I won your heart, didn’t I?”
“You benefited from a massive, years-long crush bordering on an unhealthy obsession. I have a disorder when it comes to you.”
I shrugged. “A guy needs every advantage he can get.”
Sam leaned across the table and kissed me. “I know, baby. Just don’t go too far away. That’s all I’m saying.”
“Speaking of today, what are your plans?”
“I have two classes later this afternoon and then we have a meeting at the sorority house tonight.”
“What would you say about going with me on a field trip this morning?” I asked. “I can drop you off at the sorority after.”
“My car is here,” she said. “Remember? I drove last night.”
“That’s okay. I’ll drop you off at the sorority, and when your meeting is done, I’ll come pick you up after,” I said. “You can spend the night.”
She sighed. “As much as I would love to, I have a feeling a certain redhead will need you more.”
“You think?”
“Baby, have I been wrong about anything yet?”
“Well… no.” I let out a held breath and ran my fingers through my hair. “Okay. Can you follow me to the university research center? I want to introduce you to Hazel.”
Sam raised an eyebrow, her expression curious. “Is she cute?”
“Very,” I said. “Let’s go.”
Sam followed me to the university research center, where we parked outside Hazel’s office. On the way in, Sam took my hand, and I led her through the maze of hallways and corridors that inevitably ended up in front of Hazel’s tiny office.
I had a hard time tearing my gaze from my twenty-year-old girlfriend’s choice of outfits. Today she wore a pink and white striped tank top with a white lace bra beneath. Her cleavage was on point and her tits bounced merrily with every step. The pink hip-hugging shorts she wore matched her top perfectly and, more importantly, they barely covered her ass before giving way to her long, toned legs. Sammie wore her hair back in a casual ponytail and she hadn’t bothered with any makeup. Her golden eyelashes and natural golden eyebrows proved the carpet matched the drapes. Or they would have if she hadn’t waxed away her carpet.
With her all-natural look, she had never looked more incredible. When we reached Hazel’s door, I leaned over and kissed her plump cherry lips. “You are really incredible.”
Sam grinned up at me and shot me a confused look. “Okay? Why?”
“You check every box. I’m smitten.” I leaned in and kissed her again. “Are you sure I can’t talk you into coming over later tonight? Or better yet, just move in with me.”
Sam blushed. “Are you serious?”
“Very,” I said. “Just think about it. Okay?”
She perched on her tiptoes, kissed me, and smiled sweetly. “Okay.”
I knocked on Hazel’s door and her muffled voice invited us in.
When we entered, we found Hazel coming around her desk wearing her white lab coat, baggy sweatpants, and a frumpy over-sized t-shirt. She had pulled her silky brown hair back into the usual messy ponytail. Like Sam, she wasn’t wearing any makeup. None of that was unusual, and it wasn’t like she needed makeup. As an academic, Hazel spent little time on her appearance but somehow still looked like she belonged on a Paris runway during fashion week.
“Hi, Trap.” Hazel smiled at me cheerfully and then turned to Sam before her jaw dropped. “Wow. Brooke wasn’t kidding.”
“Excuse me?” Sam asked, frowning. “She wasn’t kidding about what?”
Hazel’s cheeks turned a bright shade of scarlet. “Nothing. Sorry.”
I glanced at Sam. “Brooke told Hazel how pretty you were,” I lied.
Sam rolled her eyes. “Oh, I’ve got a pretty good idea what Brooke said about me.” Her gaze lingered on Hazel before she unexpectedly stepped forward and brushed a lock of Hazel’s brown hair away from her face. “Has anyone ever told you that you look just like Velma from that Scooby Doo movie? The resemblance is striking.”
Hazel’s cheeks turned an even brighter shade of crimson. “I may have heard that once or twice.”
“She was super hot,” Sam said. “And so are you. You hide yourself away down here in this dusty office all day?”
Hazel gazed up at me as if seeking a lifeline. “Uhh… yeah. Well, I run six miles every morning.”
“I’m a runner too,” Sam said, her voice chipper. “We should totally hook up. I’ll drag Trap along with us.”
“I’m not much of a runner,” I said. “But I’ll towel you off after.”
Sam glanced between Hazel and me with her lips quirked and her eyes twinkling with a mischievousness I recognized. “Have you two ever gone out on a date?”
“Babe, we’re really dipping into the deep end here with these questions,” I said. “Hazel and I have a professional, working relationship.”
Sam shrugged. “She’s still a girl, and a very cute one.” She cocked her head sideways and studied Hazel intently. “I know just the outfit….” She whispered under her breath, as if caught up in her own thoughts.
I cleared my throat while Hazel averted her gaze. I turned to the shy researcher and put on my best smile. “Is now still a good time to photograph Sam’s tattoo?”
“Ummm… yeah,” Hazel said, frowning at Sam, clearly distracted by the blonde’s measured gaze. “I set up a table in the room across the hall.”
“I would love to get you in to see my hairdresser,” Sam said before tilting her head, furrowing her brow, and giving Hazel a long look. “You have amazing bone structure. I think you could make some real money modeling.”
“Thanks?” Hazel said, her cheeks turning redder by the second.
“How about we take care of business,” I said, trying to redirect the conversation.
“Oh, sorry,” Sam said. “I’m ready when you are.”
Hazel let out a held breath and smiled nervously. “Good. Follow me.”
We left Hazel’s office and stepped across the hall to a room empty of all furniture except for a long table with blankets draped over the top. A large lamp hovered nearby and a professional camera mounted on a tripod sat beside the table.
“Looks comfy,” Sam said.
“I’ll step out while you get undressed,” Hazel said.
“There’s no need for that,” Sam said as she stripped off her tank top and stood before us wearing her white lace bra. Her cleavage popped from the tight lace cups and she smiled without a hint of reservation or embarrassment. “I’m not timid.”
Hazel openly gawked, her jaw scraping the floor. “I wouldn’t be either with that figure.”
Sam reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, letting it fall forward off her chest. “I bet you have a killer body under that lab coat and those baggy sweats.”
I eyed Sam’s tits greedily, savoring the clean demarcation of tan lines crisscrossing her bountiful breasts. Big, firm, and springy — her tits were like the sexual field of dreams. I couldn’t imagine what possessed her to latch onto me, but here I was dating one of the hottest women I had ever laid eyes on who had just stripped down to nothing but her shorts.
Sammie stood before us with her chest out and her hands on her hips. “Just lay face down on the table?” she asked as Hazel and I gawked.
Hazel snapped back to reality and nodded. “Right.” She cleared her throat and crossed to the black light. “Face down.”
Sammie flashed me a knowing smile, then climbed onto the table, positioning herself, regretfully, tits down. She settled into place, and her big tits bulged out from either side of her chest.
Despite having sex with Sammie three times in a twelve-hour time span, my cock stirred to life, ready for more action. The blonde goddess was more than aware of her impact on my libido, and it was then I decided that Samantha Monroe was possibly the savviest, most cunning woman I had ever met. She knew how to manipulate people with an almost scary level of proficiency, and I wondered how much of that god-level control she had directed at me. This was her harem, and I was simply one of the players.
“Trap, can you hit the overhead light?” Hazel asked.
“Sure thing,” I flipped off the light while Hazel switched on the ultraviolet light.
The room took on a hazy, purple glow, and Sam’s back came alive with the rich detail of the map Butch had so painstakingly tattooed.
“Wow,” Hazel said, hovering over Sam’s back. “That’s incredible.”
“He was a true master with the ink,” I said.
“But not a harem master like his son,” Sam said from the table, giggling at her own joke.
“Did you tell her about King Itzcoatl?” Hazel asked.
“Nope,” I said. “Not that I’m holding anything back, it just hasn’t come up. Sammie has her own little harem fetish.”
“King who?” Sam asked.
“Why don’t you fill her in while I take the pictures,” Hazel said.
If she had ideas about building a harem before, the story of King Itzcoatl would send her into a feeding frenzy. “Sure,” I said with trepidation.
While Hazel snapped pictures of Sam’s back, I told Sam the story of King Itzcoatl. I told her about the five faces of the king’s brides tattooed on his back, and I told him about each wife and the love he had for them. Throughout the telling, Sammie paid rapt attention, her lips parted and her eyes wide with excitement.
I finished the story about the same time Hazel finished taking the pictures. When I flipped on the overhead light, Sam sat up, making no effort to hide her jiggling boobs.
“That tattoo is the key to everything,” Sam said. “It’s fate. It has to be.”
Hazel and I traded a skeptical glance while Sam slipped off the table, her tits bouncing like a circus act.
“Don’t you see?” Sam asked. “The timing of me coming into your life, what happened with Brooke last night, and now this. It’s way too much to be a coincidence.”
“What happened with Brooke?” Hazel asked, her expression worried.
“She and Trap made out,” Sam said. “And when I say made out, I mean they really went after it.”
“It was a dare,” I said.
“Don’t underplay it,” Sam said. “It was more than that and you know it.”
“I don’t see how King Itzcoatl’s harem has anything to do with finding his treasure,” Hazel said. “Other than holding clues that may lead to his tomb.”
“It has everything to do with it,” Sam said. “I can feel it in my bones. Trap, you need a harem to help you find the treasure.”
I chuckled and held up my hands. “Hold on. I’m still processing last night and you want me to build a harem? With who?”
Sam rolled her eyes. “Me and Brooke.” She turned to Hazel. “And Hazel. Maybe Maria from the bar and my mother.”
Hazel’s eyes widened with shock. “Your mom?”
“Leave Hazel out of this,” I said. “You’ll scare her away. And Hazel’s right. You want me to recruit your mother into a harem with her own daughter?” I laughed and shook my head. “That won’t happen.”
“Why not?” Sam said. “You and my mom got busy last week. She likes you and you like her. What’s the problem?”
Hazel’s jaw dropped. “You are a busy man, Trap Ashford.”
“You know about that?” I asked, not even trying to hide my shock.
Sam rolled her eyes. “Of course. We need to call her.” Her brain was already spinning.
“Let’s not put the cart before the horse,” I said. “First, we need to find the last two pieces of the map and figure out what to do with the figurine.”
“I agree,” Hazel said. “Besides, I’m not really the harem kind of gal. I play video games and watch the Discovery channel in my spare time.”
Sam, at long last, picked up her bra and put it on while she turned to face Hazel. “Don’t downplay your beauty. Not only are you a freaking genius, the more I look at you, the more I believe you may be the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.”
Hazel laughed. “I’m not even half as good looking as you.”
“Bullshit,” Sam said and picked up her tank top while she turned to face me. “Baby, would you mind waiting out in the hall for a second? I want to speak with Hazel girl to girl.”
Hazel stiffened, and I frowned at Sam. “Why?”
“There are some things we women keep to ourselves,” Sam said, and pointed at the door. “Wait outside.” She wasn’t asking.
I turned to Hazel. “If she makes you uncomfortable, yell for me.”
Hazel flashed me a nervous smile, then I left the room, leaving the women alone while I paced the hallway.
Ten minutes later, the ladies emerged with Hazel laughing and chitchatting with Sam like they were long-lost friends.
“You’ve got my number,” Sam said as she drew Hazel into a tight hug. “I’ll text you the exact time.”
“I can’t wait,” Hazel said, seeming to mean it. Hazel turned to me. “You’ve got yourself a wonderful woman, Trap. Don’t mess it up.” Then Hazel really surprised me by pulling me into a quick hug and brushed my cheek with her lips. “I’ll let you know when I have something.”
Sam watched on, her eyes glittering with joy before the women exchanged one last deep hug and Hazel said her last goodbye.
On the way out, Sammie picked up my hand, lacing her fingers in mine, and walked beside me wearing a content smile.
“So?” I asked.
She gazed up at me and frowned. “So, what?”
“What happened? How do you win these women over so easily?”
Sam shrugged and quirked her lips into a coy smile. “It’s girl talk, baby. You wouldn’t understand.”
When we reached Sam’s car, she drew me into a long, passionate kiss before I stepped back and took her hands in mine.
“Are you sure I can’t talk you into a sleepover? Not having you with me feels… wrong. It’s a gut punch I don’t like.”
“Awww….” She kissed me again. “That’s the sweetest thing any man has ever said to me.”
“I’m falling for you,” I said. “Being with you is the easiest thing in the world, and I never know what the next minue will bring.”
Sam’s eyes glistened. “I love you more every second we’re together.”
“Come to the boat later,” I said. “If Brooke calls, we can see her together.”
She shook her head. “Brooke loves you just as much as I do, and I have a feeling we need her now more than ever.”
“You really believe in that harem stuff?”
“Not only do I believe it,” she said. “I was born for just this moment. I would stake my life on it.”
“If it’s true, then having you by my side would be a dream come true.”
She kissed me one last time. “Baby, I’m living my dream. Call me later and let me know what happens with Brooke.”
I gave her one last kiss before she got in her car and drove away.






  
  Chapter 23


When I returned to the marina, I found a Model S Tesla parked in my spot. Top-end luxury vehicles were common at a marina lined with yachts, but those cars belonged to owners who parked in their own assigned spots. 
Irritated, I parked my old Ford truck in one of the guest spots near the office and strolled past the Tesla on my way to my boat. I could report the offense to the parking overlords who ran the marina, but something told me that anyone who could afford a Tesla like that wouldn’t get flack from a security guard paid by the hour. My best bet was to wait it out. Whoever owned the car wouldn’t be there forever.
As I strolled past, I noted the Florida plates, followed by the stunning brunette sitting in the passenger seat. With the window down, she gave me a faint smile and a nod as I passed.
With dark silky hair pulled back in a tight ponytail, the young woman, who couldn’t have been more than twenty-two, had the exotic look of a supermodel. Part of me wondered if that wasn’t exactly who she was given her extraordinary beauty and the make and model of the vehicle. She wore dark sunglasses that hid her eyes, but her lips were full and pink. She had a smooth, faintly bronze, Latina complexion typical to the displaced Cubans who called Miami home, which included my very own Maria Anderson.
But this lady was high-end, classy, and squarely perched high on an ivory tower in the untouchable zone. A woman like her wouldn’t give a stiff like me a second look. I returned her nod as my anger fled. Remaining angry in the face of such an exquisite beauty wasn’t possible.
Halfway down the pier, I noticed a man wearing a business suit sitting casually on the aft deck of my boat, gazing back down the pier at me. This had to be the Tesla owner and judging by his car, his girlfriend, and his business suit, I doubted we ran in the same circles.
I pressed onward, and the man stood as I approached, a warm smile decorating his chiseled face.
He was handsome, standing over six-feet tall. He had dark hair streaked with gray, a smooth, strong jawline and a bronze complexion similar to his girlfriend. I would have put him in his late-forties to early fifties but he looked ten years younger.
“Pardon me for so rudely entering your home,” the man said, extending his hand. “I’m Peter Patlee, a former acquaintance of your father.”
Ask and ye shall receive. The day was full of surprises. It was none other than the man Hazel told me to find. I shook his outstretched hand. “He spoke of you,” I said truthfully. “You’re a collector of Aztec antiquities?”
“Among other things,” Peter said. “But that’s how your father knew me. I’m sorry for your loss. Butch Ashford was a genuine treasure. Any man who spent his life uncovering and preserving my ancestor’s heritage has my eternal gratitude.”
The flowery buttering up left me feeling uneasy. It meant he wanted something. Hopefully, he would get to that point sooner rather than later. “Thanks for the kind words.” Outside of some freelance work he did for the guy, my father had barely mentioned Peter Patlee. I had no reason to distrust him or trust him, but my instincts screamed at me to run. “What brings you here?”
His warm smile never faded. “In honor of your recent discovery, I would like to invite you to our annual masquerade ball. Selfishly, I’m hoping you’ll accept so that you might enlighten me on what treasures the ship contained.”
Yet another person who knew about the Lady Dancer. Why wasn’t I surprised? Peter Patlee looked like he had enough money to put a GPS tracker on my boat and hire a permanent tail to follow me around town. The thought made me shiver. He had undoubtedly donated cash to the university’s antiquities research center. What was stopping him from leaning on one of Hazel’s bosses and stealing the figurine right out from under me? “I didn’t find any treasure,” I said, not bothering to deny I found the Lady Dancer.
“Thats disappointing,” Peter said, his tone unconvinced. “But that doesn’t diminish your discovery and I insist that you and your beautiful girlfriends attend the ball.” He produced three tickets from the front of his jacket and handed them over to me.
Had he said girlfriends, as in plural? The tickets suggested as much. If he knew about Brooke and Sam, then he was definitely tailing me. “I’m not really the ballroom dancer kind of guy,” I said. “And if it’s a costume party, then count me out.”
Peter tilted his head back and laughed. “No, my friend. It’s not a costume party. It’s a formal occasion, but all that’s required are masks. This is to keep the attendees… anonymous.”
I frowned. “A secret masquerade ball?”
Peter’s eyes screamed at me to figure it out for myself, and then it hit me. Three tickets, masks, and a secret guest list. This was a party for rich people who were into building harems but didn’t want the world to find out. Did Peter Patlee have a harem? I would have bet money that he did, starting with that hot little honey sitting in his Tesla.
I nodded as if I final understood, and Peter relaxed. “Behind me on the seat cushion, you’ll find costume masks for you and your lovely brides to be. I can assure you Mr. Ashford, the party will be well worth your time.” He handed me the tickets. “Please. Take them. It’s at the natural history museum two nights from tonight.”
Reluctantly, I took the tickets from him and nodded. “I’ll do my best to make it.”
He gave me a slight bow. “Thank you. I’m sure you’re a busy man, so I’ll leave you alone. Again, I apologize for the intrusion.”
He offered his hand, and I shook it, but that uneasy, sinking feeling settled deep into the pit of my stomach. What the hell did this guy want from me?
Peter Patlee stepped past me, buttoned his coat, and made his way off the Topless Mermaid before strolling down the pier toward the hottie waiting for him in his Tesla.
I picked up my phone and immediately texted Hazel.
Me: I want you to move the figurine.






  
  Chapter 24


Shortly before dinnertime, my phone pinged with an incoming text message from Brooke. 
Brooke: Are u busy?
I grinned and typed out a quick reply.
Me: For you, I’m never busy. What’s up?
Brooke: Can you come to my apartment? We need to talk.
My stomach cratered. It was never good when someone said they needed to talk. Was she staying with Logan and severing ties with me forever? Or, in the cold light of day, had she regretted what happened and wanted to walk it back? And that she wanted the meeting in her apartment rather than on my boat made me think she needed home court advantage for a very tough conversation. Hell, she had never invited me to her apartment, nor had I ever stepped foot inside. It was all too good to be true. Last night was a once in a lifetime aberration — a gift from the Aztec goddess herself. A gnawing, sinking sensation sat heavy in my stomach. Was Sam about to end her streak of winning predictions? I sighed and typed a reply.
Me: When?
Brooke: Is now too soon?
Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. She was dumping me. I knew it and there was absolutely nothing I could do except swallow the pill and smile. I tapped out a quick response.
Me: Omw
With any luck, I could still coax Sam into spending the night on the boat, but I didn’t want to come on too strong. She was a twenty-year-old college girl and had friends and a life that didn’t involve me. I would likely end up drowning my sorrows at the Salty Parrot, but it was Maria’s off day. The idea of drinking alone at the end of a bar was so depressing I didn’t want to give that thought any energy.
There was no use in putting off the inevitable. I trudged down into the cabin and changed into a respectable polo shirt and clean shorts. That’s when it hit me. I had an ace in my pocket — a piece of jewelry I had made for Brooke a long time ago. It was back during a time when I thought she and I had a chance at something special. But then Logan proposed, and any thoughts of a true romance died. I stuffed the piece away from a rainy day, and today it was pouring.
I grabbed that very special something from my top drawer and stuffed it in my pocket. After a quick mirror check, I grabbed my truck keys and headed out to face the firing squad.
I arrived a few minutes later, parked, and buzzed the intercom for her apartment.
“Hello?” she answered through the intercom. Her tone was filled with trepidation.
“It’s me,” I said.
“Come on up,” she said and buzzed me in.
My stomach floundered just this side of full-on nausea and I resisted the urge to flee. I loved her. No matter how cool I played things, my love for her was a simple, objective truth. I couldn’t flee from it or fool myself into thinking it wasn’t real.
If I had any chance of salvaging my budding relationship with Brooke, I had to make a bold move and push my chips all-in. It was my only play. I had to swallow my pride and fess up. As I climbed the stairs, nervous energy flowed through my arms and legs, leaving them heavy and limp. When I reached her door, I sucked in a deep, calming breath and knocked.
A few seconds later, Brooke pulled the door open and my heart beat so hard and fast I thought I would collapse.
Brooke looked incredible, and she wasn’t even trying. She wore a gray tank top and from the jiggle it was clear she had foregone the bra. Her hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail and a pair of tight black yoga shorts barely covered her voluptuous ass, revealing plenty of her long, creamy legs. Her green eyes flickered with nervous energy bordering on fear, and she gazed at me as if she’d seen a ghost. They were the telltale signs of a woman prepping for a tough conversation.
I had never yearned for her more than in that moment. Why did women look their absolute hottest when they were out of reach? But rather than sulk, I stepped through her door and gazed down at her. “I’m glad you called.”
She smiled nervously. “Come on in. I don’t think you’ve been inside my apartment before.”
It was a one-room studio apartment with a separate bathroom. The kitchen gave way to a small love seat, flat screen TV, and a double-sized bed separated by one of those Japanese style folding walls. The place was well decorated and well-organized, with a slant toward Asian decor coupled with a few framed artifacts we had recovered from our various adventures throughout the Caribbean.
“I love the place,” I said, fighting away the butterflies churning in my stomach. “I should turn you loose on my boat.”
“Can I get you something to drink?” she asked, clearly nervous.
“Not right now,” I said. “Maybe after we talk.”
She nodded and stepped past me. “Have a seat.” She gestured toward the love seat.
I sat down on the love seat and Brooke took the space beside me, facing me with one foot curled beneath her.
She gazed at me, looking both sensational and petrified, and nervously tucked a lock of her red hair behind her ear. “Trap, there are things I need to say.” She let out a deep breath.
“Before you do,” I said. “Can you hear me out first?” I gazed into her big beautiful green eyes and my stomach flip turned.
She gave me a nervous smile and a nod. “I’d like that.”
I gazed at the floor, sucked in a deep breath, and returned my eyes to hers. “I talk a lot of crap.”
A warm smile flickered across her face, and her shoulders seemed to relax even if fractionally.
“I flirt with you, and I hit on you constantly….” I held her gaze, and she stared at me, back straight, attention undivided. “God, you’re so beautiful.” My eyes watered and my chin quivered. I shook my head and my thoughts cratered. “I had this entire speech planned.” My eyes blurred and hot tears streaked my cheeks. I wiped them away with the back of my hand and tried to reel in my emotion. When I looked back up at her, tears stained her smooth, flawless face and her eyes glistened with moisture.
“I love you,” I said, my voice raw with emotion. “I love you deep and I love you hard.” A nervous smile flickered involuntarily across my face, and I averted my gaze. “Why is this so hard?” I said to myself before meeting her gaze. “Those words aren’t easy for me, but they’re true and they come straight from my heart.”
Brooke wiped the tears from her cheeks. “Trap, I —”
I held up my hand, cutting her off. “Wait. Before you say anything, I had this made for you a long time ago.” I pulled the black jewelry box from my pocket. “When you see it, you’ll recognize it.” I opened the box and held it out for her to see.
Brooke gasped, and fresh tears welled in her eyes. She looked up at me and smiled. “Is that from —”
“The African Bounty,” I said.
The African Bounty was a trade ship that wrecked off the coast of Cuba in the 1700s. Two years ago, Brooke, Butch and I spent a week diving the wreck and pulled up enough antiquities to make our year. At the bottom of the ship, tucked away inside a rusty old safe, I found an emerald pendant surrounded by diamonds. Brooke had fallen in love with the piece. She poked and prodded me for the entire week, trying to get me to part with it. I told her I would sell it to her for a discount, but I hadn’t meant it.
With trembling hands, she picked up the box and examined the pendant. “You added a gold chain?” Her voice came out raw and her chin quivered.
I picked the pendant out of the box and held it up for her to see. “I spent a week with Jimmy Cain restoring it.”
She laughed and wiped away her tears. “You didn’t.”
Jimmy Cain was our unofficial jewelry expert and offered us cheap but accurate appraisals. He was also a raging asshole who smelled like rotten tuna. The guy loved hitting on Brooke, and she always dreaded going into his shop.
I smiled at her. “From the moment you first laid eyes on that pendant, I knew exactly what I wanted to do with it.”
“Can I put it on?” she asked, smiling at me through her tears.
“I’ll put it on for you,” I said.
Brooke turned her back to me and lifted her hair off her neck.
I leaned forward and placed the pendant around her neck, breathing in her fresh scent. An urge to kiss her neck swept through me and I pushed the thought away, before clasping the chain and letting it fall into place.
Brooke turned around to face me, and her smile touched her eyes. “Thank you. I thought you sold it.”
I laughed and shook my head. “I fell in love with you on that trip. I never intended to sell it.”
“Trap, why didn’t you tell me?” she asked, while she gazed down at the pendant nestled in the curves of her cleavage.
“I didn’t think you loved me that way,” I said.
She let out a deep breath and picked up my hands. “I feel a lot better now.” She laced her fingers in mine and held my gaze. “I ended my engagement. It’s over with Logan.”
My heart soared, and the weight of the world slipped from my shoulders. I let out a deep breath and sagged back into the couch, smiling. “I’m so sorry to hear it,” I said with absolutely no conviction in my voice.
Brooke rolled her eyes and smiled. “Sure you are.”
“I was positive you were getting ready to dump me.”
“Dump you?” She asked in a tone of disbelief. “We did everything but have sex last night. I don’t do things like that casually. You know that about me.”
“When you texted me and said we needed to talk, I assumed that was code for telling me to hit the road.”
Brooke laughed and edged closer until our knees touched. She shook her head and nibbled nervously on her lower lip. “I needed to tell you that if you were interested in a casual fling, then I wasn’t your girl. If we do this, we do this for the long haul. You’re my guy, and I want to be your girl.”
“But, Sam….”
She smiled. “I understand what you have with Sam. I know it’s different from what you have with me. I don’t want us to lose her.”
“Us? As in me, you, and Sam?”
Brooke nodded. “As soon as I let go of my petty jealousy, I saw her for who she is. Sam is beautiful inside and out. What she’s offering to us is a gift that I want to explore together with you.” She squeezed my hands. “Will you be with me?” She asked, staring at me nervously.
“I’ve waited forever to hear those words,” I said, completely relieved. “Yes. A thousand times, yes.”
She picked up my hands and held them up playfully. “Do you know what else?” she asked, her eyes dancing with mischief.
Her nipples hardened before me, straining the front of her tight gray tank. I swallowed the lump forming in my throat. “What?”
“Would you like to be the man who helps me break the world’s longest dry streak?” She let go of my hands and reached for the bottom of my shirt.
My heart pounded in my chest, and my legs turned to mush. “Right here?”
“Unless you don’t want to.” She pulled my shirt up and off, revealing my smooth, muscled chest and toned abs. “God, you’re so fucking hot.”
My jaw dropped, and I laughed. “Brooke Fox. I can’t believe you.”
“You think I haven’t wanted you to violate me in a million different ways?” She tossed aside my shirt and stood. “Don’t make me beg.”
“I’m in,” I said, bouncing up from the couch and clapping my hands “It’s game time.”
Brooke laughed and stepped closer, popping loose the button on my shorts. “How many times can you go in one night?”
“As in my personal record?”
Brooke nodded and pushed down my shorts, taking my briefs with them.
My cock sprang free, already rigid and throbbing with anticipation.
Brooke gazed down at my manhood, licked her lips, and grabbed hold, squeezing gently. “How many?”
“Five,” I said.
She smiled at me demurely and stroked my cock with a warm hand and tender touch. “Buckle up, big man. I hope you ate your Wheaties. We have a record to break.”
My heart hammered with the anticipation of finally seeing and touching Brooke’s body in all its naked glory. With trembling hands, I gently tugged on the bottom of her tank top, guiding the gray cotton material over her flat stomach until her shirt met the resistance at the base of her glorious tits. “Arms up,” I said, my voice shaking with nervous energy.
Reluctantly, Brooke let go of my cock and sat upright on her knees, facing me from her spot on the love seat. She smiled up at me and raised her arms over her head. “You look terrified,” she said as she tilted her head and frowned at me. “Are you okay?”
“I’m nervous and excited,” I said. “This is really happening.” I gave the tank top a tug, and it slipped over Brooke’s big tits, letting them spring free.
Her tits were everything I imagined and more. They were big and soft, yet firm and bouncy. Her tits were pale and creamy, sitting high on her chest and close together with half-dollar sized pastel pink areolas and thick nipples I couldn’t wait to suck.
Brooke squeezed her mounds together and smiled up at me proudly. “Do they live up to the hype?”
Slack-jawed, I nodded dumbly, and a sharp breath caught in my throat.
She let them go and her tits bounced free, jiggling back into position high on her chest. “Go ahead. They won’t bite.”
I reached out and cupped her tits, squeezing them in my hands. My cock twitched and bounced before swaying side to side. “They’re perfect.” Her nipples hardened under my index fingers and I tweaked them softly, sliding them between the open gap in my fingers.
“I hope they were worth the wait.” She reached out and grabbed my cock, rolling it between her fingers while she casually played with it. “I know this big cock was worth every second of waiting.” She stroked me slowly and smiled sweetly. “You don’t know how many times I got off thinking about this big boy coming hard inside me.”
Speaking of coming hard, I hadn’t exactly come prepared for the occasion. I had planned on getting dumped, not playing romper room with Brooke. “I didn’t bring a condom,” I said and sighed. “Sorry. I wasn’t thinking.”
“Fuck the condom. I want to feel you raw. I’m on the pill. It’s okay.” She played with my cock, sliding her thumb over my tip and back around, down my glans. Then she eyed my rigid manhood and glanced up at me, smiling coyly. “Before we fuck, I want to taste it. Do you mind?”
Mind? I nearly laughed out loud. My head swooned and my legs buckled slightly as I inched closer, lining up my cock with her ripe pink lips. “I think I’ve died and gone to heaven.”
Brooke giggled and held my gaze as she brought her lips to my swollen knob and gently kissed it. “I don’t care if you come in my mouth.”
My cock throbbed, twitching against her plump lips while Brooke slowly stroked my base and stuck out her tongue, slowly circling my knob with her warm pink tip. “Do you like that?”
I shuddered and chuckled all at the same time. Goosebumps flashed across my chest, and my legs felt like iron weights. “No. It’s horrible,” I said, my voice dripping with sarcasm.
She grinned, and her green eyes twinkled. “What about this?” She slid her lips over my knob and washed her tongue over my glans while she gently sucked.
I let out a long moan and tilted my head back, barely able to stand. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.” My words came out in a breathless rush.
Brooke giggled again, this time going deeper. She slid her tongue down my shaft and my cock raced across the flat of her warm tongue. She sucked and slurped, working her tongue across my pulsing cock, bobbing up and down as she stroked my base.
As waves of pleasure rolled over me, I gazed down at my ginger queen, taking in her stunning good looks and incredible body. This was living my best life and as she picked up steam, my cock lit up like Times Square. My balls flexed and contracted while I reached out and slid my fingers through her thick, shiny, strawberry-blonde hair.
She came off my cock with a pop, stretching a thick string of saliva from her tongue back to my tip. She licked my knob like an ice cream cone and gently sucked while she gazed up at me over my throbbing manhood. “Are you close? It feels like you’re close?” She kissed my tip and squeezed my base.
“I’m very close,” I said. “Sorry. This first time is like a dream.”
“Your cock tastes amazing.” She lowered her head back to my cock and slipped it between her glistening lips until my tip edged the back of her throat.
Glug. Glug. Glug. 
Brooke deep throated me, sliding my cock halfway down her throat while the sounds of gagging and slurping filled the silence. She worked my dick like a pro, never faltering and giving it everything she had.
My toes curled, and I dug my fingers into Brooke’s scalp. My head flashed a warning and my cock throbbed inside her mouth.
Brooke came off my cock with a pop and squeezed my base, cutting off my orgasm. Cum-filled saliva dripped from my cock, and she licked away the excess, drinking down every drop. She gazed up at me as she inhaled deeply and kissed my tip as my orgasm fading, edging away from the brink.
“That was close,” I said.
Brooke slowly started stroking my cock, and I gazed down mesmerized at her jiggling and bouncing tits.
“As much as I want to taste your cum, I want to look into your eyes when we come together for our first time. Is that okay?” She asked.
I struggled to stand and nodded before I found my voice. “I’m edging, and I know once I’m inside you, I won’t last long.”
She smiled. “That’s okay. We’ll go slow, and I’m already soaking wet.”
I stepped out of my pants and pulled Brooke up off the couch. “Let’s get these pesky things off.” I slipped my fingers inside the waistband of her yoga shorts and pulled them down over her hips, pleasantly surprised to find her not wearing any panties.
Brooke draped her arms over my shoulders for balance and wriggled her hips until the shorts fell down her legs and she stepped out. “You’re my man.” She smiled with satisfaction. “That feels good to say out loud.”
Her pussy was as creamy and smooth as the rest of her body. Her swollen pink labia, already wet with her juices, puffed out from her slit like a pretty little package ready for me to tear open.
We kissed and gazed into each other’s eyes. “I’ll always be your man just like we’ll always be together.” I sat down on the love seat, took her hands and guided her onto my lap. “Come here, baby,” I whispered.
She smiled slightly and tossed her hair back over her shoulders while she sank down onto my lap. “I love it when you call me that. I’m your baby.” She draped her arms over my shoulders and her tits jiggled and swayed while she inched forward on my lap until my cock nestled up against her creamy smooth stomach.
Her green eyes blazed with electric lust. My cock twitched, sliding across her tummy as Brooke wrapped her arms around my neck and leaned in for a kiss. Our lips connected and our tongues flashed together, hot and hungry.
She probed inside my mouth and ground her hips, sliding her pussy along the hot meat of my stone-hard shaft. Strands of her red hair draped my face and neck, tickling my cheeks while I breathed in her fresh, sweet scent.
Brooke broke off our kiss and sat back, gazing at me with hazy lust. “I need you inside me,” she said and reached for my fat cock.
Her tits bounced against my chest and her hard nipples dragged across my my soft skin. I slid my hands over her waist and down to her ass, cupping her firm, full cheeks, one in each hand. I edged my hips up off the couch, squeezing her ass while Brooke dragged my knob through her warm, slick wetness, leaving me shuddering with ecstasy.
Brooke’s breathing intensified and she carefully guiding my cock to her pearly gate and gazed down at me through the thicket of her red hair. Her expression was intense and her eyes brimmed with tears as she braced herself on my shoulder. “I love you, Timothy,” she said and sank down onto my shaft, letting go of a warbling moan as goose bumps flashed across her chest.
“I love you too,” I said, sucking in a sharp breath as my head flashed. The tightness of her pussy enveloped my cock and pleasure swept over me like a hurricane. Adrenaline surged through my body, leaving my legs weak and rubbery and my heart racing.
She flexed her pussy, squeezing my shaft inside her warm, satiny grip, and I locked my eyes on hers, savoring the exquisite feeling of her pussy undulating over my cock in waves.
Everything in my life had led to this moment. She was my rock and the absolute center of my universe. Nothing worked without Brooke. I silently vowed to make good on my promise to remain true to our love and never dishonor or disrespect her. I let go of her ass long enough to slide my hands around to her front and cup her tits while Brooke started rocking.
With her lips parted, she gazed into my eyes and fucked me slow and deep, using her pussy to squeeze my cock every time I bottomed out. “You’re in so deep,” she said, closing her eyes and grinding, savoring the moment while she worked my cock into her inner depths.
Her pussy pulsed around my meaty shaft and I edged my hips off the couch, pushing in deeper while her tits jiggled inside the mesh of my spread-open fingers, stretched wide over her creamy breast flesh.
Brooke opened her eyes and moaned, fucking me faster as she sucked in sharp, rapid breaths. “I love riding you,” she said before she leaned in and kissed me, flashing her tongue across my lips while her hips clapped my thighs.
The couch groaned and shifted under our weight and even the floorboards creaked with the sing-song rhythm of our rapid fucking.
I let go of Brooke’s tits, happy to watch them bounce, circling high on her chest and gently slapping together every time my cock impaled her. Being inside her was like nothing that came before. No treasure could ever match her beauty inside and out. No gold or jewels could compete with the depth of love I felt for the beautiful twenty-five-year-old. She was the jackpot, and I would never grow tired of fucking her.
Brooke grunted and moaned, sliding her fingers through my hair as she gazed at me. Her eyes swam heavy with lust and her lips hung open while her breaths came faster and quicker. “Are you close?” she asked in a rush.
“Yes, baby. I’m close.” My cock throbbed inside her and my head twinged on the brink of oblivion, screaming at me to release my seed deep inside her.
Brooke went rigid, and she sucked in a sharp breath, locking her hips down while she gazed into my eyes. “Let it go,” she said through a moan and bit her lip while her pussy spasmed around my cock.
I soaked in her big green eyes and grunted, exploding inside her with a gush of hot, sticky jizz. I grabbed her ass and squeezed, bucking my hips and driving her off the couch as I spurted inside her, releasing the motherlode of cum deep inside her warm, silky womb. My head flashed with waves of spent lust as I groaned and kissed her, coming again and again until dizziness swept over me.
“Thats it,” she whispered, kissing me softly, licking my bottom lip with the tip of her tongue. “I feel you coming inside me.” She squeezed her pussy, milking my cock as she rocked forward and backward, sliding her fingers through my hair.
I grunted through the force of my spasming cock until it finally went still and I leaned forward, resting my forehead against hers, sucking in giant, cleansing breaths. Hot jizz seeped down around my cock and Brooke squeezed my shaft, draining me dry. I ran my hands up her back and kissed her softly as I tried to regain my composure. “That was intense.”
“That was just the beginning,” she whispered, leaning forward and kissing me behind my ear. “I’m going to fuck you until you can’t walk.”
I shuddered under the weight of her warm breath and savored the sensation of her tits and hard nipples grazing my chest. I filled my hands with her ass cheeks and squeezed. “You’ll have to push me out of here in a wheelchair.”
Brooke giggled and kissed her way along my neck. “Your cock fits me like a glove.”
“I had built up this fantasy in my head about what sex would be like with you,” I said. “My imagination is a poor substitute for the real thing..”
She brought her face around, even with mine. “It’s because we love each other. Sex with love makes all the difference.”
“Why did it take us so long to admit it?” I asked. “If I had just told you how I felt, we could have saved a lot of time.”
“I never should have agreed to engage Logan,” Brooke said. “I only dated him to make you jealous. And when he proposed, he did it in front of his parents and I felt trapped. My mom told me I was making a huge mistake.”
“Then she will be relieved,” I said.
“She is,” Brooke smiled and kissed me. “I told her right before you came over. She said she was popping the champagne at home with my dad.”
I laughed and kissed her. “Speaking of champagne,” I said. “We should open some and celebrate.”
Brooke nodded. “After we do it again.” She nibbled my lower lip and let it go. “I’m super horny.”
“Far be it for me to get between a lady and her second round of passionate lovemaking.”
Brooke giggled and kissed me again. “God, this feels so freeing. It’s like someone opened the windows and let a fresh breeze blow through a stuffy house. Is this what being in love feels like?”
“I think so,” I said. “It should feel easy. With you, it has always felt easy.”
She brushed a lock of hair from my forehead and searched my face. “I’m sorry for being so stubborn.”
“We’re together now,” I said. “Our love story has a happy ending. Well, the ending is a new beginning, starting with a strange invite we received to a masquerade ball.”
Brooke frowned. “We? As in us? Who knew about us?”
“We as in me, you, and Sammie,” I said. “The who is a man named Peter Patlee.”
Brooke’s eyes widened. “The rich guy who Butch worked for?”
“That’s the one.”
I filled her in on Peter showing up on my boat and the invitation to the masquerade ball.
“I should probably get a new dress,” Brooke said. “Maybe I can talk Sam into going shopping with me tomorrow.”
“Oh, I think she’ll be on board.”
“Does she know about the party?”
“Not yet,” I said. “She wanted us to call her at some point tonight. She was cheering for us.”
Brooke sighed. “I really misjudged her. I feel horrible about the way I treated her.”
“Don’t,” I said. “She laid it on thick to bring us together. She said you needed a push.”
“I know. She told me everything, including how much she loves you.”
“Does that bother you?”
Brooke shook her head. “It feels right, like it was supposed to be this way all along. I think we’re on the brink of a great adventure.”
“Starting with the costume ball,” I said.
“No.” She shook her head. “Starting with you pounding me from behind. Don’t be afraid to slap my ass. I like it a little rough.” She climbed off my lap, trailing a long line of cum in her wake. A thick string oozed from her pussy and dripped onto my thighs while Brooke gazed down, fascinated.
“That was a big load,” I said.
She pinched her pussy, and a pearl droplet oozed out, sliding across her fingers. “I love it.” She glanced up at me. “What if you got me pregnant?” she asked with an edge of excitement in her voice.
“Then we would be parents,” I said. “Something I never thought about.”
“Would you be upset?” she asked.
“No. Would you?” I asked.
Brooke shook her head. “We’ll make beautiful babies together.”
“As long as they look like you,” I said.
Brooke giggled and pulled me up off the couch. “Come on, old man. Let’s get you ready for round two.”






  
  Chapter 25


Brooke and I broke my personal record. We stayed up half the night trying every position we could think of. Her studio apartment wasn’t large, but we christened every flat surface, including the shower. In between the marathon sex, we chatted with Sam, who was over the moon at our news. After her meeting at the sorority, she and her mother had gone out to dinner and I couldn’t help but wonder what mother and daughter had said about me. 
With Brooke lying naked in my arms, we finally fell asleep well after two in the morning. I slept deep and easy until Brooke woke me a little after eight, already showered and dressed.
She leaned over the bed and kissed me. “Baby, I’ve got to go.”
“Huh?” I turned over, groggy and sleepy-eyed, squinting up at her. “What? Why are you dressed?” I tried to pull her back into bed, but she resisted.
She laughed and kissed me again. “I’m meeting Sammie for breakfast and then we’re going dress shopping.”
I yawned and sat up in her bed. “Why didn’t you wake me? I would have showered with you.”
“You were sleeping so soundly and I had to hurry.” She kissed me a third time. “I loved everything about last night. Most of all you, but a shower would have led to more sex, and I promised Sam I would pick her up at eight-thirty.”
I smiled, leaned forward, and kissed her. “Why don’t you and Sam come over to the boat when you’re done? We’ll take a little cruise. Maybe we’ll hit that seafood place you love down in the keys. Pack a bag and we’ll make it an overnight. Tell Sammie.”
A smile lit up her face. “That sounds amazing.”
“Good.” I rubbed the sleep from my eyes. “Coffee?”
“I made some in the pot and I left you a key to my apartment on the kitchen counter. Take it and keep it. Just lock the door behind you.”
“Wow. I’m key worthy? I’m honored.”
She laughed and kissed me again. “Shut up or I’ll fuck you into a coma.”
“You did that last night,” I said. “You’ve got to leave some for your girlfriend.”
“My girlfriend? Sam’s your girlfriend,” she said.
“Our girlfriend. Okay?”
“I like that. I’ll see you later.”
“Bye, baby. I love you.”
A grin stretched across her face and I had never seen her look happier. “I love you too.” She stood up and turned to go and I couldn’t help but notice the telltale jiggle of her braless tits beneath a white t-shirt and jean shorts.
“God, you’re sexy,” I said. “Just a quickie?”
“No.” She laughed. “You’re a bad influence. I have to go.”
“Fine. Just make sure you show up at the boat later. The three of us need to chat about the ball.”
After Brooke left, I made her bed and tidied the place up before taking a quick shower and having a giant cup of coffee. Even though she had a studio apartment, her bathroom was twice as big as mine and I loved spreading out. With the caffeine buzzing through me, I hopped in my car and headed back to the boat.
It was after ten o’clock by the time I parked in the marina. My boat was there in the slip right where I’d left her, but I felt like a completely new man ready to conquer the world. But one thing nagged at me besides the upcoming ball and that was the date I had made with Maria. After what had happened with Brooke and my budding relationship with Sam, going out with Maria didn’t settle right in my stomach. I would have to call it off, but I wanted to do it in person and she didn’t work until this coming weekend.
I made it two steps onto my boat when a tuft of blonde hair appeared from below deck, followed by the stunning figure of one Lindsay Monroe, my former step-mother and Sam’s real-life mom.
“Hey Lindsay,” I said. “I didn’t know you had a key.”
“I borrowed Sammie’s,” she said. “I hope you don’t mind.”
The wind whipped across the deck, and bright sunshine drenched the sun deck. A gorgeous day was ahead, and I hoped Lindsay wasn’t here to ruin it.
“Nope. How long have you been here?”
“Not long, sugar. But I wanted to make sure I caught you. You and I need to have a little talk.”
“Uh, oh,” I said. “Before you say anything, you were the one who encouraged me to take out your daughter.”
Lindsay laughed. “I’m not mad, sweetie. Quite the opposite. Come on. Let’s talk. I made a fresh batch of coffee for the occasion.”
We took our coffee on the aft deck where Sam and I had breakfast the day before. She settled into the seat across from me, wearing a knee-length skirt and a matching floral-print top. Sunshine drenched the deck and the sounds of waves lapping the hull mixed with the squawks of seagulls floating on the breeze.
I sipped my coffee, my second cup of the day, and studied Lindsay’s face, wondering when the hammer would drop. “So… to what do I owe the pleasure.”
She gave me a half-smile and stirred the creamer in her coffee. “You do nothing by half, do you?”
I raised a questioning eyebrow. “Is this about us or Sam?”
“Trap, I’ve never seen my baby girl so smitten.” She sipped her coffee and gazed at me appraisingly. “No. Smitten isn’t strong enough. She’s in love. Are you aware that she thinks she’s moving into this boat with you?”
“I know how Sam feels about me,” I said. “Are you asking me to back off?”
Lindsay laughed and shook her head. “No, baby. I’m telling you that if you back off, you’ll have an angry mama bear coming after you. Do you love her?”
The answer came to my heart before it came to my brain, and I spilled it. “Yes. I love her. And she’s right. I asked her to move in with me. I know it’s fast, but that’s how I feel.”
Lindsay sat back in her chair and her shoulders relaxed, if only slightly. “More like supersonic. You’re sure?”
“Positive,” I said. “But there is one caveat.” I leaned forward and shifted in my seat uncomfortably.
“There always is.” She sighed and disappointment crept into her face. “What’s the catch?”
“Sam is well aware and, in fact, encouraging me to… uhh… I’m not sure how to say it.”
Lindsay furrowed her brow. “Vomit it up if you have to. What’s Sammie gone on about?”
“She wants me to build a harem,” I said, spilling it.
Lindsay’s shoulders fully relaxed, and she let out a held breath. “Oh, that. I know all about it.”
“You’re okay with it?” I asked, not hiding the disbelief in my voice.
“It’s her life,” she said. “If that’s what makes you two click, then I’m your cheerleader. My main reason for coming over here is to make sure you don’t break my baby girl’s heart.”
“I love her,” I said. “Does that answer your question?”
“If it’s a short-term fling, it’s best you end things quick,” she said, ignoring my proclamation of love. “But if you mean what you say, then I’ve got no problem.”
I nodded. “My actions will speak for me.” I took another sip and gazed at her, trying to figure out how to bring up the next topic. “Lindsay, about us, I —”
She raised her hand, cutting me off. “Normally, Sam and I wouldn’t mind drinking from the same water cooler, if you get my drift. But her feelings run too deep.” She let out a long sigh. “As much as it pains me, you and I should cool our jets. I don’t want Sammie to get upset with me.”
“She’s not the jealous type,” I said.
Lindsay laughed. “Oh, don’t I know it. But that doesn’t mean she is immune to getting her feelings hurt. The last thing I want is a war with my daughter. She always gets her way. For now, let’s put things on ice.”
“You’re sure?”
She nodded. “I’ll talk to Sammie.”
I nodded and sighed. “I can’t talk you into joining the team?”
Lindsay laughed, and her eyes twinkled with amusement. “I’m a one man kind of woman, sugar. But I’m sure Sammie will help with recruitment. Like I said, she gets what she wants.”
“I’m finding that out more and more every day.”
Lindsay stood and pushed back her chair. “I’ve got to run.” She gazed at me intently. “Be forewarned, Trap Ashford. I’ve got my eye on you.”
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Ispent the rest of the morning gassing up the boat, performing some general maintenance on the engine, and cleaning as much of the boat as I could. By the time the girls messaged me that they were on their way, the clouds had rolled in and the lunch hour had passed. 
When my fair-haired first mates showed up, the forecast looked bleak and any chance of leaving port was shot. They found me stretched out on the plush sofa in the cabin below deck, watching the weather report and sipping an ice-cold beer.
Sam came down the stairs first, hefting a suitcase in one hand and a packed to bursting backpack slung over her shoulders. She smiled at me happily. “Hi roomie.”
My stomach fluttered, and I sat up, smiling, drinking in my beautiful blonde goddess. She was on her A game wearing a gray midriff, a pair of tight black shorts, and black sandals. “Hi, baby. I guess you’re moving in?”
Sammie set down her backpack and luggage. “If the offer still stands.”
Brooke came in behind her, lugging another suitcase.
“Of course it still stands,” I said to Sammie before turning to Brooke. “Are you moving in too?”
“Uh, no,” she said. “No offense, Trap, but this place isn’t big enough for the three of us.” She plopped the luggage down on the floor beside Sam’s other bags. “This is Sammie’s.”
I eyed the luggage and scratched my head. “Good grief. All you need is a bathing suit and a toothbrush. What’s all this?”
The girls exchanged a look, as if I were completely clueless.
“Makeup, outfits for every occasion, and more outfits for the unexpected,” Sam said and folded her arms over her ample chest. “Do you have a problem with it?” She tapped her foot on the ground and dared me to challenge her.
“Uh… nope. No problem here. There’s plenty of room,” I said.
Sam gazed around the cabin, perched on her tiptoes, and scanned the bedroom beyond. “We can start with the bedroom,” she said to Brooke as if I weren’t even there.
Brooke frowned and rubbed her chin as she eyed my walls and rough looking furniture. “I don’t know. This room’s pretty bad.”
“Care to let me in on the secret?” I asked. “What’s so horrific about the cabin?”
Brooke rolled her eyes. “It looks like a frat house.”
“And it smells like one too,” Sam said as she stepped forward and leaned in for a kiss. “No offense, baby. You can’t help it. You’re a man and you suck at home decor.”
“It’s just how you’re wired,” Brooke said as she crossed the room and slipped onto my lap. “But don’t worry. We’ve got it all covered.”
“That’s what worries me,” I said.
Brooke nestled in close and kissed me on the lips. “We need a bigger bed,” she said. “I might not be moving in, but I will sleep here… a lot.” She wrapped her arm around my shoulder and smiled over at Sammie. “And no offense to blondie over there, but she’s a blanket hog.”
“I am not,” Sam said, glaring at Brooke. “You snore.”
I grinned, unable to contain my amusement. “Okay,” I said. “Enough or I’ll throw you both in the brig.”
Sam put her hands on her hips. “Okay. I am a blanket hog, but can we agree that we need a bigger bed? Sure, it’s big enough for the three of us now, but what happens when we add another girl to the harem?”
“I agree on the bed, but as far as this harem of yours,” Brooke said to Sam. “Nobody new unless we all consent.” She turned back to me and slayed me with those big green eyes. “Got it?”
“Right,” I said. “No problem.” I was starting to worry I was in over my head. I wrapped my arms around Brooke’s waist and slid my hand down to her ass, cupping it in my palm. All this talk about harems was making me a tad uncomfortable. I had just made a breakthrough with Brooke, and I didn’t want to scare her off. I needed a change of subject. “Unfortunately, it looks like we aren’t going to the keys this evening.”
“We were afraid of that,” Sam said, then plopped down on the couch beside me before snuggling in tight. “That just means we can Netflix and chill.” She grinned mischievously at Brooke, and Brooke giggled.
“Emphasis on the chill,” Brooke said. “Lots of chilling. Multiple times.”
My cock flexed in my pants, and I eyed the stunning beauties greedily. “I like where this is heading.”
“We’ll order pizza and drink wine,” Sam said.
“Or beer,” I said.
“Beer bloats me,” Sam said. “I’m not a big drinker, anyway.”
“How was the dress shopping?” I asked.
Sam’s eyes widened. “You should see Brooke’s dress. Oh… my… God. She looks amazing.”
“I look like a homeless meth head next to you and that slinky black dress you picked out,” Brooke said.
“Hardly,” Sam said before turning back to me. “To answer your question. We’re ready. But what kind of party is this? Brooke said it’s a harem party.” Her eyes widened with excitement. “Is that true?”
“I think so,” I said. “Did Brooke fill you in on what happened with Peter Patlee?”
“Yep,” Sam said. “I wonder what he has up his sleeve? I’m not having sex with random guys.”
“That makes two of us,” Brooke said. “One random guy is all I need.” She snuggled in close and kissed me.
“I want you girls to stay close to me tomorrow night,” I said. “And don’t take a drink offered by anyone but the three of us. The last thing I want is for some creep at this party to drug one of you and… well… I don’t want that to happen.”
“Yes, daddy,” Sam said, making a pouty face. “I’ll be the best big girl you’ve ever seen.”
Brooke laughed, and I rolled my eyes.
“I’m serious,” I said. “We need to find out what Patlee knows about the treasure, but not if it means seeing one of you get hurt.”
“You worry too much,” Sam said. “It’s a party, Trap. Relax. Not everyone is out to get us.”
My phone buzzed on the coffee table with an incoming call. I picked it up and checked the caller id. “It’s Bella Carson,” I said.
“Who?” Sam asked.
“Butch’s old partner before I came along,” Brooke said. “She and Trap had a thing for each other once upon a time.”
My phone buzzed again. “No, we didn’t,” I said. “We had a drunken one-night stand long before you came along.”
“Is she cute?” Sam asked.
“Cute isn’t how I wouldn’t describer her. Smoking hot and built like a brick shit house is more accurate,” Brooke said, staring at the phone. “Aren’t you going to answer it?”
The phone buzzed for a third time. “I hadn’t planned on it.”
“Let’s hear what she wants,” Sam said. “Put her on speaker.” Before I could say no, Sam tapped the speaker button and put me on the spot.
I glared at Sam before I responded. “Hello?”
“Hi Tim, it’s Bella. Did I catch you at a bad time?”
Sam frowned at Brooke and mouthed, “Tim?”
Brooke giggled silently and shifted her weight on my lap, then leaned in and kissed behind my ear.
Her warm breath sent an electric jolt down my spine and my cock reacted, twitching and coming alive in my jeans. “It’s a good time. What’s up?”
On my other side, Sam snuggled in tight and slid her hand up my shirt, tracing my abs with her fingertips while she leaned in and kissed along my jawline. With both of them on me, I could barely focus on Bella.
“The other night after we chatted, I hoped I would hear from you. Have you thought about collaborating?” Bella asked.
“I have,” I said. “Actually, I planned to call you and set up a time to meet.”
Brooke unfastened the button on my jeans and slid her hand inside my pants, squeezing my thickening cock outside my briefs. Her tongue slithered inside my ear and her warm breath split me open like a pinata.
“I want you inside me,” Brooke whispered before she sucked my earlobe between her lips.
My cock throbbed to hardness, and my heart slammed my ribcage.
Sam inched her way around until we came face to face and kissed me on the lips, slipping her tongue inside my mouth until our tongues lashed together. She traced her way over my nipple and circled my areola while my cock twitched under Brooke’s gentle squeeze.
There was a long period of silence on the phone before Bella spoke again. “Rumor has it you’re going to Peter Patlee’s party tomorrow night.”
Sam and Brooke froze, then stopped their kissing and turned around to face the phone. They exchanged a worried look, and I glanced between them, thankful for the sexual respite.
“How did you hear that?” I asked.
“I’d rather not say over the phone,” Bella said. “Can we meet?”
“Sure,” I said. “When?”
“How about this evening at my house,” she said. “I can make us dinner like old times.”
Sam stared at me with her hand up my shirt and Brooke did the same with her fingers circling my stiff cock.
“Hold on a second,” I said and put the phone on mute.
“What are you waiting for?” Sam asked. “Tell her yes.”
“I want to know how she found out you’re going to the party,” Brooke said. “I agree with Sam. We can play later. Tell her you’ll meet her.”
“You’re sure?” I asked. “Neither of you mind if I have dinner with an extremely attractive woman from my past?”
“You never know. Maybe she’s into harems,” Sam said.
“We don’t mind,” Brooke said. “Answer her.”
I un-muted the phone. “Sounds good,” I said. “What time should I be there?”
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Bella lived in an old 1950s two-bedroom bungalow a few blocks up from the beach and about a ten-minute drive from the marina. She inherited the place from her parents, and it was now worth a small fortune. But for sentimental reasons, not to mention its great location, she never sold. Years ago, I had been a frequent, almost daily, visitor. 
Bella loved cooking and invited me to dinner often. I had also crashed on her couch more times than I could count after all-nighters out at the clubs during our roaring twenties.
With a bottle of Cabernet in hand, I ran from my truck through rain and leaped onto Bella’s front porch. I swept back my rain-slicked hair and knocked on Bella’s door.
A few seconds later, the door opened, and it felt like I had stepped back in time.
Bella stood before me wearing a pink angora cardigan with a V-shaped neckline. Her creamy cleavage sprouted from the top and her tits filled the front even better than I remembered. Her blue eyes sparkled in the warm light seeping from her bungalow, and her dark vibrant hair tumbled over her shoulders in rich, silky waves. Bella’s porcelain complexion was even more smooth and flawless than the night I saw her at the Parrot and her hourglass hips expanded deliciously in a pair of faded blue jeans. She wore diamond studded earrings and a gold chain hung around her neck ending in a cross I knew her mother had left her.
The delicious scent of lasagna floated from the house along with Frank Sinatra tunes playing on what sounded like her old record player. A well of memories I had shuttered away flowed up from my subconscious and my heart ached for what we almost had. I could almost taste the chianti and here Bella’s sweet laughter stretched out across the years. We shared so many good memories until we went and fucked it all up.
“If I had known how much I missed coming here, I never would have blown us apart.” I held up the wine bottle. “It’s good to be back here, Bell. I come in peace.”
“Oh, I think I deserve most of the blame for what happened between us. I was the one of us who was engaged, not you.” Bella’s eyes softened, and she smiled, flashing me those gorgeous dimples I’d nearly forgotten. “You haven’t changed a bit,” she said. “Come on in, Tim.” She stood aside aside and held open her screen door. “It’s pouring out there.”
I hustled inside, away from the rainstorm, and stopped in her entryway while I drank in her decor.
The room was a modern 1950s retro with sleek designs and flares of art déco sprinkled throughout. Modern prints, alive with colors, hung from her walls. A leather sofa, that looked more fashionable than comfortable, sat before an early Elvis era coffee table, and a modern flat screen TV. The record player was right where she left it, sitting atop a short bookcase, with the words Hi-Fi emblazoned on the front. The place had a vibrant, koolcat vibe and I half-expected the rat pack to emerge from the kitchen. Every time I came here, I never wanted to leave.
“Man, you have the coolest stuff,” I said, looking around. “Where do you find all this stuff?”
“Thanks. You know how much I love the era. I find it here and there. It adds up.” She closed the door behind her and turned back to face me.
I held out the bottle of cabernet. “I remember how much you love the Duckhorn.”
Her eyes lit up, and she took the bottle, examining the label. “You remembered. I’m impressed. Let’s open it up to breathe. Follow me back to the kitchen.”
I walked behind her through the house, watching her ass sway from side to side. Her body was as curvy and dangerous as a black diamond slope in Breckenridge. It took an expert to navigate her hourglass frame without making a fool of yourself. I had that chance once before and had failed miserably. Drunk sex wasn’t how I had envisioned our first time, which was why it was also the last time. “Is that lasagna I smell?”
Bella walked into the kitchen, which was the most modern part of her house with glossy, white marble counters and high-end stainless steel appliances, including a chef’s gas oven and stove. “I remember how much you used to enjoy it,” she said as she set the bottle down on the counter.
“Nobody cooks like you,” I said and breathed in the rich aroma until my stomach growled. “I can’t wait to taste it.”
“Have a seat,” she said. “I still need to whip up the salad.” She pulled out two wineglasses and a wine opener.
“Here, let me open the wine,” I said.
Her blue eyes met mine, and my stomach nosedived. “Just like old times,” she said, smiling sweetly.
My heart raced as I stepped up behind her and took the opener. “Except we would drink a half-dozen bottles between us.”
She stepped aside and made her way to the fridge. “I used to get the worst hangovers during our all-night wine sessions.”
I worked the wine opener until the cork came free. “God, I miss this. Can we go back to being friends?”
“I would love that,” Bella said as she came away from the fridge with a bowl filled with salad. “Didn’t you get the hint when I showed up at the Parrot?”
“I wondered if you had any ulterior motives,” I said. “You were always hell bent on finding that treasure with or without Butch and I.”
She grabbed the salad tongs and fluffed a salad that already looked perfect. “There’s so much I’ve learned about that damn treasure since the good old days.”
“Before we talk shop, let’s taste this wine and have some of that delicious lasagna. What we found on the Lady Dancer isn’t going anywhere.”
Her eyes lit up, and she stopped tossing the salad to stare at me. “The rumors are true?”
“Yes,” I said. “More wine. Less shop talk.”
Bella smiled and let out a held breath. “Tim….” She licked her lips and her eyes screamed she wanted to say more.
I held her gaze for a pregnant heartbeat and started to say something when she finally spit it out.
“Honestly, I don’t care about the treasure. Not anymore.”
“Excuse me?”
Her eyes welled with tears. “I miss you so much.” Her chin quivered. “More than you know.”
“Hey, Bell. What’s going on?” I stepped up to her and opened my arms.
Bella melted into me. She sobbed into my chest and wrapped her arms tight around my back, squeezing me like her life depended on it. “I’m so lost.”
She trembled in my arms, and I stroked her hair before gently kissing the top of her head. “I’m not going anywhere,” I whispered. “Take your time.”
She sobbed into my chest, crying so hard her breath caught in her throat. “I was so stupid to push you away.” She dug her fingers into my shoulders and buried her head deeper into my chest.
“We can fix it,” I whispered. “It’s okay.”
While she wept, I held her until the raw emotion faded and she calmed down enough to step back and dab her eyes with the sleeves of her sweater.
“You probably think I’ve lost my mind,” she said as she reached for a paper towel.
“Has anyone hurt you,” I asked?
She shook her head. “No. Not physically. It’s just….” She shrugged. “I meet so many people who are all about what they can get from who. It’s demoralizing. Especially in my profession.”
Bella was a lawyer, and I didn’t blame her. “You know the boat’s always open to you. I’m parked in the same slip and the beer is just as cold as it ever was.
A smile flickered across Bella’s face. “Sometimes I wonder if love is real or if it’s just something people make up to convince themselves they're happy.”
Ouch. “It’s real,” I said. “You’re too young to be so cynical.”
She dabbed at her eyes with the paper towel and let out a deep breath. “Fuck letting the wine breathe. I need a glass.”
I chuckled and turned back to the counter, pouring us two glasses of wine before I handed one to Bella.
She emptied half her glass in a single swallow.
“Easy does it,” I said. “You remember what happened the last time we got drunk together.” I took a drink, savoring the taste of the alcohol on my tongue.
She stared at me over the rim of her glass and swirled the red wine. “Do you want to know the truth about that night? I mean the raw and brutal truth?”
Adrenaline rushed through me and my face buzzed as the alcohol hit my bloodstream. “I thought I knew.”
She smiled. “Do you remember the sex?”
“How could I forget? It was… legendary. I felt… well, I was into you.”
Bella searched my face with her bright blue eyes. “Tim, I wasn’t drunk the night we had sex.”
My jaw dropped. “You said….”
“I quit drinking over four hours earlier, and I had maybe three glasses of wine during that entire party.”
“I thought I was the only one sober,” I said. “Which is why I felt so guilty. I thought I took advantage of you.”
“When we up woke the next morning… afterward I mean. I got scared and bailed,” she said. “What scared me wasn’t that I cheated on Luke. What scared me was the intensity of the emotions I experienced being with you. That emotion was unlike anything I had felt before or since. Even before the party started, I set out that night to have sex with you. I wanted you and I got you. What I didn’t expect was the intensity of our connection. I never came close to anything like that with Luke.”
A raw mix of anger and relief flooded through me all at once. “Why didn’t you tell me? I’ve spent years thinking I did something wrong.”
“We were young,” she said. “I didn’t know what I had with you. It scared me like nothing before or since. Those feelings ruined what I had with Luke. I woke up the next morning a hundred percent sure I didn’t love him.”
“So you ended things with him,” I said.
“For a while, I kidded myself. I pretended I could create that same feeling with Luke. After all, he had spent years chasing me. I felt like I owed him the chance.”
“Did you tell him about me? About us, I mean.”
“No,” she said. “What I experienced with you was too precious to share. Coming clean with Luke would be like admitting I was ashamed of what you and I did. I wasn’t ashamed. It changed me. Not the sex itself, but the connection I felt to you. God, it was so brutally raw.”
“Bella, why in the world did you wait so long to tell me? You called off your engagement years ago.”
“That’s the million dollar question, isn’t it?” She downed another huge drink and stared at me for a long time. “Tim, I’m afraid of you.”
“What? Bell, I was in love with you.”
“I know you were.” She stared into her wineglass as if searching for the right words. “I’m afraid to lose myself in you. It sounds crazy, but if I ever connect with you that way again, I’m not sure I can get all of me back.”
“That’s a lot to unpack.” I took another big swallow and emptied my glass. “Yet, here I am, standing with you in your kitchen after you reached out to me twice. Did you reconsider?”
The oven timer beeped and Bella nearly jumped from where she leaned against the sink. “Shit. I almost forgot about the lasagna.”
She pulled open the oven, threw on her oven mitts, and brought out the lasagna that looked every bit as good as I remember. My stomach growled and my mouth watered. “Okay. That smells ridiculously good.”
Bella laughed and set the pan down on the stovetop. “You always were a sucker for my lasagna. It was my mom’s recipe.”
I came up behind her, placed my hands on her arms, and gazed over her shoulder. “Your mom would be proud of you.”
She relaxed under my touch and leaned back against me, resting against my chest. “You feel awfully good, standing there behind me.”
I leaned in, kissed her softly on the cheek, and whispered. “Bell, I promise I won’t hurt you.”
Bella tossed her oven mitts on the counter and turned around before she wrapped her arms around me. “How can I trust that?”
“Give me a chance,” I said.
She gazed up at me as if wanting nothing more than to hand herself over to me. “That’s why you’re here.” She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me softly on the lips. “Let’s eat.”
Bella and I ate dinner around her cozy little kitchen table, chatting and laughing like old times. Our first bottle of wine led into our second and without the dinner, we both would have been beyond buzzed. After we finished eating, I helped with the dishes and she put away the leftovers before we took our wineglasses and what remained of our bottle into the family room. She put on some soft jazz, and we nestled side by side on her leather couch.
“I didn’t give this sofa enough credit. It’s deceptively comfortable,” I said.
Bella sat facing me with her knees drawn up and her elbow resting on the back of the couch. “I know, right? I’ve fallen asleep on this baby more than once.” She patted the couch affectionately.
I leaned my head back against the sofa and let out a contented sigh. “That was an amazing dinner. Thank you,” I said, gazing over at her. “I can’t remember the last time anyone cooked for me.”
“You’re not leaving,” she said. “In fact, I insist you spend the night… on the couch.” She smiled sweetly.
“I might take you up on that. I just need to text Brooke.”
“So you and Brooke are an item?” Bella asked without a hint of surprise in her voice.
“Yes. But it’s complicated,” I said.
“I think I get the gist,” she said. “That’s why Peter Patlee invited you to his masquerade ball. Who else is in your family?”
“Is that what it’s called? A family?” I asked. “This is all brand new to us. It just sort of work out this way.”
“Will you tell me about them?” she asked, gazing at me intently.
“You know Brooke,” I said. “It’s really new between us and then there’s Samantha Monroe.”
Bella’s jaw dropped. “Lindsay’s daughter?”
Heat welled in my cheeks. “Don’t look at me like that. To quote the great Forrest Gump, we fit together like peas and carrots.”
“Timothy Ashford. What is she, nineteen?” But Bella’s smile told me she wasn’t really put off by the age gap or the threesome.
“She’s twenty and smart as hell,” I said. “It’s also new, but my feelings are strong.”
She sipped her wine and studied me for a long time. “It’s just the two of them and you?”
“Just the two of them? How many would there be?”
“Five,” she said without hesitation.
I frowned. “That’s awfully… specific.”
She sighed. “Without it sounded too fantastical, there are powers in the universe that we don’t understand. Those powers are guarding the king’s treasure.”
She knew about King Itzcoatl? It seemed I was way behind the curve. While Butch was chasing down the Lady Dancer, everyone else was searching for the actual treasure. “Okay. Now you’re scaring me.”
“Tim, Peter Patlee tried to recruit me two years ago,” Bella said. “I was doing some legal work for him and he had the impression our relationship was more than professional.”
“Recruit you? As in, he tried to make you one of his… wives? Is that the right term? You’re a lawyer. Tell me how that’s legal.”
“It is the right term. It’s right in more ways than you might realize. But it’s not legal. At least not by current day laws.”
“What did you tell him?”
“I told him no, of course. I have zero romantic interest in the man.”
“Is he dangerous?” I asked.
Bella frowned, as if considering my question. “Not in a conventional sense. He’s been a player in the treasure hunt for most of his adult life. That’s why he’s so interested in the Lady Dancer.”
“For the artifacts we found. And yes, we found them. A figurine and a piece of the map,” I said.
Bella’s eyes widened. “You found a physical piece of the map? And the figurine? Wow. Thats a game changer.”
“Yes, but I don’t know what to do with them.”
“Tim, listen to me. Do not sign any agreement with Peter Patlee without legal counsel. Not even a verbal agreement. If you don’t trust me, then hire someone you trust. That’s where the man’s dangerous. He’ll screw you out of the treasure if you let him.”
“Like he did Butch?” I asked.
“Butch was a victim of his own big heart,” Bella said. “I became a lawyer to protect him, but all his big discoveries were already behind him. I’m not too late to protect you.”
“Do you want a cut of the treasure?” I asked.
“I told you earlier. I don’t care about the treasure. Not anymore. What I want is happiness. No treasure can buy me that.”
“You said you knew where to find another piece of the map. How?”
She let out a long sigh. “You won’t believe me.”
“Try me,” I said.
“I think you should hear it from Peter directly,” she said. “But like I said, don’t agree to anything.”
“Did you get an invitation to the ball?” I asked.
“Yes. Peter invites single women to these events. Women with mating potential. You know… those who might join a family.”
“You mean a harem?” I asked.
“They don’t call it that,” she said. “If you use that phrase you will offend Peter and his guests.”
“Do you go to these things often? Is this your kink?”
She laughed. “I’ve never been to one of Peter’s parties, although he’s invited me countless times. I only accepted the invitation this time after I found out you were coming.”
“What’s going to happen tomorrow?” I asked.
“I’m not privy to all the details. It’s all very hush-hush and the guest list is top secret. The Patlee’s play their cards close to their vest. I only know about the map because Peter told me he knew where it was, but he needed my help to get it. That help would require me to join his family.”
“Your help?” I frowned. “That makes no sense.” I studied her face for a long time. “You know more you’re not telling me.”
She nodded. “I made a promise to someone very special to me that I wouldn’t say a word.”
“Who is he?” I asked.
“She,” Bella said. “She’s my friend. Not my lover. Please don’t ask me to break that promise.”
I pulled out my wallet, fished out a one-dollar bill and handed it to her.
She frowned. “What’s this?”
“I want to hire you as my attorney,” I said and put the billfold away. “Oh… and I want you to come with my… family to the ball. I’ll need you with me every step of the way.”
She stared at the dollar bill and back up at me. “You’re sure you trust me?”
“Bell, if I can’t trust you, then all hope is lost. You’re either a superb liar or you’re telling the truth. I want to believe that you wouldn’t hurt me like that. Besides, I’ve known you a long time and other than lying about your feelings for me, you’ve played it straight up in the past.”
Bella nodded. “Okay. But this doesn’t mean I’m joining your harem.”
I grinned. “I thought you said not to call it a harem.”
She rolled her eyes. “Pick me up at eight o’clock tomorrow night. I’ll be ready.”
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Sam took it on herself to rent a limousine for the ball, and the girls were thrilled to have Bella join our little party. We drank champagne on the way to the history museum, and the ladies chatted while I sat back and took them in. 
Sam wore a tight, form-fitting black dress with a plunging neckline, showcasing her jaw-dropping cleavage. It was impossible not to ogle her when every curve of her tight body could make a highlight reel. She wore her golden hair up in an intricate weave of braids piled high atop her head like a fairytale princess. My mind swirled on a dozen different ways I planned to violate her later.
Brooke wore a sleek white sleeveless satin dress with the back cut out. Her thick, heart-shaped ass swayed and swished with every step. The minute I laid eyes on her, I couldn’t help but rub and squeeze every inch of a booty worthy of a bronze molding. Her strawberry-blonde hair glistened like spun gold and hung straight back over her shoulders. She proudly wore the emerald pendant I gave her, nestled lovingly in her ample cleavage. The piece brought out the vivid green in her eyes and I gazed at her, spellbound, as if she might vanish right before my eyes.
Not to be outdone, Bella wore a sparkly silver dress cut low in the front, revealing a chest that gave even Sam a strong run for best in show. Her silky raven hair tumbled over her shoulders in rich, luxurious waves that seemed to glisten with its own inner radiance. The bright red lipstick adorning her plump lips stood in stark contrast to her smooth, porcelain complexion. I grinned inwardly, knowing that Peter Patlee would turn green with jealousy when he saw the stunning brunette on my arm.
Bella made fast friends with Sam, which came as no surprise. Sam had a way with people I had never seen, and it was easy to see why Butch had loved her so much.
When we arrived at the natural history museum, the four of us donned our masks and the limo driver let us out. At the museum entrance, we handed our invitations to a burly security guard wearing an earpiece and a tuxedo before he let us inside.
Inside the museum’s grand hallway, the bones of a T-Rex grinned down at us while frescos of prehistoric Florida decorated the wide, circular rotunda. More security guards, wearing tuxedos and ear pieces, flanked the hallway leading from the rotunda.
A burly security guard, as big as a barn, smiled at me and the ladies. “Good evening, Mr. Ashford. Welcome to the season’s grand masquerade. If you and your family will kindly follow the red ribbons down the stairwell and to your right, you’ll find the Jurassic Ballroom to your left.”
“Thanks,” I said, and offered him a grateful smile.
Brooke and Sam squeezed in beside me, hooking their arms inside mine while Bella walked beside Sam. We headed for the stairwell, and our footsteps echoed off the shiny marble floor. Sam gazed around the museum in wonder.
“We should come back during the daytime,” Sam whispered. “This place is incredible.”
“I would be happy to show you around,” Bella said. “I know every inch of this place. Ten-year-old me would spend hours wandering the hallways, gazing up at the incredible beasts and ancient treasures.”
“They have an entire wing devoted to wrecks found off the coast,” Brooke said. “Butch’s biggest find is smack dab in the middle.”
“Don’t remind me,” I said. “He got paid a fraction of what he was owed.”
“It’s my job to make sure that doesn’t happen to you,” Bella said. “I mean, what kind of lawyer would I be if I wasted the entire dollar of your retainer?” Her voice oozed sarcasm, and she shot me a sideways smile.
“It’s good to see you haven’t lost your sense of humor,” I said.
We walked down the stairs and followed the red ribbons down the hall until we heard the sounds of orchestral music floating out of an open ballroom. When we stepped inside, the place looked like a shrine to the Aztec goddess herself.
A life-sized statue of Xochiquetzal stood at the center of the room. She was painted gold and adorned with jewels and a crown eerily similar to the figurine we had recovered from the Lady Dancer. An open dance floor surrounded the statue where men and women dressed in their finest danced, all wearing masks similar to ours.
An orchestral band played at the edge of the dance floor, and open bars appeared on each side of the room. A server, wearing a tuxedo and white gloves, appeared before us, carrying a silver tray laden with champagne flutes. Like the guests, the man wore a mask, although his was a muted shade of gray.
“Welcome to the grand masquerade. Would you care for champagne?” He offered a curt bow and a pleasant smile.
“Thank you,” I said, taking two flutes from the tray.
Sam and Brooke looked to me and I nodded before handing a flute to Bella while the girls each grabbed a glass for themselves. We wandered ahead, soaking in the gold replicas of antiquities strewn throughout the ballroom like exhibits.
A throng of guests buzzed with conversation milling around an ice sculpture of what looked like a king flanked by two beautiful women.
“That’s King Itzcoatl and his first two wives,” Bella whispered in my ear as if tracking my gaze.
“The harem king,” I whispered and at the word harem, Sam perked up, turning toward the ice sculpture, her eyes wide with wonder.
“The ratio of men to women is crazy,” Brooke said, gazing across the gathered crowd.
She was right. It was easily a five to one ratio and there wasn’t an ordinary-looking woman in sight. Dozens of exquisite women ranging in ages from roughly twenty to sixty chatted amicably amongst each other.
Trays of fruit, hot appetizers on silver platters, filled champagne flutes, and rows of wine bottles lined long tables beneath the sculpture. Party goers milled about sampling the food while mingling with other families.
I soaked it all in, trying to reign in my shock. There was an entire subculture in Miami devoted to harems? “They’re all—”
“Families,” a man’s voice said from beside me.
I turned to find a masked Peter Patlee standing before me with the beautiful young woman I had seen in the Tesla adorning his arm.
Peter chuckled. “Don’t worry, Mr. Ashford. Your stunned expression is a common reaction the first time one attends these functions.” He nodded to Sam. “You look beautiful this evening, Miss Monroe.”
Sam smiled warily. “Thank you. It’s all so amazing.”
He nodded in appreciation. “I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself.” Next, Peter turned to Brooke and bowed cordially. “Welcome Miss Fox. Thank you for accepting the invitation.”
Brooke edged closer to me and squeezed my arm, sliding slightly behind me. “Thanks for having me.”
When he turned to Bella, he paused, as if caught off-guard. “Miss Carson. I am surprised to find you with Mr. Ashford. But you two have a worthy history. Welcome.”
“Thanks Peter,” she said. “I thought I should see what all the fuss was about.”
The woman on Peter’s arm grinned slyly at Bella and her exotic blue eyes twinkled with amusement.
“This is my daughter, Sawyer,” he said.
The woman was Patlee’s daughter? I was struck dumb by her insane beauty. She wore a gold and green strapless gown that perfectly hugged her lithe frame and gave birth to exquisite cleavage.
“It’s nice to meet you, Mr. Ashford,” she said with a straight-up American accent. She studied me with those haunting pale-blue eyes and almost seemed to smirk, as if she could read my mind.
Sam elbowed me. “Your mouth is hanging open,” she whispered.
Heat flashed in my cheeks, and I composed myself. “Sorry. I assumed… well, I assumed wrong.”
“You assumed my dad, and I were a couple?” she asked, raising an eyebrow. “It’s okay. It happens all the time.”
Peter didn’t take any affront to my assumption and threw me a lifeline when he changed the subject. “Now that we have introductions out of the way, please mingle. Help yourself to food and drink. Most of all, have fun. We’re serving dinner in thirty minutes. You’ll be my guests at table number one.”
With that, Peter Patlee and his smoking hot daughter Sawyer disappeared into the crowd.
“Her name is Sawyer?” I asked. “That’s so… Meagan.”
Bella laughed. “What did you expect?”
“I don’t know. Something more exotic? She looks like a Latin princess.”
“She’s gorgeous,” Brooke said.
“Yeah,” Sam said, longingly. “Is she in a… family?”
“No,” Bella said, smiling. “She’s my best friend.”
Bella glanced at me as if to see if I made the connection. That’s who fed Bella all the insider info. “How old is she?”
“Brooke’s age,” Bella said. “Twenty-five. Don’t let her beauty fool you. Sawyer scored a perfect sixteen hundred on her SAT and graduated from Standford with honors in Chemistry.”
“Damn,” Sam said. “Some girls get all the brains.”
“Does she work for her dad?”
“She sure does,” Bella said. “She’s learning the oil business. It will all be hers someday.”
“How many kids are in the family?” I asked.
“It’s a bit of a sore subject,” Bella said. “She’s Peter’s only child.”
Brooke gasped. “How many wives?”
“Four,” Bella said. “Well, three now. One passed from cancer last year. It was tragic. She wasn’t even thirty.”
“That’s so sad,” Sam said.
“Sawyer told me that ever since Lucy passed, Peter hasn’t been the same,” Bella said. “It’s like he shut down.” Her voice trailed off as if lost in her own memories.
If anyone understood loss, it was Bella. When she was twenty, she lost both her parents in a small plane accident. I took Bella’s hand and squeezed it softly. “Thanks for the intel. Can I buy you a drink?”
Bella squeezed back and gazed up at me, smiling. “I thought you would never ask.”
We mingled with the crowd but kept mainly to ourselves, eating appetizers and drinking a second glass of champagne. I had expected something a bit more unsavory than the relatively normal party unfolding before me. By the time we sat down to dinner, I was feeling much more at ease. The champagne buzz wasn’t hurting either.
When dinner arrived, we joined Peter at his table. I expected his wives to join him, but he said they were spread out at other tables serving as hostesses and he would introduce me later in the evening. We made small talk throughout the salad appetizer and during most of the entrée. Peter asked each of us specific questions about our lives he could only know if he had done a thorough background check. It was slightly offsetting but not surprising. I already guessed that he had me tailed and he no doubt knew right where to find the figurine.
That he hadn’t made a move to steal it from me was the most surprising bit of all. I asked Hazel to move it, which she did, but if Peter leaned hard enough on her to divulge the figurine’s whereabouts, she would sing like a sparrow. A man with Peter Patlee’s resources could have bought and sold me a hundred times over and screwed my life in a dizzying variety of ways. I sat through dinner waiting for the shoe to drop. Where were the threats? They were coming, but when? Shortly before dessert arrived, I found out the answer.
“Mr. Ashford, would you mind joining me after dinner, downstairs in my office?”
Under the table, both Sam and Brooke squeezed my hands so hard it hurt. “That’s no problem. I assume you don’t mind if Samantha, Brooke, and Bella join me?”
He tipped his head in acquiescence. “I assumed they would. Sawyer will likewise join us. I think the conversation will be to your liking.”
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After dinner, we followed Peter down a short flight of stairs and through two heavily fortified steel doors he opened using retinal scans. The girls and I exchanged nervous looks, and I leaned into Bella and whispered. “Have you ever been to his office?” 
She shook her head and stared straight ahead. Her expression was as nervous as Sam’s and Brooke’s.
As if sensing our angst, Peter turned and offered a reassuring smile. “I think you’ll soon see why the security is so vital. I promise that there’s nothing menacing afoot.”
Sawyer strode down the hall on his right and when we reached an ornate, mahogany double door, she stepped forward, placed her thumb on the reader and office doors clicked open.
We followed Sawyer and Peter through the double doors and into an office that left me dumbstruck.
Dozens of golden Aztec artifacts layered with jewels lined tables and shelves. Ancient art work hung from the walls and rich carpets covered the entire room. An expensive leather sofa and matching chairs surrounded a gas fireplace that started up as soon as we entered the room. Warm lights illuminated the space with accents highlighting many of the priceless antiquities. But the room’s most valuable artifact sat among the furniture, serving as a coffee table.
My heart thundered, and my eyes widened.
Three of the stone tablets that made up the missing treasure map were arranged in a frame under glass that doubled as a coffee table.
“From your expression, I see you recognize the fabled map leading to Itzcoatl’s tomb,” Peter said. “Please. Have a seat and relax. We are all friends. You may leave at anytime of your own free will. I won’t stop you. But if you hear me out, together we might crack the seal on the tomb once and for all.”
The girls and I traded looks that told me they were in for listening, and I nodded at Peter. “You can call me Trap or Tim if it makes you more comfortable,” I said.
Peter grinned, flashing his pearly white teeth. “Excellent. You may call me Peter.” He clapped his hands together and looked like a kid who had just robbed the candy store. “Please, sit. What can I get you to drink?”
“Nothing right now,” I said.
Sam, Brooke, and Bella all declined and the four of us sat together on the big leather sofa with the map pieces laying before us. I recognized one stone slab from the tattoo on Sam’s back. That meant Butch had played a part in securing at least one piece.
“Your father helped locate the third fragment,” Peter said, tracking my gaze. “That’s the fragment tattooed onto Miss Monroe’s back.”
Sam whirled around to face him. “You know about that?”
“Of course,” Peter said. “I suggested the idea to Butch. We made it a game to test Trap’s problem-solving skills.”
“My father never mentioned it to me,” I said.
“I swore him to secrecy,” Peter said. “Your father was a man of honor and integrity. Which is the primary reason you’re here. I believe you to be a man of character, honor, and integrity just like your late father.”
He sounded so sincere that my cheeks flushed warm and I flashed a nervous smile. “Thanks. My dad had his flaws, but he would give you his last penny if you needed it.”
“Where did he get the piece?” Brooke asked.
“From the king’s third wife’s tomb,” Peter said.
“What?” I stared at him, confused. “There’s more than one tomb?”
Peter paused and studied me. “We’re getting ahead of ourselves.” He came around the couch and reclined casually on one of the leather chairs across from Sawyer, then turned his gaze on me, his expression serious. “What I’m about to tell you is true. I don’t expect you to believe it all without proof, but that can and will be supplied. I will tell you everything I know, leaving nothing out. What I’m offering you is a partnership.” He turned his gaze on Bella. “And I know Miss Carson will make sure we make our arrangement fair and legal. I think once you hear me out, you’ll understand why I need your help and you need mine.”
I nodded. “I can live with that, but I’m not agreeing to anything.”
Peter nodded. “I expect nothing less.”
“You’re familiar with King Itzcoatl? I believe Miss Katz’s research on the subject is excellent.”
“Yes,” I said. “She showed me an ancient book that depicted a seal of the king and his five wives.”
“The mark of the harem master,” Peter said. “It’s at the heart of the treasure.”
“I told you,” Sam said triumphantly and whirled on me, clapping her hands with a grin.
Peter grinned. “You are as beautiful as you are correct. Allow me to explain.” He rubbed his chin and frowned. “King Itzcoatl came to Florida in search of the fountain of youth. Whether or not he found it, the king eventually died preceded by his five great loves.”
“His wives,” Brooke said.
“Precisely,” Peter said. “For each wife, he built a tomb laden with a handful of artifacts and, more importantly, with a map to his tomb. He broke the map into four pieces and buried each with his first, second, third, and fourth wife.”
“Have you found the tombs?” I asked.
“Yes,” he said. “Those were discovered a long time ago. We aren’t the first adventurers to seek King Itzcoatl’s treasure, but hopefully we are the last. The first tomb contained a piece of the map and a figurine. I believe you found those on the Lady Dancer.”
There was no point in lying anymore. He already knew, anyway. “I did.”
Peter’s eyes lit up with glee. “Now we’re getting somewhere.”
“What is the significance of the figurine?” I asked.
“Hold on to that question,” Peter said. “Allow me to continue.”
I nodded and shut my mouth.
“Your father located the fourth tomb three years ago. From there, we retrieved this piece of the map.” He pointed to one of the three stone slabs under glass. “I recovered the second and third pieces from the tomb of the King’s second and third wife, respectively.”
“Correct me if I’m wrong, but now that we’ve located the first piece, the map is complete,” Brooke said.
Peter’s eyes twinkled. “The location of the tomb isn’t in doubt, Miss Fox.”
That surprised me. “If you know where it is, then what are we doing here?”
“Accessing the tomb isn’t as easy as using a backhoe and unearthing it,” Peter said. “If that were so, the treasure would have long since been recovered.”
“Okay,” I said. “Then why go to the trouble of collecting the map pieces?”
“It’s a key,” Sam said, as if she had an epiphany.
“Correct,” Peter said. “It’s one key, and so is the figurine. But we’re missing a third key and a means to use them all together.”
“The third key is in the fifth wife’s tomb,” I said.
“It is,” Peter said. “It’s a gold emblem that seals the map.”
“Do you know where the fifth tomb is?” Brooke asked.
“The location isn’t the mystery. We know where to find all five tombs, and we’ve scoured each for the artifacts.”
“This is where the mark of the harem master comes in, right?” Sam asked.
“You’re a very quick study, Miss Monroe,” Peter said, smiling at Sam. “And once again you are correct.”
Sam grinned proudly and sat up a little straighter while she smiled at me.
“Okay,” I said, letting go of a deep breath. “So where’s the emblem?”
“Protected by the goddess,” Peter said. “This is the part of the story where I’m asking you to suspend your disbelief.” He glanced over at Sawyer, and she gave him a brief nod. “The mark of the harem master is the key to winning the favor of the goddess.”
“I’ll go there with you,” I said. “If all it takes is a tattoo, then we can get Hazel’s book, go see a tattoo artist, and we’re in.”
Sawyer laughed out loud and her father shot her a withering glare. Peter turned back to me. “If it were only that easy. May I show you?”
“You have the tattoo?” Sam asked, leaning forward to perch on the edge of her seat.
“Yes,” he said. “An incomplete version.” There was pain in his voice and Bella’s face softened. “Do you mind if I remove my shirt?” he asked.
The girls shook their head, and I stared at him with rapt attention.
Peter removed his tuxedo coat, unbuttoned his shirt, and turned his bare back toward us.
Sam gasped, and Brooke’s eyes widened. Bella’s jaw dropped and a spike of adrenaline left my legs weak.
An incredibly complex tattoo of twisting shapes and a multitude of vibrant colors adorned Peter’s back. It resembled the tattoo in Hazel’s book, but it was different. Instead of the old King’s wives, there were four faces tattooed on Peter’s back, each with a more modern look. The faces were abstract with sweeping curves but no less beautiful, and it was easy to make them out.
“There’s only four?” Sam asked. “Where’s the fifth?”
“And we get to the heart of the problem. To gain the goddess’s favor requires a priestess in tune with her energy to allow the goddess to inscribe the markings herself.”
“The goddess drew those?” Sam asked, her jaw hanging open.
“Yes,” he said, and his eyes flickered to Sawyer. “My daughter can channel the goddess. It was through her hand the goddess drew the last three faces.”
We turned to Sawyer, and she shrugged. “It turns out I have a gift.”
Sam giggled, and Bella smiled. Brooke looked stunned.
“But you see, even if I were to take a fifth wife, I could never open the king’s tomb. It takes the three keys and the harem master working in concert with his five wives to earn the goddess’s favor and unseal the king’s tomb. My wife, Lucy, passed last year.” He choked on the sentence and paused as if to collect himself.
“I’m sorry for your loss,” I said, mustering as much compassion as possible.
We sat in silence until Brooke spoke, navigating the conversation back to safer water. “Do the wives get their own tattoo?” Brooke asked.
Peter regained his composure, and the warm smile returned to his face. “That’s an excellent question. Yes, they do. It’s required, and it bonds the wife and husband more than any modern ring ceremony ever could. It signifies a permanent and lifelong union. The tattoos also offer benefits, although slight, that will surprise you. One such benefit is always having a sense of where to find your partner. Another is an innate understanding of your husband’s emotional state.”
“That’s amazing,” Sam said, lacing her fingers in mine. “It’s like built in GPS?”
Peter laughed. “It’s more like a homing device. Right now, I can feel my three wives’ individual spirits tugging on me from above.”
Brooke gazed at him, her attention rapt. “What’s the catch?”
“Brooke,” Sam said, glaring at her. “That’s not polite.”
Peter chuckled. “It’s a valid question. Are you asking what’s stopping anyone from channeling the goddess and forging their own tattoos?”
“Yes,” Brooke said.
Peter nodded. “Another excellent question. The goddess will only make the inscriptions if those seeking her blessing are truly in love with each other.”
Sam nodded, as if it all made sense.
Brooke frowned. “The goddess knows how?”
“Through the energy flows,” Peter said. “Just because we can’t see a thing doesn’t mean it doesn’t exist.”
“Which means it takes a man falling truly in love with five different women and remaining in love with all of them to gain the complete tattoo,” Brooke said, as if thinking out loud.
“Correct,” Sawyer said.
Suddenly, I knew where this was headed. “You think I can gain the mark?” I asked.
Peter turned to me and studied me appraisingly. “I could spend hours answering this question alone, but the long and short of it is, yes. I think you can. It takes a very special man with five extraordinary women to pull it off. It’s at the goddess’s discretion on who receives the mark. Just because Sawyer channels her doesn’t mean she’s obliged. She can see through a person’s facade and understand their true character.”
If what he said was true, then Peter Patlee was an honorable man. Time would tell.
“I’ll do it,” Sam said, volunteering. “I love Trap and he loves me.” She smiled at me sweetly and squeezed my hand. Sammie was a font of pure confidence. She was as sure of her feelings as the sun would rise in the east.
Peter looked at her affectionately. “I know you do. That’s why I invited you.”
“I love him too,” Brooke said, picking up my hand and squeezing it. “It just took me a long time to admit it.”
“Would the three of you be willing to enter the bond?” Peter asked, gazing between us.
“What does it entail?” I asked. “Besides the tattoo. What’s the ceremony like.”
Peter turned to Sawyer, and she perked up.
“There are two big conditions,” she said. “The bond requires extreme intimacy that takes place inside the ritual circle.”
“What do you mean extreme?” Brooke asked.
“I mean, that you and Trap would have intercourse during the ceremony.”
I grinned. “That doesn’t sound so bad.”
Brooke shot me an annoyed glance. “You would focus on the sex.”
“Potentially for hours,” Sawyer said.
My jaw dropped. “Oh,” I said. “I’m not sure if —”
Sawyer smiled and shook her head, cutting me off. “The goddess provides the stamina. I’m told it’s a religious experience.” She glanced at her father and back at me.
“Oh, I’m all in,” Sam said, sounding almost giddy. “I was born for this. I just know it.”
“And there’s another caveat,” Sawyer said, glancing between the women. “Before the ceremony begins, you must present yourself to the goddess in a fertile state.”
“As in ovulating?” Brooke asked.
“Ovulation isn’t necessary, but you can’t be on birth control or wear protection of any kind. The goddess rejects anyone who comes to the table willingly blocking the creation of a new life.”
“Oh,” Brooke said but didn’t look put off.
“Does the ritual involve orgasms?” Sam asked, drawing a glare from Brooke. “What? I want to know.”
Sawyer laughed. “Multiple. Many on both sides. Expect it.”
“I could get them pregnant,” I said.
Sawyer shrugged. “She isn’t the goddess of fertility for nothing.”
“Who would be there?” Brooke asked.
“Normally, it’s a priestess, like me, and the couple,” Sawyer said. “All three of us can’t wear clothing of any kind.”
The thought of feasting my eyes on Sawyer’s naked body turned my cock hard. “You’re okay with that?”
“During the ceremony, I’m really not there,” Sawyer said. “It’s the goddess, using my body as a vessel. She’s been known to sample the merchandise, if you know what I mean.”
“Explain,” Brooke said. “I think I know but, let’s make sure it’s clear.”
“It hasn’t happened to me,” Sawyer said. “But I’ve heard stories where the goddess turns the bonding into a threesome of sorts. The chances are slight, but it’s still a chance.”
“That’s hot,” Sam said, then seemed to remember Peter and her cheeks flushed. She turned to him and frowned. “Sorry. Ive got a big mouth.”
Peter laughed. “It’s okay, Samantha. May I call you that?”
She nodded. “You can call me that or Sam.” She smiled sweetly and squeezed my hand. “Sometimes Trap calls me Sammie and I love it.”
“Before any of this happens, we need a signed contract,” Bella said. “We will need to agree of specific details.”
“Of course,” Peter said. “As for the king’s treasure, it belongs to the people of Mexico and it’s beyond priceless. But that doesn’t mean we have to let it all go for free. We will split the fortune fifty-fifty.”
Bella’s eyes widened. “You’re willing to put that in writing?”
“I am,” Peter said. “The treasure isn’t about greed. It’s about love.” His eyes welled with tears and took on a glassy, faraway look. “Mr. Ashford, you don’t know how lucky you are.”
Brooke squeezed my hand and smiled at me. “I’ll do it if you will.”
I nodded at her and then looked over at Sam. “Now it comes down to who’s first.” I turned to Peter. “I love both women and they love me back. Any advice on where to start?”
Peter frowned. “Love has no timeline. It can be just as strong in two people who have known each other for days as opposed to years.” He shrugged. “It’s up to you to decide.”
Sam and Brooke exchanged a long look, then Sammie picked up Brooke’s hand. “You should go first. You two have gone through hell to find each other. I don’t want to take that from you.” She smiled warmly. “You’re like a sister to me.” Her eyes glistened with tears. “I’ll go second.”
“You would do that?” Brooke asked as tears welled in her eyes, then trailed down her cheeks. “I really want to go first. And the thought of having a baby….” Her chin quivered, and she looked at over at me. “I would love that.”
“Good,” Sam said. “Because odds are he’ll knock us both up.”
“Not necessarily,” Peter said. “It’s up to the goddess.”
“Oh,” Sam said. “Well. That changes nothing for me. I’ll have lots of his babies, anyway.” She pulled Brooke into a hug and the two embraced. “You’ll join the first wife club.”
Brooke laughed and squeezed Sammie tight. “I love you.”
“I love you too,” Sam said and sat back with tears in her eyes.
I turned my gaze to Sawyer. “When and where?”
Sawyer turned to Brooke “When did you take your last birth control pill?”
“This morning,” Brooke said.
“It’s important not to take any more. Two nights from now,” Sawyer said. “The first wife’s tomb is under my dad’s house. I’ll give you the address.”
“You built your house on top of the tomb?” I asked.
“To protect and preserve the history,” Peter said. “The tomb is in our courtyard. It’s not desecrated. We hold great reverence for the goddess and the king’s wives.”
“I’ll draw up the paperwork,” Bella said. “If we can get it signed before the ritual ceremony, then we’ve got ourselves a deal.”






  
  Chapter 30


During the limo ride home from the ball, Sam went on and on about the bonding ceremony, remembering a hundred questions she wished she asked. Brooke stayed quiet for most of the trip, holding my hand while she gazed out the window. She was lost in thought, but a slight smile of contentment stayed with her, putting me at ease. 
Bella committed to working through the various contracts we would need to solidify our deal with Peter. She promised to send something out to us tomorrow. Her drive to secure the best deal overshadowed the faint disappointment lurking in her eyes.
The limo arrived at Bella’s house first. She said her goodbyes, hugging Sam and Brooke while giving me a sweet kiss on the cheek. With a last wave, she climbed out and shut the door behind her.
The car door had barely shut before Sam turned to us. “She wants in.”
“As in she wants in the family?” Brooke asked.
“Yup,” Sam said. “It’s just a feeling, but I’m usually right about these things.”
“So she didn’t tell you,” I said.
“She didn’t have to,” Sam said. “It was written all over her face. She still loves you, Trap. I’m sure of it.”
I had no reason to doubt her and every reason to confirm her suspicions. But I had more immediate concerns, such as a bonding ceremony with Brooke in two days. I squeezed Brooke’s hand. “What about you? You’ve been awfully quiet during the ride home.”
Brooke shrugged. “I’m at peace.” A smile crept up her face. “It feels good.”
“No more angst,” Sam said. “But you can’t live alone once you’re married to Trap.”
“I’ve thought about that,” Brooke said. “For now, I’ll keep the apartment, but I’ll spend my nights with you.” She gazed at me, her eyes warm and considering. “If you don’t mind.”
I chuckled. “With three of us in that bed every night, we really need to find a bigger a bed, a bigger boat, or both.”
“I’ll handle the bed,” Sam said. “You two focus on the ceremony.”
“There’s another issue the three of us should discuss,” I said.
Brooke and Sam gazed at me expectantly.
“I’m supposed to take Maria out for her birthday in a couple of weeks. I made that date before we all became so close. Odds are I’ll be married to both of you by then, and I don’t feel right taking her out. But then again, if I’m supposed to woo five wives, then we should talk about how to handle this.”
“There’s nothing to discuss,” Brooke said. “You need to take her out and while you’re at it, make dates with Bella and Hazel.”
“I wouldn’t be opposed to swimming in the Sawyer pool,” Sam said. “She’s really pretty.”
“Won’t it bother either of you?” I asked, glancing between them. “Because the thought of another man ever touching either of you makes me physically ill.”
Sam and Brooke glanced at each other, shrugged, and turned back to me.
“It doesn’t bother me,” Brooke said. “And I’m the jealous type.” She titled her head and furrowed her brow. “I can’t explain it. Like I said before, this feels… right.”
“You know where I stand,” Sam said. “The more the merrier. Why stop at five?” She giggled, leaned forward, and kissed me on the lips. “But you are the only man I want.” She sighed happily and sat back. “Are we good?”
“We’re good,” I said. “As long as you two don’t mind getting knocked up. That’s kind of a big deal.”
“I hope it happens,” Brooke said, and her eyes went misty with tears.
“It’s a little sooner than I expected,” Sam said. “But if it does, I will totally rock motherhood.”
I laughed. “Okay then. It’s settled. We’re doing this.”






  
  Chapter 31


Two nights later, Brooke and I rolled up to the security gate outside Peter Patlee’s seaside mansion. I stopped the truck, put it in park, and turned to Brooke. “You’re sure about this?” 
Moonlight cast Brooke’s beautiful face in a silvery sheen, and her moist lips glistened. She smiled at me warmly, her expression serene. “Yes. Are you?” She wore a plain black t-shirt and a pair of her favorite jean shorts. Her hair, loose and shiny, fell straight back over her shoulders.
“God, you’re beautiful.” I leaned over and kissed her softly on the lips and my cock reacted, bulging in my pants while Brooke leaned in to deepen our lip lock.
She nibbled on my lower lip and parted her lips. Our tongues flashed together before she let out a slight moan and broke it off. “Maybe it wasn’t a good idea to cut off the sex cold turkey,” she said breathlessly. “I’m ready to jump out of my skin.”
“I tried to tell you.” I reached down and shifted my cock in my jeans. “According to Sawyer, we don’t need to worry about my stamina.”
“Okay. You were right. Just hit the doorbell thingy and let’s go.” She shifted in her seat and adjusted her t-shirt before checking her face in the mirror.
I rolled down the truck window and buzzed the intercom.
A few seconds later, a familiar female voice came on. “Hi guys. Come on in.” It was Sawyer and a second later, the gates rolled open.
I pulled the truck through the gates and we rolled up the driveway past the tennis courts and a garden that looked like it belonged in a magazine. The mansion was sprawling and set on one of the few hills in the area.
“It’s so pretty,” Brooke said as she stared out the window. “Do you think Peter will let us come back to see the place during the day?”
“I’m sure he would,” I said. We had formally signed the contracts that morning, with Bella handling the entire matter electronically. If there was a treasure that Peter and I discovered, we would split it fifty-fifty.
I parked in a wide circular driveway outside the front door and killed the engine. I turned to Brooke. “Baby, let’s get hitched.”
She laughed and rolled her eyes. “Come on Romeo. Let’s see what this is about.”
We left the truck behind and held hands as we ascended the wide granite steps that led to the front door.
Before we could ring the bell, the front door swung open and Sawyer appeared in the vestibule, looking far more casual than I had ever seen her.
The exotic brunette wore her hair back in a loose ponytail and had on minimal makeup. She wore a tight pink tank top and a pair of tight black shorts that looked like she might have just come from the gym. Unlike the last two times we met, she looked much closer to her age without the fancy clothes, jewelry, and makeup.
Her body looked straight out of a fitness magazine. She had a medium-sized chest, but her tits were perky and full. Her hips were lean and her ass was firm and small, much like Sam’s. Her golden legs were long and athletically trim, and her fingers and toes were polished to a pink glossy sheen.
“You look so pretty,” Brooke said as we stepped in through the doorway.
Sawyer laughed. “Hardly, but thank you. I figured if we’re going to get naked I might as well be comfortable.”
My cheeks turned warmed, and I averted my gaze. I felt like a pervert checking out another woman while I held my bride’s hand. “Is your father here?” I asked.
Sawyer shook her head. “He cleared the whole house. It’s just you guys and me for as long as it takes.”
“I’m really nervous,” Brooke said.
“It’s totally natural,” Sawyer said. “To be honest, I am too. This is the first time I’ve performed the ceremony for anyone but my dad.”
I tried to imagine Sawyer getting naked in front of her father but didn’t dwell on it long. That wasn’t an image I wanted rumbling around in my head. “That makes three of us,” I said. “I’ve never conversed with a goddess.”
“You’ll have to tell me what she says. I kind of go away during the whole thing. She comes to get me when it’s all done.”
“That’s so bizarre,” Brooke said, and we all laughed nervously.
“Follow me into the kitchen,” Sawyer said and started down the long hallway leading through the sprawling rooms decorated with a mix of central American antiques and modern furniture.
I followed her tiny, bubbly ass down the hallway and hoped the goddess might work some magic for a threesome. But I wasn’t holding my breath.
Sawyer glanced back at us over her shoulder. “You guys want to do a shot of Fireball to settle the nerves?”
“We can do that? Isn’t it impure or something?” Brooke asked.
Sawyer laughed. “Anything that helps make babies the goddess favors. That includes a nip of booze.”
“Count me in,” I said.
“Me too,” Brooke said.
In the Patlee’s sprawling kitchen, Sawyer produced three shot glasses and a giant bottle of Fireball. She filled them up and handed them out.
“Here’s to hoping she’s in a good mood,” Sawyer said and raised her glass.
Brooke and I exchanged a worried look, and Sawyer laughed.
“I’m kidding,” she said, but her nervous laughter insinuated otherwise.
We clinked glasses and downed the shot.
The alcohol burned wonderfully in my throat and immediately seeped into my muscles, leaving them slightly relaxed. “That’s better,” I said. “It took the edge right off.”
“Yep,” Brooke said. “Let’s do this.” She was as giddy as Sam, who made Brooke vow to tell her every detail.
“All right, kids. Follow the priestess to her ritual chamber,” Sawyer said as collected the shot glasses and put them in the sink.
We followed her from the kitchen, past the sprawling great room and down a narrow hallway until we reached a set of glass double doors somewhere in the middle of the house.
Sawyer opened the doors and stepped out into a lush tropical garden surrounded by more glass doors on all four sides. “This is the courtyard. The tomb is right over here.” We pushed past a gigantic fern and stepped inside a ring of orchids, each the size of my fist. Set into the ground was a sleek rectangular metallic door as thick and long as a casket without a noticeable lock or handle.
Sawyer knelt and pressed her thumb against a shiny black piece of metal and the door whooshed open and rose, supported by a pair of steel hydraulic arms. A wide set of ancient stone steps descended in a wide circle illuminated by warm halogen lights set into the stone walls.
“How modern,” Brooke said. “Here I thought we would have to crawl through mud.”
Sawyer laughed. “We only use the mud entrance for guests. You guys are family now.”
I chuckled nervously before Sawyer started down the stairs, with Brooke and me following close behind.
The stairs opened into a broad circular room with stone walls and a stone floor. A gleaming golden sarcophagus inlaid with jewels stood against the wall on the far side of the room. Candlelight from at least a hundred different candles illuminated every square inch of space. There were candles standing on shelves, rocky outcroppings sprouting from the wall, and at least a dozen around the outside of a ring inlaid on the floor with strange geometric designs and patterns. A plush circular red cushion sat in the center of the circle. Trays of multi-colored ink sat on a silver tray next to a high-end tattoo machine. The item most out of place was a red igloo cooler filled with ice and water bottles.
Sawyer tracked my gaze and smiled. “We’ll need those at the end. Trust me on that.”
“Is this safe?” Brooke asked.
“It’s about three hours of pure fucking,” Sawyer said. “Sorry to be so blunt. You’ll sweat a lot and when it’s done, you’ll feel like you’ve run a marathon. But there’s nothing life threatening about the experience. Rather, I’ve heard it described as the single greatest sexual experience of your life.”
Brooke and I stared at Sawyer, awestruck.
“Does the tattoo hurt?” I asked, searching for a change of subject.
“That’s the odd thing.” Sawyer furrowed her brow. “They tell me it doesn’t hurt, which I don’t get because tattoo needles are really fucking sharp.” She shrugged. “Who am I to question a goddess?”
“Three hours, huh?” I asked.
“Yep,” Sawyer said. “But I’m told it doesn’t feel that long. Time is slippery once the ritual starts. For me, once I go into my trance, it won’t feel like any time has passed.”
“Where do we start?” Brooke asked.
“Let’s get naked,” Sawyer said, giggling like a schoolgirl. She reached for the bottom of her tank top and pulled it off, revealing perky, perfect, C-cup titties with brown areolas and thick brown nipples.
My cock tugged at my pants and my jaw dropped as I watched Sawyer’s perfect tits sway and bounce. I pulled off my t-shirt, revealing my smooth muscular chest and six-pack abs.
Brooke pulled off her shirt, freeing her big soft tits with her thick pink nipples already engorged. They jiggled and bounced, firm yet curvy and soft. As far as I was concerned, she was the actual goddess in this room. Brooke had spent every second of the last two days braless, and I wondered if she would ever wear another bra again.
Sawyer peeled off her yoga shorts, revealing a smooth, tight pussy devoid of any hair and an ass that lived up to the hype.
I unbuttoned my shorts and slid them down my legs, taking my briefs with them. My cock, already half-swollen and well on its way too hard, swayed from side to side as both women eyed it wantonly.
“I’d say you are a very lucky woman,” Sawyer said, drinking in my body before locking her gaze on my cock.
Brooke blushed and peeled away her shorts, stripping down to nothing but her birthday suit. Her ass was on point, thick and lush, without a hint of fat. Her skin was smooth and supple and she looked incredible under the candlelight’s warm illumination.
As my eyes wandered over her curves and fertile valley, my cock rose, thickening as it turned rigid .
“No performance anxiety for you,” Sawyer said. “The goddess loves that.”
My cheeks turned hot, but I kept my gaze locked on Brooke’s sensual figure.
“How do you know?” Brooke asked.
Sawyer grinned. “Who wouldn’t love that big dick?”
I laughed, and Brooke smiled, glancing over at me.
“It’s a tight fit,” she said. “That’s for sure.”
“You’re off the pill?” Sawyer asked.
Brooke nodded. “Nothing in three days.”
“Good.” Sawyer sighed. “Thats very good.” She clapped her hands and glanced between us. “Here’s how this will work. Brooke, you’ll sit cross-legged on that pillow. I’ll sit behind you and call for the goddess. When she arrives, you’ll know it. From that point on, it’s not me you’re talking to. Okay?”
Brooke nodded nervously. “Okay.”
“She’ll touch you and make sure you’re fertile. Once she’s satisfied, she’ll bring Trap in and he’ll sit on the pillow facing you. At that point, you can climb into his lap and do what comes naturally.”
“Where do I sit until then?” I asked.
“Inside the ritual circle,” Sawyer said and stepped over the candles, pointing at a spot near the back. “It’s out of the way enough. She can only move inside the circle so it’s super fucking important that neither one of you leave until she’s done.”
“Got it” I said.
“There’s magic flying around in the form of energy. It’s safe, but I don’t have a clue how it works. From what I understand, you’re conscious, but experience pleasure with a heightened awareness. It’s euphoric, and that’s why some have described it as a religious experience.”
“When will she do the tattoos?” Brooke asked.
“While you’re fucking,” Sawyer said. “Just keep fucking even after you come. You won’t want to stop anyway, so it’s fine.”
“Wow.” I licked my lips and my heart hammered in my chest. “That’s crazy.”
“Yeah.” Sawyer reached behind her head and pulled away her ponytail holder, letting her hair fall freely over her shoulders.
My stomach dropped, and I couldn’t help but stare at her face in stunned disbelief.
Sawyer caught me looking and, rather than call me out, smiled at me demurely and locked her eyes on mine. “Maybe someday I’ll experience it for myself.”
I swallowed the lump forming in my throat and licked the dryness from my lips. I tried to smile, but the way she looked at me left me too floored to even form a cohesive sentence.
“Okay,” Sawyer said, finally turning away from me. “Places please. It will only take me a few seconds to contact her. Once she’s present, there’s no going back.”
I leaned over and kissed Brooke tenderly on the lips “You ready, baby?”
“Yeah.” A nervous smile fluttered across her lips and she stepped inside the circle before she took her place on the red pillow.
I stepped over the candles into the circle and sat cross-legged while Sawyer came in behind Brooke and took up a seat next to the tattoo machine.
The exotic Latina closed her eyes, lowered her head and mumbled a few words. Her body went slack and then jerked before she raised her head and gazed around the room.
There was a haughty air to the way Sawyer thrust out her chest and gazed about with supreme confidence. If she was acting, she was incredible. The way she moved and even the way she blinked were entirely different from the bubbly twenty-five-year-old modern-day woman present mere seconds ago.
Sawyer effortlessly stood, her movements lithe and sharp. She stepped up behind Brooke and placed her hands on either side of Brooke’s head. “Whats your name, child?” she asked in a heavy Spanish-style accent.
“Brooke Fox,” Brooke answered, her voice shaking with nervous energy.
“Be calm, child. You are safe with me.” The goddess closed her eyes and whispered something nearly inaudible. A second later, her eyes fluttered open and a broad smile lit her face. “You will have many healthy babies.”
Brooke’s eyes welled with tears and her chin quivered as a smile lit her face. “Thank you,” she whispered reverently.
“You have a loving heart,” the goddess said. “What a fine choice for a first wife.”
Brooke seemed to sit a little straighter with her tits out jiggling from side to side while a wide-smile lit up her beautiful face.
I wanted to agree, but decided shutting up was probably my best bet.
The goddess turned to me and gave me a warm smile. “Come here, child.”
I stood and crossed the circle while the goddess eyed my body with her gaze lingering on my cock.
“What a proud bull.” She gazed down at my swollen cock. “A well-endowed man,” the goddess said. “Let’s see if you are worthy of this beautiful creature. Come sit before Brooke.”
I stepped onto the pillow and sat down facing Brooke with my legs loosely straddling her.
When our eyes met, I had never seen Brooke more beautiful. Her green eyes shimmered with an inner radiance that set my heart racing.
The goddess stepped up behind me and knelt, placing her knees on the pillow behind me while she pressed forward and mashed Sawyer’s perky tits against my back.
Her nipples hardened, digging into the soft flesh beneath my shoulder blades while I felt the goddess’s fingertips run along my scalp.
The goddess shuddered, and her breath caught in her throat. “You are virile with a potent seed — powerful and resplendent.” She ran her hands over my shoulders and down my chest, squeezing my pectoral muscles while she nuzzled her nose behind my ear. “It’s been millennia since I tasted seed so potent.”
My cock pulsed, thickening under her supernatural touch until it was hard enough to split a tree trunk.
“Perhaps… it’s time to strengthen the bloodline,” she whispered in my ear before she withdrew herself and stood. She placed her hands on my head like she had with Brooke and whispered more strange words.
My flesh buzzed with raw energy and my skin tingled with a strange coldness that left me impossibly aroused and on the verge of orgasm.
“You have the strength of character to match your physical gifts,” the goddess said. “What’s your name, child?”
I thought better of using the nickname my dad gave me and went with the real thing. “Timothy Ashford.”
“You will make a fine mate,” she said. “You and Brooke will produce strong and healthy children. A true harem master — the finest since the king himself. You have my blessing.”
Brooke’s eyes widened and her skin glowed with a radiant energy that left me completely mesmerized. “You’re so beautiful,” I whispered to Brooke.
The goddess squeezed my shoulders. “Yes. You will make a fine master,” she said again, as if to herself, then turned her gaze on Brooke. “Mount your mate so I may bestow my blessing.”
Brooke crawled onto my lap and wrapped her legs loosely around my waist.
Her touch felt like she had launched a sexual grenade directly into my psyche. My cock pulsed, throbbing ant twitching against the soft skin just below her tummy. I needed inside her with a hungry urge that bordered on desperation.
Brooke draped her arms over my shoulders and kissed me softly on the lips. “I love you.”
I cupped Brooke’s ass in my hands and squeezed her creamy flesh between my open fingers. “Baby, I love you so much.”
“Yes,” the goddess said, raising her head high and laughing. “This is the stuff of legend. True love. The energy is flowing like a raging river through the ritual chamber. Mate my children. Give me blood.”
Brooke’s eyes hazed over with lust. She reached down between us and curled her warm fingers around my throbbing cock. Her breaths came out short and ragged and she stroked my cock while she pushed herself up on her knees. With her tits bouncing and swaying, Brooke gazed deep into my eyes and dragged my swollen tip through her slippery valley.
My head swam and everything but Brooke faded into a blur of swirling colors and sounds. I brought my hands around to her full, heavy breasts and gently cupped them in my hands before squeezing her nipples and savoring the sensation of them hardening between my fingers. My cock throbbed in her firm, warm grip and I ached to be inside her, pumping her full of cum again and again.
As she guided my cock downward, drawing it to the entrance of her tight, hot honey hole, Brooke’s legs trembled and she shuddered, letting out a slight gasp.
I had never experienced such heightened pleasure, and I saw the same in Brooke’s face. It was the glassy faraway look in her eyes and the way her tongue moistened her full pink lips. Her ragged breath, shaking legs, and rock hard nipples painted the picture of a woman skating on the edge of her first orgasm before I ever entered her.
My cock pulsed in her hand and my tip came alive when it dipped into her wet, warm pussy. “Baby, put it in,” I said, my voice rough and uneven. I edged my hips higher and Brooke lowered herself until my cock slipped into her warm, supple tightness. “Fuck,” I said with a shaky voice. My toes curled and my legs trembled while my cock throbbed against her tight walls.
Brooke moaned and bit her lip, sinking lower onto my cock until it completely disappeared inside her. She ground her hips and held onto my shoulders as she looped her legs around my waist and drew herself in tight. “Baby, you ‘re in so fucking deep.” Her moan turned into a sweet shudder as she pulled me into a long, wet kiss.
My cock throbbed inside her, already teetering on the brink of orgasm. Her pussy pulsed in short microbursts while her muscles undulated over my cock like the ripple of a wave with a raging torrent seething just below the surface. In that moment, nothing mattered in the world but her and time slowed. I edged my hips higher and thrust deep, penetrating her as deeply as I could until my tip squeezed into the tightest recess of her warm, pulsing pussy.
“Don’t hold back,” the goddess said from somewhere in the distance. “Let your bodies do as they please. Give in to the pleasure.”
I broke the kiss just long enough to meet Brooke’s gaze, then grunted, climaxing inside her. A gushing geyser of hot cum blasted from my balls and fired directly into her fertile womb. Uncontrollable jets of cum launched from my cock, spurting again and again, as I let out a soul-deep moan and my cock spasmed thick strings of sticky jizz directly into her cervix.
Brooke’s eyes rolled back in her head and she thrust out her tits, mashing them against my chest while she let out an airy, high-pitched moan. Her pussy spasmed and her voice lilted in time with her cresting orgasm. She continued grinding her hips, fucking me deeper while she leaned in and found my waiting lips.
My orgasm faded, but my hardness didn’t. I pulled her down tight on my cock and filled my hand with her creamy breast flesh. Our tongues met and lashed together, fevered and hot. My body responded, and I drove in deep, fucking her faster, savoring the sound of her moans inside my mouth.
Brooke tightened her legs around my waist and moved her hips forward and backward, grinding my cock, driving it deep while she ran fingers through my hair and probed my mouth with her tongue.
The friction from her pussy sliding up and down my cock intensified, growing hotter with every passing moment. I edged my hips high off the cushion, lifting her off the pillow while I rammed her again and again.
Our skin slapped and grew slick with the sheen of our perspiration. Brooke’s lust never faltered or dimmed. She was insatiable. Her lust was a bonfire that threatened to consume everything in its path. She pressed her forehead against mine and gazed deep into my eyes. “Put your baby in me,” she whispered. “Come inside me.”
I grunted and came again, filling her with hot jets of sticky semen as if it hadn’t already happened once. I released spurt after spurt, filling her with what felt like a quart of my potent seed. I grunted, my head flashing red, while I gazed into her eyes. “You are mine,” I whispered, and she nodded.
“I’m yours,” she said. “Forever.” She shuddered and gasped, tightening her grip on my neck as she dug her fingers into my flesh and buried her tongue in my ear. “I’m coming so fucking hard,” she whispered.
Like a man possessed, I continued pounding, fucking her with an inexhaustible supply of energy. My cock never softening, my desire never waning. It was like Viagra times a thousand with no end in sight. I lost myself in her eyes and time didn’t matter. Nothing mattered except coming inside Brooke. The way her pussy gripped my cock and the rich feeling of her body settling on my lap made me come alive like nothing before. Her tits, slippery with sweat, glided across my bare chest. Her nipples, thick and hard, raked my skin and dug in with each thrust.
I explored every inch of Brooke’s body, my orgasms ebbing and flowing as I came again and again. Somewhere in the distance came the droning buzz of an insect that seemed as natural as Brooke’s naked body writhing atop mine. I had needed no one like I needed her. Her love consumed me and I drank her in, savoring every second.
Something shifted between us, and a visceral connection snapped into place. I felt her energy, and I knew her emotion — lust and love mingled together in a hazy stew of never ending need. Her love was so palpable I could taste it on my lips and she gasped, lurching on my lap as her eyes rolled back into her head, caught in another climax.
The bond between us was unlike anything I had ever experienced. I knew her presence like I knew where to find my arm or leg — she was part of me. She was mine, body and soul, and that felt as right and true as my next breath. Likewise, I belonged to her like no other woman. We were one entity sharing two souls, and the feeling left me euphoric.
Brooke gazed deep into my eyes, and I knew she understood. It was an innate bond — no words necessary. There was no hiding my emotion from her. She had the key and the lock, but so did I, and the word love seemed inadequate. Our bond went beyond a religious experience to one so personal it defied human explanation.
She kissed me again, swirling her tongue in my mouth, and I grunted, coming again and filling her with my seed. I lost track of where the orgasms began and ended. Her entire being was orgasmic and I couldn’t get enough. Time itself seemed slippery and a concept not worth worrying about. It simply was, and we were together, forever, bonded for eternity.
At some point, the shapes and colors behind Brooke came into focus and she remained impaled on my cock, kissing me softly while my hands wandered over her big, soft tits and firm, supple ass. We were soaked with sweat, our bodies completely drained. But the bond remained as true and strong as it was during the orgasmic haze of our bonding ritual.
“It’s done,” Sawyer said, barely above a whisper from somewhere beside us. “The tattoos are incredible.”
I was exhausted, sapped of energy, yet not to the point of collapse. Rather, it was the good kind of tired one experienced after a hard workout. Then there was the bond — ever present and comforting, like a warm blanket on a chilly autumn night. “You feel that too?” I asked, gazing into her eyes.
“Yes,” she said. “It’s amazing.” Tears of joy welled in her eyes.
“Guys, if you don’t mind, I’m going to snap some pictures of your tatts,” Sawyer said. “It will be easier for you to see them.”
“Okay,” Brooke said, never taking her eyes off me. She grinned and kissed me. “You really love me.”
“Did you think I was lying?” I asked.
She laughed, and her big tits jiggled against my chest. “No, but it’s so strange to know — like without a doubt that it’s true. You love me. End of story.”
“It’s comforting,” I said.
“Beyond,” she said and let go of a deep, contented breath. She gazed over her shoulder at Sawyer. “Thank you.”
Sawyer smiled and tucked a lock of her dark hair behind her ear. “It was my pleasure.” She glanced between us nervously. “Did we… you know… have a threesome?”
“Not this time,” I said. “But the goddess had some strange things to say.”
“After she assessed Brooke, she came up behind me and pressed her… I mean your body against mine and whispered in my ear something about it being time to strengthen the bloodline.”
Sawyer’s eyes widened with surprise. “She said that?”
Brooke frowned. “Should we be concerned?”
“No… yes… I… I don’t know,” Sawyer said. “I’ve never heard her say that to anyone. I’ll have to ask my dad what it means.”
“Okay.” I turned back to Brooke. “You ready to survey the damage? I can only imagine how much cum is down there.”
Brooke nodded. “I suppose, but don’t go too far away. This bond thing is a little off-putting.”
“I’ve heard that before,” Sawyer said. “You guys will get used to that.”
Brooke crawled off my lap and my cock slipped free, still hard despite the hours I spent inside her. The biggest shock of all was the lack of cum I expected to find dripping from Brooke or soaking into the pillow beneath us.
“Where did it all go?” Brooke asked.
“The goddess used a lot for energy,” Sawyer said. “But about half soaked into you,” she said.
“Am I pregnant?” Brooke asked.
Sawyer shrugged. “That’s up to the goddess. Did she say anything about making you pregnant?”
“She said we would have strong, healthy children,” Brooke said.
Sawyer chuckled. “It sounds like you might be pregnant. Wait a few days, and take a pregnancy test.”
“Should I get back on the pill?” Brooke asked.
“Why?” I asked. “You want babies, right? We’re married, so let’s make babies.”
“Yes, I want babies,” she said, smiling at me nervously. “You don’t care?”
I laughed and shook my head. “After what we just went through, what do you think?”
“I guess I don’t have to ask,” she said. “I know you don’t care.”
“That bond is a blessing and a curse,” Sawyer said. “It takes all the fun out head games.”
After snapping some pictures, Sawyer sat on her knees beside us. She hadn’t bothered putting on any clothes. At this point, it hardly mattered. The three of us had shared an experience so intimate, mere nudity was nothing.
“Check this shit out,” Sawyer said. “Brooke, this one is yours.”
The tattoo depicted an abstract of my face centered on her back, meshed into a flowing pattern of swirling shapes and geometric designs. Gold and green dominated, but every color in the rainbow was represented.
“That’s beautiful,” Brooke said, smiling. “I felt nothing. Don’t I have to cover it or something to prevent infection?”
“The goddess takes care of all that,” Sawyer said. “I don’t know how, but she does.” She flipped to the next picture of the tattoo on my back.
It was similar in design to Brooke’s, with an abstract image of Brooke’s beautiful face flowing into swirls of curved patterns and geometric shapes. Red flowed from her long mane of beautiful hair, but gold and green dominated the background. Unlike Brooke’s tattoo, my tattoo was smaller, with her face closer to the bottom of my shoulder blades than the center of my back.
“That’s breathtaking,” I said.
“It really is,” Sawyer said. “The goddess outdid herself. Now you just have four more women to fall in love with.”
“Three more,” Brooke said. “Sam is next.”
“Correct,” I said. “How long do we have to wait until I can bond with Sam?”
“Let’s give your body a week to recover,” Sawyer said. “Then we’ll do it all over again.” She smiled at us. “You guys okay?”
Brooke grinned. “I’m more than okay. But I could use some of that water.”
“Yep,” Sawyer said. “I’ll bring over a few bottles. You guys are staying in the guest room tonight. It is your wedding night after all.”
“Except in the inverse,” I said. “Normally, you consummate your marriage on your wedding night. I think we’re both looking forward to some sleep.”
“Sleep,” Brooke said nodding.
Sawyer laughed and came back with three waters. “I hear the tattoos make you super horny for a while afterward.”
I took the bottle of water from Sawyer and popped it open. “I’m starving,” I said. “And we need a shower.”
“Agreed,” Brooke said and gazed over at Sawyer. “You’re sure you don’t mind if we stay?”
“As long as you don’t mind keeping me company,” Sawyer said. “I never feel like being alone afterward.”
Brooke glanced at me and back at Sawyer. “We’re on board with wherever the wind takes us.” She smiled at me. “Right, baby?”
I hoisted my water bottle and grinned. “Right. Now who’s up for some pizza? My treat.”






  
  
      
        
          Going Deep

          
		      
          

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  Chapter 32


Igazed out across the bow of the Topless Mermaid where the sun glinted off the clear blue sea. A tiny speck of an island appeared against the watery horizon. Sawyer’s coordinates were spot on. 
I pushed the throttle forward, giving the engines juice. The warm south Florida wind whipped through my hair and pure sunshine drenched the bow deck, where Sawyer and Sam stretched out wearing only half their bikinis and sunglasses, sipping on water and cranking music through a portable speaker.
The boat’s engines purred under my feet and choppy waves splattered the hull, leaving a spray of white frothy water in our wake. Seagulls chatted noisily overhead, swirling on the warm currents, floating high above the boat in search of an errant scrap of food.
Far off in the distance, the gentle tug of the bond I shared with Brooke supplied the ultimate homing beacon and a strong sense of comfort. Who needed GPS? I had Brooke, who was staying with Bella while Sammie and I completed our bonding ritual. And the little island in the distance was exactly where that little miracle would take place. It held the tomb to King Itzcoatl’s second wife.
Sammie’s golden locks, partially secured by a ponytail holder, fluttered in the breeze. The twenty-year-old coed lay face down and ass up. She pushed up on her elbows, revealing her big, beautiful tits while she chatted happily with Sawyer. Sammie’s black bikini bottoms rode high on her hips and a thin string disappeared up her ass crack. Between her blonde hair, banging body, and mirrored Ray Ban’s, she was the ultimate fantasy girl. She had spent the three-hour trip west topless, trying to even out her tan, or so she claimed. But the woman looked for any excuse to get naked, not that I minded.
Sawyer faced Sam and also lay stretched out on her stomach with her elbows up. She wore her raven hair back in a messy ponytail, and her bronzed skin glowed with a slick sheen of suntan lotion. She wore dark sunglasses and laughed at something Sammie said before sitting up cross-legged before her. Her white bikini bottoms made a crisp contrast to her naturally tanned complexion. Like Sammie, Sawyer went topless, soaking in the sun while sipping on a bottled water. After the bonding ritual with Brooke, there wasn’t much point in modesty, and Sawyer wasn’t shy. Along with Sam, her bikini top came off a nano-second after we left the marina.
With the island closing in fast, I turned the wheel to the port side and headed for the southern tip and the awaiting dock.
Sawyer and Sam peered out over the bow and gazed toward the island. They exchanged a few words, then slipped off the sun lounger and headed up the stairs to the captain’s nest.
Sam came up behind me and wrapped her arms around my waist, hugging me tight with the bonus of mashing her bare tits into my lower back. “I can’t believe we’ll be married soon,” she said above the whipping wind.
I glanced over my shoulder and grinned, leaning down for a kiss. “Almost there.”
Sawyer took the seat beside me, picked up the binoculars, and focused them on the dock. “Looks clear,” she said before she turned to me and smiled. “We call this tomb the honeymoon suite.”
“You call a tomb a honeymoon suite?” I asked, stealing a glance at Sawyer’s perky tits, bouncing freely with the boat’s rocking motion on the choppy waves. Her brown areolas were flat and perfectly round, giving birth to nipples that seemed perpetually hard.
She lowered the binoculars and smiled at me. “You’ll see.”
Five minutes later, I guided the boat through a gap in the reef and cruised over a coral forest easily visible through the crystal clear water. Ahead, a sturdy wooden dock appeared big enough for a boat twice the size of the Topless Mermaid. A short pier led to a sandy beach and a pair of seaside bungalows with the windows and doors shuttered and locked.
“The honeymoon suites?” I asked, gazing out across the bow.
“Correct,” Sawyer said. “When all the doors and windows are open, it feels like you’re sleeping under the stars.”
“How romantic,” Sammie said, her eyes twinkling with excitement. “I can’t wait.” She was practically bouncing up and down behind me, taking her big, natural tits with her.
“Is there anyone else on the island?” I asked.
“No,” Sawyer said. “Our family owns it all. Besides the tomb, these are the only structures on the entire island.”
I navigated the boat close to the dock, and the girls tied on their bikini tops before they helped me tie off the boat. The three of us grabbed our overnight bags and headed up the pier to the nearest cabana-style hut.
When we hit the beach, Sawyer led us to the front door, secured with a padlock. She fished in her bag and produced a key and opened the lock with a satisfying click. She pulled open the extra wide double doors, exposing an entire wall of the interior to the outside.
“I had the place stocked for an overnight,” Sawyer said. “There are fresh sheets and plenty to eat and drink after the ceremony.”
Glossy, black engineered hardwood flooring covered the interior. There was a massive California king bed, and a small seating area decorated with plush wicker furniture and a flat screen TV. A bar with a sink and refrigerator took up one side of the room, and another door led to what looked like a bathroom just past the bed.
“It runs off solar panels built into the roof,” Sawyer said. “All the water comes from a rain containment system built underground. There’s a sat phone in the bedside drawer. My hut is right next door.” She smiled at us. “Welcome to the beach.”
“Your hut?” Sam said and frowned. “Why do you need your own hut?”
Sawyer blushed. “Do I need to explain the obvious? Besides, I sleep naked.”
“Trap and I sleep naked. Besides, it’s just the three of us and we’ve all seen each other naked. The bed’s huge. You’re staying with us.”
I came up behind Sammie, put my hands on her shoulders, and kissed the top of her head while I gazed over at Sawyer. “It’s best not to argue with her. She always gets her way.”
Sawyer’s expression softened. “You sure you guys don’t mind? I’ll admit, I don’t enjoy being alone after a bonding ritual. Going from a room supercharged with love and sex to sleeping alone is a major letdown.”
Sammie glanced over her shoulder at me. “You don’t care. Right, baby?”
I turned my gaze on Sawyer. “At this point, it’s odder to see you with your clothes on than off. The more the merrier, I say.”
Sawyer’s shoulders seemed to relax, and she measured me with those vivid, electric-blue eyes. “In that case, we’ll put you in the middle for maximum cuddle time.”
“I like that idea,” Sam said. “We can share him.”
Sawyer’s cheeks blushed. “You mean share a cuddle?”
“Well, yes. But there’s way more to share than a few hugs,” Sam said. “But only if you want. I thought you were into Trap. Or did I misread the signs?”
Sawyer’s cheeks turned bright red, and I jumped in.
“Babe, that’s crossing the line. Don’t you think?”
“Why?” Sam asked. “You need five wives and Sawyer is smart, hot, and knows the harem culture. What’s not to love?”
Sawyer averted her gaze and mumbled something under her breath.
“What did you say?” Sammie asked?
Sawyer looked up at Sam and sighed. “Maybe he’s not into me.” She couldn’t even bring herself to look at me.
Sammie laughed. “Are you serious? He practically eye-fucked all the way here.” She glanced back over her shoulder at me. “Right, babe? You’re into her.”
“Uhhhhh….” There was no point in lying. Sammie could smell a lie like a rotten fish. Besides, I wanted Sawyer in the worst way. “Yes.” I swallowed the lump in my throat. “I’m more than a little interested.”
“See?” Sam said with untampered enthusiasm. “We can be sisters.”
Sawyer finally turned her gaze on me. “You mean… a threesome?”
“I would love a threesome,” Sammie said. “Brooke and I have them with Trap. What’s the big deal?”
“You’re putting a lot of pressure on Sawyer,” I said.
“No,” Sawyer said, interjecting quickly. “I’m into it if you are.” She eyed me cautiously. “I mean… I want you too.”
“Into sex or the possibility of more?” I asked.
Sawyer scrunched her lips together and folded her arms over her chest before she reluctantly answered. “Both,” she said. “But don’t tell Bella right away. Please? She’s my best friend and well….” Sawyer shrugged.
“And she loves, Trap,” Sam said, finishing Sawyer’s thought. “I get it. You don’t want to break girl code. But guess what?” She took Sawyer’s hands in hers and Sawyer turned to her expectantly.
“What?” Sawyer asked, fidgeting a bit as she nervously nibbled on her bottom lip.
“You can both have him. Just like me and Brooke,” Sam said. “She’s turned into my best friend, and we get along like mashed potatoes and gravy.”
Sawyer laughed. “You think she won’t mind?”
Sam paused, and she pursed her lips. “Eventually she will be fine with it.”
“Eventually?” Sawyer asked.
“We’ve got a treasure to find,” Sammie said. “The question is, can you and Trap fall in love?”
Sawyer and I gazed at each other and when I peered into those crazy blue eyes and stunningly flawless face, my stomach swirled with butterflies.
Sawyer inched closer to me and tugged on my hand, not breaking our stare. “Does it count if I feel all mushy inside whenever he’s around?”
Sam laughed and clapped her hands. “Definitely.”
“I’ve got a giant case of the butterflies,” I said, gazing directly at Sawyer. “And those eyes. Wow.”
Sawyer smiled, her expression surprised. “Really?”
I nodded and lost myself in her exquisite face. Given Sam, Brooke, Bella, and even Hazel, it was hard to say Sawyer was the most beautiful woman I had ever laid eyes on, but she made a strong run at the title.
Sam stepped up and took my free hand. She kissed me softly on the cheek and turned to Sawyer. “He has the best heart. You’ll see.” She leaned into me and rested her head on my shoulder. “What do say we get hitched?”






  
  Chapter 33


It took us less than five minutes to traverse the path from the beach cottage to the tomb entrance. Much like the tomb in the Patlee’s Miami mansion, a sleek metallic-black rectangular top sealed the steps. It took Sawyer’s fingerprint to access the lid before it slowly rose on hydraulic stilts. 
The lights flickered on automatically, illuminating wide stone steps similar to those in the first wife’s tomb. We descended the stairs and just outside the burial chamber, I noticed a symbol engraved into the stone above the threshold. The symbol was a three-pointed star intertwined with an infinity symbol.
I paused outside the chamber and gazed up at the stone.
Sawyer stopped beside and followed my gaze. “That’s the Itzcoatl’s family crest.”
“I didn’t notice it outside the first tomb,” I said.
“That’s because it was so worn and faded it was impossible to see unless you were looking,” she said.
“Interesting,” I said. “Does it carry any significant meaning?”
“It’s important to those who follow the teachings of the goddess of fertility, and the harem king’s ancestors.”
“You mean people who are into the harem kink?” Sam asked as she joined us in examining the ancient seal.
“Yep,” Sawyer said. “But it was more than a kink to the king. Marrying into a harem was a way of strengthening a family and committing to a love greater than two people. Some believe polyamorous love is the greatest love of all.”
“That makes me feel a lot better,” I said.
Sawyer smiled at me. “It should. It takes a strong man to anchor a family with five women.”
“That’s my man,” Sammie said. She perched on her toes and kissed me on the cheek.
“We should get going,” Sawyer said. “We have a long afternoon in front of us.”
We continued forward into the circular tomb. It was nearly a carbon copy of the first wife’s tomb. There was at least one striking difference. The second wife’s tomb was missing a golden sarcophagus, but the ritual circle was there, ingrained into the floor with strange geometric shapes and patterns. Now we just needed to prep the room for the ceremony.
Sammie and I joined Sawyer, lighting candles and setting up the ink and tattoo machine. I was happy to see the red pillow exchanged for a gold one. After the hours Brooke and I spent on the red pillow, a trash can was the best spot for it. Sawyer had also added a plush carpet beneath the pillow, and I frowned, gazing at the fresh addition.
“I don’t remember that carpet the first time around,” I said.
“Yeah, well, after what you said about the bloodline, I’m not taking any chances,” Sawyer said as she lit one of the last candles in the room.
“I don’t follow,” I said.
Sawyer turned to face me, and her eyes flickered with nervous energy. “Get naked and have a seat,” she said. “I owe you and Sammie an explanation.”
Her expression worried me, but we were here to get ritually married, so I pulled off my t-shirt and the girls’ gazes lingered on my muscled chest. The flames from the candlelight flickered across their lusty faces and glistened off their wet, ripe lips.
Sammie’s bright blue eyes washed over with strong desire, and she licked her lips while her gaze wandered to my cock.
When I went to pull off my shorts, Sawyer’s lips parted, and her nipples hardened under her tight bikini top.
“God, I can’t wait to start,” Sammie said and stripped off her loose white tank top and tight red shorts. She had foregone a bra and panties and stood before us wearing nothing but a smile. Her big blue eyes shifted to the pillow, and her face bubbled with excitement.
Sam wore her golden hair in a tight double ponytail fixed on the crown of her head. She knew the hours of exertion we would endure and came prepared to sweat. Her tits, perky and full, jiggled and swayed as she sat on the plush carpet, leaning back and bracing herself on her hands. Her long, perfectly toned legs shimmered in the candlelight, and she parted her legs, revealing a waxed slit so tight even the pink hid inside. Even after the dozens of times I had ravaged that pussy, fucking the twenty-year-old was like cracking a walnut with my cock.
Sawyer untied her bikini top and tossed it in a nearby bag before she peeled off a pair of cutoff jean shorts, followed by her barely-there bikini bottoms. She stood before me, with her dark hair cascading over her shoulders and her lithe body on full display. Sharp tan lines crisscrossed her hips, and fainter lines marked where her bikini top hid her perky breasts from prying eyes. Her world class tits jiggled as she pranced across the room and sat on the carpet beside Sammie, cross-legged, revealing a clean-shaven pussy every bit as tight as Sammie’s.
I unzipped my shorts and let them drop to my feet. My cock, half-hard, swung free and sinister like a python hanging from the treetops.
The girls gazed at my man meat like a pair of starving hyenas. Sammie leaned over and whispered something in Sawyer’s ear, and the girls traded a short giggle.
I walked toward them, cock swaying from side to side. “It’s not polite to laugh at a man’s junk.”
“It was all good,” Sammie said. “I told her your cock belongs in a museum.”
I smirked and shook my head. “Okay… that’s pretty funny.”
Sam beamed and sat up straight, causing her tits to jiggle deliciously.
I sat down on the carpet, forming a little circle with Sam and Sawyer, then I turned to Sawyer. “Okay. My curiosity is piqued. What do you know about the bloodline?”
Sawyer let out a breath and eyed me warily. “Trap, my family are direct descendants of King Itzcoatl and his first wife.” She paused, then pulled aside her long mane of hair, revealing a small tattoo on her neck just below her hairline. It was a three-pointed star interlaced with an infinity symbol.
“It’s the Itzcoatl crest,” I said.
Sawyer released her hair and turned around to face me. “It marks me as a descendant of the king and a follower of the goddess’s teachings. Those adorned with the symbol share our beliefs and common ancestry. It’s a whole ritual thing I won’t get into, but suffice it to say, if you have the tattoo, you’re down for the harem life.” She paused and studying Sam and I, letting that news sink in. “Part of the reason my dad wanted to acquire the mark of the harem master is that our family’s power has waned over the past hundred years.”
“Power as in….”
“As in what I can do as a priestess. The spells I cast. The blessings of the goddess. It all comes through the priestesses,” Sawyer said. “My father sired only a single child. It’s a problem. We were lucky that I was born with the gift, but we’re in serious danger of going extinct.”
“What happens if your family’s power fades completely?” I asked.
“No more summoning the goddess,” Sawyer said. “No more gifts of virility. No more blessings of health. It all ends.”
Sammie frowned, and her face softened. “I’m sorry, babe. Can we help?”
“Thank you, Samantha. You’re a good friend.” Sawyer gave Sammie a watery smile and squeezed her hand before she turned to me. “When I told my father what the goddess said about the bloodline, he asked me to… put in a request with the goddess.”
I raised an eyebrow. “What kind of request?”
“I stopped taking birth control,” she said. “If you can get me pregnant during the ceremony, then our blood line would get the much needed infusion of power we need to strengthen the entire line for generations to come.”
“I’m bonding with you too?” I asked, more than a little surprised.
Sawyer smiled and shook her head. “It’s not a bonding. More like a favor from the goddess. It’s a slight chance, but if your sperm is as strong as the goddess says, then she could make me pregnant. That is, if she chooses to have sex with you prior to bonding with Sam.”
Sam frowned. “But if Trap bonds you, then you can have all the babies you want. You don’t need to hope for the goddesses blessing.”
“True,” Sawyer said. “But that would require us to fall in love.” She eyed me cautiously. “That’s asking a lot of Trap, and there are no guarantees.”
“I’m more than happy to put a baby in you,” I said. “But what happens if we fall in love, and I try to bond you and you’re already pregnant? Does the goddess hand out bonus points?”
Sawyer laughed. “Honestly, I don’t know. Technically, I wouldn’t be fertile although if I was pregnant with our child that’s kind of the whole point.”
“So, the carpet is here in case the three of us go horizontal?” I asked.
Sawyer nodded. “I’m sorry for being so deceptive. I hope I didn’t ruin your trust.”
“You know we can keep having sex after this,” I said. “Goddess or no goddess, we’ll keep going until there’s a bun in the oven.”
“You would do that?” Sawyer asked.
I turned to Sammie. “What do you think?”
Sammie glared at me. “Of course, but I want Sawyer as a harem sister. Make it happen.”
I laughed and gave her a quick salute. “Aye, aye captain.”
Sawyer let out a deep breath and smiled. “Thanks Trap, I feel a lot better.”
“Are we ready to do this?” I asked.
“Ready,” Sammie said. “Do I start fucking you now?” She started to climb on my lap, and I laughed.
“Not yet, baby,” I said.
Sammie frowned. “Let’s get this show going.”
“Okay,” Sawyer said and pushed herself up. “Keep your pants on… wait… scratch that.”
Sam giggled, and I grinned while Sawyer took up her normal spot by the tattoo machine.
“Okay, Trap,” Sawyer said. “You know the drill.”
I stood and took my seat near the back of the ritual circle.
“Climb up on the pillow and get comfy,” Sawyer told Sam. “This will only take a second. When the goddess appears, just follow her lead.”
Sam scrambled onto the pillow and sat cross-legged before she looked over at me and winked. “I love you, baby.”
“Love you too,” I said.
Sawyer closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and then flashed them open as if in shock. She gasped and gazed at Sam, her expression stunned.
“What’s wrong?” I asked.
Sawyer’s eyes glistened, and she stared at Sam as if she had seen a ghost.
“Sawyer? What’s going on?” Sam asked, frowning at Sawyer.
Sawyer held up her finger. “Wait. Let me confirm.” She closed her eyes only for a second, then flashed them open again, gawking wide-eyed at Sammie. “You have the gift. Did you know?”
“What gift?” Sammie asked.
“You are magically talented,” Sawyer said, her tone ringing with excitement. “That means I can teach you how to use white magic.”
Sammie’s jaw dropped. “You’re kidding?”
Sawyer laughed and turned her gaze on me. “Which means, if you and I ever bonded, blondie here could do the summoning.”
“That’s great news,” I said. “We can keep it in the family.”
“Precisely,” Sawyer said. “It’s nearly as good as having a blood relative possess the gift.”
Sammie furrowed her brow. “Given that I have this… gift. Will I have any trouble with the bonding? Today, I mean.”
Sawyer laughed. “Hardly. The goddess will be pleased.” She grinned and let out a deep breath. “I need to calm myself. But you have to tell me everything that happens. Promise?”
“I’ve got your back, girl,” Sammie said.
“Good.” Sawyer closed her eyes. “I’ll see you two on the other side.” Her head dropped, her body slackened, then jerked upright as the Aztec goddess of fertility took the wheel.
The goddess opened her eyes and peered at Sam. “We have a gifted one with us today?” A smile crept across her lips, and she stood, pushing herself off the ground, before sauntering over to Sam.
Sam tracked the goddess with her gaze but made no eye contact per Sawyer’s instructions.
“What’s your name, child?” the goddess asked.
“Samantha Eloise Monroe,” she said with the formality of a royal coronation.
“You are exquisite, my dear,” the goddess said and stepped before her, lifting her chin to force Sam to meet her eyes. “A true, fair-haired maiden — a legendary beauty if I ever saw one. My oh my, how the mortals must fight over you.”
Sammie eyed the goddess, her body trembling slightly.
“Such beautiful blue eyes,” the goddess said. “Your face is utterly flawless.”
“Thank you,” Sam said.
The goddess placed her hands on the sides of Sam’s head and briefly closed her eyes, just as she had with Brooke. “Your womb is rich and ready to accept the seed. Do you wish to have children?”
“Yes,” Sam said, her tone clear and her voice confident.
The goddess frowned. “You’re so young.” She pursed her lips together. “You will breed, but not yet. There’s plenty of time to enjoy the fruit of your husband’s loins.” The goddess turned to me with amusement in her eyes. “Do you love this woman?”
“With all my heart,” I said.
“Would you bond her?” she asked me.
“I would,” I said.
The goddess turned back to Sam. “Give me your hands.”
She was going way off script, and I had no idea where this was heading. I shifted nervously as Sammie did as the goddess asked.
Sammie gave the goddess her hands, and the goddess pulled Sammie to her feet until they stood face to face. “The priestess who summoned me, Sawyer Patlee, would have me impregnate her with your husband’s seed. What say you to that request?”
Sam stole a sideways glance in my direction before locking her gaze on the goddess. “The priestess has my blessing,” she said.
The goddess grinned broadly. “You have the fire of ten women in your blood.” She reached out and cupped Sam’s tits, squeezing them softly in her hands until Sam’s perfect pink nipples thickened, and goosebumps flashed across her chest. “So gifted,” she whispered, then leaned in and kissed Sammie softly on the lips. “As sweet as summer wine. You must drive your future husband mad with lust.”
Sam’s eyes took on that hazy, lusty sheen I remembered so well. She parted her lips, leaned in and kissed the goddess. Their lips locked and their mouths opened. Tongues flashed and Sammie moaned softly while she reached behind the goddess and squeezed her ass, drawing her closer until their bodies pressed together.
My cock twitched and hardened, thickening and pulsing as I watched Sammie and Sawyer go at it with wandering hands and sloppy wet tongues. I was desperate to jump into the mix, but I feared pissing off the goddess. So, I waited, watching as the women’s hands crisscrossed their sublime, unblemished flesh, squeezing and touching, tweaking and pulling. It was more than I could bear. I grabbed my rigid cock and slowly stroked.
As if sensing my angst, the goddess broke off her kiss with Sammie and gazed over at me through Sawyer’s electric blue eyes. “Rise and join us, my prince. She is worthy of your affection.”
Sammie’s eyes took on a hungry look fueled by high-octane lust. It was the same look I had seen in Brooke’s eyes during our bonding ritual. Sam’s gaze wandered down to my cock, and she licked her lips, gazing at my manhood like a starving prisoner eyeing a rare steak.
It was time to feed the beast. I rose from my spot in the circle and stepped forward between Sammie and the goddess.
Sammie’s hand went to my cock, latching on while her eyes blazed with uncontained lust. She curled her fingers around my meaty shaft and squeezed, her fingers warm and supple.
My cock throbbed inside her firm grip and I reached behind her back and cupped her ass, kneading her supple flesh in my fingers.
The goddess ran her hands over my pectoral muscles and peered up at me through Sawyer’s eyes. “I will invite the priestess to return,” she purred as she ran her fingertip along my chest. “But I’ll be there watching. Have your way with your concubines, my prince.” She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me slow and deep, her tongue twining with mine.
Sawyer’s soft moans, not the goddess’s, filled my mouth, and her tongue probed fervently. She broke the kiss and gazed into my eyes. “Fuck me. Please fuck me,” Sawyer said in her voice, her eyes awash with desire.
It was Sawyer, not the goddess who stood before me. “Were you there watching?”
“Yes,” Sawyer hissed. “I’ve never wanted anyone so bad.” She bit her bottom lip and anxiously furrowed her brow while I reached behind her back and squeezed her firm, supple bubble butt.
Sammie stroked my cock and slid her thumb over my glans before gently squeezing my tip while it pulsed under her firm but gentle grip. She kissed her way up my neck until she reached my ear and probed inside with the tip of her tongue. “Fuck Sawyer first,” she whispered, and her warm, sweet breath curled down my neck and washed over my face.
Sawyer’s hand roamed my chest, slid over my abs, and grabbed hold of my fat cock. She circled the base of my cock with her fingers and stroked, kissing my chest while never breaking our eye contact.
“Get down on your hands and knees,” I commanded Sawyer before turning to Sammie. “Lay on your back and spread your legs.”
Sammie’s obedient eyes said yes, and she did as I told her without hesitation, moving to the carpet and reclining on her back while she propped herself up on her elbows and gazed at us expectantly.
“Climb between her legs,” I told Sawyer. “Let her know how much you want her.”
Sawyer nodded, released my cock and dropped to her hands and knees. With her hips up and her knees parted, she revealed her plump, pink pussy between an ass that could start wars. She pried apart Sammie’s spread legs and leaned forward, hovering over the blonde, her eyes awash with desire. Sawyer ran her hands along Sam’s supple inner thighs and lowered her mouth to Sam’s pussy, licking her wet slit while Sammie moaned.
I stepped onto the carpet and positioned myself behind Sawyer’s ass. I dropped to my knees, ran my hands over her sculpted ass, and gazed down at the sight before me.
The stunning brunette’s body was a masterpiece of perfection. Her ass was perfectly round, firm, and with just enough jiggle to cushion my deep thrusts. Her wet slit appeared between her parted legs, her sweet pink labia peeping out like a strawberry tart.
My cock throbbed with eager anticipation. I cupped Sawyer’s svelte ass, squeezing and kneading her cheeks while she wagged her hips from side to side and moaned softly.
Her hair glistened and rippled, flowing down her back like high-end silk. The way the candles’ warm illumination hugged her curves lent a depth of richness to her golden toned complexion that turned my lips dry with desire. Her thin waist flared out to hips that seemed impossibly curvy on such a lithe, athletic frame. She was a goddess of the first degree, and I felt drawn to her in a way that went way beyond sexual. There was a chemical draw between us on the genetic level that made me crave her way down deep in my gut.
I rubbed her ass with warm affection and squeezed her flesh gently before rearing back my hand and giving her a quick, tight spank.
Sawyer flinched, then moaned, gyrating her hips from side to side and further parting her legs to reveal her hidden cherry hole inside her sweet slick pink.
I inched closer, palming her ass with one hand, and grabbed hold of my cock with the other. I edged forward and guided my tip up her warm pussy, bringing the tip in line with her entrance. “Do you want me to fuck you?” I growled.
Sawyer moaned and pushed back her hips as if willing my cock inside her pussy. “Yessss,” she hissed, breaking away from Sam’s pussy and gazing back at me over her shoulder. “Please fuck me. I want you so bad.” She furrowed her brow with pleading desperation and her sizzling blue eyes locked on my massive cock. She licked her lips and turned her gaze on me. “Please put it in.”
Her gaze melted me to wax, and my cock throbbed with desire. I eased my tip into her entrance and savored the flare of her tightness pulsing around my meat. “You are so fucking tight.” I closed my eyes and pushed my cock forward, savoring the exquisite pleasure of her writhing pussy as I sank deep inside her buttery-warm tightness. Adrenaline spiked in my arms and legs, turning them to mush while my knees trembled. I had fucked my fair share of pussy, but hers was on the legendary scale right beside Sammie’s and Brooke’s.
“Yes,” Sawyer mewled. “Your cock is so fucking big.” She let out a sharp grunt of pain-filled pleasure and writhed on my cock like a speared fawn. “Fuck me, daddy.”
Daddy? I hoped she wasn’t fantasizing about Peter, but I dug the daddy vibe. A wave of butterflies flittered through my stomach and my cock twitched, slipped forward and met the resistance of her tight cervix. My cock throbbed with my shaft pulsing against her skin-tight walls, thickening and expanding while I pushed forward and fully impaled the twenty-five-year-old raven-haired stunner. She was as tight as they came, and I struggled against a violent urge to jizz deep inside her.
Sawyer squeezed her pussy, and her walls flexed around my cock. Waves of pleasure pulsed through my body, sending shudders skirting down my spine. I groaned and kneaded her ass in my hands, swiveling my cock in slow circles inside her, marking her now and forever as my territory.
I gazed on my cock fully impaled inside her and ran my thumb up to her asshole, gently rimming her with circular strokes.
Sawyer let out a primal groan and shuddered, sliding up and down on my cock, slow-fucking me while her legs trembled beneath her.
I marveled at Sawyer’s smooth, unmarked back stretched out before me. I vowed to mark her as mine. She would find a place in my harem, pregnant, and well-fucked. But if I claimed Sawyer, then that left only two spots left. And with so many choices, how would I decide? Hard choices lay ahead, but for now, I closed my eyes and drove forward, savoring Sawyer’s tightness as her pussy throbbed around my cock.
Sammie writhed on the carpet beneath Sawyer and reached out, grabbing fistfuls of Sawyer’s hair, forcing her big tits together where they jiggled and swayed, her erect nipples towering over her perfect, round breasts.
Sawyer wriggled her hips and pushed back, sliding my cock in and out while I met her rhythm with slow, penetrating thrusts. My cock glistened with her wetness and her pink pussy stretched around my shaft, sliding in and out while we slowly fucked.
I grabbed her hips and thrust forward, fucking her harder, and gave her ass another sharp smack.
Sawyer groaned and arched her back, pressing hard against my cock while her body shuddered with ecstasy. “Trap, don’t stop.” She struggled for breath. “Fuck me harder,” she said, her tone high-pitched and breathless.
I pounded her hard and fast, ramming my cock as deep as I could while Sawyer’s tits jiggled and swayed from either side of her chest. I gave her ass another sharp slap, leaving behind a red handprint while my head bubbled with the news of an encroaching orgasm.
Her skin slapped my thighs, and she bounced forward and backward, grunting and moaning while Sammie leaned forward and grabbed hold of Sawyer’s swaying tits.
“Come for me,” I growled and leaned forward, taking a fistful of her raven hair in my hand and pulling her head back while I continued my relentless hammering.
Shock waves rippled across Sawyer’s ass, and sharp grunts broke her labored moans. The sweet slapping sound of my thighs on her ass beat in time with the swaying of her perky tits.
My cock pulsed with the white-hot friction of a seismic explosion. I meant to drain every drop of my orgasm deep inside Sawyer’s tight little pussy. With her hair bunched in my fist, I ground my hips and grunted, driving in forcefully with deep, powerful thrusts.
Sawyer let out a shuddering moan, opened her mouth, and her body tremored with the raw force of a tectonic orgasm. Her breath caught in her throat, and she pressed her ass back against me, impaling herself on my cock, and froze.
My head flashed, and I grunted, releasing her hair, grabbing her hips and pulling her deeper before I exploded inside her, spurting thick ribbons of hot sticky jizz deep inside her fertile womb. My legs shook beneath me, and I squeezed her ass, pumping and spurting, coming so hard waves of dizzy pleasure swept over me. I leaned forward and grabbed her tits, squeezing them in my hands while I tweaked her nipples, rolling them between my open fingers.
Sawyer gasped and fell forward, her pussy twitching while I pumped my hips and spurted the last of my seed deep inside her. She buried her head in Sam’s lap and Sam sat upright, running her fingers through Sawyer’s hair while she gazed up at me, her eyes hazy with lust.
Only after I squeezed off the last of my seed did I dare pull out and witness the cum drizzling from her ravaged hole.
Her pussy bubbled with pearl droplets of my milky seed and a long line dripped from her opening onto the rich, Persian carpet. A slick sheen of her juices and my cum coated my rigid cock and glistened in the candlelight.
“So good, so good,” Sawyer repeated as she sucked in deep breaths while Sammie played with her hair.
“It’s the best sex you’ll ever have,” Sammie said without a hint of sarcasm. “His cock is so big and hard, I crave it like heroin. He’s ruined you forever.” She swept a lock of Sawyer’s dark hair behind her ear and smiled down at her. “Are you okay, sweetie?”
“I want more,” Sawyer said, licking her lips while she stole a glance at me. “Please promise to keep fucking me?”
“That’s the easiest promise I’ll ever make,” I said.
Sawyer smiled and pushed herself up on her elbows. “The goddess is coming back.” She sat up on her knees and turned around to face me, locking those vivid eyes on me.
My stomach swirled, and I leaned forward, finding Sawyer’s lips with mine. Our mouths opened and our tongues met, swirling together with hungry, fevered passion. I knew right then, without a whisper of doubt, she would make the cut. She was way too smart and beautiful not to bind.
Sawyer broke off the kiss and smiled at me. “See you on the other side, handsome.” She gave me one last kiss and her eyes rolled back in her head, only to lock on me a second later with a new owner driving the bus.
“That’s about as strange as it gets,” I whispered under my breath.
The goddess laughed and eyed me with pride. “You’ve done well, my prince. Your seed flows through the priestess’s body and would have impregnated her.”
“Would have?” I asked.
“Her feelings run deep as do yours. But you two aren’t bound. I’m sorry but I can’t offer her the blessing of a child.” She leaned forward and kissed me softly on the lips. “Are you ready to bond your second wife?”
“I am,” I said, gazing over the goddess’s shoulder at Sam, who sat perched on the golden pillow.
Sammie smiled, swallowing me with her big, beautiful blue eyes.
The goddess turned to Sam. “Are you ready to receive the bond?” she asked.
“More than ready,” Sam said excitedly. Her eyes glistened with tears and her chin quivered. “I love him so much.”
The goddess smiled, “Good. I know you do, my daughter. You will make a fine wife.” The goddess turned back to me. “Sit so your mate may mount you as is the tradition of the joining.”
I climbed onto the pillow, and Sammie wasted no time twisting herself onto my lap.
Sammie leaned in and kissed me softly. “I’ll make you so happy.”
“Baby, you already do.” I kissed her back and slipped my hands beneath her ass, easily hoisting her, while Sammie grabbed hold of my cock.
Her eyes washed over with hazy lust, and she lowered herself, sliding my tip through her velvety soft pussy lips until it slipped inside. She shuddered with ecstasy and draped her arms loosely over my shoulders. Whispers of her golden blonde hair curled from the back of her neck and the warm flickers of candlelight danced over her flawless skin.
My head ached with the pleasure of her tight pussy flexing and twitching around my rigid cock. I edged my hips higher, and sank deliciously into her warm tightness, savoring the pleasure as if it were our first time.
Sammie’s big tits jiggled against my chest, and her hard nipples raked my skin. She wriggled her hips, pushing forward and backward, fucking me with slow, deep strokes. She found my lips and tongue and swirled hers inside my mouth, gently probing at first before she deepened the kiss and sucked my tongue into her mouth.
My cock throbbed inside her, pulsing against her flexing walls, and I struggled against the urge to come too soon. But there were supernatural forces at play and resistance, as the Borg say, was futile.
“Let it go,” the goddess said, her voice calm and reassuring. “It’s your climax that feeds the bond.”
Sam moaned and went rigid, her pussy squeezing down on my cock while she let out a shuddering gasp. Goosebumps flashed across her chest, and she wrapped her long legs around me, pulling me in tight.
I exploded inside her with hurricane force, grunting and thrusting while I emptied a massive load deep in Sammie’s unprotected womb. My head swooned and pleasure rippled across my body as, again and again, I spurted heavy loads of rich cum.
Sammie’s body relaxed, but her eyes remained hazy and driven with lust. She deepened her kiss and rocked forward, fucking me again until our bodies slapped together, and her high-pitched warbling moans filled the air.
The background faded away, and then there was only Sammie. We fucked for hours, climaxing over and over until I lost track of where the pleasure began and ended. She was mine, body, spirit, and soul, now and forever. I felt the moment her soul meshed with mine and the bond snapped into place as if it were always present. It was reassuring and solidified forever my coupling with the single hottest blonde on the planet.
Where there was once a lone presence in my subconscious, there were now two. Twin bonds synced with their harem master. Brooke and Samantha pulled on me, completing me as if they had always belonged. When the haze lifted, I found a sweat soaked Sammie impaled on my cock, grinning broadly, flashing her perfect white teeth.
“We did it, baby,” she said, heaving for breath.
I grinned. “It’s pretty awesome, huh?”
“You love me,” she smiled and leaned forward, wrapping her arms around my shoulders and kissing me full on the lips.
I laughed. “Yes. You already knew that.”
She shrugged. “But now it’s more solid somehow. I know you love me like for real.”
I laughed and drew her in tight, savoring the feeling of her tight pussy wrapped around my cock. “You love me too,” I said. “But that’s not exactly news.”
Sammie giggled and pushed a lock of my damp, dark hair away from my forehead. She sighed contentedly. “I could sit here forever.” She leaned in and kissed me again. “There’s no getting rid of me now, Timothy Ashford.”
I slid my hands down her back and cupped her bare ass, squeezing tenderly. “It’s the other way around. I got the prettiest girl in town on my arm.”
“Good answer.” She smiled and wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me into a deep kiss.
“Once again, the goddess outdid herself,” Sawyer said as she hovered beside us, holding her phone. “Check out these pictures.” She sat down between us cross-legged and still very naked. “Sam, your tattoo almost looks alive.”
Sammie leaned in and gazed at the photo. My face appeared at the center of Sam’s back. My dark hair swirled away, melding into lighter shades of blonde until the tattoo morphed into gold and vibrant blue with swirls of red in a mesh of wild colors and primal designs. “Let me see Trap’s.”
Sawyer slid her finger across her phone and held it for us both to see.
Sammie’s exquisite face appeared to the right and slightly below Brooke’s. Her golden hair swooped from her head and merged with shades of blue, red, and indigo, merging with Brooke’s forming the start of a circle of faces.
“Gorgeous,” I said. “That’s my girl.”
Sam grinned and tightened her arms around me. “Don’t you forget it.”
Sawyer sighed and gazed at us both. “You two are so lucky.”
“Babe, you’re next,” Sam said. “You better train me up on how to contact the goddess, because it’ll be me running the show next time.”
Sawyer stole a glance at me and blushed. “Trap, there’s no pressure. If it happens, it happens.”
I leaned over and kissed Sawyer softly on the mouth before she parted her lips and our tongues swirled together.
When we came away, she bit her lower lip and gazed up at me tentatively. “That felt… incredible.”
Sam giggled and turned my face to hers before planting a big smooch on my lips “He’s the best kisser and the best husband.”
“Thanks, baby. Let’s uncoil and see what we can find in the fridge.”
Sammie pushed herself off my lap and my cock slid free, swaying from side to side, somehow still hard. Like Brooke, there was no sign of cum anywhere, which was nothing short of a miracle. She stood and gazed down at my cock. “How are you still hard?”
I shrugged. “I’m naked with two of the hottest twenty-year-old women I’ve ever laid eyes on. Can you blame me?” I stood and reached for Sawyer’s hand. “Come on, baby. Let’s go find some food. Clothing is optional.”






  
  Chapter 34


The girls and I returned to our beach hideaway, where we feasted on a fresh seafood dinner followed closely by a hot shower. I insisted on showering together to preserve the rainfall tanks. The girls didn’t buy my lame excuse but went along with me. Afterward, we tipped back icy glasses of Sawyer’s homemade sangria and watched the sunset from the deck overlooking the lagoon. 
When the stars filled the sky, the three of us had a hard time keeping our eyes open. We stripped down naked and crawled into the giant bed with Sawyer nestled in tight on my left and Sammie with her leg hooked over my waist on my right. A few minutes later, a deep, peaceful sleep took me.
Somewhere in the middle of the night, a tickling sensation behind my ear woke me and I found a long, limber leg hooked over my waist. A leg that wasn’t Sammie’s. This leg was attached to a red-hot brunette grinding her pussy against my thigh.
Sawyer kissed her way up my neck, her sweet, warm breath trailing over my ear, igniting my already hard cock. Her tongue found its way inside my ear and her hard nipples scraped the soft skin near my ribs. One hand roamed across my bare chest while the other slipped through my short, shaggy hair. She moaned softly in my ear and whispered, “I love you so much.”
I opened my eyes and turned my head before our mouths met and opened. Sawyer’s tongue darted inside my mouth, swirling over my lips and tongue, her body writhing while she moaned and humped my leg.
I broke off the kiss and met her gaze. “You mean that?” I asked in a hushed whisper.
Her electric blue eyes pierced my soul. She bit her lower lip and nodded tentatively. “There’s something about you. I’m obsessed. I’ve never felt this way before. Not even close.”
My cock thickened and pulsed against her inner thigh. I gazed long and hard into eyes filled with pure light. “I love you too,” I said without thinking. It was crazy. I barely knew her, but my instincts screamed that Sawyer Patlee was everything I thought and more.
Sawyer slid atop me, leaned forward, and pressed her hands on my chest, her gaze holding steady with mine. Her dark hair tumbled over her shoulders and brushed across my chest. She bit her lip and ground her hips, forcing the tip of my throbbing cock against her soaking wet slit. “I need you inside me,” she whispered.
Beside us, Sammie slept like the dead and I was tempted to wake her for another threesome, but something about the intensity in Sawyer’s gaze told me she wasn’t up for sharing.
I slid my hands up Sawyer’s flat stomach and cupped her perky C-cups, squeezing her soft flesh between my fingers and breathing in the fresh, floral scent drifting from her hair. My cock pulsed, and I dragged my tip along her soaking wet slit while Sawyer edged her hips up and down, working me inside her warm honey hole.
She leaned forward and kissed me, parting her lips and finding my tongue. She was ravenous, probing my mouth and moaning while she squirmed atop me, gyrating her hips until she worked my knob just inside her tight pussy.
I released her tits and cupped her ass in both hands, using her as leverage as I thrusted forward and sank my cock halfway inside her. Her tight pussy clamped down on my cock and adrenaline rushed through my legs and set my heart pounding. A rush of ecstasy washed over me, and I clamped down on her ass, forcing her deeper down onto my cock.
Sawyer moaned into my mouth, with her body stretched out flat atop mine. She wrapped her feet inside my ankles and clenched her pussy, tightening her hold on my thick man meat. She ground her hips in tight circles, forcing me deeper while she moaned loudly into my mouth.
With my hands glued to her ass, I guided Sawyer lower while I pushed forward until my cock disappeared completely inside her. I held still inside her, savoring the contractions of her pussy as my cock throbbed against her tight walls.
We kissed, exploring each other’s mouths. Sawyer’s soft moans rose above the sounds of our smacking lips and the gentle lilt of the waves lapping against the beach just outside.
The cool breeze shifted, and the palm trees rustled. Gentle wind washed over our bodies, and I ran my hands along Sawyer’s back, exploring her lithe frame while we rocked in a deep, slow fuck.
Her tits mashed against me, squeezing from either side of my chest. The weight of her body resting atop me felt heaven sent, and I lost myself in our kiss while I fucked her slow and deep. My cock throbbed inside her, stretching her walls and thickening. With a gentle push of my hips, I bottomed out and felt my tip nudge her cervix.
Sawyer broke off the kiss and gazed into my eyes, panting for breath while she rocked faster, our bodies clapping under the squeaky groan of the bedsprings. Her eyes took on that hazy, orgasmic look I recognized so well in Brooke and Sam. “Never stop fucking me,” she said between low moans and half-stifled grunts.
I cupped her perfect ass and thrust forward, grunting as I fucked her harder and faster. Her tight pussy squeezed my cock, sliding up and down like a custom-fit glove. Her breath washed over my face and her eyes locked on mine, fevered with lust and alive with blazing desire.
The minutes rolled by, and Sawyer never stopped. We fucked faster until the headboard gently creaked against the wall. We slowed our rhythm, savoring the deep penetration and simmering heat of my cock sliding in and out of her pussy.
Sawyer couldn’t get enough. She was insatiable, bouncing atop me in a full cowgirl position. Her tits turned in quick circles, clapping together while the moonlight cast her body in a silvery sheen. She ground her hips in tight circles, taking my cock into her depths while she sucked in quick, ragged breaths.
Her body was a marvel, lithe and perfect, without a blemish or a hint of unwanted fat. She moved atop me like she was born for my cock, and she leaned forward, sliding her hands over my chest until her hard nipples raked my skin. Her moans shuddered with a soft warbling sound that left me on the brink of explosion.
I hung on, my cock pulsing so fast it was set to burst. The end was near. I couldn’t hold on for much longer. “Baby, I’m close.”
She let out a stifled cry while goosebumps flashed across her chest. Her eyes half-rolled back into her head and her mouth hung open. Sawyer lost herself in the bliss of orgasmic ecstasy. She tried to speak, but the words came out as an indecipherable groan.
I locked my hands on her moving hips and grunted. My head flashed bright white, and a geyser of sticky jizz fountained inside Sawyer’s fertile womb. Again and again, I spurted, releasing my seed inside the nubile, raven-haired beauty. I locked my gaze on those sizzling, electric-blue eyes and fired uncontrollably, painting her insides white.
Sawyer fell forward, collapsing atop me, burying her head in my neck while her pussy spasmed, flexing and squeezing my cock.
My orgasm crested, and the spurting slowed to a trickle. I swiveled my hips, milking my cock inside her until it went mercifully still.
We lay motionless with Sawyer atop me, each of us panting for breath. The cool wind whispered over our fevered bodies, drying the sheen of perspiration covering us. As our breathing returned to normal, the sound of the waves gently churning against the beach played with a set of wind chimes playing their high-pitched song from somewhere on the back porch.
I stroked the back of Sawyer’s hair and gently nuzzled behind her ear. Holding her in my arms filled me with an overwhelming sense of rightness. She belonged with me. I breathed in her sweet scent and kissed the tender spot near the nape of her neck. “I love you,” I whispered softly.
Sawyer nestled in tight against me, twining her legs inside mine and let out a satisfied sigh. “I love you too, baby,” she whispered and kissed me high on my cheek.
I slid my hands around her slender waist and gently hugged her tight. I kissed her again on the cheek, then slid my hands over hips and cupped her ass in both hands. Seconds later, Sawyer’s breathing shifted into a steady pattern of deep sleep. Then the late hour took me, and I fell asleep with her wrapped in my arms.
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The next day, we made it home by lunch, and I spent the afternoon reconnecting with Brooke. Later in the day, Sam joined us on the Topless Mermaid, and we went on a short cruise before anchoring off the coast. We spent the next couple of hours listening to tunes, working on our tans, and nursing a few beers. 
As we considered our dinner options, my phone buzzed with an incoming message.
Sawyer: Hi handsome. Are the three of you available for dinner?
“Sawyer wants to meet for dinner. Are you guys up for it?” I asked.
Brooke pushed up off her lounge chair, her creamy skin glistening under the bright afternoon sunshine. She pushed her dark sunglasses higher on the bridge of her nose. “Sounds good to me.”
Sammie lay face down on the chair beside Brooke with her eyes half closed and her bikini top missing. She glanced over at Brooke and nodded. “As long as we don’t have to dress up. I’m still beat from yesterday.” She let out a half yawn and glanced back at me. “Someone wore me out.”
I grinned, leaned forward, and playfully smacked her ass. “You’re twenty. You’re not supposed to be tired.”
Sammie yawned again. “How aren’t you tired? You and Sawyer went at it for at least thirty minutes at God awful who knows when. You two were humping like rabbits.”
“Oops. Did we wake you?” I asked. “Sorry.”
Sammie and Brooke traded a knowing smile before Sammie turned back to me. “It’s okay. I was the one who encouraged Sawyer. I’m glad you two had fun.”
“Will she be wifey number three?” Brooke asked. “And more importantly, does Bella know you’re fucking her best friend?”
I grimaced as I held my finger over the phone to type out a response. “Going for the jugular today, eh?”
Brooke laughed. “You, sir, are playing with fire.”
“You two aren’t jealous,” I said, stating a simple fact. “Maybe Bella won’t be either.”
Sam pushed her mirrored shades down her nose, gazed over the top at me, and rolled her eyes. “Seriously, Trap? You can’t be that dumb.”
“Dumb? How is that dumb?”
Brooke giggled. “Baby, we’re bonded to you. Remember? We know exactly how you feel about us. And those massive tattoos of Sammie and I are plastered all over your back forever. We’re not going anywhere.”
“Exactly,” Sam said. “We’re in the club. You’ve got three more picks and the last time I counted, you were floating multiple ladies.”
Brooke nodded. “Shall we revisit? There’s Hazel and Bella.”
“Sawyer and Maria,” Sammie said. “Oh, and don’t forget about my mother. I don’t care what she claims about leaving you to me. When the woman wants a man, she gets him.”
“That’s five women,” Brooke said.
“With three spots,” Sam said. “I’m not math expert, but you’re in a real bind.”
They both stared at me as if waiting for me to say something. “What?” I asked.
“Someone’s getting their heart broken,” Brooke said.
“Multiple someone’s,” Sam said. “And you can bet your ass once Bella finds out that Sawyer’s in the game, she ain’t gonna be happy.”
I knew she was right and let out a long sigh. “Maybe I should cancel my date with Maria for this weekend,” I said. “That would make my life easier.”
“No,” Brooke said. “We have a treasure at stake, and there are no guarantees with love. Maria is a beautiful girl. Keep the date.”
“I’m with my harem sister on this one,” Sammie said. “Keep the date. Besides, I’m sleeping over with Brooke on Saturday. Who knows what crazy fun we’ll have? Maybe some hot guys will scoop us up?”
Brooke frowned. “I thought we were watching movies and ordering pizza.”
Sammie shot Brooke a withering stare. “Do you not know how to make our man jealous?”
“Oh,” Brooke said. “Sorry.”
I glanced back at my phone. “Are we in for dinner?”
“Yes,” Sam said. “As long as I can go in as is.”
“Topless?” I asked. “That will make an interesting dinner.”
Sammie rolled her eyes. “I’m wearing my top and a bikini cover up. But I’m not showering or changing until we go to bed.”
“Right,” I said.
I typed a quick reply and hit send.
Me: We’re in. Thinking beach casual for dinner. Thoughts?
Sawyer typed a quick reply.
Sawyer: Great minds. Dinner on our terrace in an hour? Come as you are.
The girls and I packed up, and I drew the anchor before we headed straight for the Patlee’s private dock. Forty-five minutes later, we tied off at their pier.
Sawyer came down the steps from the mansion, taking them two at a time. The bright smile on her face revealed her mood, but it was her tight pink bikini I couldn’t take my eyes off of. She headed down the pier, practically skipping while her perky tits jiggled, and her hard nipples strained the front of her thin top. She wore a white lacy cover up around her waist with the pink bottoms visible beneath.
When she reached us, she perched her dark sunglasses on the crown of her head and smiled at me, flashing plenty of white teeth. “Hi handsome,” she said, leaning into me for a kiss.
“Hi beautiful,” I said, returning her smile while I held out my arms.
She melted into me, wrapping her arms around my waist while I scooped her up into a soft, warm kiss.
“I missed you,” she said after I set her back down on the pier.
“It’s only been a few hours,” I said.
“I know, but….” She shrugged. “I can’t stop thinking about last night.”
Sam came up on my right. “You two made enough noise to wake the dead,” she said.
Brooke laughed. “The dead being Sammie in this case.”
Sawyer’s cheeks reddened. “Sorry. I couldn’t help myself. Are you pissed?”
Sam laughed. “No. I think it’s sweet that you and Trap have a fresh thing going on. Maybe you should teach me that summoning magic trick sooner rather than later. You never know when a girl might want a tattoo. Am I right?”
Sawyer laced her fingers in mine, shot me a sideways glance, then returned her gaze to Sammie. “Maybe I should. How about this Saturday?”
“That’s perfect,” Brooke said. “Because Trap has —”
“A meeting with my friend Maria,” I said, cutting her off. The less she knew about Maria, the better.
“Oh?” Sawyer said. “Is it a date?” She gazed up at me, her brow furrowed with worry.
Starting off our relationship with a lie wasn’t exactly smart. And lies had a bad way of coming back to bite me. “Would you worry if it was?” I replied. Answering a question with a question wasn’t exactly lying.
Sawyer frowned. “Do I have competition?”
“Baby girl, you know how Bella feels about Trap, right?” Sam asked. “Believe me, you have bigger problems than Maria.”
Sawyer’s shoulders sagged. “You know what? Don’t tell me anything. I don’t want to know.”
“Does that mean we’re on for Saturday,” Sam asked.
Sawyer squeezed my hand and inched closer, mashing her tit against my arm. “Yes. We shouldn’t take any chances.” She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me on the lips. “I’m pre-booking you for a Sunday night date,” she said. “It’s just you and me.”
“A real date?” I asked her.
“Yes,” she said. “And you’re not allowed to say no.”
“She’s persistent,” Sam said.
“And not too jealous,” Brooke said. “I’d say she’s a keeper.”
Sawyer grinned at my harem wives. “Brooke, why don’t you come with Sammie, and we can make it a slumber party.”
“Deal,” Brooke said. “But Sam’s bringing the pizza.”
“Hey,” Sam said. “I got it last time.”
Brooke rolled her eyes. “You’re the youngest. Those are the house rules.”
“Fine,” Sammie said and folded her arms over chest. “But I’m picking the toppings.”
“All this talk about dinner is making me hungry,” I said. “Are we ordering out tonight?”
Sawyer pulled me by the hand toward the house. “Nope. I made dinner. I hope you like shrimp.”
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The three of us polished off Sawyer’s grilled shrimp dinner and lounged on the terrace around the Patlee’s round patio table. We sipped wine and chatted about the second bonding. Brooke and Sam compared notes. Sawyer hinted heavily about her desire to become wife number three. 
Sawyer sat to my right with her feet propped up in my lap while Sammie relived every moment in gory detail for Brooke, including the threesome with the priestess.
During the telling, part of me cringed inwardly. I wasn’t used to having three beautiful women so casually discussing the intimate details of our sex life. That they all weren’t going at each other’s throats was a miracle. Feelings of guilt crept into my consciousness. I would have been lucky to have any of them for a lifetime and here I was married to two of them with a third trying to convince me to do the same. I told Sawyer I loved her, so shouldn’t I do the right thing and commit to a bonding ritual? Dating Maria felt the same as cheating. And then there was Bella, who I never got over. My head hurt. It all seemed too good to be true, and I felt like I was living inside a house of cards with the wind howling around me.
With the sun slowly sinking over the horizon, I eyed the three of them, each as beautiful as the last. Could I convince them to do a foursome? I didn’t see why not. I was about to suggest as much when a surprise visitor appeared on the terrace.
“Trap,” Peter Patlee said, appearing through the terrace door. “I thought that was your boat tied up at our dock.”
Sawyer left her feet tucked in between my legs, where she had spent the last ten minutes massaging my cock with her toes. She turned and smiled at her father. “Hi, daddy. Would you like some wine?”
“No need,” he said. “You four look cozy. But I wondered if you would give Trap and I few minutes to speak alone.”
“Sure,” she said, before turning to Sam and Brooke. “Come on. Let’s pick two more bottles for sunset.”
Brooke and Sam stood while Sawyer unhooked her feet from between my legs, leaned over and kissed me fully on the lips. “I’ll see you soon.”
I felt the weight of her father’s stare saddled to my neck and I wondered if he would make my death slow and painful or quick and merciful. “Okay,” I said, my voice coming out in a squeak. I cleared my throat and Sawyer laughed.
“Relax.” She stood and smiled at her father. “He knows how I feel about you.”
I forced a thin smile, and my cheeks turned as hot as the surface of Mercury. “He’s still your dad and I’m the guy kissing his daughter.”
Peter laughed. “Relax, Trap. You’re among friends. No… family.” He stepped up behind Sawyer and kissed her on the top of her head. “Give me five minutes and I’ll leave you be.”
“No problem.” Sawyer glanced at me and winked, then turned and followed Brooke and Sam into the house.
Peter took the seat across from me like the executioner sizing up a death row inmate.
“So…,” I said awkwardly. “Sawyer tells you everything?”
“Everything,” he said, nodding slowly as if measuring me up for a casket.
“Peter, it just sort of happened. I never —”
He raised his hand, cutting me off. “Tell me, Mr. Ashford. Do you love my daughter?”
Mr. Ashford? What happened to calling me Trap? I swallowed a lump in my throat. “I do.”
That seemed to put him partially at ease. “Is it true that the goddess refused to gift Sawyer with a child?”
“Not refuse exactly,” I said. “The goddess said she couldn’t offer her blessing because we weren’t bound.”
“Do you plan on bonding my daughter?” he asked as if he were asking about the weather.
“Yes,” I said. “But only with your approval.”
“Does she know this?” he asked.
“Not yet,” I said. “I would like to ask her myself.”
Peter nodded and measured me with his gaze. “Our agreement didn’t extend to your binding, my one and only child.”
Anger flared in the back of my head. “It also didn’t extend to using me as an involuntary sperm donor,” I fired back.
His lips curled up into a thin grin and he paused for half a heartbeat. “Touché.”
“Look, Peter. Sawyer and I have a genuine connection. I hope this won’t be a problem.”
“There’s no problem so long as you don’t break my daughter’s heart,” Peter said. “Don’t misunderstand me. I want you to bond her. In fact, I expect you to bond her now that she so clearly loves you.”
“Would that be such a bad thing?” I asked.
“If what the goddess says about you is true, then it’s a good thing. My concern is failure. Should you fail to bond five wives and claim the treasure, where does that leave my daughter? Or my family?”
I stared at him without answering. Failure had crossed my mind, but with Sam and Brooke, it was never an issue. Peter had a whole harem sub-culture to contend with. His daughter marrying anyone but the next coming of King Itzcoatl himself was likely unacceptable in the circles he moved. She would be stuck with me forever, a treasure-hunting loser. It was an all-or-nothing gamble, and Peter likely never bet on anything but a guaranteed win.
Peter’s gaze flickered over my shoulder, and he smiled warmly before I felt a pair of comforting hands squeeze my shoulders.
“Is everything okay?” Sawyer asked from behind me.
I gazed over my shoulder and found Sawyer staring between us, her expression concerned. “Nope. It’s all good.” I picked up her hand and squeezed it affectionately. “Did you get the wine?”
She smiled at me before her gaze flickered back to her father. Her smile tightened, and she seemed perturbed by her father. “Come on, baby.” She said, tugging at my hand. “The sunset is much better from the other side of the house.”
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Later that week, I confirmed my date with Maria. We agreed to meet me at the Salty Parrot on Saturday evening. She was less than sure about our date, but she told me she had promised and recommitted to us going as friends. 
In front of the mirror, I gave myself one last check, then turned to leave when a light knocking came on my cabin door. I frowned and stared toward the doorway. I told Maria to meet me at the bar, not my boat.
I went to the door and pulled it open. It wasn’t Maria standing before me. “Bell?”
Bella stood outside my doorway, gazing up at me bashfully with her hands clasped in front of her. She wore her long dark hair back in a loose ponytail and a black, V-necked t-shirt offset her cool, porcelain complexion. Her knee-length skirt showed just enough of her glistening calves to tempt me to ditch my date with Maria and go all in on Bella.
“I caught you at a bad time, didn’t I?” she asked, eyeing my polo shirt and casual slacks. “Sorry. So much for surprising you.”
“It’s fine,” I said. “Come on in. I’ve still got a few minutes.”
“You sure? It’s not a big deal.”
I opened the door wide. “Get in here before I drag you in.”
A smiled flickered on Bella’s face then faded, replaced by worry as she stepped through the door.
I closed it behind her until it clicked shut. “Have a seat,” I said. “To what do I owe the honor?”
Bella perched on the edge of my couch and smiled nervously. “I hoped I might convince you to go to dinner with me.”
I leaned against my kitchen counter. “You don’t need to convince me. The answer is yes. But can we do a rain check? There are things we should discuss.”
“Things?” she asked, folding her hands in her lap and gazing up at me expectantly.
“Us,” I said. “And other things.” I didn’t want to drop the Sawyer bomb on her five minutes before I had to leave.
“What about us?” She edged forward on the couch.
“I had a great time at your house the other night,” I said. “The old feelings are still there.”
Her shoulders eased, and a smile crept up her face. “Me too,” she said. “You know what? I have a crazy idea.”
I raised an eyebrow. “I’m all ears.”
“How would you like to dive a wreck with me? On my boat?” she asked.
A smile involuntarily curled my lips. She was singing from my song sheet. “What wreck?”
“The Bean,” she said. “Or I should say her sister ship. It went down near the Bean.”
The Bean was a trade ship that traveled up and down the Florida coastline in the 1800s. It was caught in a storm and sank along with her sister ship, the Saint Sue. But Saint Sue remained missing. Or at least I thought it had. “Saint Sue?” I asked, intrigued. “I don’t believe it.”
She grinned as if she held the trump card. “You’ll believe it when you see it,” she said. “Are you in?”
“Hell, yes,” I said. “When?”
“Is Monday too soon?” she asked. “I have some time off.”
“Monday is perfect. It’s a date,” I said.
“Bring a change of clothes,” she said. “It’s an overnight trip.” She stood to leave. “I better get busy. I haven’t gone on a dive in over a year. My gear probably has cobwebs.”
“I’ll bring my scuba gear,” I said.
“Good.” Her gaze flickered up and down my body before settling on my face. “Have fun on your date. Are you going out with Brooke or Sam?”
“Neither,” I said. “They’re at Sawyer’s tonight.”
She raised an eyebrow. “I didn’t know the three of them had grown so close?” Her tone was worried, as if she had intentionally been left out of the gang.
Guilt washed over me, and I felt awful for excluding Bella after she had been so good to me. I stepped forward and picked up her hands, squeezing them in mine. “Bella, just so you know, before anyone else, there was only you. It took me a long time to get over you.”
“I know.” She tightened our hand hold. “I want to make it up to you, Tim.” She gazed up at me, her blue eyes filled with hope. “If you’ll let me.” She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me warmly on the lips. Then she surprised me by parting her lips, and our tongues flickered together.
I leaned in and sipped my hands around her waist, drinking in the rich vanilla scent drifting off her hair. My cock twitched to lie in my beige gaberdines, and I ran the flat of my palm up her spine.
The kiss didn’t last long, but it was filled with something more than pure passion. I sensed regret for time lost. God, she was really putting herself out there. I won’t let you down, Bell. I promise.
Bella backed off and gazed up at me. “That’s how I feel about you.” She leaned in and gave me one last heartfelt kiss on the lips. “See you Monday morning at seven sharp. You can be my first mate for once.”
I grinned, leaned in, and returned her kiss, letting her know she was navigating a two-way street. “Aye, aye skipper.”
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When I stepped through the front door of the Salty Parrot, I found Maria sitting quietly in my regular seat near the end of the bar with her back to me. Gone was the casual bartender and in her place was a princess straight out of a fairytale. 
I had only ever seen the red hot Latina in her work clothes — usually a form fitting t-shirt and blue jeans with her hair pulled back in a ponytail. Not today. Today, Miss Maria Anderson wore a sleek white sleeveless dress that ended halfway down her thighs and hugged every inch of her incredible body. She wore her sleek, dark hair down over her shoulders and a pair of white open-toed sandals revealed toenails polished with a glossy sheen of white.
I stepped up behind her and cleared my throat. “Excuse me, miss? I’m looking for a cute little bartender. She wears her hair in a ponytail and gives life to the tightest t-shirts you’ve ever seen.”
Maria spun around on the barstool with a sarcastic grin etched on her face. “Ha-ha,” she said and checked her watch. “I was beginning to think you might stand me up.”
Maria’s low-cut dress revealed a surprising amount of deep, tight cleavage. Her gold cross necklace inlaid with diamonds nestled in the dangerous canyon of her golden-toned tits. Her hazel eyes projected a stand-offish, don’t-fuck-with-me vibe and the half smirk she wore on her face reminded me of someone who had lost a bet with themselves.
“Sorry,” I said. “I had an unexpected visitor drop by. And wow… you look off the charts gorgeous.”
She raised an eyebrow, but the corner of her lip curled up with satisfaction. “Another one of your play toys? You’ve been an awfully busy player lately.”
“Ouch. Player is a bit harsh, don’t you think?”
Maria laughed. “Not harsh enough. I almost canceled our date after watching Brooke and blondie fawn all over you for the past two weeks.”
“Why didn’t you?” I asked.
She folded her arms over her chest and crossed her toned legs, one over the other. “One, this is a friend only date. Ain’t nothin’ happenin’ between you and me. Two, you bought me a very expensive bottle of tequila. I figured I owed you. But most of all, I’m intrigued to see how much you remember about my perfect date.”
“If I recall correctly, your perfect date involves a heavy dose of romance. I’ll do my best to keep you in the friend zone.”
Maria laughed and leaned back on the bar stool. “I have a boyfriend. Don’t worry. I’m deep in your friend zone, and I’d like to keep it that way.”
“Isn’t your boyfriend pissed?” I asked.
She shrugged. “We aren’t completely exclusive… yet. But this might push him over the edge.”
I grinned. “So, you’re using me?” I asked.
“Do you have a problem with that?” she asked, her tone serious.
“With being used? Yes,” I said. “But not in this case. It sounds fun.” I wasn’t sure I believed what I was saying, but if the date went south, crossing Maria off my list of prospective wives would make my life easier.
She hopped off the bar stool and stood before me, all five feet two inches of her. “Where does our perfect date begin?” she asked.
I held out my arm. “With dinner at your favorite restaurant.”
She slipped her arm in mine and raised an eyebrow. “Which is what?”
“Hogan’s on the Reef,” I said, my voice oozing with confidence.
A smile tugged at her lips and her eyes came alive. “Lucky guess.” But she tightened her arm around mine and inched a step closer as I led her from the bar.
Outside the Salty Parrot, I led Maria past the parking lot toward the pier.
“Where are we going?” she asked. “Your truck is over there.” She pointed to my old Ford pickup parked in my spot outside the marina office.
“We aren’t taking my truck,” I said. “Your perfect date starts on the boat. Hogan’s has a seaside dock.”
A wide grin cut across her adorable cheeks, and she nestled in closer. “Okay. That’s pretty fucking cool. One point for Trap.”
“I’ll take it,” I said, and returned her smile.
I led her onto the deck of the Topless Mermaid and showed her up to the captain’s nest, where I had a bottle of her favorite summer wine waiting on ice.
Maria squeezed my arm. “Is that…?”
“Whispering Angel Rosé?” I asked her nonchalantly. “Why wouldn’t it be?” I grinned and put her in the seat beside me while I retrieved a wine glass.
“Timothy Ashford. You are full of surprises.” She nestled into the seat and kicked off her sandals, getting cozy while I poured her a glass.
“A good friend listens,” I said. “A great friend listens and then takes action.” I handed her the glass with a smile.
Her eyes danced, and she took the glass, measuring me with her stare. “I never told you about Whispering Angel Rosé.”
“That’s true,” I said. “But you told your friend Marcie. Remember? Last summer she and another one of your friends whose name escapes me came into the bar and ordered a bottle of rosé. They asked for a recommendation, and you told them your favorite.” I shrugged. “It’s not that big of a deal.”
She sipped the wine and smacked her lips. “I’m beginning to see why those women are so into you. Do you treat them this way?”
“Every day,” I said.
She tilted her head, staring at me, and spun her glass in her hand while she watched me tuck the wine into the ice bucket. “Aren’t you having a glass?”
“I will later,” I said. “I’m driving and I have precious cargo aboard.”
“So, you aren’t a drunk?” she asked with plenty of sarcasm in her voice. But I also detected a hint of truth in the joking question.
I laughed and shook my head. “I just play one on TV.” I opened a nearby seat that doubled as a storage compartment and pulled out a soft white blanket. “This is in case you get chilly,” I said. “I’ll leave it here on the seat beside you.”
“That’s very thoughtful,” she said. “Thank you.”
“Be right back,” I said. “I’ve got to toss off the lines.”
We made our way across the marina and up the coast for ten minutes while Maria and I chatted about her family, her job at the bar, and her ambition to become a registered nurse. She was one year into a three-year program and already had her pick of jobs waiting for her after graduation.
Maria was halfway through her second glass when we arrived at Hogan’s. I tied off at the dock and then helped her down from the captain’s nest despite her insistence she didn’t need my help.
“That’s what gentlemen do,” I said. “If you have a problem with my treating you like a gentleman, then….” I shrugged. “Too bad.”
Maria laughed and took my arm, allowing me to help her down the steep steps. “Fine. I’m just not used to it.”
We made our way up the dock, and I casually picked up her hand, squeezing it warmly while Maria filled me in on the restaurant’s best dishes.
She didn’t resist my touch, rather she seemed to embrace it, deepening our hand hold as we drew closer to the door.
I didn’t normally go around holding hands with my female friends so part of me hoped I had climbed out from the friend zone pit, but an even bigger part of me dreaded the fact that I might be making the ultimate choice even harder than it already was. The minute we stepped out of the Salty Parrot, Maria and I clicked, and our connection became crystal clear. Should our romance deepen, Maria would be fifth behind Sawyer and Bella. Hazel was the only wild card. If my friendship with Hazel turned into something more, along with my romance with Maria and you tossed in Lindsay as a wildcard, then I was well and truly fucked. But I was getting ahead of myself. Lindsay had already shut the door on a potential relationship, and Hazel was just a friend. If I could connect with Maria, I could shut down all other romantic avenues.
I held the door for her and glanced at her tight ass. Her white dress conformed to her pert little butt perfectly. It looked as tight as a trampoline and gave way to a tiny little waist and big perky tits. She was crazy hot and even hotter now that she was giving me the time of day.
Maria picked up my hand in hers and smiled at me. “I hope you made reservations. This place is impossible to get into.”
At her touch, my stomach fluttered, and I gazed down, soaking in her hazel eyes flecked with gold. Her pink lips glistened with a glossy sheen, and my stomach took another nose dive before rising. I lost count of the number of times I dreamed of kissing those lips. “Don’t worry. I made them as soon as you accepted.” I led her across the lobby until we reached the host stand.
A petite blonde hostess smiled up at us warmly. “Welcome to Hogan’s.”
“I made a reservation for two. It’s under Ashford,” I said.
The hostess scanned the reservation book and smiled. “You booked the captain’s nest?”
“I did,” I said. “I heard it has the best view in the house.”
The hostess turned her gaze on Maria. “You have a very thoughtful boyfriend.”
Maria smiled up at me. “I’m starting to see that.”
The hostess laughed and grabbed two menus. “Follow me.” She started for the stairs, and Maria and I followed close behind.
On our way up the stairs, Maria twined her fingers in mine and squeezed up against me. “Thank you. This is perfect.”
“The perfect date,” I said. “With the perfect girl.”
Her eyes softened, and she squeezed my hand. “You’re making it very hard to keep you in the friend zone.”
“Friend zone or not, the company is exquisite.”
She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me softly on the cheek. “I love being spoiled.”
“We aren’t done by a long shot,” I said.
She grinned. “Good. I’m glad I didn’t cancel.”
On the second floor, we followed the hostess up a spiral staircase that opened on an airy outdoor space big enough for one table.
The space was shaped like a gazebo, complete with a high, slanted roof. A cool breeze drifted over the white linen-covered table. There was still plenty of sunshine which offered a magnificent view of the ocean in every direction.
“This is incredible,” Maria said, as her eyes lit up.
“This is living.” I stepped around the table and held out her chair.
“Thank you,” she said and sat.
The hostess lefts us with our menus. Maria and I scanned them over.
“You may know my favorite restaurant, but you’ll never guess my favorite dish.”
“Oh? Would you like to make a bet?”
She laughed and peered over her menu. “You’ve got me doubting myself. Do you?”
I raised an eyebrow. “How confident are you? If I guess right, I get a kiss.”
Her eyes twinkled with amusement, and she put her menu down. “What happens if you’re wrong?”
I shrugged. “You choose.”
She furrowed her brow and rubbed her chin. “If you guess wrong, then I get to drive your boat.”
I would’ve let her drive my boat regardless, but I played along. “Deal.” I stretched out my hand and she shook it. “But we’re on the honor system. If I’m right, then you can’t pretend you like something else.”
“Oh, I won’t pretend,” she said. “The food here is way too good.”
The server appeared a few minutes later, and I ordered a good bottle of Cabernet.
“Are you ready to order your entrees as well?” the server asked.
I glanced over at Maria and outside at the sun sinking toward the horizon. “I have more planned after this. Do you mind if we order now?”
She shook her head and smiled. “Nope. I’m in your hands.”
My stomach fluttered again, and my palms were sweaty with nerves. She was so fucking pretty. And that dress and her eyes just slayed me. “The lady will start off with the spinach and pomegranate salad.” I furrowed my brow and glanced over the menu. “I don’t see them here on the menu, but she’ll have the seared lemon butter scallops with a side of Brussels sprouts in the creamy lemon sauce.”
Maria’s jaw dropped, and the server nodded. “An excellent choice. That’s a popular dish. I’m surprised they took it off last year. And for you?”
“I’ll have the same,” I said, closing the menu before handing both our menus over to the server.
Our server nodded and finished scrawling on his order pad. “I’ll be back shortly with your wine.” He disappeared, leaving a speechless Maria gaping at me.
“How did you know? That’s way too specific,” she said. “And I know I never told you the details of my favorite dinner.”
I grinned sheepishly. “I cheated,” I said.
She laughed and slapped me with her napkin. “I knew it. How?”
“I called your mother and asked her,” I said. “By the way, she doesn’t like your boyfriend.”
Her eyes bulged, and she slapped her hands on the table. “You did not call my mother.” Her jaw dropped, and she stared at me bug eyed.
I laughed. “We talked for over an hour. Olivia is an incredible woman.”
She shook her head as if in utter disbelief. “Who are you?”
“Don’t judge a book by his bar stool,” I said. “Why do you think I only come in on the night’s you’re working?”
Maria blushed and closed her mouth. “This is all so incredibly sweet. I feel horrible for calling you a player.”
“Maybe I’m playing now? You never know,” I said.
“If you’re playing me now, then you could keep playing me like this forever and I wouldn’t complain.”
“Maria, I like you. I’ve never made that a secret.”
“But all of this….” She shook her head. “What does Brooke think of you taking me out? Or blondie? What’s her name?”
“Samantha,” I said. “They are more than fine with it. Believe me. When the dates over we’ll call them together and I’ll prove it.”
She sat back, stunned. “What else do you have planned?”
“Your perfect date,” I said. “You should know.”
She glanced back down at the dock toward the Topless Mermaid. “It involves the boat?”
I nodded. “By the way, I’m totally cashing in on that bet… later this evening.”
Her eyes twinkled. “I would be disappointed if you didn’t.”
“And you can totally drive the boat. I would have offered anyway.”
She shot me a withering glare. “Not fair.”
“All is fair in love and war.” I raised my water glass, and we clinked before taking a sip.
Dinner went off without a hitch. Maria was a great conversationalist, and she laughed at all my jokes, even the ones she heard before. On our way out to the boat, we held hands like lovers as I checked my watch.
“We have about twenty minutes,” I said. “That’s just enough time.”
She frowned. “For what?”
I rolled my eyes. “You know. Don’t pretend you don’t.”
She laughed and rubbed inside my arm with her other hand, drawing closer than she had all night. “I can’t make it too easy on you.”
On the boat, Maria helped me cast off, and we went up to the captain’s nest, where I fired up the engines and hit the open sea.
Five minutes into the trip, Maria stared out toward the sinking sun and the wind whipped her dark raven hair.
“Maria, come over here and I’ll teach you to drive.”
She turned to me, smiling and nodding. “Don’t go too far. I’ve never piloted a ship this size.”
“It’s fine,” I said and stood behind the wheel. I took one hand off and Maria slipped in between my arms before I put my hand back on the wheel.
She leaned against me, and her long hair fluttered across my nose and cheeks.
The scent of apples and strawberries whisked over me, and my cock lurched to life inside my pants. Her firm ass rubbed against my rising manhood and my heart rate sped up. “This is the throttle,” I said, leaning over her shoulder and pointing. “You can just leave it be for now.”
Maria pressed her back tight against my chest and slid her hands over mine. “So, I just steer straight ahead?”
“That’s it.” I stole a glance down the front of her dress.
Her cleavage practically burst from her top and the edge of a white silk bra peeked out from the shadowy depths.
She took the wheel, and I let go standing behind her, not sure where to put my arms. “This is fun,” she said, then glanced over her shoulder. “I’m a little chilly. Would you mind putting your arms around me?”
My stomach flip-flopped and adrenaline surged through my legs. I slipped my arms around her waist and pressed forward while Maria sank back against me.
“How’s that?” I asked.
“Perfect,” she said, and sighed contentedly. “You better take me out on this boat again,” she said. “This is incredible.”
“What are friends for?” I asked, squeezing her waist while she ground her hips back against my rigid cock.
We drove in silence for a few minutes while Maria rubbed up against my raging cock, knowing full well what she was doing.
“That island up ahead is where we’re going,” I said. “Well, we’ll anchor just offshore if that’s okay with you.”
She grinned and glanced back over her shoulder. “It’s more than okay. You knew this was my favorite place to watch the sunset?”
“Your mom and dad took you here every summer when you were little,” I said. “You used to watch the sunset and dreamed of showing the place to your future fiancé. I hope you don’t mind if I jumped ahead a little?”
Her eyes welled with tears, and her chin quivered. “You really listened to me all those times.”
I leaned in and kissed her softly on the cheek. “I’ve memorized every curve of you face, from your cute little dimples to the way you scrunch your nose when you’re really happy,” I whispered. “You are much more than a friend, Maria Anderson.” I leaned forward and eased back the throttle until the boat came to a stop outside a sleepy little resort town where the lights twinkled against the shoreline.
The boat coasted to a stop and Maria turned around and faced me. She locked her gaze on mine, stretched her arms around my neck, and pulled me down into a kiss.
Our lips met, and our mouths opened. Our tongues darted together, and Maria moaned softly as she ran her fingers through my thick, shaggy hair.
Maria’s tongue swirled in my mouth. Her strawberry lip gloss and sweet wine combined to make her warm tongue taste like a living aphrodisiac. Her long hair fluttered about my face, tickling my cheeks and nose. I slipped my arms around her tight waist and drew her near until her big, soft breasts mashed up against my chest.
She broke off the kiss and gazed up at me through watery eyes and tear-stained cheeks. “No man has ever done anything like this for me.”
“Then you’re with the wrong man,” I said before I leaned forward and kissed her again. “Come on. The surprises aren’t over yet, and we have a sunset to watch.”
“This is crazy,” she said, searching my face with her eyes. “God, I was so wrong about you.”
“Come on,” I said, taking her hand.
I dropped the anchor and led her to the deck at the bow of the ship, where I had stowed a portable speaker and one last gift.
Maria stood on the deck and gazed out over the water while I connected to the speaker with my phone and picked the right song. The song was What If I Told You That I Love You by Ali Gatie.
She turned to the speaker, smiled, then back at me, this time not surprised. “Is there anything you don’t know about me?”
I stepped forward and held her in my arms. “Happy birthday, Maria.”
She wrapped her arms around my waist and melted against me, swaying to the music while the sun sank and touched the horizon. When the song ended, I led her across the deck to a plush bench seat that offered the best view of the setting sun.
I sat down and pulled her onto my lap, where she nestled against me as we watched the sun, bright and huge on the horizon, fade into the sea.
“It’s perfect,” she said, nestling her head in the crook of my neck. “Absolutely perfect.”
“Almost perfect,” I said. “But I didn’t give you your gift yet.”
She shifted around on my lap and faced me. “You gave me the tequila and this wonderful, amazing night. There’s nothing you could do that could top it.”
“Can I try anyway?” I asked.
She leaned forward and kissed me. “You’re already so far out of the friend zone you don’t even know.”
I laughed and kissed her again. “Good. I’d like to stay as far out as possible.” I reached into the soft folds of the cushion and pulled out a jewelry box.
Her eyes locked on the box and widened. “Trap, I can’t accept —”
I pressed my finger to her lips. “It’s not that much, but it has a special meaning.”
She nodded and slipped her arm around my shoulder while the breeze picked up and her hair floated on the wind.
“I know how much you love sunsets,” I said. “They’re kind of your jam. Right?”
“Right,” she said, her voice quivering.
I opened the box and showed her the necklace resting inside. “That’s golden amber and diamonds surrounding it,” I said. “Don’t freak out. It wasn’t expensive. Really. But when I saw it at an art show last week, I knew I had to buy it for you.”
Tears rolled down her cheeks, and her chin quivered. “It’s lovely.”
“Can I put it on you?” I asked.
“Of course,” she said and turned around on my lap with her back facing me.
I pulled the necklace from the box, and Maria raised her hair out of the way. What I saw next stopped me cold.






  
  Chapter 39


Iheld the open necklace on either side of Maria’s slender neck, gazing at the impossibility before me. My hands trembled, and I licked the dryness from my lips. My mind raced, searching for explanations, but I could think of nothing but the truth of what stared back at me. 
Maria glanced over her shoulder at me, frowning. “What’s wrong?”
“It’s your tattoo,” I said. “It’s… very unique.”
Just like Sawyer’s, the tiny, but exquisitely detailed, multi-colored tattoo sat near her hairline. The tattoo was an infinity symbol interwoven with a three-sided star — the mark of King Itzcoatl, the harem master himself. It signified not only Maria’s lineage as one of the king’s descendants, but her willingness to follow those philosophies and moral leaning which ultimately including joining a harem. To say I was surprised was an understatement. Nothing about Maria’s personality pointed to a desire for a polyamorous relationship.
“Oh, that,” she said and seemed to tense up under my touch. “It’s a family thing.”
My stomach fluttered, and I let out an uneven breath that washed over her neck. Focus, Trap. I carefully latched the necklace’s clasp around her lithe neck, leaned forward, and kissed the tattoo, savoring the cool touch of her skin against my lips. “A family thing? You’ve piqued my curiosity.” She hadn’t randomly picked out the tattoo because she liked the design. She took that already wildly remote possibility off the table. My heart beat so hard and fast, I was certain she could feel it.
Maria released her hair, and it tumbled back over her neck, covering the tattoo from my prying eyes. “It’s a long story,” she said, her voice unsteady.
There was no doubt in my mind — she was shaken. The tattoo was a gift from the king himself. It was as if the long arm of fate had reached down and guided the stunning beauty straight into my arms. I ran my hands over her slender shoulders and down her toned arms, then leaned forward and wrapped my arms around her. I nuzzled in tight behind her ear and gently kissed her soft skin at the nape of her neck. “It’s the crest of Itzcoatl,” I whispered. “You are his descendent.” It wasn’t a question.
Maria spun around on my lap, her eyes wide and her jaw agape. “How do you know about that?” She licked her lips and eyed me like a cornered predator.
“Does your boyfriend have any wives?” I asked, holding her gaze steady. “It’s okay, Maria.” I made my voice as soothing as I could. The last thing I wanted was to scare her away. “I understand.”
She studied for a long time before her shoulders fractionally relaxed. She nodded as she let go of a held breath. “I would be his second.”
I let out my own breath and smiled comfortingly. “Then I assume you know all about Itzcoal’s mark?”
Maria pursed her lips and stared at me, her eyes awash with nervous energy. “Trap, how do you know about the crest?”
With Peter Patlee guarding the first wife’s tomb, nobody was getting the goddess’s seal of approval without going through him first. That led me to believe that Maria knew all about the Patlee’s and understood what the mark of the harem master meant. “Do you know a man named Peter Patlee?”
Maria nodded. “He’s a third cousin on my mother’s side. I’ve met him a few times over the years, but I know one of his wives much better.”
“Does your boyfriend know him?” I asked.
She studied me as if unsure how much to say.
“Maria, this stays between you and me,” I said. “I promise.”
“He does, but….” She frowned and lowered her gaze.
“But what?”
“They don’t get along,” she said, fidgeting on my lap while she reached down and picked up my hand, curling it inside hers.
“Why?”
“Peter won’t help my boyfriend with… a project.” She licked her lips and still wouldn’t meet my gaze. “I can’t really say anymore without breaking a dozen promises.”
That project, no doubt, was access to the tomb where Maria’s boyfriend could seek the goddess’s favor and gain the mark of the harem master. “This project involves a tomb?”
Her eyes widened in surprise. “If you know about the tomb, then you know Peter, don’t you?”
“Yes,” I said, sliding my hands over hers. “And I’ve been inside the first wife’s tomb.”
Her jaw dropped, and she licked her lips. “Are you…?” She held her breath as if too afraid to ask me out loud.
“Do you love your boyfriend?” I asked. “I mean really love him. The kind that settles deep down inside your bones.”
Her eyes watered, and she shook her head once again, averting her gaze. “I’ve tried but….” She shrugged. “He’s not a kind man like you.”
I let out a held breath, leaned forward, and lifted her chin until our eyes met. “Can I show you something?”
Her hand trembled in mine, and she searched my face with her eyes. “Yes,” she said, her voice wavering. But I could tell from the look in her eye that she already knew what I was about to show her.
A teardrop rolled down her cheek. I brushed away with my thumb before I softly kissed her on the lips. “It’s okay. It’s just you and me.”
A warm smile flickered across her lips, and she shifted her weight on my lap as if settling in. “I’m really fucking nervous right now.”
“It’s still me,” I said. “Nothing has changed.”
“Do you have the brand?” she asked, her voice shaking.
One by one, I unfastened the buttons running the length of my shirt until my bare chest, rippling with muscles, appeared before Maria’s steadfast gaze.
She ran her trembling palms over my pectoral muscles and pushed away my shirt until it dropped away onto the cushioned bench behind me. She ran her hands down my abdomen, tracing the outline of my six-pack and back up again, gliding her fingers over my nipples before she slid her hands behind my neck. “Can I see?”
I gave her a single nod, and Maria slid off my lap. My heart thundered in my chest, and I steeled myself, awaiting her reaction. I turned my back to face her, and Maria gasped.
For two heartbeats she was speechless, but then she edged closer, examining the dazzling, multicolored tattoo scribed by the goddess herself. “I’ve never….” Her voice wobbled and faltered. She was so close, I felt her warm breath wash over my neck and back. “Is it real? Can I touch it?”
“Yes, it’s very real,” I said. “Go ahead. It won’t bite you.” Her warm fingertips traced the outline of Brooke’s face. Goosebumps flashed across my back, and I let out a long shiver.
“They’re your wives,” she said as if to herself, but I answered anyway.
“They are,” I said. “I bonded Samantha a few days ago.”
She ran her fingers lower over the muscled unmarked flesh on my lower back. “Am I….”
Her voice shook with nerves, and I turned around to face her. She gazed at me through eyes, seeing me as if for the first time. Eyes filled with a mixture somewhere between awe and reverence. “Hey, it’s still me. Remember, the smart ass who sits at the end of the bar.” I reached out and brushed my thumb along the smooth curve of her jawline. “Are you wondering if I’m courting you?”
She licked her lips and nodded nervously. “Are you?”
I raised an eyebrow and drew her closer. “I am. Are you interested?”
“Very,” she said and shifted around on my lap, straddling me before we, once again, came face to face.
“You would have to break off with your boyfriend,” I said.
“Done.” She ran her hands over my chest and chuckled softly. “I already feel so much more with you than I ever did for him.” She leaned forward and kissed me softly on the lips. “I submit myself to you.”
I wasn’t sure if that was some ritualistic phrase that symbolized something in the secret world of harems, and I made a mental note to ask Sawyer about it later. All I knew was that her submission turned me on like nothing ever had. My cock throbbed, filling with blood as it swelled in my pants and rose beneath the pressure of her tight ass. “There’s Brooke and Samantha. They have to agree.” I reached behind her back and worked free the zipper holding up her dress, lowering it to the top of her ass until her dress slackened.
Maria kissed her way along my jawline and down my neck. “Are you courting any others?” she asked.
“Yes,” I said, pulling her dress over her shoulders until her beautiful bra-clad tits came into view. “Two more. You would be the third.”
The revelation seemed to turn her on. “That’s five of us.” Her breath grew ragged and airy, and she ground her pussy against my rigid cock, moaning softly. She reached for the front of my pants and deftly unbuttoned my trousers before working my zipper down. “I want to taste you,” she whispered in my ear and slipped her hand inside my pants, grinding against me. Maria’s warm fingers curled around my shaft. She brushed her thumb over my glans and circled the tip, igniting a shiver that raced throughout my body.
I ran my fingers over the smooth lines of her soft back until my fingers tripped over the silky lining of her white bra. With trembling hands, I unfastened the clasp, and the bra slackened, coming loose along with her dress.
Our mouths met and our tongues twined, hot and hungry. She rocked on my lap, stroking my cock as we deepened our kiss. Exploring each other’s mouths while the sun slipped halfway below the horizon.
I pulled away her bra and filled my hands with her perfect D-cups. Her nipples hardened against my palms, and I squeezed her soft flesh, kneading her tits between my fingers, savoring the feel of their natural weight and springy bounce.
My gaze roamed her chest, and I felt like Magellan discovering a secret continent. Maria’s tits were as perky as they were big, with flat, pink, quarter-sized areolas. Her nipples were just right, carving into the soft flesh of my palms, perfectly sized and succulently ripe. I released her tits and gazed in wonder as they sprang back and jiggled naturally into place.
Maria broke off the kiss and sat back on my lap, holding my gaze while she pushed her tits together. “Do you like them, baby?”
“You know I do,” I said, my voice hoarse.
She grinned. “Would you like to see them wrapped around your cock?”
My cock throbbed against her exposed stomach. Pre-cum oozed from the tip and left a thin trail across her bronzed skin. “God, yes.”
Maria giggled and released her tits. She reached behind her head and pulled her hair back over her shoulders, forcing her breasts to take a magical ride, bouncing and bobbing merrily along.
“You are incredible,” I said, unable to tear my gaze from the twenty-four-year-old Latina goddess’s incredible body.
“Thank you, baby.” She leaned forward and kissed me softly on the lips. “You’ve taken such good care of me all night. Now it’s my turn to take care of you.”
My stomach twirled, and my pulse raced. I gazed into her big, beautiful hazel eyes and nearly drowned in her impossible perfection. She was easily as beautiful a woman as I had ever laid eyes on. Fate must have played a role in our connection. She was a custom made beauty, perfectly aligned to become one of the legendary five. It was as if the last puzzle piece snapped into place. She was a sublime vision who would round out my harem of legendary stunners — each as beautiful as her harem sister.
Maria’s full, glossy, cock-sucking lips turned up in a wanting smile. “I’m going deep, baby. Have you ever had anyone go deep before?” She slipped off my lap and grabbed two nearby pillows off the bench and tossed them, one on top of the other, between my parted legs.
I licked my lips and stared at her slender frame and impossibly natural tits. “Deep? How deep?”
Maria pulled away her bra and laughed. “You’ll see.” She shimmied out of her dress and stood before me wearing nothing but a pair of white silk panties cut high on the hip.
I stripped away what remained of my shirt and tossed it aside before slipping off my pants and boxer briefs, piling them on the bench beside me. My cock throbbed, swaying atop my lap, rigid and tower tall, bathed in the day’s last rays of fading sunlight.
“You have a beautiful cock,” Maria said as she dropped to her knees atop the pillows. “Let’s get you wet first.” She leaned forward. Her long silky hair tumbled over my thighs before she kissed the tip of my cock with those soft, juicy lips.
How many times had I dreamed of Maria blowing me until I came down her throat? How many feverish jerk-off sessions had featured the spicy, big-breasted Latina? Too many to count.
I had obsessed over her along with every other hetero male who ever stepped foot inside the Salty Parrot. She was a fantasy. An unattainable dream girl who I had placed so high on a pedestal as to be untouchable. I gazed down at her with a fevered lust I had rarely felt. My cock throbbed inside the tight grip of her slender fingers, and I locked my eyes on her exquisite face. I wanted to tell her how I felt, but the words that came sounded lame and utterly inadequate. How could I give words to a fantasy come to life? Instead, I reclined against the cushioned bench and did my best not to blow my load onto her pretty face.
Maria wrapped her lips around my tip, and her tongue flickered over my glans. She gazed up at me and came off my tip with a tiny little pop. “It’s sweet and salty.” She giggled and circled my tip with her tongue before lowering her mouth and sliding her lips down the rigid length of my shaft.
Pleasure rippled through my lizard brain, and I moaned as I watched her carefully and deliberately work her way up and down my shaft. Her tongue wriggled over my tip and slithered lower like a nest of silky tentacles everywhere at once. My legs turned to jelly, and I watched helplessly as Maria worked my cock like a pro.
Maria came off my cock again, leaving behind thick strands of saliva. She licked her way down my shaft and slipped one of my balls between her lips, swirling her tongue over my sensitive skin.
My legs trembled, and my toes involuntarily curled. My cock glistened with her saliva, swaying in the wind with her tiny hand stroking my base up and down. I drank in her full, moist lips wrapped around my balls, sucking and slurping. I burned the vision into my memory and slid my hands through her long, raven hair, then pulled it aside, tucking her locks behind her ear to give me an unobstructed view.
Maria added my second ball to the first, taking my entire sack into her mouth, wriggling her tongue over each testicle, sucking and gently pulsing my skin in her mouth. She gazed up the length of my glistening shaft and locked her gaze on mine.
Her eyes simmered with a deep-seated primal lust. It was as if she had removed the veneer of her outer shell and revealed the true nature of her inner self. As I gazed down at the sight before me, my jaw hung open and my cock throbbed in her hot little hand.
One by one, my balls, slick with her saliva, tumbled from Maria’s lips. She worked the flat of her tongue over my balls and licked her way up my shaft before circling my throbbing knob with the tip of her tongue.
I groaned with pleasure and sank back into the seat.
Maria sat up straight and proudly pushed out her big, perky tits. “Do you want to come on my tits or in my mouth?” she asked, smiling at me.
The answer was both, but I swallowed the dryness in my throat and simply watched her move. “You decide,” I croaked out.
She wrapped her big tits around my cock, slick with her saliva, until my shaft disappeared inside her warm, velvety-soft breasts. Maria raised an eyebrow and gazed down at me. “Hmm… that’s a tough one.” She giggled and leaned forward, pushing her weight into the first slow stroke. “If you can make it through the titty fuck, you’ll find out what it means to go deep,” she whispered. “But that’s only if you can make it.”
My cock pulsed, and my head flashed with the early warning signs of an impending orgasm. The forecast called for cum, and a storm front quickly approached. It would take a monumental effort not to spew all over those big, beautiful melons. I licked my lips and my legs trembled with feverish desire.
Maria squeezed her tits and glided them up and down my cock. My swollen purple knob appeared and disappeared at the top of her deep cleavage. Her eyes twinkled with amusement, and her silky raven hair spilled over her chest in luxurious waves. “Do you like that, baby?”
As if I wouldn’t. In response, I groaned with pleasure and nodded dumbly as my breath caught in my throat. I edged my hips up, fucking her warm, soft titties. The feeling was unreal, like encasing my cock in a vat of warm silk that rippled over every inch of my flesh with waves of undulating pleasure. Fighting off the inevitable orgasm seemed impossible.
She gazed down at my head and stuck out her tongue, licking my knob every time it appeared above her creamy, golden cleavage. She worked her tits faster and spit down onto my cock, adding a fresh layer of lubrication into the warming oven of friction between her world-class tits. “Are you close?” she asked, gazing into my eyes.
I was so close I could taste it and grunted something affirmative as I bucked my hips and my head flashed on the brink of orgasm.
Just like that, Maria dropped her tits and my cock slipped free, swaying and throbbing, exposed to the open air. “I want to taste you,” she said. “You can come on my tits next time.”
She had me wrapped around her finger and I would have followed her off a cliff if she asked. I nodded dumbly and gazed at her as she pushed herself up on her knees and slowly stroked my fat cock.
“Better now?” she asked while she licked my knob like a lollipop, using the flat of her tongue.
That was the second time she had edged me, and I wouldn’t last a third, especially if she planned on deep throating me. “Yes,” I said, letting go of a held breath. “But it won’t take much.”
She smiled up at me and wrapped her lips around my knob, sucking gently, then coming off with a pop. “If you want to come, just let it go. Okay?”
I nodded and sat back, gripping the cushions on either side of me.
Maria’s ripe, full lips glistened in the rising moonlight, and she pushed forward, wrapping them around my cock, forming an airtight seal. She worked her tongue over my tip and glans, sucking and slurping, bobbing up and down until my groans rose above the waves lapping against the hull.
I slipped my hands through her thick hair and nuzzled her head deeper onto my shaft.
Maria complied, sinking lower, taking more of my swollen cock inside her mouth until my tip met the tight resistance of her throat. She hovered there bobbing up and down, gagging, slurping, and sucking in micro-bursts, edging the tip of my cock into the tightness of her throat.
My cock throbbed inside her warm, wet mouth and pulsed on the verge of climax. I ran my fingers through her silky hair and savored her big tits and hard nipples pressed firmly against my upper thighs.
Maria backed off, pulling my tip from her throat while she inhaled several deep breaths. Her cheeks glistened from her watering eyes, and she gazed up at me as if letting me know. Everything that had come before had built up to this moment. She was going deep and I better strap in.
My breaths came in shallow ragged pulls, and my legs trembled with anticipation. Pleasure reverberated up and down my body and my cock pulsed against the flat of her slippery tongue.
Maria sank down, taking the entirety of my cock inside her smooth mouth. My tip slipped into the tightness of her throat and inched forward, snaking deeper into the warm, velvety abyss.
Waves of pleasure reverberated through my brain, and I let out a long, loud moan. I grabbed fistfuls of Maria’s hair and face-fucked her, pushing my cock deeper, until my tip bulged halfway down her throat.
Maria did something with her throat muscles that sent undulating waves up and down my cock while she micro-bobbed, gagging and slurping until the pleasure overwhelmed me.
Nothing mattered expect the urge to come. I pushed her head all the way down until her lips touched my body and I grunted, exploding inside her with gushing, seismic spurts of hot, sticky jizz.
Maria slipped my cock from her throat and edged backward, snaking her tongue up and down my cock, tasting every drop while she milked my balls with her hand.
Again and again, I came spurting uncontrollably. White stars peppered my field of vision and my legs turned to useless pulp as I lay there ejaculating like I never had into Maria’s sinfully sweet mouth.
She rose up my cock until my tip rested on the flat of her tongue, gushing out ribbons of milky white seed. She extended her tongue proudly, showing me the river of cum flowing between her lips like a seething volcano of milky lava.
A thin string of cum escaped her mouth and ran down her chin. One of my last spurts blasted her upper lip before thick cum drizzled back down onto her tongue. I grunted and moaned, bucking my hips until nothing remained and my body collapsed in a heap of flesh and bone.
Maria never faltered, drinking down every drop while she licked my shaft clean, pumping what remained of my trapped cum into her mouth and sucking me dry.
It was easily the best blow job of my life without a close second anywhere in sight. I gazed down at her pretty face while she finished lapping up my now half-hard cock. “You’ve ruined me.” I managed, though my voice sounded like it had run through a gravel mixer.
Maria smiled and licked the last drops from my tip like a melting ice cream cone before she released my cock, sat back, and surveyed her work. “You came a lot.” She kissed the tip of my cock before she stood. “I love the way you taste.”
“If this is what it means to be in the friend zone, then I’ll be the best friend you ever had.”
Maria giggled and climbed onto the seat beside me, pressing in tight, mashing her tits against the side of my body. “I really like you, Trap.” She kissed me on the edge of my lips. “Like a whole, whole lot.”
I wrapped my arm around her body and drew her in tight. “You’re okay with the… brand?”
“More than okay,” she said and kissed me again, before settling in with a satisfying exhalation. “I want to see my face on your back someday.”
“I’d like you to meet Brooke and Sam,” I said. “Really meet them. You know?”
“I’d like that,” she said and ran her fingertips over my chest.
“There’s two more women, Bella and Sawyer, who I would also like you to meet. Although I’m not sure how and when.”
“Sawyer as in Sawyer Patlee?” she asked.
“That’s her,” I said.
“Wow. I used to home school with her as kids. Our moms were tight. You are pulling in the big fish. What does Peter think?”
“He’s a little sensitive about the whole thing. Mainly he doesn’t want me to hurt his daughter.”
She lay in silence with her head pressed in the crook of my arm while the breeze floated over us, and the waves gently lapped against the boat. “Are you going to hurt me?” she asked. “Because if this is a one off, one-night fling, tell me now. I’m already in deep.”
She was the fifth of five. The last across the finish line. I would have to strike Hazel and Lindsay off the dance card forever, but could I? Hadn’t I already gone too far with Maria? Besides, I felt a powerful connection between us I knew would only grow stronger. Sawyer, Bella, and Maria were my final three. It was a promise I could make. “It’s not a one-night fling,” I said. “I won’t hurt you, Maria. I promise.”
She nestled in closer and hugged me tight. “Good. Can we spend the night here? Is it safe? I don’t want to go home.”
Despite my assurance to Maria, my subconscious screamed at me it wasn’t over. I was sailing into dangerous waters and the rocky shore was coming fast. There was something between Hazel and me I hadn’t allowed myself to explore. The little voice inside my head told me to ignore that feeling at my peril. Then there was Bella. How could I explain Sawyer to her? Or Maria? She knew what she was getting into. It was time for me to come clean with all these women and make a game plan.
I kissed the crown of Maria’s head and gently patted her tight, firm ass. “Yes. We’re staying all night. There’s a great little breakfast joint on the island.”
“I remember the place. They have the best waffles.” Maria raised her head until we came face to face. “Trap?” The silvery moonlight shimmered off her beautiful face, and my stomach swirled with butterflies.
“Yes, baby?”
“I’m falling for you,” she said, her eyes twinkling. “I just thought you should know.”
I kissed her softly on the lips. “I’m falling for you too, sweetness.”






  
  Chapter 40


The Patlee’s outdoor hot tub gurgled and frothed under a clear, starlit sky. Romantic tunes spilled from Sawyer’s portable speaker sitting beside our half-empty champagne flutes nestled atop the tub’s edge. Hazy light shone from the hot tub’s murky depths, providing cover for Sawyer, who rocked atop me with her long legs locked around my waist. But there was no mistaking her telltale fucking motion or the sloshing, churning waves lapping the tub’s fiberglass walls. 
My cock throbbed inside Sawyer’s tight pussy, and her high-pitched moans carried conspicuously across the expansive deck. Shades of soft gold illuminated Sawyer’s exquisite face, giving her complexion a radiant, otherworldly glow. Locks of her dark hair plastered to her cheeks and forehead and the rest hung wet and limp, falling over her shoulders. She gazed at me through hazy, simmering eyes, awash with desire.
With her arms draped loosely over my shoulders and her jaw hanging open, Sawyer rocked on my cock, taking me deep with each slow fuck. Her tits swirled on the surface, jiggling slightly while her hard nipples scraped my muscled pecs. Her warm breath, smelling of sweet champagne and a hint of hazy alcohol, washed over me in waves broken by stiff grunts every time I bottomed out.
I ran my hands down Sawyer’s lower back, then cupped her bare ass, thrusting deeper as I savored the tightness of her warm pussy squeezing my rigid meat.
She leaned forward and our lips met, our mouths already open. Our tongues writhed together, and my cock pulsed inside her on the brink of climax. She moved her hips with perfect rhythm and her body followed in lithe, slow-moving waves. The woman knew how to fuck, and she couldn’t get enough. Two hours earlier, we had sex on the beach and that was after our pre-dinner fuck in the shower.
I squeezed her ass and drove deep, grunting every time my tip squeezed against her cervix. Her wall muscles undulated over my cock and then spasmed in short quick bursts, igniting a moan from somewhere deep inside me.
Without warning, Sawyer broke off the kiss, tightened her legs around my waist and squeezed her thighs. She gazed into my eyes and let out a series of high-pitched, breathy moans. She froze atop me, her pussy spasming and her legs trembling. “Baby, I’m coming. Fuck… oh my, God.” She pressed her forehead against mine, bit her lower lip and rocked her hips in short bursts, keeping my cock buried to the hilt.
I grunted, exploding inside her, gushing cum deep inside her fertile, unprotected womb. I locked my eyes on hers and spurted, moaning while I painted her insides white.
Sawyer wrapped her arms around my neck and leaned into me, burying her head in my neck while she rode out my orgasm, milking my cock until the pulsing ejaculations faded.
We collapsed against each other, panting, as our hearts raced. The soft gurgle of the hot tub and John Mayer’s crooning voice lilting from Sawyer’s speaker replaced our loud moans and stiff grunts.
I kissed Sawyer’s shoulder tenderly and dragged my fingertips down the smooth muscles surrounding her spine.
Sawyer lifted her head off my shoulder and kissed me softly behind my ear. She ran her fingers through the short hair on the back of my neck and gently massaged. “That was incredible,” she whispered, her warm breath tickling inside my ear.
“You had a lot to work out of your system,” I said. “Feel better?” I kissed the side of her head and inhaled the floral scent drifting from her wet locks.
She let out a long, contented sigh. “Much… for now. But don’t think you’re leaving my bed tonight.”
“Your bed will be great,” I said. “Right now, I’m more worried about your dad walking in on us. I haven’t felt like this since I was seventeen and making out with Darla Rice in her family room.”
Sawyer let out a genuine belly laugh and sat up, sitting back far enough to look me in the eye. “He’s out of town. The house is empty except for you and I.”
“That’s a relief. But it was only a few days ago when he popped in unexpectedly.”
“Speaking of that,” she said. “I’ve been meaning to ask you what he said. Your conversation seemed… intense.”
“The short version is that he asked my intentions toward his daughter. He wanted to make sure I intended to make you one of my five wives. It was all the typical protective dad stuff.”
“Is that all?” She laughed and ran her hands over my muscled chest. “Don’t let him spook you. I’m a big girl. I know what I’m doing.”
“I don’t blame him. Given that you’re his only child, you’ve got his undivided attention.”
She leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips. “Don’t let him scare you away. It’s bad enough that I’m coming on to you like a lovesick schoolgirl. I’m afraid you’ll run away as soon as the sun rises.”
“Not a chance,” I said. “We may have gone from zero to a hundred miles per hour in record time, but that doesn’t mean I’m not feeling us every bit as much as you.”
Her eyes lit up, and she smiled. “Good. That makes me feel better.”
“The fact is, I love you,” I said. “I love you enough to make it official.”
She stared at me, and her expression grew serious. “Don’t fuck with me, Trap. Are you asking me what I think you’re asking?”
“I’m asking if you’ll marry me through a bizarre, erotic ritual involving a goddess and three straight hours of non-stop sex.”
A smile curled her lips. “Seriously?”
I dropped the smile and held her gaze for a long moment. “I’m serious. Will you be my wife?”
Sawyer’s eyes welled with tears, and she nodded her head while she wrapped me tight. “Yes. I’ll marry you.” She pulled me into a tight embrace, and I laughed, squeezing her back.
“When can Sam be ready to perform the ceremony?” I asked.
Sawyer sat back on my lap and rubbed the tears from her eyes. “Three more days of intensive training should do it,” she said.
I let out a held breath. “Good. Then there’s the matter of Bella,” I said.
Sawyer frowned. “What’s wrong with Bella?” she asked.
“Nothing,” I said. “Other than I’m considering her for wife number four or five. Would you be okay with that?”
Her eyes lit up. “More than okay. That would be amazing. Does she know?”
“Not yet,” I said. “I don’t even know for sure if she’s interested. I’m going on a dive trip with her tomorrow. We’ll see where we stand after.”
“If she would be the fourth or fifth wife, then who else are you courting? Is it that Maria woman you mentioned?”
I nodded. “That’s the other thing I wanted to talk to you about. It turns out you know her from way back when. Maria is Maria Anderson.”
Sawyer’s jaw dropped, and her eyes widened. “No way. I heard she was getting engaged to Johnny Jameson.”
“I have no idea who he is,” I said. “But that’s over. Are you okay with bringing Maria into the fold?”
“Of course. She’s smart and beautiful. I never knew what she saw in Johnny. We went to the same parties and dated some of the same boys growing up, but we drifted apart. I didn’t know you two were close.”
“I’ve known Maria for a long time,” I said. “And I think she would say yes if I asked her.”
“You have my blessing,” she said. “But baby, you don’t need my blessing. You marry who you want to marry.”
“That’s how it goes, huh?” I cradled her ass and squeezed gently.
“You’re the boss,” she said. “But if you repeat that to Brooke or Sam, I’ll deny I ever said it.” She laughed and kissed me again. “You’re sure about this?”
“A hundred percent,” I said. “It looks like everything is finally coming together.”






  
  Chapter 41


Ibroke the surface near the stern of Bella’s dive boat, the Witchcraft. It was a name inspired by her love of Frank Sinatra and that song in particular. Given the events of the past few weeks, the name was prescient and more fitting than she could have ever known.
Around me, the lolling swells left me bobbing on the surface like shark bait. But the sea was calm, and the day was mild, with hazy skies and a slight breeze taking the edge off the heat.
Bella broke the surface beside me and pushed her goggles up on the crown of her head. “Sorry about that. Had I known the ship was stripped clean, I never would have suggested the dive.”
She meant the wreck of the Saint Sue resting in its water graveyard a hundred feet below us. Truthfully, I didn’t care about any artifacts. Diving the wreck was a real treat and doing it with Bella was priceless.
As I treaded water beside her, I stripped off my goggles and fins and tossed them up onto the deck. “You win some. You lose some. I don’t mind if you don’t.” I climbed up the ladder and flopped onto the deck, gazing down at Bella, treading water before me.
She stripped off her goggles and frowned. “I don’t know who leaked the location.”
I pulled off my tank, and it clattered onto the deck behind me. “We dove a famous wreck together, and I get to spend two entire days with a crazy beautiful woman. That treasure is priceless.” It was cheesy and way over the top, but Bella loved that kind of confirmation. Besides, I meant every word.
Her frown turned into a smile and as she squinted against the sunshine peeking out from behind a cloud, her eyes sparkled with delight. “I bet you say that to all your shipwreck diving girls.” She tossed me her goggles, then stripped off her fins.
I added her goggles to the growing pile beside me. “You are my OG shipwreck diving girlfriend. You took my treasure-hunting virginity, Bell. It was you who introduced me to some of the Caribbean’s greatest wrecks.”
Bella laughed and tossed me her fins. “I’m your OG girlfriend?” She raised a questioning eyebrow.
I caught them and tossed them aside, grinning. “You still would be, but someone got cold feet.”
She floated up a swell and down the other side before reaching the ladder. “Can you help me up, Tim?”
I extended my hand and helped pull her onto the deck. “Why don’t you ever call me Trap?”
Bella inched backward onto the deck, dripping water from her wet suit and peeled off her tank. She gazed over at me and shrugged. “I like your real name. Besides, I don’t think the nickname Trap suits you.”
I held her gaze and studied her blazing blue eyes and the way the water beaded from her forehead and cheeks, as if calling out her extraordinary porcelain skin. Her dark sopping wet hair hung straight down her back and Bella’s big beautiful breasts pushed the limits of her body-hugging wetsuit. The swell of her deep cleavage billowed from the top of her suit, where her slightly open zipper exposed her velvety flesh. “You are the kindest, sweetest woman I’ve ever known.”
She inched closer until our legs touched. She unzipped the front of her suit, revealing her tits encased in a tight black bikini top, knowing damn well what she was doing to me. “Is calling me kind and sweet your way of putting me on a shelf? I’m not a doll. I won’t break.”
She started to pull open her wet suit when I leaned in, slipped my hand behind her head, and pulled her into a kiss. Our lips met and Bella sank into me, relaxing into the kiss. The warm breath from her nostrils washed over my upper lip. She let out a soft moan and pressed in closer, opening her mouth and finding my waiting tongue with hers. Her kiss was tentative, soft and exploring, but I felt the undercurrent of an insatiable hunger raging just below the surface.
We had put off the inevitable for far too long. Bella was in my DNA and always had been. I wanted her as badly as I had ever wanted anyone, and I was finished tiptoeing around our past. She belonged to me and I to her, and it was way past the time for us to explore the depths of our feelings. I broke off the kiss long enough to gaze into her eyes. “Bella, I need you.” I licked my lips and searched her face for a reaction.
A spark of urgent longing glimmered in her eyes, and she kissed me softly before leaning back and coming face to face. “It’s about time you said something.” She quickly pushed herself up, then reached down and pulled me to my feet. “Help me with my wet suit.” She lowered the zipper on the front of her suit to her belly, revealing the natural load of her full breasts with her hard nipples straining the thin black fabric.
I grabbed hold of one arm of her wetsuit, and she pulled against me, freeing her arm before she shoved the suit down to her waist. As she shimmied the suit over her hips and legs, her tits jiggled and bounced, and I watched her struggle, completely mesmerized by her sublime body.
She bent over and pulled the suit over her ankles. Her tits fell forward with her, straining her bikini top as they bounced together. She glanced up at me with a rapturous smile. “Do you want to watch me or get naked for me?”
At the word naked, my cock stiffened, swelling inside my wet suit. My breath caught in my throat as I tried to answer.
Bella giggled and freed the suit from her legs, then turned to face me, tits out with her tiny bikini bottoms rolled halfway down her hips. She eyed me wantonly and licked her lips as she tossed her hair back over her shoulders. “Do you like my body?” She lifted her tits and squeezed them together while she shifted her weight from side to side teasingly.
I nodded, and my breaths quickened as my cock hardened. Her body was easily the most voluptuous I had ever laid eyes on. Her tits alone were a marvel, not to mention her hour-glass hips and thick heart-shaped ass. She was Ginger from Gilligan’s Island, with Maryanne’s face and sweet personality. Sex with Isabella Carson was not a gift one took lightly. She gave herself sparingly, and I counted myself lucky to have explored her wonderland once, let alone a shot at twice.
My cock thickened and strained achingly against the front of my wetsuit.
Bella’s eyes darted to my cock, and a smile crawled up her plump, ripe lips. “Am I doing that to you?” She squeezed her tits together again and let them spring naturally back into place.
I reached behind my back and yanked on the long zipper line, pulling it low while my wet sit slackened.
Bella grinned and reached behind her back. “I want you to fuck me long and hard.” She pulled on the bow, holding her top together until, like my suit, it slackened and slipped down the steep slopes of her big, natural tits. “This time, you’ll find me waiting for you in the morning.” She pulled the top away, revealing her big beauties in all their abundant glory. “And I’m going to fuck you until you can’t stand.” She tossed aside her top and hooked her thumbs inside the waistbands of her bottoms, leaning forward until her bare tits swayed before me.
They were flawless. Big and round without a blemish or mark. The faintest of tan lines crisscrossed her chest, but Bella didn’t tan easily. Her pink half-dollar sized areolas rose slightly off her perky mounds, and her fat nipples looked juicy enough to make Pavlov’s dog drool like a dinner bell.
“It looks like we found treasure in the Saint Sue after all.” I let out a held breath and gazed at her stunning physique with my jaw scraping the deck.
Bella raised an eyebrow and smiled. “Your eyes tell me I’ve still got it.”
I chuckled dryly and shook my head. “Bell, you never lost it.” I pushed away my wet suit until it dropped around my waist. “You are….” I shook my head, unable to find the words. “Damn.”
Bella blushed, her cheeks turning a pale shade of pink. “That’s how you always used to look at me.” She wriggled her bottoms over her hips until the tight V-shape of her pussy came into view.
A thin patch of short, dark pubic a ribbon’s width ran the length of her mons and the pale pink flesh of her labia appeared just inside her tight slit.
I gazed at her, my cock throbbing and angrily straining inside the confines of my wetsuit. I licked my lips and drank her in from head to toe. She was succulent and beautiful, and I had lost my mind not to pursue her every waking second of the day.
Bella’s cheeks brightened to a deeper shade of crimson, and she averted her gaze as if suddenly growing shy. She folded her arms in front of her, which forced her big tits together. “I’m standing naked before the man of my dreams,” she said, her voice unsteady. “Don’t leave me out here alone.”
I hurriedly pushed my wet suit over my hips and shoved it down my legs, taking my swim trunks with me. My hard cock sprang free and greeted Bella with a friendly wave and salute, as if eager to join the party.
As I fumbled with the suit, Bella lifted her gaze and eyed my swollen cock, licking her lips as she did so. “He’s as big and beautiful as I remember.”
I cleared the suit from my ankles and stood before her, entirely exposed. It was as if we had turned the clock back five years, but this time Bella wasn’t playing hard to get.
She stepped forward, picked up my hand, then led me down the short flight of stairs to her cabin. Her hips swayed and her ass jiggled deliciously, rekindling some of my oldest and deepest fantasies featuring the once untouchable Bella Carson.
Visions of that ass bouncing off my thighs flashed through my mind. Her big tits bounced before me, and my cock thrummed inside the soft, tight heat of her pussy.
Back in reality, Bella pushed open the door to her cabin and stepped through, taking me with her. She didn’t bother closing the door behind us. We were alone with all the time in the world.
Like Bella’s cozy house, the cabin’s interior was neatly decorated with retro themed trinkets and knickknacks. They all had one thing in common — an old-time nautical feeling. There was an antique life-preserver hanging from the wall above an old black-and-white framed photo of Jacques Cousteau. A miniature of an original dive helmet supplied the centerpiece of her small dining table. Hanging from another wall was a picture of an old ski Nautique speed boat pulling a 1950s era bikini-clad skier with a spray of water coming off her back ski. The woman looked strikingly like Bella, and I wondered if she was perhaps Bella’s grandmother, but I wasn’t about to stop and ask.
Bella pulled me past the dining area, through the orderly galley, past a bathroom, and finally into the holy grail, her cozy bedroom.
A mound of pillows lined the headboard of a plush queen-sized bed. A white fluffy comforter covered her bed. On the wall opposite the bed was a closet door, complete with a full-length mirror that promised a magnificent view of the action to come.
Bella turned around to face me, then pulled me back onto the bed wearing an adoring smile. “Let me do the driving.”
Back in the day, the first time Bella and I had sex on my boat, I had been on top while she lay beneath me only half-heartedly taking part. It was as if her guilt wouldn’t let her enjoy the deep fucking I gave her that night. I liked this version of Bella much better and if she wanted to ride me, I wasn’t about to complain. After all, my fantasy had always involved watching her move atop like a serpent, taking me deep while I watched her tits bounce.
I crawled onto her bed and stretched out, gazing toward her with one eye on the mirror.
She crawled onto the bed toward me on all fours, her tits swaying beneath her chest. In the mirror, the pink swell of her labia appeared between her legs and thick, powerful thighs. If ever a woman was made for breeding, it was Bella Anderson.
“Protection?” I asked.
“I’m not on the pill,” she said before she reached me. She straddled me and crawled up my chest, with her tits grazing my stomach and chest, her hard nipples poking into my soft skin.
We came face to face and her dark, damp hair tumbled over her shoulders. She stopped with her knees positioned on either side of my hips, straddling me with her juicy pussy hovering inches above my teetering manhood. She leaned down, pressing her soft tits into my chest, and kissed me softly. “Come inside me, baby,” she whispered. “I want to feel everything.”
My cock lurched, pitching forward until my tip met the soft resistance of her sublime pussy. I swallowed the burgeoning lump in my throat and gazed into her bright blue eyes. “If you insist.” I ran my hands up the back of her legs and cupped her sumptuous ass cheeks in both hands, kneading her flesh greedily between my open fingers.
Bella’s lips curved into a smile, and she shifted her weight back, brushing her wet pussy lips against my pulsing tip. She gyrated her hips, teasing my cock with her warm, wet slit. “You’re so hard,” she whispered.
She braced herself on my chest and her damp hair tickled my rib cage and brushed across my stomach. A floral, tropical scent drifted from her hair and the touch of her warm fingers sliding over my chest electrified my senses. I palmed her ass and guided her hips lower until my tip sank into her velvety soft labia. I grabbed my cock and guided my tip up her wet slit until it caught just inside her warm, tight honey hole. Velvety pleasure rippled across my lizard brain and curled my toes. I gasped softly and goosebumps flashed across my chest. I was back inside Bella after a long absence.
“Mmmmmm….” Bella moaned softly and arched her back, forcing her tits out while she sank backward, impaling herself on my cock. She let out a quick gasp and shuddered, digging her fingers into my muscled chest as she squeezed her eyes shut, as if savoring the sensation.
Her pussy undulated over my cock in waves. The heat and tightness lit up my pleasure centers like a Thanksgiving Day parade, and my cock throbbed inside her, pulsing against her tight walls. Dipping my cock into the voluptuous brunette was like coming home again. She was velvety soft yet tight, warm and sensual. Being inside her felt as dreamlike as floating atop a magic carpet, and I shuddered as my breath caught in my throat.
Bella’s lips parted slightly, and she ground her hips in a tight circle, plumbing her pussy with my hard cock. Her tits jiggled and swayed before me with her thick, pink nipples taking center stage. “Oh, baby. I love you so much,” she said, as if without thinking.
My stomach swirled, and a wash of adrenaline spiked in my legs. It was the first time Bella had directed those three important words in my direction. But she said them so casually, as if she had loved me for so long that she forgot she hadn’t told me.
As if realizing her mistake, Bella froze atop with my cock pulsing inside her. She gazed down at me and smiled nervously as she tucked a lock of hair behind her ear. “I said that out loud, didn’t I?”
“I love you too, Bell. I always have,” I said.
Bella’s eyes glistened, and her chin quivered slightly. She leaned forward, mashing her tits against my chest, and found my waiting lips with hers.
Our tongues met, and she moaned in my mouth as she rocked atop me, fucking me slow and deep.
I ran my hands the length of her body, from her legs to her ass and up her back until I touched the soft swell of her breasts bulging out from either side of my chest. I edged my hips off the bed, and screwed her slow and deep, sliding in and out, savoring the heat from our smoldering friction and the audible sounds of our fucking.
Bella met my upward thrust with a slight bounce, speeding our tempo as she filled my mouth with her soft moans and louder, more urgent, grunts.
Her bed squeaked beneath us, singing the song of our reconciliation, and somewhere in the distance a cluster of seagulls crooned like trumpets. Our bodies clapped together with a synchronous rhythm that felt as natural and easy as breathing.
Bella pressed off my chest, just enough to gaze into my eyes. Her big, soft tits bounced off my chest and her nipples dragged across mine, raking my skin. She furrowed her brow, and her eyes took on a hazy, dreamlike state. She rocked her hips, fucking me hard, and her breathless moans caught in her throat.
I cupped her tits in both hands and squeezed, kneading her supple flesh and dragging her hard nipples between my open fingers.
We kept pace with the bedsprings singing beneath us. Five minutes turned into ten and then fifteen. Our chests glistened with perspiration and three times I had backed off, holding her atop me to quell the need to finish inside her.
But the orgasmic tidal wave built in the back of my brain and this time there was no holding it back. My head flashed with the urgent need to cum and I squeezed Bella’s ass, pulling her down onto my cock. “Baby, I can’t….” I licked the dryness from my lips and gazed up into her eyes as my body screamed for release.
Her pussy spasmed and she let out a warbling moan that started in her belly and fluttered up her throat. She dug her fingers into my chest and cried out, shuddering atop me as an orgasm swept over her.
I thrust deep inside her, held my cock still, and erupted. A fiery jet of hot cum rushed from my balls and spurted into Bella’s cervix with hurricane force. My head spun and my legs went weak. My cock pulsed, spurting hot ribbons of my molten seed deep inside her with reckless abandon.
Bella’s body fell forward, and she lay atop me, gasping for air as she milked my cock. Her warm breath curled over my chest and neck, and she ran her fingers through my hair before nuzzling deeper into my neck. She writhed her hips and squeezed her pussy, draining my balls completely.
I buried my nose in her lush hair and sucked in her intoxicating scent. As I cupped her ass, my cock pulsed inside her, spurting again and again until finally, it went still. I felt her tongue, ragged breath, and tender lips on my neck and then inside my ear.
She ran her fingers through my shaggy hair and kissed her way down my jawline until she reached my lips. We kissed softly and Bella’s lips lingered on mine. Her tongue brushed my bottom lip before she opened her mouth and deepened our kiss.
We lay coupled, kissing and touching, exploring each other’s bodies, until Bella rolled off me and nestled in close beside me.
She stretched her long leg across my midsection and mashed her soft breasts up against my side. “I’ve waited a long time for that,” she whispered as she ran her fingertips down my stomach.
“You and me both. Why did we wait so long?”
Bella giggled softly and kissed me on the cheek. “I’m done hiding my feelings. I love you, Timothy.”
I turned my head and met her simmering blue eyes. “I love you too Isabella.”
“Enough to bond me like you are, Sawyer?” she asked, her expression growing nervous.
That caught me by surprise. Not only that she knew about Sawyer and me, but that she was proposing to me. I held her gaze while her eyes searched mine, waiting expectantly. “Bella, are you asking me to marry you? Is that what you want?”
“More than anything,” she said without hesitation. “I want our baby inside me.”
I picked up her hand and squeezed it. “Are you sure this is what you want? Can you live with four other women demanding my time and my love?”
“Yes,” she said. “I thought about it for a long time. If I can be with you, then nothing else matters.”
Bella would be my fourth. I had all but promised Maria the fifth spot. All that remained were the bonding rituals. “Yes, my beautiful Bella. I’ll bond you and marry you.”
Bella smiled, and her eyes watered. She pressed in close and kissed me while she pulled me on top of her.
I crawled between her parted legs, and Bella wrapped them tightly around my waist. My cock hardened and expanded against her wet slit.
She grabbed my ass and squeezed. “Fuck me like I’m yours,” she said. “And then fuck me again after that.”
I slipped inside her, and Bella moaned.






  
  Chapter 42


With the sun beating down on my shoulders, I crawled up out of the engine well, toting a container full of dirty oil. My chest glistened with sweat, and I briefly considered diving into the water right there in the marina. But I couldn’t do that until I had fresh oil in the engine. 
I stowed the dirty oil in a closed container by the engine hatch, pulled off my work gloves, and headed toward the cabin where I left the newly purchased oil. I climbed up the ladder and tiptoed my way down the side rail before I emerged on the rear deck and found a sweat-soaked Sammie sitting on the rail, slamming back an ice cold water bottle.
She wore a pair of tight pink yoga shorts that barely covered her ass and a matching pink sports bra that hugged her jaw-dropping tits, leaving plenty of her golden-toned stomach open for public consumption. She wore her golden hair pulled back into a sleek ponytail and she wore her white running shoes laced up with short white socks hugging her ankles.
But the genuine surprise was a lithe, brown-haired stunner leaning on the rail beside her. Like Sam, her body glistened with sweat, and she wore a black sports bra and tight black lycra shorts that did little to hide a toned, fit body tight and sleek enough to have come straight from an Olympic track and field event. She had a tanned, golden complexion similar to Sammie’s, and streaks of golden blonde mingled with her mostly light brown hair. She squinted into the sun and covered her eyes as she stared at me from across the deck.
Sammie smiled at me and cocked her head, grinning. “You look like a man in need of a shower.”
I gazed down at my sweaty, oil-covered torso and shrugged. “Only if you’re joining me.”
Sammie giggled and shot her friend a sideways glance.
“Aren’t you going to introduce me?” I asked her as I turned toward the stranger.
Sammie giggled again, and the women exchanged a knowing frown.
“I told you he wouldn’t recognize you,” Sammie said to the woman under her breath.
The stranger pushed off the rail and flashed a smile, revealing a row of straight white teeth. “Trap, it’s me, Hazel.”
My jaw dropped, and I gawked at Hazel, or at least a woman who claimed she was Hazel. “Uhhhh… no way.”
Sam and Hazel traded a shit-eating grin and broke out into snickering laughter.
Hazel’s body was honed to aerobic perfection. Her tits were an inflated B-cup, and her stomach was flat and toned, her legs long and lean. But it was her ass that broke the sound barrier. It was supple, smooth, tight, and firm. It was the sort of booty that laid the groundwork for a body a million women would kill for. I had vastly underestimated the treasure trove the young research scientist had tucked away beneath her bulky sweatshirts and smothering lab coats.
“She’s a dime,” Sam said. “It’s okay. You can say it.” She hooked her arm around Hazel’s and grinned triumphantly. “It turns out our Miss Katz was the real prize all along.”
Hazel blushed and averted her gaze. “You make me sound like some kind of supermodel.”
“You changed your hair color?” I asked, soaking her in from head to toe.
“Nope,” Sammie said. “She’s been dying her hair dark brown. Can you believe it?” Her tone was incredulous, and she reached up to Hazel’s hair and touched her light-brown ponytail tinged with strands of blonde. “This beautiful hair is her natural shade.” Sammie shook her head. “It’s like painting over the Mona Lisa.”
“Why?” I asked, staring at Hazel.
She gazed at me through ocean-blue eyes and melted me into slag. “I worried that nobody in my profession would take me seriously if I looked like this. It’s hard for women in a world filled with stuffy old historians.”
I licked my lips and shook my head. “I can understand, but… just… wow. You are insanely pretty.”
Hazel smiled shyly and glanced at Sam, who beamed, standing beside her like a proud parent.
“Go ahead. Ask him,” Sammie said.
I turned my gaze from Hazel to Sam and frowned. “Ask me what?”
Hazel let out a deep breath and seemed to steal her courage before she blurted out. “Will you go out with me on a date?” She stared at me expectantly, holding her breath while Sam grinned proudly beside her.
The smart answer was no. After all, I had all but promised Maria the fifth and final spot in the harem. What would I do with Hazel except muddy the waters and put myself in an untenable position? But the woman who stood before me was not only drop dead gorgeous, but she was smart and had truly gone outside herself to ask me out. Then there was Sam, who had made Hazel a pet project. If I said no, she would direct her fury at me. But most of all, I simply wanted to say yes. I wanted to spend time in the presence of this insanely smart and beautiful woman.
“Yes,” I said. “I would love to go out with you.”






  
  Chapter 43


Ispent the rest of the week going between Maria at the Salty Parrot, Bella’s house for a home cooked meal, and with Sawyer, who wanted plenty of practice for our upcoming bonding ritual. Thoughts of a looming date with Hazel only slightly hampered my mood. But there was no doubt I was in up to my neck with five women currently occupying one hundred percent of my time. Adding Hazel to that mix was like tossing a stick of dynamite into a vat of nitroglycerin. What could go wrong? 
When the day came for the bonding ritual with Sawyer, Sam and Sawyer spent most of the morning at the third wife’s tomb making final preparations while I made a show of cleaning up the boat. Sawyer and Sam arrived at the marina later in the afternoon, all smiles and ready to go.
When the time came, we piled into my old truck and drove across town. The trip was lively, and the girls chatted happily. Before long, I pulled into the parking lot of a high-end spa built with plenty of chrome and glass.
Sam sat on the bench seat near the window, peppering Sawyer with last-minute questions.
“You’re sure it doesn’t hurt?” Sammie asked.
“It’s like going to sleep,” Sawyer said. “You won’t even know it happened until it’s all over.”
I killed the engine and frowned, gazing across the mostly empty lot toward a white Honda Civic. “I thought you said the place was closed.”
“It is closed,” Sawyer said, then traded a knowing glance with Sam I caught in the rearview mirror.
“I saw that look,” I said, spinning around to face them. “What aren’t you two telling me?”
Sawyer picked up my hand and laced her fingers in mine. “Don’t get mad, but we have someone else joining us for the bonding ritual.”
It wasn’t Brooke. I felt her bond pulling on me from the direction of the Patlee’s mansion. “Bella?” I asked.
“No,” Sam said. “Not Bella or Maria.”
I frowned and turned my gaze back to the Civic as a lithe, brown-haired woman stepped from the driver’s side door and gazed back over her car toward us. She wore a loose cut-off gray t-shirt and a pair of tight black athletic-style shorts. If I hadn’t just seen her a few days earlier, I would have never guessed her identity. “Hazel?” I whirled on the ladies. “You invited Hazel to this?” I tried to keep my voice calm, but there was no mistaking the heat rising in my tone.
Sam grabbed Sawyer’s hand and glared at me. “It was my idea. Don’t blame Sawyer. Hazel wanted to observe. She’s extremely skeptical about the whole thing.”
“Why didn’t you ask me?”
Sam blinked. “What would you have said?”
“No,” I said. “The ceremony is beyond intimate. Hazel and I have a working relationship. This will ruin that.”
“She deserves to watch,” Sam said. “Besides, you are the only person I know who still thinks you have a professional relationship with Hazel, and that includes Hazel. She loves you. You know that, right?”
Heat blossomed in my cheeks. “She doesn’t love me.” But even I wasn’t buying that lie.
Sawyer remained silent, staring down at her lap, and Sam rolled her eyes at me. “You’re so clueless sometimes,” Sam said. “Fine. I’ll send her home.” She reached for the door handle and the door groaned as she pushed it open.
“Wait,” I said.
Sam turned back to face me, waiting for me to speak.
I squeezed Sawyer’s hand. “Hazel’s presence doesn’t bother you?”
Sawyer met my gaze, measuring me with her exotic blue eyes. “I’m proud to take the bond. The ritual ceremony is beautiful. If Hazel wants to watch, then I’m fine with it.” She leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips. “Just don’t be mad. Okay?”
I let out a breath, and my shoulders relaxed. “Okay.” I glanced past her at Sammie. “Just make sure we keep her out of the circle.”
“I’m on it,” Sammie said. “Let’s go. It’s rude to keep her waiting.”
The three of us climbed from the truck and met Hazel in the parking lot beside her car.
She stood before us, gazing at me tentatively. The vestiges of the scientist were gone, replaced with the persona of a smoking hot south Florida co-ed. Hazel wore her blondish brown hair back in a sleek ponytail and the light coating of makeup on her face made her intimidatingly hot. Her lips were full and plump, and her ocean blue eyes sparkled under the fading afternoon sunlight.
She folded her arms over her gray cut-off t-shirt that accentuated her high, perky tits. Her exposed stomach gave way to lean, curvy hips and an ass that defied reality. Her legs, long, smooth and runner strong, seemed to go on for miles, ending in a pair of open-toed sandals and white polished toenails.
“You’re mad. Aren’t you?” Hazel asked me before she turned to face Sam. “I knew this was a bad idea. I’ll go.”
“No,” I said, sliding my hand in Sawyer’s. “I’m okay with it and so is Sawyer. How much do you know?”
“Sam told me everything,” Hazel said. “Or at least I think she did.”
“I did,” Sammie said. “Hazel will sit in the back corner of the room and observe.”
“With her clothes on,” I said. “I want to make that apparent right up front.”
“Yes,” Hazel said. “I promise not to disrobe.”
“Why not?” Sam asked. “She has a better body than the rest of us put together.”
I glared at Sam. “Because I said so.”
“You’re such a prude,” Sam said. “Hazel is a kinkier than you give her credit for.”
“Can we just get on with it?” Sawyer asked. “I don’t need you two arguing on the day of our bonding.”
Sam backed off and closed her mouth while Hazel averted her gaze, staring at something on the blacktop.
“Sorry,” I said to Sawyer, and tried to relax. “Lead the way.”
Sawyer held my hand as she led us into the spa and behind the counter. She unlocked a door with a key, and we stepped inside an office. We crossed behind the desk and Sawyer flipped a latch before a fake bookcase swung out on hinges, revealing a thick metal door.
“A secret door?” Hazel asked. “Cool.”
Sawyer grinned. “My dad has a flare for the dramatic. It’s a little over the top but he likes his toys.” She peered into the lens of a camera built into the wall. “It operates by facial recognition.”
The door clicked open and swung outward. We entered a small room, home to the now familiar black metal door securing the tomb.
“Does your family guard the locations of all five tombs?” Hazel asked.
“Yes,” she said. “Although the fifth one remains a bit of a mystery. As far as we know, no one has ever completed the bonding ceremony in the fifth wife’s tomb.”
“Interesting,” Hazel said.
Sawyer led us through the sealed door and into the ritual chamber below the spa. The tomb was like the first two, except for the ritual circle. It appeared brand new, with clean lines painted gold, entrenched directly on the smooth stone floor. Sawyer and Sam had placed the necessary unlit candles around the room and a plush green pillow sat in the center of the summoning circle. Unlike my bonding ceremony with Sammie, I noted the absence of a carpet beneath the pillow.
“No threesomes this time?” I asked, turning to Sawyer.
Her cheeks turned pink, and she forced a smile. “Not that I foresee, but you never know. The bonding part is all new for me. Honestly, I’m a little nervous.”
“I’m rooting for a pregnancy,” Sam said.
A nervous smile fluttered across Sawyer’s exquisite face. “I’ve got my fingers crossed.”
“How long is the…ummm… you know… the act,” Hazel asked, clearly uncomfortable with the question.
“Hours,” Sam said. “But it flies by as if it were minutes. Right, baby?” She gazed over at me.
“Right,” I said. “When it starts, nothing will matter except for Sawyer. She will consume every bit of my attention, almost like we were in a trance. The experience is as amazing as it is… unreal.”
“Wow,” Hazel said, staring off into space. “I promise you won’t even know I’m here.”
“There’s a chair back by the door,” Sawyer said as she pointed to a cushioned chair near the stairs. “If you get tired, thirsty or hungry, there’s a break room upstairs fully stocked with snacks and drinks.”
“Thanks,” Hazel said. “But I’m way too intrigued to leave.”
“Should we get started lighting the candles?” Sam asked.
The four of us went around the room lighting candles until warm candlelight bathed the entire space in soft, golden light. Sawyer double checked the tattoo machine and the inks while Hazel quietly observed, taking care not to step inside the ritual circle.
“I think we’re ready,” Sam said, looking around.
“Except for our clothes,” Sawyer said.
“Right,” Sam said and stripped off her t-shirt, revealing her big, braless, natural tits and nipples already hard enough to poke out an eye.
Hazel’s eyes bulged, and she scampered off to the back of the room before perching on her chair and averting her gaze.
Sammie laughed and shimmied out of her shorts with about as much concern as someone checking their watch for the time. The vibrant tattoo on her back came into full view and she kicked aside her shorts before turning to her spot on the circle.
Sawyer was close behind, stripping off her pink, spaghetti-string tank top, revealing her perky C-cups that jiggled as she tossed her shirt aside. Her white shorts followed onto the floor before she sauntered over to her spot on the pillow, completely naked.
All eyes were on me, including Hazel’s, whose gaze I felt drilling a hole into my back. I pulled off my t-shirt, revealing my smooth muscled torso and slipped out of my shorts. I stood before Sawyer and Sam with my half-hard cock dangling between my legs. My ass was to Hazel, and I kept it that way, preferring some level of modesty while I assumed my position near the back of the circle.
“Are we ready?” Sammie asked, gazing at Sawyer.
Sawyer nodded and let go of a long breath. “I’m so nervous. My heart is pounding.”
“Have fun with it,” Sammie said. “Just let yourself go.”
Sawyer nodded nervously and forced a smile. “I’m ready.”
Sammie gazed over at me and winked. “Good luck, baby. I love you.”
“I love you too,” I said. “See you on the other side.”
Sammie closed her eyes and lowered her head. A moment passed before her head jerked upright and she opened her eyes. Sammie’s normal bubbly expression had grown stern, and her blue eyes took on an edge of hardened steel. The goddess had arrived and turned her gaze directly on me.
“Good evening, my prince,” she said, her voice crisp and cool.
I tipped my head in a sign of respect. “Good evening, goddess.”
The goddess pushed up off her feet and gazed down at Sammie’s body, squeezing her tits together before letting them spring back into place. “Your wife is performing the ritual?” Her lips turned up into a smile, and she looked more than pleased.
“She is,” I said and nodded toward Sawyer. “The normal priestess is a little busy tonight.”
The goddess laughed and turned her gaze to Sawyer, who sat silently before the goddess, staring straight ahead as if afraid to speak.
The goddess crossed the circle to Sawyer and stood behind her. “You’re bonding with the priestess. That’s very welcome news.” She touched her hands to Sawyer’s head and frowned. “Relax, child. I won’t bite.”
Sawyer let out a held breath and tried to calm herself. “Sorry. I’m nervous.”
“You’re fertile,” she said. “That’s wonderful. Do you seek a child?” She asked, as if she had forgotten all about our threesome and her vow to keep Sawyer free of pregnancy.
“Yes,” Sawyer said without hesitation, shooting me a sideways glance. She smiled in my direction, and I returned her smile and added a wink.
“Good,” the goddess said. “Your love is strong.” It wasn’t a question, but Sawyer answered anyway.
“Very strong.” Sawyer’s eyes glistened with moisture. “I love Timothy very much.”
The goddess closed her eyes and rubbed Sawyer’s temples. “Relax and accept my blessing.” She mumbled words I couldn’t understand under her breath, then opened her eyes, smiling. “You will make an exceptional wife.” The goddess turned to me and smiled. “You chose well my prince.”
Normally I would interject and add some flippant response, but I tethered my inner smart ass for Sawyer’s sake. “Thank you. I love her very much.”
The goddess frowned. “I feel that love radiates from you. But there’s another soul with us today who you also love.” She turned and glanced over her shoulder in Hazel’s direction.
It was my turn to frown, and I tracked her gaze until it landed on Hazel. Was the goddess confusing my love for Samantha with Hazel? Or could she sense something about my feelings beyond my ability to understand?
The goddess turned to face Hazel. “You carry the gift. Come here, child.”
Hazel stared over at me, and her eyes went wide with shock. “Me?” she asked, her voice quivering.
“Yes, you.” She waved her forward. “Come now. I won’t harm you.”
I nodded at Hazel, and she slipped off her chair and tiptoed her way across the room. She stopped outside the circle, folding her hands in front of her and averting her gaze.
“You will be a powerful priestess,” the goddess said. “Why do you come to my chamber clothed?” The goddess turned to me and frowned. “Is she ashamed of her body?”
“No,” I said. “She has a beautiful body. She’s shy.”
The goddess’s expression softened, and she turned back to Hazel. “I sense that you love this man more than any of those he’s bonded.”
Hazel’s cheeks flushed crimson. “I… I….” She gazed over at me with panic in her eyes.
I gave her a soft nod of reassurance, and Hazel’s shoulders relaxed.
“Yes,” she said, her voice wavering. “I love him.”
“Take off your clothes and join us in the circle,” the goddess said. “You may watch and learn. Don’t be shy. You are among family.”
My cock swelled as visions of Hazel’s naked body flashed in my head.
Hazel swallowed and licked the dryness from her lips. She slipped out of her sandals and tossed them aside. “I’m not used to men seeing me naked.”
The goddess frowned. “He’s not a stranger off the street. You love him and your body is beautiful. Let him see.”
Hazel nodded faintly, furrowed her brow, then peeled off her loose gray t-shirt.
I held my breath and watched as the cotton material slithered over her lithe, athletic tummy.
She tossed aside the t-shirt and stood before the goddess wearing a white lace bra that looked surprisingly similar to the ones Sammie wore. The bra held her B-cup breasts perfectly, producing ripe, sumptuous cleavage that ticked my pulse an octave higher.
Her black shorts came next. Hazel slipped her thumbs inside her waistband and wriggled her hips from side to side before the shorts slid free, revealing matching white lace panties that rode high on her hips.
My stomach dipped and swirled, rich with butterflies. My cock joined the party, pulsing and stiffening until it grew thick and rigid. Her ass was as legendary as I imagined, and images of pounding Hazel doggy style invading my mind like a fever dream.
Hazel glanced in my direction, her gaze falling on my stiff cock. She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, freeing her perky tits. They barely moved as she dropped her bra and turned back to face the goddess. Her pink, quarter-sized areolas gave way to stiff, mouthwatering nipples that further enhanced her already sky-high sex appeal. Tan lines crisscrossed her chest, back and shoulders, marking the areas covered by her runner’s sports bra. The same was true of the tan lines running across her upper thighs where her shorts marked a clear delineation between her tanned flesh and her tender, hidden interior.
As she shimmied out of her panties, she blushed and once again averted her gaze. But that shyness made her more endearing, and the goddess smiled at her, her expression pleased.
“Simply exquisite,” the goddess said. “You are as lovely a creature as I’ve ever seen.”
Hazel stepped out of her underwear, showing off her pussy and a tight slit devoid of hair, without a hint of pink appearing between her legs. Her pussy appeared virginally tight, and I wondered if that wasn’t true.
Hazel stood naked before the goddess with her hands clasped before her and her gaze lowered.
“Step into the circle, child,” the goddess said. “And take your spot with your equals.”
Hazel did as the goddess commanded and crossed the circle before following the goddess timidly to a spot near the outer ring.
“Sit here and let me look at you,” the goddess said.
Hazel sat on the ground, cross-legged, with her body on full display.
Sawyer’s gaze tracked Hazel’s movements, and she stared at the lithe beauty with an expression of pride and adulation. Clearly, she had played a bigger role in Hazel’s transformation than she had let on and seemed to revel in the younger woman’s moment in the sun.
Hazel caught Sawyer’s eye, and the two exchanged a warm smile while the goddess stepped behind Hazel and placed her hands on either side of her head.
“A virgin,” the goddess said, her voice tinged with both surprise and excitement. She held still a moment longer and her smile widened. “And so fertile.” She opened her eyes and gazed across the circle at me. “I expect you’ll bond this one before we’re through.”
It wasn’t an ask, and I nearly choked on my breath. How could I pull that off? I had made promises and commitments that now seemed impossible to meet. “Yes, goddess,” I said, unable to think of anything else to say. If I objected, that would have not only hurt Hazel, but possibly pissed off the goddess right before a bonding ceremony. Besides, deep down, I wanted to bond Hazel. I felt deeply connected to her in a way I hadn’t before. Maybe it was her beauty or her vulnerability or that body that wouldn’t quit. Whatever it was, I wanted her.
The goddess stepped around to the front of Hazel and glanced back at me over her shoulder. “Bring her to me as a virgin.” She placed her finger under Hazel’s chin and gently raised her head until their eyes locked. “You will make a worthy priestess for the harem.”
Hazel smiled uneasily. “Thank you, goddess,” she said, her words barely audible and her voice quivering with nervous energy.
The goddess smiled triumphantly at me. “You have bonded one priestess with two more waiting in the wings. The ancient king has nothing on you, my prince.”
I tipped my head in acknowledgment. “Thank you, goddess.”
“Come. Let’s seal your bond with Sawyer.”
I rose from my seat, my hard cock swaying before like an upended tree trunk. As I laid eyes on Sawyer, thoughts of Hazel, Maria, and Bella fled from my mind. Her beauty commanded my full attention.
Sawyer smiled at me, her expression one of nervous excitement.
The goddess eyed my swaying cock and licked her lips. “Such a fine specimen. You will father many children in my name.”
I sat on the pillow before Sawyer, taking my customary seat. Then I broke script, leaned forward, and kissed her ripe, glossy lips. The taste of sweet mint flooded my mouth. “I love you, baby.”
Sawyer returned my kiss, drawing closer as if ready to explode. She gazed back at me through her exotic blue eyes, swimming with lust. “I love you too.”
“Excellent,” the goddess said. “Mount your mate, priestess, and let the ceremony begin.”
Sawyer wasted no time. She inched forward on the pillow, and I grabbed her hips, helping to stabilize her as she climbed aboard the SS Ashford. As she lowered herself, her perfect breasts jiggled and swayed and the way the candlelight illuminated her silky dark hair made her glow with radiance.
She draped her arms over my shoulders and eyed me nervously. “Ready?”
I leaned forward and kissed her softly on the lips, guiding her down near my cock. “Remember to let yourself go. Don’t fight the urge to come. That’s part of it. Okay?”
“Okay,” she whispered and reached down, grabbing hold of my cock and sliding my throbbing head through her warm, wet folds. Her hair tumbled forward, cascading over her chest as she sank down onto my cock and let out a soft, warbling moan of pleasure.
Her tight pussy pulsed around my rigid shaft, and a rush of adrenaline washed through my legs, leaving them weak and rubbery. I throbbed inside her, pushing deeper as Sawyer lowered herself until my cock fully impaled her.
Sawyer’s eyes took on a glassy faraway look, and she licked her lips as if savoring the feeling of my cock splitting her in half.
Out of the corner of my eye, I caught a movement from Hazel. Her hand dropped between her legs and the other slid up to her nipple, tweaking it between her fingers. Her mouth hung open and she let out a soft moan as she rocked forward, sliding her hand up and down her pussy.
I turned my attention fully on Sawyer and edged my hips higher, driving my cock deep inside while she rocked forward and backward, slowly fucking me.
Sawyer wrapped her legs around my waist and locked her ankles behind my back. She settled in for the long haul and leaned forward, finding my lips with her hungry mouth. Our tongues met and swirled together as her moans and stiff grunts filled my mouth. She ran her hands down my chest and back up again, sliding her fingers over my nipples before exploring my muscled chest.
I thrust harder and deeper, and Sawyer matched my rhythm. I cupped her ass in my palms, and the tight heat of her pussy sent waves of pleasure spiraling through my body.
Sawyer’s ass clapped off my thighs and her tits bounced off my chest, then met with a light slapping sound before starting the rotation all over again.
The world drained away, and nothing mattered except Sawyer’s body, her exquisite face, and those mesmerizing blue eyes. We fucked slow and deep, then harder and faster. Sawyer’s moans grew louder, and she furrowed her brow before her eyes rolled back in her head and she shuddered with ecstasy. Goosebumps crisscrossed her chest, and she tightened her legs around my waist, wracked with her first orgasm.
My head thrummed with a tidal wave of pleasure, and I let myself go, grunting as my cock pulsed and I came deep inside her. Ribbons of hot cum flowed into her cervix, and my cock spurted, unrelenting and gushing, fountaining jizz like Old Faithful. I cupped her tits in my hands and squeezed her nipples as I gazed down and watched my cock tick with each ejaculation, flooding her womb with my fertile seed.
My cock glistened with her wetness and the sounds of our fucking didn’t stop as I continued fucking her long after my orgasm faded.
We entered the trance of the ritual, our orgasms coming and going as the hours flowed by like seconds. Nothing mattered except Sawyer, and the world slipped away. Our bodies glistened with perspiration, and I lost myself in her eyes, handing her my soul as she gave hers right back to me.
It was Sammie’s voice that ultimately broke the spell. “Guys, we’re done,” she whispered.
Sawyer and I came back into the present and the tug of a third wife’s bond joined the earlier two.
Hazel lay on her back, spread eagle, her body sweaty and her nudity forgotten. She seemed to have left her shyness at the door.
Sawyer pulled back, sliding my cock from her, then stretched out her legs on either side of me. “I’m spent.”
I leaned back, propping myself up on my hands, and gazed down at Sawyer’s pussy. Like her harem sisters, she appeared as clean and fresh as if she had just stepped from the shower. I turned my attention to Sawyer’s face and grinned. “Well, how does the bond feel?”
“Awesome,” she said, nearly giddy with happiness. “You guys weren’t kidding about feeling your emotion. You love me as much as I love you.”
“I wouldn’t have asked you to marry me otherwise,” I said. “We’re stuck with each other now.”
Sawyer sighed happily and turned her attention on Sam. “How do the tattoos look?”
“Amazing,” she said.
Behind us, Hazel had apparently recovered. She wandered in a circle with her phone camera in hand, snapping pictures of my and Sawyer’s backs. She hadn’t bothered putting on her clothes. That cow had long since left the barn. Her eyes were wide with excitement and her light-brown hair had fallen free of her ponytail holder and now hung loose over her shoulders.
“Let’s see,” Sawyer said.
Hazel came around and sat between us on her knees, pitching her hair back over her shoulder, which gave us all an unfettered view of her perky tits. “This is Sawyer’s tattoo.” She held out the camera for us to see.
The tattoo on Sawyer’s back once again showed a thematic version of my face interwoven with swirling designs of electric blue and vivid gold. The blue in the tattoo perfectly matched the vibrant color of her eyes.
My tattoo now had three faces forming what would be a circle on my back. Sawyer’s face sat just below Sam’s and had the same blue and gold colors flowing from a layer of her dark hair. Her eyes appeared electric on my back, giving her the otherworldly appearance of a goddess.
Sammie sat down beside Sawyer and kissed her harem sister on the cheek. “Welcome to the family, sweetie.”
Sawyer beamed. “Thank you. It’s an amazing feeling.”
“We should celebrate with champagne,” I said.
“I love champagne,” Hazel said.
Sawyer frowned and touched her midsection. “Do you mind if I pass? If I’m pregnant, I don’t want to hurt the baby.”
“Do you think you are?” Sammy asked excitedly.
“Maybe. I feel different, but that might just be the bond. It’s kind of tipped my world upside down.” She glanced at me and smiled. “In a good way.”
“Of course, we don’t mind,” I said, then turned my gaze on Hazel’s beautiful face. I wasn’t about to spoil our big day discussing what the goddess said, but it was weighing heavy on my mind.
Hazel met my gaze and blushed. “What?”
“It’s good to see you let yourself have some fun,” I said.
She seemed to relax. “It was fun. Almost too much fun.”
“Should we get going?” Sam asked. “Brooke’s back at the beach house, putting together a little family reception. Bella is on her way, and I think she called Maria too.”
My stomach tightened into a knot. Three women remained with two open spots. What would old King Itzcoatl do in my position? Someone was getting their heart broken. The only question was who.






  
  
      
        
          Lucky Seven

          
		      
          

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  Chapter 44


As we strolled across the natural history museum’s empty, cavernous mezzanine, I casually held Hazel’s hand in mine. Our footsteps echoed off the marble tile and silvery moonlight streamed through the plated, stain-glass windows circling the massive entryway high overhead. 
“I love coming here at night,” Hazel said as she turned her gaze toward the rafters where signs directed visitors to the museum’s many exhibits.
She laced her fingers in mine and glanced up at me, her expression uncertain. “Do you hate this? I bet you would rather be at the bar with Maria.”
I squeezed her hand and frowned. “I’m not that shallow, am I?”
Hazel smiled, and a shaft of moonlight reflected off her pink, glossy lips. She had pulled out all the stops for our date, starting with a body-hugging white dress that ended halfway down her thighs. She showed plenty of her lithe, athletically honed legs, and her light-brown hair cascaded over her shoulders in rich, silky waves. Her makeup and outfit had Sam’s fingerprints all over them.
Hazel Katz was a beautiful woman, but part of me wished she would just be herself. That said, her dress had attracted the eyes of everyone, men and women included, both at the restaurant and then again at the dance club.
Hazel’s smiled faded ever so slightly. “I didn’t say that. It’s just….” She shrugged.
“Just what?”
“I can’t compete with the other women in your life. This outfit and this makeup aren’t me. I’m kind of boring. I like video games and action flicks. Everyone stared at me at the restaurant, and I was two left feet at the dance club.”
“Everyone stared because you’re crazy beautiful. That aside, there’s no crime in just being yourself? And for the record, I love video games and action flicks. I also love staying in just as much, if not more, than going out.”
Hazel’s shoulders seemed to relax. “Don’t say that just to make me feel better.”
“That’s the honest truth.” I held up three fingers, mimicking the boy scout salute. “I like you for you. Not your makeup or your dress, but those don’t hurt anything.” I grinned. “Just so you know, Brooke and Sam equally share your love for movies. Brooke likes action flicks too.”
She pressed in closer, deepening her grip on mine, and sighed contentedly. We continued down the hallway leading toward the Aztec exhibit Hazel had spent her career building. “Maybe you’re right,” she said. “I just get so insecure around them. They’re so gorgeous.”
“And you’re not?” I stopped her in the hallway and turned her around to face me. “You’re beautiful, smart, funny, and I’m having a great time with you. Next time, let’s make our date something you love to do.”
Hazel’s lips curved up in a smile and she peered at me out of her smoldering blue eyes. “I’d like that.” She glanced back over her shoulder toward the massive double doors leading to the Aztec collection. “Come on. I want to show you something.” She tugged on my hand and led me into the Aztec room.
While she led me past the display cases and life-sized statues, my gaze dropped to her tight ass, and I gawked at her swaying hips and the way the hemline of her dress hugged her toned hamstrings. Even her calf muscles rippled with lean muscle. Hazel embodied the phrase legs for days, and a kernel of desire sprouted in my brain.
We passed an array of golden artifacts, ancient Aztec clothing, pottery, sculptures, tools and even a jewel-encrusted sword. But Hazel had her eye on a nearly invisible door near the back of the exhibit hall. When we reached the metal door, she punched a code into the security console and the lock clicked.
“It’s just down this hallway,” she said, smiling back at me as she pushed open the door.
She led me by the hand down a far less glamorous hallway with linoleum tile and office doors lining each side. When we reached the end of the hall, we came face to face with a steel vault door. Hazel tapped in another security code, this one far longer than the first.
“Should I be worried?” I half joked as Hazel pulled the heavy door open on its hinges. “I feel like we’re running a bank heist.”
She smiled back at me over her shoulder. “Maybe you should be worried. Especially if I trapped you in here with me.”
“That sounds more like a fantasy than an actual problem,” I said.
Hazel laughed and pulled me into a large vault filled with racks of dusty books, scrolls, and artifacts in various states of restoration.
“Have a seat,” she said, gesturing to a plain wooden chair situated before a stainless steel examination table.
I sat in the chair while Hazel crossed the room and knelt before another, smaller safe.
“This place is as secure as I could make the figurine,” she said as she spun the dial on the combination lock.
“This is where you stowed it?” I watched her as she opened the safe door.
“Yes,” she said, and pulled the door open wide. “The figurine and this scroll.”
Hazel came away holding a metallic tray laden with the figurine Brooke and I recovered from the wreck of the Lady Dancer and an ancient scroll sealed away inside a clear plastic bag. She placed the tray on the table and pulled up a second chair. She sat down beside me, shoulder to shoulder, where we faced two ancient treasures, one I recognized and one I didn’t.
I gazed at the scroll, which looked frail enough to whither to dust under a light breeze. Strange writing and faded pictographs filled the page, along with drawings of the goddess and the ancient Aztec harem master, Itzcoatl himself. “Is that the mark of the harem master?” I asked, pointing to a five-faced symbol near the bottom of the page.
The symbol was shaped like a wreath drawn with beautiful flowing faces, drifting together like flowing water. The middle section of the tattoo was hollow.
“It is,” Hazel said. She leaned forward, hovering over the scroll with our shoulders touching. She tucked a lock of her long hair behind her ear and studied the scroll with a look of intellectual curiosity etched on her beautiful face. “This is the interesting part.” She pointed to a line of writing halfway down the page.
“What does it say?” I asked.
“It’s tough to say exactly,” Hazel said. “The writing is faded in spots, but it has do with a celestial event that takes place in October.”
I picked up the figurine, its gold body glistening under the fluorescent lights. “Didn’t you say that the word on the body of the figurine translates to October?”
“That’s what makes it so significant,” Hazel said. “I crossed checked the celestial events that may have lined up with the figurine and the scroll.” She turned slightly to face me, and mere inches separated her face from mine.
With her lips and eyes so close to mine, a swirl of nervous anticipation fluttered through my stomach. I felt slightly intimidated sitting next to the brainy scholar who could have easily stepped from the pages of a Sports Illustrated swimsuit issue. Her sweet scent, honey and warm vanilla, floated over me like a dream. My cock shifted in my pants and a wave of primal desire nearly overcame me. For a moment, I forgot what we were discussing until Hazel picked the conversation back up.
“There was a full moon in October during the year we believe the tomb was constructed. But that’s not extraordinary. Then there was a lunar eclipse which many have some significance. But it was the last celestial event that caught my attention.”
I resisted the urge to lean forward and kiss her, and instead studied her face intently, memorizing every curve, line, and distinguishing characteristic. I had never felt so drawn to Hazel, and in that moment, I knew the goddess was right. We were meant for each other. “What event?”
She smiled at me nervously, as if reading my mind, and folded her hands in her lap while she crossed one long athletic leg over the other. “The transit of Venus directly over central Florida.”
I raised an eyebrow. “Venus, the goddess of love.”
“Exactly,” Hazel said. “It fits, right? Venus is the brightest object in the sky. And when it’s in transit, that lightly dims slightly, which may or may not have something to do with the treasure.”
“When is the next time Venus is in transit?” I asked.
“November seventh,” she said. “Which will give you plenty of time to bond Bella and Maria.”
My stomach dropped. “What do you mean? You heard the goddess. It’s you who I need to bond.”
Hazel shook her head, and her eyes glistened with fresh tears. “I’m sorry, Trap. I can’t do it.”






  
  Chapter 45


Iswung my chair around and faced Hazel. Our knees touched, and I picked up her hands off her lap. “What’s this all about?” I rubbed my thumbs over the back of her trembling hands. 
Hazel’s chin quivered with emotion, and she met my gaze through her blue watery eyes. “You don’t love me that way,” she said. “I don’t want to be with you out of pity.” She sniffled and lowered her gaze, staring down at our held hands. “I’ll help you find the treasure, but that’s it.”
I let out a heavy sigh and squeezed her hands. My feelings for her ran much deeper than even I realized until that night. The goddess was right. I loved her and had spent the better part of a year convincing myself I didn’t. Maybe it was our professional relationship or our age difference. I hadn’t wanted to appear like some creepy pervert who sexually harasses young women. But all bets were off. If I wanted her, I had to prove to her just how much I love her. A flood of suppressed memories rushed through my head, and I spoke softly, from the heart, while I gently caressed her hands in mine.
“Your middle name is Louise, but you hate that name because it reminds you of your Aunt Louise, who has a smoker’s cough and a big hairy mole growing on her chin.”
Hazel sniffled and glanced up at me, giving me the shyest of smiles.
“You love to run, but what most people don’t know about you is that you’re also heavily into yoga and Pilates. You teach a yoga class every Saturday and Sunday at the student center, and you begged me not to go.”
“You remembered that?” she asked, her smile brightening if only by a little.
“Your birthday is on May 30th. You travel north to your parents’ lake cottage in Michigan where your entire family celebrates it as part of Memorial Day weekend.”
Her smile brightened. “It’s Lake —”
“Lake Minnewaukan,” I said, cutting her off. “I’ve even looked it up. I keep hoping you’ll invite me one year.”
Her eyes widened, and the crying stopped. “Really?”
I leaned forward and kissed her ever so softly on the lips. “Your eyes are ocean blue, but when you’re focusing on your work, they turn a pale shade of gray. It’s a strange thing, but either way, you’re so incredibly beautiful.”
“Trap, I —”
I held my finger to her lips, stopping her before she could speak. “Your favorite color is turquoise, and you have a golden retriever named Beau. You love rainy days, and your favorite food is sushi, which is why I took you to Morimoto’s tonight for dinner.”
Her eyes glistened with fresh tears, and she gazed at me as if afraid to speak.
“You are nobody’s second place choice, including mine. You are a stunningly beautiful woman, inside and out. I’m incredibly lucky that you even spared me a second look.”
Hazel’s hands trembled in mine while an errant tear rolled down her cheek.
“I love you, Hazel. I’ve just been too scared to admit it. Maybe because you could do so much better than me.” I shrugged. “And if you think I’m letting you go, you’re crazy.”
Hazel sniffled and then smiled at me sweetly. “I love you too,” she said. “So much.” Then she surprised me.
Hazel stood, stepped between my parted legs and climbed onto my lap, straddling me as her dress rode up her thighs, revealing the white patch of her cotton panties. She wrapped her arms around my neck and leaned into me, finding my lips with hers. She kissed me tenderly, letting her lips linger on mine, then she backed away, gazing into my eyes while she brushed an errant lock of hair off my forehead. “I’ve waited so long to hear you tell me those words.” Her voice quivered with emotion. “But if I give you my heart, there’s no going back. Promise.”
I wrapped my hands around her waist, then slid them lower, cupping her tight ass in my hands. My cock throbbed, aching against the front of my pants. My cock fit snuggly between her ass crack and stiffened, pulsing to rigid hardness. I gazed into her blue eyes and kissed her again. “I promise.”
She nodded with satisfaction, then leaned forward, running her fingers through my hair before our lips met and our mouths opened. Our tongues twined, hot and hungry, and Hazel rocked on my lap, grinding her ass and pussy against my raging cock.
She tasted sweet like cotton candy and her vanilla scent washed over me, making me dizzy with lust. I tugged at the hem of her dress, exposing her ass before sliding my fingers inside the back of her panties and filling my hands with her bare flesh.
Hazel moaned in my mouth. Her rapid breaths flashed from her nostrils and washed over my upper lip. She ground her hips, dry humping me as my cock pulsed, swollen and aching inside my pants.
I squeezed her ass flesh, kneading her perfect cheeks between my open fingers and thrusting upward, lifting Hazel off the chair while she dry fucked me. I slid my hand lower until my fingertips rested on her flesh where the curve of her ass met the firmness of her upper thighs. Heat from her pussy radiated over my outstretched hand.
She hastily broke off the kiss, breathing hard and gazing into my eyes. Her shy reservation evaporated under a wash of pure lust. “Fuck me, Trap. I’m ready.”
I stood up, cradling her ass in my arms while she locked her legs around my waist. I laid her gently on the table and leaned forward with my arms pinned on either side of her shoulders. “You aren’t losing your virginity on a research table,” I said, my voice husky with lust.
“But I want you so bad,” she said, squeezing her legs tighter and humping me. She dug her fingers into my shoulders and peppered my face with kisses. “I want you to be my first.”
The goddess had told me to bring Hazel as a virgin and I meant to honor that request. I leaned over and kissed her softly on the lips. “Let me take care of you first and then we’ll decide.”
Her eyes took on a nervous yet wondrous expression somewhere between fear and lust, but she nodded, furrowing her brow. “Okay,” she whispered before she releasing the steel grip of her legs around my waist.
She stretched out beneath me with the material of her white dress coiled around her waist, revealing her upper thighs and panty-clad pussy. She had silky smooth thighs, long lithe legs, and hips that belonged on a Michelangelo sculpture. The indentation of her pussy lips showed slightly through the thin white cotton of her panties and the tight V-shape formed at that junction disappeared between her powerful thighs. I ran my hands inside her inner thighs and gently pried open her legs as goosebumps crisscrossed her creamy flesh.
I ran my hands lower, gliding them along her long supple legs and down to her tiny feet, each princess perfect with her toenails polished white. Hazel Katz gave all new meaning to finding a diamond in the rough. I found the notion that no one had pursued her as ludicrous, but she had never mentioned a boyfriend or even a fling. How many men had she fled from in her life? How many had fallen short of breaching the gates of heaven? I had been a fucking fool to disregard her for so long. What was I thinking?
She peered up at me, her expression nervous. “What are you doing?” she whispered, stretching out her arms beside her while her long brown hair flayed out like a layer of brown silk tossed behind her head.
“Relax.” I kissed in between her upper thighs and gazed down at the treasure lurking between her legs.
Hazel shuddered, but her body relaxed against the table. She bit her lower lip and smiled up at me, her blue eyes twinkling. “Oh,” she said, as if she had a revelation.
I grinned and kissed my way down each thigh, sliding my palms lower and savoring the feeling of her soft, smooth flesh.
She raised her hips off the table, causing her ass to contract and her lean legs to ripple taut with muscle. Her tight cotton panties wedged in her ass crack, highlighting every sensational curve.
“Wow,” I said, and licked the dryness from my lips. “Your body is incredible.”
Her cheeks turned a pale shade of pink and she smiled innocently. “Thanks. But my boobs aren’t the biggest.”
“They’re as perfect as the rest of you,” I said and guiding her panties over her ass and down her legs, leaving her exposed slit wide open.
My heart pounded and my breaths came short and fast. I fought the urge to drop my pants, climb onto the table, and take her virginity then and there. But I resisted, reminding myself of the stakes.
Hazel gazed up at me, her body completely relaxed. She held her parted legs open for me to access her slick wet slit, and I wasn’t about to let her down.
I leaned forward and started high on her inner thighs, taking turns, kissing my way down each before using my tongue on the soft crevice where her thighs met her picture-perfect pussy.
Hazel let out a warbling moan, slipped her fingers into my hair, and draped her long legs over my shoulders. “That feels amazing,” she whispered.
Her pussy glistened with wetness, but her scent was non-existent. Her mons and lips were smooth, without a hint of stubble to prickle my tongue. I ran the flat of my tongue upward along her slit, tasting her sweet juices as I went.
Hazel let out a quick gasp and shuddered before lifting her hips off the table and meeting my outstretched tongue. “Oh my God,” she said, her words coming out in a rush.
I cupped her ass in my hands and went lower, licking her slit up and down as her juices seeped from her hot pussy.
She squeezed her legs together, mashing my face between her silky-smooth thighs. “Don’t stop,” she repeated as she grabbed fistfuls of my shaggy hair in her hands.
I dipped the tip of my tongue in her sweet trench and lapped up her juices. I worked my way lower, sliding my tongue in her honey hole and back up, licking through her pink folds until I reached her buried cherry, ripe for plucking.
Hazel writhed on the table, gasping and moaning, gyrating her hips and fucking my outstretched tongue.
I unburied her clit and swirled my tongue over the top, flicking my tip over her pink sprout in rapid, flickering motions.
Hazel’s breaths grew short and shallow. She pulled on my hair and dug her bare toes into my shoulders. “Baby, don’t you ever fucking stop.”
I pulled Hazel’s clit between my lips and gently suckled as I swirled my tongue over her labia stuffed inside my mouth.
She arched her back, gasped, and let out a loud cry a moment before a torrent of her juices flooded my mouth and covered my lips and chin.
I licked her clean, kissing and exploring as Hazel’s body tremored and shook, wracked by the aftershocks of her explosive orgasm.
Her breath caught in her throat, but her body relaxed, and she loosened the death grip of her thighs around my face. She breathed deep, cleansing breaths and released the stranglehold on my hair.
I kissed my way up her thighs until I reached her knees and gazed up her body, giving her my best smile. “Well, that worked.”
Hazel laughed and sat upright with her legs dangling over the table and me standing between her parted legs. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and kissed me softly. “You really love me?”
“I really love you,” I said. “And if you’ll have me, I want to bring you into the family. Will you marry me and bond with me, Hazel Louise Katz.”
Her eyes swelled with tears, and her bottom lip trembled. She nodded and squeezed me tight. “Yes. I’ll marry you.”
We embraced, and I drew her slight frame tight against me. I kissed her softly high on the side of her head and drew in her sweet vanilla scent. As much as I loved Hazel, the thought of letting Maria go made sickened me.
Hazel drew back and kissed me again. “I don’t want to go home tonight, and I want to have sex with you so bad. But I remember what the goddess said about bringing me to her as a virgin. Are you okay with not… doing it?”
I laughed and kissed her again. “Let’s go home. It’s not too late to watch a movie in bed.”
Her smile widened, and she hugged me again. “You’re the best harem master ever.”
I chuckled, and she laughed. “Maybe you’ll get to find out what I can do with my tongue?”






  
  Chapter 46


Rays of morning sunshine pierced the clear hatch just above my galley. But the sunshine had yet to chase away the shadows hugging my bed, where I huddled under the covers with a warm, soft body pressed against me. 
My morning wood throbbed under the blankets, aching for sweet release, and then my memories kicked in.
The soft body belonged to Hazel, who lay beside me with her head resting on my shoulder and her bare leg slung over my midsection. Her silky brown hair stretched over my chest, where she rested her hand near my solar plexus. Hazel’s breaths came in a shallow, steady rhythmic pattern that marked comfortable sleep.
I ran my hand down her bare back, soaking in her warm skin, then rested my palm on her panty-clad ass. Last night, we watched a movie in bed and our clothes came off piece by piece before Hazel fell asleep in my arms wearing nothing but her panties. After a full night of edging and now with a beautiful, half-naked woman in my arms, I needed a release.
My cock throbbed with my tip nestled against Hazel’s firm thigh. If memory served, Hazel had pulled away my boxers and spent the middle part of the movie playing with my aching hard cock. Now I was fit to explode, and the tip of my cock glided over pre-cum pooled on her leg that still oozed from my fat knob.
Hazel moved her leg slightly as if awakened and her breathing patterns shifted. She let out a soft moan and ran her fingers across my chest, grinding up against my hip as her tight ass gyrated under my palm.
I slipped my hand inside the back of her panties and squeezed her warm flesh, kneading her ripe, virginal ass as I kissed the side of her head.
I felt her lips on my neck, kissing me softly. She shifted her leg lower, and it caught on my rigid cock before sliding away, leaving my manhood swaying from side to side.
“I’m sorry,” she whispered in my ear, kissing my lobe and flickering the tip of her tongue inside my ear. “I meant to take care of you last night.” She reached down and slipped her fingers around the base of my cock and gently squeezed. “You poor thing. What kind of horrible girlfriend am I?”
Her warm breath curled over my ear and down my neck, sending a jolt of sexual energy racing down my spine. She pulled back the covers and gazed down at my stiff meat.
My cock pulsed in her firm grip, oozing crystal clear pre-cum. Like a boxer who had staved off defeat for twelve rounds, it wouldn’t take much to finish me. I mauled Hazel’s bare ass in my meaty grip, and she ground her hips faster until the heat from her pussy warmed my thigh. “Morning sex is the best sex,” I said, my voice gravelly.
Hazel let out a sweet laugh and kissed her way lower, moving down my neck and over my chest. She sat upright, pushing the blanket down my legs, then tossed her long hair back over her shoulders. She sat beside me on her knees and leaned forward, once again warming my cock in her petite hand.
Her tits were on the smallish side, but perfectly proportioned for her slight frame. They were high and firm, with puffy pink areolas and stiff nipples. The way they jiggled and bounced while she stroked my cock made my brain numb with lust. And her body was fucking ridiculous with its perfect symmetry and sensual curves. Her taut stomach revealed the faint lines of a four-pack and her hips flared out, conforming perfectly to her high, tight panties.
Hazel eyed me, her blue eyes simmering with mischief. A lock of her hair fell forward, partially covering her face, which somehow only added to her over-the-top beauty. She caressed my cock with firm but gently strokes, swirling her thumb around my tip before she turned to gaze at my stiff rod. “What was I thinking?” She murmured as if admonishing herself, then she lowered her head and her hair cascaded over my stomach, sending a sharp shudder rifling up my spine.
Goosebumps flashed across my chest and legs, and I reached out on either side of me, grabbing fistfuls of blanket.
She licked the tip of my cock, cleaning away the pre-cum, then lowered her lips around my knob, forming an air-tight seal. Her tongue swirled, shifting directions, exploring her way around my knob like she was licking a lollipop.
I let out a wobbling moan, and my head pulsed with waves of pure pleasure. She knew exactly what I needed. I edged my hips higher, sliding my cock deeper into her mouth, and Hazel never batted an eye.
She dipped her head lower, taking me deep inside her mouth, sliding my cock over the fat of her slippery tongue while she kept a constant stroking motion near the base of my shaft.
Warm and wet, my cock was dipped inside a velvety wonderland of pure ecstasy. My shaft pulsed inside her mouth and my tip brushed the back of her throat.
Hazel came off my cock with a pop, slurping away a line of saliva while she inhaled deeply. She gave my cock two long strokes as if polishing a prized trophy, then resumed her blowjob, taking my cock all the way in her mouth. She bobbed up and down, working her tongue over my shaft as she let out slobbery gagging sounds.
I moaned, thrusting my cock into her throat, face fucking her while Hazel gagged. My mind was lost in a fog of brazen lust, and I needed nothing except to empty my seed deep inside her perfect little mouth. “Baby, I’m close,” I managed to squeak out, but Hazel didn’t move.
She moved lower, sliding my cock halfway down her throat and sucking me with an expertise that rivaled Maria. Up and down she went, her hair splayed out across my stomach and her hand locked around my base.
My orgasm arrived like a thunderhead. I grunted and came gushing a monster load down the back of her throat. My legs trembled and my cock pulsed, spurting ropes of hot jizz, splashing it across her tongue and inside her mouth.
Hazel came off my cock, opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, milking my cum between her pretty pink lips.
A line of jizz striped her lower lip, and another flashed across her cheek. But she collected most of my seed on her tongue before swallowing every drop.
I collapsed back onto the bed, gasping for breath, completely spent and grinning like a fool.
She didn’t miss a drop, cleaning her face and licking my cock clean until nothing remained but my staff glistening with her saliva.
Hazel may have been a virgin, but this wasn’t her first rodeo. When it came to sucking cock, she was a schooled pro and someday I would ask her how she gained such expertise. But that day wasn’t today.
She crawled up my body and met me face to face, before pushing an errant lock of hair behind her ear and grinning at me. “Good morning, sunshine. Feel better?”
“Much,” I said. “How did you sleep?”
“Like a proverbial baby,” she said. “I love the motion of the water and falling asleep in your arms.” She sighed contentedly. “It doesn’t get any better.”
“Get used to it, because once we’re bonded, my home is your home.”
Her grin widened. “You’re singing my song, Mr. Music Maker.” She laughed, leaned forward, and kissed me on the lips. “Now I have to go to work.”
“I see how it is. You use me for sex and then run away.”
Her jaw dropped and her eyes widened with feigned shock, but there was no actual heat in her expression. “Hey. I’m not like that.”
I laughed and pulled her into a kiss. “I know. Go do smart things while I figure out how to let Maria down easy.”
Hazel frowned, and her smile faded. “I’m sorry. If you want to change your mind, I —”
I put my finger to her lips and shook my head. “Just… no. Don’t say another word.”
She smiled and kissed my fingertip. “Okay. Call me if you need a shoulder to cry on.” She hopped from the bed and stood before me, working her hair into a ponytail.
I couldn’t take my eyes off the way her panties bunched inside her tight little ass crack. “Mother Nature must have cheated a whole lot of women when she gave you that ass.”
Hazel glanced over her shoulder and down at her best feature. “It is pretty good, isn’t it?” She laughed. “But that wasn’t mother nature. It was hundreds of hours of yoga, Pilates, and running.” She slipped into her dress and turned her back to me so I could work the zipper. “Zip me, baby.”
“Take my truck,” I said. “I’ll come pick it up later.”
She turned around to face me. “You’re sure? I can call an Uber.”
“Positive. It gives me a chance to come visit. Besides, we should work out a date for our bonding ritual. The fifth and final tomb awaits.”
“It’s Bella next, right?” There was zero anger or jealously behind her eyes, which made me even more sure I made the right decision.
“This weekend,” I said. “She spent most of the week over at Sawyer’s with Sam and Brooke. It’s like a slumber party at the big house.”
“One I can’t wait to join,” she said before leaning over and giving me one last kiss. “I love you,” she said.
“Love you too,” I said. “I’ll call you later today.”
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Ihung around the boat all morning thinking about the best way to let Maria down gently. I didn’t want to break up with her before or during her work shift. That was an asshole move, and I already felt like a huge asshole after basically telling her I loved her and promising to bond with her. 
I checked my watch. Her shift started in less than an hour. If I went to the Salty Parrot and had a beer, I feared she would see right through me and pull the bad news out of me before I was ready to tell her.
After two beers and an hour of quiet deliberation on my sun deck, I decided to text her near the end of her shift. I would ask her to meet me on my boat where I would deliver the bad news. If she decided to sink my boat with me in it, I wouldn’t blame her. A few minutes of pain, then a clean break. Afterward, I could bond Bella and Hazel before the six of us focused on the treasure.
I picked up my phone to order a ride to Hazel’s office when a soft voice caught me by surprise.
“Look at you watching the day go by,” Maria said from behind me.
I swiveled in my seat, and my heart sank into my shoes.
Maria stood near the gangway, wearing a pair of cutoff jean shorts and a black Salty Parrot t-shirt. She wore the silver necklace I gave her, with the amber pendent nestled in the curves of her exquisite cleavage and the sunshine glistening off the diamonds. Her smile was soft and warm, her expression calm, and her eyes were filled with love.
I wanted to crawl into a fucking hole and die. “Hey there, beautiful lady.”
“Hey yourself,” she said and crossed the deck before she slipped onto my lap, leaned in and gave me a warm kiss on the lips. “I’ve missed you the last couple of days.”
She looked beyond beautiful, with her raven hair glistening in the sun and her hazel eyes radiant and warm. I couldn’t help myself. I slipped my arm around her waist and drew her in tight, sliding my hand down to her tight ass. “I planned to come into the bar tonight,” I said. “It looks like I won’t be disappointed.” That was on its face a lie, but the sentiment was as real as it got.
“Good,” she said and kissed me again, this time letting her lips linger a second longer. “But since I’m here, I may as well ask you anyway.” She drew in closer, sliding her ass over my cock and pressing her soft tit into my chest.
I raised an eyebrow and gazed at her expectantly as my cock stiffened under her exquisite weight. “I’m intrigued.” That was the truth but inside I was melting. How could I break her heart when I loved her so much?
“Sunday night my mom is cooking. She wants to meet you.”
I worked hard to control my emotional response, but I feared my pounding heart would give me away. How could I break up with her now? Easy — I couldn’t. At least not tonight. I drew Maria in for a hug and held her tight. “I would love to,” I said and drew in her soft pure scent.
She slid her hands up my back and kissed me softly high on the cheek. “Promise you’ll come in tonight?”
“Wild horses,” I said. “Save my seat.”
She laughed and kissed me again. “Okay, baby.” She drew back, smiled and kissed me on the lips before hopping off my lap. “I’ve to go. See you soon, okay?”
“Okay,” I said, forcing a smile I hoped she couldn’t see straight through.
“Love you,” she said.
“I love you too,” I said and meant it.






  
  Chapter 48


By the next afternoon, any thought of breaking it off with Maria had fizzled. In fact, Brooke and Sam weren’t making my already delicate situation easier by embracing Maria as tightly as they had. They were off for the day. Out on the sea aboard the Topless Mermaid for sun and fun along with Maria and Hazel. 
Maria wasn’t stupid, and neither was Hazel. They could do math. They knew the key to the treasure room meant five wives, not six. I didn’t like it, but Maria was the odd woman out. Not because I loved her any less, but because my promise to her wasn’t as rigid as the ones I made with Bella and Hazel.
That left my afternoon free to spend with Sawyer. We spent the day around the pool and discussing the details of tomorrow night’s ritual with Bella. Throughout the day, my head was a million miles away. I couldn’t get my mind off Maria.
By the time dinner rolled around, Bella had gone home to pack a bag, and I picked at the dinner Sawyer had so lovingly prepared.
We sat at one of the big, round outdoor tables on the Patlee’s wide veranda overlooking the ocean. A light wind buzzed up from beach and soft music floated over from the poolside speakers.
Sawyer set down her fork and frowned. “Trap, you can’t let this decision eat you up. Just because you don’t bond Maria doesn’t mean you have to love her any less. Itzcoatl had over twenty wives,” she said. “You can have six.”
I gazed up from my plate and stared into her loving blue eyes. “Would you feel the same if you weren’t one of the five?”
Her expression soured, and she averted her gaze. “I would’ve understood,” she said unconvincingly.
“I don’t love Maria any less than any of you, Sawyer,” I said. “I’m tempted to call the whole thing off.”
“I agree,” a man’s voice said from behind me.
I glanced over my shoulder and found Peter Patlee standing a few feet away.
“I’m sorry for eavesdropping.” Peter stood on the edge of the veranda, carrying an envelope in his hand. “Do you mind if I join you?”
Sawyer turned to me as if waiting for me to speak. “Please.” I gestured toward the seat across from me. “Sorry. I’m venting.”
Peter crossed the deck, kissed his daughter atop her head, and came around the table before taking the seat across from me. “Believe me. I understand more than you think.”
I let out a long sigh, staring down at my uneaten dinner. “Maybe four is my limit.”
Sawyer reached out and squeezed my hand, her expression concerned.
“You and I are alike in that way,” Peter said. “It’s why I never bonded a fifth wife. I faced the same dilemma.”
A kernel of hope sprouted inside me. “What happened?”
“I loved six women. After I bonded Lucy, my fourth wife, the decision for number five came down to choosing between two women I loved equally. It was an impossible choice.”
“Are they still with you?” I asked.
“Sadly, no. Mary Ann and Elaine were their names. After Lucy passed, I went through a period of severe depression. Mary Ann left me first. There’s only so much pain a person can live with before they reach their limit. Losing a bonded loved one is not something I hope you experience.”
“What happened to the other woman? You said her name was Elaine?”
Peter stared off into the distance, smiling wistfully. “We fell out of love. I changed after Lucy’s death. The gulf between was too vast and my personality shifted. I became softer and less driven by the need to acquire wealth. It was a change that shifted our relationship… for the worse.”
“I’m sorry to hear that.” Sawyer squeezed my hand and her love flowed through our bond. I turned to face her and smiled but spoke to Peter. “I can’t fathom losing any of my wives.”
“Your heart is true,” he said. “Butch and I agree. You were the right man for the job.”
At the mention of my father, my stomach spun, and heat flashed across my cheeks. This was news to me. “What are you talking about?”
“Butch and I were more than business associates,” Peter said. “He knew all about the mark of the harem master and my interest in making you my future son-in-law.”
My face went numb, and I stared at him, processing what he had just told me. Was it true? Had my father set me up from the start? I searched my memory, looking for the signs, and everything clicked. I fell in love with Bella first, then Brooke. Had he hired both of them not only as apprentices, but as potential spouses? Then there was Samantha, who Butch had clearly steered in my direction. Looking back, my father had also arranged our working relationship with Hazel. Had Sawyer known about her father’s meddling?
I turned to Sawyer and frowned. “Did you know about this?”
Her eyes widened. “God, no. I’m hearing this for the first time, the same as you.”
Her words of truth came through our bond loud and clear. I relaxed slightly, giving her hand a reassuring squeeze. I turned back to face Peter. “You wanted me to fall in love with Sawyer.”
“Yes,” Peter said. “Butch and I both wanted it for you. But we couldn’t force you to fall in love. That went equally for Brooke, Isabella, and Samantha.”
The manipulation should have infuriated me, but it didn’t. I had bonded with three amazing women with a fourth less than twenty-four hours away. So far, everything had gone according to their plan, but they couldn’t have predicted Maria. “Hazel, Brooke, Sam, and Bella were all Butch,” I said as if to myself.
“Yes,” Peter said. “Your father knew you better than anyone.”
My mind drifted to Lindsay, my father’s former wife, but I thought it best to keep my relationship with her under wraps. “Five women,” I said. “They were manipulated right along with me.” It wasn’t a question.
Peter’s smile faded. “It wasn’t that Draconian,” he said. “Like any gardener, we merely planted the seed, added some water and a little fertilizer. Then we allowed nature to take its course. You and the women did the rest.”
Sawyer, who had remained silent throughout, finally spoke. “I understand where Trap’s coming from. You could have told me,” she said to her father.
“That would have been true manipulation,” Peter said. “Imagine if I told you? The marriage would have felt arranged and forced by my hand. Neither Butch nor I ever thought our plan would bear fruit, but if it did, we would count ourselves lucky.”
“All this for the treasure,” I said.
Peter frowned. “It was never just about the treasure,” he said.
I raised an eyebrow. “Don’t lie to me Peter.”
“I agree with Trap,” Sawyer said. “It was always about the treasure.”
“At first it was about the treasure, but when I lost Lucy, my idea of true value changed.” He stared at Sawyer, and his eyes watered. “You are the treasure. Your mother is the treasure. All my wives are my treasures.” He slid the envelope he carried across the table between us.
Sawyer and I eyed it cautiously, neither of us speaking.
“I’m relinquishing my claim to the treasure,” he said. “Along with this house and this property. Now, they belong to both of you.” He glanced between us as if awaiting our reaction. “Additionally, I’ve set up a trust for both of you and your extended family. Consider it a wedding gift.”
“Father, this is too much.” Sawyer stared at the envelope as if it were radioactive.
“We’re moving to Europe,” he said, ignoring her protests. “I have all the money I need.” He leaned forward and stared directly into my eyes. “Embrace those you love. Be a good husband and father. No matter how much gold you find, it won’t bring back the dead. Every moment is a treasure.” His eyes again filled with tears, then he reached out and squeezed my hand. “You are a good man, Timothy Ashford. All I ask is that you love my daughter in the way she deserves.”
I met his gaze and smiled before I turned to Sawyer. “I can do that.”






  
  Chapter 49


The fourth wife’s tomb sat on the outskirts of a little town in southern Georgia called Nankin. Or I should say that was the nearest town to the farm. The Patlee’s not only owned the land the tomb sat on, they had built a modest but highly secured farm house over the tomb. It came equipped with satellite Internet and TV, along with every other modern amenity. Like the mansion in Miami, the tomb was in a sub-basement and the house was big enough that Sam and Brooke had made the trip north with Bella, Sawyer, and me. Sawyer alone would perform the bonding ritual. 
The house doubled as a working cotton farm the family leased to a big mega corporation who actually worked the acreage. Sawyer and I had flown up from Miami on a private plane she piloted. The farm had an airstrip and a hangar big enough for two planes. Bella, Brooke, and Sam had arrived the night before and spent the day preparing the ritual tomb and briefing Bella on the ceremony to come.
The morning after Sawyer and I arrived, Bella, Sawyer and I headed down to the ritual chamber, each of us wearing a fluffy cotton robe.
My cock was already hard with the anticipation of spending the next few hours inside Bella. It was like a dream come true and where she was slightly nervous; I was sexually charged. When we arrived in the ritual circle, Brooke and Sam had already lit the candles and retreated into the house, leaving the three of us alone.
“I wonder what she’ll say this time,” I asked Sawyer as she slipped from her robe and laid it on a nearby chair.
Sawyer’s body was perfection, and she seemed to glow with a radiance that made me certain she was currently pregnant. Then there was the slight change in the bond I shared with her. I didn’t know if the change came from a potential pregnancy or our settling in as a married couple. Either way, I had kept my opinion to myself, not wanting to get her hopes up.
Candlelight flickered off Sawyer’s skin and shadows danced across the intricate tattoo on her back. She reached behind her head and pulled free her ponytail holder, letting her silky raven hair tumble over her shoulders. “Who knows with the goddess? But she seems enamored by you, so who knows what she’ll have up her sleeve.” She laughed and gazed down at her naked body. “If she wore sleeves.”
Bella’s gaze wandered over the fertile hills and valleys of Sawyer’s perfectly proportioned body. “I swear Sawyer, you are so beautiful.”
Sawyer laughed. “Thanks, Bell. I think Trap’s a lucky guy to have us.” She winked at me and grinned.
I came up behind Bella and slipped my arms around her waist, stealing a peek inside the open flap of her robe. “Beyond lucky.”
The swell of Bella’s big soft tits filled out the front of her robe and her creamy cleavage disappeared into the shadows. Her rich dark hair hung loose over her shoulders, and she smelled as fresh as a bundle of laundry air dried under a summer breeze. The soft curve of her thick ass pressed against my raging cock, and she shifted backward, pressing her body in close to mine.
“I hope the goddess likes me,” Bella said.
Sawyer laughed. “Bella, if she doesn’t like you, then she doesn’t like women. You are every man’s fantasy girl.”
“Including mine,” I said as I leaned in and kissed her softly on the neck. My cock pulsed, twitching inside her ass crack, and I was eager to get started.
“It looks like Trap is ready to jump your bones,” Sawyer said, eyeing me with a grin. “We should get started.”
“Bella, we’ll have you sit here,” Sawyer said, pointing to a broad, fluffy white pillow in the center of the circle. “You can disrobe whenever you’re ready.”
Bella pulled on her sash and opened the robe, revealing her voluptuous body, naked, fertile, and white as a pitcher of fresh milk. As she tossed her robe aside, her big D-cups jiggled and swayed. Her tiny waist gave way to lush, hour-glass hips and a thick, juicy ass I couldn’t wait to squeeze. Her ivory skin was a blank canvas, free of any blemish or imperfection. The tattoo would look striking against her pale skin, and with each passing second, my eagerness to bond her intensified.
My cock throbbed, and I wasted no time peeling away my robe and revealing my stiff cock, teetering from side-to-side like the Washington Monument caught in a gale force wind.
Sawyer and Bella both gazed at my cock, and I stared back at them, mentally floating the idea of a threesome before discarding the idea. Bella was nervous enough without adding that to her plate. But I was ten shades of turned on and I couldn’t wait to plunge into the deep end. Bella’s insanely beautiful body looked like an all-you-can-eat dessert bar, and my sweet tooth was buzzing.
“Okay, Bella. Have a seat and we can start,” Sawyer said as she finally tore her gaze away from my raging cock.
I crossed the circle and took up my normal spot while Bella knelt on the pillow.
“Just wait here, right?” Bella asked, her voice betraying her nerves.
“Yep,” Sawyer said. “The goddess will arrive shortly.”
Bella’s big tits swayed, and her fat pink nipples hardened under my lecherous gaze. She shot me a sideways glance, followed by a reassuring smile. “I love you, baby.”
“I love you too my sweet Bella,” I said.
Her shoulders seemed to relax, and she turned back to Sawyer. “I’m ready.”
“You’ll do great,” Sawyer said. “And you’ll have a lot of fun while you’re at it.”
Sawyer took up her spot beside the tattoo machine and sat cross-legged. She gave me a final wink, then lowered her head and closed her eyes.
The transformation was instant. Sawyer’s head snapped up and her eyes flashed open. The goddess was in the house. She turned her gaze to me, and a broad smile crossed her face. She gave me a slight nod of recognition and smiled fondly. “What treasure have you brought me today, my prince?”
“Isabella Carson,” I said. “She will be my fourth wife.”
The goddess rose to her feet. “We shall see about that.” She turned to Bella and her eyes widened with satisfaction. “My oh my. You’ve outdone yourself,” she said before she closed the distance between her and Bella.
Bella trembled slightly and kept her eyes leveled, gazing straight ahead.
The goddess stopped before Bella and ran her finger along Bella’s jawline. “You are a beautiful ivory treasure.”
“Thank you,” Bella said, her voice barely above a whisper.
“Why are you here?” she asked, giving Bella the chance to speak for herself.
“To receive your blessing, to bond with this man and bear his children,” she said, turning her gaze to me.
“You’re aware of his bond with three other women?” the goddess asked.
“I am,” she said. “I am ready to become part of the family.”
“You love him,” she said. Like the others, it wasn’t a question, but Bella answered anyway.
“I love him so much I don’t have words,” she said, her voice quivering.
“Good,” the goddess said before she moved behind Bella and turned her gaze on me. “Bring me the virgin for your fifth wife,” she said.
I grimaced slightly and nodded.
The goddess frowned. “You will be back to bond your fifth wife.”
This was a question directed at me. “Yes,” I said, with some hesitation in my voice.
The goddess placed her hands on Bella’s temples and closed her eyes. She paused for a moment as if surveying Bella, then smiled. “She’s as fertile as a Nile riverbed after a strong spring rain,” the goddess said, her lips curving up into a warm smile. “You are exquisite,” the goddess said, then turned to me. “Four perfect choices. You’ve done far better than any man who has sought my blessing. She will bear you a fine family.”
Bella smiled as if pleased and turned to look at me with joy gleaming in her eyes.
“Bring me a fifth wife and I will grant you a boon,” the goddess said to me.
I perked up, then frowned. “What kind of boon?”
“A boon of health for you and five generations of your offspring. One for each of your wives.”
Bella gasped, and her jaw dropped. Her eyes screamed at me to agree, but I frowned and cocked my head, staring at the goddess.
“That’s a very generous offer,” I said, afraid to ask her why she would offer such a gift. I didn’t want to piss her off. “Can I ask you a question about the king’s fifth tomb?”
The goddess eyed me warily. “What?”
“Other than Itzcoatl, have you ever branded a fifth wife?”
The goddess’s frown turned into a smile. “I have not.”
“Have any others come forward?”
“Yes,” she said. “Two others made it that far, but I turned them both away.”
“Why?” I asked.
“They were not worthy,” she said.
“Am I worthy?”
“I have high hopes for you, my prince. But I have been disappointed before.”
Bella’s expression told me to shut up, but I couldn’t help myself. “How can I prove myself worthy?”
“That’s for you to determine,” the goddess said. “If you’re worthy, the boon of health awaits. I’ve told you what you need to know.”
I wondered why she cared so much about who was and wasn’t worthy of receiving the mark. She was the goddess of fertility. What did she care so long as the applicant met the ritual requirements? And if she told me what I needed to know, then one requirement for the fifth wife must include a virgin bride. Why else was she so adamant about bonding Hazel? Maybe Sawyer would know. For now, I sensed pushing the issue further would only piss her off.
“Rise, my prince. It’s time to bond with your bride.”
I drank in Bella’s steep curves and big beautiful breasts. Her blue eyes had already glazed over with lust. My cock throbbed, pulsing and twitching, as I dreamed of shooting never ending loads inside her again and again. She was a fantasy, right up there with my father’s former wife Lindsay Monroe — an unattainable legendary beauty men would kill to be with. Now she was about to become my wife forever.
I pushed up off the floor and crossed to the pillow where Bella sat on her knees; her gaze locked on my swaying cock.
The goddess eyed me proudly, with her hands on her hips. “I sense your lust for this one at an all-time high.”
Heat washed through my cheeks. “I’ve loved her for a long time,” I said.
“And lusted for her like no other.”
“That too,” I said, and Bella smiled up at me as if stifling a laugh.
“Today you will sate those urges,” the goddess said. “Sit before your bride and know her.”
I climbed onto the pillow and sat with my legs stretched out on either side of Bella. Her body was flawless, from the perfect dimples on her cheeks to her pink bubble gum lips. Her big breasts sat high on her chest, firm and close together, jiggling and swaying before me like the grand prize they were. The steep flare of her hips and her soft flat tummy leading to the promised land of her smooth, hairless slit.
My cock throbbed, aching with anticipation, while my heart raced, and my palms turned sweaty with nerves.
“Mount him,” the goddess said. “And be free with your affection.”
Bella stood and stepped forward until her pussy met me at eye level. She leaned forward and used my shoulder to steady herself as she lowered herself and grabbed hold of my thick, hot cock. Her dark silky hair fell forward, leaving her exquisite face layered in shadow. She squatted over my cock and guided my swollen knob up and down her slick lips, priming the pump.
I shuddered and let out a low moan as a wash of adrenaline left my legs rubbery. I reached out and cupped Bella’s ass, gripping it tightly in my hands as she sank lower, impaling herself on my cock.
She let out a soft warbling moan and goosebumps flashed across her tits. Her nipples stiffened, and she leaned forward, dragging them across my smooth, muscled chest. Bella let out a tight gasp, dropping her jaw as she locked her eyes on mine. She grabbed my shoulders with both hands and wrapped her legs tightly around my waist.
My cock throbbed, soaking deep inside her, pulsing against her tight walls already on the brink of explosion. “When you want to come, just come,” I said, loosening the grip on her ass as I pushed higher, fully impaling her with a soft grunt.
She let out a soft moan and her eyes turned glassy with lust. “Okay, baby,” she whispered. Her pussy throbbed, velvety and warm, squeezing my cock as Bella started grinding forward and backward. Her minty breath washed over me, and she leaned forward, finding my mouth with hers.
Our tongues met and swirled together before we deepened the kiss, and Bella drew me in tight. She fucked me faster, mixing an up and down bob with her forward and backward thrusts. She ran her palms over my shoulders and lower, tweaking my nipples between her thumb and forefinger.
I grunted and thrust upward, fucking her harder as she bounced off my thighs. Her big tits slapped against my chest and bounced, her nipples gouging my soft skin.
Bella moaned in my mouth and freely explored with her tongue. She pulled me in tight, mashing her tits against my chest and twerking her hips while her ass clapped off my thighs.
My head swam with fevered lust, and her fresh scent washed over me. Deep inside her, my cock throbbed faster, pulsing to the breaking point. I did nothing to stave off my first orgasm. I exploded inside her, grunting and thrusting, filling her with thick loads of sticky seed. My cock twitched, spurting mega-ropes of never-ending jizz, but it remained as stiff and firm as when I first sank into her buttery depths.
Bella dug her fingers into my back and went rigid, grunting and moaning as her first orgasm enveloped her and left her body trembling atop me.
The now familiar haze of lust washed over me, and we fucked, lost in a sea of never-ending orgasms. My hands wandered her curves, squeezing and kneading, exploring every inch while I lost myself in her eyes. The hours slipped past in a fever dream until Sawyer’s voice finally broke the cycle.
“It’s done,” Sawyer said, her voice soft and unobtrusive.
The fog lifted, and I found Bella nestled tight on my lap, her body slick with perspiration. Strands of her wet dark hair were plastered to her temples and her big slippery tits glided across my chest. The bond was there. I could taste its raw intimacy and left me wanting her even more. An overwhelming love percolated through our union, and she must have felt the same because her eyes widened, and she stared at me wearing a stunned expression.
“I never….” Bella’s words trailed off, and she leaned forward before kissing me softly. “How is this possible?”
“Magic?” I answered and shrugged. “I just know it works and now we can feel each other.”
She curled her arms around my neck and leaned in, kissing me deeply with her big soft tits mashed against my chest. We sat together, kissing and touching for a long time, with me rocking insider her, still fucking despite Sawyer’s all clear.
Bella surprised me when she rocked forward and met my challenge, fucking me slow and deep, moaning softly into my mouth. She ran her fingers through my hair and sucked on my tongue, grinding my cock deep inside her, seeming to forget about Sawyer standing a few feet away.
Bella went crazy, fucking me faster and harder. Her moans turned into loud grunts, and she bobbed up and down on my cock, bouncing off my thighs while her big tits moved in a blur of motion, slapping together with each pass. Her hips undulated, and she moved in an elliptical rhythm that left me spellbound.
Impossibly, I grunted and released inside her, filling her with a geyser of hot cum while my head flashed.
She slowed her movements and covered my face with kisses before coming to a stop just as the last of my orgasm receded. Bella slipped from my lap and, unlike her harem sisters, a pearl of fresh cum dripped from her hole while a long white string draped her inner thigh.
With the goddess gone, that made logical sense. I caught my breath and leaned back, bracing myself on my hands.
Bella sat before me with her legs spread, eyes twinkling, and her body slick with perspiration. She grinned with satisfaction and gazed down at the cum slowly seeping from her ravaged pussy. “Sorry. I couldn’t help myself.”
I laughed. “You’re apologizing? I loved it. But I could use a shower, dinner, and a long sleep.”
“Make that two of us,” Bella said. She leaned forward and crossed her legs, finally glancing at Sawyer, who sat just outside the circle, staring down at her phone.
“Let’s see the photos,” I said.
Sawyer stood and crossed the circle before kneeling between us and holding out her phone. “She outdid herself this time.”
The first photo showed the tattoo on Bella’s back. It was my face surrounded by a wreath of green, blue, and gold swirling colors and intricate geometric patterns. The tattoo seemed to have a vibrancy that made it feel alive in a way I hadn’t noticed with the others.
“It’s stunning,” Bella said. “It’s strange that I don’t feel a thing.”
“The goddess has her ways,” Sawyer said before flipping to the next image.
The second image showed the tattoo on my back with Bella’s face added to a nearly complete circle. Her raven hair flowed into wisps of green, gold, and blue, eventually merging with Sawyer’s face just above hers.
“There’s room for one more,” I said, my voice nearly catatonic. Five women. Five bondings. There was no room for a sixth. Thoughts of Maria washed over me, followed by an avalanche of raw guilt. But I quickly pushed those feelings aside before Bella or Sawyer grew concerned with the overt emotion radiating through our bonds.
But it was too late. They traded a worried look before they turned back to me.
“Let’s say we go shower and put on some clothes,” Bella said, reaching for my hand.
“I’ll make us something to eat,” Sawyer said before she leaned forward and kissed me softly on the lips. “It will all work out. You’ll see.”
I forced a smile and glanced between both of my wives. “I hope you’re right.”






  
  Chapter 50


Ipulled a dilapidated cardboard box out of the murky shadows of Sam’s old childhood closet. It was a big box like the one a moving company supplied when you’re packing your kitchen for a long-distance move. Crayon markings, magic marker scribbles, and crusty silver glitter decorated the exterior. The dog-eared flaps on top hung open, tired and worn. The box’s walls bulged outward on all four sides, struggling to contain the mass of toys, books, and a dizzying array of odds and ends stuffed to the brim. 
I gazed into the abyss of ancient childhood artifacts. “How can one little girl collect so much crap?”
Sam peered over my shoulder. Her golden curls tickled my cheeks and her soft breast mashed up against my ribs. “That’s not crap. That’s my old treasure box. See the fancy glitter?”
Sam’s mother, Lindsay Monroe, chuckled behind us where she folded Sam’s old discarded clothes and stacked them neatly on Sam’s bright pink bed, layered in fluffy pink pillows and a billowing pink bedspread. “I tried to convince her to toss that junk, but you know Sammie. She’s a pack rat. I’m just glad she’s finally cleaning out this old room. I’m going to turn it into a home gym.”
Sammie turned her ire on her mother. “You are not turning my room into a boring gym. Where will I sleep when I come to visit?”
Lindsay chuckled and shook her head. “Sweetie, you live in a seaside mansion. I’ll be the one visiting you.”
I pulled from the box a pink plastic Barbie jeep with the decals ripped off. “Baby, you’ve got to pare some of this down.”
Sammie turned back to face me and came up beside the open box. “Why? Our room at the mansion can hold all this and more.”
I picked a ratty old Barbie doll out of the jeep. Half her head was shaved, and the other half was dyed bright blue. She was missing an arm and her leg was turned around backward, giving her a strange Andy Warhol, avant-garde appearance. “You need this. Why?” I asked, holding the doll aloft.
Lindsay laughed and Sammie snatched the doll out of my hand. “That was my first Barbie,” she said. “It has sentimental value. Maybe I’ll give it to our daughter someday. Did you ever think of that?”
Our daughter wouldn’t want a derelict Barbie missing her hair and body parts, but I was too chicken to tell her. “I don’t want to disparage your childhood memories,” I said. “But give me a break. When was the last time you spared poor meth-head Barbie here a second glance?”
Sammie glared at me and tossed the Barbie back in the box. “Fine. Have it your way. Throw it all away, and someday I’ll explain to our children how you threw away their mother’s best stuff.” She sank back on the bed and folded her arms over her chest, glaring up at me.
“She’s got her mama’s temper,” Lindsay murmured under her breath.
I turned to face her. “You’re that upset? It’s been this way all morning. You keep fighting us tooth and nail over every little thing.”
Sammie shrugged. “You two seem to know me better than me. Why don’t I just leave so you two can throw all my shit in a dumpster.”
Now I felt bad. I pulled the big box all the way out of the closet and slid it across the floor, taking the seat beside Sammie on her bed. “If this old doll means that much to you, then we’ll keep her,” I said. “Hell, you can keep all this stuff if it makes you happy.”
The anger on Sammie’s face faded, and she snuggled in close, picking up my hand in hers and lacing our fingers together. “I guess I can get rid of a few things.”
I curled my arm around her waist and drew her in tight. “Let’s go through the box together. Okay?”
The three of us went through every item, one by one, tossing the junk and saving a few key items. The pink plastic Jeep and meth-head Barbie ended up in the trash bag, but a silver antique necklace Butch gave her and an old stuffed bear I had won for her at a fair stayed behind. When we reached a pile of books, we pulled them out and set most of them aside to donate. Near the bottom of the box, a white envelope slipped out between two old Nancy Drew books. The envelope had only one word on the front — Lindsay.
“What’s this?” Sam asked, holding it up for her mother to see.
Lindsay frowned. “That’s Butch’s handwriting.”
“It sure is,” I said. “Did he leave us another clue?”
Lindsay took the envelope and placed it in her lap. “I don’t remember this,” she murmured and frowned as if searching her memory.
“What’s it doing in my room?” Sam asked.
Lindsay sat for a full minute staring down at the envelope. “I remember clearing out these old books from the garage and leaving them on the dining room table. That was at least a year before Butch’s diagnosis.”
“Maybe he left the note on top?” I asked.
“I remember you telling me to take those books to my room,” Sam said. “I found an empty box in the garage and tossed them all in before I dragged it to my room and decorated it.”
“By then we had been divorced a long time,” Lindsay said.
“Are you going to read it?” Sam asked.
“You don’t have to share it with us,” I said. “If it’s private, we understand.” I glanced at Sam, and she seemed irritated by my offer.
“No, I’ll read it out loud,” Lindsay said and pried open the seal. “It’s probably nothing, anyway.”
She pulled out a single piece of white computer style paper with a few paragraphs scrawled on the page in Butch’s messy handwriting.
Without scanning for content, Lindsay started reading aloud.
Lindsay,
I’m writing you this letter to avoid what would be an incredibly awkward conversation. I don’t know an easy way to say this, but I’m aware of your powerful feelings for Trap.
If I asked you straight out, you would likely deny it, but I’ve seen the way you look at him. For years, I wished you would look at me the same way. But love has its own agenda, and you couldn’t help falling for him anymore than you can stop breathing.
I’ll cut to the chase — be with Trap. Hell, you two should have been together all along. I think if you had met him first, I wouldn’t be writing this letter.
Trap is a good man. He’s honest and kind and he’ll treat you way better than I ever could. Part of loving someone is doing what you can to see them happy. He makes you happy. You have my blessing.
With all the love in the world,
Butch
Lindsay paused, holding the letter in her trembling hands. Tears stained her cheeks and beside her, Sammie sniffled and slipped her arm around her mother’s shoulder.
“I told you he didn’t care,” Sammie said, her voice filled with compassion.
I gazed over at Lindsay, who sat on the bed beside Sammie. How much of that letter was true? Had Lindsay always loved me the way I loved her? She was every bit her daughter’s mother. From the golden locks to the blue eyes and body that started wars, she and Sammie looked more like sisters than mother and daughter. Hell, she looked much younger than me even though she was three years my senior.
Lindsay wiped her tears and shook her head. “That’s all in the past.” She sniffled and carefully tucked the letter back in the envelope. “You two have each other. You don’t need me getting in the way.”
“Mama, we talked about this,” Sammie said, her voice pleading. She turned to me, and tears filled her eyes. “Do you love her?” she asked, searching my face with her big blue eyes. “Don’t even think about lying to me, because I’ll know if you are.”
“The bond,” I said.
“Yes,” Sammie said. “You need to be honest with her. She deserves it.”
I turned my gaze on Lindsay and she met my stare, her eyes red and puffy from crying.
“I love you, Lindsay,” I said. “I have for a long, long time.”
Lindsay smiled at me, and fresh tears bubbled up in her eyes.
“Mama, you know I want you to be in our family.” Sammie picked up her mother’s hand and squeezed. “I’ve told you so many times. We don’t get jealous.” She glanced over her shoulder at me. “Baby, do I get jealous of anyone, ever?”
I laughed and shook my head. “You don’t have a jealous bone in your body.”
“See,” Sammie said. “And I know Trap loves me. I can feel it every single day when we wake up together. You can be a part of it too.”
Sammie was making my life exponential harder. I already had Maria to let down easy. I couldn’t afford to pick up a seventh potential wife. But that didn’t mean Lindsay couldn’t be part of the extended family.
“Baby, it’s complicated,” Lindsay said, smiling at her daughter. “There’s only room for one more, and I’m late to the party.”
“Technically, you were the first to the party,” I said. “You took yourself out of the running.” What was I saying? But I couldn’t myself. My heart spoke before my brain could stop it.
A smile flickered on Lindsay’s face. “That’s true.”
Sammie released her mother’s hands and stood. “I’m going to give you two some space. Mama, you have my blessing. Go forth and procreate.” She leaned down and kissed me before she turned and walked out of her old bedroom, shutting the door behind her.
I inched over on the bed until my leg pressed up against Lindsay’s. She smelled like wildflowers and aloe, and she had piled her blonde hair into a glimmering mound of spun gold that sat atop her head, secured by a ponytail holder. Errant wisps of blonde sprouted from her neck and her smooth, flawless complexion belonged to a woman ten years younger. Frayed holes littered her cut-off jean shorts and her black tank top hugged her big, firm tits. The way they jiggled and swayed all morning while she worked left no doubt that she had gone braless. Her long, tanned legs sprouted from her cut-off jean shorts and hung over the bed, ending with her polished pink toenails buried inside Sammie’s plush, pink shag carpet.
I picked up her hand in mine. “I told you how I feel. Was Butch right?” I asked, squeezing her fingers in mine.
She raised her gaze off her lap and met my eyes. Her chin quivered and her eyes blurred with fresh tears. “Yes,” she said. “I love you. Does that make me a horrible person?”
I laughed and edged closer. I smoothed her tear-stained cheeks and cradled her face in my hands. “Beyond horrible,” I said and smiled.
We leaned together and kissed, softly at first, before our lips parted, and our tongues twined together.
She tasted minty and sweet, and her lips melted against mine, ripe, full and moist. My cock shifted in my shorts, expanding by the second. I ran my hands down her back and slipped my fingers inside the waistband of her shorts.
Lindsay broke off the kiss and gazed at me, her eyes urgent with lust. “I want to be a part of the family,” she said. “Is it too late?” She searched my face, her eyes filled with hope.
“It’s not too late, Linds,” I said, even though I didn’t know how I would pull it off. But love and lust collided and multiplied, fueling me with an urgency that left my head spinning. She was impossible to disappoint.
Lindsay reached down and pulled off my t-shirt, tossing it aside before her eyes roamed my muscled chest. She licked her lips and her nostrils flared. “God, I want you so bad.”
I pulled off her tank top, freeing her big braless tits. They jiggled and bounced until they reached their natural equilibrium. I cupped her treasures in my hands and her fat nipples hardened against my palm. We kissed again, opening our mouths and our tongues flashed together, hot and urgent.
Lindsay’s hands roamed my chest and went lower, sucking my tongue into her mouth while she unbuttoned my shorts.
My cock twitched in my shorts, fattening and hardening by the second. I broke off the kiss and stood. My shorts hit the floor a moment before my briefs.
Lindsay joined me. She pushed aside the clothes and clutter on Sam’s bed and wriggled free of her shorts, revealing her body length floral tattoo in all its amazing glory. Lindsay crawled onto the bed on all fours and presented me with her legendary ass. Her pussy glistened between her legs, hot, pink and swollen. She glanced over her shoulder and eyed me teasingly, then leaned forward and propped herself up on her elbows.
With my cock swaying before me, I crawled onto Sammie’s childhood bed and prepared to lay the hammer to her mother. Lindsay’s ass appeared before me, thick and juicy, without an ounce of wanted fat. She was pure, legendary MILF, and I had shot too much jizz into tissues with the blonde mommy starring in my midnight masturbatory fantasies. The thought of pounding her whenever and wherever I wanted turned my cock to stone and hard enough to pound nails.
I ran my hands over her ass and gave her a hard slap. “From now on, you are mine.”
Lindsay let out a mewling groan and her legs trembled. “Yes,” she said. “I’m yours.”
I smacked her ass again, harder this time, and Lindsay grunted, then exhaled sharply.
“Fuck me, baby. Please.” She gyrated her ass in tight circles and pushed backward as if seeking my cock.
I inched forward on my knees, handled my cock, and buried my tip in her warm, wet pink. Velvety pleasure slithered up my spine, and I edged higher until I found her honey hole and slipped inside with a moan of pleasure.
Lindsay let out a long moan and pushed her ass backward until my cock disappeared deep inside her slippery depths. “Yessss,” she hissed, and grabbed one of Sam’s fluffy pink pillows and squeezed it between her clenched fists.
Her pussy pulsed around my cock, and my shaft thickened, bulging outward against her tight, warm walls. I let out a short groan and pushed deeper, grabbing her hips for leverage.
“Fuck me,” she whispered, pushing forward and backward while her big tits swayed from side to side beneath her.
I watched my cock glide in and out. Lindsay’s tight pussy lips conformed to my glistening shaft, hugging it like a second skin, riding it like a roller coaster. The feeling was incredible. Her pussy pulsed and then she squeezed, clamping down on my shaft, igniting waves of spiraling pleasure that buzzed up and down my body.
She grunted and moaned, muting her pleasure into one of Sammie’s fluffy pink pillows. Her ass flesh quivered with every deep thrust, sending reverberations across her cheeks, jiggling and shaking her perfect tits. Lindsay’s golden hair broke free of the ponytail holder. It spilled down her back and over the front of her shoulders. She pushed her hips back, meeting my forward thrusts and our skin slapped together, the sound rising above Sam’s squeaking bedsprings.
I leaned forward, slamming into Lindsay’s pussy and cupped her big tits, filling my palms and squeezing. Her nipples slipped between my open fingers, and she wriggled beneath me, pushing back against my cock, writhing her hips in quick circles.
The bed rocked, and the headboard thumped the wall, shaking the bedside lampshade and knocking over a picture frame. A cluster of Sam’s folded t-shirts toppled and fell onto the floor. The bed lurched and shifted, quaking on its old rusty springs. Lindsay tossed aside the pillow, giving up any attempt to conceal her pleasured moans and quavering grunts.
My stomach spun with excitement and a wash of fresh adrenaline signaled a looming orgasm pounding on the door of my brain. For the second time in as many months, I stood on the brink of emptying a mega load of spunk deep inside my former step mother. I gritted my teeth and hung on, pounding her harder, intent on fucking an orgasm out of her.
Lindsay did not disappoint. She arched her back, thrust out her chest, and wailed for the world to hear.
I worried her high-pitched squeal might shatter glass and held on tight. With loud grunts, I pounded hard and deep. Her ass clapped off my thighs and her pussy convulsed around my pulsing cock.
She tipped her head back and shuddered. Goosebumps crisscrossed her body, and her legs trembled beneath her.
My head flashed, and I drove my cock in to the hilt. My orgasm crested like a tidal wave and my balls gave way. I gushed, spurting buckets of hot, slippery cum deep inside my fantasy fuck toy. I gripped her hips and locked on, micro- fucking her as my ejaculation tore through me, spurting hot loads into her fertile womb. My head spun with spent lust, and my heart pounded hard and fast.
Lindsay’s perfect tits swayed outward on either side of her chest, and she sat upright with my cock still buried to the root. She glanced over her shoulder and reached behind her as if searching for me.
I leaned forward, and our tongues met. My spurting slowed, and I moved in long slow strokes, driving the spent cum deep inside her.
Her low moan filled my mouth and her tongue washed over mine, swirling and searching as if she couldn’t get enough. After my cock stilled, she broke off the kiss and gazed into my eyes. “I love you with my entire soul,” she whispered before she kissed me again, this time softer but with an intimacy that blew the roof off ever going back.
There was no going back now. I hadn’t committed to bonding her, but I had committed to bringing her into the harem. It was the best outcome I could have wanted, given my position and Lindsay’s bare-bones desire to be part of the family.
We spent the next twenty minutes kissing and touching, exploring each other’s bodies until Lindsay mounted me and we had sex again. When we finished, we found a note from Sam on the kitchen counter. She informed us she had returned to the mansion and took my truck and that we should meet her and the rest of the women for dinner.
Lindsay, who hadn’t bothered putting on any clothes, grinned slyly at the note. “She had this planned all along. Little shit.”
I laughed and wrapped my arms around Lindsay’s waist from behind. “We have a good three hours until dinner,” I said.
Lindsay turned around to face me and wrapped her arms around my neck. “In that case, I’d like to introduce you to my walk-in shower.”
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The next evening, I picked Maria up from her apartment. She climbed into my truck cab, wearing a modest but figure-hugging fresh floral dress that ended just above her knees. She wore her long, raven hair down over her shoulders and the V-shaped neckline on her dress revealed a wholesome yet lust inspiring level of cleavage that left me wanting more. 
I meant to break the bad news to her after we left her mother’s house, but then I saw her, and those thoughts fled right out my open truck window.
She smiled at me, flashing her white teeth, and her hazel eyes sparkled with an earnest wholesomeness that left me spellbound. “Hey there, handsome,” she said, her tone carrying a flirtatious tone that made me want her even more.
I leaned into her, gazing at her full, glossy lips before I kissed her with a soft intimacy that let her know exactly how I felt. “You are really rocking the girl-next-door look. It’s a mammoth turn on.”
“Thank you,” she said, sweetly. “I didn’t want to go too slutty on the day you meet my entire family.”
I put the truck in gear and pulled away from her apartment. “Exactly how many people are we talking? There’s your mom, but the word entire has me a little shook.”
Maria laughed innocently and inched closer until she nestled in the crook of my arm. “Promise not to get mad?” She leaned in and kissed me high on the cheek before rubbing away her wet strawberry lip gloss.
I turned and gazed down into her dazzling eyes and my stomach shifted, flooding with butterflies. How could I possibly break it off with someone I loved so much? “I couldn’t ever get mad at you.”
She grinned again, flashing her bright white teeth. “Can I get that in writing?”
I leaned over and kissed her. “No. Now spill it. How many?”
Maria slid her hand between my legs and rested her palm high on my inner thigh. She peered up as if doing the mental math before she turned to me. “Twenty three,” she said. “But most of them are kids.”
My jaw dropped, and I stared at her in disbelief. “Twenty three? That’s not a family dinner. That’s a party.”
She shrugged and nodded. “Yeah. Family dinners and parties. They’re pretty much interchangeable.”
“Holy shit. Now I’m really nervous.” I pulled out onto the main road and set a course due north.
“Don’t be,” she said. “I love you and you love me. That’s all that matters.”
My chest tightened and my palms grew sweaty. I was the lowest, slimiest piece of shit on the planet. How could I break her heart? If I went through with meeting her entire family, the task would only grow more difficult, not to mention it would embarrass her. Now was the best time to call it off before this went any further. I steeled my resolve and turned to face her. “Maria, I —
But before I could finish my sentence, Maria squeezed my leg, rested her head on my shoulder, and sighed contentedly. “When I’m with you, everything just melts away. All my troubles and worries vanish. My whole life, I grew up imagining entering a harem with some seventy-year-old rich guy who wanted nothing more than a piece of ass.” She stared up at me. “I fought against the lifestyle for a long time. But everything works out in the end. It’s almost like I have a guardian angel looking out for me.”
My stomach roiled, and a cold sweat broke across my forehead. I stared down at her perfect face, exquisite in every detail, and froze. There’s was no way I could do it.
Maria smiled and kissed me on the lips, leaving behind the sweet taste of her strawberry lip gloss. “I love you and no matter what happens tonight, nothing will ever change that.”
I forced a thin smile, and my heart galloped. Her scent, wildflowers and vanilla, floated over me in a cloud. She mashed her big, soft tit against my arm. Her dress opened slightly, and the swell of her beautiful cleavage came into view, encased in a lacy white bra.
She frowned and touched my forehead. “Are you okay? You look like you’re ready to throw up.”
“I’m just nervous,” I said. “You mean everything to me. I….” My voice cracked and my chin quivered with raw emotion.
“Awww….” She kissed me again. “That’s so sweet.” She inched closer and ran her hand so high on my inner thigh her pinky finger pressed against my balls. “Everything will be fine. You’ll see.”
I kissed her again and Maria parted her lips, letting our tongues slide together. She deepened the kiss, opening her mouth wider and sucking my tongue into her mouth.
The car swerved and my stomach swooned as an oncoming car horn blasted.
Maria broke off the kiss, and I righted the truck, steering it back into my lane, my heart thundering and my legs weak.
“Shit,” I said and swerved right, squealing my truck tires.
“Oops. Sorry,” she said. “I’ll let you drive while I navigate. We’re heading to my uncle’s house.”
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Outside Raoul Salcido’s suburban Miami home, a dozen cars lined the street, and six more crowded the driveway. I pulled in behind another old Ford pickup that was nearly a carbon copy of mine. That one was black, which I took as a positive omen. 
“That’s my uncle’s truck,” Maria said. “It’s another sign that we’re meant for each other.”
“My truck’s soul mate owned by a sixty-year-old Cuban man,” I said and popped open my door.
Maria laughed, and I came around to the other side of the truck, popping open the handle then helping her from the truck.
Twilight painted the evening sky with a canvas of blue, gold, yellow and orange dotted with a thousand shimmering stars and a sliver of a moon waiting in the wings for its nightly debut. The temperature was comfortable and the air crisp with hints of autumn everywhere.
From somewhere behind the house came gentle guitar music, and the promise of delicious food floated on the breeze. A half-dozen kids played freeze tag in the front yard and a dozen more teenagers kicked a soccer ball in a vacant lot next door.
Maria took my hand and led me past the squealing children running in slapdash patterns around us. She ripped off a string of Spanish way too fast for me to keep up with, and one of the older girls turned and answered her in English.
“She’s in the kitchen helping Nana,” the girl said before she turned her attention on me and grinned mischievously. “Are you marrying Maria?” she asked.
My cheeks turned hot. I started to answer her when Maria squeezed my hand.
A second girl whispered in the first girl’s ear and they both giggled.
Maria rattled off another sentence in Spanish, her tone annoyed.
The girls giggled and turned tail, heading into the throng of their cousins.
“What did you tell them?” I asked.
“I told them it was none of her business,” Maria said. “Come on. I’ll introduce you to my mom. She’s in the kitchen.” She led me by the hand through the front door and into the house.
When we reached the kitchen, we found eight women clad in aprons and bustling about, putting the final touches on a dizzying array of platters, casseroles, and salads. They chatted happily and buzzed around the center island where the serving platters, bowls, and dishes sat, each heaped with enough food to feed a hungry marine regiment.
The women ranged in age from those old enough to be my grandmother to a few women near Maria’s age. But Maria was by far the prettiest woman in the room.
“Mama,” Maria said, and one woman I had pegged as near Maria’s age turned around to face us.
Olivia Anderson smiled broadly and said something in Spanish before all the women turned to face Maria and I. Olivia’s eyes locked on mine and she held out her arms, grinning as she crossed the roam making a beeline in my direction. “You must be Timothy.”
She wore a bright blue dress that hugged her lush figure. As she drew close, strands of gray appeared in her otherwise dark shoulder length hair. But, like her daughter, her bronze complexion was smooth and flawless. Her green eyes radiated with a motherly warmth that made me long for my mother, who died when I was a child.
She made a cooing sound and took my face in her hands before giving me two motherly kisses, one on each cheek. “It’s so good to meet you in person.”
From the women crowding the kitchen came a catcall whistle, igniting laughter and a buzz of conversation among the others.
Olivia released my face and turned a withering glare on the crew of women behind her. “Be nice Christina or I’ll chase you straight out of this kitchen.” She turned back to her daughter. “Why didn’t you tell me he was so handsome?”
Maria rolled her eyes. “Mama, stop.”
Olivia ignored her daughter and turned back to face me. “I hope you brought your appetite.”
“I’m starving,” I said, and felt Maria’s proud eyes on me. “You can call me Trap if you prefer,” I said. “It’s a nickname I’ve had for a long time.”
Olivia furrowed her brow. “What does your mother call you?”
“She passed when I was ten, but she called me Tim or Timothy when I was in trouble,” I said.
Oliva nodded as if that was what she expected, then turned to Maria. “Go introduce Tim to your uncles. Then you can come help us with dinner.”
“Okay, mama,” Maria said and squeezed my hand.
Olivia gave me a warm smile. “Welcome to the family, Timothy.”
I swallowed away a lump forming in my throat. This was exactly what I had feared, and it could only get worse from here. Maria would hate me before the night was over. I let Maria pull me out of the kitchen, deeper into the house.
“Don’t let her scare you away,” Maria said, her voice low as she led me through a warmly lit family room. “It’s only a family dinner.”
But it was way more than that and we both knew it. “How many boyfriends have you brought home to meet your family?”
She shot me a nervous smile. “Just you,” she said.
I stopped her in the middle of the empty family room and drew her around to face me. I gazed down into her beautiful hazel eyes and searched her exquisite face. “Maria, I’m not going anywhere,” I said, speaking from my heart. I had resolved to honor that promise even it meant ditching the fifth bond and rolling with the four women I had already bonded plus Maria, Hazel, and Lindsay. But could I really turn my back on hundreds of millions in lost gold and five generations of good health? Stopping now was no way to honor my father’s legacy, not to mention ensuring my offspring and their offspring lived full, healthy lives.
Maria’s shoulders relaxed, and she perched on her tiptoes, giving me a soft kiss on the lips. “I love you,” she said and smiled.
Another mocking whistle came from the kitchen, followed by a second round of laughter.
Maria turned around and glared at a young woman with brown hair staring at us through the open door. She rattled off something in Spanish, and the younger woman scuttled away.
She turned back to face me, her expression serene. “Come on. I’ll introduce you to my uncles and my cousins.”
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Maria led me through a set of wide double doors onto a grand back porch made of interlocking stone and decorated with strings of lights, outdoor furniture, and a massive table big enough to seat fifteen. 
Four men sat on the plush outdoor furniture. Two were middle-aged and two were young, near Maria’s age. One of the younger men strummed a guitar while the others sipped on bourbon and smoked cigars.
When we appeared before them, they collectively turned, their expressions grim and unwelcoming. The guitar music stopped, and none made a move to greet me. They all locked their eyes on Maria while the air turned five degrees cooler.
Maria bravely stepped forward, clutching my hand. She faced the oldest man, who I assumed was her uncle. “Papa, this is my boyfriend, Timothy Ashford.” She turned her smile on me. “Timothy, this is my Uncle Raoul Salcido.”
The gray-haired Cuban man stared at me, his expression blank, unmoved by the introduction. He wore a brightly colored floral shirt unbuttoned to reveal a white t-shirt beneath. He held a short glass of bourbon in one hand and an enormous cigar in the other, with smoke trailing from the glowing tip.
I thought better of giving Uncle Raoul my nickname. That crew looked little in the mood for any playful banter, which especially included quirky nicknames.
Maria turned back to me. “Uncle Raoul is mama’s older brother.” She turned back to the rest of the men and introduced them in order. “That’s my uncle Hector, my cousin Lorenzo, and the handsome man on the guitar is my other cousin Richie.” She smiled fondly in Richie’s direction.
I extended my hand to Uncle Raoul. “It’s nice to meet you, sir”
He merely nodded, and I retracted my hand, clearing my throat to diffuse some of the awkwardness. I wondered if these four were married to all the women in the kitchen or if they were into a more traditional marriage. Maybe they knew about my harem and hated me for it? I didn’t know what Maria told them about me, if anything, and I wasn’t about to ask her in front of them.
“Lorenzo is married to Christina and Rebecca,” Maria said, as if reading my mind. “Richie’s wives are Angelica and Lane.”
Richie smiled and then gave me a welcoming nod. “You’re a brave man.”
I gave him a lukewarm smile. “Thanks. It’s a tough crowd.”
Uncle Hector said something in Spanish to Uncle Raoul, and Raoul shook his head, folding his arms over his chest, before turning to Richie. “Why did you stop?” He asked with a thick Cuban accent.
Richie turned away from me and strummed his guitar before, grinning slyly and shaking his head as if laughing at some untold joke.
Maria turned to me. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. “Can I get you a beer?”
I was about to tell her yes when a female voice came from behind me.
“Are they being nice?” the woman asked.
I turned to face her, and my arm knocked into a tray holding two beers. The woman was the same one who had whistled at us in the kitchen, which meant she was Christina, one of Richie’s wives.
Christina caught one of the flailing beer bottles, but the other pitched forward and soaked the front of my shirt.
Behind me, Raoul and Hector cackled, and Lorenzo joined with a silent chuckle. Richie stopped playing and frowned at his wife.
Maria glared at the old men and rattled off something angry in Spanish. I knelt and picked up the fallen beer bottle, apologizing to Christina for the accident.
“She’s the clumsy one,” Maria said. “Don’t apologize to her.”
“I brought Trap a beer,” she said. “Olivia told me to.”
“It’s okay,” I said, trying to diffuse the situation.
The men continued cackling behind me, talking in Spanish, no doubt having a great laugh at my expense.
“Give me your shirt,” Maria said, and glared at the men behind her. “I’ll bring you one of Raoul’s even though you’ll swim in it.”
“You don’t have to do that,” I said.
But Maria wasn’t budging. “Trust me.” She eyed me and strategically turned me around to face her, placing my back on her uncles and cousins. Starting at the top, she worked the buttons on my shirt, one by one.
I frowned and eyed her suspiciously. She was up to something.
“Your mom told me to spill it,” Christina whispered.
“I know,” Maria said, flashing Christina a secretive smile. “You did good.”
More laughs came from behind me, and the men smoked their cigars and went back to their conversation, ignoring me.
“What are you doing?” I whispered, gazing down at her.
“Trust me,” she whispered, and smiled demurely. She worked loose the last button on my shirt and pulled it over my shoulders, revealing my bare torso to Christina and my back to Maria’s uncles and cousins.
Christina’s gaze locked on my muscled abdomen and roamed up my chest. Behind me, the chattering stopped along with the guitar music.
Maria grinned up at me, her eyes twinkling. “I’ll be back with a fresh shirt and a fresh beer.” She turned around and found Christina still gawking at me with her jaw hanging open. “Put your tongue back in your mouth and help me find a shirt.”
I stood shirtless on the patio deck and turned around to find four sets of eyes locked on me, each with an intensity that caught me by surprise.
“You have the mark of the goddess,” Raoul said to me. “You have communed with four wives?”
“Yes,” I answered.
“The fifth spot,” Raoul said. “That’s for my Maria?”
The three other men stared at me, hanging on my answer. It was an answer that would determine my place in their family. If he knew about the mark of the harem master, then he also understood the rarity of a fifth bond. I answered with genuine sincerity. “Sir, that’s my desire. If you’ll allow me.” It was a lie, but there was sincerity behind my words. I wanted to bond her as much as Hazel, Lindsay, or any of my first four wives.
Raoul elbowed Hector and mumbled something in Spanish. The old man inched over, and Raoul made room for me on the big couch, smiling up at me for the first time that night. “Come sit and tell me about yourself.”
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Maria and I spent the next three hours enjoying her family’s company. The food was incredible, and so was Richie’s guitar playing. We took our dessert, homemade key lime pie, on the back porch and watched the children play, zigzagging across the backyard, laughing and shouting. 
As the evening turned into night, Maria leaned over where she snuggled beside me on the big couch on the deck. “Let’s take a walk. I’ll show you the pond.”
Hand-in-hand, we strolled along a well-worn path that led from Uncle Raoul’s back porch to a cluster of trees near the edge of his lawn. Even in the woods, the path was well illuminated with embedded lights lining the path. We emerged near a pond that reflected the moon and stars from the crystal clear sky.
A bench swing sat on a wooden deck that stretched outward over the pond’s edge beside a small, worn shed. More lights illuminated the deck, casting a warm, welcoming glow that encompassed the porch swing.
“Uncle Raoul likes to fish down here, but I think he’s fished the pond dry,” Maria said. “Now he only pretends to fish.”
I chuckled and squeezed her hand as we stepped onto the deck and sat down, side by side, on the bench swing.
We laced our fingers together and gently swung together. The metal chain creaked in the wooden beam above us, and a gentle breeze stirred the trees surrounding the pond.
I edged closer to Maria, and she leaned into the crook of my shoulder, resting her head against me. Now was the moment to break the bad news, and I tried to muster up the courage to speak, but Maria beat me to the punch.
“Trap, I know the fifth bond is weighing pretty heavy on your mind.” Her voice was steady and controlled as she gazed into the silvery water.
“It is,” I said. “It’s all I can think of.”
She nestled in tighter. “You and I haven’t talked much about the bonding ceremony, which leads me to believe you are choosing Hazel over me. Am I right?”
I stiffened beside her, and my palm grew damp, clasped inside her hand. “I love you,” I said. “That’s what I know for sure.”
“I know you love me,” she said, and we sat quietly for a long moment before Maria spoke again. “I met Lindsay earlier today. She’s beautiful. She could easily pass for Sam’s sister.”
“I meant to tell you about her,” I said. “The timing has been off.”
“One doesn’t enter this kind of relationship without expecting these kinds of things,” Maria said. “I believe you can love more than one person. You’re fine, Trap. I’m not jealous.”
“I love you as much as Brooke, Sam, Bella, or Sawyer,” I said. “That’s the truth.”
“But you’re not bonding me,” she said.
“I’m strongly considering not bonding a fifth,” I said. “It’s an impossible choice.”
“The treasure —”
“I care more about you than the treasure,” I said. “And Hazel and Lindsay.” I sighed and shook my head. “The goddess offered us five generations of good health when I bond the fifth. Did you know that?”
“Brooke told me about that,” she said. “That’s a tempting offer. Not to mention all that gold.”
“The goddess told me to bond Hazel. I think it’s because she’s a virgin.”
“I didn’t know that,” Maria said. We sat quietly for a long moment before she spoke again. “Trap, I’m a virgin too. Not that you should pick me over Hazel, but you should know.”
I stared down at her, stunned, and raised an eyebrow. “Never?”
“I’ve done lots of other… stuff, but I’m saving that gift for marriage.”
Maria and Hazel were the only two I hadn’t had sex with. I never imagined Maria as a virgin. She seemed so worldly in all our interactions.
“Maria, I want to bond you and make you my wife. Will you marry me?”
“Yes,” she said without hesitation. “Even if it means I don’t take the goddesses bond.” She sat up and turned around to face me. Moonlight left half her face in shadows and other painted with a silvery sheen that made her even more beautiful. “I want to be your wife. If that means not bonding you, then so be it. I never planned to receive such a rare gift, so I’m in.” She gave me a warm, genuine smile and kissed me softly on the lips. “I just know I love you and want to spend every day we can together.”
There it was. She had given me a free pass to exclude her from the bonding, yet she still wanted me. She truly loved me, and I didn’t need any bond to tell me that.
I leaned forward and kissed her again. “Just so you know, I’m not giving up.”






  
  Chapter 55


Brooke’s bed frame creaked on its wooden frame, and her loud moans filled the bedroom. She lay on her back with her legs gripped around my waist and my cock buried deep inside her. Her long red hair swept outward on the crisp white pillows, giving her an angelic look. Her body moved up and down, shifting with the rhythm of our fucking, causing her big beautiful tits to jiggle in tight circles atop her slender frame. 
I sat on my knees between her legs, cradling her thick ass in my palms, holding her bottom half off the bed as I hammered her pussy with deep, powerful thrusts. Her lips clung to my shaft like they were born for the job, and she gazed up at me, her lips parted and her green eyes heavy with lust.
She reached over her head and gripped the bedposts, then tightened her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper inside her. “So, fucking deep,” she said, her voice breathless.
Behind me, Sammie’s tits pressed against my shoulders blades and her hard nipples raked my soft skin. She wrapped her arms loosely around my chest and licked her way up my neck, kissing and swirling as she went. When she reached my ear, she drew my earlobe between her moist lips and her warm, minty breath washed across my cheek and down my inner ear. Her scent, a mix of honey vanilla and orange blossoms, radiated from her golden hair that tickled my shoulder and spilled down over my chest.
My head buzzed and birthed a kernel of pleasure that radiated down my spine. I let out a long moan and held still, holding my cock deep inside Brooke while her airy breaths came short and fast.
Brooke’s big pale tits swayed and jiggled, and her fat pink nipples stood stiff and swollen. She squeezed the headboard in her white-knuckled grip and furrowed her brow. Her eyes halfway rolled back in her head, and she let out a long, throaty moan. She dug her heels into the soft muscles of my ass cheeks and arched her back, coming high off the bed until only her shoulders and head touched. Her legs trembled and her hips shuddered. “Baby, I’m coming.” She tipped her head back and let out a sharp cry of ecstasy as a flood of juices soaked my cock. My shaft glistened with each slow thrust.
I teetered on the brink of an explosive orgasm, but I wasn’t about to let Sammie down. Three glasses of wine on the patio had led to an hours long threesome of sucking and fucking in every position imaginable, but Brooke’s orgasm was the first.
Brooke sagged back onto the mattress, gasping for breath. She loosened her death grip around my waist and collapsed, lying flat on her back. Her tits heaved with each deep breath, and she locked her gaze on me, smiling with relief.
Sammie needed neither direction nor permission. She scrambled around me and straddled Brooke’s midsection, placing a knee on either side of her waist until she hovered above the beautiful ginger on all fours. She leaned forward to kiss her harem sister and their tits mashed together. Sammie knew what she was doing. She presented me with a first class view of her puffy pink slit and I already had the all-access pass.
I palmed Sammie’s perfect ass and squeezed, giving it a soft slap while I eyed the massive tattoo on her back. The bond allowed me to feel both of their emotions, which currently simmered with a heavy dose of lust. Our triple connection made the experience even more intense and allowed me to pinpoint the moment each woman orgasmed. There was no faking it. I would have known if they tried and so far, we had managed one-hundred percent uptime.
Sammie’s tits swayed beneath her petite frame and her bikini tan lines cut a line of pale flesh across her hips and ass. Her golden hair tumbled over her shoulders, cascading over Brooke’s tits as the two women locked tongues.
I slipped inside Sammie and thrust forward, savoring her warm, tight pussy as her walls clamped down on my rigid manhood. She was a national fucking treasure. I shuddered with a low moan and leaned forward, rubbing my hands across her ass and up her back, palming her sides while I slid my thumbs over her bonded tattoo.
She let out low, rhythmic grunts and pressed her hips backward against me, bouncing her ass off my midsection while her big titties swayed beneath her. Sammie leaned forward and cupped Brooke’s tits, mashing them together as their tongues swirled and their lips roamed.
I hammered her from behind, driving deep just like I had with her mother two days ago. My cock throbbed, pulsing inside her. With my heart hammering and my breaths coming in short, ragged bursts, I was near the end. I watched my cock slide in and out, hot and wet, covered with her slick juices.
Sammie was close. I felt her orgasm cresting through our bond and I angled my cock upward, thrusting fast and deep. It was her sweet spot, and she was ready. After two penetrating thrusts, the dam burst.
Sammie broke off the kiss with Brooke and gasped, arching her back, legs trembling. She leaned forward and buried her face between Brooke’s big tits, sucking in short, fevered breaths.
A wave of pure pleasure buzzed my consciousness like a low-flying jet, igniting a firestorm in my balls. My orgasm came hard and fast. I spurted two enormous loads, one after the other, blasting her cervix with a firehouse of my potent seed. I latched onto her hips and pumped, milking my cock against her hot, tight walls., pumping her full of thick, rich cum. My head flashed with a wave of spent dizziness, and I continued ejaculating, painting her insides white.
After my cock went still, Sammie fell forward, collapsing onto the bed beside Brooke. A line of cum stretched from her pussy and ended halfway down her inner thigh. A pearl-sized bead of hot spunk coalesced just inside her pussy and drizzled down her ravaged slit.
I hovered above my harem wives, sitting up on my knees with cum leaking from my slit and my staff glistening with their combined wetness. A light sheen of perspiration coated my smooth, muscled chest, and I sucked in deep calming breaths.
Brooke and Sammie lay stretched out, lying on their backs eyeing me with thin smiles and satisfied expressions.
Brooke edged over and so did Sammie before Brooke patted the middle of the bed. “Come lay with us,” she said.
“Don’t have to ask me twice.” I crawled across the bed and collapsed into the empty spot between them. They came up on either side of me, curling against my chest and shoulders. I wrapped my arms around each of them, then palmed their breasts and rolling their fat nipples between my open fingers.
The three of us lay together, catching our collective breaths. Sammie and Brooke ran their hands over my chest and kissed me softly on the neck, cheeks, and lips.
I laid there, content, but restless, worrying about the fifth bonding ceremony. I still didn’t know who to choose if anyone and with November fast approaching, my window for opportunity was dwindling fast.
Sammie glanced over my shoulder at Brooke, and they exchanged a worried glance.
“Why don’t we talk it through?” Brooke asked.
“Talk what through?” I asked.
Sammie sat up on the bed and turned to face me, sitting cross-legged. “You know we can tell when you’re anxious.”
“Or stressed,” Brooke said.
“Or sad,” Sammie said.
“And you’re all those things,” Brooke said. She propped her head up on her elbow and hooked her leg over my midsection, covering my cock with her inner thigh. “You’re trapped in this bed until we decide on what to do with the last slot.”
I glanced between them, smiling. “Thanks, ladies.” I sighed. “I think I’m going to pass on the last ceremony.”
“Oh?” Brooke furrowed her brow and frowned at me. “I didn’t take you for a quitter.”
“I’m not a quitter,” I said. “I love all three of them.”
Sammie shook her head. “What would that old dead what’s his name think. You know who I mean, the harem king.”
She was joking, trying to lighten the mood, but it didn’t help. “He would be happy knowing that his record is intact.”
“Look, we’re happy with whatever route you choose, but I don’t think you’ll ever be happy until you know for sure.” She traded a glance with Sammie and the two exchanged a knowing smile.
“What’s going on?” I asked.
“It seems to me there’s a new sheriff in town,” Sammie said as she leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. “Records are made to be broken.”
Brooke came in behind her and added a second kiss. “Seven is a lucky number.”
Excitement rose in my chest, and I sat up, a wash of adrenaline coursing down my legs. “You think it’s that simple?”
“You’re the fucking harem master,” Sammie said. “They’re your rules now.”
“I would have to convince her,” I said, thinking out loud.
“No,” Brooke said. “You order her.”
“Seven won’t fit on the tattoo,” I said.
Sammie shrugged. “That’s the goddess’s problem.” She kissed me again. “Now, go bring our girls home.”






  
  Chapter 56


On Halloween night, the Dolphins played the Patriots in front of a sell-out crowd at Miami’s Hard Rock Stadium. I sat in the Patlee’s private suite surrounded by my entire harem, now seven strong. We took in a few minutes of the game, but our attention wasn’t on the kickoff. It was on the fifth and final bonding ritual where I would pressure the goddess of fertility to bond three women at once. Tensions ran sky high, and time was ticking. 
If Hazel was right, we had a small window of opportunity to access the treasure room. And the ultimate key to the treasure room waited for us inside the fifth wife’s tomb, no doubt guarded by the goddess herself.
Across the room, Sawyer chatted with the concierge in charge of the suites. The man was on the Patlee’s payroll and served as a guardian of the fifth wife’s secret tomb. He would take care of security and make sure whenever we emerged, we could get out of the stadium without fear of arrest.
Of course, all that depended on my ability to convince the goddess to bond with three women at once.
Hazel, Maria, and Lindsay sat with me on big, plush leather sofas facing a gargantuan flat screen TV showing the pre-game events. The suite’s buffet had gone untouched, with our mind focused on the task to come.
The game’s first kick came a moment later, followed by the roar of thousands that washed over us in a rumbling drone. The concierge left and Sawyer locked the door with a key that she fished from her purse.
Bella, Brooke, and Sam hovered near the floor-to-ceiling window overlooking the field, feigning interest in the football game unfolding below. They barely spoke, and their worried expressions mirrored the way I felt. This was an all-or-nothing proposition. If I couldn’t bond all three, I wasn’t bonding with any of them.
Sawyer tucked her purse behind the bar and turned to face me. “Ready?”
The remaining six women turned their gazes on me and waited.
“Let’s do it,” I said and stood. I took Maria and Hazel by the hand and helped them up from the couch while Lindsay came around and stood behind us.
Sawyer nodded and opened a nearby coat closet, pulling the doors open wide to reveal a metallic door behind. She knelt for a retinal scan and the door clicked open with a whoosh, swinging inward and revealing a short interior hallway.
We followed Sawyer through the doorway, and she waited for us to pass before closing the closet and then the metallic security door. If anyone came into the suite, they would find an empty room.
Sawyer slid past us, and we followed her around a short corner until we reached a second metallic door, this one built into the floor. She knelt in her form-fitting black dress and high heels, this time punching in a code before the door rose on a pair of hydraulic lifts.
But instead of the entrance to a tomb, a short flight of stairs led to a small round room with a single elevator. We descended the stairs and Sawyer used another retinal scan outside the elevator. The door slid open and the eight of us climbed inside.
The elevator descended, moving through the layers of the stadium and into the earth below. When the door opened, damp musty air washed over us, and an ancient stone stairway appeared before us.
Bright LCD lights bathed the ancient stone steps in bright light, and it wasn’t long before we emerged in the final tomb King Itzcoatl had prepared for the last of his beloved five wives.
Unlit candles decorated the various nooks and crevices built into the rough stone walls circling the large room. The familiar ritual circle appeared on the stone floor, its colors vivid and in its lines carved deep into the stone floor. It was clearly in the best shape of all five tombs. The ladies had replaced the pillow with what was essentially a king-sized futon style mattress that took up much of the summoning circle. It was a dead giveaway that this was no ordinary bonding ritual. Of course, the extra two brides accompanying would give it away soon enough.
“Sammie, can you help me with the candles?” Sawyer asked.
“Sure,” Sammie said as she shrugged out of a pink tank top and unhooked her matching pink bra. She pulled the bra free and tossed it aside along with her tank top, releasing her stunningly perfect natural breasts.
Sawyer followed, shimmying out of her black dress and stepping out of her high heels. The black nylon hose came next, followed by her black silk bra and panties.
Sawyer and Sammie planned to split their time channeling the goddess, each taking turns so as not to pass out from exhaustion during the marathon bonding session. Most of the pressure was on me not to stay conscious in what would be one of the longest yet most sexually satisfying nights of my life.
Sawyer and Sammie went about their task quickly and efficiently, lighting the candles while the rest of the harem looked on
Bella and Brooke stripped next, dropping their clothes piece by piece onto a nearby chair. Hazel and Maria looked on nervously, as if unsure they should follow suit. Lindsay had no problem with nudity, stripping down nearly as fast as her daughter, yet again proving that the apple hadn’t strayed from its motherly branches.
Hazel and Maria locked eyes on Lindsay’s impressive body.
“Nice tattoo,” Maria said. “Who did the work?”
“Butch started it,” she said. “But I own a tattoo shop and an artist who works for me finished the piece.”
“The bonding tattoo will look amazing next to it,” Hazel said.
Lindsay flashed them both a warm smile. “Here’s to hoping.”
“No hope needed,” Bella said, stepping up beside Lindsay. “Trap’s got it all covered.”
They all turned to me, and I swallowed a lump forming in my throat. I was anything but confident, but there was no point in letting them worry more than they already were. “It will all work. You’ll see,” I said and stripped off my shirt.
Hazel followed, stripping away her t-shirt and dropping her beige shorts, revealing a body so spectacular it took my breath away. I had halfway forgotten her legendary ass, and I caught Lindsay gawking.
Lindsay shook her head in awe. “Baby girl, with a body like that, you must have those nerdy museum types ready to stroke out.”
“They would if she didn’t wear an oversized t-shirt and baggy sweatpants every day,” I said. “I’ve seen nuns show more skin than my Hazel.”
Hazel’s cheeks turned pink. “Actually, I wore one of Sammie’s dresses to work the other day and had three middle-aged professors ask me out for lunch.”
I raised an eyebrow and smiled. “Here, I thought I was a dirty old man. I may have to book all your lunch dates from now on.” I dropped my pants and tossed them atop my shirt before slipping free of my briefs and letting my big horse out of the stable.
Maria had her dress halfway unzipped when she froze and gazed at my swaying cock. She licked her lips and her eyes glazed over. “I can’t believe that monster will fit inside me.”
Lindsay came up beside me and pushed in close, giving my cock a little squeeze. “It’s all about going slow.” She leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. “Isn’t that right, baby boy?”
My cock thickened inside her warm grip, and I sucked in a breath, gazing at her jiggling tits. I turned my attention to Maria. “Don’t worry. We’ll take it as slow as we need. I won’t hurt you.”
Maria shucked off her dress and stepped out of it, standing before us in a black lace bra and matching panties. I had yet to have a good luck at her naked body and I gazed at her incredible figure with unabashed lust. Her tits were big and natural, forming a mountain of golden cleavage bulging from her lacy bra cups.
Our eyes locked, and she smiled at me shyly before turning slightly away from me and unhooking her bra. When the bra fell free, her tits barely moved, jiggling only slightly as I glimpsed them from the side.
Maria’s panties came next. She pushed them over her hips and dropped them down around her ankles. Her ass was nearly as firm and compact as Hazel’s, with tits nearly three times as big. But her body fit her frame perfectly and her skin was as smooth and as butter whipped with golden honey. I couldn’t believe a woman as stunning as Maria Anderson hadn’t lost her virginity, but that was all about to change.
“You’re gorgeous,” I said, swallowing away the dryness in my throat as I soaked her in from head to toe.
“I’m not used to feeling self-conscious in front of other women,” Lindsay said. “But damn if you two haven’t got game.”
Maria turned to face me, dropping her hands to her sides and standing before me, naked. Her quarter-sized areolas were flat and pink, with nipples that barely rose above her surrounding skin. But that was before her nipples hardened before my eyes and turned pebble-sized, sitting atop breasts so round and perfect they could have been fake. But fake tits didn’t move the way Maria’s tits moved with that sway and jiggle that science had yet to match.
“Looks like Sammie’s got some competition for the wet t-shirt contest,” Lindsay said.
Sammie, who had just finished lighting her last candle, turned to us and smiled. “Oh, I know. I saw them yesterday when Maria and I showered together. She’s super hot.”
Maria’s cheeks turned scarlet, and her eyes widened with shock.
Lindsay chuckled. “Looks like you two are already getting comfortable with each other.”
Sawyer stepped up to us and clapped her hands together. “Okay. Let’s do this.” She turned around to face the circle. “Sammie, you sit beside me near the ink machine.” She pointed across the circle. “Bella and Brooke, you two sit just outside the ring. You’re here for moral support and you can help convince the goddess if need be.” She turned to my three brides next. “You three sit on the cushion in the center. When the goddess arrives, let Trap do the talking.” Finally, she turned to me. “Baby, are you ready?”
“As I’ll ever be,” I said. “But I think this time, I’ll sit with the girls on the cushion.”
Sawyer raised an eyebrow. “You’re sure?”
“I need to take a firm hand,” I said. “She needs to see my face first.”
Sawyer gave me a brief nod and a last kiss on the lips. “You’ll do great. I just know it.”
Everyone moved to their assigned positions. I sat in the center of the cushion with Lindsay to my left, Maria to my right and Hazel right in front of me. Sawyer and Sammie sat down together before they clasped hands. Sawyer lowered her head, and a heartbeat passed before her head jerked upright and the goddess blinked.
She scanned the room, frowning before settling her gaze directly on me. “My prince.” She nodded. “You’ve assembled quite the entourage this evening.” She then gazed at Lindsay, Hazel, and Maria. “What’s this about?”
I exhaled sharply and stared her straight in the eye. “I’m bonding all three.”
The goddess laughed, tipping her head back. “I like your confidence, my prince.” But then her smile faded, and she glared at me, her expression stern. “Don’t waste my time with this.”
My stomach sank. I had hoped the goddess wouldn’t fight me on this point, but I was determined to get my way. “I love all three women and it’s absurd to make me choose based on the failings of one dead king.”
The goddess paused, a slight smile quirking her lips. “Failings? You think you’re more worthy than a king?”
“I know I am,” I said and slid my arms around Hazel and Maria, then nodded toward Lindsay. “They are treasures worth far more than anything in the king’s tomb.”
“You have no idea what you’re talking about,” the goddess said and turned to Hazel. “You’ve brought the virgin.”
Hazel edged backward, nestling in close under my arm and averted her gaze.
“Whether she’s a virgin is inconsequential,” I said. “It’s love that fuels your magic, not virginity.”
The goddess ignored me and strolled among us, gazing down at Hazel before she settled in behind Maria.
Fear ignited behind Maria’s eyes, and she trembled slightly before grabbing hold of my hand and clinching it tight.
“Relax, my child,” the goddess said and touched Maria’s temples with her palms. “You’re safe with me.” A wide smile blossomed on her face. “Two virgins? My, my, my. You are full of surprises.”
I held my tongue and squeezed Maria’s hand.
“What’s your name, child?” the goddess asked.
“Maria Anderson,” she said, and swallowed hard.
“Hmmmm….” The goddess frowned and turned to Hazel. “The love is just as strong in this one. Maybe the strongest I’ve felt yet.” She released Maria’s temples and stepped up behind Lindsay.
Maria relaxed and loosened her death grip on my hand, staring over her shoulder as the goddess passed.
Lindsay sat tall and straight, cross-legged before the goddess with a serene smile, lighting her exquisite face. She was the picture of confidence.
The goddess touched her hands to Lindsay’s head and gasped. She jerked away and stumbled backward, whipping her head toward me with her eyes ablaze. “What’s the meaning of this?”
My stomach took a nosedive and a large infusion of pure fear washed over me. “The meaning of what?”
“You’ve brought me an arch-priestess?” The goddess’s voice was incredulous. “I haven’t touched an arch priestess in a thousand years.” She turned back to Lindsay. “What’s your name and who do you serve?” Her voice was stern and authoritative.
Lindsay smiled and glanced over her shoulder. “The name’s Lindsay and I serve cocktails around six o’clock.”
Sammie giggled, and Brooke snorted.
The goddess frowned. “Who’s your deity?”
“Trap made me cry out for God a few nights ago, but otherwise, I’m a free agent.”
“A free agent?” she asked.
“I serve no God,” Lindsay said. “I don’t even know what you’re talking about with this arch-priestess nonsense. My daughter is the one with the magic.” She nodded at Sammie.
The goddess’s expression softened, and her eyes widened with wonder. “Of course.” She whirled on me. “You wish to bond a mother and daughter?”
“Is that kind of thing frowned on?” I asked, drawing a smirk from Bella.
“On the contrary,” the goddess said. “It’s a testament to your skill as a harem master. Perhaps you have surpassed the old king.” She rubbed her chin and gazed at my brood. “Two virgins and an arch-priestess.” She sighed. “That’s quite a haul.”
“I feel you want to say yes,” I said.
“It’s not a matter of my desire,” the goddess said. “It’s a matter of navigating the king’s trial.”
“The king’s trial?” I asked.
She waved me off. “Let me think.” She paced back and forth across the circle, gazing at me and the ladies before finally turning to face me. “I can’t risk it. Choose one and bond her.”
“No,” I said, my tone firm yet not hostile.
Maria and Hazel leaned away from the goddess while Lindsay glanced over at me and spoke. “Trap, I’ll take myself out of the running.”
“Me too,” Hazel said, leaving Maria as the lone holdout, trembling under my arm.
I glanced sideways at both of them. “No,” I said, my tone commanding, before I turned my gaze back on the priestess and spoke to my brood. “Come on. We’re leaving. I’m not bonding with anyone today.” I stood and panic touched the goddess’s eyes.
“Wait,” she said. “You must bond a fifth. You’re the one. I’ve waited centuries to find a worthy prince.”
“Says who?” I asked. “I have three women here who I love and you’re asking me to choose? Fuck that. You can keep your ritual and your treasure.” I turned my back on her and the goddess’s voice stopped me cold.
“Okay,” she said, her tone conveyed defeat. “I’ll do it.”
I turned around to face her and saw a flash of fear in her eyes. “Why?”
“I need you to open the tomb,” she said. “That’s all I can tell you. I’ll bond all three, but this is truly uncharted territory. I can’t guarantee the magic will hold. If it fails, all the bonds will break. It all depends on your strength. No man has ever bonded seven brides.”
“Why would the bonds break?”
“After five, the bonds will be harder for you to control. The love you share must be ironclad and permanent. That’s easier said than done. And if you lose one to death before they grow old, it may kill you.”
That gave me pause, but only slightly. I had seen what the death of a spouse did to Peter. I was no different, but it was no reason to run away and hide from what could be. “The boon of good health still applies?”
The goddess nodded an affirmative. “Five generations.”
I glanced over at Bella, Brooke, and Sammie. “What do you think, ladies?”
“Yes,” Bella said without hesitation.
“Let’s do it,” Brooke added.
“You know my answer,” Sammie said. “And I can speak for Sawyer, too. Yes.”
I measured the expressions on Maria, Hazel, and Lindsay’s faces. “Ladies?”
“Sugar, you only go around once,” Lindsay said. “Hell, I might even have another baby.”
“Yes,” Maria said with a firm nod.
Hazel nodded, but her eyes watered slightly. “I don’t want to see you get hurt.”
“Oh, baby.” I let out a sigh, leaned over, and kissed her softly on the lips. “I’ll be fine. Especially with that boon of health.”
Hazel rubbed away her tears with the backs of her hands and nodded. “Yes. If you’ll still have me.”
I chuckled and kissed her again, gazing down at her perky tits as I did. “Of course, I’ll still have you.” Then I turned back to the goddess. “Who goes first?” I asked.
“The virgins,” the goddess said. “Pick one and we’ll do the other next.” She turned to Lindsay. “You’re last. The energy required to bond an arch-priestess will test my limits.”
Lindsay grinned. “I’m happy to give you a little pick me up if it comes to it.”
The goddess smiled warmly. “I may take you up on that.”
I glanced between Maria and Hazel. “Who’s first?”
“Maria, you go,” Hazel said.
“You’re sure?” Maria asked.
Hazel nodded. “I’d rather watch and work up my courage.”
Maria nodded reluctantly. “Okay.”
“Let’s get started,” the goddess said. “You two sit near the edge of the circle. I’ll call you when I’m ready.”
I took my place in the middle of the cushion and stretched out my legs.
The goddess took Maria by the hand and led her to me. “A virgin for a prince,” the goddess said. “A fine match.” She smiled over at Maria. “You may mount your groom.”
Maria stepped up before me. Her naked body glowed under the dancing candlelight and her bronzed complexion shimmered with twisting shadows. As she placed her feet on either side of my hips, her big tits jiggled and swayed. Her smooth, tight slit appeared before me at eye level, the pink from her labia ever so slightly peeking out.
She sat down on my lap and edged forward, resting her ass on my thighs while my cock hardened between us. Maria draped her arms over my shoulders and eyed me nervously. “Will it hurt?”
Before I could answer, the goddess appeared over my shoulder. “I’ll ease the pain, child. Truly savor the moment.”
My cock thickened by the second, teetering between Maria and me like a stone club. Her big natural tits jiggled and swayed, brushing up against my chest as her nipples hardened.
Maria licked her lips and gazed down at my rising manhood. “It’s so big.”
“Mmmm… it is, isn’t it?” the goddess eyed my cock enviously. “You will experience many years of pleasure with your prince and bear a fine family.”
Maria smiled, glancing at the goddess before she turned her attention back to me. She ran her fingers through the back of my hair, leaned forward, and kissed me softly on the lips. “I’m ready.”
I ran my hands down her back and cupped her tight, firm ass, squeezing her flesh between my fingers while my cock pulsed with anticipation. “Go slow,” I said and grabbed hold of my cock as Maria pushed herself off my lap.
Maria lowered herself just enough until her virginal slit touched my swollen head. She braced herself on my shoulders and let out a slow breath. She gazed into my eyes and her nervous expression faded. “I want you so bad,” she whispered.
I guided my tip along her slippery trench and savored the hot slickness of her virgin pussy. Her wet pink lips tickled my head, and a jolt of sexual energy raced up my spine. With measured strokes, I glided my tip up and down her slick pink lips while Maria rocked her hips forward and backward, moaning softly as she did.
She closed her eyes and bit her lower lip, then edged her hips forward until my cock slipped just inside her virginal honey hole. “Fuck,” she said as crisp goosebumps flared on her chest and her nipples stiffened before my eyes.
I released my cock, leaving it lodged just inside her pussy. I cupped Maria’s big soft tits, squeezing them in my hands and mashing them together while my cock pulsed, my tip slipping deeper by the second.
Maria closed her eyes and undulated her hips, working my cock deeper as she leaned forward and found my mouth with hers. Our tongues twined and a wash of butterflies swirled in the pit of my stomach.
Halfway inside her, I let out a primal moan, my cock pulsing against her tight walls. The experience was like having Disney World rented out all to yourself. Her tightness and warmth conspired to ignite a series of flashes that started in my brain and spread down my body like wildfire.
“Let yourself go,” the goddess said from somewhere in the distance. “Experience the pleasure.”
Maria let out a soft moan inside my mouth. Her minty tongue darted across mine, and she pulled my bottom lip into her mouth as she sank deeper, stuffing her pussy with my cock. She let out a sudden gasp and broke off the kiss, easing back and gazing into my eyes.
I fully impaled her, my cock buried deep, pulsing and expanding as I savored the thrill of her velvety warm pussy clenching my rigid manhood. I was already on the brink of coming and we hadn’t even started fucking.
“I’m not a virgin anymore,” she said and smiled before leaning back into me and finding mouth. She went all in, deepening our kiss as she rocked on my cock, fucking me slow and deep.
I released her tits and cupped her ass, raising and lowering her as I pumped my cock in and out, going deep with each thrust.
Maria shuddered and squeezed my shoulders before she tensed up and cried out, breaking off our kiss as her pussy pulsed around my rigid cock. “I’m coming,” she said and gasped. Her lips remained parted as her eyes glazed over with lust.
I lost myself in the green, brown and gold flecks in her hazel irises, and my orgasm came swift and powerful like a flood-powered river, surging its banks. I grunted, pushing my cock deep inside her and spurted, gushing thick jets of cum directly into her fertile womb.
Maria’s face came into sharp focus, and the room blurred around her. I came hard and fast, my lust spiking as I drained my balls for the first time in a marathon fuck session that would last all night.
The hours crept by, and I lost track of the ebb and flow of the many orgasms we shared. After what felt like only moments, the distinct pull of a fifth bond appeared in my mind and when the world came into focus, I found Hazel sitting on my lap.
Sammie stood behind her, but with the goddess at the wheel. “Very good, my prince,” the goddess said. “You’ve done well. Now take your second virgin and make her your own.”
Hazel’s blue eyes shifted with nervous energy and her perky breasts barely moved as she slid forward on my lap. “Are you okay?” she asked me.
I cupped her tit in one hand, tweaking her nipple between my thumb and forefinger. I slid my other hand beneath her tight ass and squeezed her flesh before pulling her into a deep kiss.
Hazel moaned in my mouth, and her tongue swirled, tasting like fresh bubble gum and sweet honey. She moved her lithe, athletic body effortlessly and reached for my cock, gliding my knob through her warm pink lips. With a slight shudder, she slipped my tip inside her virgin hole and held still. She broke off our kiss and eyed me, her eyes drowning with lust. “I want you so bad.” She bit her lip and lowered herself, taking my cock halfway inside her before she paused with a whimpering moan.
My cock remained as stiff and full as it had in when Maria and I started. The throbbing in my cock intensified, and I felt my manhood expand against her tight walls. I held my cock still inside her and gazed into her bright blue eyes. “I love you,” I said and leaned forward, licking my way up her neck and sucking her earlobe between my lips. She smelled like strawberries and summer flowers, and I nearly came inhaling her sweet, virginal scent.
Hazel let out a soft moan and undulated her hips, taking me deeper until she had buried my cock to the root. Her breaths came in short, rapid pulls and she didn’t bother stifling her long, low moans. She dug her fingers into my back and rocked atop me, fucking me slow and deep.
I cupped her legendary ass and kneaded her firm flesh, touching my hot cock as it slid in and out of her cherry hole. My head spun with waves of unbridled lust, and I groaned, nearly coming for the second time.
Hazel increased the pace of her hips, fucking me faster, her ass clapping off my thighs. She moved atop me like a gazelle, her lithe body gliding in rhythmic waves. “Oh, God.” She cried out, arched her back and she sucked in air, her breath catching in her throat. She dug her fingers into my shoulder blades and shivered under the warm blanket of a major climax.
Her tight pussy clamped down on my cock and I didn’t hold back. I came hard and fast, spurting uncontrollably, pumping hot ribbons of thick jizz deep inside her. It was all I could do to maintain consciousness, and the world faded, leaving only Hazel before me.
More hours shifted, with consciousness growing harder to maintain. I came inside Hazel a countless number of times and hoped the goddess could keep me going.
Somewhere in the wee hours of the morning, I found myself on my knees, pumping my cock in Lindsay from behind. My midsection bounced off her thick, MILF ass, and a light sheen of perspiration coated her already tattooed back. The bonded tattoo showed my face in the center, with vibrant gold and red colors swirling in an intricate weave so detailed it blew me away. Yet strangely, I didn’t feel the bond with her.
I felt the tug of six souls through my tattoo and somewhere in the distance came the tinny drone of the tattoo machine behind me. My cock burned with heat and the pleasure I had experienced with Hazel and Maria was alive and vibrant as I hammered Lindsay from behind.
Lindsay’s big tits swayed from side to side beneath her chest, and the world came slightly into focus. What I saw next both shocked me and energized me.
Five of my harem wives surrounded me on the cushion in a writhing mass of naked bodies and loud moans. Sammie lay between Bella’s parted legs. Their tongues lashed together as Bella squeezed Sammie’s ass and ground her pussy against Sammie’s pelvis. Hazel lay on her back stretched out on the cushion beneath Brooke, licking her pussy while Brooke sat on her knees kissing Maria, who had her hands filled with Brooke’s big pale tits.
Moans of pleasure radiated across the room, competing with the sound of the tattoo machine behind me. Velvety pleasure warmed my cock and I let out a long simmering moan, then exploded inside Lindsay, pumping her full of my hot virulent seed. I leaned forward and cupped her tits, squeezing her fat nipples between my fingers as I emptied my balls inside my former step-mother.
The room blurred, leaving only Lindsay on all fours before me, taking the pounding of a lifetime. My cock glistened with her juices, and I latched onto her hips, pumping her pussy hard and fast. I cried out and my balls tightened. I filled Lindsay’s womb with jets of hot cum before our sex became a blur of never-ending orgasms.
Then something inside me shifted, and the familiar tug of a seventh bond left me reeling. As I emptied the last of my seed inside Lindsay, the world teetered and went black.






  
  Chapter 57


Iawoke to find all seven of my harem wives surrounding me. They sat on their knees, gazing down at me, their bonds heavy with worry. They were still naked, which led me to believe I hadn’t been out for long. 
Brooke breathed a sigh of relief, and her shoulders relaxed. “He’s back.”
I blinked, gazing at every one of their beautiful, but worried, faces. “How long was I out?”
“Not long,” Sawyer said. “Don’t move. You’re physically exhausted.”
“Drink this,” Hazel said, handing me an ice cold bottled water.
I disregarded Sawyer’s advice and pushed up off my back. The world spun, and I sat still for a moment, letting my mind rest.
“I told you not to move,” Sawyer said, her tone frustrated.
“I’m fine.” I slowly sat the rest of the way up and took the water from Hazel before gazing around the room.
The candles still flickered, but layers of thick wax dripped down the stone walls onto the floor. Hours had passed, and I had somehow survived.
“What time is it?” I asked.
“A little after six in the morning,” Sammie said.
I grinned sheepishly and soaked them all in. “It’s done.”
The girls let out a collective sigh of relief and traded looks of relief.
“That was incredible,” Bella said, grinning from ear to ear. “No one would ever believe us if we tried to explain it.”
“What happens in this room stays in this room,” Brooke said. “We’re a family now. All of us.”
“I remember seeing Lindsay’s tattoo before the bond was complete,” I said. “Hazel and Maria, let me see yours.”
They both swiveled, showing me their backs.
My face appeared at the center of each. Hazel’s tattoo had geometric patterns, precise and detailed, done in vibrant shades of green and red. Maria’s tattoo seemed to glow with an inner light. The flashy silver and gold seemed to flow like water, as if alive.
I gazed at them, my jaw scraping the floor. “She’s outdone herself this time.”
“Wait until you see your tattoo,” Sammie said, trading a grin with Lindsay.
“Yeah?” I sipped on my water and the world steadied. “Let me see the picture.”
Sawyer handed me her phone, and I zoomed in on the picture of my tattooed back.
Seven faces formed a perfect circle, each face alive with colors matching those on their own individual tattoos. The goddess had redone the entire tattoo so that the seven faces were evenly dispersed. I wasn’t sure how she had pulled it off, considering the placement of the first four.
But it was the new tattoo that filled the center of my back that caught my attention. It was a circular tattoo that looked like a coin face or an emblem, with sharp lines and vivid gold colors. Like Maria’s, the tattoo glowed with an inner radiance, its colors shifting and swirling as if a flowing river of ink. Then there was the strange lettering near the bottom of the circle.
“What’s that say?” I asked.
“It’s Aztec for the number seven,” Hazel said, smiling.
My first thought was that it represented my seven wives, but something Hazel told me pinged at the back of my brain. “November seventh,” I whispered.
“That was my thought,” Hazel said. “But it could very well represent your seven wives.”
“What’s November seventh?” Bella asked.
“That’s the day Venus transits Florida,” Hazel said.
“The day we can open the treasure room?” Brooke asked.
“That’s what we’re thinking,” I said. “You ladies up for a road trip in a week? I hear the Florida swamps are great vacation destination this time of year?”
That comment drew a round of laughter before Sawyer let out a long yawn. “Sounds great, but sleep sounds even better.”
“Agreed.” I stood and held out my hands. “Come on, ladies. Let’s go home.”
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  Chapter 58


Deep within Florida’s murky swamps, I stood atop a weathered, rectangular stone slab, gazing down at the golden figurine tucked inside my fist. “Give me your secrets,” I murmured and waved my hands with a flourish of voodoo magic. Nothing happened. 
Behind me, Sawyer chuckled with obvious amusement. “If it were only that easy.”
I turned around to face her. “After my father spent half his life searching for this tomb, I honestly am more than a little underwhelmed. There’s nothing here, but an eroded piece of rock.”
“Were you expecting mummies and sunken temples?” She asked as she surveyed the raised earth surrounding the stone slab.
“Don’t I remind you of Indiana Jones?” I scratched my chin and frowned. “Too bad I left my whip and leather hat at home.”
She raised a playful eyebrow. “It’s your loss. We could have had some fun with that whip.”
My gorgeous third wife wore her glossy black hair pulled back in a messy ponytail. Somehow, the mud and murk bubbling up from the encroaching swamp hadn’t touched her white V-necked t-shirt and tight black shorts. Even her white tennis shoes remained crisp and clean.
I felt the warm but tense tug from her bond that betrayed her serene and polished exterior. If I felt her nerves, she certainly felt mine. In my case, it was more dread than nerves. It was a feeling I had spent all week trying unsuccessfully to shake.
“Hazel says the tomb won’t open until tomorrow evening,” I said, addressing the elephant in the room.
“Right.” Sawyer sighed and stepped up before me, hooking her pinky finger around mine. “But I thought the sonar scans might have revealed something. A hollow cavity beneath the earth or even a tunnel. And let’s forget about the dozen test excavations we did while we built the house. I don’t understand it. If there’s a tomb down there, where is it?”
By the house, she meant the ultra-modern, rectangular box built on stilts standing a short distance behind us. The off-the-grid, solar powered home had cost Sawyer’s father a small fortune. It had every modern convenience, including a state-of-the-art security system and a helipad. It was an all-glass triumph of contemporary architecture built amid a thousand acres of desolate Patlee-owned swampland.
With the toe of my boot, I traced the outline of a circular ridge carved into the center of the stone. “The assembled map pieces look like they would fit nicely in this crevice.”
“They do,” Sawyer said. “But then what? We’ve put the assembled map pieces in the slot, and nothing happened.”
“I don’t see any good place for the figurine,” I said, scanning the slab for an indenture or hidden crevice. “I thought it might unlock a secret door or something, but that only happens in the movies.”
“Has Hazel got anywhere with those artifacts?” Sawyer asked.
“Not yet. She’s inside, diligently combing through that giant FedEx box. Where did your dad get that stuff?” I asked.
“From a private collector in Europe. I think that’s part of the reason for his trip to Spain. The guy has sat on that stuff for decades. Who knows what’s in there? It’s all Aztec related, but it may not be from Itzcoatl or the tribes here in Florida.” She shrugged. “It feels a bit like we’re throwing a Hail Mary, but unless the stars magical align tomorrow night, I don’t know what else we can do.”
She sighed, and I pulled her into my arms, drawing her in tight. “And here I thought a few orgies would have gold bars raining down on us.”
Sawyer laughed and slipped her arms around my waist, then rested her head against my chest. “After everything we’ve been through, what if it’s all for nothing?”
I tensed up. That very thought had haunted me for years. The last week had magnified those feelings a thousand fold. This treasure was my father’s life’s work. It had sustained him through ravaging cancer, chemotherapy, and radiation. He spent over thirty years of his life chasing ghosts and making himself the laughingstock of the treasure hunting world.
On his deathbed, I promised my dad I would bring the treasure home and restore honor to his name and mine. My dad and I had sunk a small fortune into hunting Itzcoatl’s treasure. What if it was gone? What if someone had arrived centuries ago, dug it up and now it was spread out all over the world? It sure didn’t feel like any treasures were buried beneath this hot, murky swamp. We were more likely to get eaten by alligators than stumble on a treasure.
“Don’t worry. If there’s a treasure to find, we’ll find it.” I tried to convince myself as much as I did her. “All those bonding rituals prove the treasure exists. Butch believed it was still out there somewhere, waiting for an intrepid treasure hunter to seize the opportunity. If he believed it, so do I.”
She sighed again. “I hope you’re right.”
“There’s no point stumbling around out here in the mud.” I leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips. “Fly back to Miami. Get a good night’s sleep and bring the rest of the ladies here tomorrow. By then, we’ll have it all figured out. You’ll see.”
Sawyer stood on her tiptoes and kissed me again. “I hope you’re right. Are you sure you don’t mind me leaving?”
“I’ve got Hazel and this incredible house,” I said, turning us toward the house and the helipad beside it. “Come on. I’ll walk you to your ride. I’ll feel better with you flying that thing while we still have some daylight.”
She scooped up my hand and laughed. “I’m an expert pilot,” she said. “You liked my ride here, didn’t you?”
I raised an eyebrow. “You’re really tossing me up that softball?”
Sawyer laughed again, harder this time, until it touched her eyes. “Get your head out of the gutter.”
I chuckled and kissed her again. “The ride was great.” I gazed down into her exotic blue eyes. “But honestly, I’m terrified of heights. I white knuckled it the whole way.”
She laughed and squeezed my hand. “I didn’t know you were such a big baby.”
I led her along the path from the tomb to the helipad. “Oh, I’m the biggest baby. But I trust you. I wouldn’t climb into that thing with just anyone.”
Sawyer climbed into the helicopter and started up the engine. The enormous blades slowly churned overhead.
I cringed and ducked instinctively, giving her hand one last squeeze.
“Let me know if Hazel finds anything,” she yelled over the growing roar. “I’ll keep my phone glued to my hand.”
“Not while you’re flying this rig. Don’t worry. I’ll let you know.” With a wary eye locked on the spinning blades, I climbed up and gave her one last lingering kiss. “Fly safe. I love you.”
A few minutes later, the helicopter ascended into the November sky and headed south until the sound of the whirling blades disappeared and I was left alone, standing on the empty helipad.
The silence didn’t last long as the sound of a door opening came from the house and Hazel popped her head out.
She smiled at me triumphantly. “I found something.”






  
  Chapter 59


Ifollowed Hazel through the door and drank in her blossoming beauty. Ever since our bonding ceremony, Hazel had emerged from her cocoon like some legendary butterfly, her colors vibrant and sharp. Her sexual appetite had grown ravenous, and she sank her fangs deep whenever the mood struck. Her fellatio skills had increased tenfold, and I had blown regular middle-of-the-night loads into her hot little mouth. Be it two in the afternoon or three in the morning, Hazel went all in as if she was competing for the Olympic gymnastics all around. Her leap in confidence had led to way more perks than merely her very aggressive and very welcomed sexual behavior. My hot little scientist had traded in the sweats for outfits she damn well knew charged me up. And today’s sparkling little number had me more than a little distracted. 
Hazel strode confidently down the long hallway that led to the great room where she had set up shop. I knew that the way she shook her tight little ass was entirely for my benefit, and I loved every second. Hazel had honed her blade of teasing until it was razor sharp. Now I was hooked like a downtown junkie in search of a fix.
She wore a short, black, pleated miniskirt that barely covered her spectacular ass. With every stride, her dress fluttered and bounced, revealing hints of her white cotton panties beneath.
My cock shifted in my faded denim jeans and my head buzzed as a wave of desire hit me like a tidal wave. All thoughts of the treasure faded, and my lizard brain wanted only one thing — that ass.
Hazel’s long, lithe legs, sleek and powerful, were entirely on display. From her flawless hamstrings, to her well-rounded calves, and thighs strong enough to crack walnuts, she was fucking sublime. Even her petite bare feet were perfect right down to her toenails topped with glossy black glossy polish. She wore a slutty schoolgirl style white button-down shirt tied off at her midriff, revealing a shapely tease of her toned tummy and freshly pierced belly button. Her perky breasts jiggled inside her shirt where she had mastered the art of pumping up her cleavage with pushup bras. Her long, silky brown hair flowed over her shoulders in shimmering waves and swished across her back in time with the slutty little swivel of her hips.
“I can’t wait to show you what I’ve found,” she said, practically bouncing as she pranced down the hall, smiling at me over her shoulder.
Her glossy pink lips glistened, and her blue eyes twinkled with mischief. She knew what she was doing to me, and I knew what she wanted.
My cock hardened to granite and settled in my pants as stiff and straight as a late October corn stalk. I needed her and no matter what she had discovered about the treasure, it could wait. I had to get her out of my system before I burst.
When we reached the great room, she paused by the exterior wall overlooking the treasure tomb outside. Calling it a wall wasn’t quite accurate. Thick, continuous floor-to-ceiling window panes ran the length of the house, mirrored on the outside and filtered on the inside. The swamp appeared behind Hazel with the stone slab taunting me just over her shoulder. But it was that tiny fucking skirt, white panties and eye-popping cleavage that drew my full attention.
Across the room, ancient books and dusty artifacts scattered a massive square coffee table where Hazel had set up shop.
Hazel glanced at the books, then back at me. “I recognize that look in your eye.” She grinned mischievously. “But what I have to show you is so important. Can he wait until later?” She glanced down at my cock and met my gaze, her eyes twinkling.
She knew the answer to that question. My head flashed, blazing with lust. “You were the one that coined it Free-use Friday, remember?” I stepped forward and backed her up against the glass, trapping her between my powerful arms.
She feigned a shocked expression, bit her lower lip and gazed up at me, batting those big blue eyes right at me. “I knew this outfit was too much.”
My cock throbbed, straining the front of my jeans. “All you’re missing are the thigh-high socks.” In a rush, I spun her around and forced her face-first into the window.
Hazel let out a quick gasp, but leaned forward, resting her arms against the window while she stuck out her tight ass, flashing me plenty of her white panties. “I’ll buy ten pairs if it makes you this crazy,” she said. Her voice came out rushed and breathy.
I tossed her skirt up around her waist, revealing her tight white panties pressed into her ass crack. Her right side rode up her cheek and her left clung to her bubbly little ass by a thread. “You know it does,” I said and unzipped my pants, letting them drop around my ankles. My cock sprang free, stiff and glistening, swaying before her tight ass like a hungry anaconda.
Hazel let out a soft moan and leaned forward, resting her forearms on the windows and glancing back at me over her shoulder. “Fuck me, daddy. I’ve been a bad girl in here playing with myself.”
My cock twitched and my tip, already oozing pre-cum, brushed over her exposed ass cheek. I leaned forward and, in one swift motion, tugged her panties over her hips and pushed them down her supple thighs. “How bad do you want it?” I asked.
Hazel stepped out of her panties and kicked them aside. “So, fucking bad,” she whispered and widened her stance. The soft swell of her puffy pink slit came into view between her perfectly round ass cheeks.
Waves of super-charged lust washed over me. I grabbed hold of my cock and glided my tip between her ass cheeks, slipping my swollen knob over her puckered little asshole.
Hazel moaned, then let out a shrill little squeal as goosebumps rose across her ass and hamstrings. “Baby, I don’t have any lube for your monster.”
I had yet to christen her ass, but that particular Everest was very high on my list. As big as my cock was, it would rip her apart, and the idea of hurting her not only appalled me, but it wasn’t the least bit sexy. Reluctantly, I slid my tip lower, leaving a trail of clear cum in my wake.
As my tip slipped through her soft pink folds, Hazel moaned softly and pushed her ass backward, forcing my tip inside her exquisitely tight honey hole. “That’s it,” she hissed, letting out a warbling moan.
My cock stopped in its tracks, cut off by a pussy so tight it left me shuddering. A wash of adrenaline raced down my legs, leaving them quivering under my bulky frame. Her pussy throbbed around my tip and my head spun, leaving me so dizzy I felt weightless. I pushed forward, moaning, and sank deep inside her, savoring her hot, tight pussy as it clamped down on my cock like a warm, squishy glove.
Hazel swiveled her hips, and her pussy undulated. She somehow made her muscles roll along my shaft in waves, squeezing as she went. “That’s it, baby. God, you’re in so fucking deep.” She pushed backward, taking my cock in to the root.
My entire body quivered, and I leaned forward, grabbing her hips for leverage as I pushed in as deep as I could go. My cock throbbed inside her, pulsing against her velvety walls. I slid my hand through the gap in her shirt and tucked my fingers inside her bra. Her nipple stiffened inside my fingers as I rocked forward and backward, fucking her slow and deep.
Hazel pushed hard against the glass, gyrating her hips and groaning louder with every stroke. She tipped her head back, exposing her throat while her silky brown hair washed over her back.
I found her neck with my lips and sucked, ramming her harder and faster until the sound of our slapping skin rose above our heated groans and quivering grunts. I hammered her harder pussy harder with every thrust.
Hazel’s legs trembled, and her breath caught in her throat. She let out a high-pitched squeal and her pussy tightened around my cock, clamping down, as a fresh release of her juices left my pulsing manhood slick and glistening.
I licked my way up her neck and nuzzled in behind her ear, soaking in the mind-numbing scent of summer flowers drifting from her hair. My breaths came in short, ragged pulls, and I slipped her earlobe between my lips just as my orgasm crashed into my consciousness.
I grunted, buried my cock to the hilt, and exploding deep inside her, gushing a torrent of cum, spurting uncontrollably while my heart pounded so hard, I thought it would burst. My legs buckled beneath me, and I wrapped my arm around her waist, holding still inside her while I pumped her full of my seed.
Hazel squeezed her pussy, working her hips in tight circles. She milked my cock of every drop of cum, squeezing and pulling with her incredible pussy. “That’s it, baby. I feel your cum gushing inside me.” She reached back and wrapped her arm around my head before turning her face to the side and finding my lips with hers.
Our tongues flashed together, swirling and exploring, while my cock finally stopped spurting, and my heart rate slowed to a mere gallop.
But if I knew Hazel, this little impromptu fuck session was only a warmup. Once I had unleashed the demon inside her, we wouldn’t stop until the fire stopped burning. We fucked again on the expensive shag area rug beside the coffee table and again on the oversized leather sectional where Hazel had spent hours poring over ancient Aztec scrolls and texts.
Finally, after she had her fill, we lay coiled together, completely naked, entwined in a blanket with sweat glistening off our bodies. Outside the massive windows, the sun sank toward the horizon and the house automatically raised the lights to maintain a constant luminosity.
We spooned on the couch with Hazel’s ass pushed up against my spent cock. I cupped her perky little tit in one hand and kissed my way up and down her neck.
She gently dragged her fingertips over the back of my hand and purred in my arms like a content kitten. “You were my biggest sexual fantasy,” she said. “God, I used to get off almost every night imagining you taking me just like you did in front of that window.” She sighed contentedly, and the bond between us hummed with love. “I still can’t believe you’re mine.” She laughed sweetly and pushed back against me. “Who was your first sexual fantasy about?”
I tightened my grip on her tit, tweaked her nipple between my fingers, and pulled her against me, nestling my cock between her ass cheeks. “That’s easy — Valerie Lewis.”
Hazel giggled. “Who’s that?”
“She was my eighteen-year-old babysitter,” I said. “I think I was twelve at the time. My first wet dream starred Valerie. And the second. And about a dozen more after that.”
“What did she look like?” Hazel twisted the gold ring on my pinky finger, playing with it while she rested her head against my shoulder.
“God, she was unbelievable. She had long red hair and perfect pale skin. Her breasts were full and firm. I remember seeing her once at the beach in her bikini and I had to run into the ocean to hide the bulge in my swim trunks.”
“She sounds a lot like Brooke,” Hazel said.
“In some ways, she was. Brooke’s got more blonde in her hair than Valerie’s and a tighter body. Valerie was a MILF in the making. When she came over to babysit, she wore this pink angora sweater and the tightest jeans you ever saw. She made me watch the DVD of the Titanic with her over and over until I had memorized every line. I didn’t care. I used the chance to sneak peaks down her top. God, I went through a lot of Kleenexes dreaming of losing my virginity to Valerie Lewis.”
“Whatever happened to her?” Hazel asked.
“I don’t know. She went to college. I assume she’s married with kids. A woman like Valerie doesn’t last long on the open market.”
“I’m surprised you never had sex with her,” Hazel said.
“Oh, believe me, I tried. She wouldn’t give me the time of day. I called her on my eighteenth birthday and asked her out. She laughed at me. Can you believe that?”
“Her loss,” Hazel said. “I bet she wouldn’t turn you away now.” She spun the ring on my finger. “Where did you get the ring? I’ve never seen it before.”
“It belonged to Butch,” I said. “It’s sort of a good luck charm. His father wore it before him and his father before him. My great, great grandfather found it inside a Spanish galleon. I wear it when I want to feel close to my dad and whenever I gear up for a major treasure hunt.”
“I hope it brings us good luck tomorrow,” she said, her voice flat.
The complete lack of enthusiasm in her voice left me slightly concerned, but I let it go. “So, what did you find?” I asked.
“Right. Let me show you.” She freed herself from my arms and stood, scampering naked to the other side of the coffee table. “It’s a miracle I stumbled across it. It’s almost as if fate intervened.” She picked up what looked like a doorstop of a book off the coffee table. “I found a book on Aztec magic.”
I sat up and stared at the book. “You’ve got my attention.”
Hazel came back around the table and parked herself cross-legged on the couch before me. “It’s in this section.”
I slid forward, placing my legs on either side of her hips, then leaned forward, gazing over her shoulder. “Is that the figurine of the goddess?”
The book showed a circle of women holding hands surrounding a man who stood atop a stone altar. One woman held up a golden figurine while stars twinkled in the sky. The image of the man looked strikingly similar to King Itzcoatl. He stood with his back facing his wife and his arms extended, gazing skyward.
“I think so,” Hazel said. “If you look closely, you can see bonding tattoos on their backs. And there’s five women in all. That’s way too coincidental.”
The picture had definitely faded over time and wasn’t exactly easy to make out, but I could see what she meant. “Do you think this has something to do with opening the tomb?”
“Behind the altar looks like a swamp,” Hazel said. “It looks like a ritual to me. And it’s our best lead so far.”
“It’s hard to make out the altar. Is that the map he’s standing on?”
Time had tortured the image to the point it was impossible to discern.
“Maybe,” Hazel said. “This at least gives us something to try.” Again, her voice conveyed none of the enthusiasm I expected from a research scientist on the brink of discovering the greatest hidden treasure modern man had ever found.
“There’s a chant written here in the margin,” she said, pointing to what looked like gibberish written beneath the picture. “I should have it translated by tomorrow.”
“Baby….” I gazed down at her bare back, and Hazel stiffened as if sensing the shift in mood by the tone of my voice. “What’s wrong?” I asked.
She shrugged. “Nothing,” she said, then closed the book and carefully placed it on the coffee table before her.
“It’s not nothing,” I said. “Remember the bond? I can tell.”
She swiveled around on the couch to face me and picked up my hands. Her blue eyes shone with worry, and she furrowed her brow. “Can I ask you something? It’s big.”
My stomach swirled with butterflies. That wasn’t what I expected. I squeezed her hand and frowned. “Now you’re scaring me. Ask.”
“Walk away from the treasure,” she said, her eyes flashing with worry. “Please don’t do this.”






  
  Chapter 60


Igazed deep into Hazel’s soft blue eyes, searching for an answer. Where was this coming from? I studied her worried face as a sinking feeling settled deep in the pit of my stomach. “What’s this about?” 
“I have this overwhelming feeling of wrongness,” she said. “If you do this, I’m afraid something horrible will happen to you.” Her chin quivered and tears welled in her eyes.
“Hey, it’s okay,” I said, trying to soothe her. I drew her in tight and pulled her into a hug. “What do you think will happen?” I stroked her hair and kissed her softly on the neck.
She wrapped her arms tightly around my shoulders and breathed in, as if trying to regain her composure. “I haven’t been able to shake an unsettling feeling about the magic used in the bonding ritual. Let alone the fact that magic apparently is real.”
“Okay. I get that,” I said. “But nothing the goddess has said or done during the bonding ceremonies seemed even remotely evil.”
She sniffled and ran her fingertips over my shoulders and down my back. “I know, but there’s more in that book than just that picture.”
“What did you find?” I asked.
Hazel pulled back and wiped away the tears staining her cheeks. “Here. I’ll show you.” She swiveled around and picked up the book before sliding back onto the couch beside me.
I sat up and Hazel opened the book, settling it across both of our laps.
“This entire book deals in black magic,” she said, stopping on a page where a priestess knelt before what looked like a dead goat on an altar.
“There are references to human sacrifice, possession, and the magic of immortality,” she said, flipping back a few more pages. “It’s dark.” She pointed to an image of what looked Itzcoatl hovering over a prone woman with her arms and legs shackled to iron stakes. “The king wasn’t a good guy.”
“You think we’re opening Pandora’s Box?”
She looked at me and nodded. “The old me would have laughed in your face and told you that today’s computer technology would have looked like magic to the Aztecs. But after what I’ve experienced….” She shrugged. “I don’t want you to go anywhere near that tomb. I love you and I’m happy with the life we have. We don’t need to do this.”
I let out a long sigh and pulled her in tight, kissing her softly on top of her head. “You’re asking me to walk away?”
“Yes,” she said unequivocally. “Walk away. We’ll pretend I never found this book, and when the tomb doesn’t open tomorrow, we can go back to our lives. Trap, I want to have kids. I can’t do that if you’re gone.”
My heart ached for her, and she was right that I had never been happier or fulfilled. I loved my life, and I loved all seven of my wives, but I couldn’t simply turn away from a treasure my father dumped his heart and soul into. “What if we compromise?” I asked. “At the first hint of trouble, we’ll cover the vault in dirt and leave.”
Her shoulders sagged. “You’re going through with it.”
“Doesn’t the research scientist inside you ache to find those artifacts? Think of the papers you’ll write and the lectures you’ll give.”
Tears welled in her eyes. “I would trade any of those things for you. If you get hurt….” Her voice cracked, and she shook her head.
“Baby, I won’t get hurt. I promise,” I said. “We’ve been fine so far. Right? The treasure brought you and I together. It can’t be all bad.”
“That’s true,” she said, sniffling.
“Besides, the king died centuries ago, and how could the goddess of fertility, of all people, have a mean bone in her body? She stands for life, not death.”
She curled her fingers in my hands and leaned in close, resting her head against my shoulder. “I know how you feel about Butch. You want to do it for him.”
“Yes,” I said. “I want to do it for him and for all of us Ashfords.”
“Us Ashfords?” she asked, smiling up at me.
“You’re an Ashford now. You signed on the dotted line, remember? I have the receipt literally tattooed on my back.”
Hazel laughed and let out a long, cleansing breath. “Maybe you’re right. I’m just letting my imagination run wild.” She sat up and turned around to face me. “But just in case, maybe we should do it one more time for good luck.” She pushed me back down on the couch, slithered her naked body atop mine, and found my mouth with hers.
Our tongues lashed together, and Hazel’s soft moans filled my mouth.
Then, from somewhere out in the darkness, came a sharp crack and a low, long rumble.
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“Be careful.” Hazel held my hand in a steel grip and hovered on my hip, following closely behind. 
I stood on the edge of the back deck with a flashlight in hand, shining it into the dark swampy void beyond.
The murky swamp bustled with nocturnal activity. Something splashed in the distance. The high grass rustled, and the drone of crickets rose above the throaty croaks of an army of bullfrogs. But I couldn’t see anything capable of creating the cracking sound of a high-powered rifle and the low rumble of an earthquake.
“Maybe it was thunder,” I said, gazing toward the heavens where the stars twinkled beneath a cloudless sky.
“You’re reaching,” Hazel said. “It wasn’t thunder and you know it.”
I crept forward, taking one tentative step after another. The stone slab loomed ahead. I gripped the flashlight in one hand and Hazel in the other, unwilling to let either stray too far. I paused on the pathway that led deeper into the shadows and glanced over my shoulder. “Why don’t you go back into the house.”
“Not a chance,” she said, tightening her grip. “I’m not leaving you out here alone.”
I sighed. “Fine.” I turned and faced the direction of the stone slab. “It felt like it came from somewhere over there.”
“Yeah,” Hazel said, and stole another glance toward the sky. “You know what?”
“What?”
“It’s after midnight, right?” she asked
I checked my watch. It was 12:20 AM. “Yep.”
“That means it’s officially November seventh. Venus is officially on the clock. I wonder….” She stepped past me and dragged me by the hand toward the treasure tomb and the mysterious stone slab.
When we reached the slab, I shone the flashlight across the surface and my heart leapt into my throat.
On the far end of the slab, a stone altar ascended from the previously seamless rock. Three short stair steps ended in a flat area that at once reminded me of the picture from Hazel’s book.
“Is that….”
“The stone altar,” Hazel said, finishing my sentence.
We carefully traversed the slab, measuring each step as if at any second something might rise from the depths and pull us in. We stopped before the altar. I cast the flashlight’s beam across the surface, covering every inch, searching for anything strange or out of place.
“Nothing,” I said.
“What about on the other side?” Hazel furrowed her brow and cocked her head to the side. “Maybe there’s a stairway or something that goes down. Or maybe you need to stand on the altar.”
“Stand on the altar?” I chuckled. “Weren’t you worried about me dying a few minutes ago?”
“You convinced me. Whatever happens now is your fault,” she said, and I wasn’t entirely sure she was joking.
“Fine,” I said with a grumble. I reluctantly released her hand and carefully ascending the steps.
Hazel stood a few feet away, with her arms folded over her chest, frowning. “That’s so odd.”
I stood atop the altar, and nothing happened. I even jumped up and down a few times, proving it was as solid as it looked. “What do you think?” I turned around in a slow circle, shining the flashlight around the periphery of the slab, but nothing had changed. The mound of earth gave way to murky swamp water, and, for the first time, I imagined hungry alligators prowling through the high grass in search of a midnight snack. The thought left me feeling unsettled and my fight-or-flight instinct kicked in, and it told me to high-tail it out of there.
Hazel must have had the same thought because she turned a slow circle, gazing nervously across the desolate swamp. She took a step toward me and held out her hand. “Let’s go back inside.”
“I’m right there with you,” I said and quickly bounded down the steps before taking Hazel’s hand and leading her back toward the house.
“What do we do now?” Hazel asked.
“We wait,” I said. “Let’s get a good night’s sleep. The main event will be here before you know it.”
Hazel and I went inside and thankfully, sleep found us. After an uneventful night and an equally uneventful day, the whirring blades of an approaching helicopter signaled Sawyer’s arrival along with the rest of the harem.
“Right on time.” I checked my watch where I sat beside Hazel on the big leather sectional in the great room. “One hour until Venus makes her debut.”
Hazel had spent the better part of the day with her nose buried in the enormous book of black magic, translating the chant and scouring it for nuggets of information. She gazed over at me with a giant grin on her face. “I’ve got it.” She threw aside her pen and picked up the scrap of paper filled with notes. She waved it around like a trophy. “This could be the last missing piece.”
I peered over her shoulder and squinted at the paper. “Those aren’t any words I recognize.”
Hazel rolled her eyes at me. “It’s Aztec. Of course, you don’t recognize it. These are phonetic pronunciations. When the time comes, we’ll chant them.”
I popped up off the couch and clapped my hands together. “Come on, baby. Let’s go meet the ladies.”
“Right behind you,” Hazel said. She stood and closed the book before taking my hand and following me out of the room.
At the helicopter, I found six wives happy, chatty, and seemingly in high spirits. They look like a group ready for wherever the day took us.
Sammie emerged from the helicopter before it even settled on the pad. She leapt from the door and jogged across the helipad, launching herself into my arms.
I spun her in a tight circle, and she kissed me full on the lips. “I missed you,” she said before kissing me again, this time mixing in a swirl of tongue.
I ran my hands down her back, over her hips, and cupped her tight ass, giving it a gentle squeeze. “I missed you too, baby. Are you ready to find a treasure?”
She slid from my arms, stepped back, and shrugged. “I’ve got my treasure right here.” She picked up my hands and squeezed. “I know it’s cheesy but I’m feeling cheesy today.”
I chuckled and kissed her again, before pushing an errant lock of her blonde hair away from her eye. “Cheese away. You realize that finding that treasure means way more to me than money?”
Sammie smiled. “I know, but I’m telling you right now, I don’t do mud.” She furrowed her blonde eyebrows together, as if considering. “Or snakes. Or gators. Can we just go home?” She stared at me pleadingly.
I laughed harder this time as the rest of the girls appeared around me. “No gators. And we’ll go home as soon as we dig up whatever we find here. Hopefully, we keep your fingernails free from dirt.”
One by one, I greeted Brooke, Bella, Lindsay, Sawyer, and Maria. We all went inside, and Hazel laid out everything she had discovered. She gave copies of the chant to everyone, and they practiced until they had it down pat. None of us knew exactly what to expect, but if we had learned anything from our experience over the past two months, it was to expect the unexpected.
Time was short and with the sun sinking toward the horizon, Venus was ready to make her appearance over central Florida. I checked my watch. “Ten minutes.” Butterflies swirled in my stomach. “I wish Butch was here to see this.”
Brooke slipped her hand in mine and smiled at me fondly. “He is.” She gave my hand a light squeeze, perched on her tiptoes, and kissed me softly on the lips. “He would be so proud of you.”
A well of emotions bubbled up from inside me and my eyes blurred. “Thanks.” I gazed around the group while I rubbed away the tears. “Thanks to all of you. I wouldn’t be here if it weren’t for every single one of you. Are we ready?”
“As we’ll ever be,” Lindsay said. “Let’s go see what all the damn fuss is about.”
We headed out to the stone slab and the newly discovered altar. Earlier, I had placed the reconstructed stone slate map in the groove that now sat just below the altar. The fit was slightly loose, but almost perfect. I had my fingers crossed that between the figurine, the map, and my tattoo, something magical might happen.
As the first wife, the ladies had nominated Brooke to hoist the figurine. Hazel lined her up so that the goddess caught the last remnants of the fading sun where Venus would make its walk across the surface. She stood behind the stone map, holding the figurine high until the sun glistened off its gold and jeweled surface.
I slipped off my shirt and climbed the altar until I stood atop the platform, facing the sun. With my back and, even more importantly, my tattoo facing Brooke and the figurine, the rest of my brood joined hands and formed a loose semi-circle behind Brooke.
“It’s time,” Hazel said. “This is it.”
I squeezed my eyes shut and memories of my father played through my head. Wonderful memories of my first dive with Butch, to our long trips home from diving wrecks. And the countless chats we had on the deck of the mermaid over a pair of fishing poles and ice cold beers. My heart filled and warmed my soul.
“Are her eyes glowing?” Maria asked, her tone shocked.
“Keep chanting,” Bella said.
My stomach dipped, my heart soared, and my chest tightened. Whatever it was, it was really happening.
The lady’s chants grew louder, and I held my breath in anticipation.
But as the minutes crawled by, nothing changed. My high hopes faded, and I dropped my head.
“Why isn’t it working?” Maria whispered.
I turned around and faced my wives. “That’s what I want to know.”
Brooke held the goddess high, and her jeweled eyes glowed white as if with an inner luminescence.
“Maybe you should stand on the map,” Hazel said.
“That’s not what we saw in the picture.” My tone conveyed the frustration boiling up from inside me. “This isn’t working.” I stormed off the altar and paced back and forth across the slab. “This is impossible. Who could possibly guess what we’re missing? We’re stumbling around, throwing darts in the dark. We don’t have a clue what we’re doing.”
“Just try it,” Sawyer said. “Stand on the map, and we’ll see if that works.”
I threw up my hands. “Fine.” I stopped dead center on the reassembled map and turned my back toward the statue of the goddess.
Brooke held up the figurine, and the girls started again with their droning chant. The goddess’s eyes glowed, and the minutes ticked by. Nothing happened.
“Fuck!” Anger boiled inside me. “This is even worse than that guy who televised the opening of Al Capone’s vault.” I simmered and stewed, staring down at the map.
“That was Geraldo,” Lindsay said. “And as bad as that was, we aren’t broadcasting live before millions of people.”
I checked my watch and squinted toward the sun. “How long until our window closes?”
“Ten minutes, give or take,” Hazel said.
I turned around and faced the group. “Any ideas? I’m all ears.”
They stared at me silently, each face broadcasting an emotion — compassion, sympathy, and, in Sawyer’s case, frustration.
“This debacle may not be broadcast live to millions of people, but word of this shit show will eventually spread. As if my family name wasn’t already a punchline among the treasure hunting community. This will seal our fate.” I dropped my head and stared down at the map pieces, sealed together to form a perfect whole. My father’s life work was for nothing. I had done all I could, bonding seven women, chasing treasures, swimming wrecks. It had all come down to a silly sideshow.
“Damn.” I stomped my foot on the map. “Damn. Damn. Damn.” Three times I stomped on the map until something cracked beneath my feet.
The girls gasped, and I stepped off the map. Peter Patlee’s patch job gave way under my angry assault, and the old cracks between the map pieces reappeared. The pieces seemed to jump apart before my eyes, and then a miracle happened. Warm white light seeped through the fresh cracks.
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The girls gasped and, from somewhere beneath the stone slab, the earth rumbled. 
I staggered backward, gazing down at the map. White light spilled out through the seams and the edges of the map now fit perfectly in the surrounding groove.
“Brooke, hold up the figurine,” Hazel said, her voice urgent.
With eyes wide, Brooke snapped her jaw shut and turned back toward the sun, holding the figurine high. The light caught the goddess’s eyes and, where her irises were white before, they turned a deep shade of red.
The light in the seams of the map changed, turning from white to red while I and the ladies looked on in shock.
“The altar,” Hazel said. “Trap. Get back in place.”
There was something ominous about the way the eyes of the goddess glowed red. And the slate map took on a menacing blood-red glow. The red light bathed my wives in scarlet and dancing shadows, reminding me of a coven of witches. The entire scene took on a sinister undertone that had never existed at any point during our entire journey. Maybe Hazel was right. Some things were better off left alone.
I stood there staring down at the map before shifting my gaze to the figurine. This wasn’t right. Something inside me told me to run away as fast as I could, but then Sawyer’s voice broke the spell.
“Trap. The treasure. Go to the altar before it’s too late,” she said.
I snapped back into the moment and turned, staggering up the altar as the sun blazed, an enormous globe of fire torching the horizon.
A tiny black dot crossed the face of the sun. It was Venus making her grand move.
I turned my back on the figurine, closed my eyes, and a tingling sensation rippled through my body.
Behind me, the girls gasped.
“The emblem on your back is glowing gold,” Sawyer said. “Trap. Don’t move.”
“The colors are swirling,” Bella said. “The tattoo looks alive.”
“And it’s turning red,” Sammie said.
“Ladies! Chant!” Brooke said.
I clenched my fists at my side and prayed this wasn’t some giant mistake. Behind me, the chanting started, and the tingling sensation on my back turned into a stinging burn. I held in a powerful urge to cry out. Sweat rolled down my back, and the chanting grew louder. The red light brightened, challenging the sun for supremacy, then coalesced somewhere over the map.
In an instant, the pain retreated, and the girls let out a collective gasp.
I turned around and my blood ran cold. What looked like a glowing red portal hovered over the center of the stone slab.
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The eight of us stared at the glowing red portal, humming before us like a bloody red beast. Silence stretched on and we collectively froze. I wasn’t sure if I was hallucinating, or this was some grand hoax. It was one thing to call a spirit such as the goddess, but quite another to manifest a portal in a world where such things don’t exist. The center of the portal was a hazy shade of bone white and slightly opaque, making it impossible to discern what lay on the other side. All that was assuming it was a portal at all. For all I knew, it was a giant bug zapper that would annihilate me on first contact. 
It was Hazel who broke the silence. “Once Venus finishes its transit, the portal might close. We have roughly two minutes to decide what to do next,” she said, stealing a glance at her watch.
“What should we do next?” Sammie asked, and all heads turned toward me.
I turned my gaze to Hazel. She wore a nervous, almost fearful expression that told me where she stood, even if she wouldn’t say it out loud. Her face screamed, don’t do it. Turn back. Run away. Wasn’t I the one who promised to close this operation down at the first sign of evil?
Sure, the color red was ominous, and every atom of my DNA screamed at me to turn away. But how could I turn my back on something so extraordinary? The answer was that I couldn’t. I promised Butch and had poured so much of my life into this moment. Turning back now wasn’t an option. “I’m going in alone,” I said, gazing among the worried faces. “If it’s safe, I’ll come back and get you.”
“What if you can’t come back?” Sammie asked, her voice heavy with worry. “I’m not letting you go in there alone. If you go, I’m coming with you.”
“Me too,” Brooke said.
One by one, they all agreed. We were in this together or not at all. It wasn’t up to me to tell them what they could and couldn’t do. They were each strong, independent women, with fierce resolve and filled with love that translated to worry. Besides, wherever I was going, I doubted I would survive there without them. The bonding ceremonies had happened for a reason. I needed them and they needed me. For better or worse, we had made vows to each other. We had formed bonds that would never break.
I nodded and let out a held breath. “I’m going in first,” I said. “You guys come after.”
The ladies nodded and stepped back. “I love you,” Brooke said before the ladies joined in, each telling me what I already knew.
“I love you all,” I said and then stepped into the red light. The world turned opaque, and the colors melded together into a swirl of light and a buzzing sound that shifted around me, directionless and everywhere.
I took one more step forward, and the world came into sharp focus. I was expecting a dank, dark tomb. What appeared before me was the exact opposite. It wasn’t a room piled with gold and jewels, but it was completely unexpected. I stood in a round chamber with glossy, black marble tile covering the floor and intricate hand-painted murals decorating the walls. High above my head, a vaulted, crystalline ceiling twinkled with dazzling white light.
Six doors circled the room, each one golden and inlaid with a carving of what looked like an Aztec goddess. A short podium stood in the middle of the foyer, surrounded by a horseshoe-shaped plush black leather sectional.
One by one, my ladies filtered into the chamber, turning in slow circles, taking it all in.
“These murals are of an orgy,” Sammie said as she walked around the room, soaking in the details of the intricate painting.
She was right. The mural depicted a man who looked awfully similar to King Itzcoatl wrapped like a pretzel around his five wives. In various sections, the king coupled with each of his wives, partaking in high-level sexual positions representing a kaleidoscope of poses and postures.
Behind me, Maria gasped, and I whirled around to find her standing before one of the open doors. “Hey, be careful,” I said and jogged off toward her.
“Check this out,” Maria said.
The girls and I crowded around Maria as she stepped into a lavish bedroom, complete with its own bathroom and even a small kitchenette.
“How is this possible?” Brooke asked.
“We stepped through an inter-dimensional gateway,” Lindsay said. “At this point, I’ll believe anything.”
Sammie stepped out of the bedroom and peered around the vestibule. “There are six bedrooms, but seven of us? Why not five bedrooms? One for each of the king’s wives?”
“This place looks more like a sex palace than a treasure room or even a tower for black magic,” I said.
“Sex is power,” Sawyer said. “It’s the oldest power in existence.”
“Where’s Bella?” Brooke asked as she turned in a circle, seeking her harem sister.
An icy chill raced up my spine, and I spun around, searching the room for Bella.
“She went into the portal right in front of me,” Maria said. “I saw her.”
I pushed past the girls and raced out of the bedroom. “Bella!” I shouted and ran around the entry room, throwing doors open one by one.
Every bedroom was empty, and a sinking feeling settled into my gut. Bella was lost forever somewhere in limbo where I couldn’t reach her.
I raced toward the portal where it floated, red and menacing, in the center of the main room. “I’m going for her.”
“Wait!” Sawyer stepped between me and the portal. “Trap, if you leave, you might not be able to come back. Stop for a second and listen to me.”
My heart thundered in my chest, and panic gripped my body. I needed to find her and protect her. I tried to step past Sawyer, and Brooke hooked me around the waist.
“Wait,” Brooke said. “Listen to Sawyer.”
Sawyer stepped forward and placed her hands on my shoulders. She gazed into my eyes and spoke calmly. “Can you feel her through the bond?”
I felt for her and immediately found her. The bond was distant and directionless, but it was there and, more importantly, she was fine. Her emotional state was confused, but otherwise, she felt normal. “She’s okay.” I let out a deep breath and hung my head, resting my hands on my knees as if I’d just run a marathon.
“For whatever reason, she couldn’t enter the portal,” Sawyer said. “But she’ll be fine. She has an entire house to herself and plenty of food. Let’s stay focused on the task at hand.”
I stood upright and nodded. If I left my wives stranded here, I would never forgive myself. And with Bella doing just fine, there was no sense in panicking. “You’re right.” I inhaled a deep breath and let it out.
The portal hummed before us, its rims a torrent of swirling red light. With the white opaque center, I couldn’t see home, but it was reassuring to know that home was only one step away.
I turned around and found the ladies all watching me, concern etched on their faces. “We’ll be fine,” I said, pushing away the sinking feeling of dread accumulating in the pit of my gut.
That’s when the exit portal winked out.
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For the second time in less than thirty minutes, we were collectively speechless. The space where the portal had floated only moments ago taunted us. There was no easy way home now. 
“Are we stranded here?” Sammie asked, breaking the silence.
“The passage of Venus in front of the sun likely ended the magic holding the portal together,” Hazel said.
“There’s got to be another way out,” I said. “Who would go to all the trouble of creating this place just to leave us here?”
“Can you still feel Bella?” Sawyer asked.
“Yes,” I said. “It’s the same feeling I had a moment ago. She’s fine. It’s us who I’m worried about. It looks like our only way home is to find out what secrets this place holds.”
Hazel clutched the big book of magic to her chest. “I’m glad I brought this through. I’ll see if I can find any entries regarding portal magic.”
Lindsay wore a strange expression and turned away from us, pacing the floor. “Does anyone else feel… off?”
“We just walked through a portal,” Sammie said. “It’s safe to say we’re all a little off.”
Lindsay chuckled. “Not like that, baby bird. I mean, does anyone feel like the air in this place is unnaturally thick?”
The girls and I traded worried looks, and I stepped up to Lindsay. “Are you having trouble breathing?” I touched her forehead, but she felt fine.
“No, baby.” She shrugged. “It’s probably nothing. Sammie’s right. I’m just in shock after traveling through a fucking wormhole.”
“Where do we go from here?” Maria asked. “The only doors are bedroom doors.”
“It’s got to have something to do with this podium,” Hazel said. She crossed the room, placed the book of magic on the sofa, and stepped up to the podium. “There’s writing on it.”
The rest of us followed Hazel over to the podium and found a stone plaque resting on top. Strange symbols were etched into the stone, and I recognized those symbols as the Aztec alphabet.
“What’s it say?” Sammie asked.
“Give me a sec,” Hazel said. She narrowed her eyes and focused on the plaque.
For several long minutes, we waited anxiously for Hazel to finish her translation. A few of the ladies settled onto the cushy leather couch while Brooke, Sawyer and I paced the room.
“I’ve got it,” Hazel said. “It’s a riddle.”
“I love riddles,” Sammie said.
“It says, what is it you can keep after giving it to someone else?” Hazel frowned. “That’s odd.”
“What?” I asked.
“I don’t know.” Hazel scratched her chin. “I was expecting something a little more… mystical? This riddle seems too… modern?”
I think this whole place was designed with us in mind. “There are six bedrooms. Not five or seven. It’s too much of a coincidence.”
“Maybe you’re right,” Hazel said.
“Your life?” Sammie asked, scrunching her nose and furrowing her brow.
“Huh?” Hazel said, turning toward Sammie.
“The answer to the riddle,” Sammie said, stretching out on the couch.
“Oh. That,” Hazel said. “Since the answer’s not listed, I don’t know how we’ll know what’s right or wrong.”
Lindsay laughed. “Good answer, porcupine, but I don’t think so. Once you give away your life, you’re not getting it back.”
Maria hovered over the riddle and stared down at, lowering her face as she answered as if speaking into a microphone. “Your virginity?”
Sawyer laughed. “Once that cow is out of the barn, it’s not coming back.”
Maria’s expression soured.
“Guys, it’s obvious,” Brooke said.
“What’s the answer?” Sammie asked.
“Your word,” Brooke said.
The world dissolved into a wash of melting colors, and I felt my body relocate.
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The feeling was exactly the same as when I stepped through the portal back when we were in the swamp. But this time it wasn’t me controlling it. 
When the world came into focus, I stood beside Brooke in yet another circular room. But unlike the vestibule, this room was far more intimate. Wall to wall pillows, thin padded mattresses, and fluffy blankets covered the floor. A myriad of lit candles sat on knee-high coffee tables and low-hanging wall shelves. They ranged in size from tiny white candlesticks set in a brass candelabra to a massive five-wicked orange beast perched atop a coffee table where a stick of incense burned beside it.
The room smelled of a mosh of incense scents. There was patchouli, myrrh, lavender and sage, with a healthy dose of frankincense tossed in. The decor very much reminded me of the room depicted on the murals covering the entry room where the orgies took place. But one item rose above the rest and stood life-size, front and center, impossible to miss. That item was a golden statue of two lovers, in the throes of ecstasy, locked in an exotic embrace that even I hadn’t tried.
“What’s that?” Brooke asked, tipping her head in the statue’s direction.
“Uhhhh… a statue?” I replied, unable to constrain myself from hitting that softball out of the park.
She rolled her eyes at me. “I mean, what position is that?”
“If memory serves, it’s called the wheelbarrow… for obvious reasons.”
The statue showed a man holding up a woman by her pelvis with her legs wrapped around his waist while he penetrated her from behind. Muscles rippling, the woman braced herself on her arms, holding herself up off the ground while pleasure wracked the man’s face.
“Looks hot,” Brooke said. “Have you ever tried it?”
“Can’t say that I have, but suddenly, I’m feeling inadequate. I need to up my game.”
Brooke laughed and stepped closer to me, slipping her arm inside mine. She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me on the lips. “Your game is just fine.”
“Just fine? That’s it? You’ve had plenty of orgasms on my watch.” I frowned at her. “Or have you? Have you been faking it?”
She laughed harder and shook her head. “God, no I don’t fake it. I’m horny just thinking about you fucking me in that position.”
I gazed around the room and frowned. “There are no doors in this room.”
“I noticed,” she said. “But even a neon sign couldn’t be any clearer about or next step.”
“This is the tomb of the original harem master,” I said. “It would be a shame to come all this way and not go full native.”
“Is this part of the king’s trial the goddess mentioned during your last bonding ceremony?”
I stepped closer to the statue and studied it from head to foot. “It seems like it. Do you have the arm strength to pull off that move?”
She let out a huff as if offended. “Please. I could do that on one arm and backward.”
I raised an eyebrow. “That’s an option?”
“For another day,” Brooke said. “But if we have to fuck like that, I’ll need a little foreplay first.”
I looked around the room. “Why don’t you step into my office young lady.” I motioned to a mound of pillows just beyond the coffee table with the orange candle.
Brooke giggled and stripped away her long-sleeved, form-fitting, black cotton pullover. Her tits, encased in a sleek, white satin bra, shimmied and bounced in their tight cups while she pulled her long strawberry-blonde hair through the top.
I followed her lead, stripping away my t-shirt and unbuttoning my jeans.
She turned away from me slightly and unclasped her bra, revealing the bold lines of her bonding tattoo. The side of her tit bounced into view and her pale pink nipples stood atop her chest, hardening beneath my lecherous gaze.
My cock twitched in my briefs, already half-hard and growing fast. I pulled off my underwear, freeing my fat cock, and kept my gaze locked on Brooke.
She turned toward me, a lusty smiling curving her full pink lips. Soft, yellow candlelight danced off her skin and when she unbuttoned her jeans, she forced her tits together with her arms, forming a deep valley of breathtaking cleavage.
“That is a sight that never, ever gets old.” My cock throbbed before me, stiffening and expanding, swaying from side to side.
Her green eyes dazzled as she locked her gaze on my thick cock. She licked her lips, eyed me mischievously, and shimmied her hips, pushing her jeans over her full, thick ass. The jeans fell to the ground, and she stepped out of them, standing before me in a pair of barely-there white satin panties.
My heart rate ticked higher. My rapid breathing joined the fray while my stomach dipped as if I’d just jumped out of an airplane. That she allowed me to make love to her was one of the greatest triumphs of my life. She was simply stunning. Perfect in every way, mind, body, and soul. A wave of lust ignited our bond, and I licked my lips, doing my best to play it cool. The truth was, sex with Brooke always felt like the first time. There were nights I lay awake with her in my arms, stroking her soft skin and feeling her shallow breath wash over my chest, wondering how I convinced her to love me. “My, my, my Mrs. Ashford. Like Stacy’s mom, you’ve got it going on. You’re glowing”
Brooke stood before me, her smile radiant and her body glowing as if surrounded by a halo. “It’s the candlelight.” She hooked her thumbs inside the waistband of her panties and slid them lower until they joined her jeans and shirt in a loose pile by the coffee table. Her pussy was smooth and hair free. The pale pink of her labia appeared between her tight, creamy slit. She tossed her hair back over her shoulders, giving me a full-on titty bounce show that left my jaw scraping the floor.
My cock ached, standing at full mast, and I was hell bent on exploring that body before another minute passed. “I’m pretty sure it’s you,” I said. “Nothing else in this room looks like an angel.”
“Awww.” She stepped up before me and kissed me softly on the lips. Her supple breasts shifted across my chest and her hard nipples raked my soft skin.
I wrapped my arms around her waist, cupped her ass and then slid my hands lower, supporting her hamstrings as I hoisted her off the ground.
Brooke squealed and laughed. She wrapped her arms around my neck, leaned forward, and found my lips with hers. She opened her mouth and our tongues met, soft and slippery. Brooke kissed me the way she wanted to be kissed — soft and slow. The fevered intensity of first-time lovers had succumbed to the expert touch of two people deeply in love.
I knew what Brooke liked. I knew where to touch her, how hard and for how long. I knew the secret spots that drove her crazy and, even better, she knew mine. Our lovemaking had entered the next level that only came with true intimacy. She gave me mind-wracking orgasms so deep and long that I lost myself in her soft moans and exquisite touch. Her hair washed over my chest, smelling of apple blossoms and a hint of wild strawberries. That scent was like throwing a match in a room doused with gasoline. My lust went into overdrive.
She moaned softly in my mouth, wrapping her tongue around mine in just the right way. Brooke ran her fingers through my shaggy hair and ground her pussy against the top of my cock, brushing her wet slit with my throbbing manhood.
But I had no intention of penetrating her. Not yet. She was a woman to savor in sips and starts. I took my time with Brooke, tasting her sweet flesh and listening to the music of her soft moans filling my ears better than any symphony. Holding her tight, I slowly dropped to my knees, careful not to lose my grip. I eased her back onto the mound of soft pillows until her naked body stretched out beneath me.
We broke off the kiss and Brooke gazed up at me, her eyes dancing with love. “You’re doing that thing with your tongue?”
“Of course,” I said as she spread out her arms beside herself. I cupped her tits, mashing them together, and inched forward, hovering over her until my face lined up with her magnificent breasts.
Brooke wove her ankles around mine and studied my face while she ran her fingers through my hair. “I love you so much,” she whispered, and her voice quivered with raw emotion.
I gazed up at her and smiled warmly. “We’ve come a long way, haven’t we?”
She smiled sweetly and nodded, her eyes glistening. She twined her legs through mine and ran her fingers along my shoulders, leaning up to kiss me softly on the lips.
“Lay back, baby, and let me do the driving,” I whispered.
She snuggled back into the pillows. Her chest rose and fell in rapid succession, and she licked her lips as her eyes filled with lust.
I lowered my face to her breast and inhaled her nipple between my parted lips, circling her areola with the tip of my tongue, savoring the sensation of her nipple hardening inside my mouth. With my free hand, I kneaded her soft breast, filling my stretched out fingers while I tweaked her nipple to hardness.
Brooke let out a soft, whimpering moan and edged her hips higher, pressing her mons against my lower stomach.
The heat and wetness from her pussy radiated over my stomach, but I paid it no mind. She needed time to simmer and ripen, and I wasn’t done exploring her body. I switched breasts, licking her nipple, savoring the taste and texture as it hardened inside my mouth. With the gentlest touch, I drew her nipple between my teeth and gently tugged.
Brooke moaned louder, her hips moving faster. Her breaths came out in quick, rapid pulls and she grabbed fistfuls of my hair, then pressed my face down between her tits.
I sucked her nipple, pulling it between my lips, then switched back and did the same with the other side. I took my time, tasting and touching, licking between her breasts and squeezing them together before I finally relented and kissed my way lower. With her big tits cupped in my palms, I came face to face with her belly button. I licked a circle around her navel, kissing and exploring her soft curves while I brought my hands lower and slid them beneath her ass.
Brooke’s body quivered beneath me. She shuddered and shifted, grabbing my hair and gyrating her hips. “Fuck,” she said in a heated rush, and coiled her legs around my waist.
I kissed lower, licking the soft spot between her tummy and mons. It was driving her crazy, and she loved every second. For her, the foreplay matched the main event, and I hated the thought of cheating her.
“Baby, eat me,” she said, breathless and writhing. Her tits heaved in time with her shallow, ragged breaths.
I reached the top of her pussy and inhaled her fresh, sweet scent. The heat radiating from her pussy warmed my face and her slit glistened, the pink slippery and soft.
My mouth watered with anticipation, and I dove in, sliding my tongue along her slit and lapping up her wetness.
Brooke gasped, and her body trembled. She wrapped her legs around my midsection and drew me in tight. She undulated her hips in tiny waves, filling my mouth with her sweet pink pussy.
I explored her depths, sliding my tongue deeper until I reached her entrance and pushed my tip inside her hole before using the flat of my tongue and roaming higher. I placed one hand beneath her ass and the other on her inner thigh, spreading her open and rolling my tongue over her pussy in waves.
Brooke groaned, face fucking me while she lost any semblance of control. Her tits bounced and her hard nipples stood thick and tall atop her chest. “Yes. Oh, baby I’m so close.”
I went in for the kill, sliding my tongue higher until I found her buried clit and brought it out to play. I rolled her cherry bud between my lips and flicked my tongue back and forth in rapid succession — the thing she loved most.
Brooke stiffened, and she raised her hips off the pillows, locking her legs around my neck and squeezing so hard, her thighs blotted out the noise.
Unrelenting, I kept up my assault, flicking her clit back and forth, then sucking her bean before starting the process all over again.
Her body tremored, and her eyes rolled back in her head. She cried out, lost in the throes of a major orgasm, while goosebumps flashed across her tits, chest and tummy.
I backed off, coming off her pussy with a pop. Ripe and glistening, she was ready for the deep penetration to come.
Brooke loosened her death grip on my face, and I kissed her pretty pink pussy. She reclined backward onto the pillow mound and sucked in deep breaths before propping herself up on her elbows, tits jiggling. After all that, she leveled me with a smile. “Your tongue is magic.”
“This place is magic,” I said. “But my tongue has the combination to the safe holding your crown jewels.”
Brooke giggled and sat all the way up, gazing at the statue and then down at my cock. “Your cock looks as hard as that statue.”
“You’re about to find out how hard it is,” I said.
She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips, quickly finding my tongue with hers, then backing off. “Let’s do it. Plow me with the wheelbarrow.”
“Line yourself up with the statue,” I said. “We’re about the same size as them, I think. Let’s show them how a real first wife does it.”
Brooke crawled over to the statue and placed her hands shoulder width apart and gazed back at me over her shoulder. “How tempting is it to fuck me right now in doggy style?”
“Beyond,” I said, licking my lips and gazing between her soft pale ass cheeks at the strawberry I had just licked clean.
“Maybe you’ll discover a new way to fuck me,” she said. “This looks hot. Your cock may go deeper than ever.”
“Ready?” I asked.
“Yeah,” she said and braced herself.
I placed my hands on her pelvis and gently lifted her hips off the ground. My hard cock swayed before me, then slapped Brooke’s pussy and thighs as I guided her up into place. “After I slip inside, wrap your legs around my waist to hold yourself up.”
“Got it,” she said as her hair tumbled forward onto the pillows surrounding her.
I glided my tip along her warm wet trench and easily slipped inside her. Her velvety softness and enveloping tightness wrapped around my cock like a welcome lover, and I gritted my teeth, fighting a powerful urge to come. “Fuck, baby. God damn you’re tight.”
She giggled and did something with her pussy that squeezed my cock and sent short waves rolling across my shaft. “You like that?”
I let out a moan, and my legs trembled. “God, yes.”
She wrapped her legs tight around my waist and drew me in deep as she let out a gasp and a shudder. “That feels amazing.” Her words came out rushed and breathy.
My cock throbbed inside her, buried to the hilt with her voluptuous ass bouncing off my stomach. “You look way better than sculpture lady.” I slid in and out, fucking her slow and deep while I tipped my head back and savored the raw sensation.
She let out a mewling groan and grunt as I bottomed out, her ass slapping against my thighs. “So deep. Baby, fuck me harder.”
I powered into Brooke, slamming my cock deep, thrusting in and out while my head swam. The penetration was unlike anything I had ever experienced. I grabbed her hips and fucked her hard and fast, watching my cock slide in and out, glistening with her juices.
Brooke’s arms shook and her moans grew louder. Despite her assurances, she couldn’t maintain such an advanced position for much longer.
My head swam with the hazy signs of a looming orgasm. The heat and friction intensified, and I let out a loud, throaty groan. “Baby, I’m coming soon.”
“Let it go,” she said as her voice caught in her throat.
I rammed into her, and the world tilted on its axis. A wave of orgasmic dizziness washed over me. My legs shook, and I cried out as I nutted deep inside her, coming hard, spurting uncontrollably.
Brooke tightened her grip, drawing me in as deep as I could fit and then locked me down, milking my cock with her undulating pussy. “That’s it, baby. Come inside me.”
I locked my hands on her hips and came, sucking in short shallow breaths while I emptied load after load inside my ginger queen.
Across the room, light flashed, and a portal appeared, this one blue and white with a blue key floating in mid-air before it.
My cock went still, and I carefully set Brooke down, sliding my cock from her. A thick pearl of creamy cum seeped from her hole as she collapsed forward onto the pillows.
A long string of cum stretched from my tip, then broke before splattering on the pillows below. I sat back and sucked in deep, cleansing breaths while I stared at the portal.
“Looks like you have a magic dick,” Brooke said as she stared at the portal.
“Let’s hope that’s a way out,” I said. “Let’s get dressed before we touch that key or the portal.”
“Maybe it opens a treasure vault,” Brooke said as she stood and grabbed her clothes.
“That seems a little too convenient,” I said. “There’s got to be more to it than having the best sex of our lives. Wham. Bam. Presto magic.”
“The key has got to be for something,” she said. “It’s part of the trial, right?” She put on her panties and bra while I slipped on my briefs and pants.
“I assume so. We can ask Sawyer and Hazel when we get back.” I buttoned my pants and slipped on my shirt.
“If we get back,” Brooke said. “That thing might dump us straight back in the swamp.” She finished dressing and joined me by the portal.
I snatched the key out of the air, and nothing happened. It was a big blue skeleton key, metallic and shiny. I gazed down at it. Turned it over in my hand and showed it to Brooke. “What do you think?”
When she didn’t answer me, I turned to face her, but she was gone.






  
  Chapter 66


Ifroze, holding the key in my palm while I gazed around the room. 
Nothing had changed. The statue was there; the candles flickered, and the incense burned. But Brooke was gone.
I felt for her through the bond and found her there, nearby and doing just fine. Had she jumped through the portal without me? That wasn’t like her, but there was only one way to find out. I stepped into the portal and the now familiar wash of colors slid over me before I reappeared one step later, standing in the entry room with the girls huddled together across the room.
During my absence, the room had expanded. Instead of a pure circle, one section of wall had extended, forming a short but wide hallway where the girls gathered around what looked like a new pedestal.
I pocketed the key and made my way toward them, scanning the ladies for that familiar shock of red hair. She wasn’t there. “Where’s Brooke?” I asked.
Sawyer spun as if startled. Sammie, Lindsay, and Maria turned toward the sound of my voice while Hazel remained focused on a plaque atop the new pedestal.
“Thank, God. You’re okay.” Sawyer said, and her shoulders sagged with relief.
“I’m fine. But I’m missing Brooke.”
“You two vanished, and we didn’t know what happened,” Lindsay said.
“Then a new section of the room just sort of materialized,” Sammie said.
“What happened to Brooke?” Maria asked.
“She disappeared right beside me. A portal materialized, and I thought she came back here.” I scanned the room, searching for her. But I didn’t need my eyes to tell me where she was. The bond took care of that for me. I pointed down the new hallway. “She’s that way.”
“Is she okay?” Sammie asked.
“She’s fine.” I frowned. “A little too fine.”
“What do mean, sugar?” Lindsay asked.
“I mean, she’s not confused or scared. Her emotional state is….” I shrugged. “Static. I would’ve expected her to at least be confused after popping out of the room the way she did. Maybe she knows something we don’t.”
Hazel turned away from the plaque and joined the ladies around the sectional sofa. “What happened?”
I sat down on the couch and explained the room, the statue, and summarized how Brooke and I opened the portal. Then I produced the key and handed it to Hazel. They each took a turn examining it, but judging by their confused expressions, they were as clueless as I.
Lindsay sighed and shook her head. “This whole thing has me turned upside down.”
Hazel furrowed her brow and stared down at the book of magic she clutched in her lap. “This place…” She sighed and shook her head. “It feels all wrong.”
Maria and Sammie traded a worried look before Sammie turned back to Hazel. “Sweetie, I agree, but we’re here now. We’ve got to make the best of it.”
“I wish we could just go home,” Maria said. “But I’m with Sammie. I don’t see a way out without going forward.”
Hazel lowered her gaze to the book. “I don’t mean to scare anyone but….” She tightened her grip on the weathered sides and turned her gaze on me. “I’ve found some disturbing entries in here about Itzcoatl and the type of magic he performed.”
I leaned forward and perched on the edge of my seat. “What kind of magic?”
The ladies turned to face Hazel, and we held still, waiting for her to speak.
“The king was into soul manipulation,” she said. “He was particularly interested in the bonds that tied him to his wives.”
An icy chill spread down my spine. “What do you mean by manipulation?”
“From what I’ve read, the bonds are connections between souls. Itzcoatl was interested in tapping into the power, expanding it, and using it for his macabre rituals. But I have nothing more specific than that. Not yet, anyway.”
“Great,” Lindsay said. “He sounds like a real sweetheart.”
“There’s more,” Hazel said.
My stomach sank and the sense of dread I felt all week deepened into a knot of fear. What hell had I dragged my wives into? “Fantastic,” I said, my voice laden with sarcasm. I leaned back into the soft cushions and sighed. “Let’s hear it.”
“For one, I think this place is called Itzcoatl’s Rest. He built it using soul magic. Which leads me to wonder why.”
“You heard the goddess,” Sawyer said. “It was designed as a set of trials so that a worthy heir could inherit his treasure.”
“Maybe,” Hazel said. “But judging from the tone of this book, Itzcoatl was in it for himself. Why would he design a set of trials to hand over his loot? From what I can tell, he never displayed that level of magnanimous generosity during his life.”
“Who knows? But why would I get this key if we weren’t meant to find the treasure? Why would the bonding ceremonies exist or the means to open a portal to this place?”
“Every horror movie I’ve seen starts this way,” Maria said. “One by one the villain picks off the teenagers.”
I rolled my eyes. “Only in this case, nobody has died, and nobody will die.”
“There’s one more interesting nugget I found in the book,” Hazel said to me. “Our souls are bound with you connecting us all. If you should somehow leave this place, our souls and our accompanying bodies couldn’t stay. We leave the second you leave.”
“Except there’s currently no way to leave,” I said.
“Until we find a way,” Hazel said. “But I’m working on it.”
I didn’t want to debate Hazel on the merits of bailing out of this place, and I wasn’t about to leave Brooke trapped here based on a footnote in a centuries-old book. We were so close to finding the treasure I could taste it. “In the meantime, the way forward is to complete the trial. Was that another riddle on that pedestal over there?”
“Yes.” Hazel’s tone was flat. She stared at me glumly, as if she didn’t want to read the riddle.
Sawyer shot Hazel a sideways glance, cleared her throat, and fidgeted on the couch. “We’ve been debating about the answer.”
“Which I believe I’ve solved,” Sammie said.
“Let’s hear the riddle.”
Hazel glanced up, reciting the riddle from memory. “I can bring tears to your eyes and a smile to your face. I form in an instant and last for a lifetime, but I can be forgotten. What am I?”
All eyes turned to Sammie.
“I’m worried that if I answer, I’ll be swept away into purgatory along with Brooke.”
“Brooke’s fine, and you’ll be fine, too. I promise I won’t let anyone harm a hair on your head. Unless you all know a better way out of here, we need to move forward.”
Sammie slouched, then nodded. “I’m only trusting you because I love you and you’ve never lied to me.” She wagged her finger in my direction. “If anything happens to me, it’s on your head.”
“Roger that,” I said. “What have you got?”
“The answer is a memory.”
Colors blurred, and the world shifted as the now familiar sensation of teleporting whisked me away.






  
  Chapter 67


After a moment of disorientation, I stood inside a teenager’s suburban bedroom. But it wasn’t just any old bedroom. It was Sammie’s childhood bedroom. But unlike a couple of weeks ago when Sammie, Lindsay, and I had cleaned the space out, this room looked lived in. There was Sammie’s pink, queen-sized bed with its puffy rose-pink comforter and fluffy pink and white pillows. The pink shag area rug covered the space between her bed and her bathroom, and her frilly pink curtains were capped by white curtain rods with heart-shaped end caps. 
Her closet was open, bulging with clothes, shoeboxes, loose hangars, and more shoes than any one person could ever need. The top of her dresser was crowded with bottles, sprays, lotions and framed photos. There were photos of Sammie with Lindsay, another with her and Butch, and a prominent one in the center of her and I. Her bedside lamp glowed with warm incandescence and fading sunlight filtered through her closed curtains.
Textbooks, notebooks, pens and pencils sat atop Sammie’s desk, along with more photos pinned to a bulletin board attached to the wall. These photos were smaller, featuring Sammie and her friends at the beach, parties, each other houses and several taken on the deck of the Topless Mermaid. Another photo of her hung firmly in the middle of the board, larger than the rest. I remembered posing for the picture several years ago at a Halloween party. A fresh stack of birthday cards sat in the middle of her desk. The top one read, Happy 18th Birthday, written in sweeping gold letters.
“Eighteenth birthday?” I whispered out loud, searching my memory for a record of that event that took place three years in the past. It came to me in an instant.
The party was a cookout in Lindsay’s backyard, with thirty of Sammie’s friends and family in attendance. It was one of Butch’s last good years, and he had manned the grill, flipping burgers and brats, cracking jokes for whoever would listen. I remembered there was a boy Sammie liked, although I couldn’t recall his name. He gave me hard stares throughout the afternoon, which I thought was more than a little odd. After all, I was in my mid-thirties and closer to family than friends. Looking back, it was easy to see why. Sammie had spent most of that day hovering around me, prodding me about what I got her for her birthday, and flirting heavily. Now I knew what she was doing. She loved me, and everyone had known but me.
Everything felt so real, right down to the scent of Sammie’s old perfume sitting in a blue fragrance bottle atop her dresser. Had I traveled back in time, or was this all part of the illusion? With Brooke, we were both present in a space that felt very connected to the present, but here, that wasn’t the case. And where exactly was Sammie? I started for the door that led to the hallway when the sound of a faint giggle caught my attention. It came from the direction of her adjoining bathroom.
I turned toward the bathroom and stared at the closed, glossy-pink door. A giggle came again, followed by the sounds of chatter and another high-pitched giggle. Was someone in there with Sammie? Was it Lindsay? Or maybe one of Sammie’s old childhood friends? My head swam with the possibilities. I recalled that day at her birthday party, the pull of extreme attraction I felt for her and the ensuing guilt that followed. It was an attraction I had put in a box and labeled it — she’s way too young for me.
My heart thumped, and a wash of adrenaline spread through my legs, turning them weak and rubbery. Cottonmouth plagued my tongue, lips, and throat and my breathing quickened. “Sammie?” I called out, my voice shaky.
The door opened, and the giggling came again, louder this time, before Sammie stepped from the bathroom wearing a white lace bra and a pair of matching panties. She stepped into the room and turned to face me, flashing an innocent smile. She wore her golden hair piled high atop her head, while loose ringlets strayed from the mop and fell down around her cheeks and the back of her neck. Her makeup was lightly done, allowing her all-natural beauty to shine through.
My pulse went into overdrive when I noticed her face. This version of Sammie was a couple of years younger than her modern-day iteration. It was exactly the way she looked on her birthday. “Hi, Trap,” she said sweetly with her hands clasped just below her waist while she swayed in a slinky little back-and-forth motion. She was the picture of innocence, golden, white-laced and angelic.
I swallowed a lump forming in my throat and nearly fainted when I turned and witnessed a second figure emerge from the bathroom. My blood ran cold.
“How can this be?” I muttered, causing sweet Sammie to gaze toward the new arrival and unleash a fresh giggle. “I told you he would be surprised.”
Surprised was an understatement. A clone of Sammie appeared before me. But this version wore a red silk bra and matching panties. Her golden hair flowed freely over her shoulders in shimmering waves, and she wore heavy red lipstick, excessive eye shadow and dark mascara, placing her squarely in the slutty camp.
Two versions of Sammie stood before me, one sweet and one slutty. Had I died and gone to heaven? “Sammie?” I blurted out, voice raw, my throat now bone dry.
Slutty Sammie placed one hand on her hip and gazed at me confidently. “Who else would I be?”
I gazed between them, and for a moment, I thought I might truly pass out. It all felt so incredibly real. Maybe it was for this time and place? The real factor covered every detail of both Sammie’s, right down to the sweet and slutty perfumes colliding for supremacy. “How old are you?” I asked.
“Eighteen,” they answered in unison before giggling at each other.
Slutty Sammie stepped up to me and ran her hands over my chest. “You should know, Trap. We were just outside a few minutes ago. Remember? We told you to meet us in our room.”
“I — uh….” My cock thickened, bulging in my pants.
Sweet Sammie giggled and Slutty Sammie inched closer, gazing up into my eyes. “I know you want to fuck me. It’s okay to admit it.” She gazed over at her alter ego. “Right?”
“Definitely,” Sweet Sammie said. “He’s wanted us for a long time.”
My head buzzed, and my cock lurched, rapidly expanding inside my pants, thickening to pure hardness.
Slutty Sammie traced an invisible heart over my chest and grinned seductively. “I want to hear you say you want to fuck us.”
“Stop,” Sweet Sammie said. “Be nice. That’s the future father of our children you’re teasing.”
Slutty Sammie drew closer. “We were underage less than a day ago, and you wanted us then too, didn’t you, Trap?” She drew out my name and enunciated the P with a popping sound. Then she perched on her toes and brushed her lips against mine, purring softly as she did.
My heart thundered so hard and fast, I was sure a coronary event was on the horizon. I gazed at her in disbelief, my hands glued to my sides. Had she? Looking back, I remembered Sammie practically begging me to come to her room after the party to show me something that I couldn’t recall. Was this what I missed out on?
“We were the ones who invited him to our room. We’re adults now. That doesn’t make Trap a pervert.” Sweet Sammie frowned at her alter ego. “All men look at us that way.”
Slutty Sammie ignored her alter ego and cupped my raging hard-on in her hot little hand. “You promised us a birthday gift.” She squeezed my cock and brushed her thumb over my swollen tip and down my shaft.
“He gave us a birthday gift, remember? It was a necklace with a diamond pendant.” Sweet Sammie stepped forward and stood beside me, slipping her arm around my waist while she glared at her alter ego. “I’m wearing it, dummy.” She scooped a small diamond from the depths of her insanely tight cleavage and displayed it proudly in her hand.
I gazed down at the twin set of tits before me and I couldn’t believe where this was headed. If this was a dream, I prayed I wouldn’t wake too soon.
Slutty Sammie glared at Sweet Sammie. “You know you want to fuck him as much as I do. We were both hoping his gift involved taking our virginity.”
Sweet Sammie rolled her eyes. “That would never happen without us pushing things along. Trap’s not a pervert.” She gazed up at me and furrowed her brow, gazing at me innocently. “But if he wants to have sex with me, I won’t stop him.”
Holy shit. I gazed between them, and my head thumped in time with my racing heart. “I’m not sure if that’s the right thing to do.”
“See? We need to take matters into our own hands.” Slutty Sammie popped the button on my jeans, lowered my zipper, and slid her nimble fingers inside my briefs, circling my hot cock with her soft, warm hand. “Your cock wants us. It’s not lying, so why are you?”
Sweet Sammie giggled and gazed down at my cock. “It’s so big. I hope it fits.”
I was utterly helpless before them, and truth told, the thought of going back in time and fucking Sammie on her eighteenth birthday was the stuff of wet dreams. It was a moment that brought me both regret and relief.
“Oh, it will fit just fine.” Slutty Sammie smiled devilishly. “We’ll make sure of that.”
“That’s true.” Sweet Sammie came around to the front of me and joined her sister. She lifted my t-shirt over my stomach and up my chest, before tugging it over my head. “I bet you he’ll fuck me way harder than he fucks you.”
Slutty Sammie scoffed as she stroked my cock. She brushed her thumb over my swollen tip and eyed me through thick layers of eye makeup. “He’ll come so hard inside me, he’ll pass out. Guaranteed.” She released my cock and tugged my pants down over my hips, letting my manhood spring free.
Sweet Sammie gasped, and her virginal gaze latched onto my thick cock. “I want to sit on that big beautiful penis until it fills me up.”
“I thought you were a good girl,” Slutty Sammie said. “You want his cock as much as I do, you little cum slut.”
“How else am I supposed to have his babies?” Sweet Sammie frowned, furrowed her brow and titled her head at an angle as if considering. “Does that make me a cum slut?”
“What if your mom walks in?” I wasn’t sure what this crazy harem fantasy generator had up its sleeve but having a threesome with doppelganger Sammie’s was way too good to interrupt.
Slutty Sammy grinned and Sweet Sammie giggled.
“Who do you think put us up to this?” Slutty Sammie eyed me like a hawk sizing up a mouse. She reached out and stroked my thick, hot cock, then edged forward until we met face to face.
I gazed into her slutty, gorgeous face and she smiled up at me, running her hot pink tongue over her snow-white teeth, then licking her lips. “Let’s see how your cock tastes.”
“I want to taste his penis too,” Sweet Sammie said, bouncing on her heels, causing her big tits to rock inside her bra.
Slutty Sammy ignored her alter ego and led me by the cock to the bed. She shoved me and I fell backward onto her pink comforter.
I landed with a soft whoosh. My head hit a mound of fluffy pillows and stuffed animals. My rigid cock teetered from side-to-side, holding their attention like a crazed erotic metronome.
Slutty Sammie crawled onto the bed after me. When she made it to my hip, sat upright and reached behind her back before unclasping her bra. “I saw you looking down my shirt at the party.” She grinned mischievously. “Now you don’t have to wonder what they look like.” She tossed her bra aside and freed her perfect round mounds. They barely jiggled as she tossed her hair back over her shoulders. Then she scooped up her tits and pressed them together, eyeing me wantonly. “What do you think?”
“My tits are just as nice.” Sweet Sammie reached behind her back, bit her lower lip and unhooked her bra, gazing at me innocently. “If we go all the way, you’ll marry me, right?”
Slutty Sammie laughed, and I gazed at my precious, golden angel as she held her bra to her tits and waited for my response.
“Yes, I’ll marry you.” I wasn’t lying. I had married her. Albeit, the combined version.
“Yay!” Sweet Sammie threw out her arms, tossing away her bra and letting her big, perfect tits bounce and jiggle. She skipped toward the bed and leaped on beside her sister, coming to a stop on the opposite side of me.
Their tits were absolutely legend. High and firm, yet springy and perfectly smooth. Their pink, quarter-sized areolas were perfectly formed, flat and blemish free, giving rise to pink nipples that were neither too big nor too small. If I weren’t already intimately familiar with Sammie’s natural tits, I would’ve been hard pressed to believe they were actually real. Almost twenty-one-year-old Sammie had nothing on her eighteen-year-old body.
“Christ,” I murmured under my breath. “They’re fucking perfect.”
Slutty Sammie dropped her tits and grabbed my cock like a joystick. “Does reality live up to the fantasy?” She grinned and stroked my cock, admiring it like a first place trophy. “Because your cock is blowing my mind.”
“Whose boobs are better?” Sweet Sammie asked.
Slutty Sammie rolled her eyes. “We’re the same person. God, you’re so dumb sometimes.”
Sweet Sammie glared at her alter ego. “That’s not very nice.” Her glare turned into a grin. “That means you’re calling yourself dumb.”
I couldn’t take my eyes off their tits and tentatively reached out my hands, grabbing a handful of each girl’s big ripe D-cups. As I kneaded their soft tit flesh in my hands, their nipples hardened, and my cock pulsed in Slutty Sammie’s hand.
“He’s getting even harder,” Slutty Sammie said, grinning at her alter ego. “Feel for yourself.”
Sweet Sammie reached out and poked my knob as if it were a live King Cobra, fangs out, hood up. “It’s soft, not hard.”
“You won’t be saying that after it’s inside you.” Slutty Sammie stroked me softly, then squeezed, milking out a pearl-sized drop of clear pre-cum.
“What’s that?” Sweet Sammie’s eyes widened in astonishment.
“That’s what makes you pregnant.” Slutty Sammie scooped up the oozing droplet on her index finger and sucked it between her lips. “It tastes good.”
“Hey, I want to try some too.” Sweet Sammie leaned forward and squeezed my tip, nursing out another drop. “Cool.”
“Taste it,” Slutty Sammie said, encouraging her.
Sweet Sammie went to scoop up the cum droplet with her finger when Slutty Sammie grabbed her wrist. “With your mouth.”
Sweet Sammie grinned and leaned forward, sliding her big soft tits across my thighs. She came face to face with my throbbing cock, licked her pink, glossy lips, and eyed my cock hungrily. Her blue eyes buzzed with sexual desire, and she shot her alter ego a sideways glance. “Just lick it up?”
Slutty Sammie chuckled. “Do you want me to show you?”
“No.” Sweet Sammie grabbed my cock territorially and hovered over my tip. Her nipples hardened against my legs and wisps of her golden blonde hair curled over my shaft.
My cock throbbed in her fist, and Sweet Sammie’s eyes widened. “Did I make it do that?”
“Yes,” I eked out. “When I’m excited, I can’t help it.”
A look of pride settled on Sweet Sammie’s face, and she leaned forward, placing her ripe lips on my swollen knob before engulfing it like a grizzly bear wolfing down a live salmon. She swirled her tongue over my tip, and I shuddered under her virgin touch.
“Fuck,” I said, huffing and puffing.
Sweet Sammie came off my cock and smacked her lips. “It tastes good, but it’s a little salty.”
“Keep going,” Slutty Sammie said. “Can’t you see he likes it?”
Sweet Sammie eyed me with her bright, clear blue eyes. She clutched my cock in her fist and the diamond pendant I gave her dangled between her big, soft tits. “Did it feel good?”
“Yeah,” I said. I was already edging, and we hadn’t even officially started.
“Good.” She smiled sweetly, then lowered her mouth onto my cock, sliding it over her tongue and wrapping her lips tight around my shaft.
Pleasure waves crashed over me like a Swiss avalanche. I groaned, edging my hips higher, sliding my cock deep inside her mouth.
Sweet Sammie let out a gagging sound and back off, dragging a string of saliva with her.
My cock glistened in her hand, throbbing and aching with the emptiness she left in her wake.
“Why did you stop?” Slutty Sammie glared at her alter ego.
“I was hurting him.” Sweet Sammie eyed me, her expression worried. “Did I hurt you?”
Slutty Sammie laughed. “You didn’t hurt him. He liked it. No… he loved it. Didn’t you see his eyes?”
I nodded weakly. “Please don’t stop,” I said.
Sweet Sammie wiped a trail of saliva off her lip and nodded. “Are you going to come in my mouth? Because I want you to come inside my vagina.”
“He’s coming inside my pussy this time,” Slutty Sammie said. “He’ll come in you next time.”
Sweet Sammie shook her head. “I want him to come inside me first.”
“Fine.” Slutty Sammie folded her arms over her chest, causing them to squeeze together. “You can fuck him first and then I’ll fuck him second, then I’ll let you fuck him again. Okay?”
That was a lot of fucking. I wasn’t entirely sure I could last that long, but I wasn’t about to complain.
“Deal,” Sweet Sammie said, then she leaned forward and used the flat of her tongue to lick her way up the back of my cock before she sucked my tip between her lips, curling my toes.
I groaned and thrust upward, sliding my cock in between her ripe, pink lips.
Glug. Glug. Glug.
Sweet Sammie sucked my cock, rolling her tongue over my knob and shaft while she gripped the base between her nimble fingers, stroking me softly. She came off my cock with a loud pop and sucked in a quick breath before resuming, throwing herself into the job with reckless abandon.
Her warm wet mouth, slurping tongue, and continuous sucking left me on the brink of annihilation. I was five seconds from blowing my stack when Slutty Sammie intervened.
“He’ll come in your mouth if you keep going,” Slutty Sammie said.
Sweet Sammie came off my cock with a pop, leaving a trail of cum-soaked salvia dripping down her chin. “It tastes amazing. Do I have to stop?”
“Yes. He’ll come otherwise. Start fucking him.” Slutty Sammie smiled. “You did a great job.”
“Thanks.” Sweet Sammie beamed, then sat up, taking those big beautiful tits with her. She rolled backward and slid off her white panties before tossing them across the room with her bra.
I gazed down at her creamy little slit. Tan lines marked her bikini bottoms where they rode high on her hips, but she was shaved smooth, and her tight pussy gleamed with slick wetness.
“You’re fucking him in the cowgirl position, right?” Slutty Sammie asked.
“What’s cowgirl?” Sweet Sammie frowned.
Slutty Sammie rolled her eyes. “You climb on top of him and ride him.”
“Then, yes. I want to fuck him in cowgirl.” Sweet Sammie crawled on top of me, then inched forward until my thick cock nestled against her flat tummy.
It looked absolutely massive, resting up against the petite blonde, and it throbbed, twitching like an over caffeinated cat.
“It’s beautiful.” Sweet Sammie licked her lips and eyed my manhood adoringly. “I love it. I never want another penis in me except for this one.”
“Fine,” Slutty Sammie said. “Just get going. I’m dripping wet over here.” She peeled away her red silk panties, revealing an identical pussy — tiny, creamy and no doubt as tight as it looked.
Sweet Sammie raised her hips and lifted her pussy over my aching manhood. Her tits jiggled and bounced, and her diamond pendant nestled inside her massive cleavage.
I guided my tip along her slippery pink trench, making sure she had enough lubrication to handle me, splitting her like a piece of firewood. She was wet, slick and ready and I lined my cock up with her entrance and prepared for the deflowering to come. “Ready?”
“I love you,” she said.
“I love you too, baby. When we get married, you can have all the babies you want. I promise.”
She grinned and her blue eyes lit with pure joy. “I can’t wait.” She sank onto my cock and her eyes clouded over with a mixture of pleasure and pain.
I wasn’t prepared for just how tight her pussy was. Her walls throbbed around my shaft, pulsing and twitching. An unearthly moan escaped my lips, and I grabbed her hips, squeezing tight while waves of unabashed pleasure rocked my senses.
Sweet Sammie thrust out her chest, arched her back and moaned. “Oh, my God. It feels amazing,” she said, breathless. Her pussy throbbed around my cock, and she inched lower, taking me in to the root. “It fits,” she said, as excited as she was breathless.
“Congratulations.” Slutty Sammie smiled with satisfaction. “We aren’t virgins anymore.” She dropped her hand to her pussy and worked her clit as she watched her alter ego move her hips and start slowly fucking me.
The bed squeaked and Sweet Sammie leaned back, gripping my ankles behind her. Her tits rolled and bounced while she bobbed up and down, fucking me slow and deep.
I reached up and filled my hands with her incredible tits, lifting my hips and slamming into her as deep as I could go.
We picked up the pace and slow, warbling moans escaped Sweet Sammie’s lips, mingling with hard grunts when I bottomed inside her.
Sweet Sammie leaned forward and mashed her tits against my chest, gyrating her hips and fucking me in fast, tight circles. Her blue eyes locked on mine and wisps of her blonde hair tickled my cheeks. “Come inside me and I’ll make you the happiest man on earth,” she whispered. “I’ll be the best wife you ever had.” She kissed me softly on the lips and rocked faster, fucking me deeper as the headboard slammed against the wall. “You’ll be happy forever, I promise.”
The scent of bubblegum, warm vanilla, and strawberries washed over me, and my orgasm bubbled up like an overdue geyser ready to blow. I grabbed her ass and rammed into her, savoring the sound of her ass slapping off my thighs. My hot cock throbbed, teetering on the edge of a seismic orgasm that would break the Richter scale.
“Hey, what are you doing?” Slutty Sammie yelled. “It’s my turn.”
Sweet Sammie found my lips and moaned into my mouth. “Come inside me,” she said, speaking into my mouth.
I grunted and my cock throbbed inside her, ready to blow. But something inside me told me that this was all part of test. Could I last through an angelic, virginal Sammie long enough to fuck her slutty alter ego? I backed off and broke our kiss. “It’s nice to take turns,” I said.
Sweet Sammie sat up and sighed. Her shoulders sagged, and she gazed down at me as if disappointed. “Fine, but you promised to come inside me last.” She slid off my cock, leaving an aching loss in her wake.
My cock wasn’t happy, and it pulsed with anger, glistening with her juices while Sweet Sammie sat back and made way for her slutty alter ego.
Slutty Sammie turned around and faced the dresser with a giant mirror behind it. She got on all fours and gazed at me over her shoulder. “Come fuck me, daddy.” Her tits swayed beneath her, big, firm and perfect. And the way her bubble butt rose and parted, revealing her tight pink pussy, made my head swoon.
I pushed up on my knees and edged forward until my giant cock rested atop Slutty Sammie’s tight little ass.
She moved her hips in a slow circle. “Fuck me.” She pushed back, forcing my tip down her ass and over her hot, wet pussy lips.
I grabbed her hips and, with a groan, sank inside her, driving in to the hilt. My head swam and succulent pleasure wrapped me in its welcome embrace. Her tight pussy gripped my cock in a warm, velvety sheath and I moaned, pushing forward and pressing in deeper.
Slutty Sammie moved her hips in circles, rocking forward and backward, fucking me hard and fast. The bed resumed its noisy squeaking, and her tits bulged outward from her sides, swaying beneath. Her long golden hair spilled down her back and with each powerful thrust, her tight ass reverberated, sending shock waves over her sweet ass.
I grabbed her hair and pulled it back, jerking Slutty Sammie’s head backward and eliciting a loud groan of excitement. With hammering thrusts, I powered into her again and again, grunting as I mercilessly pounded her. I gazed into the mirror and watched the pleasure contort her face and her big, perfect tits slap together every time I bottomed out.
“That’s it, daddy,” she said through clenched teeth. “Come inside me.” She twitched her pussy, flexing and squeezing, and my head swam with a looming orgasm.
I grunted and let go of her hair, grabbing hold of her hips and powering into her, gazing down at my sizzling hot cock, glistening with her juices.
“Come in me and I’ll give you pleasure you never imagined.” Slutty Sammie’s eyes rolled back in her head and her breath caught in her throat. Her body trembled, wracked with an orgasm, sending micro-reverberations along my shaft. “Come inside me, daddy. I’ll lead you to the king’s treasure.”
“Hey!” Sweet Sammie cried out. “You’re cheating.”
I exploded inside her, gushing hot torrents of thick cum, filling Slutty Sammie’s slutty little pussy with the first of many loads to come. I ejaculated uncontrollably. My vision faded and a primordial moan escaped my lips. I clutched her hips and came, spurting and again until hot cum seeped from her hole and trailed down her inner thigh.
“That’s it, daddy.” Slutty Sammie gazed up at me in the mirror and smiled in triumph. “You own my pussy like nobody ever will.” She milked my cock, sliding forward and backward until I had nothing left to give.
On wobbling legs, I pulled my cock out of her tight pussy, leaving a gash and a flood of cum came pouring out in its wake.
Cum pearled in her ravaged hole, and a thick glob bubbled out before running down her leg. She sat upright and turned around to face me, licking her lips as she did. “You chose well, my husband.” She leaned forward and kissed me softly on the lips. “I won’t let you down”
Sweet Sammie was gone, and I fell backward onto the bed, noticing the swirling blue portal near her bathroom door. A red key hovered in the air between us, and Slutty Sammie sat back on her knees, chest thrust out, tits jiggling. “Take it and know that I’m fine. You’ll find me later when the time is right.”
“Sammie?” Was the real Sammie with me in the room? It was impossible to tell, but I thought so.
She leaned forward and kissed me again. “Yes, baby. It’s me.” She tucked a lock of golden hair behind her ear. “Take the key. It’s important.”
I snatched the key out of the air, and Sammie smiled. “I love you, baby. I’ll see you soon,” she said, then winked out of existence.






  
  Chapter 68


After using the portal, I reappeared in the vestibule. The hallway had lengthened, revealing a new pedestal, the third so far. At first glance, I didn’t see any sign of Sammie, which didn’t surprise me. But her bond was there, in the same place as Brooke, but weak as if filtered. 
Hazel hovered over the pedestal. Maria, Lindsay, and Sawyer perched on the sectional, wearing worried expressions. They turned toward me and stood scanning behind me as if searching for Sammie.
“She’s fine,” I said. “I spoke with her just a few moments ago.”
“Where is she?” Lindsay asked.
I pointed down the hall toward the growing row of pedestals. “She’s that way with Brooke. I can feel her. She’s emotionally doing fine.”
Lindsay didn’t look surprised, but her worried expression didn’t go away. She glanced over her shoulder, back down the hall.
“What happened?” Sawyer asked.
Hazel arrived before us, clutching the book of magic. Like Lindsay, she didn’t seem surprised that Sammie wasn’t with me. “It happened again.”
“Yes, but before Sammie winked away, she told me she was fine and that I needed to focus on the treasure.”
Lindsay’s shoulders relaxed slightly, but only slightly. “How could she know that?”
“The Sammie we know was not the Sammie, or I should say Sammie’s, who were with me for most of the time.” I sighed and ran my hand through my hair. “It’s complicated, and I’ll explain everything. But near the end of the trial, I got the same feeling as I did when the goddess arrived during our bonding ceremonies. You just know it’s someone new inhabiting a body.”
Sawyer nodded. “Why don’t you tell us what happened.”
I explained everything, leaving out nothing from the time I arrived to explaining dueling versions of Sammie. I left out some of the explicit dirty talk and summarized the sex acts but included all the important details. Finally, I explained what Slutty Sammie said about the treasure and then showed them the red key. “There was a moment, right before I collected the key, when my Sammie was there with me in the room. She told me it was important that I take the key.”
The ladies seemed slightly more at ease, but unconvinced.
“We’re tired,” Hazel said. “We should sleep before we solve any more riddles.”
“I agree,” Sawyer said. “We’ve been here for hours already, and we were up all day before we arrived.”
Lindsay picked up my hand. “Trap, will you sleep with me tonight? I have more questions about Sammie.”
I turned to the girls. “Do you ladies mind?”
Maria picked up Sawyer’s hand. “Will you sleep with me tonight?”
Sawyer smiled with relief. “I was about to ask you the same.”
“I’ll stay up a little longer and translate this riddle,” Hazel said.
Maria picked up Hazel’s hand and squeezed. “When you’re sleepy, just crawl into bed with us. Don’t sleep alone, okay?”
Hazel gave her a warm smile and leaned in for a hug. “Thanks. I’ll do that.” Hazel plopped down on the couch and gazed at a slip of paper in her hand where she had scrawled the latest riddle.
I turned to Lindsay. “Lead the way.”
Lindsay picked up my hand and led me into a nearby bedroom. After a trip to the bathroom and a glass of water, she slipped into bed with me, completely naked.
I opened my arm and turned toward her. “Come here.”
Lindsay slid inside my open arm and slung her bare leg over my mid-section. She let out a worried sigh and rested her head on my shoulder while she slid her arm across my chest.
Her big soft breasts mashed into my side, and she pressed in closer until the full length of her warm body rubbed up against mine. I slid my palm over her bare back and kissed her softly on her forehead. “Do you want to tell me what’s really going on?”
“It’s that obvious?” She peered up into my eyes, her expression worried.
“Yes. What gives?”
“Do you remember earlier when I mentioned that the air was unnaturally thick?”
“Oh, I remember. It was a strange thing to say.”
“Trap, I can’t explain it, but I’m feeling… I don’t know… powerful? It’s like this place knows what I am.”
“What are you?” I asked.
“The goddess called me an arch-priestess, right?”
“That’s true.” I kissed her again and ran my glided my fingertips up and down her spine.
There was a long pause before Lindsay spoke again. “I’m seeing things, and I don’t believe I’m hallucinating.”
I froze and waited for her to elaborate. When she didn’t, I stroked her hair and kissed her again. “It’s okay. You can tell me.”
“Maybe I’m crazy. But I can make myself see the bonds between us. All of them.”
“Visually see them?”
“Yeah,” she said. “It’s crazy I know. But I swear it’s real. The bonds between you and all of us gathered here in this room are bright gold. Their warm and strong. They look pure, if that makes sense. They’re good. I’m sure of it.” She sighed. “This sounds crazy.”
My stomach sank, and I worried about what she had seen with the other bonds. “And the bonds with Brooke, Bella, and Sammie?”
“The bond with Bella disappears out one wall. It’s there, and it’s not as strong as ours, but it’s pretty damn strong all the same.”
“The bonds with Brooke and Sammie aren’t?”
“I see them,” she said. “But they’re faint.”
“Are they still… pure?”
“Yes,” she said. “I think they’re in a place where we can’t reach them.”
My stomach turned into a layer of knots. “What do you think we should do?”
“Part of me agrees with Hazel. Maybe we should leave, but I’m worried that won’t help Brooke and Sammie. At this point, I don’t care about the treasure. I want Sammie and Brooke back then I want to go home.”
“Did you ever really care about the treasure?”
She laughed without amusement and shook her head. “Baby, I hate everything about that damn treasure.”
“But you think we should keep going. Right?”
“I do, but not to find the treasure. We need to find the ladies, then get the hell out of this place. It’s not good here.”
“Not good as in evil?”
“It’s like this place is sucking the life out of us. We’re warm blooded bodies walking into a room of mosquitoes.”
“Have you shared any of this with Sawyer, Hazel, and Maria?”
“Not yet. I don’t want to scare them. But we aren’t far off.”
I drew her in tight and wrapped her in my arms. “We’ll get them out of here, safe and sound. I promise.”
She was silent for a long time before she spoke again. “Butch wouldn’t have wanted you to risk your life. You know that, right?”
“I know,” I said, but my head still spun with the possibility of finding the ladies and the treasure. Somehow, I just knew wherever they were, we would find the treasure with them.
Lindsay kissed me softly on the chest. “I love you, baby. But I’m tired.” She let out a soft sigh, rested her head on my chest, and fell asleep soon after.
I lay awake for a while longer, feeling the bonds with Brooke and Sammie. They remained way too static for my liking. Regardless, the way out was forward. Of that, I was convinced.
We grabbed a few hours of restless sleep and met in what the ladies had named the Grand Hall. The ladies looked a few hours more rested, but there was a wariness in their eyes that I couldn’t shake. And now, looking back, I wasn’t completely convinced I had talked to the real Sammie. This place had me turned so upside down, I didn’t know what to think.
“I have the translation,” Hazel said. “I read it to Sawyer and Maria last night.”
“Maria figured it out first,” Sawyer said.
“But she hasn’t spoken the answer,” Hazel said.
Maria gazed at me nervously and shifted in her seat. “Promise you won’t leave me here?” Her voice quivered and her eyes glistened.
I eased onto the sectional beside her and picked up her hands. “I’ll die before I leave you here. That won’t happen.”
Lindsay chuckled nervously. “Hopefully it doesn’t come to that.”
Maria let out a worried sigh. “Okay.” She turned to Hazel. “Read it again.”
Hazel glanced down at the paper in her lap. “I never was, am always to be. No one ever saw me, nor ever will. And yet I am the confidence of all, to live and breathe on this terrestrial ball. What am I?”
Hazel’s hands trembled in mine, and we locked eyes. “No matter what happens, I love you.”
“I love you too. We will do this together.”
Maria nodded. “The answer is… tomorrow.”
Colors melted before my eyes and the world slipped away.






  
  Chapter 69


When the world came back into focus, nothing had changed. Well, that wasn’t entirely true. The room was the same. I sat on the black leather sectional in the Great Hall, but I was alone. 
Behind me, a bedroom door creaked open. I stood, turned, and gazed across the cavernous entryway.
Maria strode toward me wearing a confident smile and her barmaid’s outfit from the Salty Parrot. It wasn’t just any outfit either; it was my favorite and one she wore often.
Her tight, black V-necked t-shirt featured a brightly colored parrot on the front and plenty of her massive, bouncy cleavage sprouted from the opening up top. The Daisy Duke’s she wore ended just below her compact ass, perfectly conforming to her hips. Her sleek, toned, golden legs looked like works of art, ending in a pair of black, low-top Chuck Taylor tennis shoes.
Maria’s raven hair, shiny with bouncy curls, swelled past her shoulders and ended beneath her shoulder blades. Her makeup was spot on — not too slutty. It was just enough to make her full lips glisten like pink bubble gum and her hazel eyes pop.
Was this the real Maria or a fantasy version? My instinct declared her a fantasy version. But my rationale intervened. There was no faking our bond, and the Maria before me was mine. There was no getting around the stone-hard fact.
But she hadn’t come here wearing that outfit and she didn’t pack any luggage. The bond told me she was as real as I was, but she felt like a fantasy girl. How was I supposed to play it? I didn’t want to banish Maria to harem wife purgatory. Then again, wasn’t this all about passing the trials? Without taking a risk, there was no reward. I needed those keys for whatever lay ahead, and it wasn’t like she was in any real danger. Or was she?
I had sex with Brooke and Sammie, which led to their sudden departure. Was it the sex that produced the keys? Possibly. No sex, no key? I wasn’t sure what to do but resisting Maria wearing that outfit would be just this side of impossible.
She stopped before me, wearing a bright smile and flashing her perfect white teeth. “Hi, baby.” She grabbed my hands in hers, popped up on her tiptoes, and kissed me softly on the lips.
I tasted her cherry lip gloss, and her warm kiss melted my resistance, leaving left my head fuzzy and a warm kernel of lust stirred to life inside me. “What are we doing here?”
Maria furrowed her brow. “What do you mean? We’re here for the treasure.”
“But are you… you?” I wasn’t sure how else to say it. “Where did you get that outfit?”
She glanced down at her outfit. “You love this outfit. Is something wrong with it?”
I sighed heavily. “The outfit is incredible. I’m just asking where it came from.”
“You conjured this place up.” She titled her head and gazed at me strangely. “This place turns fantasy into reality.”
“How did you know that? Why didn’t you say that earlier?”
Maria touched her hand to my forehead. “Are you sick? You don’t feel warm.”
This wasn’t the real Maria. The real Maria didn’t know this place turned a fantasy into a reality. But I asked her one last question, anyway. “How did we get here?”
“Trap, what’s wrong? I answered the riddle, remember?”
Now I was desperately confused but arguing with her wasn’t helpful. “What else do you know about this place?”
“I can show you where to find the treasure,” she said, her voice chipper and her eyes twinkling.
My jaw dropped. “Where?”
“It’s this way.” She took my hand and turned me around.
The hallway with the pedestals appeared before me but where there were three pedestals, now there were six with the hallway extended twice as far as before. Beyond the last pedestal at the end of the hallway, a massive set of golden double doors appeared.
My stomach dipped and my legs went rubbery. Six pedestals, six wives. Was that good or bad? This place was simultaneously the greatest sexual experience of my life, with potentially the most catastrophic outcome imaginable. For now, I would let it ride, but I wasn’t sure how much longer I could convince the ladies to go along with this head trip.
Maria led me by the hand down the hall, past the pedestals until we reached the double doors.
Set into each door were three key slots, six in total. They were all a different color. That answered the question of what to do with the keys. Reaching the treasure room required them.
Maria didn’t seem to need the keys to enter during this scenario. She leaned her weight into the door on the right and it groaned open.
A thread of thin light appeared in the seam and as Maria pushed the door open, the gap widened, revealing a warm glow coming from the room beyond. “Here we go.” She glanced over her shoulder and stole a warm smile at me, then led me forward through the door.
I crossed the threshold, and my legs buckled.
A massive treasure stretched out before me. Gold and jeweled artifacts, scrolls and books in pristine condition, jewel-encrusted weapons, and stacks of gold bars sat before me in audacious heaps. A literal treasure trove lined the floor, walls, and even the ceiling. There were paintings, a golden chariot, models of boats, glass jars filled with jewels and dried were among the artifacts.
A red carpet like the ones at a Hollywood premiere sliced through the middle of the gleaming piles of loot, ending with a golden throne inlaid with rubies, sapphires, diamonds, and emeralds. It was a staggering, sickening level of wealth beyond comprehension.
I sucked in a sharp breath and my cheeks went numb. I was vaguely aware of Maria still holding my hand when she gave it a little tug.
“Are you okay?” She peered up at me, her expression amused.
“Is this real?” I asked. “Or am I just concocting this as part of my fantasy turned into reality?”
She shrugged. “I think so, but your guess is as good as mine,” she said. “We’re only a few solved riddles away from knowing for sure.”
A strange thing happened next. Around the periphery of the long rectangular room, the gold walls thinned, revealing round, white, opaque chambers glowing with golden light. In that same moment, the bonds between Brooke and Sammie strengthened, and I knew without a doubt they were somewhere behind those walls.
“What are those?” I asked, pointing toward the strange crystalline chambers. But before Maria could turn her gaze in that direction, the walls thickened, hiding the chambers from sight.
Maria frowned. “What?” She gazed at the walls and then back at me. “I don’t see anything.”
This place was messing with mind, or I had somehow glimpsed an inadvertent peek behind the curtain. In my heart, I believed the veil had slipped. This room existed, and I would find Brooke and Sammie inside those chambers. But where did that leave me? Just because they were isolated didn’t mean they were under duress. In fact, they were fine, both physically and emotionally. The bond told me so. They weren’t experiencing a fraction of angst. Whatever was happening, I didn’t want this place to know I was onto it, and decided it was in my best interest to play along.
“Nothing,” I said. “I’m just blinded by all this treasure.”
Maria giggled and led me along the red carpet. “Let’s go check out the throne.”
She led me along the red carpet. As we walked, I reached out to touch a waist-high pile of gold bars. My hand passed right through them as if they didn’t exist. I tried again on a gold statue of an Aztec warrior brandishing a spear with a jeweled haft, and the result was the same. “That’s some kind of high-tech security system.”
She led me up a short flight of three broad stairs that ended with a dais where the throne sat. “Sit down and relax. Let Mama Maria take care of you.”
I reluctantly slipped onto the throne, and Maria climbed onto my lap, straddling me. “You look worried. What’s wrong?”
I wanted to tell her everything was wrong, but I needed to get back to Lindsay, Hazel, and Sawyer. Whatever was happening here, I was finished playing by the rules. If I kept it up, I would lose all of them, one by one, to those strange chambers. No treasure was worth that, and I had a sinking feeling that Brooke, Sammie, and Maria were already in trouble.
“Nothing,” I said and reached out for her, doing my best to play along.
But Maria wasn’t buying it. Her frown deepened. She edged forward, getting cozy on my lap, and studied me quizzically. She cradled my face in her hands and kissed me softly on the lips. “Trap, I’m okay.” She lifted my chin and our eyes locked. “This is all part of it. The trials are as much about us as they are about you.”
Now I was confused. “Sammie and Brooke —”
“Are fine.” She put on her best smile and kissed me tenderly. “When you get to the treasure room, you’ll get us back, me included. It’s all part of the game. It’s a test of your will to march forward. You didn’t think it would be that easy, did you?”
“How can you be so sure?” I asked.
Maria shrugged. “When I arrived in this….” She shook her head. “Scenario? Trial? I don’t know what to call it, but when I arrived, a strange feeling of calmness. No… certainty filled my soul. I don’t know how I know, I just know. This is all part of the process. I think it’s a way of testing our bonds to you. If the heat level isn’t high enough, there’s no key.”
That was the first thing she said that actually made sense. I relaxed and leaned back onto the throne, stealing a gaze down her top. “Heat is never an issue with us.”
Maria giggled and slid up my lap until her pussy rubbed my thickening cock. “Don’t tell me you never dreamed of taking me in this outfit.” She raised an eyebrow and gave me a sly grin.
Her cleavage bulged from her t-shirt and the edges of her black lace bra came into view. She smelled of jasmine and wild orange and my cock went electric, expanding in my pants at celestial rates. Her silky black hair tumbled over her shoulders and curled over my chest. “Only a million times. Well, now a million and one.”
Maria giggled and slipped her hands around the back of my neck, drawing me toward her as she rocked in my lap, grinding my cock. She kissed me softly and let out a seductive moan. “Baby, you’re so hard.” She gazed into my eyes, and she continued dry humping until I couldn’t take it anymore.
I drew closer until we came face to face. I found her parted lips waiting, and our tongues met, flashing together hot and hungry.
As I slid my hands down her back, she moaned softly and deepened our kiss, sliding her fingers through my hair, grinding me deeper, throwing her hips into it.
I slipped my hands down the back of her Daisy Duke’s and dipped my fingertips inside her tight lace panties. Her soft, warm flesh filled my palms and my cock throbbed, straining against her undulating pussy. Maria’s exotic scent filled my nostrils, leaving me light-headed and dizzy with lust.
Maria broke off the kiss and sucked in a long slow breath, rocking on my cock while she rested her forehead against mine. “I need to feel you inside me.”
Her minty breath, laced with cherry undertones, lit me on fire. She was a walking dessert cart, and I had a massive sweet tooth. “Take off your shorts.” My voice came out as a half-growl, strong and commanding.
Maria gazed at me submissively and slipped off my lap. Without a word, she unbuttoned her shorts and let them drop. She shimmied out of her black lace panties and stood before me, bottomless. Her smooth, shaven pussy disappeared into a tight V between her caramel thighs. She parted her legs and tousled her hair, smiling at me seductively, sparking a twinkle of lust in her eyes.
Her tight slit caught my eye, glistening with wetness, and her sweet pink lips peeped out like a sugar-coated strawberry ready to pluck. My gaze wandered over her incredible curves, drinking in her full hips and flat, toned abs. “Take off your shirt but leave your bra on.”
Silently, she pulled off her t-shirt and her big tits bounced and wobbled inside the tight confines of her lacy black bra. Her shoes came next before she stepped forward and tugged on the button holding up my jeans.
I lifted my hips and dropped my gaze to her massive cleavage, and her tits mashed together inside her bra, slightly swaying. “You have a beautiful body.” My cock pulsed in short, powerful bursts. There was no going back now. I wanted her way too much.
As Maria pulled down my pants, I lifted my hips off the throne and my rigid cock slid free, swaying before us, heavy and stiff. She locked her gaze on my cock. Her nostrils flared and her eyes widened. Maria tossed aside my pants, her eyes fevered, never taking her eyes off my cock.
I stood at full attention, my cock twitching as Maria stepped forward and crawled onto my lap. The bond between us hummed with love and lust. I imagined what it must look like through Lindsay’s eyes, thick and golden, pulsing with energy.
Maria placed her knees on the throne beside my hips. She reached down and wrapped her fingers around my cock, and her eyes never left mine. Her tits jiggled inside her bra like they had on so many nights when a lonely bachelor sat at the end of the bar imagining himself tangled up with a beautiful young bartender.
I ran my hands down her back and cupped her supple ass, edging my hips upward as she stroked my cock in her hand.
She gave me a flirty smile and guided my knob down her pussy lips, driving into her fleshy pink treasure trove while she softly moaned. “Mmmm… I love this dick.” She slipped my cock inside her and her face contorted with pleasure. “Fuck… that feels amazing.”
Her pussy lips clenched my knob, and waves of titillating pleasure rolled over me. I drove deeper, savoring the tightness of her pussy and her powerful muscles clamping down on my shaft. I squeezed her ass and drove deeper as my brain buzzed with lust.
Maria sank lower, taking me in to the hilt. Her breathing intensified, and she paused with my cock stuffed inside her and her pussy pulsing around my meaty shaft. “God, I feel so full with you inside me.” Her voice came out small and submissive, a far cry from her tough young bartender persona.
I raised my hips higher, rising off the throne and taking Maria with me. After all the teasing, my cock throbbed, and my balls tightened already edging.
She started slowly, moving her hips forward and backward, moaning as she eyed me and bracing herself with her hands pinned to my chest. Her big tits bounced and shimmied inside her lace cups, squeezed together like ripe twin melons ready to burst.
I wanted to watch them freely bounce and reached behind her back, deftly unhooking her bra.
Maria rocked forward and backward, grinding her hips, groaning while she took me deeper. Her jaw dropped and her short, shallow breaths came out in halting moans.
I pulled her bra straps over her shoulders, pulled it free of her big tits, and tossed it aside, leaving her twin treasures bouncing before me. They moved in tight circles, gently slapping together while her raven hair rippled over her shoulders, full and shiny. I bucked my hips, fucking her harder and deeper, lifting her higher and impaling her with every thrust.
Maria bounced atop me, completely unbridled. Goosebumps flashed across her chest, and her nipples hardened before my eyes.
I caught her tits in my hand, squeezing them in my palms while I tweaked her nipples between my thumb and forefinger.
“Oh… daddy, I’m coming.” Her words came out as a whimper and her face warped with pleasure. She froze atop me, micro fucking me with her lips parted and her brow furrowed.
I thrust skyward and grunted. My balls tightened, and I came hard, filling her with hot jets of fiery cum. My orgasm held at its peak, leaving my head thundering. I spurted ribbons of thick jizz inside her, pumping load after load, my fevered mind driven by the simple need to fill her with my seed. With her tits filling my hands, I gazed down, enthralled with the sight of my cock sliding in and out of her tight pussy, layered with a thick mix of her juices and my cum.
Maria fell forward, writhing her hips, milking my cock. Her big tits mashed against my chest, and she collapsed into me, heaving for breath while I continued pumping her full of milky spunk.
We lay together breathless while my cock twitched insider her, quivering with aftershocks. Her tight pussy squeezed down, draining my balls until she finally went limp atop me.
I felt it before I could even see it. It was there, floating in the air near the throne.
Maria lifted her head off my chest and gazed into my eyes. “Take it.”
“Take what?”
She pushed herself upright and glanced over her shoulder. “You know what?”
At the end of the red carpet, a blue portal shimmered in the air. It was the way out.
“Maybe I’ll just skip the key this round.” I grinned at her, and she shook her head.
“Ha, ha, ha.” Her words came with a heavy dose of sarcasm. She slipped off my cock and held out her hand. “Come on, old man. I’ll help you up.”
I took her hand and popped up off the throne, eyeing the silver key floating beside us. “That key makes three. Halfway there.”
Maria picked up her bra and panties and slipped them on. “Give me a chance to get dressed before you take it.”
“Now I’m worried,” I said.
“Don’t be,” Maria said. “Just hurry and claim the treasure. Don’t keep a girl waiting.” She grinned and pulled up her shorts.
We dressed, and when we finished, I stepped up to Maria. “This feels wrong.” I shook my head and let out a long sigh. “Something inside me is screaming to walk away.”
“Trap, don’t,” she said. “Turn around and take the key. I’m afraid of what will happen to us otherwise.”
I gazed down the length of the room to the waiting portal before turning back to Maria. “You’re sure?”
She perched on her tiptoes and kissed me. “Yes. Go.” She turned me around and pushed me toward the key.
Reluctantly, I reached out and snatched the silver key out of the air. Like the key, I knew she was gone before I even looked. With a heavy sigh, I turned around to confirm my suspicion and gasped.
A beautiful woman stood before me. She had bronzed skin, long, straight, dark hair, and brown eyes. She wore a sleek, form-fitting gold sequined dress cut so low in the front it ended at her navel. Her big braless tits shifted under her thin dress, and the outline of her hard nipples drew my gaze like a moth to a flame.
She was one of the most stunningly beautiful women I had ever seen. I stared at her, jaw agape, dumbstruck and stupid. There was something familiar about her. Something in her eyes that I recognized.
The woman stepped in so close I could smell the fragrant jasmine drifting from her hair. I held my breath as she leaned in and placed her full, pink lips to my ear. “Follow me, we need to talk.”






  
  Chapter 70


The beautiful Aztec woman stepped backward and met my gaze. In the distance, the exit portal hummed, and I frowned, gazing between it and her. 
“I know you,” I said. “It’s your eyes….” I held her gaze, trying to place her.
The woman’s cheeks flushed red, and she lowered her eyes.
Then it hit me. My stomach dropped and my legs went slack. “You’re the goddess.”
She squeezed her eyes shut and let out a hard sigh. “Say no more.” She opened her eyes and took my hand. “My illusion won’t hold much longer. If you love your wives, you must trust me. Please… we can’t talk here.” Her whisper came out so low, I strained to hear her.
I tightened my jaw and gave her a curt nod.
She turned and led me from the throne, down the steps and along the red carpet. Her hips, encased in the sleek, sparkly gold dress, swished invitingly from side to side. Like the front of her dress, the back was cut low, revealing smooth bronzed flesh and a tattoo that made my blood run cold.
It was a harem wife’s tattoo. Hers was gold and green, swirling in a wave of intricate patterns around the face of a man I recognized at once — King Itzcoatl. That made this woman one of his bonded wives? But she was the goddess. How could that be? Unless she wasn’t a goddess at all.
My face went numb, and I bit my lip, fighting the urge to confront her on the spot. I didn’t trust her, but I had no reason to believe she was leading me to my doom. After all, we were already prisoners in this place. If she meant me harm, there was no need to drag me away.
She tightened her grip on my hand, lacing her fingers in mine. The woman stole a glance at me over her shoulder and her eyes pleaded with me for understanding. She pushed forward, guiding me past the portal and through the double doors that led from the throne room.
In the hallway, she turned toward the wall. The air before her shimmered like the surface of a silvery lake, and the woman slipped through, taking me with her.
A bronze door appeared before us, and glowing runes appeared near the doorknob. The woman whispered something under her breath and the runes dimmed before she twisted the knob and opened the door. She stepped inside what looked like a bedroom and turned to face me, holding the door open. “We can speak freely in here.”
I measured her with my gaze, then took a tentative step through the doorway and entered the room.
The woman closed the door behind us, then leaned back against the door frame and let out a relieved sigh. Her shoulders sagged, and she turned her gaze up, meeting my eyes. “As you’ve likely discerned, I’m not the Aztec goddess of fertility.”
I held her gaze, slightly put off by her intimidating beauty. Her accent was upper-crust British, which surprised me. “You’re one of Itzcoatl’s wives. The question is which one and wouldn’t that make you hundreds of years old?”
“My name is Atzi,” she said. “I’m the fifth wife.” She pushed away from the door and strode across the room, stopping before me. “Please, sit. We have a lot to discuss.” She gestured toward a nearby chair, wrapped in silk, its thick cushions inviting.
The room was stately with ornate furniture, a king-sized poster bed piled high with red silk pillows and matching bedspread. A slim cherry desk sat in one corner covered in scrolls, paper, and books. A ritual circle appeared before the desk with white, half-melted candles sitting at each of the five points of a pentagram inscribed in the center. Wall-to-ceiling shelves covered one side of the room. Strange artifacts sat atop the shelves — orbs, wands, ornate jewelry and odd misshapen boxes. There were dried herbs, powders, multi-colored jars with glowing liquids and bolts of strange cloth decorated with twisted runes. On the lowest shelf sat shimmering spools of thread, crates of dried roots, and a skull with gold coins in its eye sockets.
I sank into the chair. “You’re a priestess.”
Atzi sat in the chair across from me. Her braless tits shifted under her gold dress, and she crossed one leg over the other, revealing a long slit in her dress and a toned, shapely leg beneath that demanded my attention.
“Yes. I’m an arch-priestess. And to answer your second question, I’m alive and ageless because of the soul magic imbued in this magical plane. Other than you and your wives, I’m the only living thing here.”
“Where are Brooke, Samantha, and Maria?” I asked. “And are they hurt?”
“They are not harmed,” she said. “Not yet anyway. They are in stasis inside soul chambers. But, if you ask me, a better word for them is soul prisons. They feel no time or place. They are not sleeping or awake. Time has ceased to exist for them. If they awaken, it will seem as if no time has passed.”
My stomach sank, and a kernel of anger blossomed inside me. “If they awaken? What did you do to them?”
“I’m as much a prisoner here as your lovely wives,” Atzi said. “It’s Itzcoatl’s doing. He’s in charge of this place.”
“In charge? Isn’t he dead?”
“He trapped his soul here, along with four of my harem sisters. It’s his bid at immortality.”
“Yet you’re alive?” I asked.
She sighed. “Yes. It was me who performed the magic necessary to bind us here.”
I sat back in my chair and gaped at her. “Why would you do that?”
“I was young, and Itzcoatl was a different man. He once loved me, and it wasn’t until I saw you with your wives that I understood how far he had truly drifted.”
“What does he want with me?”
She sat up and leaned forward. “This will be hard to hear.”
“Tell me.”
“He built this place to attract the right man with the right wives. What’s worse, I helped him as much for my salvation as his. This place is a trap. The treasure is the lure, but it’s your physical bodies he’s after.”
“Our bodies?”
“The bonding ceremonies I performed tie each of your wife’s souls to you. But they also allow Itzcoatl a means to exploit those bonds. If he can weaken the bonds of at least five wives trapped in this plane with you, then he can use them against you. At that point, he can take over your body, leaving you and your wife’s souls trapped here forever.”
A dull ached throbbed in my gut. “Why my wives?”
“He will use four of them for their bodies, infusing them with the souls of my harem sisters. He’ll keep the other two bodies in stasis and repurpose them when one of his wives grows too ill or too old to continue.”
A wave of nausea sprang up from my gut, and I fell back against the cushion, too stunned to speak. “How?” My voice came out soft and feeble.
“He used you, Timothy.” Atzi spoke softly. “He used your desire for the treasure to spring the first three traps.”
“Traps? What traps?”
“The keys,” Atzi said. “By taking them, you sprang a trap that allowed Itzcoatl to weaken the bonds that tie you together.”
“I had no choice.” But my words betrayed my lack of conviction. With every key came a portal. I could have walked away from the keys or left them until I knew better.
Atzi’s eyes softened, and she held her tongue.
I hung my head and stared down at the rich Persian style rug beneath me. “The keys are worthless.”
“Timothy, I want to help you.”
I turned my gaze on her. “Why?”
“I don’t love Itzcoatl.” She clenched her jaw tight and stared at me with conviction. “You reminded me what love feels like. And selfishly, I want to escape this place and start my life fresh… with you, if you’ll have me. But I need your help to escape.”
The thought of adding Atzi to my harem was more than a little tempting. She was smart, beautiful, and resourceful. But could I trust her? “You're bonded to Itzcoatl.”
She shook her head. “Without a physical shell, he can’t feel me through the bond. He can see and hear everything we do in this place. Well, everywhere except for this room. I’ve placed wards here to prevent his intrusions.”
“How can I trust you?”
“By letting me help you. I can provide the means to remove all your wives from this place. I can also supply you with the key to the throne room and the soul prisons.”
Was she playing with me? Maybe she was, but what choice did I have? “After I free them, how do I escape?”
A look of uncertainty touched her eyes. “You’ll need the aid of the goddess. The actual goddess.”
“How do I reach her?”
“I’ll show you.” Atzi gazed toward the summoning circle. “Lindsay is strong enough to summon her.”
I leaned back in the chair and sighed. “Okay. If I agree, what comes next?”
“The way to remove your wives from Itzcoatl’s Rest is extreme but sending them away will deny Itzcoatl the means to resurrect himself in your body.”
“How do we do that?”
“We do it using a bit of magic. The same magic we’ll use to orchestrate my escape.”
“I’m listening.”
“Trap, there’s a reason Bella couldn’t come through that portal. That reason is our collective salvation. It also acts as a sort of escape hatch.”
“I don’t understand.”
She paused, searching my face. “I don’t know how else to say it, but Bella is pregnant.”
My jaw dropped, and my heart surged with joy. Despite everything, I found myself grinning. “You’re serious?”
Atzi nodded. “Two souls in one body can’t work here. If we get pregnant, this place will eject us, soul prison or no soul prison.”
“Let me guess. You know the magic that guarantees a pregnancy.”
A brief smile flickered across her face. “I do. I have six orbs. One for each of your six wives. You can send them all home… and me with them. If you’ll have me.”
Which only left me trapped here. And with a little help from the goddess, she could punch my ticket home. “Let’s do it. Show me what to do.”
She rose to her feet and held out her hand. “Come with me, my prince.”
Atzi led me to her desk and showed me the books we would need to summon the goddess and the spell necessary to guarantee a pregnancy. The six orbs she gave me were concentrated energy. Apparently, the impregnation spell cost an immense amount of energy. We could use the orbs to power the spells.
“After I’m gone, use my room as a refuge.” She placed a silver key on the desk. “This key opens my bedroom, the throne room, and the soul prisons.”
I stared down at the key. “Thank you.”
“When you reach the throne room, avoid the soul traps.”
“Soul traps?”
“Avoid stepping on anything or touching anything unusual except the soul prisons. Itzcoatl can’t physically harm you, but he can launch psychic attacks against your soul. Especially so if he traps five of your wives’ souls. That’s when he’ll try to remove your soul from your body and take it for himself.”
I winced. “He already has three.”
“And he won’t get another,” Atzi said. “Come on. Let’s get comfortable.” On her shoulder, she tugged on a gold lace bow securing her dress and the entire outfit slipped away, collapsing into a heap around her ankles.
Atzi stood before me completely naked. Her statuesque, hour-glass body gave fresh meaning to the word voluptuous. She had high, firm, upturned breasts with brown, slightly puffy areolas and thick, plump nipples. Her hips were curvy and full, without an ounce of unwanted fat. She had a flat toned tummy with the outline of a four-pack visible beneath her golden skin. A thin tuft of dark pubic hair covered her mons, but her slit and the soft pink of her labia sprouted, unobstructed, between her legs.
She tossed her long, straight hair back over her shoulders and smiled at me unabashedly. “After all the times I’ve seen you naked, it’s only fair that I return the favor.”
I gawked at her perfect body. Her thick, toned legs went on for days and her plump ass popped outward without a hint of fat. My pulse quickened and my cock unfurled in my jeans, hardening with involuntary pulses.
Atzi’s smiled widened as she strode across the room toward me. She was the picture of supreme confidence. “Judging by your reaction, you approve.” She reached for the bulge in my jeans and her eyes danced with mischief. “Did I do that?” She chuckled and leaned forward, barely brushing her lips against mine. “Get undressed, my prince. It’s time to claim your treasure.” She tugged on the bottom of my shirt and pulled it over my head.
The erotic scent of jasmine washed over me. My stomach dipped and swooned, soaring high, then leveling off while my pulse did a lap around the track. I reached out and cupped her tits, squeezing them softly as her nipples thickened against my palms. My cock twitched in my pants, expanding upward, turning rigid and pulsing softly inside my briefs.
Atzi dragged her fingers over my muscled chest and sighed contentedly as she admired my torso. “Your body is sublime.”
“Hmm… I could say the same about you.” I released her tits and edged closer, sliding my hands around to her backside and cupping her firm ass cheeks.
She deftly unbuttoned my pants and snaked her hand inside my pants, curling her fingers around my knob and palming my fat cock. “I’ve longed to touch your cock with my own bare hand.” She edged closer, gently stroking me as she mashed her tits against my bare chest.
The warmth of her skin wrapped me in a warm embrace, turning my insides to mush. My cock throbbed in her hand, and I kneaded her ass flesh, squeezing it between my open fingers.
My pants hit the ground, followed by my briefs. Atzi continued stroking me, milking pre-cum from my knob while she gently brushed my glans with her thumb. She perched on her toes and found my lips with hers.
Our tongues swirled together, and the crisp taste of spearmint flooded my mouth. Her hard nipples raked my chest, and I deepened the kiss, probing Atzi’s mouth with my tongue while she moaned softly, long stroking my thick cock. The heat between us rose and my legs trembled, weak with lust.
Atzi backed off, breaking our kiss and gazing into my eyes. Her ripe pink lips were glossy with our saliva and her eyes blazed hot with lust. “It’s time.” She knelt and scooped one of the blue energy orbs from a pocket in her dress and climbed onto her big king-sized bed. She turned around to face me and sat cross-legged, facing me with the orb in her hand. “Come, my prince, and plant your seed inside me.” She grinned wantonly, her eyes teasing me.
My cock twitched in the air, swaying softly before me as I climbed onto the bed and sat facing her in the same cross-legged position.
“Hold the orb,” Atzi said. “I’ll recite the incantation.” She pressed the orb into my outstretched palm.
A wash of cool energy touched my skin and raced outward, revitalizing every cell in my body. It was like an energy drink but without the awful side effects. I felt like I had come off ten straight hours of sleep with my mind crisp and focused. “Wow. That packs a punch.”
Atzi smiled. “They take a long time to create. I must use my energy to make them. That’s why I was so hesitant to bond your sixth and seventh wife. I knew I would need more orbs to plan our escape.”
That made sense, but I wasn’t about to stop now and ask any more questions. My cock thrummed with life, ready to deliver a massive payload. “What now?”
She leaned forward and wrapped her hands around mine. “Close your eyes and focus on the energy.”
I did as she asked, and she whispered strange words. A tingling sensation started in my hands and raced down my forearms before crisscrossing my body. I flashed my eyes open in time to see cool blue light shimmer over our bodies before seeming to sink into our skin and vanish.
Atzi smiled at me, and her irises glowed faintly with the same blue light. She leaned back into the mound of silk pillows behind her and spread her legs. “Take me, my prince. I am your bride, and you are my harem master.”
Her slit glistened with her wetness. She held open her thighs and squeezed her tits together invitingly.
I crawled between her open legs. My cock danced before me like it was on crack, throbbing so hard I thought I might blow a load just by looking at her. This might not be the greatest performance of my life. Whatever spell Atzi had cast left me on the edge of orgasm.
She reached out and grabbed hold of my cock, sending a jolt of electric lust spiking through my body. It was unlike any sensation I had ever felt. Her touch alone left me reeling. I let out a long moan and goose bumps flared across my back. “Don’t fight the magic,” Atzi whispered as she glided my knob through her warm, slippery lips.
I bit my lower lip and leaned forward, hovering over her with my arms pinned on either side of her shoulders. My cock pulsed hard, and I strained against the urgent need to cum. Magic or no magic, I was certain the simple rules of biology still required me to release inside her.
Atzi guided my cock inside her warm, tight hole and let out a warbling moan. Her body jerked and twitched, and a fresh set of goosebumps rose on her chest, turning her nipples rock hard. She curled her ankles around the back of my knees and drew me in close.
My cock sank into a warm, tight, heavenly bliss. My shaft expanded outward, straining against her walls. Her muscles rolled along my cock in tight waves, turning my insides into melted butter. I let out an unearthly moan and Atzi did the same.
We sucked in short, shallow breaths and she gazed up into my eyes. They glistened with soft tears and her chin trembled slightly. “Forgive me for what I’ve done?”
She had given me nearly as much as she had cost. The bonding ceremonies and the later intimacy I experienced with my wives were life-changing events. But using me and the ladies to spring her from this place was playing dirty. We could talk about forgiveness later. For now, I needed to save my wives.
I leaned forward and thrust deep inside her, rocking her body forward and setting her big tits jiggling beneath me. “We will discuss forgiveness when we’re home.”
Atzi bit her lip and nodded, letting the tears roll down the sides of her face. “I can come home with you?” Her voice trembled with hope.
I rocked forward and backward, slowly fucking her, fighting an overwhelming urge to come. “This means we’re bonded. You are mine now.” I hammered her hard and fast, rocking her body, causing her big tits to shimmer and jiggle.
Atzi’s eyes rolled back in her head. She arched her back and dug her fingernails into my ass. She let out a high-pitched crooning sound and her body shook, wracked by orgasm.
I managed three deep thrusts before a massive orgasm overwhelmed me. I planted my cock deep inside her and erupted, blowing a massive load, coming hard and harder while my head spun on the verge of unconsciousness. Pleasure warped my senses, and I groaned, latching onto her tits while I pumped my cock, spurting uncontrollably.
Atzi clutched onto me, tightening her legs around mine. She pulled me into a hard kiss and ran her fingers through my hair. “I love you.” She chanted the phrase over and over while her pussy twitched, and she milked my cock of every drop.
Afterward, I hovered above her with my cock planted deep inside, gasping for breath as my senses returned to normal.
Atzi lay beneath with her body entwined in mine. She ran her fingers through my hair and kissed me softly, gazing deep into my eyes. “I will devote my life to making this up to you. We’ll have a fine son who will grow big and strong, just like his father.”
Despite everything, it was hard to stay mad at her. “I’ll feel much better after Sam, Brooke, and Maria are out of those prisons.”
“Use the key and touch nothing inside the throne room.” She kissed me softly. “I’ll tell Bella what’s happening here and work on opening a portal to this place from the outside.”
“You can do that?” I asked, gazing deep into her soft brown eyes.
“Maybe. But I’ll need Sawyer’s help. Don’t wait on our portal, my prince. The longer you stay, the longer Itzcoatl has to bait you. Once he discovers you’re on to him, he will grow increasingly aggressive. Please, use haste. Reach out to the goddess for assistance and leave this place behind.”
For the first time, I felt like I was in control. We had an actual plan to escape, and with any luck, I could snag an artifact or two to take home with me. I leaned in and kissed her. “Thank you. Without you, Itzcoatl may have gotten away with it.”
Her face lit up, and she pulled me into a longer, deeper kiss. “Hurry home, my love.”
Atzi’s body glowed with blue light and then she slowly faded away, leaving me alone on her bed.
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Iused Atzi’s key to leave her room and return to the Grand Hall where a fourth pedestal now stood, and two more unseen pedestals waited. I was done solving riddles and dancing on a puppet string. 
From the edge of the room, I found the ladies in the Great Hall crowded together on the leather sectional. I could almost cut the anxiety oozing from their hushed voices and worried expressions.
When I came up behind them, Hazel jumped and Lindsay whirled around to face me, eyes wide and her mouth open.
Sawyer jumped up off the couch and spun, her expression panicked. She sighed and exhaled sharply as her shoulders sagged. “God, you scared me.”
Lindsay glared at me. “What are you doing sneaking up on us like that?”
Hazel studied my faced and narrowed her eyes. “What’s wrong?”
None seemed surprised that Maria wasn’t with me. With Itzcoatl watching and listening to our every word, I had to be careful.
I came around the couch and sank onto the leather cushion beside Hazel. “Sorry, baby.” I pulled her into a tight hug and whispered in her ear. “We’re not alone. Follow me and act normal.”
Hazel pulled back, her eyes questioning. I could tell she had a million questions, but they would have to wait.
I greeted Sawyer and Lindsay the same way, delivering the same message.
“Let’s go read the next riddle,” I said aloud, and the ladies followed me down the hall.
When we reached the pedestal, I produced Atzi’s key. The surrounding air shimmered, and I stepped through the invisible wall, with the girls following close behind. If Itzcoatl wasn’t wise to us before, he was now. If he knew all and saw all, then watching the three of us disappear through an invisible wall would certainly set off the alarm bells. The end game was officially in motion.
When we entered the room and shut the door, like Atzi before me, I let out a sigh of relief and leaned back against the door. “He can’t hear us in here.”
Lindsay narrowed her eyes. “Who can’t hear us?”
“Itzcoatl. Or I should say, Itzcoatl’s ghost.”
“Trap, what’s happening?” Sawyer folded her arms over her chest and frowned.
“Whose room is this?” Hazel asked, gazing toward the magical items lining Atzi’s shelves.
“Sit and I’ll explain everything.”
The girls packed onto Atzi’s sofa and chairs while I paced the room, laying out everything that had happened. I told them about Atzi and her role playing the goddess during our bonding ceremonies. The news about Itzcoatl and the soul prisons came as a shock, with Lindsay particularly worried about Sammie. Then I went into detail about our escape plan. I showed them the orbs and the books, then answered all their questions.
After they were brought up to speed, I handed Lindsay a small, green orb that Atzi gave me. “Atzi said this will implant in you the knowledge needed to perform basic rituals and the ritual to commune with the goddess.”
“Like a skill book.” Hazel grinned. “That’s so cool. Can I touch it?” She reached for the green orb.
Lindsay pulled it back. “Better not, hon. I don’t want it to zap you or anything.”
Sawyer perched on the couch, back straight, and eyed the blue orbs on the table behind me. “You’re telling me, I can get pregnant… today.” Her voice cracked and her eyes glistened. “It sounds too good to be true.”
“It worked with Atzi.” I shrugged. “Do you want to volunteer as the first tribute?”
“Yes,” she said without hesitation before catching herself and turning to Lindsay and Hazel. “I’m sorry. That was selfish of me.”
“Sugar, I’m in no rush to pop out another baby. After I squeezed out Sammie, it took me years to get this body back. But if it comes down to having a baby or having my soul sucked out through a straw, I bet you can guess which side I come down on.”
Hazel frowned. “I want children, but I would prefer to stay here and assist Trap for as long as possible. I don’t mind if you go first.”
Sawyer’s hands trembled, and she smiled at them through teary eyes. “Thank you.” She turned back to me. “But I don’t want to abandon you here.”
I knelt before her and scooped her hands. “Baby, the sooner you leave, the sooner I leave.” I turned my gaze on Lindsay and Hazel. “I need Linds to help me reach the goddess, and Hazel can translate the Aztec from those books behind us.”
Sawyer nodded sweetly and sucked in a cleansing breath. “It’s really happening.” She laughed with joy and threw her arms around my neck. “I can’t believe it.”
Lindsay stared down at the glowing green orb in her hand. “First things first. How do I use this thing?”
I turned to Lindsay. “Atzi said you just focus on it and will it to happen in your mind.”
Lindsay shrugged. “Let’s see what happens.” She squeezed the orb in her hand, closed her eyes, and a few seconds later, a green light shimmered around her.
When she fluttered her eyes open, she stared down at her empty hand and grinned. “That’s a sugar high if I ever had one.”
Hazel laughed, and Sawyer grinned.
I watched her expectantly. “Did it work?”
Lindsay’s grinned widened, and she turned to Sawyer. “Let’s say we get you knocked up.”
Sawyer stomped her feet and clapped her hands, giddy like a schoolgirl, before launching herself off the couch with a little cheer.
“Linds, do you know how to summon the goddess?”
“I think so.” Lindsay frowned and nodded her head as if considering. “Yep. I know what to do. You two get comfy. I’ll meet you at the big bed with one of those fancy space-age balls.”
Hazel stood and turned to face us. “I’m going to have a peek at those artifacts.”
I took Sawyer’s hand and rubbed my thumb over her palm. “Should we get on with it?”
She nodded at me nervously. “Will it hurt?”
“Oh, it’s quite the opposite.” I led her to the bed. “The pleasure is so intense, we won’t last long.”
Sawyer pulled off her white t-shirt and unhooked her bra, leaving them both piled on the ground beside her. Her perfect C-cups jiggled and swayed as she turned back to face me. “What happens after?”
I pulled off my t-shirt and unbuttoned my pants. “Once you’re pregnant, you kind of….” I shrugged. “Dissolve? I know how that sounds, but Atzi didn’t seem to mind the experience.”
She shimmied out of her shorts and laid them atop her bra and t-shirt. “I’ll return home?” The tight V-shape of her pussy appeared before me, disappearing between her meaty thighs.
“That’s what Atzi told me. I assume you’ll return to the house in the swamp with her and Bella.” I pulled off my pants, taking my briefs with them. My cock swung like a heavy rope between my legs. The poor guy had seen more action in two days than he had in a lifetime. But those orbs made Viagra feel like salt tablets.
Sawyer eyed my cock and licked her lips. “Lay back on the bed, baby. I’ll take care of you.” While I scooted back on the bed, she cocked her head and frowned at my half hard cock.
Sawyer stretched out naked beside me, taking my cock in her hand and rolling it between her thumb and forefinger. “You must be exhausted.”
My cock thickened under her nimble fingers, and I let out a contented sigh. “What’s exhausting is worrying about you guys. I’ll feel much better after we free Brooke, Sammie, and Maria.”
Lindsay returned to the bedside and gazed down at us, offering a sly grin. “Normally, I’d jump right into the deep end with both of you, but in this case, three might be a crowd.”
“Better not risk it,” I said.
Sawyer snickered and threw her leg casually over my upper thighs. She tightened her grip around my rapidly expanding cock and gently squeezed. “How does this work?”
I glanced at her sideways and raised an eyebrow. “I’m certain you know how that works.”
She laughed and squeezed my cock. “You know what I mean. Does it feel good?”
Lindsay eyed my cock and licked her lips. “I could go for some of the prime rib right about now.”
“You’re welcome to help me warm him up.” Sawyer gently stroked my now hard cock and inched closer to me.
“We probably shouldn’t.” Lindsay sighed. “Sawyer, go ahead and climb in the front seat but leave the car in park, if that makes sense.”
She cocked her head sideways and frowned. “I’m not sure —”
“Baby, get on top of me, but don’t put my meat mallet inside you just yet.”
“Bingo. Give the man a ticket to the moon.” Lindsay grinned. “You’ve earned one shiny blue orb compliments of the management.” She held out the orb and plopped it onto my open hand.
Sawyer straddled me and inched forward, dragging her pussy forward over my balls. Her tits jiggled and bounced while she got into position and turned to Lindsay. “Now what?”
“Wrap both of your hands around Trap’s hands. I’ll do the hard math.” Lindsay leaned forward and placed her hands on Sawyer’s back and another on my chest.
Just like last time, the orb went to work, lighting me up like a fireworks festival. My cock throbbed, standing at full attention, and Sawyer sucked in a sharp breath.
“Wow. This is crazy.” Her pussy turned slick with her wetness, and her nipples turned hard before my eyes. “How is this possible?”
The blue glow covered our skin and sank in, giving Sawyer’s irises that strange otherworldly glow.
My cock throbbed and lightly smacked Sawyer’s flat tummy. I grabbed her ass and squeezed, kneading her soft flesh while I willed her to climb aboard the fun train.
“Better get it while it’s hot.” Lindsay folded her arms over her chest and nodded with satisfaction. “I believe my work here is done. You have a safe trip home, baby girl. Make sure you keep the lights on for us.”
Lindsay didn’t sound like a woman willing to use the orb’s magic on herself any time soon.
Sawyer ground her pussy against my balls and grabbed my cock, stroking it between her nimble fingers. “Thanks, Linds. I’ll see you on the other side.”
Lindsay dropped a set of curtains from the poster bed’s canopy that I didn’t even know existed, giving Sawyer and me a modicum of privacy.
“Baby, I’m on fire inside. I need that cock inside me, stat.” She pushed up on her knees, edged forward, and sank down onto my cock, impaling herself in one fluid motion.
My head spun like a pinball machine on full tilt. Her warm pussy throbbed and clamped down around my hard shaft. I started slowly, sliding in and out, my cock as hot as the surface of the sun. I gazed down the length of my body and watched my steel-hard manhood pierce her pussy like heat-seeking missile. With a deep thrust, I fully impaled her, lifting her off the bed and cupped her tits, mashing them together.
Sawyer went to work, grinding my cock while she closed her eyes, opened her mouth, and rode me like a stallion. Soft warbling moans escaped her parted lips, and she tossed her head back, as if lost in ecstasy. She dug her fingernails into my chest and squeezed my muscled chest. Her hips moved atop me, the motion rhythmic and steady.
My cock pulsed, and my balls tightened. I bucked my hips off the bed, thrusting deep. The orb’s magic fully embraced me, and I hung on by a thread, listening to the sweet music of Sawyer’s tight ass bouncing off my thighs.
Her long raven hair flew wildly around her face, and she tossed herself forward, meeting me face to face. Her eyes locked on mine and she gasped as her orgasm rocked her. Pleasure warped her expression, and her eyes took on a glassy, faraway sheen. She grunted and her pussy pulsed while her breaths came in quick, ragged bursts.
I exploded inside her, let loose a geyser of cum that blasted her cervix with the force of Old Faithful. I came so hard my vision dimmed. My swimmers were on an express train to Sawyer’s womb and there was no stopping the looming pregnancy. My cock pulsed, spurting thick loads of baby batter while I cupped her ass and squeezed, milking every drop deep inside her.
Sawyer’s orgasm crested, and her body relaxed. She collapsed forward onto my chest, heaving for breath with her face buried in my neck. Her hard nipples raked my chest, and she swiveled her hips in tiny circles, draining me dry.
I lay beneath her, used and spent. My cock twitched with the aftershocks and a load of cum oozed from inside her and slid down my shaft.
Sawyer pushed herself up on her elbows and gazed at me, her eyes urgent. “Promise me to forget about the treasure and just come home.”
“What do you mean? You’ve spent your entire life pursuing that treasure.”
“Trap, this place is evil. That includes whatever treasure you might find here. Skip it. Free the ladies and come home. We have millions in the bank. We don’t need the treasure.”
“But —”
She pressed her finger to my lips. “Baby, promise me.” Fresh tears welled in her eyes. “I won’t have my daughter go through her life without her daddy.”
“Baby, I won’t get hurt.” I ran my hands up her back and tried to soothe her.
“Tim, promise me. Please.” Her voice shook, and she kissed me softly. “I love you so much. Please, just come home.”
“If the treasure’s bad, I won’t touch it. I promise.” But surely taking one keepsake wouldn’t harm anyone? I could at least do that for my dad.
“Leave it alone.” Sawyer’s body shimmered blue, and she dissolved before my eyes. But then the strangest thing happened.
Before she disappeared entirely, my vision swirled with melting colors, and the world shifted. Before I knew it, I was gone.






  
  Chapter 72


When the world came into focus, I sat in an outdoor hot tub soaking under a snowy night sky. Steam curled off the surface of the bubbling, frothy water, and warm gold light leaked from the hot tubs opaque depths. Silent snowflakes fell all around me, and the low churn of the hot tub’s motor rose above the bubbling stew. A short set of stairs led from the hot tub to a teak deck, and in the distance the lights from a silent ski lift glittered off the newly fallen snow. 
I was in a ski lodge? I wore a swimsuit and a half-full beer sat in a bottle on the edge of the tub.
The deck fronted a sliding glass door. Inside the house was a bar, a pool table, and a big screen TV tuned to ESPN. They were running highlights of a Lakers game starring Kobe Bryant.
I recognized this place. It was a ski house in Aspen, Colorado Butch had rented for a post-Christmas ski trip in 2008. Lindsay, Butch and I spent the week on the slopes and in the hot tub where I had fallen for her hard and fast. That was before they were even engaged. Lindsay was twenty-five, and I was twenty-one. But looking down at my body, the modern day thirty-five-old Trap Ashford sat in for the fresh-faced twenty-one-year-old me.
It was during our first night on vacation when the three of us hit the hot tub that my infatuation had morphed into a full-blown obsession. “Holy shit.” I whispered to myself and turned in a slow circle, making sure I had it right.
My stomach swirled. Was I getting a second chance at young Lindsay? My heart soared and my mouth turned dry. This was a fantasy straight out of the old spank bank. One I had used countless times while visions of the move I never made played out in my head. Part of me felt guilty for enjoying these scenarios so much, but it was clear the direction this encounter needed to take. Generate enough heat to spawn the exit portal while avoiding Itzcoatl’s soul trap. I was looking forward to this one.
I sat back in the hot tub, sipped on the ice cold Heineken and waited. It didn’t take long.
The back door slid open, and two figures emerged. Twenty-five-year-old Lindsay Monroe, who looked even more like her daughter than she would thirteen years into the future, stepped onto the deck. The second person to appear was my father with his toned body and salt and pepper hair.
Just seeing the old man set my heart galloping. It was all so real. So vivid. I wrestled with an urge to leap from the hot tub and embrace him. But I pushed those emotions aside and focused on the task at hand — nailing my fantasy girl.
Lindsay was wrapped in a white terrycloth robe holding a glass of red wine. Butch followed close behind wearing a pair of baggy swim trunks and his old Pabst Blue Ribbon t-shirt.
Lindsay squealed and pattered across the snowy deck with her golden hair secured in a high ponytail. She dashed forward, careful not to slip, and smiled in my direction. “Is that as warm as it looks?”
Her blue eyes absolutely wrecked me. My heart soared and butterflies whipped across my midsection. I had forgotten just how beautiful she was. Lindsay was young, perky, and fresh-faced, and when she smiled it not only touched her eyes, it lit up her entire face. She had full, pink lips and a firm jawline, but not too firm. Her beauty never came from a pill, a scalpel, or a bottle. It came as much from who she was on the inside as it did from her outward beauty.
With the aid of hindsight’s twenty-twenty vision, I knew that this was the night we fell in love. It would take a failed marriage, thirteen years of distance, and a letter from Butch sent from the grave to bring us together once and for all. What path would our lives have taken if I had acted on that wintry night so long ago? The fallout may have been more than I could bear. Lucky for me, this was only a fantasy brought to life, not a resurrection of a life already lived.
“The water is just right.” I turned on my best smile.
Lindsay peeled off her robe and revealed her traffic stopping body. She wore a tight, white bikini cut high on the hips. Her big natural tits strained her top. The air temperature was so cold that her areolas and nipples bit into her swimsuit’s soft, white fabric.
The first night I saw her wearing that bikini had been a revelation. I knew Lindsay had a good body. What I didn’t know was that she had a Playmate of the Year figure lurking beneath her form-fitting yoga outfits.
Her clean Florida tan lines stretched across her lower hips where she normally wore her swimsuits. This one was cut higher on the hips and lower in the front, revealing the same clean tan lines carving a path across her creamy, supple cleavage.
Underwater, my cock lurched to life, pulsing with a fresh intake of blood as I gazed, awestruck, at her incredible body.
She stepped into the hot tub, setting aside her wine glass before immersing her chest beneath the bubbling froth. Lindsay let out a heavenly sigh and floated to the center of the hot tub while the gold light painted her perfect face in shimmering luminescence. “This feels incredible.”
Before Butch could shut the sliding glass door, the cell phone in his hand buzzed, right on cue. I knew it was an investor calling him from the bar up at the lodge. The man had an interest in sinking cash into Butch’s operation, and it was the entire reason for our visit. Unfortunately, that investor never panned out.
Butch answered his phone and turned away from us, stepping back into the house. He said a few words and then hung up before popping his head through the sliding glass door. “That’s George. I need to meet him for a few drinks up at the lodge. I’ll be back later.”
“Take your time,” Lindsay said, turning her gaze on me. “We aren’t going anywhere.”
My cock shifted, unfurling in my trunks and growing harder as she leveled me with those breathtaking baby blues. I sipped my beer and gave my dad a little wave. Ever the consummate treasure hunter, Butch Ashford left no stone unturned in his pursuit of the Aztec treasure. I could’ve spent all night reminiscing with my dad, but that wasn’t why I was here. I had to keep my eye on the prize, which in this case was Lindsay.
Butch disappeared inside the house, leaving Lindsay and me alone, just like he had on that night over a decade ago.
Lindsay floated back to a seat across from me in the hot tub and picked up her wineglass, taking a sip before stretching out her arms. Her tits floated to the surface, her nipples and areolas now clearly visible through the nearly transparent bikini top. She smiled at me sheepishly. “So… here we are.”
The moment was even more awkward to relive, but I was no less turned on. “How were the slopes?”
Lindsay shrugged. “I’m more of a beach baby than a snow bunny. I stuck to the easy hills. How was your flight?”
I had arrived only a few hours before, having stayed behind to finish a repair on the boat. “Lonely.” I wasn’t sure why I said it. It was a different answer than I had originally given and one I hoped would lead to a favorable outcome.
Twenty-one-year-old me had said that the flight was fine. We then made more small talk and engaged in some light flirting before Butch returned and joined us in the hot tub. I had spent the end of that night alone in my room, jerking off to visions of Lindsay’s tits nestled inside that wet, transparent top.
“Awww… poor, Trap. Do you miss your girlfriend?” She gave me a half smile, sprouting her dimples that drove me crazy. And her southern drawl had definitely been stronger and even more sexy thirteen years ago.
“If you mean Bella, she’s not my girlfriend.” I took another sip from my beer bottle.
“I’ve seen the way she looks at you.” Lindsay stirred the water in front of her and gazed at me, eyes dancing with mischief. “If she’s not your girlfriend, she wants to be.”
I shrugged. “Apparently, she’s impervious to my charms.”
Lindsay scoffed. “That’s not true.” She sipped on her wine, then set the glass back down on the ledge.
“I’ve all but propositioned her,” I said. “It’s not happening.”
“Maybe you just think you’ve propositioned her, and she doesn’t know.”
“If I shot a flare gun, it couldn’t be any more obvious.”
Lindsay raised an eyebrow. “Is that so?” She floated toward me. “Why don’t you use me for practice, and I’ll tell you what you’re doing wrong.”
“What do you mean, use you for practice?”
“Pretend I’m a girl you’re interested in. We’re here alone in this hot tub. We have wine and music. The snows falling, and the mood is romantic. What’s your next move?” She raised an eyebrow and smiled as if to say, the ball is in your court.
Twenty-one-year-old me never got this far. We ended up talking about the boat repair, Butch, and our next dive. Back then, Lindsay seemed more interested in the wine and my body than she had about whatever it was I had droned on about.
“I’m not sure Butch would take kindly to me practicing with his girlfriend. I mean, we’re practically the same age.”
“I won’t tell him if you don’t.” She floated closer and her gaze drifted down to my muscled chest. “What happens in Aspen stays in Aspen.”
That was an open invitation if I ever heard one. “Well….” I scratched my chin and frowned at her. “I suppose it wouldn’t hurt.”
She smiled with satisfaction. “That’s the spirit. Now… what’s your opening move?”
I studied her thoughtfully, then nodded. “The first move would be all about body positioning. Just to let her know I was interested.”
Lindsay giggled and floated back to her perch on the far side of the hot tub. “Okay. I’m sitting here. Show me.”
I grinned. “I might drift over like this.” I pushed away from my side of the hot tub and floated toward her.
Her blue eyes locked on mine, blazing with an insatiable hunger I remembered but never acted on.
I stopped before her, hovering a few feet away. “Your wine glass looks a little empty.” I grabbed the bottle Butch had left on the edge of the hot tub. “Let me fill you up.”
“Ohhh… a loaded phrase with plenty of sexual overtones. I like that.” Lindsay smiled at me, undressing me with her eyes. “It’s a hint of flirtation, or it could just be my mind in the gutter. Well played, Mr. Ashford.”
“Exactly.” I poured her a glass of wine and slipped onto the bench beside her, casually draping my arm across the ledge behind her.
“And the arm move behind the back.” Lindsay smiled. “It’s bold for sure, but if I didn’t like you, it would come off creepy.”
I sipped my beer. “That move came after I carefully read the room.”
She frowned. “What do you mean?”
“As part of your act, you’re signaling that you’re into me, so I went for it.”
Lindsay giggled and rolled her eyes. “What signals?” She sipped her wine and edged closer until her thigh brushed up against mine.
“First there are your eyes. Bright and blue and full of spirit. They are equal parts intimidating and playful. But there’s an unmistakable hint of invitation telling me you wouldn’t mind if I slipped my arm around you.”
She raised her eyebrows. “You got all that from my eyes?”
“No. It’s not all from your eyes. You’ve also moved closer to me since I sat down. Our legs are touching. If the arm move creeped you out, you would find an excuse to get away from me.”
“Okay. Let’s say you’re batting two for two. What comes next?”
“That’s easy. I test the waters.” I sipped my beer and gazed into her eyes.
Lindsay giggled again and edged closer until her shoulder rested in the crook of my arm. “Test the waters? How? Do you mean you’d kiss me?”
I laughed and shook my head. “Where’s the fun in that? You skipped right past the good parts.”
Lindsay frowned. “Test the waters with me, then. I give you permission.”
“We’re treading dangerously close to the edge of appropriate behavior. Are you sure?”
“I’ll stop you if I’m uncomfortable.” She pushed in tighter until her tit mashed up against my side.
“Suit yourself. I might start with some inadvertent contact. The brush of my finger over your shoulder.” I dragged my thumb over her shoulder, and she sagged into me.
“That’s good.” She licked her lips and gazed into my eyes. “How long would that go on?”
“If she didn’t move away, I would take that as a welcome sign to let my hand linger on the nape of her neck. Like this.” I ran my fingers up the back of her neck and over the wisps of golden blonde hair curling outward from her hairline.
Despite the heat, Lindsay’s nipples visibly hardened, and her eyes took on a smoky, sensual appearance. “And if she liked that?” Her words came out in a whisper, breathy and raw. Her tits rose and fell in rapid succession.
“Well, if she liked that, then I know, without a doubt, that she’s into me.” I continued stroking her neck and slid my hand down her arm before lacing my fingers in hers.
Lindsay accepted my advance and coupled her hand in mine. “Then what?” She licked her lips again and edged so close she practically sat in my lap.
“Then I would kiss her.” Only inches separated our lips and Lindsay’s warm, wine-scented breath curled up my nostrils.
She studied my face, gazing at my mouth and then back up into my eyes. “Maybe you should practice kissing me too.”
I leaned in and kissed her. It was slow at first and then our lips parted. Our tongues lashed together, and Lindsay moaned softly into my mouth.
She deepened the kiss and gave up any semblance of play. She straddled my lap, wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me again, sliding her lips over mine while she ground her pussy against my raging cock.
We kissed for ten minutes straight with Lindsay grinding against me, our drinks completely forgotten. I pulled the string securing the back of her bikini top and it fell away, then slackened on her shoulders.
Lindsay pulled off her top and tossed it on the edge of the pool, never breaking our kiss.
Her tits were the best I had ever seen on anyone, anywhere… ever. They were full, perfectly round D-cups, slightly upturned with thick pink nipples and fat quarter-sized pink areolas.
I cupped her tit in my hand, squeezed, savoring their natural heft and weight while I tweaked her fat nipple to hardness. Our tongues lashed together, swirling and probing, and my cock had rubbed against my swim trunks for so long it was chafing.
Lindsay broke off our kiss and backed off slightly, gazing into my eyes while she caught her breath. “Never breathe a word of this to your father.”
I nodded, and Lindsay slipped off my lap.
She shimmied out of her bikini bottoms and draped them over the side of the hot tub with her top. Then she reached underwater and tugged at my swim trunks. “Hurry. Before Butch gets back.”
I raised my hips, and Lindsay pulled off my swim trunks. My cock snapped free, my slippery knob towering over the bubbling froth like a submarine periscope.
Lindsay’s jaw dropped, and her eyes widened. “He’s massive.”
I frowned. “Too big?”
She shook her head and licked her lips. “Bella’s a fucking fool.” Lindsay climbed onto my lap and grabbed hold of my cock. She slowly stroked me while she leaned forward and nibbled on my bottom lip.
I cupped her ass and brought my hand around beneath her. I slid my middle finger through her slippery folds, exploring her forbidden fruit.
She let out a long, low moan and ground her pussy against my finger. “I’ve wanted you for so long.” She kissed me, lashing her tongue with mine.
I slipped my finger inside her, probing her hot, tight pussy, driving in deep, then sliding in and out.
Lindsay let out a deep, warbling moan and rode my finger, sliding up and down until she couldn’t take it anymore. “Fuck me, Trap.”
Normally I would dive into a discussion on contraceptives, but since this was a fantasy, I didn’t bother. I pulled her atop me, floating her higher as she lined up my cock just inside her sweet, slippery hole.
She grabbed hold of my shoulders and I grabbed her hips, guiding her downward until I bottomed out deep inside her tight, velvety smooth depths.
She was everything I had ever wanted in a woman, and I regretted not making a move all those years ago. Her pussy thrummed around my cock, warm and tight. Her big, perfect tits, shiny with water, slipped and jiggled over my chest with her hard nipples raking my soft skin.
She rode me slow and deep, grinding my cock as she held my face in her hands. Her blue eyes filled with love, and she parted her lips, her face warped in pleasure. “I love you so fucking much.” Lindsay leaned in and kissed me, fucking me harder and faster while the water sloshed and waves crested over the top, hitting the deck with a steamy splash.
The snow fell harder and our fucking intensified. I held her hips tight, bouncing her up and down on my cock while the minutes slipped by. Her tits slapped together, and her stifled moans and louder grunts carried down the mountain.
My cock throbbed inside her and my balls tightened just as Lindsay dug her fingers into my shoulders and held my face in her hands. She pressed her forehead against mine and we locked eyes as I grunted, then came hard, spurting heavy ropes of hot cum deep inside my future stepmother.
Lindsay’s eyes took on a fevered, faraway look, and she held me close, mumbling that she loved me while her orgasm paralyzed her atop me.
I continued pumping, emptying myself inside her until I had nothing left to give. She fell forward against me, heaving for breath while her pussy twitched around my cock and her back glistened with warm water.
I ran my hand over the center of her back where thirteen years in the future, a tattoo would mark her as mine. There were so many lost years in between, but had I pursued Lindsay, I would never have ended up with Sammie. Now I had them both. In the end, maybe things had worked out for the best.
We held each other for several long minutes, kissing tenderly and exploring each other’s bodies while I spied a portal floating just inside the house. There was a key on the deck between the hot tub and the back door. A key I would avoid like the plague.
Finally, we broke away from each other, and Lindsay pulled on her suit. “Butch will be home soon.” She held my gaze. “I don’t want this to end.”
I floated over to her and kissed her softly on the lips. “I don’t either. When the time’s right, we’ll tell him together.”
She nodded and kissed me again. “Go get us another bottle of wine?”
“Be right back.” I pulled on my swim trunks and climbed out of the hot tub. The only thing I cared about at this moment was stepping through that portal and making sure present day Lindsay hadn’t vanished.
I crossed the deck, careful to avoid the key, then opened the back door. What I saw next made my blood run cold.
Butch sat on the couch, heavily draped in shadows, gazing out at the hot tub. “Son, we need to talk.”






  
  Chapter 73


Butch stared at me, his expression unreadable, and out of the corner of my eye, I noticed the key hovering on the snowy deck fade away into nothing. 
Goosebumps rose across my flesh, and it wasn’t from the cold air blowing in behind me. I didn’t know how much of these scenarios Itzcoatl controlled. Clearly, they were built by tapping into my most primal fantasies. That seemed beyond Itzcoatl’s control, but anything was possible. But he had definitely baited these places with soul traps. Had he also controlled the exit portals? I doubted he had. If so, why would he ever provide the means to escape? His role seemed to be one of deception — trick me into making the wrong choice. Using the keys as bait had worked until now because I believed they were necessary to unlock the treasure. Now, I knew better. That the key had vanished only reinforced Atzi’s story. What she said was true. The keys were soul traps. It was in Lindsay’s best interest for me to flee.
As I hovered in the doorway, gazing at my stone-faced father, the soft patter of footsteps sounded behind me.
Lindsay appeared over my shoulder, still dripping with water. She let out a sharp gasp and started to speak when I grabbed her wrist and stopped her.
I turned and held her gaze. “Don’t. I’ll talk to him. Go get your robe.”
Lindsay nodded in acquiescence and pattered away to retrieve her robe while I turned back to Butch.
I had to convince myself the man sitting before me was not my father. He was a manifestation of my subconscious, which would not serve me well. Any conversation I had with him would be a deep dive into my own guilty feelings of marrying Lindsay back in the real world.
That mental detour would only give Itzcoatl another chance to lay a more devious soul trap. Instead, I gave my father a single nod. “I love you, dad.” Then I strode forward and disappeared through the portal.
Before the world came into focus, the shrill sound of a seagull came from somewhere overhead. The scent of salty sea air, tinged with the faint smell of fish, hit my nostrils. Wherever I was, it wasn’t the Great Hall.
The colors sharpened, and the comforting feeling of sunshine warmed the back of my neck. I sat in one of the twin fishing chairs on the aft deck of the Topless Mermaid. A fishing pole sat in a holder attached to the rail with the line out, dangling in the water.
The boat floated on the calm sea, and gentle waves lapped the hull. But the biggest surprise sat in the chair beside me.
“Dad?” I blinked as if he might disappear.
Butch Anderson reclined on his fishing chair with one skinny leg crossed over the other. He turned his gaze from the sea to me and grinned. Then my dad casually sipped on a PBR and chuckled. “You should see your face right now.”
Was this another scenario? Was Itzcoatl playing with me? I didn’t dare touch anything for fear of activating a soul trap.
“Relax,” Butch said. “You are in a place that makes arranging this conversation a little easier. They told me it was the space between life and death. Think of it like we’re meeting halfway across a bridge.” He sipped on his beer again and shrugged. “But who the fuck knows? I’m just an old, salty dog.” He chuckled and glanced at me. “Time is short, so don’t waste it talking about the ever after. Someday in the distant future, you’ll find out for yourself.”
I licked the dryness from my lips, and a wave of raw emotion roiled up from inside me. “It’s really you?” My voice trembled, and I fought back a wave of tears.
He waved me away. “Dammit, Trap. Don’t get all sappy on me.”
I let out a belly laugh. That was definitely Butch. My father and I had fished off the back of the Mermaid more times than I could remember. I had so many fond memories that it wasn’t surprising he met me here.
“I can’t believe it’s you.” I let out a cleansing breath and stared at him.
He looked just like he had before the cancer destroyed him. He was lean, with skin leathered by the sun. His white hair was sparse atop his head, but his matching white goatee was full and neatly trimmed. His eyes twinkled when he turned to face me. “It seems you’ve gotten yourself in a bit of a pickle, kiddo.”
“It’s about the treasure,” I said. “I’ve run into a few snags, but I found it.” My voice rose with excitement. “Dad, I’m almost there. I wish you could see it.”
Butch nodded and turned back to face the sea. “How about Lindsay? And Sammie? How are they?”
I sagged back into my chair. “I married them, pop. Lindsay’s great and you were right about Sammie. She’s an amazing woman. Then there’s Brooke, Bella, Sawyer and you remember Maria?”
Butch grinned, flashing his false teeth. “The bartender?”
“Yeah. That’s her.”
He chuckled and shook his head. “Good for you. But I don’t envy you trying to keep them all happy.”
“You’re not upset about Lindsay?”
Butch turned to me and raised an eyebrow. “Upset? Hardly. When you didn’t make your move in Aspen all those years ago, I thought you weren’t interested in Lindsay. Hell, I delivered her to you on a silver platter. That phone call wasn’t from Roger. It was from the fucking front desk.”
My jaw dropped, and I gaped at my dad in disbelief.
Butch cackled and shook his head. “You were always one step behind me, kiddo. Don’t think I don’t know exactly who you are.” He sipped his PBR and flashed me a shit-eating grin.
I let out a sigh of relief and sat back. “You bastard.”
Butch laughed again and raised his beer. “Cheers.” He swallowed a drink and let out a contented sigh.
“Hey, Pop?” I gazed down at the deck and squirmed in my seat. “The treasure… I’m not so sure it’s going to work out like we hoped. I’ve learned a lot of —”
Butch turned and cut me off me with a hard stare. “Son, do you know what treasure I coveted the most?”
I stared at him blankly, thinking back to all our dives and wrecks, and even the ones that took us on land. Then I slowly shook my head.
Butch’s eyes turned misty, and his chin quivered under his snow-white beard. “Having the privilege of watching you grow into a man.”
My dad blurred through my tear-filled eyes, then the world melted away.






  
  Chapter 74


When the world sharpened, I found myself back in the Great Hall. The room was empty, but a howling moan echoed through the corridors. 
A feeling of dread washed over me, and I turned in a circle, searching for the source.
The moan came again, louder this time, and my skin crawled. It sounded like death and definitely not human.
The surrounding temperature dropped, and I felt a presence in the room that wasn’t there before.
Fear gripped me. I hustled away from the Great Hall and along the pedestal corridor while I checked the bonds with the ladies.
There was no change with Brooke, Sammie, and Maria. They were there but faint, as if locked away. Bella and Sawyer’s bonds were both strong but distant, signaling they were safe at home. I found Hazel’s bond next. It was strong and vibrant. The last soul thread was Lindsay’s, unchanged from when I left.
I pumped my fist and jogged down the hall, glancing at the space over my shoulder. “Guess what, bitch?” I said to the empty air. “I’m on to you, motherfucker.”
The crippling howl came again, louder, as if the presence was right on my heels. I touched Atzi’s silver key buried in my pocket and the wall shimmered. I leapt through the invisible wall, yanked open Atzi’s door, then slammed it shut behind me, sucking in deep breaths. My gaze locked on Lindsay and Hazel’s startled faces where they stood by the ritual circle.
“He’s not happy.” I heaved for breath as relief washed over me.
Lindsay and Hazel jogged toward me, and I pushed off the door before pulling Lindsay into my arms.
I trembled as I clutched her, holding her tight while I fought against the urge to cry. “You’re safe.” I whispered into her ear. My voice cracked, spilling over with raw emotion.
Her body felt warm and wonderful in my arms. She was safe. I drew her face around to mine and kissed her softly on the lips. “I’ve never been happier to see anyone.”
“It’s okay, baby. I’m right here.” Lindsay spoke with a soft, reassuring tone, gently stroking my shoulders and back. She kissed me on the lips and let out a deep sigh. “I don’t think any man has ever loved me this way. Is it wrong for me to feel happy?”
I laughed and kissed her again. “No. It’s more than fine.”
“Judging by your reaction, I assume you played out a Lindsay scenario?” Hazel asked.
I eyed Hazel over Lindsay’s shoulder. “Yep. This time I didn’t touch the key.”
Lindsay and I stepped apart, but I held onto her hand.
“I’ve got to know the details.” Lindsay raised an eyebrow. “Was I wearing that nightie you used to love so much? Or was it that time I wanted to jump your bones in the coat room during that Christmas party?” She snapped her fingers and her eyes widened. “Oh, wait. I got it. It was Spring Break in 2009. We had those margaritas, and I thought for sure you would finally make your move.”
I grinned. “Wow. I missed out big time. It was none of those.”
Lindsay frowned and gazed toward the ceiling, as if scouring her memory.
“Aspen, 2008. Remember the hot tub?”
Her jaw dropped. “That was the night I fell in love with you. How could I forget?”
“Let’s just say that this time we never made it out of the hot tub.”
Lindsay sighed. “Dammit. I wish I could’ve been there for that.”
“It was even hotter than the water.”
Lindsay furrowed her brow and scratched her chin. “You know what? I always suspected that Butch set that whole thing up on purpose.”
“Yeah. I’m pretty sure he did.” I kept my conversation with Butch to myself. At least, for now. “We can relive the hot tub moment in all its glory later. Right now, I need to know who’s taking the next express train home.” I glanced between them. “Who’s it going to be?”
Hazel and Lindsay traded an awkward look before Lindsay spoke. “Baby, why don’t you sit down to hear this.”
My stomach sank. “What’s wrong?”
“Sit.” Hazel pointed to the sofa, her voice strangely authoritarian. I had to admit, it kind of turned me on.
“Okay.” I trudged over to the sofa and perched on the edge, waiting for someone to speak.
“Atzi left us six orbs.” Hazel paced the room as she spoke. “We used one on Sawyer, so we’re down to five. We need three for Brooke, Sam, and Maria.”
I frowned. “That leaves two. One for you and one for Lindsay. Where is this going?”
Lindsay gave Hazel a brief nod. “Tell him.”
“We need one orb to commune with the actual goddess.” Hazel frowned. “That leaves us one short.”
Lindsay spoke first. “Baby, I’m not leaving without you and Sammie. My entire world is here. I’d rather not go on than lose either of you. Besides, I don’t want another child.” She sat down on the couch beside me and laced her fingers in mine. “I want to see where we go. We’ve waited so long.” Her eyes glistened as she searched my face. “Please understand.”
I exhaled slowly and nodded. I squeezed her hand and turned my gaze to Hazel. “That means you’re up next.”
Hazel shook her head. “I’m not leaving either. You need me here and we both know it. Besides, I have a career and I’m not ready for kids. Give me another year and then we’ll talk.”
I couldn’t argue that I needed her. She knew Aztec and any books or translations would fall squarely on her shoulders. Besides, this was her decision to make, and I respected it. “Then I guess I’m communing with the goddess.” I glanced between them. “What do we do next?”
We spent the next few minutes discussing the communion process. Lindsay set me up in the ritual circle while Hazel retrieved a precious blue orb from the desk.
Hazel handed me the orb. “From what we’ve read, this ritual plays out like a fantasy scenario. If it works, you’ll commune with the goddess based on a suppressed desire.”
“That’s how the scenarios work?” I had guessed as much myself, but it was good to receive confirmation.
“Didn’t the hot tub prove it?” Lindsay smiled at me mischievously.
“Or the sweet and slutty Sammie’s.” Hazel smiled at Lindsay. “I would’ve loved to be a fly on that wall.”
“Okay. I got it.” I shook my head and sat down in the ritual circle. “Ready when you are.”
“As a reminder, you are asking the goddess how to create a portal home,” Hazel said.
I rolled my eyes. “Yeah. I know.” I circled my hands around the orb, and a wash of energy flowed through my body. “But thanks for the reminder.” I didn’t try to hide the sarcasm in my voice.
From outside the circle, Lindsay blew me a kiss. “I love you, baby.” Then she mumbled an incantation, and the world melted away.






  
  Chapter 75


Imaterialized, sitting on a couch in what I recognized as my childhood home. Across the room, the Titanic played on the TV, which meant only one thing. 
I turned and gazed at a voluptuous young redhead parked on the end of the couch with her knees tucked under her, sipping on a diet coke. She wore a fuzzy pink angora sweater and a pair of skintight, faded denim jeans. She wore her hair in a long braid that hung over her front shoulder and her big tits bulged beneath her V-necked sweater. Her flawless skin was porcelain white, and her pink lips glistened with a thick sheen of what I knew as strawberry lip gloss. She looked every bit as beautiful as I remembered.
I frowned. “Valerie?”
“Wait. I love this part.” My eighteen-year-old babysitter held up her hand and leaned forward. Her green eyes brightened while on the TV DiCaprio stood on the bow of the doomed ship, spread out his arms and uttered his world famous line - I’m the king of the world.
Valerie sank bank into the couch and smiled warmly. “I love this movie. Don’t you?” She turned to me and smiled demurely.
What I remember loving was watching Valerie watch the movie she loved. It was the only reason I sat through Titanic a dozen times or more. “I… uhh… who are you?”
Valerie turned toward me and smiled sweetly. “You asked for this meeting. Don’t you know who I am?”
“You look like my old babysitter, but if the ritual worked, you are, in reality, Xochiquetzal, the Aztec goddess of fertility.”
She tipped her head in acknowledgment, then gazed down at Valerie’s curvy figure. “You have good taste in women.”
My cheeks reddened. “Thanks. When I was twelve years old, I had a massive crush on my babysitter, Valerie Lewis, but then again, so did everyone else.”
“I can see why.” She hefted her tits and squeezed them together. “True, blue sweater puppies.”
I cleared my throat and turned fully around to face her. “The reason I communed with you has to do with an old Aztec king.”
“Itzcoatl?” She rolled her eyes. “He’s been nothing but trouble for centuries. Thankfully, that won’t be a problem much longer.”
I frowned. “What do you mean by not much longer?”
“I mean, his little palace in the sky is on the verge of collapse. He’s run out of the energy he needs to sustain the plane of existence. It’s only a matter of time until it goes poof.” She made an explosion gesture with her hands and smiled. “Problem solved.”
My stomach sank. “Uhhh… how much time are we talking about here? It’s on a cosmic scale, right? Decades or even a century?”
The goddess frowned and checked her watch. “Nope. It could be any day. That was the last transit of Venus that place has left in it. For all I know, it’s already happened.”
“But….” I swallowed a lump in my throat and a bead of sweat trickled down the back of my neck. “I’m trapped in there with my wives.”
The goddess raised her eyebrows, her expression shocked. “Oh, my. That’s a problem.”
“Yeah.” I chuckled nervously. “A big problem. That’s why I’m here. Can you help us escape? And it sounds like we’ll need that help sooner rather than later.”
She gave me a concerned look. “You mentioned wives?”
“I have seven of them. Check that… make that eight wives. Three are pregnant and presently outside of Itzcoatl’s little funhouse. I’m bonded with them and I’m —”
Her eyes widened. “You’ve bonded them?”
“Seven of them.” I searched her face, wondering If I’d just made a big mistake.
“That’s wonderful news.” She clapped her hands. “I didn’t know another harem master walked the earth? Why haven’t you reached out until now?”
I sighed. “It’s a long story. The short version is that Itzcoatl tricked me. Now I’m trapped and I don’t relish the thought of going down with the ship.”
“I don’t blame you.” She furrowed her brow. “I can’t teleport you directly out of there, but I can do the next best thing.”
I inched forward on the couch and gazed into my voluptuous babysitter’s clear, green eyes.
She produced an amber gem in one hand and a tiny green orb in the other. “Since you are here, I will assume either you or one of your wives is magically endowed?”
“Yes. My seventh wife.” Bonding Lindsay was the best decision I ever made. I breathed out a sigh of relief. “I recognize the green orb.”
“This will imbue the knowledge your wife needs to activate this crystal.” She held up the amber gem. “This gem is a modified soul trap. It requires two different energy sources to work. The first source will activate it and the second is used to create a portal home.”
My mind wandered to the blue orbs back in Atzi’s room. “We have blue energy orbs that might work.”
The goddess shook her head. “The only power source strong enough to fuel the portal is Itzcoatl’s soul. You must lure him into the trap for it to work.”
“How do I do that?”
She shrugged. “Outsmart him.”
“Thank you.” I reached for the amber gem, and she snatched it back. “What’s wrong?”
“It requires two sources of energy. You and I need to create the energy field necessary to activate it.”
“How?”
The goddess rolled her eyes. “You can’t be that clueless. You’re here. I’m here. Tell me, how much pent up lust do you have for your former babysitter?” She mashed her tits together and gazed at me with amusement.
My stomach plunged and my lips went dry. “Seriously?”
“Quite serious.” She gazed around the house. “Did you ever imagine having sexual relations with Valerie in a specific place? The more energy we can create, the better.”
My hands trembled with nervous excitement and my cheeks flushed hot. “My old bedroom is upstairs.”
The goddess popped up from the couch, and her long red braid swished behind her back. “Come on then. Let’s get going.” She held out her hand, and I took it. “It’s time to deflower your babysitter.” She giggled and dragged me toward the stairs.
My heart beat so hard I thought it might burst. This went way beyond my wildest fantasy. Fucking a goddess trapped in my old babysitter? This was legend give life. I only wish I had a camera to record the whole thing.
She led me upstairs, and we stopped on the landing. “Which room is yours?”
“First door on the left.” My voice came out raw with lust. I couldn’t believe this was actually happening.
The goddess turned to me. “Call me Valerie and really lose yourself in the roleplay. The goal is to generate as much lust as possible. More lust. More energy. Don’t worry. I’ll do my part.” She smiled at me sweetly, perched on her toes and planted a strawberry infused kiss on my lips.
My cock lurched in my jeans and stiffened. I savored the strawberry explosion on my lips as she dragged me into my old bedroom.
The room looked exactly as it had in 1998. A life-sized poster of Cindy Crawford hung on the wall beside my mirror. My old wooden desk sat in the corner, piled high with comic books. Below my window, dressed with Batman curtains, a single-sized bed sat in the center of the room wearing a blue bedspread and two red pillows. There was a chest-high dresser, drawers open and clothes bulging outward, and an open closet door with toys scattered on the floor inside.
Valerie’s tight, heart-shaped ass hugged her faded blue jeans and rode slightly up her ass crack. She stopped at the foot of the bed and turned around to face me with her hands on her hips. “Your parents will be home any minute. What exactly did you want to show me?” She raised an eyebrow, then folded her arms over her chest, giving me a pouty, almost annoyed look.
We were role playing? My pulse raced and my breathing turned ragged. My temples thumped in time with my heart and my cock turned to granite, pushing the boundaries of my jeans. I thought back to all the ways I ever dreamed of getting Valerie Lewis in my room alone. With time critical, I couldn’t dive as deep into the fantasy as I wanted, so I opted for the more straightforward route.
I shifted my weight from one foot to the other and let out a heavy sigh. “I have a girlfriend. She’s really pretty. Maybe you know her?” I turned my gaze up and met Valerie’s stunning green eyes. “Cindy Carmichael.”
“The cheerleader?” Valerie frowned. “She’s a freshman. Isn’t she a little out of your league?”
“Right.” I let out a deep breath. “That’s the problem. I don’t know how to make a move.”
Valerie grinned, but it was the goddess’s eyes that sparkled. She was on to me. She cleared her throat and furrowed her brow. “I see.” She rubbed her chin and studied me. “Cindy has seniors trying to date her.”
“Exactly. Can you give me some advice?”
Valerie sat down on the edge of the bed and patted the spot beside her. “Have a seat.”
I faked reluctance and eased onto the bed beside her. With my palms resting on my legs, I stared down into my lap, waiting for her to speak.
She edged closer until her leg rested against mine. “You’re nervous?”
I nodded and tried not to grin.
Valerie’s familiar scent washed over me. She wore Gap Dream and Heaven perfume with overtones of lemon, green leaves, and orange blossom. Back in the day, the smell of that perfume alone made me hard just thinking about Valerie Lewis.
Her leg felt warm against mine and she leaned closer until I the weight of her firm breast rested against my shoulder.
“What you need is some confidence. Be bold. If I was Cindy, what would you want to do with me first?”
I shrugged and didn’t look up. “Maybe hold your hand?”
Valerie nodded. “Don’t ask me. Just do it. If a girl wants you to stop, she’ll tell you. Okay?”
She sat so close her warm breath washed over my neck, sending goosebumps crisscrossing my back. My cock throbbed in my pants so hard it hurt. Without comment, I picked up her hand and laced my fingers in hers.
The contact was electric, and a jolt of lust raced down my spine and curled my toes. It was officially farther than I had ever gone with Valerie Lewis, and I never dreamed the simple act of holding a girl’s hand could turn me on so much. It almost felt like I had actually turned back the clock.
Valerie squeezed my hand. “That’s better.” She deepened her grip and inched closer. “Don’t be shy. What do you want to do next?”
I raised my head and gazed at her. Her green eyes, flecked with gold, met mine. I searched her eyes and studied her glistening lips, so ripe and full. What I wanted was to kiss her, so I leaned in and found her waiting lips.
She kissed me back, pressing in tighter. Her breath washed over my upper lip and the taste of strawberry flooded my mouth. I parted my lips and found her waiting tongue lashing with mine, bathing my mouth in cool mint.
Valerie deepened the kiss, opening her mouth wide and went crazy with her tongue. Her breathing intensified and the heat from her body radiated across my chest.
Her big, firm tits pressed against my rib cage, and I contorted my body around so I could touch her. My cock, straining against my jeans, begged for an emergency exit. I released her hand and slid my palms up and inside the back of her pink angora sweater. Her skin was soft and warm. I dragged my fingers higher, touching her heavy bra strap before sliding them back down and dipping my fingers inside the back of her jeans.
Valerie broke off the kiss and eyed me. Her green eyes were a towering inferno of lust. She breathed heavily, turning her gaze on my stiff cock. Then, without warning, she pulled her angora sweater over her head, revealing her big, creamy tits encased in pink lace cups. Her tits bulged from the bra, forming a snow-white mountain of tight cleavage.
I licked my lips and eyed her massive mounds, my fantasy nearly within reach. With trembling hands, I reached out and cupped her tits, mashing them together while Valerie went to work, unfastening my jeans.
She pushed me back onto the bed and slid off the back. She pulled my jeans over my hips and down my legs. My briefs came next, mercifully freeing my fat cock. Freed from its prison, it sprang upward like a jack-in-the-box before swaying from side to side.
Valerie eyed my cock greedily. She unfastened her jeans and shimmied them over her hips, revealing pink panties and firm, round, hourglass-shaped hips. Her tummy was flat and smooth, her legs every bit as thick and strong as I imagined. She reached behind her back and tugged on her braid until it came loose. As she fluffed her red hair over her shoulders, she turned her gaze on my cock. “We really need to teach you everything. Then you’ll have all the confidence you need.”
I nodded dumbly and pulled off my t-shirt, tossing it aside. With my elbows propped up beneath me, I watched as Valerie unhooked her bra, freeing her pale tits. They were big and soft, with slightly upturned nipples and pale pink areolas roughly the size of a half dollar. Her nipples were bigger and thicker than I imagined. Her tits swayed and jiggled while she peeled off her panties, revealing a thin thatch of red hair between her legs.
My jaw dropped. Valerie Lewis lived up to the hype. My cock twitched, aching for action as she crawled onto the foot of the bed on all fours and hovered over my cock.
Valerie dragged her soft tits over my thighs, then forced them around my shaft, squeezing them together, forcing a clear stream of pre-cum out of my tip. She slid her massive tits over my tip, working the cum into her cleavage, creating a warm slippery bun of smooth, porcelain flesh. “Do you like that, baby?” She gazed up at me, smiling seductively as she dragged her swollen nipples over my engorged tip.
My cock throbbed, pulsing inside her warm tits, wrapped up like a pig in a blanket. “Yes.” The word came out as a ragged whisper. I edged my hips off the bed and back down, sliding my cock through her massive cleavage while I grabbed fistfuls of the bedspread to chase away a desperate urge to come.
Valerie mashed her tits together, sliding them up and down my cock. With every pass, my tip emerged in her snowy cleavage, leaking cum, then sliding back into her warm folds like a piston on repeat.
Her tits glistened with my cum. Her silky red hair glided over my stomach, and she locked her green eyes on mine.
I teetered on the brink of orgasm and started to say something when Valerie backed off, leaving my cock pulsing so hard and fast, I struggled not to come.
“Not much longer, baby.” Her voice came out as smooth as churned butter, and she sat upright with her knees straddling my hips. She dredged my tip through her warm, wet pussy, softly stroking my base. “This will give you all the confidence you need. But either way, you’ll need plenty of more lessons.”
I groaned and arched my back, cupping her big tits and mashing them together while I dragged her rubbery nipples between my open fingers. Her flesh filled my palm, and I squeezed, kneading them in my hands.
Valerie impaled herself on my cock and let out a throaty moan. She sat atop me, grinding her hips with her face contorted with pleasure. She leaned forward, braced herself on my chest and fucked me slow and deep.
My head swam with lust, and I moved my hips in rhythm with her grinding motion. Her pussy felt like heaven — warm and tight, gripping my cock with the kiss of a goddess. I gazed down the length of my body and watched my cock slide in and out of her pussy while I released her tits.
They jiggled back into place and Valerie picked up her pace, fucking me harder and faster while her tits bounced together with gentle slaps.
My childhood bed squeaked and groaned, striking a musical chord I had only ever heard in my dreams. She bounced off my cock, moaning and grunting as I bottomed out inside and grabbed hold of her ass.
I squeezed her flesh between my fingers, thrust upward, and held deep until the heat and tightness finally overwhelmed me.
Valerie arched her back, her hair draped over my thighs, and she clutched my ankles, thrusting out her tits. She moaned, closed her eyes and seemed to lose herself in orgasmic bliss as goosebumps sprouted on her chest and crisscrossed her stomach.
I exploded inside her, pumping my hips and gushing load after hot, sticky load. She rocked atop me as I pried her ass cheeks apart, spurting uncontrollably. As I let out a long moan, waves of relief and pleasure buzzed through my lizard brain, making all the edging worth it.
“That’s it, baby,” Valerie whispered. She continued pumping, grinding her hips forward and backward until my cock stopped twitching inside her.
I lay on my back, spent and breathing heavy. I gazed up at the porcelain-skinned goddess, still impaled on my rod, and managed a smile. “Thank you.”
The goddess leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. “I should thank you. It’s been centuries since I fucked a mortal. I forgot what a good orgasm feels like.”
I caressed her ass, then dragged my fingers up her back. “Did we drum up enough energy?”
She laughed softly. “More than enough.” She opened her hand.
The amber gem sat in her palm, glowing softly with luminescence. The green orb sat beside it and a third gem appeared beside the others. It was purple and also glowing with light.
I frowned. “What’s the purple one?”
“That gem has unlimited uses. It allows you to meet me whenever a particularly itchy fantasy needs scratching.” She opened my hand and tucked all three gems inside. “Don’t lose it, lover. It’s worth far more than everything else in Itzcoatl’s little hovel.”
My jaw dropped. “Any fantasy?”
She nodded. “And you can bring any of your wives with you. So long as they are bonded to you, the magic transfers.” Then she leaned forward and kissed me softly on the lips. “Don’t keep me waiting too long. And please be as creative as you want. I don’t kink shame.”
“Thanks.” I closed my fist around the gems. “Now I just have to survive long enough to use it.”
She glided her fingers over my chest seductively. “I have a feeling we’ll be seeing a lot of each other.” She leaned forward and kissed me before the world melted away.
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When I returned to the Great Hall, the wailing was gone, along with Itzcoatl’s presence. But that wasn’t the only change. All six pedestals appeared in the hallway and the doors to the throne stood wide open. It seemed the charade was over. He was content to let me come to him. 
A sharp chill ran up my spine and I stole a glance toward the opening to the throne room.
An opaque veil of darkness silhouetted the arched doorway. I felt for the bonds and found them, right where they were when I left. How much longer until the place collapsed? Would it collapse or just vanish? We had no time to waste.
I took a few steps into the pedestal hallway before activating Atzi’s key and disappearing through the invisible wall.
I found Hazel and Lindsay in Atzi’s room pacing the floor.
They turned together and looked at me expectantly.
I held up the amber crystal in one hand and the green orb in the other. “Let’s do this thing.”
I replayed my meeting with the goddess, and we went over our plan to trap Itzcoatl. The throne was his center of power, and the guy was a certified megalomaniac. I would use Atzi’s key on the soul prisons to distract the king while the ladies laid the soul trap on his throne. Once the gem touched any part of Itzcoatl’s soul, it would stun him long enough for Lindsay to speak the incantation. The gem would absorb his soul and create a portal home.
Lindsay used the green orb and gained the knowledge necessary to complete the incantation. Now it was only a matter of putting our plan into action.
I grabbed the remaining blue orbs and threw them in a bag. We likely wouldn’t return to Atzi’s room and there was no sense wasting them. Besides, if something went wrong, I could still use them to send Hazel and Lindsay home.
We left Atzi’s safe-haven behind and stood outside the throne room where Itzcoatl no doubt saw us. None of that mattered anymore.
My heart pounded in my chest, and I grabbed hold of Lindsay and Hazel’s hands. “No matter what happens. I love you both.”
Hazel frowned at me. “You know that’s bad luck, right? The hero always dies when he tells his girlfriend he loves her.”
I shot Hazel a withering glare. “Really? You’re doing this now?”
Lindsay chuckled. “Why the hell not? We can all use a little humor before the boss fight.”
I let out a wary sigh and turned back to the veil covering the throne room. “I’ve got a feeling that once we walk through that veil we aren’t coming back out.”
Lindsay gripped the amber gem in her hand. “The only exit I want to see is the one for home.” She glanced at her watch. “And with any luck we’ll make it there by cocktail hour.”
“Okay, ladies. Here we go.” I led them forward through the veil.
An icy chill ran through my body and the world went dark. I stepped forward again, and the darkness lifted.
We stood in the throne room. Gold bars, jewels, and priceless artifacts were everywhere. It looked exactly like my liaison with Maria, right down to the gold and jeweled throne at the end of the red carpet. At long last, I found Butch’s treasure.
Lindsay gasped, and Hazel’s jaw dropped. Their hands went limp in mine as their gazes scanned the breadth of the priceless artifacts.
There were two major differences between this room and the room in my fantasy with Maria. The first was the ten soul prisons covering the long walls on either side of us. There were five cells per side. Three of the prisons on the right glowed with white light, and four on the left glowed just as brightly. My bond told me that Sammie, Brooke, and Maria occupied the three cells to our right. If I had to guess, the cells on the right held Itzcoatl’s first four wives.
The second major difference was the incorporeal man seated atop the glittering throne. He stared at us through angry eyes and gripped the arms of the chair.
“Oh… my… God.” Hazel’s voice came out shaky. “That’s an actual ghost.”
“He can’t physically hurt you,” I said. “Eyes on the prize, ladies. I’ll start unlocking cell doors.”
“Hurry,” Lindsay said, picking up Hazel’s hand. “Come on, baby girl. We’ve got this.”
I jogged around the room and felt Itzcoatl’s eyes bore down on me. With Atzi’s silver key flashing in my hand, the shade let out a wailing shriek and lifted off his throne, floating across the room toward me.
Hazel and Lindsay sprinted up the red carpet and reached the throne just as Itzcoatl’s shade reached me.
I held the key near what passed for a lock on Sammie’s cell when a rush of bitter cold swept through me and pushed me backward off my feet. The sensation was disorienting and threw me off balance, but it didn’t hurt. It was more unexpected. Now that I knew what was coming, I braced myself and focused on the task at hand. I pushed myself up off the ground and Itzcoatl swept back through me, wailing and screaming.
With shaking hands, I held out the key when I heard Hazel shriek. I whirled around and the blood drained from my face.
The throne was gone and so were Hazel and Lindsay. The last two soul prisons on the right side of the room lit up and Itzcoatl howled with triumph.






  
  Chapter 77


The amber gem sat on the top step of the throne dais, glowing like a beacon on the red carpet. Then it hit me. The throne was a soul trap. I had only assumed it was a solid structure based on Maria’s scenario. How many more soul traps lurked among the horded treasure? Some of it? All of it? Now, none of that mattered. The OG harem master had weakened the five souls he needed to sever the bonds and steal my body. I was in a race against time. I had to free my wives before he could steal my soul. 
Itzcoatl swooped around the room, warbling with cries of triumph, bouncing off the ceiling, and flying over his horded treasure.
His throne reappeared on the dais and the king resumed his seat, turning his glowing, translucent grin on me. Then his entire being lit up with bright white light.
That didn’t look good. “Fuck.” I whirled around to Sammie’s cell, my hand trembling with fear. I held out the key and willed the door to open.
The cell door melted away, and I gazed at Sammie resting atop a crystal table with her eyes closed. She looked completely serene, and her color was good. Her chest rose and fell in an even rhythm and the bond between us felt stronger, if only by the thinnest of margins. The bond was still weak but strengthening by the second. The question was, could it strengthen in time to avoid the worst?
I had no time to stop and guess. Leaving Sammie, I headed toward Brooke’s cell when lashing pain seared inside me and I screamed, dropping to my knees.
Itzcoatl howled wailing with triumph and all I could do was helplessly flail on the ground and watch.
I pushed up to my knees, fighting through the crippling pain, pushing forward. Every inch felt like a mile. He was literally ripping my soul out of my body. I bellowed in agony when something even stranger happened.
The walls in the throne room dimmed, then flashed white before solidifying. The ceiling vanished, replaced by black nothingness, then it shimmered back into place.
The pain inside me receded as the white light shining in Itzcoatl dimmed. The shade howled, and I stole a glance in his direction.
Fear gripped his translucent eyes.
It was happening. Itzcoatl’s fun house was disintegrating around him. That was both good news and bad news. It gave me a chance to unlock the cells, but if we didn’t get out soon, we were all finished.
I staggered to my feet, struggled to Brooke’s door, and held out the key.
The wall vanished and Brooke laid atop a crystal table exactly as Sammie had. Our bond strengthened, but not nearly enough.
Behind me, Itzcoatl howled, raced around the room, bouncing off the walls, temporarily distracted by his centuries old home crumbling around him. My good fortune didn’t last.
As I opened Maria’s cell door, Itzcoatl turned on me and the bright white light inside him blazed like the sun.
I dashed back down the wall past the first three cells and reached Hazel’s as searing pain overwhelmed me and brought me to my knees.
Itzcoatl wailed. The ghostly shrill would have been terrifying if the pain wrecking my psyche didn’t have my full attention. I crawled forward on my knees, screaming in agony, the pain slicing away my soul as the bonds connecting me to my wives flickered. “No!” I screamed, pushing away the pain and strengthening the bonds.
Itzcoatl’s soul dimmed ever so slightly as I stood and opened the door to Hazel’s cell.
Itzcoatl’s shrill scream reverberated through the room as the walls, floor, and ceiling flashed in and out of existence. His soul brightened, and the pain came back sharper than ever.
I crawled to Lindsay’s cell as the bonds connecting me to my wives dimmed to the point of annihilation. Pure pain consumed me and nothing else mattered except opening Lindsay’s cell door. I willed my hand upward, still clutching the key, and waved it near Lindsay’s lock and the cell door vanished.
But the bond connecting me to the five of them was barely there. White hot pain raced through my body, lighting up every nerve ending like a thousand suns. Then the world went white.






  
  Chapter 78


The first thing I noticed was the salty sea air and the faint smell of fish. The shrill sound of seagulls came next, followed by the white light receding and warm sunshine settling on my cheek. 
I held a fishing pole in my hand and found myself aboard the Topless Mermaid. Gentle waves lapped at the hull and the whizzing sound of a reel beside me caught my attention. I turned and found my dad, sitting in his favorite chair, gazing out to sea with a gentle breeze stirring his snow white hair.
“Am I dead?” I asked him as I placed the fishing rod back in its holder.
Butch placed his rod in the holder, then relaxed back into his seat, crossing one leg over the other. He turned to me. “I told you. This is the place in between. You’re not exactly alive, but you’re not dead either.”
“Dad, what do I do?”
Butch stared at me appraisingly. He rubbed his chin and frowned. “Son, you know it was never about the treasure. I thought I made that clear.”
Anger flared in the back of my brain. “What are you talking about? It’s always been about the treasure. We’ve spent our entire lives chasing treasures. I don’t have time for riddles. I have eight women counting on me.”
Butch shook his head, sighed, then ran his fingers through his hair. He gazed skyward, as if searching for some way to answer me, then a warm smile touched his face. He turned to face me. “You know why I hunted treasures, don’t you?”
“To put a roof over our heads and food in my mouth. And because you loved it. Dad —”
He held up his hand, cutting me off. “I did it because I got to spend every day with you.” His eyes glimmered with tears. “You are my treasure. Don’t you see?”
I sat back in my chair, stunned. “On your deathbed, you asked me to find the treasure.”
Butch wiped his eyes. “Son, you took that too literally. I asked you to find your treasure.” His voice came out pleading and his eyes brimmed with fresh tears. “Don’t repeat my mistakes.”
A sickening clarity hit me like an avalanche. It was the same thing my wives had tried to tell me all along, but I was too stubborn to listen. My shoulders sagged, and I sighed in defeat. “I messed up.”
Butch sighed. “Yeah, kiddo. You messed up. So, the question is, what the hell are you going to do about it?”
I sat up in my chair and met his eye. A kernel of hope sparked some here deep in my gut. I knew what I had to do. “Fight for my life.” That kernel, fed by pure rage, blossomed inside me and sprouted, spreading through me like a wildfire. I needed to fight for my wives, for my unborn children, and for myself.
Butch’s eyes filled with pride, and he smiled warmly before the world faded away.






  
  Chapter 79


Ihowled with pain, but something more powerful clawed back — the will to live. My cries of pain turned to shouts born of pure rage. I stood on my feet and willed the world back. 
The white light retreated, and the pain vanished.
I whirled on Itzcoatl, anger flashing through me like a hurricane. “You want to fucking play. We’ll fucking play.”
Fear touched Itzcoatl’s ghostly eyes, and he recoiled, floating away from me.
The throne room flashed with vivid colors while the walls, floors and ceiling dimmed, then brightened repeatedly. The frequency of the deterioration had worsened. Time was up.
But I knew exactly what I had to do. For the first time, I saw the bonds connecting me to wives. And they blazed like an inferno with bright, golden light. One by one, they stepped from their cells, whole and intact, staring around the room, confused.
I stormed across the throne room, waving the silver key in my hand, taunting Itzcoatl as I beelined for the first door holding his four wives. “Let’s see how you enjoy having your life fucked with shade.” I spit out the last word as the ladies appeared in the throne room.
I turned to face Lindsay. “Get the gem and throw it on my mark.”
Lindsay nodded and hurried up the carpet as I reached the first wife’s soul prison.
Itzcoatl buzzed around me like an angry gnat, flying through me with no more impact than a cool breeze. “I bet your wives will thank me for this. Just like Atzi.” I hovered the key over the cell door, and it came open, revealing a crystal jar with a blazing white light inside.
“Your fifth wife is pregnant with my child. Did you know that?” I said, taunting him.
Itzcoatl wailed, screaming and howling, rushing through me in an impotent frenzy.
I pulled one of the blue orbs from my pocket and tossed it up in the air for Itzcoatl to see. “I wonder what this will do?”
Itzcoatl went crazy, howling and wailing, buzzing around me in a blur.
I turned back to the crystal jar and reared my arm back to throw the blue orb. I shot Lindsay a glance over my shoulder. “Do it now.”
Lindsay threw the amber gem into Itzcoatl’s shade as I hurled the blue orb at the crystal jar.
The jar exploded in a torrent of white light and a shade emerged, this one female, her eyes raging. She made a beeline toward Itzcoatl as the amber gem lodged in Itzcoatl’s soul, seeming to hang in midair, stunning the shade.
Lindsay murmured the words to the incantation. Yellow light blossomed in Itzcoatl’s chest and spread outward, chewing away at his soul.
The burgeoning portal swirled with shifting colors, changing from yellow to green to blue, then white as a swirling portal appeared near the mounds of treasure.
The shade of Itzcoatl’s first wife paused outside the portal, floating before it as her expression softened. She turned to face me, offering a warm smile and a nod, then vanished through the portal and disappeared.
“Go!” I shouted at my wives, pointing at the portal.
They hovered near the glowing disc, gaping at me in shock.
“Not without you,” Sammie said as her eyes watered.
I wasn’t about to argue, not with the room near complete collapse.
“Hurry,” Hazel said, as if reading my mind. “We’ll wait for you to free them.”
I gave a quick nod. One by one, I opened each cell before using the blue orbs to destroy the crystal jars inside, freeing Itzcoatl’s trapped wives.
When the last wife disappeared through the portal, I raced back and grabbed Brooke and Lindsay’s hands. “Let’s go.”
“What about the treasure?” Brooke asked? “We can take a bar or two of gold. It’s right here.”
Glimmering mounds of gold bars, jewels, and priceless artifacts sat beside us free for the taking.
I glanced down at my father’s ring, still there on my pinky finger. Then I turned to Brooke. “It’s bad luck and probably cursed. Who knows? The whole thing may be an illusion. Or it’s one giant soul trap. Leave it. I have my treasures.”
They smiled, and before the chamber completely collapsed, we leaped through the portal together.






  
  Chapter 80


Ihung the framed picture on the wall and stepped back to appraise my work. 
The framed photo was of Butch and me sitting side by side on the deck of the Topless mermaid with beers in one hand and fishing poles in the other.
I smiled and set the hammer down on the table beside me.
“You have his eyes,” a woman’s voice said from behind me.
Her British accent gave her away. I turned and found Atzi standing before me, wearing yoga pants and a bright pink tank top. “You look very twenty-first century.”
She smiled warmly and stepped closer, folding her arms over her chest. “Can we talk?”
“Sure.” I directed her toward the sectional.
She sat down and I crossed the room, stealing a gaze out the window where the girls buzzed with activity on the deck. They put dinner plates on the table and filled empty wineglasses.
Beyond the deck, the evening sun sank toward the horizon where it glittered off the ocean under a clear sky painted gold, orange, and blue.
I took the seat beside Atzi and sank back into the sofa before turning to face her. “This feels like it might be heavy.”
Atzi shrugged. “I hope not. Lindsay told me what happened after I left.”
I nodded. “It all worked out thanks to you.”
Her shoulders sagged, and she averted her gaze. “I tricked you and your wives.” She looked at me and her eyes glistened with tears. “I’m sorry.” Her chin quivered. “I was scared and desperate to escape. All I can hope for is forgiveness.”
I edged closer and slipped my arm around her shoulders. “The way I see it, you saved all of us from certain annihilation. In my heart, I’ve already forgiven you. Now, I’ll say it out loud. Life is way too short to waste on anger.”
Atzi smiled at me, then kissed me softly on the cheek. “If you let me stay long enough to find a place to live —”
“No.” I cut her off. “You’re not leaving unless that’s what you want. Is that what you want?”
She shook her head. “I want to stay here with you and the rest of your wives.”
I nodded and touched her midsection. “Besides, we have a baby to bring into the world.”
A bright smiled spread across her face, and this time, her eyes welled with tears of happiness. “I love you.”
This time I didn’t hold back. “I love you too. Tell me, is it possible to bond an eighth wife while she’s pregnant?”
Atzi laughed out loud. “I have it on good authority that it is.”
An hour later, the ladies and I sat around the dinner table while the stars made their nightly debut.
Brooke went around the dinner table filling glasses with champagne while Sammie filled Atzi, Sawyer, and Bella’s glasses with sparkling cider.
“So, when is our next dive?” Bella asked, smiling across the table at me.
I shrugged. “Whenever you want. We should dive the reefs down around Key West.”
“What about our next treasure?” Brooke asked as she took a seat at the end of the table beside me.
“We could dive some of the old wrecks, but my heart isn’t in it like it used to be. I’m considering retirement.”
Brooke’s jaw dropped, and Sammie smiled, nodding her approval.
I gazed at Sawyer and winked. “I hear fatherhood has some amazing benefits.” Sawyer smiled at me before I turned to Atzi. “And I know an aspiring tattoo artist who might help Lindsay franchise her tattoo parlor.”
Atzi smiled back at me and shared a grin with Lindsay.
I stood and raised my glass. “I want to propose a toast.”
The ladies fell quiet and turned to face me with their glasses raised.
I smiled into each of their beautiful faces before I spoke. “To my father, Butch Ashford, who showed me where to find the real treasure.”






  
  Bonus Chapter: Maria's Barmaid Fantasy


There was a certain comfort in the Salty Parrot that you couldn’t find anywhere else in Miami. The moment I ducked through the battered blue door, the smell hit me: salt air and rum, old citrus peel, grease from the kitchen’s ancient fryer, and a baseline funk of spilled beer and damp wood. The noise didn’t hurt either—glassware clinking, a half-sloshed cover of "Margaritaville" howling from the jukebox, someone loudly losing a bet on the Dolphins at the end of the bar. Everything shimmered in dim lantern glow, the low-watt bulbs flickering over a patchwork of peeling nautical charts and pirate flags stapled to the walls. The kind of lighting that made strangers look friendly and familiar faces damn near beautiful. 
I sidestepped a bachelorette party in matching flamingo shirts and snagged a booth near the back, facing the bar. That was always my spot—never in the action, but never more than one step removed. Tonight, the place was packed. Off-season tourists, marina regulars, and a few stray fishermen who looked like they’d been drinking since the morning bite.
It was loud, but none of the noise cut through like Maria’s laugh. She was in her element behind the battered oak bar, double-shaking two shakers in one hand while she slung beers with the other, all without missing a beat. It was hard not to watch her. She wore the hell out of that pirate barmaid outfit—white blouse cut so low it might as well have been painted on, a vest that did nothing to contain the high tide of her chest, and a black skirt that clung to her hips before flaring out at just the right spot. Some genius in management had decided to make Fridays "theme night," but Maria didn’t need a gimmick to look like she belonged behind a bar in a sea port. She just was.
She moved like a dancer, the rhythm in her hips just enough to catch your eye, but never enough to look like she was trying. Every time she bent to scoop ice or reach a bottle from the lower rack, the room’s attention snapped her direction. Most guys, and more than a few women, came to the Parrot for the booze, but stayed for Maria. She was the main attraction, and everyone knew it.
I watched her pour a round of shooters for a table of frat boys in neon visors. They were already on their way to blacking out, but Maria just smiled and let them think they were running the show. She lined up the shots, twisted a wedge of lime with a flourish, and slid them down the bar one after the other—all in perfect sequence. The last guy tried to grab her hand. Maria didn’t slap him, didn’t make a scene, just caught his wrist and squeezed until his knuckles turned white. She leaned in, cleavage front and center, and said something that made the whole table roar with laughter and the kid’s face go beet red. Maria could defuse a horny handsy college bro in three seconds flat. I didn’t catch the line, but I saw the practiced smile and the little flicker of triumph in her eyes. That’s what kept the regulars coming back—she made them all feel seen, but none of them special.
I nursed my beer and let myself enjoy the show. Maria had that rare bartending gift: she remembered every regular’s name, their drink order, and at least one embarrassing story from their past. She’d call you out on it, too, usually with an audience. A beefy guy in a Key West t-shirt tried to flirt with her by showing off his collection of cheesy pickup lines. Maria laughed, called him "Captain Obvious," and told him to stick to karaoke. Everyone within earshot burst out laughing, and the guy took it with the right mix of pride and shame. Maria grinned, topped off his beer, and winked at him for the tip. Even when she was busting balls, she did it with warmth.
She moved on to the next customer, a local with a battered straw hat who always ordered dark rum and Coke with no ice. She didn’t need to ask, just set the drink in front of him and gave him a smile that was both friendly and final—no more than that. I admired the way she kept things professional while still letting the regulars think they had a shot. It was a tightrope walk, but Maria had never lost her balance, not once.
The crowd thinned as it got closer to closing, but Maria never slowed down. She mixed drinks, wiped down the bar, and ran the till all at once, her dark hair swinging in a neat ponytail. The way she darted around the bar made it look like she was everywhere at once. Sometimes, if the mood was right and the crowd was winding down, she’d pause just long enough to prop an elbow on the bar and trade a secret with a regular. She had a voice that could cut through the noise, soft but commanding, and when she lowered it, everyone leaned in.
I caught her looking over at me a couple times during the night. Once, she raised her eyebrows and gave me a little smirk, as if to say, "Enjoying the floor show, are we?" She was right. I was. I’d spent years around women as beautiful as Maria, and most of them were firecrackers—fun to watch but liable to burn your fingers off. Maria was something else, a woman who could turn it on and off at will and never get burned. I wondered if she ever let anyone in, really in, or if the real Maria was just for herself.
The music faded as last call approached. Maria flashed the lights and gave the old “finish ‘em or get out” shout. She poured herself a splash of something clear, tossed it back, and started closing up. The crowd grudgingly filtered out, a couple of the college kids giving her a standing ovation as they left. She took a half-bow and threw a towel at them, and their laughter echoed down the street.
When the room emptied, Maria looked up at me from the other side of the bar. For a second, the playful mask slipped, and there was a hint of real exhaustion on her face. Just as quickly, it was gone. She finished cleaning the bar top, flipped over the "Closed" sign in the window, and poured herself another shot.
She lifted the glass toward me, her eyes steady and a little mischievous. "One for the road, treasure hunter?" Her voice was the only sound in the bar.
I got up from my corner booth, feeling like maybe I’d just been waiting for her to ask all night.

      ***The bar was an entirely different animal with the lights up and the crowd gone. The silence felt thick, only broken by the low burble of the aquarium and the distant hum of an ice machine. I slid onto a stool at the far end of the bar, close enough to catch Maria’s eye but still giving her space to finish her ritual. She set down her empty glass, fished a rag from a bucket, and started wiping down the bar top, sweeping away the sticky debris of the night. The muscles in her forearm flexed with each swipe, the gold charm on her wrist catching the lamplight. The pirate blouse had come untucked during her shift, and the knot of her skirt was riding high on her left thigh. 
She leaned across the counter, her cleavage like a goddamn invitation. “You want a refill, or were you just planning to watch me clean all night?” Her lips curled into a challenge.
I shrugged, playing it cool. “Watching you work is almost as good as the beer, but I could use another.” I slid my empty bottle toward her.
She cracked a fresh one, twisted it open, and slid it down the bar in a perfect straight line. I caught it one-handed, which made her raise an eyebrow in approval. 
“Did you enjoy the show?” she asked, half teasing, half serious. “You were locked in back there like a cat at a fish market.”
“I’m just a fan of the classics,” I replied. “You behind the bar is about as classic as it gets.”
She laughed and tossed the rag aside. “Flattery before midnight? You’re losing your touch, Ashford.” She glanced at the clock. “By my count, you still have five minutes to impress me.”
“You keep score now?”
“Only when I care who wins.” She eyed me over the rim of her glass as she poured herself a splash of rum—straight, no mixer.
There was a rhythm to the closing routine: sweep, wipe, chairs up, count the till, log the receipts. Maria did it all with military precision, but tonight she was slower, lingering near me as she moved from station to station. At one point she rounded the bar, brushing against my back on her way to stack chairs. The heat from her body was electric, and she didn’t miss how it made me flinch.
“You’re jumpy tonight,” she said, arms full of chairs.
“Maybe I’m just anticipating the punchline,” I answered. “You always have one ready.”
“I save the best ones for the after party.” She set the last chair on the table, then moved to the front door. With a quick twist of her wrist, she locked the deadbolt and flipped the sign to "Closed." She let the word hang in the air for a second, then turned to face me.
I watched her check the register, fingers working bills and coins with practiced ease. I was a sucker for competent hands. “You’re good at this,” I said, nodding at the till.
“Counting money, or keeping a roomful of drunks in line?” she replied, not looking up.
“Both.”
She finished with the register, then pulled out a pack of gum and popped a piece. “I’m full of hidden talents, Trap. You just never ask.”
I took a long pull from my beer. “I have a hard time picturing you anywhere but behind a bar. I mean that as a compliment.”
She arched an eyebrow. “What, you can’t see me as a yoga instructor? Or an insurance agent?” She threw her head back and laughed. “No, I’d probably set something on fire within a week.” 
“Maybe, but you’d get away with it.” I set my beer down and met her eyes, letting the silence do some heavy lifting.
She broke first, smirking. “You trying to get me in trouble, Ashford?”
“Depends on your definition of trouble.”
She walked the length of the bar toward me, hips swaying with purpose. When she got close, she planted both hands on the bar top and leaned in until we were barely a foot apart. “You remember the first time you came in here?” 
"Of course." I couldn't forget. I'd walked in looking like I'd spent three days in the jungle—mud-caked boots, torn shirt, fresh stitches above my eye. You'd slid a napkin under my trembling hands and poured me a double without asking, then leaned in and whispered, "Whatever you're running from, it can wait until morning."
She grinned. “You thought you were so slick, sitting at the end of the bar with your treasure maps and your ‘research.’” She made air quotes around the word. “I thought you were going to ask me to dig up Capone’s vault under the pool table.”
“I might have, if you hadn’t made fun of my handwriting.” I smiled, remembering the awkwardness and how she’d made it easier with a well-timed joke.
She let the memory hang there for a second, then pushed off the bar and circled around to stand at my elbow. She lowered her voice. "You know, I broke my own rule serving you that night. No drinks for men who can't stop staring at their own reflection in the bottles."
“I’m all about you breaking the rules,” I said, grinning.
Maria rolled her eyes, but her smile went soft at the edges. “You’re a bad influence. I don’t let most customers stick around after hours.” 
“I guess I’m not most customers.”
She dropped the playful act for a heartbeat, letting me see something real behind the mask. “No, you’re not.” Her hand rested on the counter between us, fingers drumming lightly. “It’s exhausting, you know? This whole thing.” She made a gesture that took in the whole empty bar—the glasses, the lights, the ghosts of a hundred conversations. “Sometimes I just want to turn it off for a while.”
I wanted to reach across and cover her hand with mine, but I waited, letting her make the next move. 
She noticed, and smiled like she’d caught me cheating at cards. “You really do have self-control,” she said. “I wasn’t sure.”
“Only when it matters.”
She drew a breath, then closed the distance. Her hand covered mine on the bar top, warm and confident. “You ever wonder what happens when you finally catch the thing you’re chasing?” she asked, voice low.
“Depends what it is,” I answered, fighting to keep my composure.
She leaned closer, lips so close I could taste the sugar and mint of her gum. “I bet you still want to find out.”
I matched her, inch for inch, so close our noses nearly touched. “Yeah. I really do.”
She kissed me. Not a gentle, uncertain first kiss, but a hungry, open-mouthed crash landing. She tasted like rum and lime and a little bit of sweat, the good kind. I slid my hand up the back of her neck, fingers tangling in her ponytail, and she made a small sound, half laugh, half growl. She broke away just long enough to whisper, “Don’t think for a second you’re in control here.” 
“I wouldn’t dream of it,” I said, and then we were at it again, hands moving with the urgency of two people who’d been waiting all night for the room to empty. 
She pulled away first, her lips swollen and her breathing fast. “If you want to keep drinking, the bottles are back there,” she nodded toward the back room, where the liquor was stashed. “But you’ll have to work for it.”
She didn’t wait for me to answer, just pivoted on her heel and walked toward the swinging door that led to the storeroom, hips swaying in that “follow me or else” way.
I took a final look at the dark, empty bar, then followed her, knowing exactly where this night was headed.

      ***The storeroom behind the Parrot’s bar was half liquor closet, half disaster zone. The floor was a checkerboard of old beer crates and cardboard boxes, with a battered utility table leaning against one wall and a small window up high letting in a slant of streetlight. Maria moved fast, closing the door behind us with a hard snap and then spinning to face me. Her eyes glinted in the darkness.
She backed me against the wall, pressing her whole body into mine, and the air in the room seemed to evaporate. I barely had time to get my hands up before she was kissing me again, rougher and hungrier than at the bar. It was all tongue and teeth and the sharp tang of rum—her lips were sticky sweet, her breath hot enough to scorch. I wrapped my arms around her waist, pulling her in tight, but Maria wanted control. She bit down on my lip, then pushed me so hard I knocked over a stack of battered invoices that scattered across the floor.
I laughed into her mouth, but she cut me off. “You think this is funny?” she whispered, dragging my shirt up and over my head. The buttons popped off somewhere between my ribs and my shoulders. 
“It’s not the first time you’ve gotten me half-naked in a storeroom,” I said, voice muffled by her kisses.
She didn’t answer, just shoved her hands down the back of my jeans and gripped my ass like she was trying to anchor herself to the earth. I pulled her blouse loose from her skirt, fumbling with the buttons, but she didn’t wait—she yanked the vest over her head, then tugged open the laces on her blouse with both hands. Her bra was black and lacy, barely covering her nipples, which were already hard. The blouse hung open, framing her tits like a work of art. I caught a glimpse of the tattoo on her ribcage, a red rose winding under her breast.
Maria climbed me, wrapping her legs around my waist, and I staggered back until my spine hit the wall. She ground her hips against my cock, making me hiss through my teeth. There was nothing slow or gentle about this—she wanted it like she was starving for it. I slid my hand up her thigh, feeling the line of her garter strap. Her skirt rode up her hips as she squeezed me tighter, the skin of her inner thighs damp and hot.
She bit at my neck, hard enough to leave a mark. I groaned, lifting her higher against the wall. Her hands found my shoulders, steadying herself as she arched her back. "Now," she whispered, her breath hot against my ear, and I didn't hesitate. She guided me with one hand, her eyes locked on mine in the dim light, hungry and certain.
I lined up and pushed inside her in one hard thrust, and she let out a guttural moan, low and fierce. She rode me, slow at first, then grinding down in tight, desperate circles that made my legs tremble. Each time I pulled her close, her tits mashed against my chest, slick with sweat. The edge of the utility table dug into my back, and the rough wood snagged at my skin, but I didn’t care. Maria was the only thing I could feel.
She kissed me again, deeper this time, and her hands tangled in my hair, pulling until my scalp burned. She started whispering Spanish in my ear—dirty words and promises that made my cock pulse even harder. I didn’t know all the words, but I got the message. I slid my hand down the small of her back, then under her skirt, gripping her ass so hard she groaned into my mouth. She bucked against me, nails dragging red lines down my arms.
I spun us around, pinning her to the wall, and she laughed in surprise. “About time you took control,” she said, eyes wild.
I hooked her knee over my hip, opening her fully to me, and started fucking her with a force that made the old metal shelves shudder and clatter. The air between us was thick with heat and sweat, the scent of her perfume mingling with spilt rum and the musty cardboard. I felt animal and alive, every nerve ending lighting up as I drove into her, hips snapping hard enough to bruise.
Maria was insatiable. She bit at my lower lip, her hands digging into my shoulders, leaving crescent moons where her nails bit the skin. I could barely process the Spanish she hissed into my ear—some words soft, some filthy, all of them lighting a fuse under my skin. I craved the sharp edge of her—how she pitted her will against mine and never gave an inch. We slammed into the wall together, scattering more paperwork, and then she somehow grabbed me by the hair and dragged us down, both of us landing in a tangle of limbs and empty boxes.
She rolled on top instantly, straddling my hips, skirt hiked so high it was just a belt. Her blouse hung off her shoulders, her tits out and bouncing as she moved—beautiful and wild, framed by the rose tattoo snaking under her ribs. She pinned my wrists above my head with one hand and rode me like a grudge, grinding down in tight, punishing circles. The slap of our bodies together, the scrape of cardboard, the faint sound of glasses clinking at the far end of the bar—it all blurred into the same frantic rhythm.
I was close, already losing control, but I needed her to get there first. I broke her grip, grabbing her by the waist, using the leverage to thrust up and hit her deeper. She gasped, her dark eyes wide, and I could feel her tighten around me, rippling with every movement. Her hair came loose from the ponytail, falling in a dark curtain around her flushed face. She pulled my hands to her tits, making it clear what she wanted, and I obliged, kneading and teasing her nipples until she arched and shivered.
Suddenly she pushed back, bracing herself on my chest, and started to come apart. The moan she let out was low and guttural, barely stifled, her whole body freezing and then convulsing with a series of wild, unstoppable shakes. Her pussy clamped down around my cock, squeezing so tight I nearly blacked out. I lasted another two, maybe three thrusts before I let go, pulling her down hard as I emptied inside her, every muscle in my body snapping tight.
We collapsed together, tangled and gasping, the floor littered with receipts and bottle caps and spilled tequila. Maria let her weight sink onto me, her cheek pressed to my chest, both of us slick with sweat and shaking.
For a second, we just hung there, breathing fast and laughing, sweat dripping down our bodies. The only sound was our gasps and the echo of the waves outside the window. 
When my legs finally stopped shaking, I slid my hands from her hips. She straightened her skirt and blouse, then wiped the corner of her mouth with the back of her hand. “We should close up like this more often,” she said, breathless.
I found my shirt on the floor, popped two buttons back into place, and grinned. “You always say that, but then you never call me the next day.”
She smacked my chest, but she was smiling, and this time it reached her eyes. “Maybe I will. Maybe I’ll surprise you.”
I stepped forward, kissed her forehead, and smoothed her hair behind her ear. “You already do,” I said, and meant it.
She rolled her eyes, but didn’t let go of my hand as we walked back out into the bar together, leaving the storeroom a little more wrecked than we’d found it.
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Harem University: Complete Box Set
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A young man’s college adventure leads down a road paved with co-ed gold…

Nineteen-year-old Matt Parker was a late bloomer. After growing up as the runt of the litter, left out and left behind, Matt experienced a growth spurt that made him unrecognizable to all but his best friend, Luke Monroe. 
After years of personal tragedy, Luke’s family took Matt in and gave him a home where he spent the last two years preparing for college.
Two years where Matt thrived and blossomed, growing from an undersized ninety-eight-pound weakling into a muscled hunk ready to take college by storm.
But his troubles are only beginning when a blown dorm assignment leaves Matt homeless. But Luke’s mother, Nora, won’t feed Matt to the wolves. The round and curvy mother of four rounds up her three daughters to brainstorm alternate living arrangements for Matt.
The dorm isn’t Matt’s only problem. He’s spent the last two years dodging Luke’s gorgeous college-aged sisters, and now it’s time to make amends.
First, Matt comes face-to-face with the oldest Monroe daughter, his former babysitter, Bella. The onetime homecoming queen is now the president of her sorority. When she meets Matt, the lithe, raven-haired beauty, doesn’t recognize him and neither does Mia, the middle Monroe sister, who is as beautiful and busty as she is sweet and innocent.
The youngest Monroe sister, fiery, golden-haired Zoe, isn’t as forgiving as her sisters. During high school, Zoe and Matt were best friends until Matt ghosted her.
It’s up to Matt to make good with Zoe and solve his housing crisis while traversing the raging rapids of the Monroe’s sister’s sibling rivalry, as they each lay claim to Matt’s heart.
Harem University follows nineteen-year-old, Matt Parker, as he settles in at college and builds the harem of his dreams!
This full box set contains the entire Harem University trilogy including Tempting Tutor, Co-Ed Comfort and Day Trip!

Includes a brand new, never released bonus scene not available in the original series!
18+ Only!
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One man proves you can come back home again…

Steve Erickson’s life is a mess. Five years ago, Steve moved his family west to build a thriving business. Where his business flourished, his marriage crumbled. But Steve and his beautiful buxom wife Angie, aren’t ready to throw in the towel. On the brink of divorce, the couple agrees on a wild plan. They want to move home where they first fell in love and left behind their old friends.

Eager to rekindle their old flame, Steve and Angie move home, bringing their son, Max, with them. There’s only one problem — their new house isn’t ready.

Steve’s lifelong best friend, multi-millionaire Jim Fields, and his stunning blonde wife, Gretta, open their home to Steve and his family. When Steve arrives, he discovers paradise is exactly what it seems. Now it’s time to heal old wounds and restart old friendships.

But every relationship comes with temptations. For Steve, those temptations start and stop with his best friend’s wife, Gretta, and their three drop-dead gorgeous, college-aged daughters. During a welcome home party, Steve reacquaints himself with bratty blonde Lillie and her sisters Jenna and Becca. Their brazen flirtations make Steve realize he’s treading deep water.

When someone shows up in Steve’s bed in the middle of the night, that deep water threatens to pull him under. Is it his wife Angie who had a few too many cocktails during the welcome home party? Or is the mystery lady Gretta Fields who shares a secret past with Steve? Or is it one of her three daughters, each jockeying for a position to win Steve’s heart? It’s up to Steve to unravel that mystery one lady at a time.

With summer in full swing, the bikinis are on and the pool’s wide open. Can Steve resist temptation? Or will his marriage flame out?

This box set contains all four books in the Back Home Harem series, including Mystery Lady, Dream Dates, Bachelor Auction, and Pageant Princess! Read the entire series from start to finish that follows forty-two-year-old, Steve Erickson, as he comes back home to build his dream life, save his marriage, and build a harem along the way.













Harem Lake: Full Box Set: An Unconventional Harem Romance
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 This fully remastered Harem Lake box set brings together the explosive stories Birthday Bash and Daddy’s Girl—now expanded, intensified, and nearly doubled in length with a brand-new, never-before-released bonus scene! It’s hotter. It’s dirtier. It’s everything you didn’t know you needed.

After the death of his wife, Steve Parker is done mourning—he’s ready to live. And his best friend’s jaw-droppingly beautiful college-aged daughters are more than willing to help him remember how. With their curves, charm, and alluring bodies, the Wyatt sisters are temptation made flesh... and Steve’s lakeside mansion is about to become ground zero for a summer of raw, unfiltered desire.

First up is Brooke Wyatt—a sultry redhead with a wicked mouth and a body that begs to be worshipped. Her surprise 21st birthday bash is more than just a party—it’s an invitation. And when Brooke makes her birthday wish, she doesn’t blow out the candles… she ignites them.

But the heat doesn't stop there. Blonde bombshell twins, Samantha and Josie Wyatt aren’t about to let their sister have all the fun. Gorgeous, hungry, and dripping with desire, the college co-eds want Steve every bit as much—and they’ll do anything to claim their place in his bed... and in his heart.

Harem Lake is an uninhibited tale of second chances, raw passions, and the kind of wild, no-holds-barred fantasy that most men only dream of. At this lake, every rule gets broken—and every desire gets satisfied. 
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