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It wasn’t hyperbole to say that lingerie changed Veronique’s life.



For quite a few years, she didn’t like the stuff. When she was still in high school and preparing for prom, she thought she might surprise her then-boyfriend with some lacy underthings, but the panties she bought were far too tight and uncomfortable, and the chafing and chapping so turned her off from the prospect that for years Veronique didn’t try anything more than her usual cotton or nylon panties. Daring for her became bikini briefs she only wore out on dates.



It wasn’t that she was a prude, or didn’t want to feel sexy. She loved dressing to kill, and took a lot of pride in her slim hourglass figure and girl-next-door face. But whenever she heard her friends talk about how sexy underwear made them feel even more adventurous and alive, it wasn’t something Veronique could easily relate to. So when her friend Molly invited her to be a bridesmaid at her wedding that winter, Veronique figured she’d just wear a nice dress and use pasties underneath to hide away her nipples. No big deal.



Except when Molly and the bridesmaids found out, it became one.



As part of a weekend bonding and dress-shopping experience with the bride, her sister Jamie, and Monica, one of their mutual friends and a fellow bridesmaid, Molly wanted to buy something extra-special for her wedding night, and they wound up at Wisps of You, one of the nation’s fastest growing chains of sexy and stylish women’s wear. Notorious for keeping plentiful stock of sizes other shops couldn’t afford to have on hand, the store found a niche in a world where skinny, big, and everything in between couldn’t define a woman’s self-worth. It really didn’t hurt that they had some of the cutest, sexiest designs, either.



The bride-to-be liked the store because she was relatively flat-chested with an ample belly, bottom and wide hips, leaving her measurements all over the place. Wisps of You was one of the few places that could provide her with matching tops and bottoms. Veronique had never been in one of the two stores in the city, and had actually been dreading the trip because of the inevitable questions about her avoidance of lingerie. And true to her worries, when they found out, Jamie jumped right in. Thankfully, though, her questions were light on the teasing and more curious. It made Veronique a little uncomfortable, especially as how both Jamie and Monica could be runway models and had so much more expertise in sexy little underthings. Jamie was a slender, dark-haired beauty with huge, expressive eyes and a wide grin that showed off blindingly white teeth. Monica was similarly dark-haired and had a killer curvaceous body, even after two children with her husband Gibson.



“Honey, I don’t mean to tell you your business,” Monica said, “but don’t let one bad experience sour you on lingerie.”



As Molly held up the dozenth camisole that day, muttering quietly to herself, Jamie asked Veronique, “Question. Was it too small?”



“That’s the point, isn’t it?” Veronique asked. “To show off as much as possible?”



“Do you think white or red?” Molly asked, still in her own little world. “White’s traditional, but the red would look so good on me.”



“I say do you,” Monica said, and nodded at the other pair of women. “Go on, Jamie. I’ll take care of Molly. You talk with Vee.”



“Right!” Jamie said cheerfully, and took Veronique by the elbow. They made a slow circuit of the lingerie half of the store as Jamie spoke. “So where a lot of people get caught up is with that kind of thinking, that lingerie’s supposed to be small and fit really tightly. And don’t get me wrong, there’s something delicious about seeing a guy’s eyes pop when you’ve got a bra hugging the girls so tight there’s some side boob spillage, but the point isn’t to make them happy. It’s to make you feel sexy. So no, you don’t want it as tight as possible. Little? Flimsy? Sure, if that’s what makes you feel like the sex queen of your universe. But that’s not all there is out there, and honestly some of the sexiest stuff isn’t the most revealing.”



 Veronique gave a few weak-willed attempts at protesting, but truthfully, she saw so many fun frilly things she liked that she eventually gave in, picking out a few daring – for her, anyways – sets of bras and panties and taking them to the fitting rooms. With Molly and Monica chatting in the rooms nearby, Veronique slid on her first lacy pair of panties in just under a decade. The briefs might have been tame by her friends’ standards, but to Veronique, when she slid those bottoms up and found them not only quite a bit cozier than the thong of her youth, but actually sexy on her curvy hips, she was sold on the idea.



That day, she only bought two sets of lingerie. She couldn’t afford much and they still needed to shop for the dresses and shoes to go with, but not-so-secretly, Veronique was pleased. She thanked Jamie profusely as they headed for the clerk, and her newest friend waved her off cheerfully.



“Thank me by sending pictures of the first guy you wow with that outfit.”



“That might be a while,” Veronique admitted. “I was seeing a guy last year, but I asked where we were going and he decided wherever it was, it wasn’t with me.”



“Oh, hon, I’m sorry,” Jamie said, laying one well-manicured hand on Veronique’s shoulder. The clerk, a cute brunette with a nametag reading “MIA” stuck to her well-stretched top, watched them both with interest as she began to ring up Veronique’s items.



“Didn’t mean to drag this down. It’s fine. I just… put my heart out there too much. I wouldn’t change it, but it gets lonely when you realize you’re just a bullseye for every guy’s belt. I want… romance, you know?” Veronique caught Mia staring at them, and blushed as she glanced down. “Sorry, you didn’t need to hear that.”



“It’s all right,” Mia said quietly, and gave her a reassuring smile as she listed off the price of the items. Veronique swiped her card, and as she entered her pin, the clerk added, “Hey, Wisps of You has started running a quarterly contest if you’re interested, and ma’am, it sounds like maybe it might be just the thing for you, if you don’t mind me saying.”



“Huh?” Veronique asked.



Mia turned and pointed to a shell-crusted blackboard. On it was written in flowery lettering, “Chance to Win a 2-Week Party Vacation! Ask for More!”



“All right, I’m intrigued,” Jamie said, grinning. “And this is me asking for more.”



“Well,” Mia said, her smile widening as she turned her attention to the other woman. “Every quarter, the owners of our company host a two-week party on a private island. Thirty customers from here or our men’s stores are picked to take an all-expenses paid trip out there.”



“And by no expenses paid, you mean we’d probably have to pay for airfare, food on the island, drinks, that sort of thing?” Jamie asked, her eyes twinkling even as she issued the challenge.



“No ma’am. All expenses paid. Travel, food, drinks included.” Mia leaned in and winked at Veronique. “It’s exactly the sort of magical place where you might find someone.”



“And what exactly do we have to do to sign up?” Jamie asked.



“All you’d need is one of our customer cards. Then you create a two-minute video right here in the store as to why you should be picked.” She gestured at a curtain towards the dressing rooms where Molly and Monica were just emerging with piles of clothes and lingerie.



“And that’s it?” Jamie asked suspiciously.



“That’s it!” Mia chirped. “The card is just a formality. It’s basically so we entice you back to the store.”



“I have one anyways,” Jamie mused. She glanced at Veronique. “They put you on an email list, but you can unsubscribe pretty easily.” Mia nodded at that. “Want to give it a shot?”



“Oh, um… maybe next time?” Veronique asked.



“Party pooper,” Jamie said. “Well, I for one am game.”



“Great!” Mia said. “There’s a tiny booth back there. It’s like one of those old instant picture booths. You’ll see how easy it is when you step inside.”



“Any tips?” Jamie asked, glancing down at her chest and undoing one of the buttons on her blouse to reveal just a hint of her cleavage.



“Mm, not really. One employee gets chosen every quarter too, but I haven’t been lucky enough to win. A friend from the Brooklyn branch won, though, and she said the vacation was the best time of her life. But I don’t know if she did anything special. Just… be yourself, I suppose?”



By now, Molly and Monica overheard most of this, and excitedly joined Jamie. Each of them took a couple minutes inside the booth, and Mia and Veronique shared the uncomfortable smiles of people who didn’t really know each other caught in a moment of awkward togetherness.



“Would you at least like to sign up for the card, hon?” Mia asked. “You’d get fifteen percent off your next purchase, and the email list really isn’t too spammy.”



“Oh,” Veronique said, then shrugged. “Okay, sure. You’re a good salesperson, you know that?”



Mia’s smile blossomed. Combined with her out-of-this-world curves and her beautiful length of brunette hair, and she could have easily been a supermodel – or a porn star. “Just for that, you are so very much getting a high five.”



* * *



Two days before the wedding, Veronique got the call from her boss, and when she heard the news, she collapsed on her couch, rubbing her chin.



“You can’t be serious,” she breathed. “Jesus, Dana.”



“It’s just a, um, temporary setback, that’s all.”



“Temporary setback?” Veronique screeched. “You call mailing death threats to your ex-husband a temporary setback?”



“Allegedly, Vee. Don’t be so melodramatic. My lawyer’s sure he can get me out of this. But, um, I need to talk to you about, um, maybe helping me come up with some bail money.”



“Oh no.”



“Just a few thousand-”



“I quit, Dana. Good luck.”



“But-”



Veronique hung up and tossed her phone on the coffee table. She stared at it for a long, long time, until finally the numbness gave way to a chuckle, then a full-bellied laugh until finally she started crying from the force of it. She’d known her boss at the appraiser’s office wasn’t exactly a fan of her ex-husband, but mailing him anonymous letters demanding he leave town or wake up to an inferno was an extreme Veronique didn’t think Dana would stoop to.



Then again… it
 was
 Dana.



Veronique didn’t know what she was supposed to do for work. The appraiser’s office was a recent hire, so she’d be hard pressed to find someone willing to take her on with so little experience in a similar position. If she couldn’t find office work, her brother Zeke worked for a pet product factory. Maybe he could get her in there working the line like him and making peanut butter chewies for Killer and Spot.



She sank her head into her hands and laughed even harder.



At least Molly’s wedding itself went smooth. Veronique even found a date, a relative of a friend. There were no major disasters before or during the proceedings, and Molly looked radiant in her wine-colored dress. After a few post-wedding group pictures, the bridesmaids rode together to the reception, which was to be held in a hotel’s conference room. Most the guests from out of town would be staying there and it made for a great central location. Veronique was supposed to meet up with her date there, since Pavo didn’t want to sit alone through a ceremony between two people he didn’t know. But when she texted him on the way there, she received no response.



Nor did she get any from the next three messages she sent throughout the night. Pavo, as it turned out, got a better offer from a horny, bored waitress at the bar where he’d been waiting for Veronique to finish up with the ceremony. She didn’t even find that out from him, but his sister the next day, who apologized on his behalf.



It never rained but it poured.



* * *



One of Veronique’s interviews later that week happened to take place just two blocks from the same Wisps of You where she’d shopped with Molly, Monica, and Jamie. The administrative assistant position also apparently came with an added benefit of leering and barely hidden innuendo. She lasted five minutes in the interview before storming out.



Caught halfway between fury and an impotent shame over feeling like her life was coming apart at the seams, Veronique decided maybe she’d take a chance on that stupid vacation giveaway after all. She had no idea what she’d say, or do, or any of it. When she entered the store, the same clerk – Mia, she remembered – was behind the counter.



“Oh hello again!” she said brightly. “Glad to see you back.”



For whatever reason, the kindness drained Veronique of all the anger and frustration in her heart, and she simply stared, unable to process the other woman’s words. Finally, she smiled. It was tentative and worn out, but it was there. “Thank you.”



“Ma’am, I don’t mean to pry, but are you all right?”



“Yes, yes, thank you.” Veronique ran a hand through her neck-length blonde curls. “Um. I was hoping maybe I could enter into that contest after all?”



“Oh, of course!” Mia said. “The booth’s open at the moment. Go for it.”



Surprising both Mia and herself, Veronique crossed the room to give Mia a brief hug. “Thank you. I just… it’s been a week.”



“I’m sorry to hear that,” the clerk said sympathetically.



Veronique nodded, and not sure what else to say, headed for the booth. Inside was a pretty simple layout. A chair faced a small monitor with a row of big, bright buttons labeled very simply – START, STOP, RE-RECORD, FINISH. Veronique cleared her throat, reached one trembling finger out to press start, and found no words as a bright green button in one corner of the monitor lit up, followed by the monitor coming alive with a mirror image of her. She couldn’t face that sight, the well-put together woman who looked nothing like the angst-filled nervous wreck she was inside.



For a long time, she said nothing and thought about hauling ass out of there. But finally Veronique did speak. “I… don’t know if I deserve this trip or not. But I’ve hit a long run of bad luck, and I’m just… worn thin. I don’t need a vacation. I need a chance, and I don’t even know what that means. I need to smile. I need to not feel like I’m waiting for the other shoe to drop. Um… thanks.”



She reached out, hit the stop button, and after a long moment, pressed the finish button.



Mia tried to talk to her when she left, but Veronique didn’t want the kind stranger to see her crying.



* * *



In the end, Veronique wound up taking two part-time jobs until she could find something better. Both were in retail, one at a trendy gift store downtown, the other at a massive electronics chain rumored to be a hair away from bankruptcy. The pay wasn’t great, but not far off what she’d been earning before. The lack of benefits was what worried Veronique in the long-term. Office jobs around the city were snapped up by young entry-level professionals, and while she wasn’t that much older than they were, she might as well have been ancient in the eyes of human resources reps.



The routine was tiring, but she was in great shape and had no real complaints. Within a few weeks, she netted a small promotion – more of a step sideways really – at the electronics store and wound up working in customer service. That was an ideal position for her, and brought a little bit of sunshine back into her life, even as crass and horrible as the customers could be from time to time. Some of them thought blonde and gorgeous meant vapid and gullible, and more than a few times she had to shut them down while they tried to foist returns on her that were clearly their fault or different products than what they claimed.



It was at that job when she got a call from a surprising number. The ID read Wisps of You. At first she thought it was a prank or something advertising-related, and let it go to voicemail. But when she got a break and checked it, she was shocked to learn she won one of the spots for the all-expenses paid vacation.



“Holy shit,” Veronique murmured. Outside some third and fourth place finishes in some high school organizations, she’d never won anything of note. Her heart warmed right up until she realized that this wouldn’t have even been possible if Jamie hadn’t helped her pick out the lingerie. She dialed the number back and navigated through an answering system until she reached Vivian, the public relations representative who had left her the message.



“Hello, this is Vivian,” the woman said pleasantly.



“Hi, um, hey, this is Veronique. Um, Veronique Tidwell.”



“Oh, hello, Ms. Tidwell! Glad to hear back from you, and congratulations on your win. I promise you, it’s going to be an amazing time.”



“About that, before we get too far into this, I…” Veronique forced the clamminess out of her voice and hoped the cheer felt genuine. “I wouldn’t have even signed up at all if it wasn’t for a friend. She’s the one really responsible for helping me feel comfortable in your store, and I think… I was hoping maybe I could give the vacation to her instead?”



Silence, then cautiously, “Ms. Tidwell, you’ll understand if I need to verify this is you, right? Just in case.”



“Oh, of course.” They ran through a quick verification process, which ended with Veronique checking her email for a confirmation.



“Well, I admit, this is unusual. Usually the requests for transfers come from people who can’t make the dates.”



Veronique chuckled. “Oh, trust me, it sounds amazing. But I was very nervous about trying on lingerie after a bad experience as a teenager, and… you probably don’t need to hear all this. Jamie was a treasure in a time when I badly needed something good in my life. She deserves this, so much.”



Once Vivian entered in Jamie’s information, there was a brief pause. “Okay, I’ve got her. It appears she even sent in a video of her own.”



“Yes, she did.”



“That might make… Ms. Tidwell, can I ask to put you on hold for a few minutes?”



“Oh, um, I do have to get back to work in about ten, so if it’s going to be longer than that…”



“If it is, I’ll send you an email. How does that work?”



“Sure?” Veronique asked, uncertain what this was about. But Vivian was already off the line, and a pleasant pop song from a few years prior played instead. She waited patiently, taking the time to get up and walk around the block. She didn’t even make it halfway before Vivian was back on the line.



“Ms. Tidwell, I have fantastic news. I spoke to the individual who makes the final arrangements, and she assures me, one additional person on the trip isn’t going to make or break this.”



“I’m sorry?” Veronique asked, her heart soaring.



“If you’re still interested,” Vivian said, the mirth in her voice tangible through the phone, “we’d still love to have both your friend and you on Rahu Island.”



* * *



“Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God,” Jamie gasped as she ran to embrace Veronique. “I’ll never be able to say this enough. Thank you. And I’m going to kiss you, whether you like it or not.”



Amused, Veronique cocked an eyebrow. “Wha-?” But then Jamie clapped her hands to her cheeks, and dragged her face-first into an enormous wet kiss right on the lips.



“Mwah!” Jamie said for effect, her eyes crinkling as Veronique blushed. “Oh my goodness, Vee, was that your first chica kiss?”



“I mean… my family… I… uh…”



“It was!” Jamie said, grinning. “Oh, you’re getting a bazillion more before this trip is through.”



They were both dressed for comfort and travel. Their flight from the city on a commercial airliner took off early in the morning. They’d fly to the coast, where they’d catch a small, private ferry out to Rahu Island. The name was drawn from the Estonian background of one of the previous owners. It meant “peace,” which the new owners – the Stewart family – liked so much they kept.



That much Veronique could find about the Stewart family, but not much else was out there on them. The problem was that last name – it was so generic, and she’d never gleaned a first name from Vivian on their host for the two weeks. Oh well. The Internet buzzed with plenty of pictures of previous party-goers from the last few years. It seemed like a good time – sandy beaches, bonfires, luaus, hammocks. Some gorgeous architecture too, which had Veronique intrigued. She’d like to travel the world someday and just look at buildings. Well, that, and try out different foods, learn about different cultures, see what entertained the world over… okay, so there were a million things she’d love to do and see. This seemed like an amazing first step.



The plane ride was unremarkable. The accommodations were for economy, but the flight was so early and therefore so empty that they both had plenty of room to stretch out. Jamie, more of a traveler than Veronique, kept them entertained with movies on her laptop, but both of them were too excited to pay much attention. When they landed, they grabbed a taxi – the only part they did have to pay for themselves, though they’d be compensated later with proof of the receipt.



Neither of them had ever been to Hudwell before. It looked to be on the up-and-up, with loads of construction going on around a campus and a few nearby residential areas. The driver, a friendly Latino man clearly in awe of the two beauties in back, told them the college was now privately owned and had just reopened. With that came a lot of renewed interest in the businesses downtown. He and his wife had just moved from Miami and were loving the smaller atmosphere and friendly people. At the docks, they gave the driver a hefty tip, and he sped away an even happier man.



Vivian’s instruction packets had been very clear on how to reach the dock from where they were dropped off, and they had a lengthy walk ahead of them along the beach. Time was running out. According to the paperwork, the ship would not wait, and if they missed it, they’d have to wait until a staff change to ride out to the island. That might not be for days yet, and they’d have to pay for their own hotel in that unfortunate event.



Several other people were heading towards the ferry too, including a very familiar curvy young woman walking with a drop-dead gorgeous redhead. The clerk from Wisps of You glanced back over her shoulder twice before she recognized the two women trailing her.



“Oh my gosh, it’s you!” Mia gushed as she ran back.



“Mia!” Veronique exclaimed. It took Jamie a moment to place her, but soon her face lit up too. “You got picked. That’s amazing!”



“It’s thanks to you, hon. When you won and helped get Jamie here, the PR people were so impressed they picked me too. It’s the first time they’ve sent three people from one store.”



They embraced as the redhead trailed back too, an unreadable smile on her face. Mia gestured at her. “Veronique, Jamie, this is Willow. She was my hotel bar and taxi-buddy.”



If Veronique was the girl-next-door, Jamie the sinewy model-like beauty, and Mia the porn star-type, Willow was all of those things and more. The other three were gorgeous, but Willow redefined that word. She was as curvy as Mia, as toned as Jamie, and her face bore the same agelessness of Veronique, but added in a pair of stunningly beautiful green-brown eyes. The whole package was wrapped up in a pair of Capris that hugged her taut butt and a breezy tank and open blouse that called attention to her proud, plentiful breasts.



Twice that day, Veronique found herself blushing from another woman, but Willow could have brought out a blush from a boulder. “Hi,” she said, and reached out to shake.



After they shook, they headed again for the ship. Mia and Jamie kept up a rapid stream of talk about their flights, while Willow fell back towards Veronique. They smiled at each other, and Veronique asked, “So, where are you from?”



They passed a sweating elderly lady in an enormous sunhat pulling a floral suitcase behind her. “Denver. How about you?”



Veronique told her, and glanced around. “It’s my first time on the coast. Really hoping I don’t get seasick.”



“It’s not so bad on these ferries. It’s way more stable than one of the littler boats.”



“You’ve rode on them before?”



“Oh sure,” Willow said, smiling encouragingly. “Seattle, New York, California. And if you do feel queasy, I hear looking at the horizon helps.”



“Good to know, thanks.”



From behind them, the elderly woman said distinctly, “Oh damn.” Veronique and Willow stopped and turned. The woman leaned heavily on her suitcase’s handle, grimacing.



They trotted back. “Are you okay?” Veronique asked.



“Oh, I’m fine. Just a little twinge in my knee. It was a long flight and I should have stretched. I’ll be okay in a second. Just need a moment to rest.”



Veronique glanced down the sidewalk. Mia and Jamie were coming back now too. There wasn’t a whole lot of time left. To Willow, Veronique said, “Could you run ahead? I know they said they wouldn’t wait, but surely they would for a situation like this. I’ll stay with her and keep her company.”



Willow studied her for a long moment before nodding. “Yes. Of course.”



To Mia and Jamie, Veronique said, “Go with her.”



“You sure?” Mia asked.



“Absolutely,” Veronique said. “Have a Bloody Mary ready for this party animal here.”



The older woman laughed at that, and gratefully took Veronique’s arm. Mia and Jamie glanced at each other, and Jamie looked as though she might say something, but a distant ship’s whistle drew her attention. “I’ll get them to stay put,” she vowed, and Veronique smiled tightly at her.



“You really should go too,” the woman protested as Veronique guided her towards a nearby bench. Her limp was much worse than she’d let on, and it was clear she was having trouble standing, let alone walking.



“Nonsense. We’ll rest a minute, and then we’ll see how you’re feeling, okay?”



“Really, they said the ship will depart with or without us.”



Veronique smiled gently. “I know what it said. This is such a pretty little town anyways, who wouldn’t want to spend a few days here window shopping and taking in the ocean?”



“You make me almost want to believe you.” The woman settled down on the bench with a grateful sigh. She held out her hand. “Liza Thomas.”



“Veronique.”



Liza worked her leg this way and that. Her grimacing lessened, and soon she wanted to try standing on her own again. It was slow going, but they headed towards the ship anyhow. Liza glanced at her watch and groaned. “Oh, honey, I’m sorry. I really am.”



“For what?”



“Time just ran out.”



Veronique smiled and pointed down the side3walk. “Something tells me they managed to convince the ship to stay.”



Two men in blue jackets, slacks, and crisp white shirts jogged down the sidewalk, one of them pushing a wheelchair. Behind them was Jamie. “It wasn’t that far,” she called before the men reached them.



“Oh, gosh, I didn’t need a wheelchair,” Liza protested, but when the men drew near, she lowered herself into it gratefully.



The two men managed to talk Liza into a brief checkup at the local hospital, promising her that a shift change would occur in just a few days and she wouldn’t miss much island time at all if they cleared her knee. She thanked Veronique profusely, who told her again it was her pleasure. Veronique and Jamie headed for the ship once again.



“Thanks for getting them to wait,” Veronique told her friend.



“Oh, all Willow. I’m guessing they saw her and decided if she wanted to fly to the moon, they’d steal a rocket ship.”



“Right? That woman is jaw-dropping.”



“Insanely hot.” Jamie glanced aside at her, grinning. “You ready to get funky?”



“You have no idea.”



The ferry was named the Candle Beam, and was much smaller than the big mass transit ferries Veronique had seen in pictures and television. This one was more like an enormous double decker bus, with room around the big cabins – she thought they were called cabins, anyways – for people to walk around. Two men waited at a gate at the pier, and smiled when they approached.



“I was worried you might take off,” Veronique said, blushing hard.



“Oh, we love to be on time, but there are always exceptions and that’s a pretty good one,” one of the men said. He took her ID, glanced at it, and handed it back. “Your luggage will be brought on board and stored below deck. We’ll be taking off soon. Feel free to wander the deck or the passenger areas. It’ll be about a three-hour cruise. Enjoy the island!”



“I’m sure we will,” Veronique said, her heart starting to speed up. She had thought of a thousand reasons this trip wouldn’t happen – her health, not being able to get the time off, an accident, something – but now that it was here and real, she couldn’t fathom it.



Mia waited for them with a tall bright blue drink in hand. “This is her!” she called triumphantly to a handful of other passengers. They gamely cheered, and Veronique gave them an aw-shucks grin.



“Stop, stop,” she said, laughing. Jamie slipped around her to head for the bar.



Mia pushed the drink into her hands. “On me, for the kindest woman on this ship.”



“Aren’t they free?”



“Well, yes, but you wouldn’t pay a cent this whole trip even if they weren’t.” Mia cocked her head and grinned. “You really are extraordinary, you know that?”



Not sure how to answer that, Veronique sipped the drink. Despite the color it tasted mostly like pineapple and coconut, and it was delicious. “Oh my God, what is this?”



“Blue Hawaiian!”



“I think I just found a new favorite drink. Have you seen Willow? I want to thank her for getting those guys back to help Liza.” Veronique explained what had happened, and got a sympathetic cluck of Mia’s tongue. “I think she’ll be okay. She already seemed to be limbering up.”



“Good, good. No, I haven’t seen Willow. Disappeared right after she talked to the captain.”



“Oh, that’s too bad. Well, she’s gotta be – oh, there she is.”



Willow strolled by a pair of middle-aged crewmembers openly staring at her. One of them leaned in to whisper something to the other one, and they both stood straighter.



“Hey, we were just wondering where you went off to,” Veronique said.



“Oh, the bathroom,” Willow said, shrugging.



“Thanks for getting them to hold the ship for us. Hope you didn’t have to flash the captain or anything.”



Willow grinned. “That’d be fun, but no. Captain Salcido heard it was a sweet old woman and practically ran out there himself. Was she all right?”



Veronique repeated the same story back to Willow as they headed in to join Jamie at the bar. The drinks, as promised, were free, and the bartender, a handsome young man who could have easily been on the cover of magazines with his trim, cut figure, cool blue eyes and neck-length brown hair, was pleased to hear Veronique’s drink had been received so well.



As they sipped their first cocktails and sank into a getting-to-know-you conversation, the ship began the slow, lumbering process of departing. Willow watched Veronique to see if she’d get sick, but it wasn’t nearly as bad as Veronique feared and she did quite well. The captain came on over the intercom, wished everyone well, gave the estimated time of arrival, and told them to live it up.



And for those two weeks, Veronique intended to.



* * *



At a distance, Rahu Island’s pier almost looked like a small town, because much of it was designed that way. A dozen or so small buildings greeted the guests and incoming staff along a narrow cobblestone road after the docks. Each was labeled simply with hand-painted signs hung on ornamental banner brackets – one showed a red cross, obviously a medical station, another a muffin. Others still, like a wine bottle, a tee-shirt and pair of pants, or one that just read GENERAL. The buildings themselves were unobtrusive and blended well with the golden sandy beaches nestled not far away. The whole place looked as though it should have been lined with tiki torches, but instead was decorated with tasteful, unobtrusive modern lighting set on short poles.



Veronique, Mia, and Jamie were right in the middle of the pack to get off the ship, and stared around wonderingly. Willow had, unsurprisingly, disappeared again, but promised Veronique they’d meet up later maybe for dinner or a walk later. At every door was a friendly, smiling face, most of whom were dressed either in slacks or long shorts with polos or tanks with an insignia of an island dotted in palm trees on the breast or sleeves. Much like the guests, all of them were of varying ages, and all of them seemed genuine in their enthusiastic greetings.



In the distance on the beach was a semi-circle of benches and a small stage. They were led there to go through a general welcome process while their luggage was being offloaded and brought to their cabins. Along with Jamie and Mia, Veronique had changed on board the ship into something more festive and fun than her dowdy travel clothes, and now was grateful. The sun’s warmth felt absolutely amazing on her bared legs and arms, and she almost wished she’d gone for the bikini looks both her friends were sporting. Mia’s breasts could hardly be contained by her white bikini top, and the vapor thin kimono sarong did nothing to hide her other assets either, drawing more than a few stares. Jamie drew quite a few herself in her harem style pants and striped bikini top. Veronique was almost overdressed in comparison in her khaki shorts and comfy cropped tee.



An older gentleman maybe in his sixties with a snow-white beard and only slightly grayer hair climbed up onto the stage with a middle-aged Latino beauty and a much younger, thickset man with a close-cropped beard and long hair tied back into a ponytail. The older gentleman was greeted with applause as he neared the edge of the stage. Most the crowd was good and buzzed by that point, including the three friends, and they cheered just as raucously as anyone else.



The man’s grin knocked ten years off his age. “Welcome to Rahu!” he called out, earning another cheer. The young man behind him couldn’t help a laugh, and the woman joined in. “We’ve got just a few things to go over before we let you loose. First, the island’s number one rule – don’t be a terrible person.” There was more laughter at that, and the man rode it out with a fatherly smile. “Theft or aggression of any kind will earn you a farewell trip back to the mainland, where you’ll be responsible for your own transportation back home. There is also a zero-tolerance policy of unwanted sexual advances. This might be the longest party of your life, but no means a very firm no on this island.” There were nods from a lot of the women in the crowd. “If you run into any trouble, find any of the staff and they’ll notify me immediately. I’m Wardell Rodrick, your master of ceremonies of sorts for the next two weeks, and your comfort and safety is my primary concern. There will always be a pair of attendants at the lodging and they can reach me anytime. We do have one other rule here. Most the island is yours to explore, but central to Rahu is a villa surrounded by a stone fence. This is the private residence of the owners, and we do ask you steer clear of it.” He clapped his hands. “All right! My darling wife Carolina will guide you through the schedule,”



The woman stepped forward, accepting a warm kiss on her cheek from Wardell. “We keep things pretty loose here on the island. You’re not required to do anything. If you’d like, set up camp on the beach, have an army of cocktails, and read a pile of good books for the next two weeks.” Someone in the audience whooped at that, and she grinned. “Otherwise, feel free to join the staff and your fellow guests each morning and evening for breakfast and dinner. If you’re up for some fun, join us at nine in the morning, one in the afternoon, and seven each evening for a variety of activities ranging from snorkeling to beachside music.”



This went on for another few minutes. All the activities sounded wonderful to Veronique, and she listened raptly. The last real vacation she’d taken had been in college, an excursion to a roommate’s hometown where they mostly drove around, smoked a little pot, and played board games during a heavy rainy spell. This was so far beyond her means that it took her breath away, and she planned to live up every moment she could, starting with the afternoon’s beginner surf lessons.



The young bearded man stepped up after Carolina, and detailed what they could find in the small town they’d just come through. Most everything from simple sunblock to condoms to recharging stations could be obtained any time during the day, with most the important services like health care available anytime on call. It seemed the man – Rafael – was in charge of the little pier community. But before he finished his speech, Rafael cleared his throat and grinned.



“We always invite one of our standout employees to every one of these excursions. These people exemplify what the Siblini Corporation is all about – hard work, friendliness, and above all else, compassion. Mia, would you please stand up?”



Blushing furiously, Mia did, and Veronique was the first to start applauding. The other woman beamed at her, and then the crowd who joined in on the applause.



Rafael affixed his smile on her. “We thought about putting you to work for the weekend selling clothing to these fine folks, but I think instead we’re going to give you the next two weeks off, how’s that sound?”



Mia pretended to think about that, and finally said, “Well, I’d have to talk to my boss…”



The big man and most the crowd chuckled. “I think you’ll be all right. Once again, Mia, everyone. Thanks for all your hard work.”



With that, the welcome session was over, and Wardell and Carolina led the exuberant group down a meandering footpath between groves of palm trees and understory bushes and vegetation. A cornucopia of colorful birds sang out from the trees and a turtle in no hurry whatsoever stepped across their path, drawing out a full dozen phones and cameras from the onlookers so they could click away.



“Definitely going to want to keep those handy,” Carolina called to them. “This is a great time of the year to see all sorts of life around the island.”



Veronique stared all around her in awe. “I don’t ever want to leave here,” she murmured to herself, not expecting Jamie to be so close by.



“Really? I love this place, don’t get me wrong. But I think I’d miss the city after a while.”



They started up the path again, trailing behind most the group. The pace was easygoing and relaxed, and Veronique felt the thrum of life there easing a tension all throughout her. “I don’t know if I would. I’d miss my family-”



“And me, obviously.”



“Obviously,” Veronique said, grinning. “But this place, it kind of sings to me. Is that dumb?”



“No,” Jamie murmured, and reached out to squeeze her friend’s arm. “I know we don’t really know each other all that well yet but this is the first time I’ve seen you really relaxed. It’s nice. Like I finally get to know the real you.”



“Mm. A few cocktails in me doesn’t hurt either.”



“Same here.” Jamie stretched luxuriously. “Isaac gave me a hall pass for this vacation, and I gave him one for a tasty librarian he’s been eyeballing.” She leaned in and winked. “It’s a fantasy of his and I was going to talk to her about it anyways, but this wound up working out for both of us. Anyways, I want these two weeks to be memorable. I’m not going to say no to anything I want.”



“That sounds delightfully dangerous.”



“Mm hm!” Jamie agreed wholeheartedly. She grabbed Veronique’s arm and pointed. “Oooh. Look! Is that really where we’re staying?”



It was. Through a break in the trees were several long, squat buildings raised up on wooden platforms. They weren’t quite on the beach, but so close they could have thrown a rock and hit the sands. Each building looked to have roughly ten rooms each, five on each side. They knew from the paperwork it was two to every room and had agreed to be roommates for the duration of their vacation, neither of them wanting to get stuck with anyone strange. Carolina said a few words they didn’t hear, and she and Wardell handed out keys on lanyards. The pair of friends held back until everyone else had gone first, and took one of the keys as Carolina bid them a friendly welcome and Wardell beamed at them.



Their room was tiny, with barely enough space for two single beds draped in light blankets and airy sheets, topped by a pair of comfortable pillows. A doorless shower in the bathroom was Jamie’s first priority, so after bringing in their baggage from a collection central to the buildings, Veronique decided to take a walk around the island and get used to her new home for the next two weeks.



Most the guests were already racing towards the choppy waves, Mia included. More than a few eyes were on her bouncing curves as she splashed through the tide, laughing at something a pixie-ish woman in a bikini beside her was saying. She waved at Veronique, and Veronique waved back.



Wardell wandered over and smiled at her. “Is everything all right, Miss?”



“Oh, absolutely. It’s stunning here. I was just telling my friend Jamie I haven’t felt this content in… well, forever and we barely just got here. This is truly a wonderful thing you folks do.”



His smile widened and he sighed happily. “Yes. The owners are incredibly generous.”



“Do we get to meet them? I’d like to thank them for this opportunity.”



“Oh, I’m sure they’ll make the rounds.”



They watched the swath of guests playing in the water or staking claim to some of the treated wood beach furniture. Veronique stretched, and asked, “Any harm in me taking a walk around the island?”



“No, not at all. Our home is your home.”



Her eyes crinkled. “So long as we stay out of Dracula’s castle, right?”



Wardell chuckled. “Exactly. Enjoy yourself.”



As Veronique wandered off down the beach, loving the feel of the warm sand slipping across her toes, Carolina joined her husband and wrapped an arm around him. He leaned down and kissed her, and despite the fact that they’d been married for over eighteen years, it still held the embers of the passion they felt for each other.



“That’s the one?” Carolina asked as Wardell pulled her close to his chest.



“Mm. Ms. Stewart seemed to think so.”



“I hope she’s right.”



“Me too.”



* * *



Though the gentle sea breeze and beautiful scenery did wonders for Veronique’s soul, a tiny niggling doubt wormed its way again into her mind. When she first got the news about the trip, it had bothered her then too – her audition for this vacation had been almost all emotion. What if she’d been invited here simply out of pity? Were her hosts for the two weeks just worried she’d do something to herself? She wouldn’t. Veronique might have been down on her luck in love and employment, but it wasn’t the end of the world. Her parents and family weren’t rich, but they’d help her out with someplace to stay if worse came to worst. The doubt bothered her anyways, even as she tried to shake it off.



There wasn’t exactly a measuring stick in her life as to how big private islands tended to be, but Veronique was surprised at how long it actually took her to loop back around from the beach housing to the village. She passed a number of foot paths and small buildings, presumably where the staff stayed, and a few other people walked the beach from her group, but she spent the time mostly alone, taking in the murmur of the waves and the cries of the endless birds. A few chickens even crossed her path, cocking their heads this way and that at her like she might have something tasty in her pocket. She made a mental note to see if they were okay to feed.



Through one light clearing in the trees, so far away she thought maybe she was imagining it at first, Veronique spotted a few taller buildings than anything else on the island. That must be the villa. At the next footpath, she decided to see if it led anywhere near the houses they’d been warned to stay out of. There was no intent on breaking the rules in her heart. She was simply curious.



The path slowly curved back towards the villa, as she’d expected. There were at least five or six buildings, none remarkably huge, but definitely bigger than the other places she’d seen on the island. Two were, for all intents and purposes apart from their angle, identical, with grand tall windows covering much of their sides, broken up only by terraces and patios. She couldn’t see much more than that. A stone wall topped with sleek black lighting fixtures surrounded the whole villa, save for a pair of side gates and a massive iron-wrought gate at the front leading to a small road that doubtless ambled back to the villa. A guard walked by the gate, tall and broad-shouldered and strikingly handsome, especially with his angular face framed by salt and pepper hair.



“Gonna need to move along, Miss,” he said amiably.



“Oh, sorry, I’m just fascinated by the architecture here on the island. I expected, you know, kind of that tiki hut look?”



The man surprised her by stepping closer to the bars of the gate and giving her a tight smile that did wonders to make his cool eyes soften. “The owners are very fond of bucking the norm when it comes to Rahu.”



“I’ve noticed. It’s a wonderful place. Well… I won’t keep you. Sorry if I overstepped.”



“Not at all, Miss. Have a pleasant afternoon.”



 A trio of men were coming up the road. She’d noticed them on board, the only ones who weren’t in some kind of vacation beachwear or the outfits of the crew. Instead, they were dressed in slacks and button-downs, mildly more casual and breezier than something one might find on Wall Street, but Veronique was guessing those outfits were probably worth half of one of her paychecks. They smiled and nodded at her, and one in pale yellow slacks glanced back after when she’d walked by, obviously checking out her ass in her shorts, but Veronique ignored them since they didn’t try anything. Maybe one of them was the owner. Hm.



The villa was a few miles from the small pier town, and by the time she reached it, she was both famished and in need of a drink of water. The alcohol had long since burned out of her system and now she was jonesing not for a margarita but ice, plain and simple ice. The strumming of a ukulele greeted her from the building marked with the bottle of wine, and she headed in that direction until she spotted Willow coming out of the general store. She waved at her boat friend, and Willow waved back as she slid a pair of blue-lensed sunglasses onto her delicate nose.



“What do you think?” Willow asked Veronique.



“Very much you. I like the turtles on the frames.”



“Me too. Can’t believe I forgot sunglasses. That’s me, always with my head in the clouds. Where you headed?”



“To get a drink of water. Been taking a walk around the island. It’s beautiful, but it’s a lot bigger than I expected. Worked up a little sweat. Where’d you disappear off to?”



Willow took her arm as though this were the most natural thing in the world and guided her towards the bar. “Truthfully?” When Veronique nodded, she leaned in and murmured, “Before we boarded, I had some bad boardwalk pupusas. Kinda caught up to me by the end of the trip.”



“Oh my gosh, I’m so sorry to hear that. Hope you’re okay now.”



“Yes, thank you.” A pair of their fellow vacationers tumbled out the door, bodies locked together in frantic need as they ignored the world around them. Willow watched them stumble their way up the street towards the woods. “Someone’s getting themselves a little early vacation nookie.”



Veronique laughed and held the door for her newfound friend. “Go with God, say I, and mind the chickens. Which are all over the place here, by the way.”



The bar was small and only half-full. There was another adjoining a pool Veronique hadn’t seen closer to the residences and most the vacationers were there, enjoying beer and cocktails as they whooped it up. But this bar was friendly and cozy, with three walls of opened windows, and when it was necessary, air conditioning powered by wind and solar power with generator backups. A cute blonde twenty-something with plentiful curves worked one end of the bar, and a thirty-something guy with an actual honest-to-God eyepatch worked the other. He must have been devastatingly handsome before the patch, and with it, he gained a sort of rugged, fierce attractiveness. It didn’t help his six-pack abs were on full display as his polo had disappeared.



They took up a pair of stools at a table near one of the open windows, and Willow insisted on grabbing their drinks for them. After a few murmured words to the bartender, she brought back glasses of water and a beer for herself.



“Are you okay to be drinking with your, um… problems earlier?” Veronique asked.



“What? Oh, yeah, I’m good now. Stomach’s usually cast-iron. My last boyfriend thought I was joking when I said I could out hot-sauce him, easily. He was crying over his second hot wing when I was finishing up my fifth.”



Veronique laughed. “I’d be the crying one. I love trying new things, but when it comes to heat, I’m a complete wuss.”



“Don’t let me cook you my morning potatoes, then,” Willow said. She held up her bottle to clink with Veronique’s glass of water. “Cheers.”



“Mm.”



They spent a good hour talking. Willow was wildly fascinating. She mentioned she was a marketing rep, which made perfect sense given her charm. Her hobbies, she said, involved getting in as much slope time in the winter as possible, both skiing and snowboarding, and in the summer, dreaming about white powder and crisp mountain air.



“What about you?” Willow asked, rolling her empty beer bottle between her hands. The cute guy bartender had come over to offer her a fresh drink, but she declined. Veronique was sipping on another glass of water.



“Mm, I’m really not that interesting.”



“Oh come on, sure you are.”



“Mundane as they get, unfortunately,” Veronique said, crunching on a piece of ice.



“Mundane doesn’t mean boring.”



“Well… I’ll tell you this. When I entered the contest, I only just realized I didn’t mind lingerie.”



“Whaaa?” Willow asked, grinning. “See, I said you were interesting. Talk!”



Veronique ran over her aversion to lingerie and what eventually brought her to the island. It took up most of the free time before the surfing lesson was due to start, so they brought their glasses and bottle up to the bartenders and headed for the beach again as she talked.



“So yeah, I feel kind of bad about the whole thing. I haven’t even been a customer of Wisps of You for, what, a month, and I go and win one of their big contests for their regulars.”



“Oh come on, it sounds like you deserved it,” Willow said.



“Honestly? I was feeling like maybe they picked me out of pity. I’ll work my way to my feet again, I know it, but right around that wedding, I was in a bad place and I kind of let it all out on that video. This place, it’s… well, it’s going to sound silly. Here feels right to me, but me being on Rahu means I’m taking up someone else’s spot.”



Willow didn’t try to comfort her. Instead, she contemplated Veronique for so long that it began to make her uncomfortable. Finally, Willow asked, “You’re really this decent, aren’t you?”



“Um. I don’t…”



“It’s okay. Veronique, I’m going to tell you something. I think you’re maybe the person who belongs here the most.”



“Aw, come on-”



“No,” Willow said softly, and stopped Veronique with a hand on her shoulder. “No more cutting yourself down. Not when you’re with me. You’re a good person. And this world, it’s not often kind to good people. I wasn’t either, until my brother and a… friend taught me different. My unsolicited advice? Let go. Just… breathe. It’s okay. You are okay.”



Surprised at the wellspring of warmth that shot through her, Veronique stepped forward and hugged the other woman. They stayed like that for a few seconds, and then finally Veronique pulled away, brushing at her eyes. “Hey, do you want to go learn to surf with me?”



“I am already kind of an expert. And I should probably get myself situated. Go. Have fun. We’ll meet up tonight at the bonfire cookout if you’re going.”



“Wouldn’t miss it. Everything on the schedule looked amazing.”



For some reason, that made Willow smile maybe her widest yet. “Glad to hear that. Meaning, you know, it’s cool to know we’re going to have a fun couple of weeks.”



* * *



Veronique was riotously bad at surfing. She had no balance and barely ever managed to roll onto her board, let alone actually stand up on it. But it was a blast to try, and she had just as much fun laughing at herself and whooping on the others, all of whom were far more successful than she was.



By the time the lesson was over, she was ready for another walk, this time with Mia. They headed back towards the tiny town, and with wooden bowls laden with sliced, fresh bananas and papaya, they meandered through the shops until a swell of vacationers pushed them back towards the cabins. They lazed on a pair of wooden beach chairs under frames topped with fronds providing them some light shade, and there, Veronique slipped into a light doze. Mia woke her sometime later, a drink in hand, and Veronique was surprised and a little disheartened to see the sun had started to dip below the horizon. She didn’t want to waste a minute on this vacation napping, but here she was, already having passed out for at least a couple hours.



But her displeasure didn’t last long. Some of the staff were preparing the bonfire on the beach, and she grabbed a blanket from her room to sit on the sands nearby and watch them spark the fire to life. More staff manned a pair of large barbecues, grilling up yellowtail, snapper, and some vegetable and fruit kebabs. Drinks were kept simple and easy – bottled beer and wine spritzers from a few coolers, with friendly reminders from the staff to clean up after themselves. The same ukulele player from the bar earlier strummed up a variety of party hits, alternating with the one-eyed bartender on a beautiful old guitar.



Paradise
 , Veronique thought.
 This is utter paradise.



A few drinks in, she realized Willow was back among them, dancing and laughing with Rafael, the portly man who’d helped introduce the guests to the island. He was a marvelous dancer, actually, and outshone the redhead, especially when he busted out some twerking moves that got a roar of approval from the beachgoers. Finally, though, sweat beading on his brow, he stopped and kissed Willow’s hand, and they both gave sheepish bows to their audience before Willow skipped across the sand to join Veronique, Mia, and Jamie.



They were all pretty buzzed by that point. When Veronique recapped her visit to the island’s villa, Jamie folded her arms across her bikini-clad breasts and frowned. “You know, we still haven’t seen the owners yet. I wonder what they’re like.”



“I bet one of them was one of the guys in pastel I saw,” Veronique said, shrugging. “They must have to do business a lot of the time these things go on.”



Willow, who now wore a light wrap around her shoulders, mused, “I kinda want to see it for myself.”



“What, now?” Veronique asked.



Mia grinned at Willow. “Sure. Why not? Night’s young.”



“I don’t want to upset anyone there,” Veronique protested. “We were told pretty clearly to stay away.”



“Says the one of us who didn’t,” Jamie said, and winked. “I’m in. I told myself I’d say yes to everything that intrigued me and I mean it.” Mia heard that and glanced at her, an eyebrow raised.



“Fair point,” Veronique admitted. “All right, let’s go.”



Like four mildly drunk bikini-clad ninjas, they slipped away from the bonfire and back towards the tiny town, now lit by solar lanterns, save for the bar, which appeared to be doing brisk business same as always. Veronique led the way up the path, Mia spinning now and then like she expected security to bust them. Willow kept pace with Veronique, her eyes twinkling with good humor, and Jamie brandished a small flask-sized bottle of rum like a weapon.



More solar lanterns marked the way to the villa, and more than once, Veronique stopped when she saw something flit across the road. The woods seemed even more alive at night, though she didn’t think there was much out there more ferocious maybe than a snapping turtle or an irate chicken. Still, best to be on her toes in case here was some monstrous snake or something ready to devour them whole. Maybe not a huge possibility, but being prepared didn’t hurt.



When the gates of the villa were in sight, Veronique stopped again, and they slid away into the bushes. “See?” she hissed.



“Not from here,” Willow murmured.



“Yeah,” Jamie agreed. “It’s not the best angle.”



“We need to get closer,” Willow said. “I bet we could take a peek over the wall without getting into too much trouble.”



Mia nodded, and Jamie grinned. Veronique bit her lip. “I don’t know…”



“Just a peek!” Willow insisted.



Finally Veronique nodded, and they kept to the fringe of the trees, careful not to trip over any exposed roots or rocks. They circled closer to the side entrances, which were better lit than the path leading to them. But there were soft pools of darkness between the lights on top of the walls, spots where intrepid, daring women might just get a look at the inside of the compound. Willow led the way to one of those. First, Jamie and Mia knelt and made stirrups with their hands and Willow hopped up to peek over the edge. When she came back down, she was grinning.



“Nice place,” she murmured.



“Sh!” Veronique whispered urgently. “There was a guard earlier.”



Next was Jamie’s turn, and then Mia. They both stared around, and when Mia came back down, she was fighting back giggles. Mia and Jamie readied their hands for Veronique, and she stepped up, her whole body shaking from the fear of getting caught. She peeked up and over the edge at the same buildings she’d seen through the gate…



…and a flashlight pointed right at her face.



“Oh crap,” she said, just before she yelped when Mia and Jamie dropped her to the ground. “Someone’s there,” she gasped.



“Shit!” Mia swore. Jamie helped Veronique back to her feet. “Should we run?”



“I… don’t think that’s going to help,” Veronique said, wincing. With a trembling finger, she pointed at a pair of the men in dressy beach clothes she’d seen earlier. They’d come around the corner and were now openly leering at the trio of bikini-clad beauties.



Of Willow, there was no sign. She’d disappeared.



* * *



They were marched into the villa. The guy who’d spotted Veronique with the flashlight joined them. He was younger than the other guys, and dressed more casually, with a blue short sleeve button-up over white slacks. Where they were clean shaven, he bore a tight trimmed beard.



One of the business guys, a tall black man with posture that almost made Veronique mad in its perfection, folded his arms across his chest, grinning. “Hm. What do we do with them?”



“I’m sorry,” Veronique gasped. “I’m so sorry.”



As though she hadn’t spoken, the other business guy, pale white and boyish with bleached tips to his blond hair, said to his friend, “Send them home?”



The black man said, “That is the rule, isn’t that right?”



“It is,” the bearded man said simply.



“Are you the owner?” Veronique asked. “Look, this… this was my fault. Please don’t take it out on my friends. I was here earlier, snooping around, and I… I… it’s just my fault, okay?”



The bearded man seemed surprised by that, and studied her carefully. “Hm. But all three of you were peeking, weren’t you?”



Mia blushed hard and stared down at her feet. Jamie’s eyes flicked between all the men, licking her lips and trembling. Veronique, swallowing down her fear, stepped forward. “No. They wouldn’t have done it if I hadn’t prodded them. It was my fault. I was… thrill seeking or something, I don’t even really know what.”



“Maybe we could let the others off,” Bleach Tips said. “But I think they’d still need to be punished somehow.”



“A spanking, maybe?” the black man said, and it might have been Veronique’s imagination, but she thought she heard Mia suck in a breath.



“Please, don’t-” Veronique started to beg, but another voice called out from the gate.



“Stop giving them shit, Lucius.”



Willow. Veronique’s fear dissipated into confusion, and all three of the women turned. So did the men, various degrees of surprise etched on their faces, but none so shocked as the bearded man.



“You too, Agustin. Knock it off. They’re terrified.”



“Sis,” the bearded man breathed. Willow grinned at him, and the man raced to her, swooping her up in a fierce hug that left her laughing.



“W-Willow?” Veronique asked, still almost peeing herself in fear.



“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” Willow said, breaking free of her brother. “Veronique, Jamie, Mia, this is Kirk. My brother, in case you didn’t pick that up in context. We… ah… kind of own this island.”



“What?” Mia and Jamie asked at once.



Willow nodded. “And these assholes are some of the heads or our corporate offices and our dear friends, despite the spanking threats. Which, by the way, gross, guys.”



“Not like we would have really minded the punishment,” Mia said. Veronique gasped, but Jamie blushed and glanced away from the guys.



“Well, that’s… intriguing,” Agustin, the blond one, said.



Lucius, the black man, stared hungrily at Mia. “Maybe we should take this conversation inside.”



“Maybe we should,” Mia said challengingly. She turned to Jamie. “Coming?”



Jamie licked her lips. “Y-yeah. I think I am.” She turned to Veronique, looked as though she might say something, but finally just turned away and followed Mia and the two guys inside.



Not knowing how to process any of this, Veronique stormed over to Willow.
 
“Why lie to us? What was the point?”




“I’m sorry. I wasn’t really lying to you. It was more for him. Kirk didn’t know I was here, and I was trying to keep it a secret and… I don’t know, work some things out.”
 Both Kirk and Veronique were confused by that, but another man stormed through the gates. It was the same graying guard Veronique saw earlier.



“Where’s Abel? Mr. Stewart, are you okay?” he asked, racing right towards his boss until he saw the woman standing next to him. The guard’s expression flitted from angry to confused. “Wil… Ms. Stewart? What… when…?”



“Hello, Angelo,” Willow said softly, and stepped forward to hug him. One of his hands rose tentatively behind her back and pulled her tighter to him before letting her go. Neither of them stepped too far apart from one another. “I told Abel to enjoy the festivities on the beach. Don’t blame him. I’m sorry I didn’t tell you I was here. The crew actually managed to keep it a secret this time and I thought I’d have some fun with it. Wasn’t exactly subtle. Raf and I were dancing on the beach just a few minutes ago. I had a running bet with him and a few others how long I could keep it up before one of you two numbskulls found me out.”



“You won, I take it?” Angelo asked. Her grin was the only answer he seemed to need. Turning to the remaining intruder, he snapped, “I recognize you. You’re coming with me down to the bunks. You’ll be confined there until-”



“Stop,” Kirk said. “They’re not going anywhere. Willow put them up to it.”



“Sir?”



Kirk nodded, and Angelo’s fury fell away. He frowned at Willow. “You’d give me a heart attack like that?”



“As if my beautiful face wasn’t enough?”



Angelo went full beet red at that and sputtered, “What? No. I… Um. I’ll… uh… be headed back to my place, then. Uh. Let me know if there’s… uh… any… right.” He sucked in a breath and studied her carefully before he said, “It’s really good to see you, Willow.”



For whatever reason, it appeared to be Willow’s turn to be surprised. “You too, Angelo.”



He loped out of there, Willow staring after him with a pleased smile on her face. Kirk shook his head and sighed. “I’ve heard him call me Kirk maybe five times. You get him to call you Willow just by smiling and simpering.”



Willow looked absolutely serene when she said, “I have no idea what you mean.”



“You know, if you’d like to chase him down and just do it right in the trees…”



“And miss a chance to say hello to my favoritest person in the world? Come on. We’ll walk Veronique back to the rooms. Or the bar. Or… wherever.”



Kirk frowned. “We’re drawing up plans for the new expansion in Detroit and-”



Willow glanced back at the building where the two businessmen and the two gorgeous women had disappeared to, and grinned. “Yeah, you might have been, but you’re definitely not now.”



Veronique turned to look too. “They’re going to be okay, right?”



“Yes,” both siblings said as one. Kirk added, “They’re sharks when it comes to sex, but they wouldn’t have done a thing to you without your permission. If they did, they wouldn’t be working for me anymore. As for you three, we really would have kicked you off the island if you were a threat, but you were just curious. That’s human. At most, we would have locked you up in your room for a day or so.”



“It’s one thing for you to say that,” Veronique said. “But if they hurt Mia or Jamie-”



“-we’ll find a torpedo tube and fire them out of it at sea,” Willow said. She laid a hand on Veronique’s shoulder. “If you want to run in and check on them…”



“Maybe just for a second?”



Both the siblings nodded. The freaking heads of the Siblini Corporation, and she was shooting the breeze with them. What a weird few months. Veronique jogged to the building and into a scene straight out of the beginnings of a porno. Jamie and Mia were locked together in a deep kiss, their hands all over each other’s asses. The two business guys and a third man she recognized from the path earlier too were rapidly slipping out of their shirts and pants.



“Um. You two good?” Veronique asked. Mia didn’t bother answering, but Jamie glanced over and smiled.



“Never better.” She blushed. “Want to join in?”



Veronique was shocked, but not really surprised. She’d caught some of Jamie’s glances. “Um. Thank you, but… no. Have fun, all right?”



Mia caught sight of one of the blond guy’s dick. It was as thick and half as long as a cucumber, and she giggled. “Oh yeah. We’ll have fun.”



Leaving them to it, Veronique’s fear over being kicked off the island was rapidly switching over into anger. She felt like she’d been played for reasons she didn’t understand. Were they just toys for these rich assholes? Was that the whole point?



She stormed back to Willow and Kirk. “Why did you do this to us?” she snapped at Willow.



The redhead blinked. “Sorry?”



“This… this game you’ve been playing with me all day. I was really starting to like you. I thought you were my friend.”



“I-”



“Or we were headed in that direction, anyways. But you lied to me time and time again and then you set me up like this? What, to laugh at me?” Veronique shook her head, fighting back tears.



Kirk glanced at his sister questioningly, and she laid a hand on Veronique’s shoulder that was quickly shrugged off. “I really didn’t mean to-”



“Yes. You did. You know what? I don’t want either of you walking back with me. I don’t want your pity, or your laughter, or whatever this… this is. I just want to be left alone.”



Veronique darted towards the front gate. Willow called after her, but she didn’t respond. There was nothing more to say. She just wanted to go back to her room, collapse on the bed, and try to fight past the humiliation and shame that evening brought.



Someone followed her. She thought it had to be Willow, but when she stopped at the edge of the small town, it was Kirk she saw in the distance, keeping an eye on her. She blinked at him, fought the urge to flip him off, and fled for the housing, wishing she’d never come to the hell disguised as the most beautiful place she’d ever seen.



* * *



The screech of a seagull woke her early. Jamie’s bed was still made. She hadn’t come home the night before, and Veronique blearily thought about what that meant before she remembered the rest of it. Kirk. Willow. Those suits – and that was how she’d think of Agustin and Lucius that entire trip, despite them wearing more beach-like casual attire – must still have her up at the villa. Veronique thought about charging up there and bringing her two friends home, but the thought of facing the Stewarts again nauseated her.



She rolled out of bed, wiping the grain from her eyes as she headed for the bathroom and a shower. Images of Mia staring hungrily at that man’s cock the night before flickered through her mind, and she realized it had been at least a week since she got herself off. Maybe that would help relax her. Veronique turned her face up to the showerhead, eyes closed, trying to think of what she might use as mental fodder. She’d seen so many handsome or cute guys the last twenty-four hours. Some of the crew from the ship. The suits. That one-eyed bartender. Angelo. Kirk.



Ugh. She would not masturbate to Kirk or the suits. The suits were easy enough to dismiss – they were too preppy-ish for her taste – but Kirk was harder. That boyish face and clean-cut beard were a great combination and he looked terrifically fit. Her hand slid down across her belly, down to her thighs, and across her…



“Snap out of it,” she growled, and her hand shot instead for the travel-sized bottle of shampoo on a rack built into the wall.



When her unsatisfactory shower was finished, Veronique dressed in a similar pair of shorts as yesterday and a loose tee shirt. What she needed to do weighed heavily on her heart, but she would not be treated like this. She stormed out of the room. Hardly anyone else was up yet, and no one manned the staff hut or stood watch behind the bar at the swimming pool. Still bound and determined to find someone in charge, Veronique headed down the beach towards the pier village, trying to ignore the savagely pink and orange hues of the incredible sunrise.



Halfway to the village, two men in the distance stopped her short. Rafael, she recognized, and the other… yes, that was Angelo, the graying guard from the villa. Angelo, wasn’t it? And they were fighting. Not arguing –
 fighting
 .



Veronique sprinted for them. At some point when her foot kicked up she lost a sandal and hesitated only to kick off the other before continuing her breakneck pace. Rafael swung at Angelo hard, his meaty fist shockingly fast considering the big man’s size, and if he’d connected with any of his blows, Angelo might have been badly hurt. But the other man was a whirlwind, dancing underneath each strike as though…



As though they were sparring.



Rafael, facing Veronique, saw her coming and said something. Angelo turned, frowning, and she realized her stupid mistake. Not fighting. They were just working out, Angelo barely breathing hard and Rafael with a fine sheen of sweat dampening his voluminous shirt.



Rafael smiled at her. “Morning!” he called. “Everything all right, Miss?”



She was getting good and damn tired of the miss thing, even if it had been charming the day before. “I… um… thought you two were actually fighting.”



Angelo’s annoyance turned to confusion. “And you ran
 toward
 us?”



“Big family,” she said as she drew near. “My brothers and I fought all the time. Figured I’d step in and stop you if I could.”



Rafael grinned at that. “Me, you could probably beat blindfolded. Angelo, he’s like an action movie hero. Just, like, eighty or so.”



The security man shook his head at that, then frowned at her. “Off trying to break into anywhere else?”



She bristled at that, and Rafael glanced at his coworker quizzically. “What happened now?”



“You don’t have to worry about it,” Veronique snapped at Angelo. “I came to find out how fast I can get off the island.”



“There’s a staff shift in a few days. We’ll be happy to dump you back on the mainland.”



Rafael held up his hands, palms out towards each of them. “Wait, wait, wait.”



Angelo’s cold glare shifted to Rafael. “I’m still pissed at you for not notifying me about Willow, so you get to help this one make the arrangements. And watch your things around her too. Probably a thief to boot.”



To his back as he turned, Veronique asked, “Where the hell could I hide anything I stole, you… you…?” She kicked the sand in frustration.



Rafael stared at her, still wildly confused. “Tell me everything.”



* * *



They sat on the pier, eating dried fruit and nuts from one of those ever-present wooden bowls. As she related what happened, Rafael contemplated the stretch of ocean in front of him, his eyes distant and a tight-lipped frown on his face.



“That’s not who they are,” he said after he finished a bite of dried apple.



“That’s exactly who they are,” Veronique countered.



“No. I’m sorry, but you’re wrong. Kirk’s the best man I’ve ever known. And Willow…” He hesitated and glanced at her, trying to figure something out. His querulous look shut down fast though and he stared back out at the ocean again. “Willow saved me, as dramatic as that sounds.”



“Kirk and his buddies threatened to… to… spank us,” she said, realizing even as she said it how silly it sounded.



“Really?” Rafael asked, trying to hold back a grin.



“Well… his friends did. The pastel mafia.”



Rafael’s laugh boomed, and she nearly joined him despite her anxiety. “The pastel mafia. That’s pretty good. I’ll have to remember that,” he said.



“I’m serious, though. What do I have to do to get off the island?”



“Well… Angelo was right. The next shift change isn’t for a few days.”



“There are other boats,” she said, gesturing at one docked at a pier not far away. It was much, much smaller than the ferry that brought them in, but still quite comfortable looking.



“That one belongs to the Stewarts,” Rafael said. Before she could point out the other two, he said, “The others are for emergencies.”



“What constitutes an emergency?”



Rafael didn’t bother answering that. Instead he turned his earnest face until he was pleading to her with his eyes. “Please. I’m asking you, stick around. Hear their side of the story. Then if you still want to go in a few days, we’ll put you on the crew ferry, no questions asked.”



She sighed. “Fine. But you’ve got the devil’s puppy dog look, you know that? Seriously, I bet you were hell on your parents as a kid.”



His laugh was brittle, but the hand he offered her was real and she shook it. They stood up, and he knelt to grab the bowl. When he did, he craned his head left, and said, shocked. “Oh. Ki… Mr. Stewart. I…”



“It’s all right, Rafael. And you can drop the mister around her.”



Kirk was dressed in long board shorts and an opened panel shirt over a simple white tank top. It was a good look on him, and Veronique had a hard time not thinking about the hand that wanted to slip down to her pussy when she was taking a shower.



Goddamn him, but this would have been so much easier if he was ugly or old or something.



Rafael excused himself, and Kirk studied her. She glared at him, folding her arms across her breasts, and finally he asked, “Can I make you a proper breakfast?”



* * *



The villa was silent that morning. If Jamie, Mia, and the suits were up, Veronique didn’t see them. The only person up and moving was a guard at the gate who let them in with a placid smile and a nod.



The night before, she didn’t have much time to take in the premises, and was impressed now. A cobblestone driveway of sorts split to meet a patio of each building. The patios themselves held comfortable looking furniture – some kind of treated wood, she thought – topped in overstuffed cushions. Rows of flower gardens ringed the buildings and the driveway, and a small vegetable patch in a corner against one of the walls must have been about where they peeked over the wall. A swimming pool on the other side of the compound looked to be about Olympic-sized, joined closely by a set of outdoor workout equipment.



They headed for the largest building. Kirk had been silent the whole walk up, but kept up a distant smile. Veronique muttered a few choice curses at him back at the pier, but for the most part had met his silence pound for pound. He slid open a French door, and gestured for her to enter into a comfortable living room, decked out in hugely overstuffed furniture and a widescreen TV nearly as big as one wall. A bannister-free staircase led up to a second floor.



“Getting that TV here probably cost as much as I’ll make in a lifetime,” Veronique muttered.



Kirk laughed self-consciously. “Yeah, I like my toys.”



“As evidenced by the yacht at the pier too.”



He shrugged. Obviously she’d wounded some part of his pride. “I suppose.”



“I… sorry. It’s your money. Spend it however you want.”



“Thanks,” he said drily. “I think I will.”



They headed through the living room past a pair of walk-in pantries and into the kitchen. It wasn’t as grand as the living room, but the appliances were more high-tech than she’d ever seen. Soapstone countertops showed some well-loved nicks, and the cabinetry was edged with fine vine detailing. She headed for a set of stools at a bar adjoining the sink, and climbed up on one as Kirk washed his hands.



“You always do your own cooking?”



He smiled at her. “For the most part, no. My chef Savini’s been with my family for thirty years. He’d be offended if I cooked for myself more than once a day, and even that’s pushing it. But when we have guests, he likes to go down and supervise everything. I think having more people to cook for is his version of a vacation.”



“So you work your employees like slaves, then.”



Kirk frowned. “No. Not at all. Did I do something so terrible to you that you’d think I’m a monster?”



Veronique sighed. “No. I’m sorry. Your employees do seem very happy.”



“I hope so. That’s the point, here and with all our businesses. Even down to the janitors and the clerks in our stores to our factory workers.” He dried his hands off. “What do you like on your omelet?”



“Anything. Everything.”



Kirk’s smile did things to her lungs she didn’t entirely understand. They wanted to suck in and blow out all at once. “Kitchen sink it is, then.” As he began to dig food out of the fridge, he said, “I overheard a bit of what you and Rafael were talking about. Wanting to leave.”



“I’m not thrilled about the way your sister used me for her amusement yesterday.”



“I’m sorry about that, but I think I can explain.” He bumped the door to the fridge shut with his butt, and she couldn’t help wondering about what that certain body part of him would look like out of those shorts. He grinned. “She’s being pretty obvious about it.”



“About what?”



“Willow’s trying to set us up.”



The concept was so absurd Veronique laughed. Set her up? With this… what was he? A billionaire? Millionaire? Surely an island had to be staggeringly expensive, and to have the power to hold two-week vacations like this for so many people… She shook the thoughts off. “I… no. That’s crazy.”



“Is it?”



Veronique thought about that. About some of the things Willow said to her. About the appraising looks and the pointed questions.



I think you’re right where you belong.



She shook her head. “Unless it’s like one of those parties where the rich and handsome and sexy invite ugly nobodies so they can laugh at them, that’s not what’s happening here.”



“Hey!” His word was a crack of the whip, and he glanced up with genuine anger. “First, you’re the furthest thing from ugly I’ve ever seen. Christ, you’re drop-dead beautiful, and I’m not that goddamn shallow to care anyways. Second, give Willow far more credit than that. She’s got fire to her when she needs it, but she’s nothing if not kind and giving. She’d never, ever think of doing that to someone. So don’t you dare tell me she’d dream up something so vile.”



Veronique stared at him, blushing. “I… I’m sorry.”



He cracked an egg into a pan and stared back. “You know, all last night, she talked you up. Nothing but nice things about you helping an elderly woman. Your audition video. You trying to pass off an aw shucks nice exterior. You saying you don’t belong here and that someone else does. But you know what? I’m starting to wonder if maybe it wasn’t you trying to play her.”



“She said that about me? Really?”



“And more. She really likes you.” Kirk busied himself with the omelet, and they said nothing to each other for a while until she rose up to ask about coffee. He gestured at a coffeemaker on the counter, and she worked on brewing them each a cup as he started cooking bacon in a second pan. Instead of returning to her stool, she dug around in his drawers and came up with a knife to help him chop the onion.



Veronique said, “You didn’t deserve my attitude. I’m sorry. I wasn’t thinking straight. Kirk, I work two nearly-minimum wage jobs. My last relationship, well, ending with a whimper doesn’t do it justice. I’m a bit of a mess. When your sister lied to me, I thought it was someone looking to kick me when I’m down. This place, you, this breakfast, none of this feels real to me yet. Does that make sense?”



Kirk stopped fussing with the eggs to give her a pained smile. “More than you know.”



“What does that mean?”



“Every woman I’ve ever met has wanted something from me. Money, usually, or my connections. Dates for me are like playing a game of chess. I always have to try to figure out what it is the other person is doing, and be five steps ahead of them. This is about as honest a conversation I’ve ever had with anyone I’m attracted to.”



Attracted? To her? Veronique swallowed hard. “Um.”



“I made it weird, didn’t I?”



“No,” she murmured. “I… I was actually…”



He laughed softly at her furious blush. “What?”



Thoughts of Jamie saying she wasn’t going to deny herself anything those two weeks. Good advice. Veronique reached out for him, her fingers not quite touching his sleeve. He noticed, and turned towards her, those warm eyes lit up with good humor and something else. Fire.



“I… was kind of angry at myself this morning. For… um… being so attracted to you. Even when I thought you were an evil scummy villain.”



Kirk turned off the burners and very calmly shifted the eggs and bacon to the back burners before he advanced the few feet between them. A light waft of woodsy aftershave left her feeling drunk off him. His hands slid slowly around Veronique’s back and he pulled her to him, his warm, dark eyes fixated on her as his lips drew near her ear, tickling it with his breath and making her back arch with need.



“Scummy?” he murmured, and she shivered despite the grin the question brought on.



“Mm hm.”



“So what were you imagining?”



Her breath left her in a whisper. “Oh… things.”




Kirk’s lips found her earlobe and he kissed it softly as she tilted her head, sighing with pleasure. “Veronique?”




“Y-yes?” she breathed. Was this happening? Was she really going to let it happen? Yes, she realized. Yes, she would. Forget the money. The fizzled argument left her feeling jittery, like anything could happen. Kirk was that anything, and she liked him. Liked him quite a bit. That carefully trimmed beard, the wavy dark hair, the eyes that could flick between boyish and smoldering, the slim frame. Even if this just turned out to be a fling, so what? What did she have to lose?



“I’m going to fuck you. Is that all right?”



Her eyes closed and she moaned, “Yes.”



Kirk’s long fingers ran down her spine, then back up, drawing little waves of joy from her as they sought to map out her every line and curve. He kissed her neck, his lips staying to claim each tiny inch as his own. She didn’t know what to do with her hands, but they found their way somehow to his butt, and Veronique had her question about it partially answered. Kirk was well-toned, and his ass flexed against her fingers as he found another spot of delicious unexplored flesh to nuzzle. His beard tickled, but it was soft, oiled, and well-groomed and felt good against her. Downy, not prickly.



When Kirk finished tracing the side of her neck with kisses, one of his hands came around from her back to press two fingers to her chin, bringing her lips up to meet his as her eyes fluttered. Already warmth pulsed through her, making Veronique want, need. His lips were soft and full, and they parted just enough that their tongues could dance with the next kiss. His eyes spoke of playfulness, but she was lost to the lust of the moment and squeezed him tighter to him, feeling his hardness rise in his board shorts against her hip.



His hands dipped down under her shirt and slid across her slim frame. He stopped there for a moment, just enjoying the feel of her as they kissed again and again, their lips making a sweet rhythmic greeting.



She reached down and lifted the hem of her shirt. He helped her pull it up, stopping to stare hungrily when her breasts in their plain white bra were revealed. She tugged the shirt the rest of the way off and murmured, “If I’d known, I’d have worn something sexier.”



“You’re beautiful,” he breathed against her before kissing her again.



His outer shirt fell to the floor behind him as he tugged Veronique to a counterspace free of any food. His fingers toyed with the back of her bra and unhooked it expertly, leaving her breasts bared and tingling from a cool beach breeze wafting through the window. His hands fell to her ass, squeezing before he hefted Veronique up and onto the counterspace, her legs spreading instinctually as he kissed her again and again and again.



Then he finally stared at her breasts, and Kirk must have liked what he saw, because he leaned down to take one of her nipples into his mouth, flicking it with his tongue before sucking at it hungrily like it might give milk. His hands were still under her ass and he squeezed as she moaned his name.



“Yes, Kirk, yesss, suck them, suck my tits…”



Her eyes flew open, thinking he’d be shocked by her filthy mouth. Veronique could be so vocal during sex. It was like a switch inside her just turned on and all the good girl behavior fell away. But without looking the slightest bit disturbed, Kirk did just as she asked, his mouth so hungry, so needing, She arched her back, thrusting her breasts out as he finally gave that nipple one last longing suck before switching to the other, rolling his tongue around the areola, teasing it until it was hard and needing his mouth clamped to it. He finally obliged.



“Suck it, oh, God…”



This was the fastest Veronique had ever done something so wild with a man. A few times she’d gone home with a guy on the second date, but she’d never given in to her lust like this before. It drove her now, though, and Kirk was already making her so wet. She wanted to play with herself. She wanted his fingers in her before that hard cock. She wanted his lips exploring her folds, his tongue finding her glistening clit.



As though he could sense her growing need, Kirk finally released her nipple, but not before nipping it gently with his teeth, sending a shiver through her. His hands found the button on her shorts, and she helped him with it, pushing herself up when they were undone and he could slide them and her panties down her legs in one fell swoop. He stared down at her pink pussy and grinned.



“Somebody’s already wet.”



She nodded, cheeks flaming with embarrassment and need. “Can you help me with that?”



“My pleasure.”



He pulled her to the edge of the countertop and lifted her legs up onto his shoulders. There was no hesitation on Kirk’s part. This was not a man who wasted much time, and he dove into her waiting pussy like a man starving for it. From the moment his lips and tongue met her, Veronique was electric. She fell back onto her hands, her body shaking.



“Oh, fuck, fuck, yes!” she cried.



He was good. No. Not just good. Phenomenal. His tongue dragged down and up, getting to know her, tasting her, feeling her out. His hands looped around her thighs and kept them pulled wide as he explored her with feverish intensity. The beard tickled, but his technique was so on point she barely registered it among the sensations of his tongue and the slowly cooling wetness he’d left behind on her nipples.



“Lick me, Kirk, please lick me, so good.”



His tongue finally hit her clit for the first time and she thrust up at him. He didn’t play with it for long, leaving her nub aching for him to come back again and finish the job. One of his hands slid out from under her ass and he used his thumb and middle finger to spread her delicate lips open even wider, running his tongue deep into her pussy and drawing an immediate wild reaction from her.



“Mmm!” she cried. “Kiiirk!”



He worked her just like that, his tongue sliding across her lips, then diving deep back up to her sensitive button. His rhythm was precise, and he adjusted to her every thrust, feeling out her body’s wants as though this were second nature to him. A billionaire playboy, eating her out like it was the most delicious pussy in the world. Veronique wouldn’t last long like this. Couldn’t. And when his tongue starting flicking her clit like a vibrator, the beginnings of her orgasm rolled through her as hard and intense as she’d ever experience.



“Please, right there, don’t stop, please Kirk, so close,” she gasped, squeezing her eyes shut. Her body writhed against his tongue, her wetness coating him, and she thought her pleasure might never stop. Her butt jumped and slapped back down before her whole body went stiff.



“Good,” she panted, “right there, right there, right th…” Her eyes shot open and she came, her back arching so hard she felt it pop, and her release hit her, her pussy convulsing, her wetness spurting out of her and across his face and the countertop. She’d squirted before, but never that hard.



Kirk rose, fast, not giving Veronique time to recover before he was lifting her again, helping her off the countertop and towards a dining room table in the next room. She barely registered walking, her whole body quaking with the aftershocks of one of the most powerful orgasms of her whole life. He bent her over the table, her elbows propping her up instinctually. He raced away only long enough to grab a condom from somewhere, and came back as he was already sliding it on, her ass up and in the air waiting for him.



His cockhead was huge. Veronique had yet to see it, but he held it against her entrance for the briefest of seconds and she thought, confused, it might be his fist at first. But when he entered her, she realized the truth, and screamed – literally screamed – with the pleasure of him driving deep inside her on the first thrust. Kirk was bigger than any other guy she’d been with. Bigger than her toys at home, even. He filled her completely and the breath drove out of her lungs. Her pussy grabbed at him, sucked him in deeper, never wanting to let him go, and she clawed at the table, her breasts pressed to its surface.



Kirk grabbed her waist and pulled back slower than he’d entered, savoring the wet sucking sound of her pussy before driving back in. “Do you like that?” he asked.



Breath finally filled her again and she gasped it out, “Yes, yes, fuck me, please…”



“I like you begging,” Kirk growled as he slammed back into her, his balls slapping off her ass. “This is my pussy while you’re here.”



“Ah-all yours…” Veronique moaned, her mind a feverish blur of pleasure and just the slightest bit of delicious pain when he hit so deep inside her.



“I will fuck you where and whenever I like.” He snarled the words as he jerked her back on his dick.



“Yesss…”



“Say it,” he said, pulling nearly back out again until she was desperate to feel him deep in her again.



“I’m your slut, I’m yours, Kirk, my pussy’s yours, just please fuck me…”



“Good,” he breathed.



A knock, and someone opened the front door. Veronique stared up unseeing, her mouth opened in a never-ending moan, as a prim man in slight glasses walked down the hallway towards them, holding a tablet in one hand, and looking as unshocked at the sight of Kirk fucking her as if he might be walking in on them eating their forgotten breakfast. He was one of the suits she’d seen coming up the path the day before, but that was all she could coherently register.



“Kirk, Lucius has asked me to remind you about the voice conference with Terry from Detroit.”



In the most surreal moment of her life, Kirk’s hand slid down to Veronique’s clit as he kept up his rapid, hard thrusts into her. “Tell him I’ll be there. See if he ever connected with the planning board. Otherwise we’ll end up having the same conversation twice, probably more if we can’t get a tentative quorum from them.”



Veronique sucked in a breath as he began to work her clit. She tried not to be so vocal with the assistant right there, but couldn’t help a long, pleased whimper. She was so close, right on the edge, and having an audience like this was strangely hot.



Kirk continued, “When that’s done… fuck… talk to Miles and get the yacht ready. If they say yes, great, we’re overprepared.” His finger at her clit began working faster and faster and she bit back a scream of pleasure. “But if they’re leaning no, I want Lucius and Agustin up there with me twisting their arms as fast as possible before their next meeting.”



Pleasure ripped through Veronique, not quite as powerful as her first orgasm, but enough that she whispered, “Oh, mm, ohhhhh fuck, oohhhh, Kirk!”



The assistant blushed hard at that, but kept his eyes firmly on his employer and not the beautiful blonde bucking back against him. “I’ll, um, be on my way.”



All of Veronique’s muscles turned to jelly and she fell against the surface of the table, gasping and crying from the pleasure as Kirk’s fucking intensified. He spoke no coherent words now, grunting with every thrust. Only his cock and his hands on her waist were keeping her upright. Otherwise she would have slid down to her knees on the floor, so thoroughly was she exhausted. His hips slapped against hers in a frantic rhythm until he finally jerked out of her, the condom flopping down on the ground beside him as he worked his cock furiously with one hand. Veronique found the strength to push herself up and spin around, falling to her knees just moments before he came, his warm white ropes bathing her tits, her neck, her chin. He just seemed to keep on coming and she opened wide, taking two shots along her tongue.



“Fuck!” he groaned, finally sated, his hand falling away from that magnificent cock.



She leaned forward to give it a kiss, then opened her mouth to show him the come on her tongue. His eyes fixated on her as she swallowed, and opened again, winking at him.



Surprising Veronique, Kirk offered her his hands to help her to her feet, then guided her gently to an armchair in the living room. Quickly he retrieved a towel and a bowl of warm water, and lovingly tended to the mess he’d made of her, stopping now and then to lean in for a kiss of her flesh.



“Thank you,” Kirk murmured to her when he finally caught his breath.



“Thank me?” she asked, smiling. “God, Kirk, I’ve never come like that in my life. I’m sorry if I was… um… so vocal.”



“Are you kidding? That was a turn-on. I love it when women talk out what they’re feeling.” He took her hands and kissed them, one after the other. “If I was too rough…”



“No. Not at all. The assistant coming in was strange but…” She blushed. “Maybe I have a bit of voyeur in me I didn’t know about.”



He chuckled. “No judgment here. Look, I have to go get ready for this thing. Please tell me you’re still not thinking of leaving the island.”



She leaned forward and kissed him. “No,” she murmured. “Not anymore.”



“Good. There’s a shower upstairs. Feel free to make yourself at home here. I’ll tell my staff you’ve got free rein so come and go whenever you like.”



Veronique grinned. “I will, thanks. Oh heck, what time is it?”



He glanced at a surprisingly ordinary watch on his wrist. “Nearly eight.”



“Oh good, plenty of time. They’re hosting kayaking lessons this morning. I’ve never done that before.” She cocked her head. “Um… is it okay that I still kinda want to vacation it up? I mean… I don’t know what I mean, actually.”



Kirk laughed and stood upright. He still hadn’t dressed and his delicious cock dangled right in front of her. She reached out to stroke it. “Keep that up and I’ll never get to that meeting. And yes, perfectly fine. I’ll join you for what I can when we’re done with this, If I have to leave for Detroit in the next few days, come with me to Miami. We’ll hit up some fun places before I have to fly out.”



“Really?”



He chuckled. “Yes, really. Have a little faith in yourself. I want you there.” He took her errantly stroking hand and clasped it between his. “I’m looking forward to getting to know you.”



“You too, Kirk.”



* * *



The day was hers, and it was luxurious and wonderful.



A shower at Kirk’s helped Veronique come down off the incredible sex. He left her sore and wanting even more, and she chuckled at the thought of simple her being the object of some rich guy’s fancy, even if maybe it was just a vacation fling. She tried not to get her hopes up. After all, Kirk told her himself he might have to up and leave on a business trip, so this probably was just a few days of fun. That was okay, though she really wouldn’t mind more time to get to know him.



While she was upstairs, she stole a peek into Kirk’s bedroom. Nicely put together, with a bouncy king-sized bed – she checked, falling back onto it dreamily and still grinning – and handcrafted furniture along with several pieces of art, most of which were landscapes of places all over the world. A handful of photographs lined the walls too, all of them of Kirk and Willow together in various moods and states of playfulness. The one she figured to be the newest showed Willow flipping a beardless Kirk off while he held a beer bottle, forever caught in mid-laugh. He was still handsome without the beard, but she could see why he opted for it. It fleshed out his features nicely.



The pictures humanized them in a way that further helped mellow her soul. Veronique had no idea yet where she and Kirk were heading, but she was pleased to discover she liked him. Of course they didn’t entirely know each other – maybe he was some extreme racist asshole or something – but they were vibing nicely off each other so far, and that was a pleasant vacation surprise no matter how the two weeks ended between them.



Wanting a change of clothes, she headed back downstairs. Remembering the mess they’d left in the kitchen, she stopped in there first and started putting away everything, but a squat woman with a long, divinely complex braid came in halfway through and scolded her sweetly for doing her job. Veronique promised to quit if the housekeeper – Sharon – taught her how to do that braid later that week. Sharon agreed with a chuckle, and scooted Veronique out of the kitchen.



The sex left her ravenous, but she’d foregone putting back on her panties and wanted to run back to the cabins to deposit them with her other dirty laundry and maybe change into a swimsuit before the kayaking started. The paths that morning were much busier than the day before, and she passed handfuls of people she recognized, smiling and nodding at them as they said their hellos.



Jamie was back in the cabin, tucked under a sheet and snoozing gently. Veronique tiptoed to her side of the room, fetched her bags, and made a mental note to figure out where she could do laundry. She hadn’t packed all that much stuff and at the rate she was going through outfits, she’d need to do a load the next day or two. As she pulled out her skirted halter one-piece swimsuit, Jamie gave a soft hurk and blinked at her roommate.



“Hey,” she croaked.



“Hey yourself,” Veronique whispered. “Sorry I woke you up. Go back to sleep.”



“S’okay.” Jamie cracked a yawn and sat up, leaving one of her breasts bared before she pulled up the sheet around her again. “Sorry we ditched you last night.”



“Did you have fun? They weren’t assholes, were they?”



“No. Not assholes. And it was… strange. Fun. But I don’t think orgies are for me.” She smiled faintly. “Mia’s still up there. I think we’ve lost her for the next couple weeks.”



Veronique chuckled softly and finished dressing. “Good for her. Get some rest, babe. Can I get you a glass of water?”



“That’d be great. You’re the best, Vee.”



Veronique grabbed one of the room’s supplied glasses, and stepped into the bathroom to draw a cup of water for her friend. When she came back out, Jamie was already conked out again.



The early morning cool breeze was quickly giving way to what would be a scorcher of a day, and Veronique forgot her sunscreen in the room. Not wanting to bother her roommate any further, she headed for the pool where roughly half a dozen women had bottles of their own. She borrowed one from a young green-eyed beauty and slathered some on herself before heading up the beach to the pier, humming happily.



About ten other guests lollygagged around the dining hall or outside on the beach and pier, eating, talking, and relaxing. Some had mimosas in hand to boot, and that made Veronique practically lick her lips in anticipation. God, mimosas. When was the last time she’d had one of those? She headed into the dining hall, and was greeted with several options. She was too late for the bacon and ham quiche, but the lemon quinoa pancakes intrigued her, so she asked for those, and after a moment’s debate, a helping of shrimp eggs benedict. The best part? The cooks didn’t even bat an eye at her large breakfast. They served her up with a smile and pointed her to a small portable bar for the mimosas.



Carolina sat alone at a table, poring over a notebook and tapping a pen against her teeth. She smiled up at Veronique and gestured at the empty seat across from her when asked if she could join her. “So, I hear you ladies did a little late night exploring with Willow?”



Veronique blushed and stammered, “Um… I… well…”



Carolina’s laugh was soft and musical. “It’s okay. She was always a prankster, that one. She told the staff everything this morning. I hope Kirk and his friends didn’t startle you too much.”



“Honestly? I almost decided to leave the island.”



“So I heard from Rafael. I hope you saying ‘almost’ means you’ve changed your mind?”



Veronique’s already red cheeks burned. “Yes,” she said, and ducked her head to tuck into her food.



Breakfast was delicious, and soon Carolina excused herself to make sure everything was set with the kayaks. She laid a hand on Veronique’s shoulder as she passed, a familiar gesture that warmed her. With just a few minutes to spare before the kayaking began, she returned her plates and thanked the chefs.



Kayaking was not something she’d done before, and Veronique quickly learned her imperfect balance on shore definitely didn’t help her much when it came to keeping the boats upright, especially when she first eased down into one. She flipped her boat twice, kicking out from under it and coming up gasping for air, laughing and sputtering at her own self. Wardell and Carolina waded out to help her, and only with them gripping the edge of the kayak could she slide herself home.



It took real strength to fend off the tide, even as gentle as it was, and the muscles she used were not ones she regularly exercised. A few of the more out-of-shape guests had to row back to shore before they completed a lap around the island, but most everyone gutted it out like champs. The reward was a magnificent view of the island from a perspective she only got from the deck of the ferry the day before. The whole place seemed so vibrant and alive out there beyond the rise and fall of the waves. Here and there were couples and friends, or a few lone individuals happily wandering the beach and paths. Magnificently colorful birds flittered among the trees or circled the waters, looking for fish. And of course, there were chickens too, the kings of that strange little forest. She laughed at all of it, at the beauty, at the wonder in her heart that this was real, this was happening, and at the center of it all was a wildly fascinating man she longed to know more about.



The rowing left her arms hurting from the exercise, but by the time she pulled back ashore near the pier, Veronique was sure of it. She was in love with all of this.



* * *



With nothing on the schedule for a few hours, she thought about returning to the room, but decided maybe she’d press her luck and go to the villa again. Kirk told her she’d have free rein, and this time, when she neared the gate, Angelo opened it right up for her, his expression placid save for the coldness in his eyes.



“Look, sir, I’m sorry about last night,” she said. “I got caught up with my friends, and I didn’t mean to cause you any embarrassment.”



He hesitated, and finally seemed to loosen up. “I’m not thrilled about the intrusion of my employers’ privacy, but I understand. Willo… Ms. Stewart can be very, ah, convincing.”



She thought back to his surprised reaction to Willow last night and wondered to herself what the story might be between the security man and the beautiful redhead. Not her place, she supposed. Angelo closed the gate again behind her.



“Any tips on dealing with them?” Veronique asked, trying on a smile. “I feel a little out of my element with Kirk.”



“No, Miss. I’m afraid I don’t.”



“What’s with the ‘miss’ thing all over the island, anyways?”



“Just our general greeting. Miss and sir. It’s our policy.”



“Well, with me, you can call me Veronique.”



“All right,” Angelo said, looking slightly uncomfortable. “I will do that, Veronique.”



“Is he still in his business meeting? I don’t want to interrupt him if he is.”



Angelo nodded. “Probably for quite some time. If you’d like, we do most of our staff communications by radio. I’ll notify our people to get you one set to his private channel, and he can contact you when he’s done.”



“Great!” Veronique said, pleased at the ounce of progress she made with him. “And is Willow around? I was hoping to talk to her.”



“Me too,” Angelo muttered, then he seemed to catch what he’d just said and his eyes bulged for the briefest of moments. He shook his head. “No. She has a knack for coming and going without anyone noticing her. I wouldn’t be shocked if she headed back to the mainland without telling anyone.”



Oh yeah. Definitely an unspoken history there between those two. Veronique hid a smile and nodded seriously. “Okay. Well, if you do see her, I want to offer her an apology too. So just let her know to get in contact with me. Thanks, sir.”



He hesitated as he opened the gate again for her. “Angelo,” he finally said. “If I’m to call you Veronique, please, just Angelo and not sir. I feel old enough already.”



She grinned. “Angelo it is, then.”



* * *



That afternoon saw the beginning of the
 
Rahu Island Wet Willy Grand Sporting Invitational Tournament

 , the name of which was proudly invented by Rafael, its chief organizer. Every guest who wanted to participate – and as it turned out, that was all of them – was paired with an island staffer and would compete in a series of games and activities throughout the rest of the thirteen days there to crown a pair of grand champions. Since the weather was uncertain that time of the year and they had a beautiful windless day, Rafael called an audible on the day’s planned events and opted first for beach bowling, played with absurdly large beach balls and inflatable pins.



Jamie, still looking groggy and shell-shocked, joined them, dressed in a fetching two-piece bikini that left little to the imagination about her creamy body. At the last minute, Mia showed up too, her hair freshly washed and face devoid of makeup for the first time since Veronique met her. She was dressed demurely – for her, anyways – in a pair of sporty shorts and a tankini top that strained over her breasts. A whole hell of a lot of guys weren’t doing much to conceal their stares at her body.



All the guests’ names were written on slips of paper and added to a big bowl. One by one, the staff members started drawing names, and the island’s doctor, Heidi Golding, drew Veronique’s name almost immediately. Mia was chosen in the last dozen or so by Carolina, and Rafael, the last staff member to pick, wound up with Jamie by process of elimination. She surprised him with a big kiss on the cheek, and his bright red blush escaped no one’s attention or catcalling. Once everyone’s names were added to a big chalkboard, several concurrent games were organized.



If the games had gone on as long as an actual ten frame game of bowling, it might have taken forever to get through that many teams of players. But Rafael was well-organized and each game was played out in just five frames, with three practice throws for each of the guests so they got used to the unusual idea of chucking beach balls at inflatable pins. It was a riot to watch, and Veronique cheered on a man in his late sixties as he and the eye-patched bartender – named Sander – demolished Jamie and Rafael.



“Traitor!” her friend called to her, grinning.



When it came time for their game, the kayaking adventure might have taken the wind out of Veronique’s sails. She felt weak as a kitten trying to hurl the ball at the pins, and bowled one of the day’s worst scores, but Heidi was a wizard at it, and put them safely at the middle of the pack. They high fived, and the doctor caught her wincing. When they sat back down, Heidi told her a massage or a soak in the pool’s hot tub might help with the stiffness.



“I think I can help with that on both accounts,” a familiar voice said behind them. Veronique turned, already smiling, as Kirk strode the last few feet to them on the beach. Not far behind him, in jean shorts and a crop tank showing off her body spectacularly well was a grinning Willow.



“Keep the clothes on for a little longer, please,” she said.



When Veronique went to stand, Kirk waved her back down. “Hi,” she said shyly.



“Hey yourself,” he said, grinning, and leaned over to kiss her cheek. That drew a shocked expression from most the staff there as well as Mia and Jamie.



To Rafael, Willow called, “Got room for two late additions?”



Rafael grinned. “Sure thing.” He added Willow and Kirk’s name to the big chalkboard before turning his attention to the next bowlers.



Willow leaned in and whispered something in Kirk’s ear. He nodded, and patted Heidi on the shoulder. “Doctor, would you get a drink with me for just a moment?”



Heidi had caught the whisper and rose up to her feet. “Nothing alcoholic for me, but I’m dying for an iced tea.”



Kirk smiled at her. “A cheap date.”







“Careful now,” Heidi said as they started ambling towards the portable bar. “You’ll make Barry jealous.”



Willow watched them go, a faint smile fading slowly. Veronique stared up at her, unsure what to say or where to begin, but Willow solved that for her. “Veronique, I owe you an apology.”



“No-”



“Stop. I do. I was caught up in my own little game yesterday and I dragged you into it. I never meant to scare you or make you think that I was playing with you. I’m so sorry.”



Veronique patted the vacant chair next to her. “Sit. Please.”



“Thank you.”



Chuckling as the other woman sat down, Veronique murmured, “No need to thank me for offering you your own chair.”



“Mm. We don’t really think of it like that,” Willow said, running her gaze over all the employees. “This island, it’s theirs, really. We’re just sort of… the people who keep the gears turning, I suppose. In our own weird way, we’re guests, just with the best houses on the island.”



“That’s a beautiful way of looking at it.”



“Thanks.”



Veronique laid a hand on Willow’s. “I judged you pretty harshly. Last night and this morning. I said some things to Rafael and Angelo, and I was an idiot.”



“It’s all right. If you’ll forgive me, I’ll forgive you. How’s that?”



“A do-over?”



Willow smiled. “A do-over.”



The wind caught the current bowler’s ball and sent it bounding towards the trees. They watched as Sander made an amazing dive to snag it, coming up with the ball to a round of cheers and claps. When the game was back on, Veronique asked quietly, “Why me, Willow?”



“Hm?”



“Why set him up with me? Kirk?”



Willow folded her fingers in front of her face and made them dance in a complex, hypnotizing weave. “My brother’s happiness is the most important thing in the world to me. I’ve watched your audition. I saw you before the boat. I heard you last night trying to save your friends from the trouble you thought you were in. Kindness is easy, Veronique. But goodness, that’s not. And you are fundamentally both. That astonished me. I think it’s ensnared him, too.”



Veronique blushed. “Um…”



“It’s okay. I know. Our housekeeper is… well, a bit of a gossip.” Willow chuckled. “I’m happy for you. Just… please, be patient with him when he tries to fart the lyrics to Itsy Bitsy Spider.”



That caught Veronique by surprise and she grinned. “Wha-?”



“Thanks very much, Willow. Making me sound so very sexy,” Kirk said. Veronique hadn’t noticed him walking back. He held out one of a pair of tall drinks. “Hope you like Bahama mamas.”



“I’ve never actually tried one. I was kind of a beach cocktail virgin when I started this trip.”



Willow eyeballed the two drinks. “I see mine and Veronique’s, but where’s yours?”



Kirk huffed an indignant sigh. “Fine. And about the musical farting, I tried to do that one time when we were teenagers. One time!”



“At least half a dozen,” Willow muttered to Veronique, and she giggled in response.



As Willow and Kirk were latecomers to the bowling, they went last and got a rousing cheer when Kirk managed to move eight of the ten pins, easily the day’s best individual frame. Willow stunk, much like Veronique, and muttered theatrically about collusion when after a few frames she put down a measly nine pins total.



After the game, Mia and Jamie joined the three of them, and Willow offered up an apology to them too. Mia couldn’t help a wide, devious grin. “Oh, it worked out,” she said.



“I hope they were gentlemen to you,” Kirk said.



“Most certainly not and I loved every second of it,” Mia said, and Jamie blushed and looked down at her feet. “Speaking of, I should get going. We’ll catch up later,” she said to Veronique. And to Jamie, she leaned in and asked quietly, “You sure you don’t want to come along this time?”



“I’m sure. Thank you. Last night was… very eye-opening.”



Mia nodded. She kissed Veronique on the cheek, shook hands with Kirk and Willow, and trotted off, smiling to herself. Willow watched her go, amused. “That is the smile of a very well-satisfied woman.”



Kirk snorted. Rafael wandered over, one of the last of the island’s employees on the beach. He shook the guests’ hands and stood back, hands hooked on his waistband. “Hey, we’re all headed to the bar to get out of this sun. I think we might get crazy and start up an informal pinochle tournament. Anybody care to join in?”



“I promised Veronique a massage and a soak,” Kirk said. “If that’s all right by you.” She nodded, smiling



“How about you, partner?” Rafael asked Jamie.



“You know, some cool air and ice water would be perfect right now.” Jamie held out her arm, and surprised and blushing again, Rafael took it before they wandered up the beach towards the village.



“Oh, she’d better not break his heart,” Veronique breathed. “She’s got a boyfriend back home.”



Kirk winced. “Oof. I’ll warn him in private when I can.”



“Thanks.”



Willow studied the ocean, her lips set in the tiniest frown. Kirk noticed, and came over to wrap an arm around her shoulders. “Hey. You okay?”



“I should find Angelo. I… think it’s time.”



Kirk hugged her hard. “Good luck,” he murmured.



“Thank you.” She turned. “Let’s do a family dinner tomorrow.”



“Sounds good to me. Let Savini know if you see him. And Willow… even if it doesn’t go well, don’t leave me like that again, okay? Please.”



“It’ll never be this long again,” she promised. To Veronique, “Be gentle with him.”



It was meant to be a joke, but Veronique had the damnedest feeling it wasn’t.



* * *



Kirk’s assistant Howard and a guard were smoking cigars and playing poker under the awning of one of the villa’s buildings when they neared the gate. The guard rushed to let them in, and Kirk introduced him as Abel, the night guard who’d gone missing the previous evening.



“I’m so sorry if we got you in any trouble,” Veronique said as she shook his hand.



Abel shook his football-like head and grinned. “No, ma’am, nothing to worry about.”



“We’re going to be heading inside,” Kirk told Abel. “I’ll have my radio with me. Please, emergencies only.”



“Of course.”



Howard got up to see if he was needed for anything, but Kirk assured him for the moment things were good. He returned to the game with Abel, and Kirk led the way back into the main house. Before they got too far inside, Veronique turned and wrapped her arms around Kirk, and leaned up to kiss him. He grinned at her.



“You know what’s funny?” he asked her, his hands dipping to her ass.



“What’s that?”



“I’m not even the slightest bit pissed Willow set this whole thing up between you and me. She’s got amazing taste.”



“Mm. I’m pretty fond of you too.”



Kirk led her upstairs, and while Veronique undressed in his bedroom, he rummaged around in his bathroom for a while before coming up with a pile of towels and a bottle of blueberry massage oil.



Completely nude, Veronique suddenly felt virginally shy, and hid her breasts behind one arm while she covered her sex with the other hand, blushing furiously. Kirk’s eyes spoke everything about his desire for her. He couldn’t settle on one part of her body, taking her all in. “Christ,” he murmured. “I’ll say it a thousand times. You’re gorgeous.”



“Thank you,” she murmured.



Still staring at her, he fumbled his way across the room and laid the stack of towels on the bed. Two would go sideways over the light cotton blankets, and a third was for her bottom if she wanted it. Veronique took the third towel and set it aside before she climbed up onto the bed, still blushing as his eyes traced the curves of her ass as she settled down on her stomach on the others, her head nearly resting off the side of the bed to give him better access to her shoulders and back..



“I don’t think there’s much left of me to hide from you,” she murmured.



He took off his overshirt and shorts, leaving him in a pair of boxers and a white tank top. Veronique wouldn’t have minded him getting completely naked with her, but for the moment, she thought Kirk looked sort of adorable in his underthings. One of his fingers fell to her calf, and he traced it idly up along her thigh, across her bottom, up the gentle curve of her back, and all the way to her neck. She shivered pleasantly at the touch, and smiled fondly at him.



“Best. Vacation. Ever,” she breathed as he tucked a pillow under her chin.



Kirk laughed softly and uncapped the lotion to work some into his hands quickly and efficiently. “What hurts the most? Shoulders?”



“Mm hm. Neck and back too. Another part of me is sore from this morning, but in the best possible way.”



“Wonder what that could be from.”



“Me too.”



He stood at an angle beside her head and started gentle and slow, just the way she liked it. Kirk’s hands barely grazed her skin, warming Veronique up and relaxing her all at once. She melted like an ice cream cone, feeling a tension she hadn’t even been aware she was holding dissipate as his hands slid all across her bared back and up to her shoulders again, repeating the motions time after time until her whole back was glistening with massage oil. Only then did he begin to work his knuckles into her back, starting near her spine and rolling them down along her ribs, drawing a contented sigh from her.



“God, that’s good.”



The pain in her back oozed out of her with every stroke, and soon he was nearing her breasts, unashamedly running his knuckles along the sides of her swells. His breath came a little harder then, but he wasn’t done with her and didn’t linger or play. When he reached her upper back, Veronique was practically in heaven. She’d paid a small fortune for massages worse than this. Once her back felt like a warm bowl of soup, he shifted his attention to her shoulders, and the real root of her physical uncomfortableness. The knots around her neck nearly made her jump when he first brushed them with his fingers, but he used the same relaxing trick as on her back and Veronique loosened to his touch soon enough. It didn’t pass her by that Kirk was bent at an odd angle as he worked. He should have had a pretty good vantage point if he just stood upright and got closer.



Except… ah. She opened one eye and saw the reason right in front of her. His cock, bulging against its trappings, was in serious danger of whapping her in the face as he worked. She giggled and explained why.



“Should be using it to give you a massage,” he grunted. “Damn thing’s as hard as my knuckles.”



“Poor baby. We’ll have to do something about that.”



“Soon. I promised you a massage and I’m not finishing until I’ve done my best.”



His knuckles worked her shoulders deep, and she soon fell into a quiet series of moans and groans. There was nothing sexual intended about the sounds she was making, but it was clearly having more of an effect on Kirk. He had to struggle to keep an even pace, and more than once he reached down to adjust himself.



Her neck was next, which had always been a sensitive spot for her. He incentivized her body into relaxing for him by working and teasing the muscles with a far gentler touch than her back and shoulders. He was magnificent at this. When Veronique thought she’d had enough, she propped herself up on her elbows and reached for the waistband of his boxers. He groaned when her hand slipped inside.



“Haven’t done your calves and your thighs yet,” Kirk murmured.



“Right now, I think my mouth and my throat need a workout,” Veronique replied, pulling his boxers down far enough to free his cock. But the man was a damn tease and danced out of the way of her grab for him. At least Kirk rid himself of the rest of his clothes, and for the first time, she really got a good look at him nude. His prick did tend to draw the eye, and not only for its size, but because he was the first man she’d ever seen who shaved himself completely clean. She hadn’t noticed that morning, so caught up in the moment, but now she could appreciate every ridge and bump and just how goddamn tasty he looked.



But that wasn’t all. Kirk was slim-figured, but his abs, chest and shoulders rippled with well-defined muscles. His hips and legs were as fit as a swimmer’s, perhaps not so surprising given that this was an island with at least two pools and the most swimmable ocean water she’d ever seen. His skin was well tanned and sleek, with a spattering of scarring across his chest. She wanted to run her tongue over every inch of him and vowed to set aside an evening dedicated to doing just that.



Kirk climbed up on the bed next to her with the bottle of oil in hand. He poured more into his palms, warming it as she reached out again and stroked his thigh. “So handsome,” she murmured.



For that, he leaned down and kissed her cheek. “And you are the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen,” he whispered into her ear, making her shiver.



He started low on her calves, working small gentle circles with his knuckles and forearms as he relaxed her again to his touch. Flickers of pleasure rolled through her, and she had a hard time not squirming or reaching down to play with herself. He was thorough, too, and lifted each leg so he could massage the fronts, his eyes never leaving the cleft of her spread legs. Her feet were ticklish, but the way he worked his fingers slowly across the ankles and tops before sliding his fingers across her soles with breath-light deftness kept her reactions to a minimum. She relaxed further into the bed, moaning audibly when he lifted her left foot and kissed it, sucking one of her toes into his mouth before settling it gently on the bed again and repeating the act with the other.



His hands worked back across her calves to her knees, and when they touched her thighs, Veronique’s yearning left her legs spreading wider and wider for him, and it was his breathing that quickened now as his fingers slid across her. His teasing took on a faster, more rhythmic pace on her thighs, and he finally neared her ass. She rose up on her elbows, pushing it out for him and without any more preamble, his fingers rolled across her entrance, making her gasp. Kirk leaned down and kissed each cheek, taking his time about it, even nibbling her ass before sliding his tongue across to the cleft above her tiny rosebud. Her eyes shot open when his tongue probed her virgin hole, teasing her before he dove into it,



“Oh, God, Kirk, no one’s ev-ever d-done that to me,” she moaned.



He didn’t respond as he pulled her cheeks wider apart, enjoying his teasing as he slurped and licked noisily. But it wasn’t long before his fingers drifted further south and two slid into her wet, needing pussy and her soul roared with fulfilled need.



“Mmm, fuck, yes, keep doing that,” she hissed.



The pair of sensations drove her wild and she started backing back against him uncontrollably. He wasted no time curling his digits inside her and finding her delicate g-spot, hitting it in time with darts of his tongue in her asshole, and though she’d never been double penetrated before, it felt like getting fucked in both holes all at once. It was the dirtiest thing she’d ever experienced.



“S-so good!” Veronique gasped, and all the world fell away around her. There was nothing in that moment but his fingers and his tongue and her ecstasy, and he sensed her closeness, his own body rolling forward in time as she thrust backwards, pushing his fingers and that amazing tongue deeper and deeper inside her as her eyes closed and trembling racked her. Her juices slicked his fingers, his hand, dripped down her thighs and onto the towels. Twice in one day he’d made her wetter, needier than she’d ever been, and she rocked back one more time before her cunt contracted around his fingers, trying to pull him deeper as she came.



“Kiii-rrrk!” she screamed, burying her face against the towel, liquid warmth spilling out of her and onto his hand.



Without barely breaking stride, her lover freed his fingers and his tongue and slid behind her, his fat prick filling the void he’d just left in her pussy. “Oh, baby, you feel so fucking good,” he moaned as he sheathed himself inside her until his balls slapped against her thighs.



The thought of a condom crossed her mind, but Veronique was too far gone to pleasure to want him to grab one. Still quaking from her intense orgasm, she could only hang on as Kirk slid back out of her and thrust back in, his pace hard and fast. Something on the bed fell to the ground – the lube. She stared at it with one half-lidded eye as he slammed into her so hard it made the bed knock against the wall. That rhythm became her life in that moment, the music of his heavy balls slapping against her flesh, the wood frame knocking on the wall, her moans, his grunts. He grabbed her arms and pulled back on them, lifting her up slightly off the bed. Her breasts shook with every hard thrust of that cock,



“Mm, fuck, mmm, Kirk, mmm, fuck, I’m… I’m…”



“Come for me again, baby,” he growled.



Her eyes squeezed shut and she gave a wordless cry as her pussy grabbed at him, her whole body convulsing. The pleasure was almost too much at that point but Kirk still wasn’t close yet. Her arms gave out and she collapsed face first onto the bed. He shifted his arms underneath her stomach and lifted her up so her face was buried in the mattress and her ass high in the air.



“Still with me?” he asked.



“Mmm… hmm.”



“Want me to stop?”



“N-no,” she whispered. “C-careful. No… no.. con… condom. Not on the p-pill.”



“It’s okay,” Kirk breathed. “I won’t come in you.”



Veronique nodded as best she could manage as he built up another rhythm again. He rolled his hips against hers, his strong hands keeping her upright under her stomach. The towel and blankets were soft and downy against her face, and she moaned into them feverishly as he thrust into her again and again and again. Her wetness and his size left her pussy squelching with every thrust, and she might have giggled if she was capable of it, but Kirk’s intent now was clear. He was ready to finish.



With a grunt and a slap of her ass, he pulled out of her. Veronique collapsed onto the bed as he slid his dick through the cleft of her ass once, twice, three times, and she thought maybe he was going to fuck her there too. In her sexual daze she wouldn’t have said no, but instead, his hand dropped to his cock, jerking himself off just as he’d finished that morning until he finally grunted one last time, “Fuck, Veronique!” and came in wide spurts across her back and her ass.



She lay there, her whole body shivering as she came down and he collapsed beside her, head near the pillows and his legs perpendicular to hers. Neither of them could do much more than catch their breath for God knew how long, until finally he managed to roll off the bed and gasp, “Jesus, woman, you’re going to kill me. I’ve never fucked like I have today. Never.”



“I’ve never… been fucked like that,” she murmured, her breaths coming like hiccups.



Kirk disappeared for a moment into the hallway and the bathroom. She heard the faucet running, then brushing and gargling. When Kirk re-entered the room, he came around the bed, and she accepted his help sitting upright, her ass on one of the well-drenched towels. His kiss was somehow still hungry, even if his cock needed some time to recover. When Veronique had trouble standing, he walked with her, one arm around her back for support as he helped her into the bathroom to do her business. He ran her a bath, and together they slid into the warm sudsy bubbles. His cock showed some signs of life of recovering, but Veronique couldn’t keep her eyes open, and in the tub, her bottom pressed against him, she fell asleep, Kirk’s face chasing her down into the darkness.



* * *



She woke sometime after dark on her side in bed, Kirk’s arms wrapped around her. He must have moved her there from the tub. Distant music and dreadful singing wafted through one of the open windows, and her drowsy mind finally settled on a word – karaoke. She smiled and nestled back against Kirk’s taut frame. He murmured something incomprehensible and squeezed her tighter to him as her eyes slipped closed again. Despite Veronique wanting to take part in all the fun activities the island’s staff had planned, she knew precisely in that moment where she wanted to be.



* * *



His stiffness woke her again, this time as that glorious pink and orange light began to trail its fingers into the house. Veronique shivered pleasantly when she realized Kirk was still out. Twice he’d given her spectacular orgasms through foreplay. This time, she vowed, it would be her turn.



Careful not to wake him, she eased herself up gently onto one elbow and slip the hand around her waist off. He mumbled something and rolled onto his back, his cock pooching up the blankets. Veronique carefully turned and slipped down under those until she found his prick waiting for her.



First came a kiss to its tip. She didn’t know yet what this really was between them, but regardless if this was a vacation fling or something more substantial – and jeez, didn’t that just make her soul warm and cozy – she wanted to start every day kissing Kirk, be it his lips or elsewhere.



His cock, already nearly a deep purple from the blood rushing to it, seemed to grow even harder when her lips brushed it. She didn’t know how much of that massive thing she could take, but she was keen to find out. Her tongue flicked out and ran a circle around the bulbous head, and he shifted again, his hips lifting. Unlike Kirk, Veronique wanted to take her time and tease him, so she settled for whisper-light kisses along his length all the way to his balls. They were so full and heavy, and though she’d never really found them sexy on any guy, she wanted this experience to the fullest, so Veronique kissed those too before flicking her playful tongue against them.



Her tongue slid back gently across the underside of his cock until she reached his head again. His butt clenched again and she knew he had to be coming up out of it, so she wasted no more time and opened wide to engulf him as she slid one hand down to play at her own sex. He groaned, “Yeah, baby,” as she took inch after inch of him deep into her mouth, his girth almost leaving her scraping her teeth along his sensitive flesh. A hand came down, found her thigh, squeezed it, and traced up her ass and along her back until he reached her head and neck. She almost thought for a moment Kirk was going to push her face down onto him and fuck her mouth like he had her pussy the night before, and she may have even let him. But instead he stroked her blonde curls. His touch was reassuring, not forceful. She loved that.



Kirk’s cock was big enough that Veronique couldn’t take all of him before he hit the back of her throat, but she was pleased there was only an inch or so of flesh left untended to. When she came up off him with a wet slurp, she spat into her hand and stroked the base of his shaft as her mouth lowered back down to play with just his head. Her pace was slow, teasing, and she felt no urge on his part. He slowly eased the covers back as she came back down on his cock for what had to be the fourth or fifth time, his smile beatific and his eyes taking in the sight of her on her knees.



“Good morning,” he murmured, his voice so sexy in its morning murkiness.



Veronique grinned around him after the next wet slurp of his cock. His fingers twisted slowly in her hair as she slid hers along the swollen lips of her cunt, still aching with the powerful fucking from the day before but so very ready for round three. His dick was leaking precum now as his hips rolled gently to meet her mouth as it came down again and again and again. Slowly Veronique began to increase her rhythm, slurping and sucking at the end of each push and pull back out of her throat.



“Suck me, Veronique, that’s it,” Kirk said, his other hand coming down to her head too. He was content to let her do the work for a change, and she enjoyed it, especially with the lack of hair on him. She started stroking his base in earnest, not taking him as deep in her mouth as she was. Her hands wrapped around his cock and jerked him in earnest as she licked and focused on his tip. “Fuck, just like that.”



She jerked him harder, her own pussy getting wetter and wetter. She could fix that, and kept up her oral worship of that magnificent cock as she scooted closer to him, lifting one knee and bringing it over his neck and head. He got the idea and brought his hands back up to wrap them around her ass, bringing her pussy down on his mouth and waggling tongue.



Veronique popped off him long enough to moan, “Yes, lick my pussy, it needs you Kirk,” and devoured him again hungrily. He massaged her ass as he ate her out, his tonguing gentle and easygoing. The breaths from his nose tickled the patch of skin between her cunt and her bud, and she shivered on him.



He wasn’t going to last long, not as hard as he’d been, and with Veronique working him with both hands and her mouth, he groaned into her hips and mouth, “I’m close, baby.”



For a response, Veronique kept jerking him off as she milked his tip with her mouth, sucking him, licking him. Soon Kirk’s ass stiffened and he thrust up involuntarily, nearly hitting the back of her throat with his cockhead when he started coming. Warm shots hit her throat, her tongue, her tonsils. Veronique tried to hold on to as much as she could with her mouth, but Kirk came with as much force as the two fucks he’d given her yesterday and nearly choked her until she had to open her mouth and let some of it dribble out.



She swallowed what she could and leaned back, rolling her hips against his mouth, her hands coming up behind her neck as she arched her back and thrust her breasts out. Kirk had her measure now with his tongue, and it wasn’t long before she was gasping his name, staring up at the ceiling as he ate her out to another orgasm, coming hard on his mouth and chin. When she rolled off him and saw how wet his face was, she blushed hard, but after he wiped off his chin with the back of his hand, he licked up the taste of her and grinned.



They showered together, and Kirk delighted in soaping up every inch of Veronique he could reach. She loved when he slid a hand under one of her hips and lifted her leg so it was perched on the edge of his tub while he explored her pussy. But their play had to be just that for the moment. Kirk needed to check in with Howard, Lucius, and Agustin.



As they toweled off, Kirk said, “While you were out, I had your things brought up from the beach lodging. I want you here for…” He stopped, and in his eyes, she saw confusion.



“What?”



“The truth?” he asked.



“Yes.”



He drew a deep breath and let it out. “I was about to say for as long as you’re here on the island. But it sounded so…”



“Temporary.”



He scratched the back of his head. “Yeah. I mean, we hardly know each other. But I feel like this could really be something.”



Veronique’s heart soared. “You’re serious?”



“Absolutely.”



She turned and charged him, aware her towel had just fallen to the floor. He laughed, but then her hands were around his neck and she was kissing him, her eyes wide and huge. Their kisses so far had been mostly in greeting, goodbye, or sexually charged, but this one… this one was a happy kiss. A good kiss. A connection of souls.



“I woke up this morning feeling the same way,” she murmured. “I thought maybe I was being too hopeful. You know? I didn’t want to scare you off.”



“Never,” Kirk breathed. He kissed her again. “I think we take these two weeks and get to know each other. If we decide this is real…”



“…then we figure out the rest.” Her hand trailed his chin. “Kirk… I do have one request, and it may save me from a lot of heartbreak if you tell me no.”



“What is it?”



Veronique licked her lips, waiting for his laughter or his derision. “I’m a one-guy woman. And I expect the men in my life to be one-woman guys. I know you’re in a position where you’re very capable of… well, that is, I mean, there have to be a lot of women that, um, want you and…”



He slid his hands down to her naked sides and pulled her in for another kiss, her lips trembling against his. “Okay,” he said.



“Okay?”



“Yeah. Okay. I can be a one-woman guy.” He grinned. “If you’ll trust me, I’ll trust you.”



Her heart swelled with the dissipation of that doubt. “Okay.”



* * *



They ate a light breakfast of fruit and granola on the patio while Howard filled in Kirk on the day’s schedule. Veronique lost count of the numbers of conference calls they had to make. The suits wandered out halfway through the briefing. Kirk told them they wouldn’t be needed for a couple hours so they headed down the road to grab breakfast of their own. Of Mia, there was no sign. And what about Willow? Did she live in the villa too? Veronique thought about asking but didn’t want to interrupt.



Kirk finally leaned over, kissed her cheek, and told her she’d have his attention that afternoon. “You’ll come to dinner tonight?” he asked.



“Oh, I think your sister mentioned it was a family thing and I don’t want to force my way into that.”



“What?” Kirk shook his head, smiling. “She meant island family. Angelo, Rafael, Carolina, and Wardell, maybe a few others depending on who she’s asked. They’re our closest friends here on the island. Hell, in my case, my closest friends, period. I’m sure Willow thinks the same thing. Come along.”



“Oh! Well, I’d love to.”



“Good.” He kissed her again, putting some of that morning’s fire into it, and she nearly knocked over her chair when she managed to back away. He shook his head and sighed. “God, but I want a sick day so very badly right now.”



She laughed and blew him a kiss.



* * *



The day’s activities were light – a beach volleyball game before it warmed up too much in the afternoon to play, followed by a splash in the pool with Mia and Jamie. They enjoyed some handmade sherbet together, with plenty of ribbing thrown Veronique’s way for being the object of their host’s desire. Late in the afternoon, Jamie headed for the bar and Mia crashed out in the island’s game room for a bit of pool and much-needed air conditioning. Word was the heat might not last the whole two weeks. A storm was brewing somewhere east, and while it was expected to pass them by, there would be a mandatory meeting at some point to find out what to do in case it turned their way.



Veronique caught sight of herself in the mirror of a restroom and noticed her top bore some pellet-sized holes in the side. Still needing to do laundry, she winced and decided maybe she’d check out the island’s clothing shop.



A woman nose-deep in a paperback set it down hastily when Veronique entered and rose up to her feet, smiling. “Hi there! Can I help you find anything today?”



“Um. I have a dinner date of sorts tonight, and I was hoping to find a new outfit? Does this get charged to me, or…?”



The woman laughed politely. “No, hon, no. Veronique, right? I saw you out there playing volleyball. Got some skills. Everything in the shop is free.” She leaned forward and said conspiratorially, “Truthfully, a lot of these are overstock outfits. They’d just sit in a warehouse somewhere so we keep a bunch here. And it’s good advertising for us too. All these vacation photos of people in our swimsuits and clothes.” She winked and leaned back. “Grab anything you like and feel free to try it on in the changing rooms in the back.”



Much like their stores on the mainland, the place featured any number of outfits in various sizes. It was all crammed together in a space half the size as one of their regular stores, but arranged fastidiously so it wasn’t hard to find the items in her sizes. She settled on a turquoise spaghetti-strapped dress for that night, along with a nice pair of low-heeled sandals that seemed a bit more formal than her sneakers or flip flops. There was also a lovely blue strapless maxi dress that would leave her midriff bared, and a pair of harem pants so wispy anyone staring at her could have seen right through them. She added those to her stack at the counter as well, and decided to pick out some lingerie to boot. Last but not least was a new swimsuit, a barely-there bikini with triangles that might, if one squinted hard enough, hide the slightest amount of skin. That, she thought, was definitely a “for Kirk’s eyes only” outfit.



As she headed up the road to deposit her new outfits along with a makeup kit at Kirk’s place, a familiar figure jumped out ahead of her dressed in running shorts and a sports top, both soaked. Willow’s head hung low, and tear tracks glistened on her cheeks. “Stupid, stupid, stupid,” she muttered to herself over and over again.



“Willow?” Veronique asked, and the other woman spun.



“Shit.”



“You okay?”



“Yeah. Fine. Great. Wonderful.” Willow laughed shakily.



“Angelo, right?”



Willow frowned. “Kirk told you? That wasn’t his-”



“No, no, he didn’t say anything. I’ve seen the way you two act around each other. There’s history there.”



“Just a touch,” Willow said. “Just me being in love with him since I was nineteen or so.”



“Oof.”



“Yeah.” Willow sniffed and brushed at her eyes. “Anyways. You coming for dinner tonight?”



“Yeah. Just came back from finding something a little nicer to wear than my one-piece.” Veronique hefted the canvas bags full of clothes and showed them to the other woman. “Kinda wasn’t expecting to be shacking up with the CEO of a half dozen major companies.”



“Him CEO?” Willow asked, scoffing. “Girl, he’s the vice-president. I’m the CEO.”



“Sorry, sorry.”



“Headed up there?”



“I am, if I didn’t offend you.”



Willow grinned. “Not at all. Relax. I liked you when I met you and I’m never wrong about people.”



“Except maybe Angelo?”



“No,” Willow said, and her smile disappeared again. “Him I know maybe best of all.”



* * *



Kirk and Veronique wound up with a few hours to kill before the dinner got underway, and they made their way to the beach together on the quiet side of the island. With sunscreen, jugs of ice water, towels and a massive beach umbrella in tow, they both worked up a mild sweat by the time they reached a pair of wooden loungers. Under the umbrella’s shade, she slipped out of her tank top and shorts and revealed the bikini she’d picked out that afternoon to Kirk’s naked gaze. He tossed off his shirt too and wasted no time in volunteering his services to help her with the suntan lotion. She returned the favor, and maybe snuck in a grope or two under his shorts to keep him hopping.



Though he couldn’t stop staring at her frame in its new bikini, they spent that time talking. It was a good getting-to-know-you session, one they had yet to really have. She told him about her parents and her multitude of siblings and distant relatives. He told her about his grandfather and father working in pharmaceuticals, and about an older brother who now ran that end of the family empire.



“Don’t get me wrong, I’m happy we had the seed money, but Willow would have been a millionaire in her own time,” Kirk said. “Of that I have no doubt. I do well with our here and now, but her, she’s got five-year, ten-year, twenty-year plans that confound me. On top of that, she’s a solid investor, and she’s got a fantastic grasp on what’s coming down the pipeline.”



“You two seem close. I saw the pictures and the art.”



Kirk nodded. “I was adopted, actually. When I was a baby. We’re still related, but by blood, we’re distant cousins. My birth mom was very young, and didn’t think she could do the best job raising me. Mom and Dad – her mom and dad, I guess, but that’s how I think of them too – aren’t always the good guys, but they did their best with me. Willow doubly so.”



“What do you mean, they’re not always the good guys?”



“Well, the pharmaceuticals thing is sometimes a, um, sticking point. Let’s just say at family reunions Willow and I don’t always get along with the rest of the family. They are running a business, and I get that. I’m a capitalist too, but I don’t think success should have to come at the expense of customers or employees. Dad and Ronald disagree.”



“I’m sorry to hear that.”



Kirk shrugged. “It is what it is. We don’t live a miser’s life either. But we try to take care of our people, whether they’re our employees or not.”



“I know Mia loves working for you.”



“That’s good. I don’t get much of a chance to hear what people really think. About working for us, our products, any of it. Willow, she’s got her ear to the ground.” He paused to unscrew his bottle of water and took a long drink. When he finished, he asked Veronique, “How about you? Career aspirations?”



“At the moment, I have no idea. I thought city government was in the cards for me right up until my boss mailed her husband some very illegal death threats and ruined my career to boot.”



“Hold up. What?” Kirk asked, amused.



She told him the whole sordid tale of Dana, her ex-boss, and how she wound up in retail. He whistled low and shook his head, and she couldn’t help a grin. “Yeah. I suppose I got a story out of the whole thing. But now my name is mud around the city offices. Retail’s okay for the moment. But I need to start thinking long-term again.”



He eyeballed her in her bikini. “Well, I think you’d make for a hell of a model.”



She laughed and blushed. “Actually, my friend Monica’s husband is a model so hey, I’ve got an in there.”



“I’m serious. And who knows? You might like it, given your, ah, reaction to being walked in on.”



Veronique shook her head. “That was with you. I feel a little bolder when I’m around you, Kirk. And I don’t think it’s just this place. I feel like… you’re drawing in the best parts of me I haven’t seen yet.”



He grinned at her. “A poet. That’s what you should be.”



“And with that, I have to pee. See?” She really did, though, and ducked away.



When the ice had all melted in their water, they decided to head back up to the house. Agustin and Lucius caught sight of them coming up one of the side paths, and rushed to the gate while Angelo opened it.



“Detroit?” Kirk asked them.



Agustin nodded. “Three days from now. We have to get up there.”



“Where’s Howard?”



“Looking for you,” Lucius said. “You forgot your radio.”



Kirk glanced at Veronique. “No. I didn’t.” She blushed under his scrutiny, and he turned back to his coworkers. “Change of plans. Here’s what’s going to happen. Howard knows the situation as well as I do. The three of you are going to fly up to Detroit and massage who you can before the meeting.”



“Boss?” Lucius asked uncertainly. “We could use you for this.”



“I have every faith you can do this,” Kirk said, laying a hand on both men’s shoulders. “I’ll go with you as far as Florida. I have something there I need to take care of. But then I’m coming back here and you can fill me in when it’s done.”



Veronique, alarmed, said, “Don’t sacrifice your work because of me, Kirk.”



Kirk squeezed Lucius and Agustin’s shoulders, and let them go before he turned and laid both those hands on hers and drew her in for a soft kiss. “I’m not. Remember, I invest in my employees, right? These guys are two of our best. Time for them to show me why again.”



At that, Lucius’s spine seemed to straighten. “Manipulative bastard,” he said, but he was grinning.



“Now, that said,” Kirk told Veronique, “how do you feel about riding on a yacht and maybe getting in some Florida shopping and nightlife for a day or two?”



Veronique tapped her lip. “I think Carolina had scuba diving on the docket tomorrow. I don’t know…” She grinned. “Of course. That sounds amazing. I wouldn’t be intruding?”



“What I have to do in Florida isn’t work related,” he said dismissively. To Lucius and Agustin, he said, “When the dust is settled, I’ll have you both back out here sometime for a real week or two off.”



Agustin shrugged. “Hey, it’s not like Detroit isn’t the vacation capital of the world.”



Lucius nodded. “I’ve got one request. We want a plus one.”



“Mia?” Veronique asked.



“Yup,” Lucius said. Agustin nodded, both of them with wolfish smiles on their faces.



“If she wants to go, take her,” Kirk said.



Veronique folded her arms across her breasts. “No hinky bullshit,” she told them. “If Mia seems uncomfortable, you back off. I might not be your coworker, but I am her friend, and I know all the best places to stick sharp things.”



Agustin frowned. “Ma’am, we might have given you some shit the first night, but I promise you, we’d never do anything against a woman’s will. We’re assholes, but we’re not monsters.”



“Good,” she said.



Kirk clapped his hands. “Okay. Let her and Howard know. When you’ve packed, put your suitcases outside the door. Howard will take care of them. You too, Veronique. I don’t know how long we’ll stay in Florida, so bring a few outfits. Anything else you might need, write it down for Howard or we’ll get it there.”



She kissed his cheek. “Got it. I should go get dressed for dinner tonight.”



He nodded and she took off for the house as Kirk began to talk details in earnest with his two coworkers. A ride on a yacht. Her. If her family could see her now, they’d be stunned.



* * *



The mini-dress was just about right for the evening. Carolina and Wardell showed up first, him in a pair of breezy slacks and a camp shirt, her in bellbottoms and a sequined blouse. Between them, they pushed a cart laden with a pair of folding tables and extra chairs along with a box of other supplies. Angelo and Veronique rushed down the path to help them, but the two had things well under control and cheerily waved them off. They did accept some help setting up a pavilion tent near the villa’s vegetable garden, and there Carolina and Wardell began to prepare for the evening’s festivities.



Rafael was next, also pushing a cart, this one carrying a pair of baskets and several boxes loaded with metal chafing dishes. But that wasn’t all he brought. Coming up the path with him was Jamie, in a sundress adorned with sunflowers. It looked both vintage and adorably cute on her, and Veronique wasn’t the only one that thought that, from the way Rafael kept stealing glances at Jamie. Once they brought the cart through the gate, she rushed Veronique and wrapped her up in a hug.



About that time, Willow loped through one of the side gates, her hair damp from a swim in the ocean. She gave everyone a quick hello and promised to be right out. At the sight of the redhead in her curve-hugging swimsuit and towel, Angelo seemed to stand an inch taller, his gaze locked firmly on her as she darted into her private residence.



Not long after, Kirk and the suits emerged from the guest building, caught in a few last-minute details as he walked them to the gate. He told them he’d meet them first thing in the morning and to enjoy their last night there before rejoining the party. “Willow?” he asked.



“Showering in her place,” Veronique said.



Kirk nodded and embraced her. “You look stunning,” he said, giving her tight squeeze before letting her go again.



“Thank you,” she murmured, and kissed him. Amazing how quickly that was starting to feel like second nature.



“Go get dressed,” Carolina scolded him. “If the food’s cold, it’ll be on you.”



“Yes, Nana Lina,” Kirk said, grinning. She threw an olive at him from an appetizer tray and he managed to snag it with a deft catch. Kirk popped it into his mouth, kissed Veronique’s cheek, and jogged inside his residence to change.



Brother and sister emerged about the same time, him dressed in a form-fitting twill shirt and tan slacks, her in a chaste sleeveless dress. Their paths had to cross to reach the pavilion, and the two siblings hugged before they joined the others.



“There’s wine and beer, and if anyone wants anything stronger, I’ll run down to the village,” Wardell said.



Kirk raised an eyebrow, amused as he slid an arm around Veronique’s waist. “You will not. My bar’s well stocked and the door’s unlocked. Help yourselves.”



“Or you can pick the sibling with exquisite taste and not just eighty-seven varieties of whiskey,” Willow said. “My place is open too.”



As they bickered good-naturedly, Carolina dug out a bottle of sparkling wine. “Ladies?”



“Please,” Jamie said, taking a seat next to her. Veronique smiled and joined them, and accepted a glass too.



Rafael passed out beer to the guys, and Willow opted for a bottle too. Once they all had a drink, Rafael cleared his throat. “Um, I know it’s silly and formal and all that, but I was hoping I could say a few words since this is the first time I’ve been to one of these with both Mr. and Ms. Morgan here-”



“Raf, first names, please,” Willow said, reaching out and squeezing his hand.



He smiled and nodded. “Most the employees know what Willow did for me, and I guess I just wanted to say… um… thanks. For taking a chance on all of us. Cheers to you both.” He raised his bottle towards the center of the table, and everyone joined in, echoing him and clinking bottles or glasses. Jamie looked mystified at the speech, and Veronique wasn’t much better off. It wasn’t her business to pry, though.



Dinner was simple and delicious. Fried chicken, coleslaw, a creamy mac and cheese, jalapeno corn, cilantro lime quinoa, and for dessert, frozen yogurt pops loaded with fresh berries. They ate slowly while Willow dominated most of the conversation, showing no signs of her earlier tears. She detailed what sounded like a year or two of traveling, laughing about stumbling onto a nude beach in Crete during a senior citizen outing, regaling them with almost childlike glee about seeing an orchestra in Utah, and muttering about a new scar on her leg from a mishap in her office in Denver. She told stories with natural skill and ease, and Veronique could almost picture herself with Willow on her adventures. She hoped they would get to have some.



“I’m just glad to have you back home where you belong,” Carolina told Willow.



“Thank you,” she replied, her eyes crinkling. Angelo had taken a chair beside her, despite some stiffness between them. She pointedly avoided his gaze and spooned up more of the quinoa.



“You were away a long time?” Jamie asked. She glanced around. “Am I, um, allowed to ask that?”



“Of course,” Willow said. She took a moment to finish the bite of food, and focused on the other woman. “I’ve been running things on the road for a while. I like to be in the field, talking to people from all our businesses and research groups. I’m a very hands-on person.”



That didn’t answer the question, and Jamie looked as confused as she did before, but thankfully didn’t press the issue. She and Rafael worried Veronique. The big man was clearly infatuated with her, and though Jamie didn’t seem like the type to catfish a man, she did have Isaac back home and Veronique desperately hoped she’d told Rafael that up front. But she had other worries, and when news of the impending trip came up, Jamie covered her breast with her hand.



“Oh my gosh, that’s so cool!” she gushed.



“If you’d like you could certainly accompany us,” Kirk said.



Jamie shook her head immediately and laid a hand on Rafael, who didn’t bother hiding his relief. “No. I’ve got a Rahu Island Wet Willy Grand Sporting Invitational Tournament to win.”



Rafael grinned. “Hey, you got the name right, finally.” Jamie stuck her tongue out at him. To Veronique and Kirk, he said, “You two are going to be way behind on points, you know that?”



“Darn,” Kirk said. To his sister, “Do us proud, huh?”



“Oh yes.”



Veronique groaned. “I didn’t tell the doc.”



Rafael said, “Don’t worry, I’ll let her know.”



“Thanks.”



It wasn’t too much longer before the party began to break up. Angelo, Carolina, and Wardell packed up all the remaining food. They would split it between them and take it home. Rafael and Jamie worked on the tables and pavilion tents. Veronique’s earlier doubts still plagued her, especially when Jamie began making fuck-me eyes at Rafael.



Don’t break his heart
 , she silently begged her friend.
 Please don’t break his heart.



* * *




Willow, Veronique, and Kirk sat with their feet dangling in the pool. It was well after dark now, but distant light from the night’s beach bonfire cast back some of the darkness. The guitars and ukuleles were in full swing again, and Veronique swirled her toes in time to a tune she recognized.




“I should go to Detroit with them,” Willow said suddenly.



“They’ll be fine, Willow,” her brother said.



“Yeah, but having one of us there would give it more punch.”



“We don’t need Detroit. It would be nice to give back, but if they opt out of the factory, oh well.”



“We’d be out months of work-” Willow protested, but Kirk cut her off.



“Let’s stop the act. We both know it’s not Detroit you’re worried about. It’s staying.”



Veronique stopped waving her feet through the cool water. “I should leave you two to it.”



“No,” Willow said. “Stay. You know some of it. I… have a lot of feelings for Angelo.”



“You said love earlier,” Veronique said.



Willow nodded glumly. “Yeah. It’s complicated. And I may have made a mistake thinking it was requited.” She blew out a breath. “When I was younger and he blew me off, I got it. There’s a fifteen-year age gap. At the time, I was pretty naïve. I thought then he wanted me and cared for me, but he felt like it was inappropriate for him to lust after a nineteen-year old, especially not his boss. I don’t think he was right, but I at least understand his reasoning. It hurt, and I started spending more and more time away from the island. I thought maybe I’d meet someone else, but all this time, it’s been him. And now I’m starting to realize maybe…” She reached up and pinched the bridge of her nose. “Maybe I’m just crazy.”



“You’re not,” Kirk said softly.



“Well, I’m being unfair to him, I know that. I’m pushing him too hard, Kirk,” Willow said. “He might think if he rejects me his job’s on the line. But I look at him, and there’s still that lust there, yeah, but I also see so much more. A good man. Devoted. Kind. Strong. I c-can see him being a man I want to raise children with. I don’t care about the age difference or my money. If that’s what’s making him hesitate, I’d quit tomorrow if it meant being with him.”



Veronique slid her arm through Kirk’s and he leaned over to kiss the top of her head absentmindedly. “I don’t know, Willow,” he admitted. “But I know when I talk about you, he lights up. I know when he comes into my house and sees your pictures, he stops. Doesn’t ever fail. When he dated Lucy and they broke up, it was because he was hung up on someone. I’d bet a hell of a lot of money that was you.”



She sniffed and brushed away her tears. “I just don’t know what to do.”



“Be here,” Kirk said softly. He wrapped an arm around her shoulder and hugged her. “Running won’t give you the answer. Stick to your mantra. Don’t push. Just be.”



“Mm.”



“Wait, running…” Veronique said, thinking hard. “You know, maybe it’s not my place, but if you really wanted to twist the knife in, go with me tomorrow. Besides, I’d love the company. I’ve never been to Miami before and Kirk is going off on some super-secret spy mission.”



“Spy mission?” Willow asked Kirk.



Kirk grinned. “Tell you later. She’s right, though. Especially if we only tell him five minutes before we go.”



Willow thought about it. “This could be fun. I like it. I’m in.”



* * *



Finally, it was just the two of them. Despite the late hour and their need to wake up early, neither of them were tired. The music from the beach had finally ended, but Veronique, high on the lovely evening, swayed to an unheard song while they made their way upstairs to Kirk’s bedroom.



The lights by the bed cast warm hues across her as Kirk sat on the edge, pulling off his shoes and watching her with those intense eyes. “I love the way you move,” he murmured.



She smiled and swayed, hands behind her head, arching her breasts out in the dress. It gave her an idea. “Put on some music.”



“Polka okay?” He grinned at her arched eyebrow, and got up to collect a laptop as she darted to the bathroom to touch up her makeup and freshen up. When she returned, a soft, sensual beat thrummed from a soundbar in the corner of the room she’d never noticed before.



“You and your toys,” she murmured. His grin was lazy and wolfish, and she wanted nothing more than to see it disappear in a haze of lust and need for her. Veronique the timid, who didn’t want to believe this man could care for her, was dying on the vine, and in her place was the sexy, confident woman she’d been before her life started to take a tumble. “One rule. I touch. You don’t.”



Kirk’s grin widened, and he unzipped his pants. “All right.”



Veronique turned, her ass jutted to one side. She began slow, her hands running down her sides, feeling out the music, gently rocking her hips side to side until she had the rhythm of it. She didn’t need to look over her shoulder to know Kirk’s eyes would be locked on her bottom, and she slid her fingers down to it, teasing him by raising the dress an inch or two on each side before letting it slide down her legs again. She turned slowly, beginning to roll her hips, her eyes half-lidded as she grazed her fingers up to her breasts, lifting them, letting them drop before she was in profile to Kirk. Her hand rose to her mouth and she sucked the tips of two of her fingers in, her ass still shimmying to the beat. His focus, his raw hunger sent a heat through her like she’d never experienced save maybe for when he was fucking her right in front of Howard.



Veronique’s fingers fell free, again to her breasts, and she licked her lips, her ass rolling harder and harder as she ever-so-slowly slid one spaghetti strap down her shoulder, revealing a hint of her strapless bra-clad breast. Kirk leaned forward, fists clenched at his side. He watched as the other strap came down, and though Veronique was really only showing off the tops of her breasts, he looked as though a feast had been laid out before him. She turned her back to him again, rocking, the dress sliding lower and lower. She began slowly to back up, her ass still swaying to the beat, and Kirk reached for her before he remembered the rules and groaned his frustration.



The mood changed as she neared. Her playfulness began to give way to desire and a ferocious need to torture him, to make him beg for it. The lust was flooding her too and she let it pose her, mold her. Veronique’s whole body moved to the song, her head rolling back and forth, the dress coming down halfway down her back and taut stomach. She turned and slid her fingers under the hem, revealing just a hint of her teeny tiny black lace bikini briefs barely covering her sex and her ass. The fire in her eyes matched Kirk’s, their breaths coming hard and fast. He eased back as she came to him, reaching for the hem of his pants and tugging them down to his ankles. His cock lurched against the fabric of his black briefs, his chest rising and falling. He went to pull those down too, but Veronique caught his hands and pushed them down onto the bed.



She leaned forward, aware of her breasts dangling in front of Kirk in the strapless bra. “No touching, not even yourself.”



“Fuck, Veronique,” he growled, but he obeyed. She lifted one knee and rested it on the bed beside him, the dress riding even higher. Slowly she straddled him with the other knee, her breasts so close to Kirk’s face the skin prickled with his every hot breath. She wanted him to suck them, kiss them, love them, but she wasn’t done yet and couldn’t let the lust control her. Her hips dipped again with the beat, and her pussy slid along his hardness in the briefs, eliciting a groan from him. The combined lace of her panties and the smooth fabric of his briefs teased her core, and her pace quickened as she tossed her head back and brushed his chin with the valley between her breasts. He breathed deep her coconut lotion, licking his lips as though he could taste it on her. His nose brushed the skin and she moaned softly into his ear as her pussy tried to clamp down on him.



Her fingers rose up, cupping her breasts, presenting each of them in the strapless bra to Kirk, and he gritted his teeth, his cock raging hard under Veronique. Slowly, she slid the cups up, her nipples peeking out before she lifted the garment up and over her head and tossed it aside. He opened his mouth reflexively to tease one, but stopped a hair’s breath away, staring up at her. If she gave him control now, he’d take her, and while that would have been delicious, Veronique wanted this to be her show, completely. She pulled back, resting on her ankles on the edge of the bed, rolling her ass on his knees, tossing back her head, throwing it left and right.



Playtime was over. Without warning, Veronique reached down and tugged his briefs down, eliciting another groan from him as his swollen cock jutted up at her. She gripped it and slid forward again, her panties still on. Her lace-clad cunt rolled over his naked prick and he grabbed the comforter so hard she was sure Kirk was going to come right then. A few more excruciating strokes like that and she rose up slightly higher, hands coming down to tug her panties aside. Her cunt lips bathed his twitching cock as she ground along his length again, breaths coming hard and fast. The teasing was driving her to the edge too, and finally she encircled him with her free hand and slid over his cockhead.



“Baby, oh, shit, baby,” he groaned as she slid down onto him, her pussy lips spreading wide to take him where he belonged.



With barely a break in motion, Veronique rolled her hips again and again and again. Kirk’s hands came around to grip her ass and she didn’t care anymore about him not touching her. She just needed release. He began to meet her rolling hips with his own, staring up at her, the struggle in his eyes from holding back palpable.



Kirk snorted like a bull, his cock splitting her apart and making her climb so high. She leaned down to rub his chest with her breasts, riding him faster and faster, so close to her climax it hurt to hold on. “Kirk, fuck me baby, make me come, make me come all over that fat dick.”



His hands squeezed her ass, and he rose to kiss her, to drive his tongue into her mouth and meet her own. She gripped his head and kissed him back, her hips dropping down hard on his as her ass slapped against his thighs, pounding out a rhythmic beat. Neither of them held anything back as they thrust at one another. The rush swept through her, starting from her head and running all the way down her back. Her breasts jammed into his chest and she slapped down again, wailing, “I’m coming, I’m coooo-ming!”



Her back convulsed and her pussy clamped down on him, willing him to come. Hot warmth drenched him, and he shouted a warning, “Close!”



Veronique didn’t understand, didn’t realize why Kirk was suddenly pushing up, holding onto her as she sobbed from the pleasure of her release. And he was standing, carrying her still impaled on his dick, his eyes frantic, and as she fell backwards, she understood.



No condom.



And Kirk was so fucking close.



His hands fell beside her on the bed and his cock jerked out of her, her gaping cunt still convulsing, still leaking her juices. He slid onto the bed above her, gripping the sides of her breasts and sliding his cock between them once, twice, three times, fucking them as hard as she’d been fucking him. “Fuck!” he roared, his back stiffening, his cock thrusting one last time. His dick shot its first load so hard it missed her face entirely, hitting the blanket above her instead, but every one of them after painted Veronique’s oval face, her chin, her neck, her breasts. She gasped her pleasure as he kept thrusting until every last drop of him was out. Kirk started to rise up and she grabbed him, sliding his slowly deflating cock down her throat, sucking the last dribbles from his tip before releasing him.



He crashed to the bed beside her, sweating, panting. “Holy shit, Veronique. Hottest damn thing I’ve ever seen.”



She grinned as she swirled a finger around the come on her face. Knowing he was watching her, she slid a pearl into her mouth, swallowed, and murmured, “Glad you liked the show.”



* * *



The alarm woke them just a few hours later, and they were both too groggy and in too big of a rush to do much more than give each other some appreciative kisses before grabbing showers and dressing. Downstairs, Sharon, the housekeeper, provided them with go-mugs of a rich breakfast roast and told Kirk the carts were ready. He thanked her and they headed outside. In the middle of the driveway were a pair of golf carts, pretty ordinary despite the other trappings of the island. Howard waited in one, and Sharon joined them to drive the other.



“Willow?” Kirk asked.



“Already on board,” Howard said. “Same with Agustin, Lucius, and Mia. You two are the last.”



“Good.” Kirk gestured at the carts, and Veronique slid into the seat next to Sharon. He took the other with Howard, and they set off at a brisk pace down the road to the village, the cool breeze of the morning making Veronique shiver. Sharon noted that, and when they arrived at the village, she stopped at the clothing store, digging out a set of keys.



“Trust me, hon, you’ll want at least a light jacket. The days are beautiful but the morning sea air, it gets even cooler than this.”



They ducked in quickly and Veronique picked out a light hooded sweater and a waterproof jacket. When they finally arrived at the dock, Kirk waited with an amused upturn of his eyes. One of the staff she’d yet to meet, Miles, waited with a similar jacket as the one Veronique just picked out and grinned. “Nice choice,” he said.



“You have excellent taste yourself,” Veronique told him. They shook hands, and Kirk introduced him as their captain, mechanic, and driver. Co-piloting with him would be Howard.



Mia and Lucius rose from an l-shaped couch on the aft cockpit as they boarded, and Mia rushed Veronique for a hug. “Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God,” she said, caught somewhere between laughing and crying. “They want me to go to Detroit with them. On a frigging jet. And a yacht. Veronique, this… I… thank you. Without you coming into the store and… and…”



Veronique hugged her close as her friend lost the words. “Hey, this is you too, babe. Without you being so gentle and pushing me towards trying, I would have never done it. And I never would have met Kirk. So thank you.”



Mia pulled back, brushing the tears from her eyes with the back of her hand and nodding. “I’m, um, not coming back anytime soon. Once we’re done in Detroit, Agustin wants me to come work for him as his traveling assistant. And I think I’m going to say yes.”



“That sounds wonderful,” Veronique said. “Enjoy yourself, hon.”



“I will.”



Lucius pulled her into the depths of the yacht with him, aiming for the VIP room. Kirk stared after them, thinking, and turned to Howard. Before the question even left his lips, Howard murmured, “We’ll have contracts written up to cover our asses. And hers. If they hire her, she’ll be protected.”



“Good,” Kirk said. “If they fuck her and dump her, I want her well compensated.”



Howard nodded and they headed inside. The yacht took up three decks – the lower, the main, and a smaller space up top Veronique learned was called the flybridge. That looked like the most fun and offered the best view. Willow climbed up to the main deck, a travel mug of coffee in one hand as she brushed her disheveled hair out of her eyes. “I’m going to be below deck,” she said. “I need, like, eighteen more hours of sleep.”



“Angelo?” Kirk asked.



Willow gave him a tired grin. “Properly stalking the island worrying if I’m coming back or not.”



“Excellent.”



Cracking a yawn, Willow waved blearily at Veronique. “Do you like museums and aquariums?”



“I’ve never been to an aquarium, but they look amazing. And museums, absolutely.”



“Good. We’re going to have some fun later. You’re going to be my wingman for a lot of places I’ve been meaning to visit and never have.”



Veronique laughed. “Sounds wonderful. I’m still stunned I’m here.”



“Get used to it,” Willow said, smiling lazily. “I think you’re in it with this one for the long haul.”



Kirk scratched the back of his head, and Veronique turned to stroke his arm. “I hope so,” she murmured.



* * *



With Miles and Howard at the helm, Willow snoring shockingly loud below deck, and a number of moans and primal growls coming from the VIP room, Kirk agreed hastily the flybridge sounded delightful.



They had their choice of two u-shaped sectionals or a rear-facing loveseat, which Kirk called a settee. Lord, but Veronique would never get used to his world. They settled onto the forward sectional, Kirk with one foot draped on the deck, his other up on the furniture while she leaned against him. He wrapped his arms around her waist as the island began to slip away.



“That place…” Veronique started to say, then shook her head, chuckling.



“What?”



“It seems romantic in my head, but corny when I start to say it.”



“You’re falling in love with it.”



She turned her head to glance at him. “Yes.”



Kirk brushed her cheek with his lips. “When we bought it, the only real buildings were the villa and a couple of warehouses near the pier. We were so young. At first, I didn’t see it the way Willow and our contractor did, and the cost…” He shook his head. “Well, anyways, I didn’t really get it until I saw Willow walking down the beach with Angelo. Back then, he was her bodyguard, driver, her everything, and they were so… hm… natural there. Then the contractor had his wife out that weekend, along with some of the workers and their families. And I saw it. That island… it’s not a business or a real estate investment. It’s a place we can invest in ourselves. In the people we really care about.”



She turned, her eyes burning. “Kirk… when all this is over…”



“Stay,” he said. “On the island for now. And with me in Denver when we need to take care of business. And our other homes. Be with me. Please.”



“How does that work between us? I… I live off you?”



Kirk shrugged. “Sure. Is that so bad?”



“No. But I don’t want to be just that. I’d want to work. To earn my way and because… well, I’m crazy and I like to work.” Her hands fluttered up. “And I have no idea what use I’d even be on the island, or to you, or to any of it, really.”



He surprised her by smiling. “I wouldn’t be falling for you so hard if I didn’t think you wanted to pull your own weight. Hey, maybe we can find you a job where you could work from an office on the island, telecommuting. I don’t know yet. But in the meantime, stay with me and we explore what this is between us.”



“My family, my friends…”



“It’s not like I want you to stop seeing them. Maybe we find a lazy long weekend to bring some of them out, or even better, we fly up to meet them.” He kissed her neck. “I am dying to dig through yearbook photos of you as a teenager.”



She snickered. “Oh my gosh, biggest rabbit teeth ever.”



“Yeah?”



She nodded. “And it wasn’t really until college when my ears kinda made sense with my body. They looked tiny on my massive head. My doctor says they should have stopped growing when I hit puberty but-”



“Veronique?”



“Yes?”



“Kiss me and say you’ll stay.”



Live there. On the island. With the man of her dreams and his amazing friends and family she desperately wanted to know better. She drew in a deep breath and huffed it out in mock exasperation. “I guess.”



* * *



Sometime later and they were in the midst of some serious petting, Kirk had his shirt off, and Veronique avidly tried to map out every line of his abs with her tongue and her mouth. They were still pointed towards Miami with no land in sight. It would be another few hours yet, and they were feeling lazy and drunk off each other until someone banged into something in the galley. Willow.



“To be continued tonight,” Kirk promised Veronique as his hands slowly retreated from her.



“Mm hm,” she murmured, reaching down to squeeze him gently and making him groan in frustration.



Willow joined them shortly and brought three bottled smoothies, made by Savini that morning. They sipped and chatted, and Veronique wandered down below to use the bathroom. There were three on board – three! As she reached for the handle to one, Mia opened it up from the inside, fresh from a shower and still bearing the glow of the freshly and thoroughly fucked. She joined Veronique once she’d dressed in a somewhat sensible pair of tights that stretched across her plentiful bottom and a halter top she must have had to squeeze into. The look was softened somewhat by the cardigan she threw over the top, but Mia still screamed sexpot and probably always would. Veronique kind of envied her that raw, untamed sexuality and forwardness.



They held a lively, if sober, farewell party of sorts to each other up top. It really did feel like a semi-permanent goodbye between the two friends, and more than a few tears were shed for the parallel roads their lives would take them. Whether it would be the last one or not, that was the first time the two of them got a picture together thanks to the siblings, and the image of their combined happiness and tears became one of Veronique’s very favorites, a symbol of the great before-and-after that Rahu Island had already come to symbolize.



* * *



Howard and the suits slid into a massive rented SUV piloted by Miles while Veronique and Kirk kissed at the docks. “I have a present for you,” he said. He dug out his wallet and handed over a sleek green credit card.



“Oh, hon, no-” Veronique protested.



“Hon,” Willow said, and grinned. “She called you-”



“Yup, heard her, with my very own ears,” Kirk said, pointedly staring at his sister until she heaved a theatrical sigh and stepped away to talk to Howard in the SUV. Back to Veronique, he said, “I’d like for you to have fun today. We’ll talk about money sometime, but understand that I trust and care about you, and I believe you do the same for me. That’s going to mean we share things and it’s better we rip that bandage off now than blow up at each other a few months down the line.”



“Spoken like a man with experience.”



He grimaced. “You have no idea. I used to be a terrible, terrible judge of women.”



From beside the SUV, Willow called, “Which is why he likes you so much. I hand-picked you so you can’t be his usual awful type.”



Veronique laughed, and Kirk turned. “Can you at least pretend you’re not overhearing everything?”



“No?”



Again, to Veronique, he muttered, “Don’t murder her today, but if you do, get a video. And please, I insist. Have fun with my sister.”



She finally accepted the credit card and slipped it away. “Kirk, you giving me that… I wanted to say something but now it feels tainted by this.”



“Tell me back on the island,” he told her. “Rahu is a good place for emptying your soul.”



“It is that,” she said, smiling. She kissed the corner of his mouth and reached around to squeeze his butt.



“It might be a while, but I will be back to you as soon as possible,” he told her. “The airport, some personal errands, and then we’re going to tear this city up.”



“I can’t wait.”



Willow hugged her brother and rejoined Veronique before he slid into the front passenger’s seat. When they took off, she wrapped an arm around her new friend and said cheerily, “Tell me I was wrong to try to hook you and my brother up.”



Veronique squeezed her waist in response. “So he might be the tiniest bit okay.”



Willow’s eyes twinkled. “Yeah, I think he’s the tiniest bit okay too. Ready to see some dolphins?”



Dolphins they did see, along with a squad of curious flamingos, penguins, and more types of turtles than Veronique knew existed. She was like a child in her excitement to see everything, and the joy she felt seemed to infect Willow too. The troubled moroseness she’d been hiding very well disappeared completely, and the two new friends raced to catch every colorful sight. When they fed the stingrays, Veronique yelped and jumped back a foot when one of the creatures floated near her hand – or as she insisted, that it was going to nip her fingers off. Willow’s giggles helped assuage the fear.



After the aquarium came a couple hours at a quirky museum featuring a massive exhibit from cartoonist and comic artists outside of the usual comic strips. The extent of the artwork was staggering and Veronique and Willow could have spent days there without having seen everything, but after a lengthy conversation with an obviously smitten gangly teen guide, they were led to a small collection somewhere near the middle of the building. The pieces were tucked away in an enclosed room designated as adults only, and soon Veronique realized why. The majority of the artwork within were of women of various sizes, shapes, and ages in highly suggestive or outright sexual positions and situations, some even in the throes of sex with faceless, fuzzed out men, leaving the focus on them. Willow pressed a hand to her heart as she stared around the room, grinning.



“Aw, I can’t believe he did it,” she said, mostly to herself.



“Do you know the painter?”



Willow nodded. “Harrison’s a close friend of ours. He was in the same class as Kirk. Amazing guy, and if I wasn’t dead set on you and Kirk making me an aunt, I’d probably be hooking you up with him.” She chuckled. “Looks more like a biker than a painter. Big, bald, more muscles than should be legal. But he always had a lot of self-doubt about his paintings. It was one thing for him to do his comic strips, because those were harmless and pretty anonymous. This was his passion project, though, ever since he was… oh, eighteen or nineteen. He didn’t think they were worth trying to get shown. I’m glad he did, though.”



“They’re pretty amazing,” Veronique said, looking at one of a wild-eyed bartender leaning over a set of shots, her nipples brushing the glasses. At Willow’s request, she got a picture of the other woman posing in front of one of the pictures, winking. Willow sent the picture onto her artist friend and they looped out of there, slowly working their way through more gorgeous exhibits and some truly unique works. Not all were sexual like that, but a surprising amount were, and Veronique really enjoyed those. In art, it seemed, a lot of fetishes and truths about lust were revealed that might have ordinarily not seen the light of day. She vowed to come back here someday, and Willow agreed wholeheartedly.



By that point hunger started to nip at them, so they headed for the Art Deco district and joined a walking tour. The architecture and festive atmosphere entranced Veronique, and twice she nearly lost the tour group as she stared up to take pictures of buildings. They cut the tour short and ducked into a corner restaurant where the manager knew Willow. Salads tossed with crab meat and a citrusy vinaigrette was absolutely stellar, and the manager brought by an order of lobster rolls on the house.



Another museum came next, this one featuring a history of Miami’s cultural heritage. Willow picked it out because of an exhibit on the city’s architecture, featuring towering pictures of buildings throughout the city’s long life as well as a guided audio tour. Veronique loved it, and made her first purchase of the day– a completely touristy tee shirt.



From there came a series of must-sees in Miami, including a cruise around Ocean Drive and a stroll on the boardwalk. By that point, the late afternoon was coming on and Kirk called to tell them he’d finished his business and would meet up with them.at a mysterious point he and Willow had worked out earlier. As it turned out, it was a silly, wildly fun action park, where they go-karted, ran a rope course, and played laser tag in a neon sea of corridors. Kirk was the only one of them decent at the rope course, which he held over their heads until they teamed up and destroyed him at laser tag.



It was one of the best moments of that trip, not just because of the inherent fun of pretending they were teenagers again, but because Veronique saw the siblings tear down a wall none of them had even known was up between them, one of age and responsibility and world weariness. Gone were all their concerns for the future for a while. Gone were their megrims and questions about their relationships. Gone were the caps of running a successful conglomerate. In their place were just two siblings reunited, happy to be together. It was beautiful.



And it cemented everything Veronique wanted. In the moment when she came out of there with them, laughing at Willow’s total inability to pilot a bumper boat, Veronique looked at them and realized in her heart she’d just said a quiet, easy goodbye to her old life. This was where she wanted to be now. Not rich, but together with these two wonderful people, at peace.



* * *



A bar and food tour through wild, cacophonous streets eventually led them to a huge, brightly colored nightclub thumping with upbeat music. At the center of the main floor was a stage replete with swirling, dipping, dancing women in flamingo outfits, and on the nearby dancefloor, hordes of people shook what they had. Kirk talked with a jaw-dropping hostess in a gold outfit that left nothing to the imagination with its cutouts, and she guided the trio upstairs to a VIP room only marginally quieter thanks to its glass enclosure. Another pretty young thing brought them hard lemonade cocktails just light enough for the humid evening.



Kirk rubbed Veronique’s back as they settled onto a loveseat overlooking the crowd below and the show that would begin in another twenty minutes. Willow grinned at them both. “As much as I love seeing you happy, I don’t think I’m going to stick around for a make-out session.”



“No, stay,” Veronique protested. “We’ll be good.”



“Are you kidding me?” Willow scoffed. “Look at those guys down there. I go dancing with them for a couple hours and post some pictures online, and I’m probably going to give Angelo a heart attack. Plus, salsa dancing, baby!”



Veronique laughed and got up to hug her friend. “Thank you. I mean that so, so much. Today was… I don’t even know how to describe it.”



“Fun’s just beginning, hon. We’re going to have so many more days like this.  Or so I hope,” Willow said, glancing at Kirk. He nodded just so slightly and Willow favored him with a smile. “Meet up for breakfast tomorrow?”



“You bet,” he said.



When his sister left, Kirk didn’t waste any time and leaned over to kiss Veronique the way he wanted to, hard, thorough. With one hand coming around to the small of her back, he pushed her to the corner of the loveseat, kneeling on it to keep kissing her while other hand slid down under the hem of her tiny blue dress. “I thought about you all goddamn day,” he growled into her ear as he found her panties.



“Ah,” she gasped as he stroked her sex through the sheer fabric of her thong. “M-me too.”



The sudden, insistent need of Kirk set her world on fire. She quickly shifted so one leg rested off the couch and the other was bent and spread as wide as it could go. Kirk kissed her again and again, his lips chasing hers like she was trying to get away from him. His fingers worked her with that same intensity, sliding across her length up and down, up and down, stroking her to the same rhythm of his rocking body. His hand at her back slipped free and he reached for the shoulder straps of her dress.



“Kirk, oh, Kirk,” she gasped as he slid one loop off her shoulder and jerked the fabric down, her breast spilling out for him to feast on. One of his thumbs ran circles around her clit, making her knees buck already while his other hand cupped her breast, squeezed it, that thumb rolling across her nipple before he palmed the whole thing. His breath came harder and harder and she reached down to his silky slacks, finding the clasp and pulling it apart.



Through his boxers, his cock filled her hand and Veronique jerked it as she stared into the wilds of Kirk’s eyes. He stopped his slide along her sex to grip her panties and slide them down her hips. She lifted her ass to help him, his cock throbbing against her stomach, and then they were gone, lost to the fever of their lust.



“I want to do something to you,” he whispered into her ear, two of his fingers sliding into her wet cunt.



Veronique thrust her hips up at him. “Anything you want,” she gasped, “it’s yours, it’s all yours.”



His thumb rubbed her clit again and she shivered, her knees drawing up towards her breasts. “Anything?”



She had just enough presence of mind to grab his wrist under the hem of her dress and stop him. Her eyes locked on his as she guided his fingers out of there and brought them to her mouth. Veronique had tasted herself before on guys’ lips, but never like this, never so dirty like this, and it felt hot and naughty. She sucked his fingers into her mouth, their gazes locked together before she let his hand go. “As long as it’s just us, anything.”



He shot to his feet and leaned over to press the call button on a box attached to an end table. “Suck me while we wait. Keep me hard,” he told Veronique.



She blushed at him ordering her around like that. When Kirk took what he wanted, it was pretty fucking hot. With a tug at his waistband, she dragged his pants and his briefs down, his fat prick angry and ready for her to finish what she’d started. Veronique dropped to her knees, staring up at Kirk with her breast still bared. She wrapped her hands around his base, thinking about what the server would see when she came up, and the image made her already needy pussy jump. On her knees, her sluttiness in full view, slutty for Kirk, her billionaire boyfriend and his enormous cock stuffed into her pretty little mouth.



Veronique’s hand shot down between her thighs and she fingered her clit while she swallowed him down. Kirk grabbed the back of her head, but didn’t force her down further. He was content to watch her beautiful eyes as she took him as deep as she could manage. Reversing quickly for a breath of air, Veronique sucked him right back down again and bobbed her head up and down his shaft.



“Gwark gwark gwark!” she mumbled around his cock every time he hit the back of her throat.



“Fuck, baby, you’re amazing at that,” he growled.



Below them on the dance floor, the DJed music faded to the rousing cheers of the crowd, and for a moment, Veronique thought they were cheering her and the wet, sloppy blowjob. The thought of so many people seeing her suck Kirk off excited her so much she nearly came right there, her fingers working her clit faster and faster.



There was a loud rap at the door to the VIP room and Kirk glanced down, grinning. “Come,” he commanded, and Veronique might have snickered if she wasn’t so goddamn close to the edge anyways. The door opened and the same server swished in. “What can I-?” She paused and gaped at what they were doing. “We, um, we don’t, um, join in with…”



“It’s okay,” Kirk said. “I don’t want you to. I need a bottle of lube. Now.”



Veronique popped off his cock and whispered, “Ohhh, fuck,” before her mouth plunged back down. Her ass. Kirk was going to take her ass. Two men had fucked her there, neither of them half as large as he was. She would be so full. Fucked so hard. The thought set her mind on fire and her climax was close. Her fingers slid across her clit one more time and she cried around his dick as the wave of her orgasm rolled through her. Her pussy was aimed right at the attendant, her juices dripping down out of her quivering folds, and the woman gasped again.



“I’ll… uh… I don’t know if we have that… sort of… um, thing.”



Kirk glared at her. “I’ve got two hundred dollars cash that says you do.”



The server gulped. “I’ll find some right away.”



When she’d gone, Kirk pulled his glistening cock out of Veronique’s mouth and helped her to her feet. Her muscles still shook from the quick, powerful orgasm, but she could stand and walk, and he guided her to the window. Wrapping his arms around her waist from behind, his cock slid between her thighs, resting under her quivering sex. “I’m going to fuck you in front of all those people down there,” he murmured into her ear, thrusting his cock in and out of her thighs. Though on a conscious level she knew no one would really see them thanks to the place’s bright lighting, the thought still sent another shockwave of pleasure through her. “And then I’m going to take your ass, Veronique. Right up here. Where anyone could see.”



“Yesss,” she hissed, turning to kiss him. He pushed her back against the window, his hands at the hem of her dress again, and he tugged it up to her waist. Her slick thighs bore the signs of her orgasm and he slid his fingers along the wetness before raising his hand up and tasting it.



“Baby, you’re fucking delicious,” he murmured. He gripped her thighs, pushing her back as he lifted her up. “Wrap your legs around me, that’s it,” Kirk encouraged her. She did as he asked, whimpering as salsa music began in earnest down below to a roar of the crowd. With her ass pressed against the glass, he set the pace, his cock burying itself in her hard and deep with the first thrust, but sliding back out surprisingly slow. Kirk watched only her, uncaring about the people below as he fucked Veronique, intent on taking his time and drawing this out for everyone who might see.



Her ass slid up and down against the glass as she bobbed up and down on him. The lively music made them burn all the hotter, and she arched her back when Kirk trailed kisses along her neck to her chin, thrusting deep between each one before he found her mouth again, covering it with his as he wailed her pleasure into him.



“It’s so dirty fucking me in front of all these people,” she whispered, her eyes closed as she dug her nails into his back. If he hadn’t still been wearing his shirt, she would have cut into his skin.



“You like it don’t you?”



“So… much…” Veronique gasped. “I’m such a dirty slut up here. Needing your big fat dick-in me no matter who could walk in.”



“I’ll take you wherever I want to,” Kirk growled into her ear, his cock flexing halfway out of her before he slammed deep again. “Your body’s my fuck-toy.”



“Oh, God, Kiiiirk,” Veronique moaned, her eyes fluttering.



Another knock, and Kirk glanced over as the server entered again. She bore a tiny bottle of lube and Kirk slid out of Veronique, his cock wet from her. Without regard to his modesty, he stepped over to his pants as the server’s eyes flicked between the size of him and Veronique’s very well fucked pussy. He knelt and dug a wallet out of his pants, and thrust a trio of bills at the server, adding a little extra for her speediness. She took them, handed over the lube, and backed out of there and closed the door again.



Kirk stalked back towards Veronique, and suddenly, the intensity in his eyes overrode her lust as she realized what he might actually do to her if he fucked her ass with the same ferocity. “Be gentle, please?” she asked, her voice trembling.



The words slapped him hard and he stopped a few feet from her. “Veronique,” he said, his voice losing its charged sexual edge, “if it makes you uncomfortable, we stop right now.”



“No,” she murmured, shaking her head. She turned and bent over, palms against the glass as she stared out at a group of professional salsa dancers keeping rhythm with the music. “I want you to. I really do.”



“It’ll be as slow and easy as you need it to be,” he promised her.



“Thank you.”



She heard the plastic flick of him opening the bottle of lube, and he stepped up behind her, warming it in his hands. Two of his fingers gently pride apart her cheeks, and she trembled as another finger, this one slick, slid around her ring. He was as gentle as promised, taking his time to make sure she was ready. That finger eased its way into her as she widened her stance, the dancers reaching a frenzy as one song ended and another began. He took that whole song to prepare her, whispering in her ear, helping her body accept him. Then, when the song faded, she knew it was now or never.



“Do it,” she whispered in the quiet moment before the music started back up. “Do it now.”



A few wet squicks told her he was readying his cock, and then Kirk’s massive head was at her entrance. Veronique squeezed her eyes shut as he gripped her ass. There was pressure, and then his cockhead was through, spreading her wide as she went stock still, trying not to pull away.



“Full!” she wailed.



“Too much?” he asked, his dick stopping its advance.



“G-give me a minute,” she said. He rested his hands on her hips and stroked her skin as she drew deep breaths, getting used to even just that first half-inch or so. “No, no, Kirk, keep going, just easy and slow, oh God, that’s got me so full.”



His grip tightened and he slowly slid into her tight passage, her butt clenching at him, trying to stop his advance. He was careful not to go too deep, stopping with about half of his cock still outside. Slowly he retreated back out of her, pouring on more lube and easing into her again. The second time was much less intrusive than the first, and her ass had an easier time relaxing around him. On the third thrust, he had her well and used to him, and she closed her eyes, gasping as he began to rock in and out of her, building a tempo to the salsa music.



Kirk was fucking her ass in front of hundreds of people.



Holy
 shit
 .



Pain and pleasure swirled within her with every one of his thrusts, and when he reached around to play with her pussy and her clit, Veronique lost it. Her favorite toy at home had a second very small nubbin that stimulated her ass at the same time as she could use the business end to stuff her pussy, and that was fantastic. But this was another level. Kirk’s cock, had it been just a hair wider, would have been too big for this to be pleasurable. But he fit just right, and his expert fingers at her other entrance helped drive away the uncomfortable nature of having something so big up her butt. She began to slowly bounce back against him, her hands still braced on the window. Her clit quivered with his thrusts, his balls slapping against her pussy.



“Mm, fuck, mmmm, oh fuck,” she gasped.



His hips trembled and bucked and she knew he had to be damned close. She wasn’t there, not quite yet. “Not going to last,” he warned her.



“Come in me,” she gasped, head down, sweat dripping from her forehead onto the ground.



He stopped teasing her with his fingers and grabbed her ass again, grunting, “Oh shit, Veronique, I’m coming…” He stiffened and tried not to fuck her too deep, his cock pulsing as he shot rope after rope after rope deep in her ass. She felt it squelch around inside her, pooling. He stayed in her, gasping, and her hand came down to her pussy, strumming her clit, getting a little mean with it as she felt his warmth deep inside her in her most intimate of areas. Kirk slowly slid out of her and she eased upright, leaning an elbow against the glass while her other hand flicked her clit, pinched it, teased it. Two fingers joined her, coming up deep inside her pussy as Kirk’s come dripped down the back of her leg and onto the floor. He drilled her with his fingers, frantically kissing the back of her neck while she rolled her body from her toes to her neck, slowly thrusting herself out at the masses of people as they danced, as they writhed, as they lived. And when she came, it was like she dancing with them, unafraid, a soul set free.



* * *



The next day saw them on a boat in the Everglades, which Veronique was very much not a fan of. The crocodiles or alligators or whatever the primal monsters were with far too many teeth and smiles that promised to eat her alive terrified her, and not in a cozy “jump on your boyfriend’s lap and make out” sort of way. As beautiful as the Everglades might be, she was not keen on ever seeing them again.



More museums filled much of the rest of the day – Willow was really a fiend for them – and they meant to go clubbing again that night, but a phone call changed the evening, and not for the better. They were grabbing a light bite to eat before heading back to the hotel and changing when Miles approached them at their table, looking worried.



“Sir, Miss,” he said, using the formal titles without seeming to realize he’d been calling them Kirk and Willow the whole trip. “Wardell for you.”



“Is everything okay?” Willow asked, wiping at her mouth with a napkin and standing up to take the proffered phone from him.



“-don’t worry them overmuch,” Wardell was saying.



“What is it, Ward?” Willow asked him.



“It’s the storm. It’s not going to hit us directly, but we’re starting to see some winds and it’s going to skim us.”



Willow said to Kirk, “The storm. It’s going to kiss Rahu.”



“Damn,” he muttered.



Wardell continued, “We’ve notified the guests about the shelters. Just as a precaution, we might move them there tonight.”



“Do it. You have the authority.”



“Thank you.”



“We’ll be back as quickly as possible when it’s safe.”



“Don’t rush on our accounts. It’s just a storm, not a hurricane.”



“All right. Be safe, Wardell. Keep us posted when you can.”



When Willow hung up, she filled in the others. “I know we can’t do anything,” she said, “but I’m not in the mood to go out anymore.”



“Agreed,” Kirk said, and Veronique nodded.



They returned to their hotel. Willow tossed on a pair of comfortable shorts and a tee and joined them in their suite, the TV on and locked onto a weather channel. Willow padded the room like a pissed-off cat, despite her brother’s reminder that they couldn’t have done anything even if they were on the island. The storm looked like a curled hand, with one of the fingers reaching up through about where Rahu Island would be. It was, thankfully, a fast-moving storm but not so fast as to create hurricane conditions, which would have been unusual that time of the year.



“Should we close up early this year?” Willow asked Kirk.



Kirk shook his head. “No. We will if we have to, but the forecast seems pretty decent once this squall’s over.” To Veronique, who was sipping on a soda and perched on an armchair, he said, “We generally shut the island down during hurricane season. Essential staff only, and even then, if there’s a hint of one landing, we get them to the mainland and evacuated inland. I don’t stick around the island those months. Once you see a pretty powerful hurricane, you know to get your ass clear if you can, so once we start getting whiffs, I head to Denver and some of our other headquarters. Come with, if you like. None of our corporate housing’s as nice as the island, but we wouldn’t exactly be suffering, either.”



Veronique nodded, smiling. “Sounds… well, amazing, really. I’ve never traveled much.”



The light mood passed and they stared morosely at the screen until Willow muttered that they weren’t doing any good here. The three of them wandered down to the exercise room and got in an intense workout. Willow was pleased to discover Veronique was a jogger too, and they ran side by side on the treadmills while Kirk worked a stationary bike. It would have been difficult not to stare at his calves and thighs if the circumstances weren’t what they were.



The workout helped, but it couldn’t keep them distracted forever. They took a walk around the hotel, then lengthened it to around the block. On the way back up the elevator to their hotel room, Willow finally got an update.



This time, it was Carolina. “Willow, hello,” the woman said.



“Are you all right?” Willow demanded.



“Yes, yes, we’re okay. Everyone’s been evacuated to the shelter for the night. There was, um, one injury, but Rafael’s okay.”



“What happened?” Willow asked, putting it on speakerphone as the elevator stopped and opened on their floor. They headed for their room as the conversation went on.



“Just a tumble and a stretched muscle when he got back up. It’s all right. He’s got a very sweet nurse.”



“Jamie?” Veronique asked.



“Mm hm. But he’s good. Resting comfortably and the doc says he’ll be fine.”



“Thank God,” Willow said. “Okay. Anything we need to bring back, or if there’s anything we can do…”



“We’ll certainly let you and Miles know,” Carolina said. “But please don’t worry. Wardell’s doing an excellent job keeping everyone calm and entertained.”



“As he always does,” Kirk said. “See you all soon.”



* * *



The storm subsided late that night. Miles called their room to let them know the yacht would be ready in the morning. He had something else to tell Willow too, and the woman perked up when she heard. To Kirk, she said, “We need to take a detour on the way home.” Before he could protest, she added, “It won’t take more than a few hours and this is important to me. I’m not asking. I’m telling you nicely.”



Kirk still looked like he wanted to argue, but finally grumbled something unintelligible. Willow returned to her room shortly thereafter and Kirk and Veronique fell into bed together, too exhausted from the tension of the night to do much more than cuddle before they fell asleep.



Miles met them at the pier the next morning. He’d arranged for someone to take care of their rented car, one of their employees from the city. Willow tipped him generously after he helped load their luggage onto the yacht, and they settled in, nervous but all of them ready to get back to Rahu. Once out to sea, Miles pointed them north. They cruised the coastline rapidly, but Veronique was able to snap dozens of great pictures. This close to the mainland, she could use her phone again without fear of international charges, and sent her family and friends dozens of pictures as she relaxed on deck with Willow while Kirk prepared them breakfast in the galley.  He came out armed with a platter of bagels topped in cheese, eggs, and bacon, with a bowl of freshly cut fruit on the side. As he settled it down, Veronique rubbed her forehead, on the phone with her parents.



“No, Mom, I’m not giving you crap. He just brought his sister and I breakfast. On a yacht.” She listened for a while as Kirk settled on the deck’s big couch next to his sister, grinning.



“Tell her what I did to you night before last,” he said, plucking a strawberry out of the bowl and licking it lewdly. Willow elbowed him so hard the fruit dropped from his fingers. “Ah, damn it, that strawberry was innocent.”



Veronique blushed hard and lowered the phone. “I think her head might explode,” she muttered. “Mine damn near did.” Back on the phone, Veronique said, “No, still here. Look, I’ll try to introduce you as soon as I can. I’m very serio-”



Kirk leaned forward and snatched the phone from her hand. “Mrs. Tidwell? Is that correct? This is Kirk Morgan, the man who’s currently corrupting your daughter. Is this a smartphone you’re on? Excellent. Go to our company website.” He rattled off an address. “Now, there’s a Meet Our Team button somewhere on the drop-down menu. See it? Yes, that’s it. Click it. Now, scroll down and there will be an employee golf tournament. Click there and you’ll see one of the more recent PR pictures of my sister and I. Now take a look at the pictures she just-”



A squeal of shock and joy erupted from the phone, and Kirk handed it back, grinning at her.



Willow rolled her eyes but smiled too as she picked up one of the sandwiches. “Aw, no tomato?” she complained as Veronique’s mother went thermonuclear shouting and asking a dozen questions in the space of about three seconds. Kirk kicked at his sister under the table, and she kicked back, starting a footsie war.



“Yes, Mom, I was serious. I told you… yes, he’s very kind. And his sister’s wonderful too. You wouldn’t believe… mm hm. His butt’s really that nice. I… don’t actually know. Um… I was thinking I’d stay with him and see where this goes. He’s fantastic and I’m… yes. You still have my spare key? Okay. Yes, that’d be wonderful. We’ll get it sorted when I can. Thank you. I miss you too, Mom. Love you.”



When she hung up, a rush of emotions rushed through her. Happiness most of all, but there was a strange sense of moving on as well, of sadness that one part of her life was ending. And with it too was just the overwhelming scope of it all, of Kirk and Willow, of her new friends and the pace of this new life. So much had happened in just a week.



Tears rocked her, huge and unexpected. She didn’t fight them, leaning forward and wrapping her arms around herself. Kirk and Willow got up in a hurry and led her to the bigger sectional couch to sit her between them, each of them wrapping an arm around her. Kirk kissed her cheek, her neck, and Willow took her hands and squeezed them between hers.



When she could explain, they listened, and didn’t judge or try to fix things. Instead, they just sat and comforted her until Veronique got it all out of her system, chuckling and brushing at her nose with a napkin. “I’m deliriously happy, but I haven’t cried that hard in years,” she said. “My internal wiring’s all wonky.”



“Hey, it’s a lot to process,” Willow said. “Some days, I see the sunset on Rahu and it sets me right off it’s so beautiful.”



“Mm. There’s this strip club in Vegas that makes me feel the same way,” Kirk said, and Veronique elbowed him. He kissed the top of her head. “If we’re moving too fast, you say the word and we slow down.”



“No. I really am happy. It’s just all catching up to me, you know?”



“For what it’s worth, I’m in system overload too,” he said. “Meeting someone who isn’t putting on an act, someone kind and good, and then I find out my wayward sister’s finally come home… it’s been an amazing week. But it’s hard not to feel a little bit like I’ve been tossed around by a tornado.”



“Exactly,” Veronique said.



They ate breakfast, and talked a bit about hopes and fears and dreams for the future. Veronique’s attempt at gently probing Kirk about if he wanted kids or not didn’t escape Willow’s notice, and she, in turn, got ribbing from Kirk about having kids with Angelo before his sperm dried to dust. That wasn’t at all a worry, since the other man was in his forties and still rocked the body of a guy fifteen years younger, but they still had to give Willow grief too.



Growing serious, Willow said, “If he says no flat-out, I won’t chase him. Not any longer. I love him enough to let him go if that’s what he really wants. But I’m done running from home. I miss Rahu and the family.”



“They’ve missed you,” Kirk said.



“If he does decide… well, if he turns me down, it’ll make things complicated for him. You’ll have to be the one to reassure him he’ll always have a place with us. With Siblini, I mean.”



“You’re putting the cart before the horse.”



“Kirk,” Willow said reproachfully.



He sighed. “Angelo’s always been loyal even in the worst of times. If that happens, and I still think it’s a big if, I’ll see if he wants to transfer somewhere else. And if he decides he wants to quit, he’ll be compensated.”



With the mood turned somber again, they headed back inside the yacht. Miles, sensing the mood, invited Veronique to sit in the copilot’s chair while he worked. That wound up being a fascinating process. Miles was a good teacher, and didn’t talk down to her while he explained what every knob, readout, and button meant. Despite her initial worries about getting sick on the ferry ride that had started the whole trip to Rahu, Veronique was slowly discovering she really loved boats and ships after all, and made Miles promise to teach her more the next time they went out on the yacht.



She joined Willow on deck again, and the two of them got in a vigorous workout session. Willow was an absolute monster when it came to crunches and squats, the two exercises she swore up and down kept her body so fit and curvy. By the time they worked up a light sweat, Miles announced they were nearing Hudwell and would be docking soon.



At the pier was a familiar woman, still bearing that oversized sunhat. She was accompanied by a pair of gentlemen, and she waved with all her might as the ship neared. When they’d docked, Veronique darted down the gangplank.



“Liza!” she said, hugging the older woman. “So glad to see you.”



“You too, hon, you too,” Liza said. “I’m all cleared! Doc says a week of cat naps in the shade are just what I need. Well, that, and a knee brace and some painkillers.”



Veronique laughed and escorted her on board. Willow stepped out, smiling, and Liza hugged her too. “Never did get a chance to thank you pretty things for stopping that boat for me. But why aren’t you two on the island living it up? You didn’t come all this way just to pick me up, did you?”



Veronique grinned. “We’ve been having some fun in Miami. Liza, meet Willow. She and her brother, well, they kind of own this yacht.”



“What’s this?” Liza asked, her brow furrowed.



“Oh, we have so much to catch you up on,” Veronique said, laughing.



* * *



The trip back to the island was about two-thirds the time it took by ferry. Liza, enchanted by their story, grinned and chuckled in equal parts the whole trip. The siblings left them to get reacquainted and get an update on the island’s situation after the storm. Liza, content with a fruit-infused iced tea, patted the chair next to her and Veronique settled in.



“Is it as beautiful as the pictures and the videos?” Liza asked.



“Even more. I felt like I was home the first day I was there.”



Liza smiled faintly. “I can’t believe this is finally happening. Did you know I tried auditioning every quarter to come here? I always thought, ‘Oh, Lizzie, you’re being silly. Seventy years young, they’re not going to pick you.’ But they did.” She chuckled. “Told them in the video I was their best advertisement. If their lingerie could pick up my saggy boobs and give me back fifteen years, they could do it for anyone.”



“I love it. That’s perfect.”



“Mm. Wisps of You, it’s a good store. One of my favorites. You go in there, they make you feel beautiful, even if you’re not so keen on yourself at the moment. It’s not the underthings. It’s someone taking the time to tell you, ‘This dress is really going to make your eyes sizzle.’ You know? They always give me a taste of what it was like to be, well, like you. Young and alive and confident. Not that I’m not now, but you forget what it’s like to have a man look at you the way Kirk does with you. I get a reminder of that whenever I go there.”



Veronique thought about that. Thought about it for a long time. Then she turned, an idea forming in her head. It wasn’t quite solid, but the shape of it was there. “Liza, would you mind if I grabbed my phone and recorded you saying that? I think it’s something Kirk could stand to hear. Willow too.”



“Of course!”



They went through it again, Liza’s words even more confident and sweet this time. Veronique saved the recording, lost in thought. They chatted a while longer until Kirk popped out and told them they were drawing close to the island. Liza stood up with the aid of a cane, and hooted and shook her butt like a teenager when they could see the faintest outline of Rahu in the distance. Veronique recorded it, still thinking, and when Kirk asked her what was up, she told him they’d talk later.



A handful of the island’s employees waited on the dock for them, along with Jamie. Angelo stalked the pier just as Willow had so colorfully described, like a pissed-off cat, and when the yacht had docked, he practically dragged Willow away from there and towards one of the private residences down the beach.



“I’m guessing our trip worked,” Kirk said to Veronique, and she snickered.



Liza was helped down the gangplank. Wardell and Carolina looked after her like a pair of mother hens, and they set off together for a leisurely stroll to introduce her to the island. She stopped and waved at Veronique, smiling, and then took off again.



To one of the employees, Kirk said, “Once she’s had a day or so to settle in, find out if our new guest would like to stay an extra week or so until the next shift change to make up for lost time.”



Veronique wrapped her arm around him and kissed his cheek. “You’re a good guy. I think I’ll keep you.”



“Like you have any choice. It was in the small print of your contract coming out here. The co-owner of the island may choose to keep a ravishing young blonde woman at his discretion. I suppose you fit that bill.”



Jamie joined them and hugged Veronique. As they headed for the medical building, she explained that it was sort of her fault that Rafael was hurt, that she was pissed off about something and hadn’t listened to the alarms in the storm. It was clear there was more she wasn’t saying, and it left Kirk with no choice but to give her a stern warning about obeying the staff. She looked like a chided child, but Veronique couldn’t blame him. It sounded like an idiotic thing to do.



Rafael was sitting up in bed, a folded pillow under one bandaged leg. He wore simple shorts and a tank top, and Veronique was surprised to see he clearly had some muscle along with his girth. Then again, thinking back to his sparring with Angelo, maybe it wasn’t so surprising.



“Oh, hey!” he said cheerfully, and swung his legs over the edge of the bed.



“Don’t you get up on our account,” Kirk warned him. “You’re bigger than I am but I’m pretty sure the three of us could knock you right back down.”



Rafael laughed. “I’m fine, really. Just a pulled muscle and a little dehydration. Doc wanted me here for the company, I think.”



From the front office, Heidi gave a single, sharp, “Hah!” and returned to the game she’d been playing on a handheld device.



“I’ll be back to work tomorrow, sir.”



“You just worry about you, Raf,” Kirk said. “Willow will be by as soon as she can.”



“Ah, I have to imagine she has… some things to take care of.”



Kirk cracked a smile. “Yes. Something like that.” He patted the other man’s shoulder. “We’ll leave you to rest.”



Jamie stayed with Rafael, and with nothing else pressing, Kirk led Veronique up to the villa. Without the suits, Willow, or Howard around, the place felt empty. The guard there napped under the shade of one of the awnings, and came awake only when they’d entered. He apologized, but Kirk waved him away and guided Veronique inside. Upstairs in his bedroom, in an unusual sign of restraint from him Kirk undressed Veronique slowly, his eyes taking in her every inch, delighting in the reveal of the flesh he already knew so well.



She wrapped her arms around his neck and whispered to him, “Make love to me, Kirk.”



He did, and it was sweet and tender, her underneath him staring up at his faint smile, the contented eyes, the soft beard. One of his hands helped her, and she came with a soft cry of joy. When he went to pull out, she stopped him with a hand on his chest.



“Kirk,” Veronique whispered.



“Yes?”



“What I wanted to say, back in Miami… I love you.”



He stroked her thigh and kissed her. “I love you too.”



“If I asked you to finish inside me, would that be crazy?”



“No. Not crazy at all.”



“Come in me, then, okay?”



He smiled and nodded, and began again, hands lifting her thighs until her legs were wrapped around him. His pace quickened but still he wasn’t as forceful or wolfish as he had been up to that point, and when he came, he spent inside her as deep as he could manage before showering her with achingly slow kisses.



Afterwards, when she rested her head on his chest, Veronique showed him the video of Liza praising Wisps of You. She turned so she could stare into his eyes. “If you really want me to stay, I have an idea on how to earn my keep. Testimonials. Like this, and from the people we visit all over. We could put the best of it up on social media. This is empowering stuff.”



“I like it,” he said. “My eyes on the ground. I can contact our PR department and see what they think. But I like the guerilla-film style of it. I don’t want their fingers in it too deep.”



“Mm.”



They curled up tighter together, and before they could drift off, his voice broke the silent haze. “I guess both our teams are probably going to lose the Rahu Willy Island Sportfest…”



“Rahu Island Tournament of Willies…”



“Whatever whatever whatever invitational.”



She snickered. “Yeah, I feel bad for the doc.”



* * *



In another week, Veronique sat with Kirk at a table outside the bar, him with a beer in front of him, her with an iced tea. Now that they were unofficially trying to have a child together, she thought she’d better lay off the island cocktails, much as she regretted it. They watched the ferry depart, slipping away from the island. It had been hard to say goodbye to Jamie, but she had her life to live, and as upsetting as some of the developments had been with her the last week, Veronique still cared for her a great deal and promised to stay in touch. Liza decided to leave too. She had grandchildren she was missing. Kirk and Willow invited her back anytime she could get away and it wasn’t hurricane season, and she gladly told them she’d take them up on that offer.



Non-essential staff left too, heading back to their day jobs for Wisps of You until the next quarterly party. The remaining staff, comprised mostly of the family and a few fresh employees, set to work cleaning up and boxing away a lot of the island’s extraneous guest excesses. Most the shops would be closed, since anyone on the island could get in there with a key anyways to get what they needed.



There wasn’t much for Kirk or Willow to do, but it was tradition at the end of these two-week getaways for Kirk to host a big dinner up at the villa, with seafood and steaks brought in from the mainland. Savini, the chef, joined them to discuss the night’s menu, and Kirk and Veronique told him they’d help however they could.



Between them, they prepared a feast, and the staff had fun letting go for an evening. They crowded the villa’s pool, danced, ate, sang. They lived, and it was beautiful to watch.



Late into the evening, Carolina came to Kirk and whispered in his ear. He nodded to Willow, and she rose up from the table, excusing herself. Veronique wondered if something had gone wrong, and for the first time, noticed a few people were missing from the festivities. Some, like Rafael, were obvious. The big man wore his heart on his sleeve and needed to be alone after saying goodbye to Jamie. Willow salved his hurts as best she could, but none of them could give him time, and that was what he truly needed. Other missing from the party, though, confused Veronique, but she figured maybe they had other jobs to do.



Kirk asked her to go for a walk, and she agreed happily. They strolled down one of the paths, arm in arm. The island’s trees were surprisingly well defined by a light somewhere down the path and soon she realized why. A bonfire licked up from the beach, attended to by several of Veronique’s favorite people from the island. A thought as to what might be happening flitted through her mind, but she didn’t allow herself to hope, to truly feel it until she saw the arrangements of beautiful shells and flowers. Willow greeted her with a hug and tears, and kissed Veronique gently on the forehead.



“Whatever you decide, thank you for loving him,” she murmured, and she turned Veronique back towards her brother. Kirk was kneeling on the sand in front of her on one knee, a tiny box in hand and opened to a ring.



“Veronique,” he said, his words accompanied by the soothing wash of the waves and the crackle of the bonfire behind her. “The morning after we met, I knew I had to try to hold onto you. I didn’t know why then, but it didn’t take long for my brain to catch up to what my heart already knew. You are the person my soul has always needed. Will you marry me?”



She couldn’t speak. The tears were coming too hard and she could not put voice to the yes in her heart. Instead, Veronique nodded frantically, sucking in a deep trembling breath to finally gasp, “Yes, yes, of course.”



Kirk slid the ring onto her finger, and shot upright. There were tears in his eyes too as he kissed her good and long and proper, to the cheers of their friends, and their joyousness was only broken when someone at the edge of their periphery cleared his throat and said, “Wait.”









Mia



 



Contains: MF, FF, group play (straight and lesbian), anal



 



If it hadn’t been for the call about the vacation, Mia might have quit as a clerk for Wisps of You in another couple weeks. The problem wasn’t with the company – the pay was good and they actually offered health benefits, two of the holiest of grails in the modern retail world. The problem was Mia, or more specifically, her love of the store’s products. She could – and often did – spend all the fun money she allotted to herself every month on lingerie, or cute little buy three get one free outfits. New bikinis in stock? She had to get one. A stitched cotton sweater that left nothing to the imagination about her bra underneath? Had to have it, especially with a pair of jean shorts they just got in.



It wasn’t that she spent dangerous amounts of money. Despite what so many guys thought her curves meant, she was a smart, ambitious woman who had nearly gone for a business administration degree before opting for one in hospitality management figuring she could work her way up in administration for a hotel she used to work for. After a couple years of frustrating front desk work with no sign of advancement, she found a hiring notice for Wisps of You and hadn’t looked back. Mia understood how to manage her resources, and she never dipped into her rent, utilities, or the savings she slowly added to every month. But she also wasn’t going out as often as she’d like, or taking vacations, or doing half the things she dreamed of as a teenager. Hell, even just a rental with a real fence so she could adopt a dog would be a marked improvement in her life.



She had to quit. Her declining closet space and her frustrated Friday nights alone at home with a book or her vibrator demanded it.



But then Veronique Tidwell walked into the store for the second time, dropped her emotionally charged audition recording, and changed everything.



* * *



The recordings were kind of a chore. Each one was only a couple minutes long, and uploaded to each store’s cloud storage when the customer finished the recording. At the end of each shift, the employees could review the recordings and give one customer per quarter a thumbs-up, flagging it in particular for their managers, who could then review it and send it further up the food chain. Mia figured this one was as good as any she’d seen, so she decided to give it her quarterly thumbs-up. There was room for a brief written comment from each employee, and at the bottom of Veronique’s, Mia wrote, “I think this woman needs it. Not wants. Needs. A good woman just having a hard time in life lately.”



When it was sent, the video didn’t cross Mia’s mind again for weeks until she got a call from her manager on one of her days off. She almost didn’t answer, except the thought of quitting the store was always on her mind nowadays and she felt the slightest twinge of guilt about it. Plus, if she was being called in, a few extra bucks on the way out the door wouldn’t hurt.



“Hey, Isla!” Mia said, hoping she sounded more enthusiastic than she felt. She was right in the middle of a workout, and stopped doing lunges long enough to head for the kitchen to grab a glass of water.



“Oh my gosh, Mia, you’ll never believe it,” Isla said.



“What?”



“I should have had you come in. I should have driven to your place. It’s amazing. Oh my gosh oh my gosh oh my gosh!”



Laughing, Mia asked again, “What, Isla?”



“Remember the video audition you upped this quarter?”



“Um, yeah, Verona? Blonde woman, about my age?” Mia paused, and then said very quietly, “No way.”



“Yes! She got it!”



Mia did a happy dance, shimmying across the floor and waving the phone. “Oh my God, that’s amazing! Good for her! I hope she has the time of her life.”



“Mia,” Isla said, her voice quaking with excitement. “That’s only half of it.”



“No way. You won too?”



“Not me, babe.”



Silence. Mia didn’t process it for seconds, then the meaning of the words hit her in a rush. “No. Way.”



“They want you on the next trip out there. Of all the stores, you got picked!”



“Holy crap,” Mia breathed. “Holy crap!”



Isla let out a squeal of joy so loud Mia had to peel the phone away from her ear. She staggered to a chair, laughing, unbelieving. But the next phone call was from Vivian, the woman in charge of picking the island getaway winners. Mia listened to the story about Veronique trying to give the gift of the vacation to her friend instead of taking it for herself, and her heart fluttered from the loveliness of it. She was so glad Veronique won, and not just because it led to her own vacation. Well… that was definitely part of it, but still, Veronique was so sweet.



Within a few days, Mia received an invitation packet in the mail. The forms were no joke, with some serious legalese about liabilities. But the rest of the packet, with instructions on travel vouchers and arrangements, excited her to no end. This was happening. This was actually happening.



She caught a flight the afternoon before the ferry was scheduled to take off, and couldn’t sleep a wink, even after a long, fast-paced stroll down the Hudwell boardwalk. Even in her formless sleeveless hoodie and sweatpants, she still drew a lot of eyes and pushy catcalls. Ugh. Assholes. She was ready to show off her body on vacation, but not until tomorrow when she was on the ship.



When Mia returned to the hotel and showered, she decided to hit the bar downstairs. The entire hotel was upscale but understated, with a simple under-the-sea vibe to the place, leaning heavily on cool blues and shell-like paneling on some of the walls. The bar fell along those lines, but added some shimmery wave-like lights under the liquor bottles, drawing the eye and relaxing its customers all at once. A few couples sat here and there, but much of the bar was dominated by a rowdy bachelorette party knocking back shots and sipping massive Caesars out of glasses that probably should have been classified as bowls.



Just as Mia thought about doubling back and hitting up a taxi to go to one of the beachside bars she’d seen on her jog, she caught the eye of a redhead in the corner next to an empty stool. She was gorgeous. Nearly as stacked as Mia herself, and that was saying a lot, and with a slimmer waistline and gorgeous, delicate features her flaming red hair accentuated. The woman noticed Mia too and gave her an exaggerated cock of the eyebrow and gestured at the stool. Mia grinned and headed over there, stopped midway by a bleary-eyed woman wearing a plastic tiara with “BESTIE” emblazoned in glitter on it.



“You’re so. So. Beautiful,” the stranger slurred.



“Thanks,” Mia said.



“Like, what is this? It’s not even fair!” the woman said, gesturing vaguely at the redhead who looked amused at all this. “We’re supposed to be the centers of… attet… atten… attention.”



Another woman with a BESTIE tiara rushed over. “I’m so sorry. Andrea, honey, let’s go sit down.”



“Look at these bitches!” Andrea blanched, pointing at the wall over Mia’s shoulder. “Bib… big boobs, big butt, no waist. Go away!”



“And I think we’ve had enough.” The second woman tugged Andrea away, and Mia finally made her way to the redhead and collapsed, smiling at the other woman’s soft laughter.



“Well, this vacation’s off to a fantastic start.”



“Don’t expect a drink for a while,” the redhead said. “They’ve been taking turns flashing the bartender for freebies. On second thought, you flash those at him, I think he’ll forget the wedding party the rest of the night.”



Mia grinned and thought about that. A moment later, as the redhead opened her eyes wide in shock, she stood up, grabbed her tee shirt, and hefted it up over her ample breasts. Encased in their bra, it wasn’t much of a show, but the bartender hustled right over. She ordered two drinks for herself and another beer for the redhead.



“Mia,” she said, holding out a hand.



“Willow.” They shook. “You mentioned a vacation?”



“Yep, tomorrow, I’m taking off!” Mia said. “Taking a ferry to Rahu Island for two weeks.”



Willow’s eyes widened. “No kidding? Headed there myself!”



“Oh, you’re a trip winner too. That’s awesome!”



Mia settled into a long, happy ramble about how she’d won. At the story about Veronique and her audition tape, Willow seemed surprised. By that point, the bartender was finally coming back with their drinks, and Mia paid while Willow fired off a text.



They chatted for a while longer, but Willow begged off another drink. “I really need to get some sleep. Feels like I’ve been plane jumping forever.”



Mia thought for a moment about inviting the other woman back to her room, but there was no spark coming from Willow. Too bad. She wouldn’t have passed up the chance. “Hey, let’s catch a cab together tomorrow. Split the cost and keep the party going, what do you say?” Mia asked.



Willow grinned. “Sounds like a plan to me, vacation friend.”



* * *



Willow didn’t say much on the cab ride to the pier. She seemed lost in thought, almost sad, and Mia didn’t want to be sad. Not that day. Not when she was about to go on the vacation of a lifetime. When Willow insisted on paying for the cab ride, Mia didn’t protest much. Well, okay, at all.



The ferry would be leaving soon, but Mia enjoyed the morning stroll. The sea breeze did wonders for her soul. The seagulls too. They got them sometimes in the Wisps of You parking lot, mostly inland scavengers looking for French fries from customers of the nearby fast food place. But these were the real deal, soaring lazily overhead and crying to each other.



And the people! The boardwalk was a little quieter in the morning, but there were still so many. Joggers getting in their early morning exercise. A yoga class on the beach, and clusters of older men perving on them from afar. Couples sunning themselves despite the early morning breeze. Food vendors setting up for the lunch crowd. A yawning woman peddling seashell jewelry. A pair of cops on bicycles. So much life.



A hugely muscular guy drew Mia’s attention as he slathered sunscreen on his walrus-sized abs, and Willow caught her looking. “Could be your one and only,” she said, grinning.



Mia stared for another long minute then shook her head. “Nah, eye on the prize. Gotta be some real scorchers on the island, you know? Why settle for one nibble when I can have a whole buffet?”



“Fair enough.”



“How about you? Looking forward to getting a vacation bae?”



Willow smiled tightly, but it didn’t touch her eyes. “Not… exactly.”



Sensing the other woman didn’t want to talk about it and feeling the mood get dragged down, Mia shifted the focus back to herself. “Whew. If I had to compete with a body like that, all I’d be getting is scraps.”



“Hey, you’re definitely an eleven out of ten yourself,” Willow said.



Someone was coming up on them from behind and Mia turned her head, in case it was some creeper. She was pleasantly surprised to discover it was Veronique and her friend, the one who’d also won the trip. Mia couldn’t remember her name offhand, but good Lord, she was tasty. Black hair, model looks, thin framed but with just enough curves to make Mia thirsty as hell. Jamie! That was it. Jamie. Whew.



She ran back and greeted the wonderful woman who made this all possible, and introduced Willow to them both. There wasn’t much time for talk, so they kept moving, squaring off into twos on the narrow sidewalk. Mia and Jamie fell in beside each other.



“Excited?” Mia asked.



“Oh hell yes,” Jamie said. “How was your flight? Did you come in this morning?”



“Yesterday afternoon.”



They chatted some about their flights, Jamie practically skipping with excitement. They passed an older woman in a sunhat and kept up a string of conversation until they realized they had outpaced their companions. When Mia glanced back, she saw Veronique and Willow talking to that old woman, who looked to be in some pain.



Oh no, let’s not be late
 , Mia thought, then immediately hated herself for the thought. They jogged back to make sure everything was okay. Veronique asked the three other women to go on ahead, and guided the old woman towards a nearby bench. Mia felt a tiny pang of relief she hadn’t been asked to stick around.



The ferry wasn’t far. Willow darted ahead to speak to a pair of sailors, one of whom looked confused by her presence. The other one whispered something in his ear and ran up on deck to grab the captain. In a few minutes two crewmembers came off the ship pushing a wheelchair, and jogged down the path to where Veronique waited with the older woman. Jamie decided to trail after them in case they needed more help.



The sailors at the gangplank checked Mia’s ID and her paperwork, and gestured for them to board the ship. Willow cleared her throat, and the same sailor who’d looked so startled by her asked for her paperwork too. The men welcomed them aboard, and just like that, they were ready to be whisked away to Rahu Island.



* * *



The place was magnificent. The sands looked almost untouched, the waters cool and clear near the beach. The village seemed fun, but Mia had been expecting something like a resort and wasn’t quite sure she liked the difference. Still, one of the shops had a clothing design on its sign and if the information packets were to be believed, everything on the island was free. She was already salivating at the thought of raiding their racks for anything that fit her.



Throughout the welcoming ceremony and schedule, she listened mostly with half an ear. Scheduled was the usual beach stuff, most of which sounded fun except for the stuff that required lessons. She was there to have a good time, not go to school. But at least there would be nightly bonfires, and nothing drew cute fuckboys quite like a bonfire, save maybe a shitty college party.



When a big bearded man came front and center and singled her out as an exemplary employee of the Siblini Corporation, Mia was shocked out of her reverie and stood up, grinning and pleased with the attention. It was always her body that got noticed, not her mind or her performance, and this was a thrilling change of pace.



Soon thereafter the vacationers were led down a path to their lodging. A cute pixie-sized woman about as young as Mia grabbed her arm and asked if she wanted to be roommates. Mia thought – rightfully – Veronique and Jamie would probably pair up, so she agreed and they dragged their baggage to one of the rooms closest to the beach. The accommodations were disappointing in size, but the promise of a romp through the waves quickly overrode her initial feelings – as did her roommate Clara’s glance over her shoulder when Mia was readjusting her tiny bikini bottoms. The blonde cutie made sure her look was noticed, then waggled her own delicious heart-shaped bottom when she pulled up her own bikini. Mia was already wearing her top, and turned to watch her roommate finish dressing, blatant in her staring. Clara most certainly did not seem to mind.



Now that was a great start to a vacation.



They raced each other outside and were among the first of the vacationers to hit the beach. Clara feasted on the sight of her roommate’s chest bouncing with every stride, and Mia in turn appreciated the curves Clara had been hiding away under her travel clothes. Soon enough, others joined them, shooting towards treated wood beach furniture or to the water itself. Veronique wasn’t too long either, but disappointing Mia, she wasn’t in a bikini. Shame. Mia wouldn’t have minded getting playful in the water with her gorgeous blonde friend. They waved at one another, and then Mia returned her attention to her pretty roommate and the bevy of new targets for her two weeks of debauchery.



Oh, who to pursue? There had been a handful of interesting prospects down at the pier village, including a yummy young treat with an eyepatch and a few guys packing some obvious muscles under their company shirts. Women-wise, there was Clara, of course, and maybe the scrimptions black-haired beauty Jamie, who was just emerging into the sunshine, her hair damp from a shower. She’d given Mia some longing looks on board the ferry, and Mia figured she’d be a slam dunk. Willow? Probably not. Certainly she was attractive enough – God, but those full lips would look amazing clamped around Mia’s clit – but there had still been no vibes from her.



Clara broke her concentration when she leaned over and slapped a hand through a knee-high wave, splashing Mia. “Caught you with your pants down,” her roommate sang out to her.



“You wish,” Mia replied, splashing her back.



“Maybe,” Clara said, blushing.



Oh yes. These two weeks were going to be
 fun
 .



* * *



While most the guests scattered to get drinks, go for walks, or in the cases of the most worn out, take much-needed naps after their lengthy bouts of travel time, Mia was being eaten out at the base of a palm tree.



Clara was good, but it was the thrill of doing this out in the open that really got Mia good and wet. Her roommate had laid out a pair of oversized beach towels on the ground just thirty or forty feet inside the tree line. They were so close to the sands Mia could see a trio of women sunning themselves under the shade of enormous beach umbrellas. All of them faced the ocean, but if at any time they glanced back, they’d see the busty brunette with her knees spread wide and the ass of her cute blonde roommate as she bobbed back and forth, her tiny pink tongue sliding along Mia’s slick, wet slit.



“Like that, like that, like that,” Mia murmured. Clara grinned up at her, those blue eyes sparkling like gems. Mia’s ass rose up in a steady rhythm, her thighs quivering. So dirty out in the open.



Her bikini bottoms lay in a jumble next to her, yanked down when she dragged Clara into the woods. The top… well, she had no real idea, but she suspected it was underneath her somewhere. Clara’s top and bottoms dangled from the branches of a bush nearby, tugged off by Mia the moment they got away from the beach. Clara had the cutest little nipples, highlighted by stark white triangles where she’d left her bikini on while tanning for this vacation, and Mia had taken to them first, sucking at them greedily. Not once did they kiss. This was fucking, not lovemaking, and they both knew what they wanted from the other. Mia’s long nails trailed down Clara’s taut stomach to her naked sex. Not a trace of hair remained above her roommate’s pussy and Mia murmured her pleasure. Much, much tastier that way.



The nipple slipped out of her mouth and she stood upright as she fingered Clara. The blonde stepped close, their gazes locked as Mia finger-fucked her. Neither of them had gone far enough in the water that the salt could dry them out, and Clara was so wet and ready. She licked her lips, her breaths molding themselves to the rapid pace Mia set. One of her hands joined Mia’s, then moved to her clit, rubbing tight circles around it as Clara began to rock on Mia’s hand. She was loose enough that Mia could slip three fingers into her easily. Like they were a cock, she thrust them in and out a few times before sliding one finger along Clara’s inner walls. When Mia found her soft little spot, she gritted her teeth together, a low whine of pleasure escaping her lips. The sound was so primal and needy, it sent a wave of heat through her own body. Mia shot a look around, then turned back to Clara.



Her roomie leaned in, her mouth against Mia’s ear, and whispered, “Keep going just like that, baby.”



Mia obliged. Her slick fingers made short work of Clara and it wasn’t long before she rocked hard up and down on her toes, rolling her hips and her pussy on Mia’s hand. “Oh Jesus, fuck, I’m coming, I’m coming!” she gasped.



Much like the rest of her, Clara’s orgasm was tiny, barely a shudder, but the way she seemed to deflate, her eyes rolling up as her mouth went slack, was wildly hot, and Mia rubbed her thighs together, her free hand sliding down to her own sex. Clara rested her head against Mia’s shoulder, gasped for air, then reached down and gently drew Mia’s fingers out of her before bringing them up to her lips. They shared a taste together, Clara grinning, Mia starting to feel the itch. She fell to her knees and gave Clara’s delicate folds a good, long appreciative lick before resting on her back, knees spread wide. Her roommate dropped between them, tossed her hair back, and without messing about, took to licking Mia’s cunt.



“Fuck!” Mia gasped. Oh shit, had that been as loud as she thought it was? She propped herself up, glancing around wildly. The women on the beach didn’t look over their shoulders. She collapsed back down, relieved. Then she heard it, a couple in the woods somewhere far off to the right, giggling and clearly making out judging from the lip smacks and heavy panting. It hit her that this was probably going to happen all over the island all the time in the next two weeks.



Clara grinned up at her, her mouth already slick with Mia’s juices. Her pink tongue ran laps around Mia’s pussy, teasing her, taking her time now that she knew Mia was worried about being discovered. Naughty little thing wanted someone to find them. That was hot, but Mia wasn’t interested in playtime. She grabbed Clara’s hair and pushed her head down hard against her pussy. Gentle was not in Mia’s sexual vocabulary. She liked to be fucked. Manhandled. She liked to be used. If she wasn’t dripping sweat and come – hers or a guy’s – by the end of playtime, it was disappointing. It was why she’d had her tubes tied a couple years back. Mia loved sex. Loved it. She loved the feel of a cock spurting deep inside her. She loved to ride a woman’s face. She loved to be used and use. But one thing she didn’t want was to worry, not now, not ever. Mia craved her freedom.



Like the freedom to be eaten out by this luscious creature.



As Clara began to stroke her pussy with her tongue in earnest, Mia reached down to play with herself. Spreading herself wide, she licked her thumb and rubbed it up and down the hood of her clit, which Clara was ignoring, either out of playfulness or inexperience. Either way, Mia saw to her own needs. She liked a combination of gentle and hard strokes to her clit, as erratic as possible. She wondered sometimes if that was true of any other women. In the porn she watched, most the women seemed to get off with a rhythmic touch to their clit, but not Mia. Then again, she’d always liked a good surprise, so she supposed her own pussy should be no exception.



Her pink folds better exposed, Clara licked harder and harder, thinking vigorous was an excuse for deftness. Mia sighed internally. Cute as she might be, Clara was pretty bad at this, actually, and though she doubted this would be the last of their playtime together, Mia knew she’d have to look for better elsewhere. That was okay. She was close and she could get herself there.



“Suck my tits,” Mia whispered. Clara glanced up, and Mia nodded. Clara slid her way up beside Mia’s ample breasts, and leaned over to taste them. Mia’s nipples themselves weren’t the most sensitive, but the areoles had always been a strangely hot erogenous zone for her, and when Clara flicked her tongue around the wide circles, Mia squirmed on her own fingers. “Fuck, like that, lick them, suck them, Clara…”



Clara got more into it, slurping each nipple into her mouth, trailing her tongue between the two when she switched up, and thankfully that was frequently. Mia thrust her fingers in and out of her own pussy with wet squicks, staring down at the pretty blonde as she swirled her tongue around Mia’s big nipples. Her lungs tightened as she drew close to the edge, and with some final hard strokes of her clit, Mia gasped, “Ahh, ah, baby, there, I’m right there!”



Her climax grabbed her up, clenched her tight, and she bucked, her back jumping up and slamming back down onto the towels, once, twice, three times as her ass stiffened and her pussy muscles clenched. “Oh, God!” she shouted, and this time, the three women did turn in their chairs and the other make-out session fell silent. Mia’s cheeks burned, but when she stood up, gasping and trying to catch her breath, the three ladies didn’t shout at them to get a room or deride her. Instead, Mia took a naked, red-faced bow when they politely applauded.



* * *



The rest of that day looked to be pretty tame. Once Veronique finished up with her surf lessons, the two hung out until the blonde fell asleep in a beach chair in the shade of the trees. Mia felt protective of the other woman and didn’t want to leave her out in the open sleeping like that, so she took the opportunity to get in some exercise. Squats, lunges, crunches, and good ol’ jogging had always constituted the core of her exercises, and today was no different. She even got in some burpees, started mostly for effect when a couple cute guys strolled by. In a half hour she’d built up a good sheen of sweat. When Mia finished, a quick dip in the ocean helped her cool off.



The evening’s bonfire was taking shape down the beach, within eyeshot of Veronique, so she took off for that, interested in some of the cute guys hauling the carts of branches and long logs. Not about to turn down help like Mia, especially in her white bikini and diaphanous sarong, they gladly accepted and shamelessly flirted with her. More staff showed up down the paths pulling wheeled coolers full of drinks behind them. Carolina, one of the people who greeted them to the island, scolded the guys good-naturedly for hitting on her, but the light tongue-lashing was made much less effective when she winked at Mia.



As the sun began to set, she wandered back to wake up Veronique. The bonfire was starting to amass a crowd, and just as Mia hoped for, a couple of choice guys brought some musical instruments to play. The one-eyed bartender was particularly tasty, caught somewhere between rugged and beautiful, and she liked the predatory gleam in his eye when he thought no one was looking. Clara came around too for a while, but she had a splitting headache from all the fruity alcohol she’d been downing all day and left early for some much-needed sleep.  Jamie and Veronique kept Mia company, and she began to fantasize about ways she could abscond with one of them to her bed, or their bed, or hell, right there on the beach again.



Soon, Willow joined them after giving a pity dance to that giant guy from the morning introduction. That could be the only explanation. Willow was a straight up ten and he was a five, maybe. The beer and wine coolers flowed, and when Veronique mentioned she walked by the villa earlier, Willow proposed they all go take a look. It sounded like silly fun, and Mia readily agreed, especially when Jamie mentioned that her boyfriend back home gave her a hall pass to do anything she’d like on vacation. The light in Mia’s eyes definitely didn’t slip by the raven-haired beauty, and Mia caught her blushing.



Oh yes. Potentially two sapphic hookups in one day. Mia practically purred at the thought.



Despite the sexual thrill, Mia was genuinely worried about them getting in trouble, and the fear made her paranoid. She kept thinking someone was walking behind them, and spun periodically to catch whoever was there. But there was nothing and no one, and Jamie eyed her with a dopey grin on her face. Testing the waters, Mia reached over and pinched Jamie’s tiny but juicy bottom through her shorts. The woman jumped but soon enough gave Mia a pinch of her own. They made nice when Jamie handed over her flask of rum for liquid courage.



The villa was silent, and the women stopped short, drawing up a quick battle plan. Willow took charge, overriding Veronique’s reticence, and soon they were bumbling their way around the side, giggling like schoolgirls. At the wall, they took turns peeking over, triggering mini-explosions of naughtiness and pleasure deep in Mia. One glance at Jamie and she knew the other woman was feeling the same.



But their playtime ended when Veronique gasped and crashed down to the ground. Only Willow had the sense to slip away into the shadows of the nearby trees, and Mia almost ran to join her until they were caught by a pair of delightfully handsome men in summery button-downs and slacks.



“Oh shit,” Mia whispered to herself. Was it over? Was this whole vacation over?



They were led into the compound, lined up like prisoners about to be shot. Mia kept her head down, but stole a few glances at their captors. One, a bearded soft-spoken man, was cute and boyishly handsome. The other two, one a tall black man with a back as stiff and upright as a board and a clean-cut preppy type complete with frosted tips she hadn’t seen in style in fifteen years, were older, maybe in their late thirties or forties. Both of them were definitely intriguing.



They started talking about punishment and sending them home, and Mia ducked her head even further. Oh no, oh no, oh no. What had they done? It was just a peek, a little goof, and now they’d gone and fucked up this whole vacation. Veronique, that sweet, angelic soul, tried to fall on her sword for all of them, and that broke Mia out of her reverie long enough to look up. Blonde Tips had a mean-looking grin on him, and said maybe they could let Jamie and Mia go, but they’d need to be punished somehow.



The black man was staring right at her, and he said, “A spanking, maybe?”



Oh. Fuck.



This had just turned into something dangerous. These guys weren’t musclebound behemoths, but then again, neither were any of the women. They were helpless. If this man wanted to spank them, there was no way out – and that was kind of hot. Veronique and Jamie looked terrified even as the kink of the moment flooded Mia with all sorts of delicious imagery. She sucked in a breath to tell these guys to punish her and leave her friends out of this – not that it would be much of a punishment, particularly since Mia had a thing for being spanked – but then Willow crashed the party and told them to knock it off and that she was the bearded man’s brother and one of the co-owners of the island.



Willow? That meant she was part-owner of the entire Siblini Corporation too, didn’t it?



Holy. Shit.



The relief brought out Mia’s courage again, and she stared at the guys with fire in her eyes. When Willow chastised them for threatening to spank the three women, Mia said without thinking, “Not like we would have minded the punishment anyways.”



Veronique looked shocked at that, but Jamie was demurer and blushed. Agustin, the frosted tips guy, said, “Maybe we should move this party inside.”



Mia’s body roared its approval, and taking one last gamble for the night, she turned to Jamie. “Coming?”



“Y-yeah, I think I am,” the slim beauty replied.



Not yet
 , Mia thought to herself.
 But you will be.



* * *



Mia took quick stock of the building they entered. The living room was divided into two distinct areas. To the left of the front entrance was a boardroom table, surrounded by six plush leather office chairs and adorned with file folders, laptops, and cell phones. On one wall was a map of the United States, with various colored pins affixed to twenty or so cities.



On the right side of the entrance, and of more immediate import, was a traditional living room setup. A long chocolate sofa on tall legs was matched by a pair of armchairs and ottomans. A thick and sturdy-looking square coffee table was big enough to hold a car. Tile floors, but there were plentiful rugs and runners that looked just perfect for what Mia had in mind. At least part of it.



The two men introduced themselves again quickly. Blonde Tips was the one named Augustin, and Lucius was the black man. A third man stepped out of the kitchen, dressed in a polo and khakis. Handsome, Mia thought, in a completely unobtrusive way. His eyes widened at the two beautiful, nervous women taking a look around. “Lucius? Agustin?” he asked.



“We found some guests wandering around,” Lucius said. “They’ve decided to join us.”



Agustin nodded. “Howard, this is… ah…”



“Mia.”



“Jamie.”



“Right,” Agustin said. “What they said. And before you ask, it’s all consensual. You ladies know we were just giving you hell and you can go back anytime, right?”



Mia grinned. “Like we’d want to.”



Jamie nodded, her hands fiddling in front of her. “I’m good too.”



“Want to join in?” Mia asked.



For an answer, Howard’s hands slipped down to his belt. “Mr. Morgan knows?”



“He was out there with us,” Agustin said as the two other men circled the women and prodded them gently towards the middle of the functional living room. “Willow, too.”



“Oh, good,” Howard replied.



“Shut the hell up, the both of you,” Lucius said. To the women, he waved a hand. “Proceed.”



“Condoms, boys,” Mia said. Howard dug a box of them out of a drawer from an end table and set it on the coffee table. Jamie stared, wide-eyed and rosy-cheeked as Mia stepped closer. They wrapped their arms around each other, and Jamie leaned in to kiss Mia’s collar, her neck, then her chin. Where Clara had been like an overeager puppy with her tongue and mouth, Jamie was deliberate, picking her targets with focus and an intensity to her eyes. Mia kept trying to match her lips, but Jamie played coy, teasing the other woman until Mia splayed her hands on Jamie’s tight little ass. Soon, Mia vowed, she’d be licking the sweat of that sweet cleft.



Their dark eyes linked together, and a whisper of a smile crossed their faces. They knew they were putting on a show, yes, but the lust that day cranking slowly up the rollercoaster rails was about to take them both faster and faster, and as their lips met for the first time, they crested a rise together, Jamie’s hands mimicking Mia’s. They pulled together, hearts hammering as their still-clad breasts brushed against each other through the wisps of fabric between them. If Jamie slipped her hand down between Mia’s legs, Mia had no doubt she’d come in mere minutes. That kiss burned away all doubt they had about this.



The sliding glass door behind them opened. Mia didn’t look away from Jamie. Couldn’t. Whoever it was could join them or fuck off, she didn’t care. It was Veronique, asking if they were okay. They were. They very much were. Jamie invited Veronique to join them, and Mia went weak at the knees at the thought of the blonde getting fucked with them. Agustin had his pants and briefs down now, and his fat cock was already half-hard. Not the longest guy Mia had ever had, but definitely the thickest. Jesus, that thing would spread her apart.



Sadly, Veronique said no, and satisfied her friends weren’t being taken advantage of, she stepped back outside. Jamie took Mia’s chin in her hands, guiding her face back towards hers. The wild lust building in Mia was mirrored in her friend, and they devoured each other with their mouths, starving for each other.  The men stepped up around them, one of them – Howard, Mia thought – pulling her arms back so he could free her of the thin sarong. Lucius was helping Jamie with her clothes, but the two women were lost in their trance to notice as their bodies were revealed slowly to these men. Mia never even felt the bikini bottoms slide down her legs. All she knew was that someone’s hands slid around her belly and rose to cup her breasts as a cock slid against her back. On the other side behind Jamie, Lucius jerked his long dick with slow, assured strokes while the fingers of his free hand roamed Jamie’s ass.



Mia and Jamie’s lips met and broke like the crashing waves somewhere down the paths. The hands on Mia’s breasts cupped and squeezed, and at their side, Agustin trailed his down their abs, then backed away. “Give us a show,” he told the women.



Lucius and Howard reluctantly backed off, and Jamie kissed Mia one more time before glancing around the room. Mia cupped Jamie’s bottom and pulled her gently towards the couch. Christ, but she was as beautiful nude as Mia had ever been with. Legs for miles demanded to be wrapped around someone’s body. A gentle swell of a heart-shaped ass. Proud breasts, not much more than handfuls, capped in achingly hard upturned brown nipples. A smattering of freckles across her back, begging to be licked and kissed. A trimmed tiny line of black down pointing to the sweet pink folds Mia wanted to taste. Jamie turned, a question in her eyes.



“Where do you want me?” Jamie asked. A submissive type. Interesting. And fun.



Mia brushed her cheek with her thumb. “Sit down. Spread your legs.”



Jamie did so, blushing as her pussy was put on display for the three men and her friend. Mia grabbed the thickest rug in the room and pulled it to the foot of the couch, her own ass pushed out to great effect.



“Look at that fucking ass,” Howard groaned.



“The tits,” Lucius said. “Jesus Christ, they’re natural too.”



As Mia knelt down onto the rug, Agustin stepped up to the couch and lifted one knee onto it so he could lean down and kiss Jamie while he slid his hands across her breasts. “And this one… you’re beautiful. But you’re going to look even better with my cock in your mouth.”



“Mm,” Jamie murmured. “That treat might be too big for me alone. Might have to share it with a friend.”



“Sounds good to me, baby,” he murmured before pinching one of her nipples and backing away to watch.



Mia pulled her long hair back out of her face and started with the insides of Jamie’s thighs, flicking the creamy white flesh with her tongue. Jamie responded immediately, her knees widening and her butt twitching up off the couch. Her eyes couldn’t settle on any one of them and her throat worked as Mia switched legs, taking no more than a few seconds before swapping back to the other. All the guys slowly worked their own cocks, occasionally stopping now and then to spit into their palms. The sound made Mia giddy, but she hoped they didn’t work themselves too fast. She wanted all that come inside or on her, not wasted on the furniture or the floor.



Jamie’s pink pussy was put on even better display for her when she spread her folds with her fingers, teasing Mia with a great view of her inner walls. “Is that for me?” Mia asked, and Jamie nodded. “Yum.”



“Please lick it,” she whispered.



“Say it louder,” Mia said, her mouth nearing the junction of Jamie’s thighs.



“Mia, please…”



Mia grinned up at her and drew her mouth near the other woman’s clit. She spoke her next words like she was a phone sex worker, putting every ounce of husk she could into it, her hot breath making Jamie jump. “Mia, please, what?”



Jamie swallowed as Agustin and Lucius stepped closer to get a better view. Staring up at Agustin, she said louder, “Mia, please lick my pussy.”



Mia kept her lips just a hair’s breadth from Jamie’s lips, still breathing hard. “Do you want it baby?”



“Y-yes.”



“Do you need it?”



“Yesss,” Jamie hissed. “I need it. I’m already so wet for you.”



 Mia turned her head and glanced at Agustin. It hadn’t quite dawned on her yet, but she was already starting to look to him as the alpha of the three men. “Do it,” he growled.



Her head turned back, and Mia took her first lick of nirvana. Jamie was right. Her cunt was already slick, and Mia swiped as much of her sweet buttery goodness as she could with her tongue, making Jamie jump even harder this time. The other woman was still spreading herself wide for Mia, and she delved deep on her first few swipes up and down. Mia slid a finger of her own up to join the other digits, and used it to gently stroke the hood of Jamie’s clit. It was so prominent, such a big and tasty target for her tongue and her finger. Mia loved it. She’d never seen one on a woman that big, and rarely had she ever experienced someone so wildly charged as Jamie was in that moment.



This was a show, that was true, but Mia had every intent on giving Jamie the orgasm she so very obviously needed. But first she wanted to play, and satisfied herself with seemingly random licks and kisses. The trick was paying attention to what Jamie really responded to. She loved when Mia played with her clit, that was obvious, but the way her body jerked when Mia neared the stretch of flesh between her pussy and her asshole intrigued her too.



“Oh, Mia, Mia, wanted to do this all day,” Jamie moaned.



Mia’s tongue finished a deliciously long swipe back up to Jamie’s clit and she grinned up at the other woman. “Mm, all you have to do is ask.”



A long lick, and Mia’s eyes twinkled.



“Anytime.”



She slurped on Jamie’s clit, making her tense up again.



“Anywhere.”



Two of Mia’s fingers slid into Jamie’s cunt. It was tighter than she expected, much tighter, and when she began to slide them gently in and out, Jamie, already on edge, began to thrust back at her. Jamie no longer had much to do with her hands so she rested one on the back of Mia’s head, stroking her hair as Mia sucked and licked her clit.



“Right there, like that, just like that,” Jamie moaned. She reached up with her other hand and cupped one of her own breasts before letting it wander all across her body, gentle passes at her own erogenous zones. She focused her attention now mostly on the three men, licking her lips and fucking them with her eyes. Mia watched, her own need growing. Christ, how she wanted one of the men to touch her. Lick her. Fuck her.



Her own ass began to bob back and forth as she got further into it. This was no longer playtime. She wanted Jamie to come so she could return the favor, or maybe start in on one of the guys. Lucius’s long black cock would slide deep into her throat. Agustin was definitely fucking her pussy with that thick rod of his. Harold had the least going on. He could work her tits, or fuck her ass, maybe. Mia had never been with three men all at once. That had some real possibilities. Just the thought of the three of them fucking all her holes made her gasp against Jamie’s pussy.



“I’m right there, Mia, please,” Jamie moaned.



“Come for her,” Lucius said. He was close enough to Mia that she could have reached up and grabbed his dick if her hands weren’t otherwise busy.



“Lick that fucking sexy pussy,” Agustin added to Mia. He slapped her ass, not quite so hard as a spank, but more urging her on. “Big, juicy ass. I’m gonna fuck that in a while.”



Mia moaned involuntarily against Jamie’s clit. They were thinking the same thing she was. And they could come in her ass too. That was safe. Three hot loads, deep inside her. Oh fuck.



Jamie began to writhe, and Mia knew she was right on the verge. Her wandering mind sharpened and focused on the job at hand, and her tongue began a crazed dance. Jamie’s clit seemed to respond to just about any kind of stimulation so she alternated between circling it, flicking it, and sucking it. A few random passes of each, and Jamie gasped, “Ah, ah, ahhh!” Her hips bucked up and her gasp turned into a primal shout, “Ohhhhhh, fuuuuu-MiiiiAH!”



Her thighs tried to slap together as her ass rose once more off the couch. Pussy muscles spasmed against Mia’s fingers, and a dash of liquid warmth, salty and musky, rushed out of her, spilling across Mia’s chin and the leather couch. Mia tried her best to slurp it up, but Jamie’s pleasure was short and over in a flash, and there wasn’t much more than a taste. She slowly withdrew her fingers and licked those instead, grinning up at Jamie.



“Ooh, good, that was so good,” Jamie murmured, finally coming back down on the leather. Her breasts rose and fell as she caught her breath, and she stared sightlessly up at the ceiling for a moment before her chin dipped back down again. “Your turn.”



Hands under Mia’s arms helped her up to her feet. Jamie twisted so she was lying down on the couch. Mia got the idea and climbed up onto the couch over her friend’s face, careful not to kick her. That had happened once in a wild trip to Vegas once. Ah, memories. The men collectively stepped forward, staring as Mia slowly sank down, her pussy drawing closer and closer to Jamie’s face. Catching their gazes, Mia turned her head and winked at them.



“Enjoying the festivities, boys?” she asked.



“Fucking hell,” Lucius groaned. He had a firm grip on his cock and looked ready to blow already.



“Best show in town,” Augustin added, grinning. His cock was primed, but his strokes were idle, slow. He was enjoying himself.



Howard didn’t respond. In fact, his face was mostly expressionless. Cool as a cucumber. Mia was going to enjoy making him beg for it. She tossed back her long hair and settled the last foot. Lucius groaned again, wordlessly this time, as her pussy met Jamie’s lips.



Compared to Clara earlier, Jamie was a pro, but even if she’d been as sloppy, Mia would have come in minutes. The charge in the room, the promise of what – and who – was to come, it made her so wet, so ready.



“Yesss,” she hissed when Jamie took her first long swooping lick of her pussy. She leaned back on her ankles and rolled her hips, her pussy doing most of the work for the other woman. All Jamie really had to do was stick her tongue up, but she did so much more than that. Her delicate hands came around and clasped Mia’s ass. Her ample bottom was spread apart for the men to look at, and Mia squirmed with delicious delight as one of Jamie’s digits traced her cleft and run a nail across her puckered hole.



“Mm, good, Jamie,” she moaned.



Lucius leaned in to take a closer look and to slap her ass. “I want to take that ass tonight.”



Red-cheeked, Mia gave him a devilish grin. “Promise?”



“Fuck yes.”



Like that, the spell keeping the men back was broken. Agustin took up a position next to his coworker and stroked Mia’s face with one hand while he began to jerk his dick harder with the other. Howard knelt down on the other side of Lucius. His attention was on Jamie, and he wasted little time touching her inner thighs, rolling his thumbs along the wet residue of her orgasm and tasting her. Lucius stayed next to Mia, running his hand over her bountiful cheeks and slapping her flesh.



“Harder,” Mia said. “Make it sting.”



Lucius gave her a sharp-edged grin and raised his arm. His hand whipped down and slapped her ass – crack! Mia jerked upright, coming up off Jamie’s mouth entirely before slamming back down.



“Oh fuck! Just like that!”



“You like it a little rough, bitch?” Lucius growled at her. Beside him, Agustin studied her for her response, and she had the feeling he’d bring his friend down if she asked for it, but Mia loved the dirty talk, the physicality of this, and she winked at him to reassure him all was well. He nodded imperceptibly, and the hand that had been on her cheek fell to one of her breasts. He took the nipple between two of his fingers and twisted it, not enough to really hurt, but enough to sting.



“Fuck yes I do,” Mia gasped. Another spank came down, this time on her other cheek, and though she managed to keep rolling her hips against Jamie’s skilled tongue, she let out a yelp and a whimper. “Mmmm!”



Howard moved his fingers to Jamie’s entrance, teasing her lips, drawing them apart and sliding along them. The other woman set a foot down on the ground, spreading her legs wider for him, and he slid his middle finger into her. Mia felt a pleasant sigh against her own pussy, not an unpleasant sensation. Still, she didn’t want Jamie getting too distracted, not before she’d come herself, so she pushed down with more need, hoping she wasn’t smothering the other woman and not really caring.



Lucius’s spankings came at an erratic pace. He knew enough not to work one ass cheek too long or too hard. Every now and then he’d stop entirely to caress her bruised flesh, and she whimpered more than once when his kisses coincided with one of Jamie’s fingers sliding along her asshole. Agustin noticed this and stepped away, asking Howard, “Lube?”



Oh
 fuck
 . Mia nearly creamed right there.



Howard didn’t glance away from Jamie’s pussy. “Bathroom pantry. Bring wipes and water too.”



“Good thinking.” Agustin darted away, and Mia began to bounce harder on Jamie’s mouth, her body trembling with the exertion of holding back her orgasm. Lucius took up Agustin’s abandoned spot, resting one knee on the couch beside Jamie’s head so he could cup Mia’s breasts and lean down to suck one of her achingly hard nipples into his mouth.



“Suck it, suck my nipple, just like that,” she hissed at him. Under her, Jamie began to moan harder and harder. A glance over her shoulder told her why. Howard had shifted his arm so he could grip Jamie’s pussy, two fingers deep inside her, curled up to hit her G-spot, and the other fingers attacking her hooded clit. The way her knees jerked up and down, Jamie wouldn’t be long with her own orgasm either.



Agustin loped in, a wolf’s grin affixed. In his hands was a pair of bottles, one lube, the other an edible massage oil. Tucked under one arm was a big bottle of water and in the crook of the other was a container of wipes. Everything but the lube, he dropped on the table. That he uncapped and worked into his hands, stepping up to where Lucius had been. The other man was busy teasing Mia’s nipple with his tongue, alternating with hard sucks and light nips.



Howard’s fingers began working like a cock, making wet slurping squick-squick-squick sounds every time he nearly drew his fingers out to Jamie’s entrance. Occasionally he curled them again and worked her G-spot, making Jamie’s tongue go wild on Mia’s slick folds and puffy lips. During one of those frantic licks, Agustin’s lubed hands spread Mia’s cheeks apart, revealing her asshole again. He poured a dollop of lube at the top of her entrance, and teased the rim gently.



“Finger my ass, do it, do it,” she gasped.



Agustin obliged, sliding the tip of one smooth fingernail in gently, testing her resistance. The feeling was, as always, initially weird, but once her walls got used to the invader, the dual feelings of having her ass worked by a finger and her pussy licked made Mia frantic. No longer was she rolling on Jamie’s face, but humping at it frenetically, her breaths coming short and hard along with the semi-coherent words she murmured.



“Ohhhhh, f-fu-fu… my ass, God, y-yesss… just like, oh, Jamie, fu-fuck, baby, so good…”



Jamie was yelping into her pussy, her own hips jerking up and down frantically, her ass smacking against the leather. Howard’s fingers were a blur inside her, fucking her hard and deep while she licked her friend’s pussy. The sensations, the sight of Lucius sucking at Mia’s nipple, the wet sucking sounds of Howard’s fingers, the smell of womanly sex in the air, the warm evening breeze wafting across her bare flesh, it was all too much, and Mia’s body lost its battle to hold back.



“I’m coming,” she yelled, “C-coming, oh fuck, oh shit, coming!”



Her back bucked so hard she nearly fell backwards when her hands lost her grip behind her. But Agustin was there, his finger leaving her ass swiftly to keep her upright, and she grabbed at his face, pulling him down to kiss her, hard, their tongues clashing together as he held her mostly upright. Jamie grabbed her hips and pulled her back down as Mia’s pussy and hips jerked up and down, squirting her with tiny dashes of her juices. But just as Mia was coming down a few minutes later, Jamie grabbed her hips tight and screamed into her thigh, her own body jerking with another orgasm, leaving her a panting, quivering mess all over again.



Agustin and Lucius helped Mia off Jamie, but Howard wasn’t done with the petite beauty, his fingers pulling out as he shot to his feet. Jamie was boneless in his arms, her eyes fluttering as he pulled her legs up, crossing her feet above one of his shoulders. “Still with me?” he growled at her. Jamie didn’t respond, just blinking, and Howard snapped his fingers in front of her face. “Hey! Still there? I’m not going to fuck an unconscious woman.”



Mia, barely able to stand, leaned down to stroke Jamie’s face. “Babe? You okay?” Slowly, hesitantly, Jamie nodded. “You ready for more?” Jamie sucked in a deep breath and nodded again.



Howard needed no more response than that. Agustin grabbed a foil-wrapped condom off the table and handed it over. Howard ripped off the packaging and slid his cock into its rubber sheath before sliding it against Jamie’s quivering pussy lips. Mia’s concern lasted just long enough to make sure her friend didn’t pass out, then she returned her attention to Agustin and Lucius – and more to the point, the tasty pair of dicks ready for her attention.



She dropped to her knees before them, staring up at them as she reached out to grip them both at the root. Lucius had a couple inches on his friend, but Agustin was plenty long enough as it was, and his sheer thickness would be abso-fucking-lutely marvelous inside her. She stroked them both as behind her Jamie let out a soft whimper of pleasure.



Both the men in front of Mia were hard enough to hammer nails. Lucius leered down at her as Agustin wiped down the finger on his hand that had been in Mia’s ass. She stroked them both slowly, stopping to spit on the heads of their cocks. Agustin passed over the edible oil, and she nodded her thanks, still staring up at them. Some guys didn’t like that and wanted the attention solely on their dicks, but these two seemed to burn with the same kind of energy she did and their connection wasn’t one to break easily. Lucius might have a dirty mouth on him, but so did Mia, and she knew on some instinctual level that even as Agustin was the alpha, this night, she’d prove herself to be the chief bitch.



“These dicks are mine,” she said as if this were simple fact, like the tide was going out or coming in. “You fuck who I say you fuck.”



Agustin grinned down at her. “Then your pussy had damn well better be worth it.”



“Oh, it’ll be the best you’ve ever had,” said Mia. She kissed the tips of their dicks before leaning back to open the oil and rub some on her palms. Vanilla, simple, soft. Tasty. She returned her hands to their pricks and wrapped her fingers around them. Her hand was barely big enough to encompass Agustin’s.



“Cocky,” he said.



“I get to be.”



Lucius growled, “Less talking, more jerking me off.”



“Is that all you want? Fine,” she said, smirking as she leaned closer to Agustin. She was always going to blow him first, but the extra spark played right into her hands. Lucius groaned good-naturedly as she kissed Agustin’s cock again. This time, she kept her lips against his shaft, closed her eyes, and followed her hand down his thick shaft with her lips, kissing along the side of him until she reached his heavy balls. These she sucked into her mouth, her tongue rolling against them as she stroked Lucius beside him. The black man’s hand joined hers, showing her without words how he wanted it – slow, and mostly concentrated on his first few inches.



Satisfied she had him under control, Mia returned her attention to Agustin’s prick, and began kissing back along the length of him again, this time with butterfly brushes of her lips, never quite in a symmetrical line. Up and down his cock she worked him like this, taking her time, enjoying herself and the tease. Agustin didn’t seem like he minded much either, his eyes half-lidded as he grinned down at her.



It was time to test his width. She’d never blown someone that thick, and it was intimidating to say the least, but Mia was game to try. She gave him one last long string of kisses up and down the length of his shaft, then snaked her tongue around his tip and down to his balls. Sensing what was coming, Agustin’s grin slowly faded. Mia kissed his tip again, opened her mouth wide, and slid her plump lips around his cockhead. His thickness bounced against her front teeth, and she gulped hard as she opened even wider to accommodate him.



Good. God. He was fucking
 huge
 .



Agustin let Mia take the lead, and it was a good thing. Her teeth nearly scraped his skin, and had he been pushy, they might have been looking at an emergency band-aid situation. As it was, though, she took him slowly into her mouth, her tongue running along his base with nowhere else to go. That first go, she took her time to get used to him, and only slid him in half the length she’d like, but even that much left Mia damn proud of herself. She loved sucking cock and this felt like the championship game of some personal competition with herself.



Even slower, she retracted away from Agustin, and concern flashed across his eyes. Before he could offer some comment about how this wasn’t really necessary, Mia thrust her mouth forward again, charging valiantly across his meat until his massive cockhead hit the back of her throat.



“Jesus Christ,” Agustin said, eyes widening.



Mia grinned around him, contrasting with the tears from her gag reflex kicking in. Usually she could control it, but with a cock this big, it was involuntary. She pulled back off him, her tongue leaving his underside wet. After a deep lungful of air, she gasped, “Like it?”



“Mia, you’re not leaving this house until I’ve blown a load in every fucking hole you have,” Agustin said. “This is heaven.”



Mia winked up at Lucius. “Hear that? Heaven.”



“Yeah, yeah,” the other man grumbled. She laughed and kissed his cock to make nice before returning to Agustin. The third time was the easiest yet. Her jaw had grown used to him by now and that made it much easier to take him deep. Her cheeks hollowed as she began sucking him in earnest, working her head like a corkscrew back and forth up and down his length. The wet “urk urk urk” of her throat made hypnotic music combined with the frantic slap of skin and grunting behind them. In her hand, Lucius’s prick seemed to swell even more as he started to meet the jerks of her hand with gentle thrusts of his own. She didn’t think he’d last long and didn’t want him to spill a drop, so reluctantly her mouth came off Agustin with a pop.



“Close, baby?” she asked Lucius as both her hands wrapped around his cock.



He nodded. “Won’t be long if you suck it.”



“Thanks for the heads-up.”



“In your mouth, or…”



Mia winked up at him and worked her mouth around his head, slurping on him with relish, mostly for effect. When she came off him, she murmured, “You decide.”



With that, she devoured him. Though he might have been thinner than Agustin, compared to damn near every guy Mia ever blew, he was still thicker than hell, and she was almost grateful for the warm-up session with Agustin. She took Lucius halfway the first go, her hands pumping the last few inches of his shaft as she slurped and licked. Once she had the feel of him, she took him as deep and hard as she could. Great cocksucking was a lot like ripping off a band-aid like that. You just had to do it sometimes without any fucking around. Taking Lucius that deep without thinking about it overly much made her nearly gag, but Mia was good and ready, and managed to swallow down nearly two-thirds of Lucius’s immensely long prick before she had to come up for air, gasping and crying from the effort. Much like Agustin, a flash of worry came across his face, and before he could speak, she dove back down again. And again. And again. It let him know she wanted this and he relaxed. Mia grabbed his ass on the next deep throat, pulling him as deep as she could possibly go, feeling like he might just push his way down to her stomach. Her throat fought her for air, for control, but she held Lucius in place until he finally had to pull back, gasping.



“F-fuck,” he gasped, his hand flying to his cock, jerking it furiously as it came out of her mouth. He aimed the head at Mia’s breasts, his hips bobbing back and forth.



“Come on my tits,” Mia gasped, her eyes still watering. “Shoot all over them.”



Lucius grunted, and a thick white spurt of warm cream hit her collarbone, followed by a shot across her breast. Another hit her stomach, then he was aiming higher. She closed her eyes when the next shot hit her chin, and oh Christ, he just kept coming and coming and coming all over her face. He hit her lips, her chin, her cheeks, but not her eyes or her forehead, and when he seemed spent, Mia opened her eyes again and dove straight for Agustin again.



He stared down at her come-covered face and tits as she swallowed him down, eyes pleading with him to come too. Behind them, Jamie and Howard were moving, and Agustin’s gaze flicked up from Mia. “Clear the edge of the couch,” he growled, and with two fingers, he pushed her forehead until she knew to pull off him.



“I wasn’t done,” she pouted.



He ignored her, and made a sweeping gesture down at her. “Jamie. Get over here and clean her off.”



“W-what?” the other woman asked, sounding dazed and faint. But Howard was helping her, his cock still erect. He guided Jamie down to her knees in front of Mia. The model-like beauty’s eyes were glazed, but she looked far more with it now than she had after getting finger-fucked by Howard into that second orgasm. She started with Mia’s face, kissing each shot of come, then sucking it all in. When she swallowed, a flash of irritation flew through Mia despite the sexiness of the moment. That was her come, damn it, and it shouldn’t have been wasted like that.



But Howard was still posing the lithe beauty, and Agustin did the same to Mia. The two women wound up face to face, on all fours, and what little was left of Lucius’s come on Jamie’s lips, Mia tasted when they kissed, clutching at each other’s faces for balance while Howard lined up behind Jamie again and Agustin fell behind Mia, ripping open a condom and rolling it on as fast as he could.



“Ride me hard,” Mia gasped behind her, and Agustin obliged with a grunt just short of a shout. His cockhead met her lips and slammed home in one thrust, causing her to moan almost right into Jamie’s mouth. The other woman jumped forward when Howard imitated the other man, lunging deep on his first thrust too. The two women kissed again, Mia’s breasts bouncing back and forth as Agustin took her hard.



“So good,” Jamie whined in between frantic kisses. “It’s so good.”



“I know,” Mia whispered. Agustin gripped her waist, and his balls slapped hard against her. Lucius sat down on the edge of a chair, his limp cock in his hand as he stared at the two women getting it hard and fast. Judging from the hunger in his eyes, they weren’t done with him yet.



“You got to feel her pussy,” Howard said. “Tight as a virgin.”



“This one too,” Agustin said, and let go of her waist with one hand to smack Mia’s ass. The sting drew a shudder of pleasure from her, and she started pushing back harder against him. Just as she’d imagined, his thick cock spread her wide, pulling her pussy lips around him lewdly. Her cunt muscles grabbed at him, welcomed him in, wanted him to never leave. If Agustin could fuck like this all the time, she was never letting him go.



And for his part, Howard fucked Jamie hard enough to make her muscles quiver with the effort, and she fell forward, her face against the plush rug. Mia might have tried to offer her a hand up if she hadn’t been so consumed with the image. Howard grabbed one of Jamie’s arms and pulled it behind her back, using it for leverage as he pounded her harder and harder. Jamie moaned wordlessly, her eyes fluttering as the man built up a frenetic rhythm, far faster than even Agustin’s pace. It seemed like he had to come soon given the way he slammed into her, but Howard’s stamina was nothing short of superhuman, and he drew Jamie up again, pulling back on her arms until she was upright on her knees like him. Her breasts were right at a tantalizing level with Mia’s face, but Mia herself was getting fucked too hard to do more than occasionally flick her tongue against them.



“Again, again, again,” Jamie whimpered, her eyes closing as her body shook. Another orgasm, Mia realized, making it at least three for the other woman. She was almost jealous, except by now, Jamie was practically boneless and ready to topple. Howard seemed to sense this and relented, pulling out of her and gesturing for Lucius. The other man came over in a hurry and helped Jamie to sit up against the couch, where she caught her breath and watched the show in front of her.



Howard stripped the condom off himself, throwing it carelessly aside as he walked forward on his knees. His cock waggled in front of Mia’s face and she enveloped it on the next thrust of Agustin’s. Howard still tasted of whatever blueberry chemical they used to flavor the condom, but Mia was beyond caring. She wanted to be used. Her hand dipped under her belly and further down as she swallowed Howard’s length, aiming to work her own pussy while she was fucked at two ends. Her drenched, hungry cunt sucked and slurped at Agustin’s thick cock, trying to hold him in, while Howard gripped her hair, pulling it away from her face as he began to thrust in and out of her mouth. Unlike Agustin, he put some force behind it, his cock insistent. If he’d been as big as either Agustin or Lucius, Mia might have balked, but he was of an average size and she could easily take the punishment, letting him hit the back of her throat.



“Suck that dick, you sexy fucking bitch,” Lucius cheered on from the couch beside Jamie. She was resting her head against his hip, one of her hands absently cradling her breast, the other on his knee.



“Gwark!” Mia mumbled back around Howard’s dick. “Gwark gwark gwark!”



Agustin, behind her, gripped her even tighter as his thrusts gained momentum. “How do you like that, baby?” he asked.



“Aster!” she barked. “Uck me!”



Agustin chuckled, and smacked her ass for good measure as he began to thrust in harder and faster. Mia squeezed her eyes shut, sucking away on Howard for all he was worth. God, but Agustin felt amazing in her cunt, spreading her so wide, filling her nice and deep but not so much that it hurt. He could not have fit her more perfectly, and she bounced backwards to meet his every thrust. Her clit was still super sensitive from Jamie’s attentions earlier, and it wasn’t long before her breaths started coming harder and more jagged.



Beside them, Jamie must have caught her second wind. She was on her knees now, sucking on Lucius with an eye on her friend getting stuffed at both ends. Lucius petted her head like a dog. Half-hard again already. Jesus, this was going to be a night to remember.



“Close,” Howard grunted.



Mia came off him and asked one word. “Where?”



“Your mouth.”



She took him deep again, sucking at his meat like it was her favorite treat. He gripped the back of her head, pumping his cock in and out of her mouth, fucking Mia’s face. His ass tensed, his back went rigid, and his cock sank deep in her mouth one last time before shot after shot of come hit her throat, her tongue, her teeth. Her throat worked, swallowing him down instinctually. Finally, she’d been fed what she wanted, and she grinned.



“Yeah, take that come!” Lucius crowed.



Mia came off Howard’s cock, gasping for air. He fell backwards on his ass, grunting and his chest heaving as Mia ran her tongue around her lips and opened wide, showing him there was nothing left. Beside her, Jamie slurped one last time on Lucius’s cock before pushing herself upright. Her legs wobbled, but she looked to have her second wind as she straddled the black man, her ass towards him so she could watch Mia get fucked. Only at the last minute were condoms remembered, and Howard scrambled forward to toss one to Lucius. He caught it, rolled it on, and guided Jamie down onto his length, groaning as her pussy lips spread wide to take him in.



“Christ, she is tight,” he told Howard, who nodded.



Mia watched this with glee, glad her friend was back in the game. She tossed back over her shoulder, “Need to move.”



“Seriously?” Agustin groused. “I’m right there.”



“Shush. You’ll like this.”



Reluctantly, Agustin pulled out of her with a loud slurp, drawing a breathy laugh from Jamie. Mia stayed on all fours and crawled over to the couple on the couch, eyes gleaming with good humor. Jamie leaned down to give her a long, scorching kiss as Lucius wrapped his arms around her slim waist. Once the two women broke apart again, Jamie leaned back against him, her head resting on his shoulder as she rolled her hips up and down his cock, thrusting her pelvis towards Mia, knowing what was to come. Agustin knelt behind Mia again, and re-entered her with a sure thrust, pushing her face into Lucius and Jamie’s joined bodies.



With Agustin pounding into her slower, Mia could somewhat aim her tongue, but it was imprecise. She licked what she could – Jamie’s stretched cunt, the glistening juice on Lucius’s long cock, Jamie’s thighs. The breeze couldn’t ease the tangy scent of their combined sexes and sweat, and Mia reveled in it. The room reeked exactly like it should – like there was serious fucking going on. And the taste of the two of them, musky and sweaty and lewd, worked even more to turn her on.



She closed her eyes, letting the other senses take over. Agustin built back up his previous pace as she fingered her clit again. This time, his hand joined hers, stroking her folds while she brought herself close again fast.



“Fuck me, Agustin, fuck me, baby, I’m close, I’m really close,” she whined into Lucius’s thigh.



“Come for him,” Jamie murmured, stroking her hair. “You’re so sexy, Mia, doing so good for them.”



Agustin slammed into Mia with abandon, his grunts keeping time. Her breath starting hitching. “Oh oh oh oh fu-fuck, Agust… Agustin!” she wailed, and her back arched, her breasts jiggling as her body stiffened, relaxed, stiffened again, and she came with a screech. “Fuuuu-UUUUCK!”



Her pussy clamped down on Agustin’s cock and he gasped as he kept pumping into her, so close himself. The orgasm slapped her hard, stopping the breath from escaping her lungs. Sight and sound left her as the pleasure rolled through her body. Maybe she whimpered, maybe it was Jamie. Mia didn’t know and didn’t care. All she cared about was the dick in her and the fingers on her pulsing slit, pushing her through the orgasm and keeping her riding high. Agustin’s pace picked up, his hips bucking into her, and he was growling his need, his closeness. He pushed into her one more time and her face fell against Jamie’s hot pussy as Agustin yanked his cock out of her and stroked it through the valley of her ass. His balls tickled her asshole, and Mia opened her mouth, moaning as she stared up at Jamie. Her friend cupped her cheeks as Agustin came, his shots firing across Mia’s back, her butt, her thighs.



But the two women’s connection was again broken when Jamie bounced harder and harder on Lucius’s cock. Jamie gave her a tired, pleased smile, and reached behind her head to wrap her hands around Lucius’s. He brought his lips to her neck as he plunged his cock deep into her. Mia watched as she recovered, leaning on Lucius’s knees to keep herself upright. Agustin behind her tapped her shoulder and she turned. He offered her a bottle of water and she took it gratefully. When Mia had a drink and caught her breath, he helped her to her feet, and guided her to Howard, whose cock was valiantly rising again.



“Ready to go again?” the man asked her, and Mia nodded as she climbed on his lap, her big breasts within easy distance for his lips or his tongue to attack.



She eased down onto him with a pleased sigh. Her pussy was still quaking and he wasn’t quite hard yet, so she settled for running her folds along his length, Jamie, facing the opposite direction, leaned over and kissed Mia again, and the two made out passionately while Lucius’s pace slowed for the sake of the show the two put on.



With her breasts right in his face, Howard wasted no time sucking one of Mia’s nipples into his mouth. There was little subtlety to the sucking. His mouth consumed her, his hands coming around to her ample ass and squeezing as she stroked her sticky, wet pussy along his length. Her attention on Jamie, Mia saw out of the corner of her eye Agustin wiping his cock down and settling on the arm of the couch next to her friend. He took one of Jamie’s hands and placed it on his still-flaccid cock, and Jamie idly stroked it while she rode Lucius and kissed Mia again and again.



Soon, Howard was ready again, and Mia broke away from Jamie long enough to reach under her and guide him into her pussy. While she rolled her hips slowly against him, he cupped her breasts together, his eyes glazed with pleasure as he swapped from nipple to nipple, sucking and flicking with his tongue. Lucius loved the show and couldn’t stop staring. Jamie’s ass bounced harder and harder off his pelvis and hips, and Agustin leaned over to begin playing with her breasts, occasionally catching her smaller nipples with his tongue or his mouth.



They fucked like that for what felt like hours. Now that all three of the men had come at least once, they could go faster and harder, and Jamie really had caught her second wind, bouncing away happily on Lucius’s cock. When Agustin was ready again, he stood up and fed Jamie his prick. She couldn’t deepthroat him like Mia could, but she managed to take a few inches of his more sensitive tip and jerked what she couldn’t take with her hands. Mia found a nice groove with Howard, alternating between slow rolls of her hips and a few bounces of her ass. It was a good paced fuck, not too fast, not too slow, and she was just thinking of changing positions when Lucius dropped the bombshell.



“Jamie,” he grunted.



“Mm?” the other woman asked, her mouth around Agustin’s cock.



“Get up. I want to fuck your ass.”



The two women stopped bouncing immediately, and Jamie’s mouth came off Agustin with a pop. She glanced over her shoulder at Lucius, concern on her face, and Mia said hurriedly, “Hon, you don’t have to.”



“That’s right,” Agustin said. “Anything you don’t want to do is fine by us.”



Jamie thought for a moment, and finally said, “No. I want to try it. But if it’s too much…”



“Have you never…?” Lucius asked.



“I have,” she said, blushing. “But never with one that long.” She glanced up at Agustin. “I’m sorry, I think you’d be, um, too wide.”



He cupped her cheeks and kissed her forehead. “I’m enjoying every other inch of you plenty, Jamie.”



Mia stopped fucking Howard entirely as Lucius was handed the lube. Jamie rose off him and turned around to mount him again, her ass facing Agustin so he could oil up his finger again and get her ready. Her hips worked Lucius’s cock slowly to keep him good and hard as Agustin drizzled the cleft of her ass with lube, followed by his finger tracing down to her rosebud. She sucked in a breath when his finger entered her, and Mia was a touch jealous of the double penetration. She wanted another finger or a cock too, damn it, and grabbed Howard’s hand to satisfy herself with sucking on two of his digits as she watched her friend get fucked both by a cock and a finger. Agustin worked slowly, his middle finger easing in and out of Jamie, and given the way the slim beauty spread her knees wider, she seemed to love it. She caught Mia looking and blushed, but there was little shame in either woman left.



Jamie leaned over and murmured, “I… I like this. Thank you. For taking the first steps.”



Mia brushed her friend’s long hair out of her eyes and grinned at her. “Thank you. Never going to forget this night.”



“Me either.”



Their next kiss was more loving than anything they’d shared so far, and it held Mia rapt until Agustin murmured, “I think she’s ready as she’s ever going to be.” Jamie pulled away and nodded. She eased off Lucius again and turned to face Agustin so her ass was to Lucius and his waiting cock.



“Gonna be easier if I control this,” she murmured, as though anyone needed an explanation. She reached under her, gripped Lucius’s long dick, and gulped as she settled down on top of him, his head at the entrance to her ass.



With a tiny gasp, Jamie whispered, “Oh… shit.”



And she slid down.



Her eyes opened wide, her breath stopping in her throat. She squirmed on Lucius’s dick, and Mia almost called it off for her, but then she was gasping, “Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, ohh oh oh, fuck, I’m full, I’m so full.” Her eyes drifted towards Mia. “Miaaa…”



“Take him, baby, take him so good.”



Jamie nodded, but she was slipping back into that glazed look again, lost in the pleasure and pain of the moment. “I will, I will, oh Mia…”



Howard’s cock surged in Mia, and she thrust back at him, watching her friend take the long black cock in her tight little ass. Their fucking lost any and all rhythm to it. They humped at each other as Lucius stayed calm, staring up at Jamie as she slowly began to rise up and down on his cock and gasping on every downstroke. It took patience on Lucius’s part not to fuck Jamie senseless, but Mia almost wished he would. She wanted to see the lithe, black-hired woman on her hands and knees being dominated, fucked hard in the ass until she was nearly pounded into the ground.



No. She didn’t want that for Jamie. Not really. She wanted that for herself, and hoped and prayed all three men could fulfill her wish. Her pussy throbbed at the thought of being drilled by these three, drilled right in her own tight ass. She could take Agustin. She was sure of it.



“Oh f-fuck, fuck, fuck, so deep in my ass,” Jamie whined. Agustin leaned down beside her, his hand going to her clit, and she stared up at him sightlessly as he began to work her pussy, making it good for her.



Lucius groaned, “Jesus, she’s so tight I won’t last long.”



Tears formed at the corners of Jamie’s eyes as she thrust down harder. “So good, Mia, it hurts so good.”



Howard’s mouth took one of Mia’s nipples and nipped on it, hard enough to make her yelp. Her ass slammed down on his thighs, her pussy absolutely drenched by now. She needed release. This sight was too fucking much. Agustin worked Jamie like a pro, going for broke with her clit, almost furious in rubbing her to another orgasm. Jamie’s head thrashed back and forth, her long hair tickling Lucius’s stomach, and she howled her pleasure.



“Yes, yes, yes!”



Howard’s mouth sucked at Mia hungrily, and he smacked her ass again. She yelped, thrusting her breasts harder against his face, and beside her, Jamie formed her last coherent sentence of the night.



“Oh, fuck, oh Mia, ahhhh, God, it feels so FUCKING GOOD!”



Agustin shut her up with a hard, passionate kiss, and she screamed into his mouth, her body shuddering on Lucius’s long dick. Jamie must have come again, Mia’s incoherent mind managed to deduce, and then she was off Howard again, pulling her friend up and free before she could pass out. They laid Jamie on the couch, her hands, her face, her back all twitching. She was done, there was no more fuck left to her.



But Mia? Mia wasn’t done yet. Not by a mile.



“I want it,” she snapped at Agustin. “In my ass, in my cunt, in my mouth. All of you. Now.”



“Get cleaned up and on the floor,” Agustin fired right at Lucius. “I want her ass.”



“But-”



“Shut the fuck up and do it.”



Lucius grunted his annoyance but dove at the wipes on the table. Mia fell to her knees and jerked on Agustin and Howard. Their dicks were so firm and angry she had little doubt they’d come hard and soon, but she was locked in a fever she couldn’t shake, and if they didn’t give her what she needed, she’d ride one of their faces until she passed out like Jamie. But then Agustin was there with a cushion for his head, and she lowered herself down onto him, taking him fast inside her pussy. He went deep on her first stroke, pushing back up at her mercilessly. Good. Fuck niceties. She wanted to hurt and come. Howard stood over his friend, his cock aimed at her face, and she swallowed him down, jerking hard at his base. Agustin had already primed her ass once that night, but spread more lube around her bud and eased a finger back into her. That wouldn’t be enough and he knew it, so a second joined its brethren and she hissed. This was going to be nothing compared to what was coming, though, and Mia forced her ass to unclench, to relax for him. He fucked her ass with his fingers, seesawing in and out of her. There was no time for him to be gentle. All three men were on the ropes.



“She’s ready,” Agustin growled. “Mia, baby, say the word and I stop.”



She moaned around Howard’s dick as Lucius fucked up at her. Howard had to do the work, or else she’d be jerking him up and down with her mouth. Agustin knelt down behind her as she and Howard bent to position themselves so he could have easier access to her ass. This cockhead was there, right there, sliding along her cleft. He gripped her cheeks and spread her wide, and when his dick rested against her asshole, she whimpered around Howard.



“Do it,” Lucius grunted.



The cockhead pressed against her, and Mia’s eyes shot open. There was no way that was even going to make it past the entrance. No way he could jam that monstrosity in her ass.



And then he did.



Just the head of him made her yank back off Howard’s dick and shout, “Holy FUCK!” Agustin’s prick felt like a fist in her ass. It was that big. He didn’t go deeper, not at first, but let her get used to him, let her shudder and writhe. This was going to hurt for days. Weeks, maybe.



And as Agustin began to push slowly into her while Lucius pulled back to the entrance of her pussy, Mia realized this was totally worth it. Never had she been this stuffed before. Not once. Not with her best toys or the best guys she’d ever been with. These men had just changed her perception of sex. Of hot, nasty
 fucking
 . This was what she wanted for the rest of her life. This was her nirvana. Her sexual peak.



“Faster,” she gasped, and plunged her mouth down on Howard’s cock.



Lucius and Agustin worked on a natural rhythm. Lucius thrust up at her, filling her pussy, while Agustin eased back nearly to the entrance to her ass. Then they’d reverse that, with Agustin pushing into her while Lucius rested beneath her. And all the while, Howard gripped the back of her head, keeping Mia in place while he fucked her mouth, driving his cock deep enough each time to hit the back of her throat but rarely going further.



They moaned. They grunted. At one point, Mia was sure she screamed when she came again, her pussy throbbing around Lucius and her ass gripping at Agustin. They couldn’t last long but they gave her that one last gift, an orgasm so powerful it dimmed her eyesight. Lucius was the first to explode, driving his cock deep up into her one last time, pumping, pumping, pumping. When he withdrew, he slid out from under her to lean against the couch, gasping for air, watching the last two men standing as he muttered a string of half-formed profanities under his breath.



Howard was next, his cock driving deep into her mouth before he jerked back out, coming on Mia’s face, her tits, her belly. Agustin folded her so her face was to the rug, same as Jamie’s had been… what… minutes ago? Hours? Years? She didn’t know. Time had lost all meaning. All that mattered was the cock plunging into her ass, and Mia was so deliriously happy it was him, Agustin, the man of this group. She reached out for something to grip and found nothing, but he was keeping her upright, hands wrapped around her waist.



He bellowed something unintelligible, and his cock plunged deep one more time, his balls slapping against her ass. He came in her, his spurts filling the few nooks and crannies of her ass he wasn’t already taking care of. When Agustin pulled out of her, there was a thick, long squelch, and silence, save for their combined gasping.



Her face still against the carpet, Mia whispered, “Holy shit.”



“Holy shit,” Agustin agreed, watching his come drizzle out of her asshole.



* * *



Ostensibly, there were showers that night, but damned if Mia could remember them. The time between the amazing finish to the night’s festivities and her waking up in bed curled up with Jamie was nothing but a blur of half-formed memories. What she did know upon waking was that she was sore. Immensely sore. Like she’d been in a bar fight sore – and Mia actually knew how that felt, thanks to a crazy night in Albuquerque. Before her eyes had even come fully open, she groaned and felt at her breasts, thighs, and far more tenderly, her sex. All were bruised to various degrees, and her bottom was so tender she feared she might have ripped something.



She opened an eye to a faceful of dark hair, tangled from being washed and not dried. Jamie’s knees were drawn up to her chest, and she breathed so softly Mia feared she might be dead. She reached a hand out to tentatively feel at Jamie’s neck. Wasn’t that where you were supposed to feel a person’s pulse? That or was it the arm? The wrist, maybe? Ugh, she needed to watch more procedurals.



At her touch, Jamie jerked awake. “Huh?” she grunted, like she’d been asked a question.



“Shh. It’s me. Sorry, I didn’t mean to wake you up. I just… thought you were… um…” As she said it, Mia realized how stupid her fear had been. “Never mind.”



“Awake now.”



Mia winced. “Sorry.”



Jamie sat up, the silk sheets and soft downy blankets falling away to reveal her bared back and the top of her deliciously tight ass. She hissed, “Ow, ow, crap. Oh my God, I hurt everywhere.”



“Me too.”



Jamie turned, grimacing. “How’s my face look? One of those guys pushed me pretty hard into the rug last night.”



“Little red and splotchy. Nothing a little makeup won’t cover,” Mia admitted. “Mine?”



“Same. Nothing too bad. Do I remember right? Did you really take that August guy up your ass?”



“Agustin, I think.” Mia stretched and tenderly sat up too. “And yeah. Oof, it hurts. Ugh. But kudos to you. Lucius wasn’t exactly small either.”



Jamie stood up and pressed a hand to her own butt, wincing. “Yeah.”



“You okay?”



The other woman drew in a deep breath and sighed. “You know, I wanted to do some wild stuff while I was here. My boyfriend told me to go nuts. I think he was excited to hear about everything I got up to. But… I think maybe I found my limit last night. No more orgies for me.”



Mia clucked her tongue and smiled. “Aw. And here I was hoping we could take on a basketball team together.”



The other woman shook her head. “Next time, maybe. Mia?”



“Hm?”



“Thank you. I mean it. I wanted last night to happen. I don’t want to sound ungrateful. And everything with you was fun. So much fun.”



Mia smiled. “But.”



Jamie nodded. “I wouldn’t mind fooling around some more with you. But this… this was maybe too crazy for me. And I don’t think that was the case for you.”



“No. It was exactly my kind of crazy.” Mia crossed around the bed, aware of just how naked they both were and trying not to think about convincing Jamie to push past her bruises so she could get one more taste of her tight little pussy. When she went to embrace Jamie, there was a wariness there, a tension that hadn’t existed the night before, and it broke Mia’s heart the tiniest bit. She pulled back, her hands resting on the other woman’s shoulders. “Friends?”



Jamie relaxed, and even afforded her a dazzling smile. “I sure hope so.”



The bedroom was dominated mostly by the king-sized bed and a wooden chest that looked to be styled from driftwood. On top of it were their clothes – what little there was of them, given they’d been wearing bikinis and short shorts. They’d been cleaned and folded professionally, and a handwritten note in careful, small letters informed them to make themselves comfortable, that there was an adjoining bathroom and breakfast available either in the kitchen or the village. Instructions to reach one of the island’s staffers were at the bottom. All they had to do was pick up one of the house’s corded phones, press a couple buttons, and their every whim would be tended to. Mia thought about taking advantage of that while Jamie dressed, maybe to have breakfast brought up to her in bed, but she was reinvigorated now. Besides, the thought of putting any pressure on her sensitive butt didn’t appeal to her at all at the moment, and she wanted to get up and move.



She did decide on a second shower though, and as her friend left, she headed into the guest bathroom. There was no tub, just a shower, but it was spacious and well supplied with both products for men and women. The water was nice and hot and with a few button presses to a console on a wall outside the shower, she got it to mist up like she was in the Amazon. The shower was lovely, and she took her time washing her hair and gingerly exploring her most sore parts. Miracle of miracles, it didn’t seem like anything was hurt too badly, but she decided she’d better hold off on any fun for at least… oh, five minutes.



The bikini and sarong were fine, but she decided maybe to go ahead and take advantage of the staff on call. She settled on the bed, immediately regretted it, and laid down on her belly instead to reach them. A pleasant woman answered, and promised the villa’s housekeeper would be right up with fresh clothes in Mia’s size. She used the time to explore the cupboards in the bathroom and came up with a gorgeous makeup kit, still sealed, and a hair dryer. As she finished touching herself up, a stubby woman with a long, complex braid brought a duffel bag into the bedroom. Mia poked her head out long enough for the housekeeper to explain that she should keep what she liked and leave the rest in the bag, and it would all be taken care of. Mia thanked her and pranced over to the duffel bag. All four outfits inside were exquisitely chosen, and varied from basic and fun to stunning. She settled on a scandalously short white skirt and a peach tank that left her belly bare. After a moment’s debate, she decided on a pair of simple cotton briefs to go with it. Even if she and the guys got up to something, she didn’t think her nethers were going to be in play until she’d recovered.



There were no shoes in the duffel bag. She’d be disappointed, except that there was a whole store full of clothes just waiting for her down the hill. On went her sandals from the day before, and she decided to take the entire duffel bag with her, figuring the people in charge could certainly afford the thing. Grinning, she loped down a set of stairs, following her nose to the source of a rich, breakfast roast. No one was in the kitchen, but a full pot of coffee sat ready to be plundered. Mia fished out a green mug from a cupboard and poured herself a cup. Too hot to be handled yet, she headed next for a trio of covered platters. One revealed a small selection of breakfast sandwiches, still warm. The second, a freshly baked strata surrounded by a ring of meats both common and unusual. She stole a piece of something, and nibbled on what she discovered was smoked fish. Delicious. The third platter was chilled and contained a simple selection of sliced fruits. She made herself a small plate, trying a bit of everything, and wandered through the first floor.



The living room still faintly smelled of their debauchery, and she grinned at several spots that had been treated with some kind of cleaners. In the adjoining room, she saw again the paperwork on the big table, and set her plate and coffee in a cleared area while she peeked at what they were working on.



It was plans for a shipping center. A city map showed they were looking at building in Detroit, or more appropriately, a suburb. Notes in the same fastidious scrawl she’d seen upstairs outlined the names, phone numbers, and other pertinent contact information of a handful of city councilmen, and underneath were written subjective odds of what Siblini might need to do to persuade them to open up the shipping center in their territory.



A sliding door opened – near the dining area, she assumed. Lucius’s voice carried throughout the house, followed moments later by Agustin.



“-but it’s not a bad idea to explore the suburbs at least. There’s going to be some pushback from the locals, but I’ve found a couple spots,” Lucius said.



“Truck traffic,” Agustin said mildly. There was the clank of metal as they helped themselves to the food in the kitchen.



“You have to try the shrimp and egg biscuits,” Lucius said.



“Don’t want my breath to smell like garlic all day.”



“Good point. Don’t care.”



Agustin laughed heartily, and in a few moments, both men came into the room. Mia expected them to be pissed at her presence, but they only raised their eyebrows. There was some doubt in her mind if this was going to be awkward or not, given what they’d done the night before together, but as casually as if he knew her from a dozen dates, Agustin crossed over to kiss her on the corner of her mouth. Kind of a baller move. Straight and to the point. She liked that.



“You realize you’re studying corporate secrets, right?” Lucius asked, nibbling at a piece of bacon. “Like, no shit, actual stuff we might have to get you to sign a gag order about?”



“Good thing I work for the company then,” Mia shot back, grinning.



Agustin frowned, not getting it, but Lucius’s eyes lit up. “Oh, you’re the one employee.”



“Guilty.”



Catching Agustin’s confusion, Lucius quickly explained that one of Siblini’s employees from the clothing stores got to come on the trip. She added in her credentials, meager as they were. That turned into a more formal introduction of the two men. Agustin was Siblini’s senior vice president of corporate affairs, while Lucius was slightly further down the rung as a senior vice executive in a marketing branch. Powerful men within the Siblini Corporation, both of them.



Howard breezed into the house, looking crisp and dapper. He frowned when he saw Mia in the planning room, and brought out a sheaf of confidentiality papers, muttering something under his breath about lawyers and giving him an early heart attack. They would have to see someone back on the mainland to formalize the documents, but Mia told him solemnly – albeit with a twinkle in her eye – that she would never in her life dream of stabbing them in the back.



“But if you guys really want to keep me quiet, bring me into this,” she said.



“How much do you want?” Lucius asked guardedly.



Mia rolled her eyes. “Not money. I mean a job. With you guys.” Lucius and Agustin both looked surprised at that, but Howard, as always, seemed as emotionless as wet cement. “Think what you want to of me. I know last night was nuts and I must look like a crazy person because of it. But I’m not just all boobs and butt. I’m organized, I’ve got my shit together, I’m smart, but I’m not such a bitch about it that I don’t want to learn.”



“Huh,” Lucius said, trying to hide a smile.



She bristled at that. “Hey, I don’t want to be, like, your sex slave or something. I mean, that part was fun and I hope we’d do that on the side. But I’m talking a real, professional relationship. Let me get my foot in the door and prove myself.”



Howard opened his mouth but Agustin cut him off. “I like the attitude.”



Lucius nodded. “This is a lot more appealing to me than throwing cash and lawyers in your direction. This expansion… it’s important.”



“What do you mean?” Mia asked.



The men looked at each other, and Lucius shrugged before returning her attention to her. “The shipping center is part of a feel-good effort. We want to open some doors in Detroit to some new industries Siblini may be investing into.”



“So…you open the shipping facility first, and then when you have the people behind you, you push for the real industry you want to introduce,” she said, getting it.



Agustin grinned. “Yes. They think they have all the cards. That’s problematic. We don’t need Detroit, but as a symbol of the American workforce, you can’t do much better.”



“Makes sense.”



Lucius checked his watch and grimaced. “Time’s pressing on. We need to hurry this up. Howard, would you please go remind our general that we’re ready to roll out the tanks?”



Agustin saw Mia’s raised eyebrow and grinned. “Phone conferences. Catch up with you later?”



Mia knew when she was being dismissed with finality, and nodded. “But think about it, please.”



The men watched her follow Howard out, and Lucius turned back to Agustin.



“Do I even stand a chance of calling dibs on her working for me?” he asked.



Agustin grinned savagely. “Not a chance, my friend. Definitely pulling rank.”



“Fuuuuuuck.”



* * *



Judging from the cries of pleasure from an open window of the main house in the villa, Mia wasn’t the only one enjoying her stay on the island. She grinned as she headed for the gate, held open for her by a graying security guard. He offered to have the duffel bag of clothes brought down to her shared room on the beach, and Mia took him up on it.



Though she was still physically drained from the night’s insanity, she knew her body well enough to know she wouldn’t be able to sleep. Instead, she headed for the village. The clothes the housekeeper brought her put her in a mood to spend the morning doing a little free shopping. And shop she did, stacking up item after item on a table outside the dressing room, spending slow, lazy hours examining herself in dresses, skirts, mini-skirts, cute tops, formal tops, sexy tops. Every item of lingerie in her size, she selected one color and took to the front counter, where the clerk boxed it all up for her, ready to be sealed when the vacation was over and sent on to her home.



The mob of vacationers outside the store when Mia finally left – in a new, cute one-piece of course – surprised her. Nearly lunch, but she wasn’t hungry. Instead, she wandered around the back side of the island, avoiding the crowd between the villa and the residences. She wound up at a pair of wooden loungers and tested sitting on one, afraid she might still be too sore. She was pleasantly surprised to find it wasn’t too bad. Maybe she’d get in a little yoga, and proceeded to stretch, already relishing the idea. A little exercise was exactly what the early afternoon called for.



She worked out on her feet first, doing a full set of lunges, squats, lateral raises, and overhead extensions. Without her light dumbbells, the latter two felt kind of silly, but she figured some exercise was better than no exercise. Sated with her stretching, she moved on to yoga, deciding to focus mostly on easy stretches for relaxation. Mia sat a third of the way up on one of the lounge chairs and crossed her legs beneath her, drawing her breaths in easy and slow, listening to the waves and the birds.



And to the familiar man behind her when he said, “I love the way your ass looks in that pose. Spread out like that on the chair.”



Her eyes still closed, Mia smiled. “Hello, Agustin.”



He didn’t ask if he was interrupting. He knew he was and he didn’t care. There was a faint twift twift twift as he stepped off the path and kicked up sand as he walked to her, and she opened her eyes as he leaned down to kiss the back of her head.



“Are your meetings over?” she asked, unfolding her legs and perching on the edge of the chair.



Agustin shook his head. “No. Short lunch break. Wasn’t hungry and one of the staffers said you were here.”



“Well, I am. Care to help me with that?”



He grinned and began fiddling with the button and zipper on his slacks. “Mia.”



“Mm?” she asked, staring at his groin in anticipation.



“About what you asked earlier,” he said, pulling his pants down halfway, leaving him clad only in a pair of silky boxers. “I need you to understand and be okay with two things.”



She stroked him through the thin material and licked her lips. “What’s that?” she asked, trying to focus on his words.



“I’m not a one-woman man. And if you worked for me, I wouldn’t expect you to be a one-person woman.”



“Agreed,” she said with a throaty chuckle. “And maybe we could share a treat from time to time. What’s the other thing?”



He stopped her hand with his, and with his other, he titled her chin up to look at him. “Work’s going to take priority. We’ll have fun, I promise you that. But I am a career focused man. If that’s something you have a problem with…”



She pulled his boxers down. His thick cock sprang up and she gave its tip a long, passionate kiss. With it still at her lips, she glanced up. “I want to be where you’re at, Agustin. I want to earn it. I know I’m getting this shot because of my body. I’m not ashamed of that. But I’m hungry too. Not just for this-” she squeezed his prick “but for all of it. I want a career. Not just a job. I’m ambitious. I want to go places on my own merits. So I need to tell you something too. I’ve known for a while I don’t want kids and I had my tubes tied. If we wind up as something more than an office fling, that’s where I’m coming from.”



Surprising her, Agustin’s eyes lit up and he leaned down to kiss her with a startling hunger. “Good. Because I hate condoms. I want to feel that cunt around me all day every day.”



She pulled him back down for another scorching kiss and mumbled into his lips, “You’re clean?”



“Of course.”



“Good. Me too. How much time?”



He checked an elegant gold and onyx watch. “Enough, if we hurry.”



She pushed him back and scooted to the edge of the chair. Her fingers slipped through the fabric of the swimsuit covering her pussy and she pulled it to the side. “Get me ready fast then.”



As she spread her legs, Agustin ran a hand through his spiky hair and leaned down to kiss her again and again. One hand cupped her breast, shameless in its squeezing. The other slid lower and joined her hand to play at her lips. She was still sore, but damned if she didn’t want this anyways.



His lips stayed on hers, their tongues chasing each other as he stroked her clit, her folds. The hand on her breast squeezed, cupped. She moaned into his mouth and grabbed his ass with her free hand. So muscular and fit. The hours he must spend in the gym working with weights. And he was hers.



Gulls cried above them, circling the island as he made her so wet, so needy for his thick, fat cock. Waves murmured against the sands just dozens of yards away as her thighs spread wider, giving his fingers better access as he hooked his hand and slipped them inside her. She rode his hand like that, him still leaning over her, his fingers cupped up and into her tight pussy.



“How can you do this to me so fast?” she whispered into his mouth, and his lips parted in a smile against hers.



Under her fingers, his ass flexed and relaxed, flexed and relaxed. It mesmerized her, the pull of those muscles. One of the straps to the swimsuit top crept lower and lower around her shoulder until the hint of one of her nipples was revealed, and he stared down in hunger, a low pleasant moan never quite leaving his throat. Agustin pulled his fingers out of her needy cunt and guided her back against the chair, falling with her, his cock pressed against the fabric. He sucked at the exposed skin and covered nipple alike, nibbling, tasting. It stiffened for him and he began to thrust his cock against the vee of her pelvis, sliding it along like he was fucking her.



Someone was coming down the path. Laughter. Talk. Neither of them cared. They were too far gone now, mad for each other as Agustin pulled the fabric away from her folds again. Someone gasped, and he slid into Mia, her pussy clamping around him as she moaned his name. Her back arched as she lay against the chair, her dark hair spilling between the wooden slats. She saw a young couple, the woman leggy and blonde in a short skirt and a bikini top, the man tall, ropey, his eye covered in a patch. Mia knew him but her mind was whirling with the pleasure of Agustin’s hard, deep thrusts and she couldn’t pin who it was down. With so little hesitation, he slipped up behind the blonde, his arms wrapping around her waist.



The two women studied each other, Mia stiff and wet and so turned on she felt like she might come like lightning, the blonde motionless as the man behind her crept a hand down her skirt, whispering in her ear. The blonde moaned wordlessly, watching, always watching. Mia’s eyes closed as Agustin’s dick pumped her over and over and over again, kissing her neck now, her knees nearly to her shoulders, and she whimpered something about them being watched. He didn’t care, she didn’t care, and she clung to him as the blonde’s skirt came down, the one-eyed man folding his fingers into the blonde’s pussy.



Mia cried with the first orgasm, her pleasure almost too much, and the blonde whispered “Oh fuck” when Mia shook so hard it freed the rest of her breast. Agustin kept up his hard pace, his face locked in a rictus of pleasure as he used her, fucked her, rode her hard. When she came down, her mind finding some tenuous grasp on reality, she put a hand on his chest to stop him. He looked surprised and annoyed until she pulled back off him, sat up, and stood to guide him back where she’d been. Then it was a cocky smile for her as Mia slid down onto Agustin, her pussy stretched wide once again for the executive.



The other man nudged the blonde until she was bent over, her hair pilling across her face as her man slid his cock through the valley of her thighs, running it back and forth across her pussy. He stared at Mia and Agustin, and gripped the other woman’s hands, crossing them behind her back so he had something to grip. The blonde cried out when he speared her on his prick. This guy was not interested in her pleasure. He thrust in and out of her like they’d fought and just made up.



Agustin began matching Mia’s downward thrusts. He wasn’t content to rest on his back, though, and sat up so she was straddling his waist. He buried his head against Mia’s breasts, sucking first her bared nipple then her covered one. The clock was ticking and Mia had already come once, but he seemed to be determined to make it good for her again, his eyes wild and locked on her face as he pumped up into her. Not once did he bother looking back at the other couple. Mia was the only one Agustin was interested in, and his intensity made her so ready again.



As Mia’s undulations sped up and her cries dominated the wild scene, the guy with the eyepatch sped up, his thrusts manic. He came pathetically fast and Mia almost felt bad for the blonde who glanced over her shoulder with frustration and contempt. Mia crooked a finger to her as the guy let go of her arms and slid out of her. She plodded across the sand, the guy’s come leaking down her leg, and Mia pulled her in for a kiss as Agustin fucked her harder and harder. Shocked by this, the blonde stiffened, her eyes huge, but she slowly melted into Mia and began kissing her back.



If the kiss stunned her, then the blonde damn near jumped when Mia’s hand slipped down to her pussy. Her vee of golden pubic hair glistened with some of her wetness, and Mia stroked it before she curled three fingers up and into the woman. The eyepatch guy tried to amble over, his hand on his limp cock, but Mia glanced at him with a contemptuous smile.



“Fuck off,” she said, and below her, Agustin choked on a laugh.



“W-what?” the guy asked, stunned.



“Real men don’t leave a woman wanting like that,” Mia said. “And you? You’re about as much a real man as I am. Fuck. Off.”



“Hey, screw you, lady,” the guy muttered. He caught Agustin’s wild, furious glare and backed away so fast he stumbled and nearly fell. When he caught his balance, he jerked up his pants and stormed off, muttering about ungrateful bitches under his breath.



To the blonde, Mia said, “Honey, I’m gonna take care of you, but he’s on the clock. Get you in a minute?”



“Mind if I watch and play with myself?”



Mia grinned. “Not at all.”



The blonde shot for the other chair, turning it so she could lay down and watch the action. Agustin’s efforts had flagged somewhat, but now with a gorgeous blonde spreading her legs and fingering herself, his efforts redoubled. He leaned up to kiss Mia’s earlobe and murmur into her ear, “I’m not leaving this goddamn island without you.”



She laughed throatily, but cut it short when his cock plunged deep into her. Her chin fell forward, her mouth on his neck, and she instinctively nipped him, not very hard, but it elicited a low moan both from him and the blonde. Agustin’s hands clasped her ass and he used it for leverage to keep sinking deep inside her as their lips explored each other’s necks, collars, chins. Mia couldn’t help a keen when she rolled her hips against his prick, stimulating her sensitive spot. The blonde moaned too, her fingers deep in her leaking cunt. Mia rolled harder and harder on Agustin, slapping her ass against his thighs with every downstroke, and his lips shot down to her breasts again, nipping at her tits, flicking them hard with his tongue.



“Keep licking them, yeah, like th-that,” Mia gasped, closing her eyes. Agustin slapped her ass and that was it for her. Her mouth hit his shoulder, and she screamed into him, squeezing her eyes shut as her butt drove downwards and quivered around his cock. He fucked her through it, until Mia could take no more and she whispered, “Come in me, baby, do it, fill me up.”



“Fill her up,” the blonde repeated, her legs spread so wide she was nearly doing the splits on the other chair. Three of her fingers pumped in and out of her pussy so fast her hand was a blur.



“Look at her when you come,” Mia said, “we’ll take her later, baby, fuck her hard.” Agustin grunted against Mia’s breast and turned his head to stare at the blonde. Mia grinned and kept going, “You’ll fuck her bent over the couch, baby, and she’ll lick my pussy so good-”



“Oh shit,” the woman moaned, “yessss…”



“And then you can fuck her on her knees and I’ll lick you both, lick that fat cock and that pretty little pussy, you want that, baby, you want her to fuck you while I lick you?”



The blonde whimpered, “Gonna come so hard, mmm, ohhh… ohhhh fuuu-uck!” Her fingers sank deep one last time and her head bobbed backwards so hard Mia thought maybe she’d broken something, but then she was gasping again, watching them, her fingers still working mostly out of reflex.



“Close,” Agustin grunted.



Mia squeezed her pussy around him and bounced harder. “Come in me, baby, I want your load, I want to feel it inside me. I want your come running down my-”



“Fuck!” he roared, his cock driving deep one more time, convulsing. Warmth filled her pussy, shot after shot after shot. When Agustin was finally spent, he pulled out of her. The sound it made was about like a cork being pulled, and the blonde gave an exhausted laugh. She pushed herself upright and strode over next to Mia, watching as his come leaked down her thighs and onto the chair and the sands.



“May I lick him clean?” the blonde asked Mia. “I feel like he kind of deserves it after that show. Hardest I’ve ever come.”



Mia grinned. “Clean him up good but you need to make it fast. He’s got a big meeting.”



Agustin groaned. “I really do.” But he allowed himself the time for the blonde to suck his flaccid cock into her mouth. She gave him a good long suck, and then ran her tongue a few times up and down his length. Finally he had to go, though, and promised the blonde they’d have more fun with her those two weeks.



It would wind up being a lie, but it was an innocent one. The next day, they would find out about the Detroit trip.



* * *



The shower back in her tiny accommodations on the beach wasn’t nearly as satisfying as the one up at the villa. When she stepped out, Clara was right there, feet from the door, stripping down.



“Aw, I was just coming in to surprise you,” she pouted.



Mia laughed. “Sorry, babe, but I am all fucked out at the moment.”



Clara stepped closer and ran a hand down Mia’s side. “I bet I could change your mind.”



Mia caught her hand and moved it back to Clara’s side. “Really, I gotta say no. I had a wild night and some more fun today.”



Clara’s smile faltered. “I don’t stand a chance, do I?”



“Clara…”



“Come on. Be honest with me.”



Mia sighed and started going through the outfits in her suitcase. “No. I’m sorry.”



Silence, then a weak, “Why?”



 “There just really wasn’t a spark.”



“Not a spark?” the other woman asked flatly. “We had sex literally an hour after we first met.”



“I’m sorry.”



“It… wasn’t good for you, was it?”



Mia pulled out a tankini and started to put it on. “No. I’m sorry. I wish it was.”



Clara barked out a defeated laugh. “Shit.”



“I really do wish it was different.”



“No,” Clara said, sighing. “It’s all right. This isn’t the first time someone’s ghosted on me after our first hookup. Could you at least do me the courtesy of giving me some pointers? Honest ones?”



The tankini was almost too tight, and Clara stepped forward to help her pull it down the last few inches. Mia patted her shoulder and said quietly, “Okay.” For a few minutes, they sat side by side, and Mia ran her through Clara’s need to focus on a woman’s responses and her pleasure spots. Clara looked hurt, but paid attention, and Mia ended it all with a lame attempt at an olive branch.



“There’s another woman I just, um, had some fun with. Her name’s Devon. I think she’s just discovering she’s bi, so I don’t know, maybe you two could help each other?” Mia asked. “She’s in…”



“…the second cabin on the other side, closest to the ocean. Right?”



Mia nodded. She’d walked Devon back to her room in case the bartender tried anything. She doubted he would, but she’d seen him at the bar leering at some of the women and didn’t want to take the chance.



“I know her. I thought she was going to wind up with Sander.”



“Who?”



“One of the bartenders.”



Oh, that was his name. “No, I don’t think they’re interested in each other anymore.” Mia grinned. “Might have had something to do with that.”



Clara brushed at the corners of her eyes. “Well, you want to at least go to the start of the tournament with me? Keep a girl company, just as friends?”



Mia grinned. She had time on her hands probably late into the evening and nodded. “Absolutely.”



* * *



At the bowling tournament she was paired up with Carolina, who seemed to be a nice, if rather bland, woman. That was okay. Bowling wasn’t really Mia’s thing, but she did feel a degree of guilt about the way she’d left things with Clara. As it turned out though, her roomie braved a hello to Devon, and by the end of the tournament, the two were chatting each other up nicely.



Afterwards, Mia stood around with Jamie and Veronique for a bit, shooting the breeze. Willow and her brother – Ken? Killer? Kurt, that was it, wasn’t it? – joined them. Mia was pleased at how Veronique and Kurt seemed to melt into one another, and she accepted Willow’s apology gracefully. Soon she decided to meander on back to the villa to see what the guys were up to, and invited Jamie back there too as sort of a token peace offering. Unsurprisingly, Jamie shot her down. That was too bad. She wouldn’t mind one more round with the beauty. Maybe in a more intimate setting, just the two of them. Hm.



Mia filed that idea away for later, but much like the planned threesome with Devon, it wouldn’t come to pass.



Though their major phone conferences with Kurt – wait, was it Kurt or Kirk? – and Detroit were done, Agustin and Lucius weren’t close to finishing the many calls they had to make to individual council representatives and their employees back at their headquarters. When they didn’t complain at her presence, she sat in quietly, watching them work, picking up little details here and there. At one point Lucius, on the line with one of the more stubborn councilmen, kicked an end table so hard it toppled a stack of notebooks, loose papers, and pens. Mia cleaned it up, and still on her knees, crawled over to unzip him and give him a slow, easy blowjob while he calmed down. It seemed to help. She was pleased about that.



They didn’t finish until late into the night. Both men agreed it was looking more and more likely they’d need to fly up to Detroit with Kirk to finalize the deal. That left them irritated, but it was a fascinating experience for Mia. It was her first taste of what her future might hold, and though the work seemed grueling, this part was mostly about handling people, and that, she could learn to do.



Earlier in the evening, one of the staff members let himself into the house quietly to stock the fridge with a chilled meal consisting of a cucumber and feta salad, a poached shrimp cocktail in a light, tangy sauce, and a cold ramen with thinly sliced ham. They ate standing up in the kitchen, Mia listening attentively as Lucius filled her in more on the details of what they’d need to do if they flew out of Miami. They produced a box of sea-salt caramels from a cupboard, and the men took turns teasing her with bites of them as their hands started to stray.



Music wafting up from the beach made for a perfect background as they finally stripped her down into nothing more than her flimsy panties. She pulled them up the stairs, and in the bedroom, Lucius worked out more of his aggression when he ate and fingerfucked her to a screaming climax. Still too sore in her backside to take them both in her pussy and her ass, Mia settled for sucking off Agustin on his knees beside her head while Lucius fucked her with her legs over his shoulders and her ass propped up by pillows. They coated her in their come from her pussy to her face, and she allowed Lucius a picture to keep with him as a souvenir since it was all but finalized she’d be winding up with Agustin.



And truth be told, Mia let him do it because she thought it was plain fucking hot.



* * *



She woke alone the next morning, Agustin’s side of the bed empty. After showering and dressing in a pair of teeny athletic shorts and a sports bra complimented by a blouse she left unbuttoned. Downstairs, Agustin and Lucius were already on the phone in front of a pair of laptops, a small pile of croissants, cheeses, and fruits between them. She plucked a croissant for herself, kissed them both on the cheek, and sat in on their meetings, much to Howard’s disapproval.



It didn’t sound good for their plans in Detroit, but the guys seemed thrilled by that. Now that they knew things were spiraling out of control, they had their game faces on and she liked it. Mia also began taking down notes of her own, going through the councilmen’s files again, writing down little things she’d been noticing. Unimportant stuff, to be sure, but it felt good to be doing something. When they had a tiny break, Lucius asked if she was crazy, working on what was supposed to be her vacation, but she laughed him off. This was exciting.



Mia knew when she was politely being told to excuse herself, though, and she did have a volleyball game coming up. She gave Lucius and Agustin a peck on the cheek, but Howard didn’t seem to want one. Back to business for him, she supposed, a little disappointed.



Carolina was a volleyball fiend, and Mia had played some in high school. They beat their opponents handily, as did Veronique and her teammate. Afterwards, they headed to the pool for some swimming. Veronique never caught Mia’s signals when she tried to horse around with the other woman in the pool, with plenty of “accidental” petting and nudges. Mia grumbled internally about that, but finally well and truly gave up on Veronique as a potential sexual partner on vacation. Oh well.



The yummy Devon invited her to play some pool in the village’s game room, and Mia decided to take her up on it. Clara found them halfway through their second game, and she kept up a string of witty banter with Devon that Mia was strangely jealous of. Despite Clara’s tears the day before, it seemed she was resolute in her decision to move on to another target of her affection, and judging from Devon’s blushing response, it seemed she had a good chance of finding Ms. Right.



Ah, young love. Mia patted herself on the back for her Cupid skills.



She headed back up to the villa, thinking maybe she’d treat the guys to a pair of handjobs while they worked, but they were intensely locked into their work so she didn’t bother them and retreated back to the village’s bar. Sander and yet another cute blonde were serving up drinks. Mia pointedly sat right in front of Sander, making him angry and uncomfortable but unable to really act on either emotion. Good times. Mia didn’t take her eyes off him for a second when he made her cocktails, though. No chance he wouldn’t try to spit in her drink or something equally foul.



Eventually she bored of poking him with a stick and took her one-woman party to the island’s other bar by the pool. It was there Lucius found her, his lips pressed tightly together. He told her the negotiations had broken down.



They were headed for Detroit.



* * *



The yacht was spectacular, and just the sight of it sent waves of unexpected emotion flooding through her. Mia liked the island, but the yacht represented a future sprawling out ahead of her she never expected the first time Veronique, Jamie, and the rest of their wedding friends stepped foot inside the Wisps of You where she worked. It hadn’t hit her how much her life could potentially change until that moment. Were Lucius and Agustin putting her on? Were they simply humoring a sexpot? Or did she have a real shot working with them? Even if it was just as an assistant or a consultant, or hell, even a secretary, this would be the biggest step forward of her entire career.



And even if this didn’t work out, even if they didn’t jump her ten checkers ahead in her life, Mia still got to have a kickass time full of wild debauchery, free of charge. That wasn’t so bad.



They arrived at the docks well before dawn, so early that nothing, not even the birds in the trees, shifted around. The captain greeted them, and a pair of inexplicably chipper island staffers helped stow their baggage, along with the less-than-thrilled Sander. Howard was there too, and handed over a manila envelope full of documents to Agustin before heading back to the villa to pick up Kirk, Veronique, and Willow.



Agustin and Lucius sat down with her on a couch at the rear of the boat. Agustin held up the envelope. “This is going to sound crass…”



“More paperwork so I can’t sue you or your company if you fuck me and dump me,” Mia said, but couldn’t help cracking a smile.



Lucius nodded sheepishly. “Yeah. That’s about right.”



“Open it,” Agustin said. She took the envelope and unfastened the clasp. Inside were several sheaves of paper, each section clipped together. She slid the first out. Confidentiality papers, as she’d expected. She glanced up at Agustin and he made a twirling “keep going” motion with his finger. The second sheaf…



“No way,” she breathed, pulling out the paperwork. The header of the first paragraph captivated her, and she read it eight times as a trickle of warmth slid down her cheeks.



“Aw, shit, man, she’s crying,” Lucius murmured. The two men wrapped their arms around her, and she finally glanced up to kiss first Agustin on the cheek, then Lucius.



“This is real?” she asked, pointing to the words.



Executive Travel Assistant



Agustin said, “Frankly, it’s kind of a made-up title. Even with my pull, there’s no way I could push you up the ranks.”



“We’d be slammed for nepotism,” Lucius added. “Sorry, babe, but that’s the truth.”



“I don’t understand,” Mia said.



“You’re going to be working for me personally, not Siblini,” Agustin said. “I’ll be the one paying you. Career-wise, it’s going to seem like you’ll have nowhere to go. But you’re going to have a lot of doors opened for you working with me. Even strictly outside the Siblini Corporation.”



“Agustin… this…” Mia brushed at her eyes and smiled. “Thank you. This is huge.”



“And when you’re in town,” Lucius said to her, his hand creeping over to her thigh, “you come by and make sure to say hello to me too.”



“How could I not?” she asked, grinning. “How much time do we have until Miami?”



“Hours,” Lucius replied.



“Good,” she murmured. “I think the three of us need to celebrate.”



Agustin raised an eyebrow. “And what kind of celebration do you have in mind?”



“Is there a room on this thing where we could have some privacy?”



Agustin grinned. “The VIP suite is ours.”



She leaned over and brought her lips to his. “Perfect,” she breathed. Then she turned to Lucius and did the same.



“I’ll get some towels and everything ready,” Agustin said as he stood up.



A flash of lights bounced through the trees in the distance. The golf carts, returning with Veronique and the rest. When Agustin disappeared inside the cabin, Mia took Lucius’s hand and kissed it. “Lucius, I…”



“Don’t apologize,” he said. “I have a dozen women in about that many cities all over. I’m not the one for you, baby girl. Agustin, I’ve seen him hooked on some women before, but he’s never had eyes for anyone like you. I think you and him, you’ll go places.”



She leaned over and pressed her lips to his. It was the warmest kiss they’d shared and it was over all too soon. “And it’s not like we won’t see each other again.”



“Count on it.”



Minutes later, Veronique was coming up the gangplank, and Mia rose to thank her friend, not able to quite put into words the immensity of what she owed her magnificent friend. But Veronique had her own future ahead of her, burning so bright Mia could see images real or imagined superimposed over her soul long after they’d said goodbye to one another in Miami. Veronique and Kirk, together, now, blissfully happy. A year on, Veronique cradling their first of many children to her breast as Kirk kissed her forehead, always so ready to touch his wife. Ten years from now, when the intensity of their passion changed to companionship, a friendship that would be tested but never broken. And in time, together, him in an armchair next to her bed, both of them gray and wrinkled as Kirk read to her from an old dusty book, his voice cracking with sorrow even as he tried to smile for Veronique, her hand resting loosely on his as she began to slip away from this world to wait for their next great adventure together.



Mia saw all that, and more. And when she glanced up at Agustin as he leaned against the bar inside the cabin, she saw their future together, of their own trials and highs ahead, of the lovers they would take, of the bond between them that refused to break no matter what came.



* * *



“We can’t sign the paperwork without something to toast with, Ms. Alfonsi. Mia, what do you think?”



Mia, in a black strapless dress that showed off her tanned shoulders and the tops of her breasts to great fanfare while riding high on her golden thighs, crossed her legs again while the Italian raven-haired beauty stared. They knew they had her in every way possible. She’d been squirming throughout the entire meeting as she glanced between the power couple.



“Port?” Mia suggested. “We have that bottle from Oporto.”



“Oporto,” Agustin said, his eyes crinkling with genuine good humor. “Now that was an excellent weekend. Yes, that’ll do perfectly.”



Mia noticed he didn’t ask Chiara Alfonsi if she wanted any, not giving her a choice, and smiled inwardly. They’d picked up on some mildly submissive tendencies on Chiara’s part, and ever since then, Agustin had been driving the negotiations for her factory forward like a relentless running back hammering the ball through the defensive line. They broke her the night before, when Mia and Agustin took her out for dinner and drinks and Mia had blatantly given Agustin a handjob at their table, staring only at him as though Chiara wasn’t even there. The Italian stunner watched all of it, whimpering softly when Agustin came into his wife’s hand.



Mia headed for the bar and brought back a port bottle and three glasses. They toasted, Chiara’s eyes wide, her delicate nose flaring. Mia had little doubt when they finally got her out of her dress, she’d be soaking wet and so ready to come she’d beg for it. The factory was nice for Wisps of You’s continued expansion overseas, but Chiara Alfonsi was the real prize. Nearly as busty as Mia, leggy as a supermodel, and full lips meant to be spread around a cock as amazing as Agustin’s.



The paperwork sat beside Agustin and he picked it up. As they’d done a few times with some other clients they wanted to play with, he snapped his fingers, like he was bored. Mia, on cue, reached for the zipper in the back of her dress, brought it down, and let the material fall to the floor as Chiara gasped. Clad only in the flimsiest string of a thong, Mia picked up the bottle of port and set it aside so she could kneel on the table. Agustin laid the paperwork against her ass and signed it with his usual flourish.  Chiara didn’t see him try to hand over the paperwork and the pen. Her eyes were locked on Mia’s breasts. Only when Agustin slid over did she take notice, blushing furiously.



“Sign,” he said simply.



Chiara licked her lips, staring first at him, and then Mia, and tentatively took the pen like it might bite her. She laid out the paperwork against Mia’s abs, and signed with a much tighter scrawl and dated it. She added her signature to a few other pages, and the pages slipped through her fingers to fall to the floor.



Agustin unbuckled his pants and leaned back in his chair to undo his button. He gestured from Mia to Chiara. There were no words. He didn’t need them. Mia stood back upright so she could lift herself onto Chiara’s lap, straddling the beautiful young executive. Their hair fell together in waves, nearly hiding their first hungry kiss as Kirk freed his cock.



Though she had a glance of it the night before, Chiara had yet to take in the size of Agustin’s dick. When she looked at it, she gasped against Mia’s chin. Mia never lost focus, though, and tossed her hair back so Agustin could better enjoy the show as she kissed and licked along the Italian stunner’s soft neck, her chin, her cheeks. Though in a daze, Chiara’s attention refocused on her and she started returning the kisses hungrily, murmuring something in her native tongue Mia couldn’t interpret. She assumed from the woman’s growing enthusiasm that it meant for her to keep going, and so she hooked her fingers into the cups of Chiara’s dress and pulled down, freeing her impressive chest and a nice big pair of brown nipples. Mia kissed the tops of those breasts as Agustin stood up to shimmy out of the rest of his clothes. Chiara stroked Mia’s head, cooing her pleasure, her breaths coming shorter and harder. Mia reached down to stroke her thighs and found them already slick.



Chiara yelped when Mia hooked two fingers up and into her. She was tight, and reminded Mia of Jamie, her dear friend. She smiled against the valley of Chiara’s breasts. So much of her life had changed that night with Jamie, Agustin, Lucius and… whatever his name had been. Kirk’s old assistant. She glanced aside at her husband and crooked a finger. With a last kiss to each of Chiara’s nipples, Mia said quietly, “We’re going to suck him off now.”



“Oh-okay,” Chiara whimpered, watching Agustin’s meaty dick bob. Mia pulled her down to the plush carpet.



As he always did, Agustin fed his cock to his wife first. She wasn’t sure who had first started their tradition of establishing her dominance in whatever hookups they managed, but it had become their go-to routine in the first few minutes of any three-way, four-way, or orgy. Well-practiced at taking him deep, Mia licked and slurped his first few inches just long enough to get her taste of his pre-come, and then swallowed him halfway to his root as Agustin fisted her hair and lifted it out of the way. Mia gave him a few swift bobs before she pulled off him and kissed the top of his dick.



Chiara hesitated, glancing between them, but Mia rested her hand on the other woman’s supple butt and pushed her towards her man. But Chiara still seemed intimidated by Agustin’s thickness, and it gave Mia a wicked idea.



“Before you suck him with those pretty lips, you need to ask him first,” Mia said. Above her, Agustin choked on a laugh. He came in Mia’s mouth just that morning as she pretended to be the pretty Italian for him, his self-professed favorite fantasy involving their newest pet. “Say, sir, may I put this beautiful dick in my pretty little mouth?”



Chiara glanced aside at her, blushing, but her dark eyes told a different story, as did the bob and sway of her ass. Chiara was primed. If Mia told her to run outside and play hopscotch naked in the middle of the street, Chiara would have done it if she thought it could get her off.



“Sir,” she whispered, but Mia cut her off.



“So he can hear you.”



Chiara cleared her throat, and stared up at Agustin. Mia stroked her ass again and slid her fingers into Chiara as she spoke, giving her a heady cry to begin with. “Sirrr-ah! May I suck that gorgeous cock?”



Not quite what Mia said, but who was keeping score? Pleased anyways, Mia pushed her fingers deep and Chiara drew in a sharp breath. “Sir,” Mia asked, emphasizing the sir. They both liked to roleplay the dominant one on occasion, but the word still drew an audible grunt from Agustin. “May she wrap these thick, sensuous lips over your fat dick?”



“She may.”



Chiara gripped the head of his cock and guided it to her mouth. She gave it a few tentative licks, as though this were some new treat to her. Her eyes fluttered back open, and she stared up at Agustin as she took an inch of him. Two. Then… well, not much more. The poor woman’s jaw was already being pushed wider than it was supposed to, and she was tearing up.



“That’s a good girl,” Mia whispered in her ear, “such a good girl, sucking his cock like that. Breathe, baby, breathe. Come off him and try again. You’ve got this.”



Chiara nodded, and slowly backed off Agustin until she could draw in another breath. Then she was sliding back down on him, her lips opened obscenely wide around him. She managed to take him another half-inch, and Mia rewarded her efforts with a harder fingerfuck and murmurs of her good job in her ear.



After some time, Mia leaned in close too, and they swapped his cock for a while, sometimes Mia taking him deep, sometimes Chiara playing with his tip and first few inches. Then they began to lavish his cock with their tongues together, working a rhythm along his sides and his tip, meeting together to kiss and make out, and all the while Mia kept fingering the other woman. Chiara came during one of those kisses, her orgasm small but no less sexy as she murmured her pleasure.



Still Agustin hadn’t come yet, and they lifted Chiara up to her feet. The two women followed Agustin into the hotel suite’s bedroom. He took Chiara first the way he loved to take every woman first, from behind as they were on their knees. Chiara and that beautiful mouth licked and kissed Mia’s pussy and thighs as he fucked the Italian with slow, sure strokes. Frankly, Chiara wasn’t great at oral, but Mia had some toys in the drawer beside the bed and rubbed her clit with a finger vibe to a wailing orgasm while Chiara helped, red-faced and lost in her own ecstasy as Agustin fucked her into sweet oblivion. Mia didn’t know how many orgasms Chiara had that night. The crest of one seemed to roll right into the next, and with both of them stimulating her, she delivered a string of nonstop whimpering and shivering, her pleasure always so close to the surface that either of them could draw it out with a minimal amount of effort.



It was when they had Chiara on her back, her ass lifted with pillows, her mouth feasting on Mia’s pussy, that Agustin finally announced he was ready. Mia crawled off Chiara and fell beside her, their faces close. As they brought their lips together again and again, Mia stroking Chiara’s breasts and Chiara’s fingers sliding down to Mia’s pussy, Agustin crawled up on his knees and knelt beside Chiara, working his cock furiously with his fist. When the first shot struck Chiara’s stomach and the second streaked across Mia’s breasts, the two women opened their eyes and turned their heads towards him. Shot after shot after shot of his come, and it was all theirs. They slurped it off one another, shared it between their tongues, and writhed together when he made his way back down the bed to finger fuck them both again to one last gasping orgasm apiece.



After they walked the dazed Chiara to the elevator, her copies of their agreement in hand, Agustin wrapped Mia in his arms and held her head to his chest. Her giggling started soon after, and he joined in with the deep-throated laugh she loved so much. Together, they walked back to the hotel room, not just a married couple who’d just had one of their more memorable threesomes in a few months, but partners.









Willow



 



Contains: MF (this one’s mostly focused on the romance)



 



Home.



The word held some strange connotations for Willow. She didn’t associate it with her childhood home, the old money house where her father still roamed its six bedrooms with his second wife. Nor did she think of her condo or the cabin in Denver as home, though the cabin came close for the first few weeks of the skiing season.



No. Home for Willow was somewhere she avoided as much as possible, because it was the place that hurt the most. It was a place where her brother had retreated to, spending most of the year locked away in his villa when he wasn’t traveling to dozens of boardrooms across the globe. It was a place where a man she loved, once her bodyguard, stalked its sands, protecting Kirk while trying to wipe away the stains of his darkest years before he came into her father’s employ. Home for Willow had a name.



Rahu.



Peace
 .



* * *



Nearly ten years prior to setting foot on Rahu with Veronique, Mia, and Jamie, Willow flounced up and down the sands, her blue bikini doing little to contain the jiggle of her breasts. Angelo, her driver, her servant, her protector, pointedly avoided looking straight at her young flesh. Willow was legal, but he still liked to pretend he didn’t stare at her every chance he got. So of course she loved to torture him with her body.



“It’s going to be perfect,” she said, spinning around and flinging her arms wide. The movement threatened to free one of her nipples, and Angelo took a sudden and great interest in a palm tree to the right.



“Yes, Miss,” he said, his voice emotionless.



Willow giggled. She hated giggling. Hated it. But ever since Angelo came to work directly for Willow, she’d been giggling a lot. It used to irritate her. Now she embraced the drunken feelings he set loose in her. Hell, Willow had barely ever masturbated until Angelo came to work for her, and he was her most frequent fantasy, even more than Harrison, one of her brother’s best friends from high school. And Harrison was a sexy
 artist
 . That was, like, fuck fantasy top three material right there.



This island – the previous owners called it Rahu, but she was thinking more something like Pegasus or Athena Island – was going to be their home away from home, the perfect vacation spot for their friends and their employees. The clothing and lingerie shops were already seeing major profits and a lot of buzz. Turns out, if you treat people of all sizes like human beings, they responded well. Who’d have thought? Anyways, if the exponential sales kept up and they continued their aggressive store-opening policy, they stood to make back what they invested into the island in a few years.



Kirk and the contractor finally caught up to them. The contractor was a thickset man and red-faced from the sun. He dabbed at his sweaty forehead with the sleeve of his polo as both siblings watched, amused.



“You all right, Rodrigo?” Willow asked, a grin playing at her lips. With more than a little spite, she added, “Want to stop for a heart attack break?”



“When your check clears, I’m buying myself an ice cream shop and never leaving,” the contractor muttered.



“I think you’ve had a few too many as it is,” she said. She thought she heard Angelo sigh disapprovingly behind her but when she glared back at him, he was as impassive as ever.



 “Tell her what you told me,” Kirk said.



Willow shifted her gaze back to Rodrigo. “Is it bad?”



“No, but your plan, it’s problematic. Sure, you could rip the bunker out of the middle of the island, but why? Fix it. It’s going to cost you, but you could keep it mostly intact and it would do you well for a storm shelter. But it’s your money. You say it needs to go, it can go.”



“I hadn’t thought of fixing it,” Willow said.



“No kidding?” Rodrigo asked.



“Hey,” Kirk said sharply. They gave their father’s friend a lot of leeway, but he wasn’t friendly enough with the siblings themselves to get away with as much shit as they’d take from some of their closer associates.



“Sorry, sorry.” Rodrigo gestured towards the warehouses at the pier. “They’re your real problem. Hurricane damage, faulty wiring, unsafe foundations, you name it. My advice is to rip them out entirely. Build fifty yards further and you’d be sitting on a firmer foundation, plus you’d have more protection from the trees. Kirk explained to me what you were thinking, sort of future-proofing the place. We can do whatever you want with that, but I was thinking you could do up a great tropical theme, with tiki-”



“Not tiki,” both siblings said as one, and this time, behind them, Angelo chuckled audibly. The tiki thing was so overdone.



“Draw us up some ideas. Give us options,” Kirk said.



“I’ll talk to my people and we’ll have some designs for you by the end of the week.”



Kirk nodded. They headed back towards the run-down pier, Rodrigo becoming more and more animated as they drew further away from Willow. She squinted after them and said quietly to Angelo, “Hey.”



“Yes?”



“He seems like he doesn’t like me.”



“It’s… not my place to say, Ms. Morgan.”



She grinned despite herself and started walking slowly back up the beach. “Yeah. That’s Angelo speak for ‘I was a bitch,’ isn’t it?”



Angelo shrugged uncomfortably.



She stopped and tugged at the sleeve of the white short sleeve shirt he wore over a similarly white tee. “Angelo.”



“Yes, Miss?”



“If you’re going to work this closely with me, then I’m going to need you to tell me some hard truths from time to time. I promise, if I’m the one to ask, you’ll never get in trouble from me for answering.” She stared at him, her eyes glittering like the sun off the waves. “Don’t play me like my father.”



He stiffened at that, the closest she’d come to seeing him angry since he worked for the older Morgan. “All right,” he said quietly. “Yes. You were a bitch.”



She recoiled like she’d been slapped. “I’m sorry?” she snapped.



“You asked. I answered. You can be kind and sweet, especially when it comes to Kirk. But right now, you were brash to Rodrigo. I think you were showing off.”



“All right, that’s enough,” Willow snapped. “Sorry I asked.” They were both silent a long time, and when the pier was close, she stopped him again. “What do you mean, I was showing off? For Kirk?”



“No, Miss,” Angelo said, his cool eyes fixing on her. “I think you were trying to show off for me.”



* * *



The sleek luxury sedan took the sharp curves of the road with ease, the headlights cutting through the darkness. The driver, a company man, kept his eyes mostly on the road, but he couldn’t help some flicks back to the gorgeous redhead in his backseat. Used to this from damn near the entirety of the straight male population, Willow ignored him and focused on her assistant.



“You’re going to do great, Clem.”



“Thank you,” the slim young woman said. Her voice was hollow and nasal from crying. Clem was a relatively new hire, just a couple years out of college, but she was paid handsomely to take very little time off and she and Willow had been inseparable. It was going to hurt to leave her, but Clem was making a big jump forward and joining the Siblini Corporation’s marketing management team. “But I wish you’d take me with you.”



“You have an open invitation,” Willow said quietly, patting her assistant’s shoulder. No. Her friend’s shoulder. She had so few of those these days. “Any time, any weekend. Bring a boyfriend. Bring your family.”



“That’s not what I mean and you know it.”



“I know. But you’d be wasted there. And I couldn’t do that to you, Clementine. That is wildly unfair to you, even if you can’t see it right now.”



Clem sighed and nodded. “I… know you’re right. I think I’d go stir-crazy after a few months. But I had to try.”



“And I appreciate that. So much.”



As they passed a trio of vans, Clem stared out the window. A few minutes later, she asked quietly, “What are you going to do?”



Willow thought about that and smiled. “Relax, for a start.”



“You?” Clem teased. Even on her days off, Willow usually found herself working on some small project or another for the corporation. They’d begun to diversify a few years ago and she liked to work directly with the investment team. They liked her too, especially since Willow’s gambles often came with hefty rewards.



“I know, right?” Willow smiled, and twisted so her back was against the door. “But it’s the truth. I’m tired, Clem. The kind of tired you can’t run from anymore. I think I’m going to take a sabbatical. Rahu at least for a few months.”



“And what if he says no?” Clementine asked, seemingly out of the blue. But the way her head turned slowly to examine Willow, she knew the question had been the one her assistant wanted to get to all along.



“Excuse me?” Willow asked.



“Are you really going to tell me Angelo isn’t the reason you’re going back?”



“That’s not your business,” Willow said, perhaps a bit more harshly than she intended.



“Going to fire me?” Clem asked, her lips teased in a smile.



Point to you
 , Willow thought. “All right. Yes. Angelo is a very large part of why I’m going back. But my brother’s also there. And Rahu is my home.”



“So? You didn’t answer my question. If he says no…”



“…then I… I respect his decision. And I try to work towards…”
 not hurting anymore
 . “…towards letting him go.”



“You’d be working right there. Right near him.”



Willow closed her eyes and sighed. “Yes. It will be… complicated. I know. If it’s too much… hm. I’d go to Cypress, maybe.”



“Cypress…” Clementine sighed happily. They’d spent some time there the previous spring, and there, she met a particularly yummy pro golfer. Clem was very much a no-strings attached girl, and Cypress was the closest she’d ever come to falling for someone. It was why Willow picked the name out of a hat. Truth be told, there was no plan B. In her heart of hearts, she feared Angelo would reject her, just as he had the last time. But she’d said it and meant it. Willow was tired of running from home. If Angelo turned down her advances again, she would not chase him. He was too valuable to Kirk, too wonderful an employee and a person to make uncomfortable with her feelings. She would respect him, and try to co-exist the best she could.



It would hurt. Of that Willow held no doubt. But she told herself maybe someday she would learn to deal with that pain and move on. The fat lie was impossible to believe, but she held to it anyways.



“Five minutes out,” the driver said quietly. Willow thanked him distractedly, and reached out for Clem’s hand.



They rode much the rest of the way in silence. When it came time to say goodbye next to the small chartered jet, she cried. Clementine didn’t, surprising her, and instead, she favored her boss with her magnificently sweet pixie smile.



“He’ll say yes, Willow,” she said when they embraced one last time. “I know it.”



* * *



Willow could barely walk, so Angelo simply picked her up and carried her over his shoulder like she weighed nothing more than a sack of potatoes. He was freakishly strong for being so wiry. Willow’s vision blurred with every bounce, all eyes in the club on them, some people laughing, some taking pictures. She waved to one guy taking a video, grinning blearily.



Angelo didn’t put her down outside, but kept carrying her all the way to the parking lot. She was so piss-drunk, she didn’t notice or particularly care. What Willow did care about in that moment was how bouncy the world was. Bouncy bouncy bouncy. She wasn’t even aware she spoke the words out loud, but she did know she giggled.



Why did she giggle so much around Angelo again?



Oh right. Because Willow was in Loooooooove. Capital L.



“You’re not in love with me,” Angelo snapped. Shit. She’d been speaking out loud again. “You’re drunk. And nearly half my goddamn age.”



Even if most the fine nuances of algebra had left her mental faculties, Willow had enough presence of mind to know that wasn’t true. Sure, he was a decade and a half older, but certainly not that old. And it wasn’t like she was still nineteen and fawning over him with her googly eyes. They’d known each other for years now.



The car was parked across two lanes, and a pissed-off bouncer stormed up to them. “Hey, asshole, you can’t double park like that.”



Willow wriggled out of Angelo’s arms and deftly fell to the ground, landing like a cat on her fingertips and toes. Okay, maybe not on the tips. Maybe not by a longshot. Maybe on an elbow and her side and her chinny chin chin. As Angelo swore under his breath, she rose unsteadily to her feet. “Don’t call him an asshole, asshole.”



“Stay out of this, you drunk bitc-”



The bouncer, all three hundred pounds of him, dropped like a stone when Angelo hit him with a right to the underside of the chin on the side of his face, the exact spot he’d taught her to hit in case she got in a fight. Without pause, Angelo grabbed Willow’s arm and guided her to the car. He never got physical with her, and even now, when he guided her, his grip was firm but he didn’t yank her around. When she was in the passenger’s seat, he leaned an arm on the door and growled at her, “Get buckled in.”



“No,” she said like the petulant child she’d been years ago.



“Goddamn it, Willow.”



“You didn’t call me ‘Miss,’” she said mockingly. She hated the “Miss” crap. Angelo had started it and now all their staff emulated him.



He grunted a less-than-pleasant word under his breath, and leaned in to grab the seatbelt and click it in place. But as he passed over her, his arm brushed her cocktail dress – and her breast. Though he must have felt her breasts on him when he was carrying Willow, now Angelo went stock still, not daring to look at her.



“You’re still touching my boobs,” she said, but the playfulness in her voice was evaporating, and quickly.



“I… I’m sorry,” he mumbled. He handed the buckle over and this time Willow didn’t fight with him. This had just gone strange, like the storm rumbling over the horizon that might have moved on by was instead here, and now.



“It’s okay,” she mumbled just as quietly. He shut the door far more gently than she had any right to, and Willow watched as he dragged the still-groggy bouncer to a handicap parking sign and sat him up. Even in anger, Angelo still checked on the guy, speaking a few low words. The bouncer nodded, and Angelo stood up to join her in the car. They backed out, and headed in the direction of their hotel.



“That guy… that was my fault back there,” Willow said.



“No. He was an asshole,” Angelo said, his words curt. His eyes were laser focused on the road. She knew from experience he tightened up like this every time he got in a fight. It tended to happen a lot because of her.



“Stop making excuses for me,” she said, shifting in her seat. After a few drinks, riding in a car always made her horny. Something to do with the vibrations of the engine. She clamped her thighs tighter together.



“All right. Fine. Maybe it was.” Angelo finally glanced over in her direction, and he was furious. “I’m tired of you ghosting on me. Damn it, Willow, playing guessing games about which club or bar I’ll find you at every few nights gets old. You pay me to protect you, but I can’t get you to accept or even try to understand how terrible this world is. Forget your money. Do you know what these fuckheads would do to a woman as gorgeous and sexy as you?”



Gorgeous and sexy. Her mouth parted to whisper the words silently. Willow knew Angelo was attracted to her. There was little question about that. But to hear him finally out and out admit something like that… it was a big step.



“I’m sorry,” she whispered.



“No. You let me finish. You can fire me or whatever in the morning, but I’m going to say my piece.”



She forced her hands to stay still. They’d been playing near the hem of her dress. Not the time. Or maybe it was, she didn’t know. This was… weird. “Okay.”



“I’m not the only one out there tonight worrying about you,” he said, the anger dissipating. “Kirk’s looking for you too. With Larry and Darren. You were supposed to check in with him hours ago to get ready for the presentations tomorrow. He’s combing all the bars near the hotel because Kirk doesn’t know about the trackers I have on you now. I can’t rely on you to not disappear. And you know what’s funny? No matter if you blew off your junior executives for a grope and grind, Kirk’s going to instantly forgive you. That’s what he does. He loves you so much you could bring down the walls around him and he’d still think the world rose and set with you. That’s who you’re hurting tonight. Him.” Angelo’s eyes flicked over to her, and the fury was gone, replaced with something she’d never seen from him before. Hurt. Genuine, naked hurt. “And me.”



“Could you pull over?” Willow asked. “Somewhere away from everything?”



Angelo did, finding a closed store and pulling into its parking lot. Willow got out on shaky legs, crying soft fat tears that rolled down her cheeks like molasses. She came around the back of the car, and Angelo stepped out.



“I’ll hold your hair, if you need to-”



Willow didn’t get out to puke, though her stomach was rolling. She darted for him, hands coming up so fast he snapped back, thinking she was attacking him. But then her hands were around his head, and she pulled him down to her, her breath hot and smelling like cherries. Startled, Angelo’s lips met hers. His eyes wide, he didn’t back away, and his hands came around her waist to pull her tighter against him. Their lips met again, hers parted so she could seek out his with her tongue. He caught it between his lips, let it play, and closed his eyes, shuddering against her.



His hand slid down to her ass, squeezing before his other joined its brethren. Then Angelo was twisting with her, pushing her back against the car, lifting her leg by the hip so her dress rode up nearly to the base of her pussy. Willow’s foot came around the back of his leg, the point of her shoe rubbing up and down the silky fabric of his slacks. Something hard, something she spent many nights desperately wishing for, pressed against her tummy, rubbing up and down as he kissed her harder and harder. His hands came up, tracing her sides, sliding across the edges of her plentiful breasts as Angelo groaned into her mouth.



And when he cupped her cheeks in his hands, he whispered her name.



“Willow, my Willow…”



And all at once, the alcohol rushed up in her stomach. Willow went wide-eyed, and Angelo misread the signals, backing away hastily, hands-up. “Oh hell, what am I doing? Willow, I’m sorry, I’m so-”



She puked all across his Oxfords, the force of it doubling her. Splash after splash of what was once fruit-flavored cocktails now punched out of her with a sickening metal tang. She reached out blindly, trying to find something to support her, and Angelo was there.



Of course he was there.



The force of the vomiting brought on her tears, to be sure, but long after he’d loaded her in the car again, they kept rolling out of shame and a desperate despondency in her young mind that she’d never get him to be close like that to her again.



And what she couldn’t tell Angelo then, or ever, was that he was the reason she was out almost every few nights drinking and dancing. Only with the music pulsing in her ears, the alcohol swirling inside her, could Willow find even a moment’s worth of escape from the feelings she bore for him.



* * *



Only a handful of the Siblini Corporation’s top people knew Willow was heading for the island. She tried to play a game every time she came home to see if she could take Kirk and Angelo by surprise. So far, she’d only managed twice, and one of those, she was certain they were only feigning ignorance of her arrival to humor her.



This time, she was determined. Her flight was purchased with her own credit card, not the company’s or by an employee. Similarly, she booked her own hotel, and when she met Mia, she paid for the taxi ride to the docks with her own cash from a reserve she kept tucked away in a few spots in her gear. No one on the island knew she was coming. Not even the ferrymen would know, though she’d have to reveal herself to Captain Salcido if she wanted to actually get on board. That was okay, though. Salcido could keep his mouth shut and his people wouldn’t reach out to the island without his say-so. Or so Willow hoped.



The wrench in her plans came from a strikingly attractive woman with a tangle of blonde curls. Veronique. Mia told Willow about her at the bar the night before, and Willow texted Vivian to get the details on the blonde. Apparently Mia’s vacation wasn’t the only one caused by Veronique, but she tried to give her spot on Rahu to her friend Jamie. That was unusual. At first, Willow thought maybe the woman had just gamed the system to get the vacation. It happened at least once with every one of these customer appreciation vacations. There wasn’t an objective way to select their guests, and someone always managed to manipulate the emotions of the judges.



But then Willow met Veronique, and along came the old woman, Liza. Willow was ashamed to admit to herself and Kirk later that she’d passed the woman without much of a thought. The lady was slow, sure, but Willow didn’t notice anything particularly out of the ordinary.



Veronique did. And it was then that Willow really started to pay attention, especially when Veronique, despite the threat of the ferry leaving without her, opted to stay with the older woman and urged her friends on. One word flashed through Willow’s mind when she darted for the ship.



Kirk.



Willow was a woman of many superstitions and beliefs. Kirk had always teased her about it, but she firmly believed there was so much more to the universe than the human race could actively pick up. And in that moment, as she neared the ferry first so as to give a quick warning to the crew not to reveal who she was to her newly-minted friends, something clicked hard in Willow.



In minutes, she saw the signs and thought she understood. She would need to check out Veronique’s history further, of course, and Willow wanted to see her video application for the vacation and get in a good social media snoop, but it was all redundant. Because in that moment, Willow interpreted the sign and began to understand the truth.



Veronique was the one for her brother.



* * *



Salcido and his crew kept her secret, but as they neared the island, Willow realized she’d need to hide on board until orientation drew away the vacationers. Rahu Island’s staff might keep her secret, but at that moment, Angelo would be watching the security feeds like a hawk – or even be there in person to take the newcomers’ measure. There was no way she could get off the ship with them and blend in. He would recognize her in a heartbeat.



Willow entertained herself by playing dice with the ferry’s bartender while the crew brought up luggage from below deck. She tried to get Salcido to let her help with this, but as the ferry wasn’t actually owned by the Siblini Corporation, there were genuine worries about liabilities should she fall. That made sense. Besides, the bartender made one hell of a mojito with some kind of fiery kick to it. Salcido poked his head in and gave her the all clear when she was about two-thirds done with her drink. She slipped the bartender a twenty – strictly a no-no aboard the ferry, a rule she ignored every time she was on board – and snuck off the ship.



And he was right there. Angelo, coming away from the announcement area, about to turn onto the road leading in her direction. Willow darted to the side of one of the buildings, slamming up against it with enough force that she was sure he heard her. But no, Angelo glanced around, then turned for the Morgans’ villa, humming to himself.



Willow breathed a sigh of relief, not sure if it was because she was proud she’d managed to avoid detection, or because she’d managed to put off dealing with rejection for at least a few more minutes.



* * *



Word spread fast across the island’s staff that Willow was there, but surprising even her, no one spoke a word to either her brother or Angelo. It helped immensely she managed to sneak into the electronics store where the security team monitored the island. The on-duty guard thought she was just another vacationer until she explained what she was doing. It drew a big-bellied laugh out of him once he matched her up to a picture of the Morgans on the wall.



“Thought we just had the numbers off,” he said merrily. He introduced himself, and promised to keep her secret.



Somewhere along the way from Denver, Willow lost her sunglasses, so she popped into the general store to grab some. She was practically smothered by a motherly hug from Colleen, the store’s proprietor, but managed to make it out of there without getting pancaked. Veronique was headed in her direction, so they got drinks together and Willow probed her some more, realizing more and more she wasn’t just a fit for Kirk, but that Willow liked her quite a bit on her own merits. Kind, and good, and self-deprecating, and down-to-earth. Willow fervently hoped she could figure out a way to organically hook Kirk and Veronique up, but even if they didn’t hit it off, she was certain she’d found a new intriguing friend.



Her secret ninja mission began to get a little ridiculous, and at one point, Willow thought about just heading up to the villa to announce herself. Images of Angelo rushing to open the gate and meet her down the path filled her mind, but that was maybe a pipe dream. Instead, Willow kept delaying the inevitable, getting caught up with all her favorite people, particularly Wardell and Carolina, the papa and momma rooster and hen of the community they’d built up there.



Halfway through their conversation late into the afternoon, Rafael crashed through the door, hollering pleasantly for Wardell. He saw Willow, and his face – so much thinner than when she met him – lit up in one of the most heartwarming smiles she’d ever experienced. They embraced, Rafael careful not to hold the hug too long. When they first met, it was under some bad circumstances, and Rafael had gone through a bit of a Florence Nightingale effect with Willow. That had been nipped in the bud early.



Wardell rose to his feet. “Suppose we should start getting the wood together.”



“Come to the bonfire,” Rafael begged Willow.



“Only if you promise to show me some dance moves,” Willow said, grinning at him.



“Oh, we’ll tear it up,” he said, then caught himself. “Uh, professionally. I mean… I don’t want to… I learned my lesson and…”



“It’s okay, Raf,” she said. “We talked about it and I trust you to understand my feelings. Thank you.”



Relieved at that, he hugged Willow again and excused himself. Carolina smiled at her when the men had left. “He’s a good man.”



“He is,” Willow said.



“But he’s not for you.” It was a statement, not a question.



Willow drew in a breath. “Does Angelo ask about me?”



“Oh, honey,” Carolina said, patting her hand. “You don’t need him to be happy. You know this.”



“No, Carolina. That’s where you’re wrong,” Willow said. “I don’t mean a relationship. Maybe that’s… not what we’re meant for, I don’t know. But what I do know is I need to at least try to be around him. The only times I’ve felt at peace the last few years are when him and Kirk are close. Even when he was with Lucy and I came back, it soothed me to at least see him be happy.”



Carolina nodded. “If Wardell were to ever leave me… I’d hope we would stay friends. Even if he ripped out my heart, I would never really want him gone.”



“He’d never.”



“I know,” Carolina said happily. “We had a model in our last batch. Hooked onto him like a fish on a lure. But every time, he shut her down. To come home to dumpy old me.”



Willow took Carolina’s hands again. “We both know you’re the farthest thing from dumpy, Nana Lina.”



Her friend smiled at the old joke of a nickname. Like Angelo and their chef Savini, Carolina had come to work for Willow and Kirk straight from their father’s employ in the earliest years of the Siblini Corporation. Before that, she’d been their housekeeper in the siblings’ last few years of high school. “Thank you, sweetheart.” She pulled a hand back and gestured at the door. “Go. Have fun.”



* * *



“I love you.”



The words hung between them, heavy and thick. They sat together on the pier, Willow now in her mid-twenties, Angelo somewhere just north of forty. Watching the gulls circle was something they used to do often. Willow thought she’d never seen Angelo more at peace than when he was there with her, their toes in the water.



He said nothing. Her eyes flicked to him. His shifted away from the birds and towards the horizon.
 Oh no
 , she thought to herself.
 Say something, Angelo. Please.



“Did you hear me?” she asked, knowing full well he had. “I love you.”



Finally, Angelo murmured, “You don’t mean that.”



She felt like she’d been slapped. “What?”



“Willow… no. Ms. Morgan-”



No. Not slapped. Punched.



“-I’m with her now.”



Lucy. Beautiful Lucy. Intelligent Lucy. She’d be a biologist someday. Working on Rahu was her ticket to saving enough for grad school. Willow wanted to stab her and drop her body in the ocean for the sharks and crabs and whatever else to feed on, even if she quite liked Lucy.



Willow whispered, “Tell me you care for her like you do me.”



Had Angelo been irate or denied it immediately, she would have believed him. She thought she could read him. Thought she knew when he was lying. His eyes flicked away, his jaw setting hard. “I do.”



“Liar.”



Abruptly, he stood up. “I work for Kirk now. That was your decision. I don’t have to take this anymore.”



Willow grabbed at his hand. “Please. At least tell me why. Tell me why and I’ll never ask you again.”



His eyes shot wide at that, and Angelo licked his lips, staring down at her. Why did this startle him? Before she could process it, though, the moment was broken and he tugged his hand free of hers. “I’m going to take over my shift early.”



“Angelo, goddamn it, please.”



He kept walking away.



“I’m leaving,” she shouted after him. Had any of the villagers been up, they might have heard this, but the morning was theirs, ostensibly for training, but really just so they could be near one another again, like old times before she’d fucked everything up.



That stopped him again, but Angelo started moving faster than he had before. “Goodbye,” he called over his shoulder. She thought she heard him say something else, but it was lost to the crash of the waves and the cry of the gulls.



One of the emergency vessels could take her to the mainland in just hours. She stood up, crying, and rushed to find Miles and begin years of running.



* * *



Damn, but Veronique was almost
 too
 decent.



When she began talking about her walk around the beach and up to the villa, a plan dawned on Willow. A wickedly evil plan that left her wanting to cackle and ride off on a broomstick, but it would wind up with Veronique and Kirk meeting in a fun, silly way.



Mia and Jamie were easier to convince, but as much as Willow liked them too, they weren’t as right for Kirk as Veronique, unless Willow had grossly misread the signs the universe was throwing her way. Maybe her brother was supposed to wind up with a woman of near-porn star levels of sexuality or a self-proclaimed fun seeker who nevertheless seemed almost intimidated by the entire island. But Willow didn’t think so. She thought she had Veronique pegged just right.



Finally, she managed to convince Veronique to guide them to the villa, like she couldn’t have walked there in her sleep. On the way up, Mia jumped at every little noise, and Jamie looked ready to punch out someone’s lights with a bottle of rum. Cute. Willow had a hard time not running ahead. If Abel was gone as she’d asked him to be, then there was a pretty good chance Angelo would be the first to respond to anything hinky. Perfect. All three of the other women were too buzzed for this not to blow up in their face in some spectacular manner.



And blow up it did. When Kirk saw Veronique and the trio of other women crashed down, Willow barely had enough time to scamper away in the dark of the trees, ignoring something crawling across her leg. You had to get used to that on Rahu. Most everything out of the water wasn’t venomous, and nothing else on the island grew large enough to be a real threat, unless you were terrified of chickens. So she endured what she was sure was a spider, and knelt to watch Agustin and Lucius take her newfound friends into captivity.



She plucked the spider from her leg and before dropping it back on the ground, she whispered to it, “A cunning plan, my little friend.”



* * *



Holidays were the hardest. Willow always came back for Thanksgiving, Christmas, and Kirk’s birthday. Her own, she would have come back to the island, but that was during peak hurricane season and she and Kirk usually spent it on some weekend venture. Arcades in Japan. Riding horses in Montana. Visiting ruins in South America one year on a special two-week guided tour. That had been so much fun.



But Angelo, who once dressed up as Santa Claus for them every year when he worked for Willow, now disappeared during those scheduled times back. Kirk assured her his bodyguard was just away visiting family or busy taking care of things elsewhere, but she could see the truth of it. Angelo was avoiding her.



And it broke her heart.



She began to throw herself into her work, coming back to Rahu less and less. Her staff, once among her best friends, began to dread the long hours, so she began to travel from office to office under the auspices that she was there to streamline operations. Over the years, Willow inspected every office building, every store, every factory. She knew a staggering number of the middle managers by name. She could rattle off figures that would have meant nothing to her in her late teens and early twenties. Where Kirk retreated from the world in his loneliness and need to keep working, Willow embraced it, throwing herself at every opportunity to travel for work she could manage, half the time yearning for Rahu, half the time wishing she never had to go back.



All the while, her pain never faded. She dated many sweet men, many good ones. She even very nearly let a man propose to her after two wonderful months together. Maybe Willow’s feelings towards Angelo were nearly obsessive, but she couldn’t help it. She was deeply, heart-rendingly in love with him. She’d rather live the rest of her life alone than be with anyone other than him.



One day, staring at the light flitting through the blinds on the wall of the eighteenth hotel she and Clem stayed at in one single month, Willow Morgan realized she missed Angelo more than she desired him. Some rusted chunk of steel shackled to her heart broke open and fell loose, and for the first time since her mother died, Willow sobbed. Not just cried, but sobbed.



When the tears faded, she realized it was time to heal, apologize, and find out the truth, if she could. If Angelo rejected her one more time, she would ask no more, because she cared more about him than she did her own heart’s needs. Whatever would happen, there would be no more looking back.



* * *



The same wall where Veronique, Jamie, and Mia had been discovered now provided Willow with the cover she needed to eavesdrop on Agustin and Lucius as they gave the women hell. She nearly broke when she heard sweet Kirk’s voice. From the moment he came to her family home to live after his mother gave him up, Kirk had been her closest companion, her confidant, her partner in crime – a few times, literally, in the idiocies of youth. Even if it didn’t work out with Angelo, her heart swelled to be near her brother again.



Willow smiled to herself when she heard Veronique try to take the blame solely on herself to get her friends out of trouble. Oh yes. That one was definitely okay for Kirk in her book. But then Lucius and Agustin ruined the moment with some creepy come-ons about spankings, and despite wanting to wait and surprise both Kirk and Angelo at the same time, Willow jogged around the wall and came through the gate.



 “Stop giving them shit, Lucius. You too, Agustin. Knock it off. They’re terrified.”



Everyone stopped and stared, and when Willow saw Kirk, she paused too. The beard shocked her. Sure, it was such a small change, but it gave his boyish face ten years and it broke her heart. They’d just seen each other over the holidays, but it seemed more like years had passed.



He rushed to her and lifted her up in a monstrous hug. She laughed when he twirled with her, and when Kirk set her down, she tried to explain herself to Veronique and her friends while chastising Agustin and Lucius. They really should have behaved themselves better, but to Willow’s surprise, Mia took their sexual barbs and ran with it, going with the pair and Jamie into the guest house. Willow inwardly winced at that. Sharon was going to have a hell of a time cleaning the sheets tomorrow.



When they’d gone, Veronique surprised Willow by storming right at her. “Why lie to us? What was the point?”



Willow blinked at the anger and hurt in the other woman’s voice. She thought her idea to hook up Kirk and Veronique had been a bit of fun, but maybe she was wrong. “I’m sorry. I wasn’t really lying to you. It was more for him. Kirk didn’t know I was here, and I was trying to keep it a secret and… I don’t know, work some things out.”



Veronique looked like she was about to tell Willow off, but Kirk nudged his sister and nodded towards the path leading to the gate. Willow’s words caught in her throat as the graying love of her life stormed through the gate, head down, shoulders tensed like he might take someone’s head off.



“Where’s Abel? Mr. Stewart, are you okay?” he asked, shooting right towards Kirk and glaring at Willow. The realization of who she was stopped him short, and Willow’s heart leapt. She promised herself when it came to Angelo, she would stop reading into the things she imagined and try to be objective when it came to studying his feelings, but it was hard to deny the hopeful wish that he was pleased and stunned all at once to see her. “Wil… Ms. Stewart? What… when…?”



“Hello, Angelo,” Willow said softly, and in one of the bravest moments of her life, she stepped forward, shaking like a leaf to hug him. His body’s coil released in her arms, and he melted into her, his hand rising to tentatively clutch her closer to him. That gesture was definitely not her imagination. When he let her go, he barely backed away, and she studied him, her heart pumping so hard she thought she could feel it in her neck. “I told Abel to enjoy the festivities on the beach. Don’t blame him. I’m sorry I didn’t tell you I was here. The crew actually managed to keep it a secret this time and I thought I’d have some fun with it. Wasn’t exactly subtle. Raf and I were dancing on the beach just a few minutes ago. I had a running bet with him and a few others how long I could keep it up before one of you two numbskulls found me out.” She knew she was babbling but she couldn’t help it. Angelo’s piercing eyes held her captive. His hair was grayer now, but it looked good on him. His face seemed tighter drawn, too. He needed to eat more. She promised herself she’d see to that, even if he didn’t want her. Angelo was the type who would forget to eat for an entire day if someone wasn’t around to prod him.



“You won, I take it?” he asked. At her grin, his eyes warmed, but his angry mask slid back into place as he turned to Veronique. “I recognize you. You’re coming with me down to the bunks. You’ll be confined there until-”



“Stop,” Kirk said. “They’re not going anywhere. Willow put them up to it.”



“Sir?” Angelo asked. Kirk nodded and Angelo frowned at Willow. “You’d give me a heart attack like that?”



“As if my beautiful face wasn’t enough?”



Angelo’s cheeks burned as red as a tomato. She never saw him blush except when he was around her, and she was certain his eyes flicked down to her breasts and her relatively modest bikini top. “What? No. I… Um. I’ll… uh… be headed back to my place, then. Uh. Let me know if there’s… uh… any… right.” He sucked in a breath and took a good long moment to look her over, “It’s good to see you, Willow.”



Willow. Not Ms. Morgan. Willow. “You too, Angelo.”



Take me with you
 , her mind whispered.
 Let’s not be apart again for weeks. Just you and me and a bed. That’s all we’ll ever need.



Willow watched him jog away, unaware of the smile on her face. Kirk shook his head and sighed. “I’ve heard him call me Kirk maybe five times. You get him to call you Willow just by smiling and simpering.”



Willow hoped she looked as serene as she felt when she said, “I have no idea what you mean.”



“You know, if you’d like to chase him down and just do it right in the trees…”



Oooh, against a tree? Me bent over, holding onto it while he takes me from behind? Or him hoisting me up against it? Hmmm.
 “And miss a chance to say hello to my favoritest person in the world? Come on. We’ll walk Veronique back to the rooms. Or the bar. Or… wherever.”



Kirk frowned. “We’re drawing up plans for the new expansion in Detroit and-”



Willow gave the guest house a meaningful look and turned back to her brother, grinning. “Yeah, you might have been, but you’re definitely not now.”



Veronique turned to look too. “They’re going to be okay, right?”



“Yes,” both siblings said at the same time. Willow made a circle with her thumb and finger, their signal for “jinx.” Kirk shook his head the tiniest bit and tried to reassure Veronique that her friends would be just fine with Lucius and Agustin. Willow agreed and added that there would be repercussions if the guys tried anything untoward. Veronique wanted to check on her friends just to make sure, and left the siblings behind.



Kirk turned to Willow and grabbed her in another hug. “God, Sis, I can’t believe you’re here. How long do I get to keep you?”



Willow drew in a deep breath, and let out slowly. “I was thinking forever this time.”



“What?” Kirk asked.



“I… I’m tired, Kirk. Of running away from home.”



“I didn’t mean that.”



That Easter, they’d met up for an early dinner in a steakhouse in St. Louis. Neither of them were in a great mood – one of their favorite employees and a close friend was found embezzling funds and they both came to town to deal with it. There had been words, sharp ones, about Willow’s travels, and she in turn had yelled at him about his mistakes with his latest girlfriend, a scum-sucking bottom feeding deceiver like he always fell for. Kirk apologized quickly and truthfully, as he always did, and she’d done the same, but his words to her stuck with her.



Stop running, Willow, and deal with your shit.



“No. You did,” she said and squeezed him in a side hug. “And I’m glad you did. I swear. It made me realize how much I missed Rahu. Not just for Angelo. But you and the family and…”



The sliding glass door reopened, and Veronique stormed out. The siblings cast a quick glance at each other, the words not needing to be spoken –
 more later
 .



“Why did you do this to us?” Veronique snapped at Willow.



The blonde’s fury took Willow by surprise. “Sorry?”



“This… this game you’ve been playing with me all day. I was really starting to like you. I thought you were my friend.”



Oh no. Oh no no no.
 “I-”



“Or we were headed in that direction, anyways. But you lied to me time and time again and then you set me up like this? What, to laugh at me?” Veronique shook her head, eyes glistening with tears.



Kirk glanced at Willow. She tried to give Veronique a reassuring pat but the other woman didn’t want anything to do with it. “I really didn’t mean to-”



“Yes. You did. You know what? I don’t want either of you walking back with me. I don’t want your pity, or your laughter, or whatever this… this is. I just want to be left alone.”



Shoulders hunched, Veronique stormed out of there. Willow thought about following her, but realized that was a bad move. Still, it was dark and the blonde was as yet unaccustomed to the paths. She turned to Kirk, and hissed, “Go after her.”



“What?”



“Just make sure she gets to the beach okay. She’s pissed at me but she doesn’t know you. Go!”



Kirk looked like he wanted to argue, but huffed and loped after Veronique. Willow hoped he would try to talk her down. He was good at making peace. She could be the more strong-willed negotiator and generally knew people very well, but Kirk was a freaking genius when it came to employee disputes. The house of cards she’d been building all day with Veronique was falling, and Willow didn’t know if it could be stopped. But if Kirk discovered what she already knew about Veronique, he would give it a damn good try.



* * *



While she waited for her brother to come back to the villa, Willow snuck a quick listen at one of the guest house’s open windows. Judging from the passionate moans, it seemed everyone was enjoying themselves in there. Flesh smacking against flesh made her want to snicker. Clementine and Agustin had hooked up once, and she’d come into the office the next day looking very pleased with herself. When asked why, she made a circle with the thumbs and fingers on both hands, and Willow thought she was lying. But other women she knew from the same circles said much the same, that he was hung like a horse.



The gate clacked shut, and Willow stood upright. Kirk said, “You perv.”



“A bit,” she admitted. She joined him and they headed for her house in the villa. Kirk’s was the larger of the two, but she liked her layout for entertaining more. It mirrored the guest house, save that her furniture was handmade from a shop she loved in New Hampshire. “I just wanted to make sure they were treating the girls okay.”



“Uh huh,” Kirk said, elbowing her. She punched his shoulder and he laughed softly. “You couldn’t be more obvious about me and Veronique, by the way.”



“No idea what you’re talking about.”



“Uh huh.”



“She okay?”



Kirk shrugged. “Pissed. I’ll try to find her tomorrow and explain you were trying to play matchmaker.”



“Trying? She’s the one for you, Kirk.”



He stopped just shy of the door, his hand reaching out for it. His glance was confused. “Wait. What? You approve of a woman for me?”



“Hey, I liked Marilyn.”



“Marilyn?” he asked.



“Knobler?”



He thought hard about that and squinted at her. “From third grade?”



“Yeah! She was great! She always had the best lunches.”



Kirk rubbed his chin. “Jesus Christ.”



“Open the door. I’m cold and I want cookies.”



“I’ll run to my place and get some,” he said as he opened the door for her.



“Savini had one of the cooks stock up my place,” she said, stepping in and tossing aside her wrap. She headed straight for her bedroom on the first floor, wanting to change into something less beach-y and warmer.



“What?” Kirk called after her. “When?”



“Today, dumbass. No one knew I was coming so when else would it have been done?”



“I was here the whole day! I would have seen it!”



“Well, apparently you weren’t paying attention.” She came back out, tugging a sweater down around her belly button. She’d thrown on a pair of fuzzy pink bottoms, too. “Jeez, you could have grabbed the cookies while I was waiting.”



“I… you didn’t ask!”



Willow rolled her eyes. “Like I had to.”



Savini and the cooks always kept on hand a number of pastries and baked goods during the guest visits, and he’d sent up a dozen of her favorite cookies – gooey chocolate caramel, macarons, and a cranberry cookie with a lemon glaze. They waited for her on a platter on her table along with a bowl full of fresh fruit. She selected a cranberry cookie and glared at Kirk when he took a caramel one for himself.



“My cookies,” she grumbled.



He bit half the monstrous thing apart. Crumbs flew out of the corner of his mouth as he said, “Sure. You can have it back.”



“Dick,” she muttered. They grinned at one another over the old delights. Savini was a holdover from their childhood. He had worked for their father once upon a time, but like Angelo and Carolina, he came to work for the siblings who he saw as his foster grandchildren of sorts. They loved him too, and had he not requested the new job personally, would have asked their father for his blessing in poaching him.



Willow set about making a pot of tea. It was too late in the evening for coffee, but they needed to talk and she desperately needed caffeine to keep her eyes open. As she shuffled about the kitchen, checking on supplies and her favorite staples, Kirk took up a stool at the kitchen’s island and watched her with a faint smile. It was great to be reunited with him, whatever came of Angelo and Willow’s relationship.



When they both had a steaming cup of green tea in front of them, Willow began to talk about Veronique. About all the kindnesses she’d shown her friends and the old woman back on the mainland. About how decent she was, and sweet. And Kirk, who started off the conversation looking amused, began to settle into her words, asking few questions but getting more involved in the conversation.



“She does sound fantastic,” he admitted. “But you’ve only known her a day.”



“Yeah, well, it’s enough for me to know she’s the one for you.”



“You keep saying that. The one?” he asked, grinning again.



Willow studied him, completely serious, and nodded. “Yes, Kirk. I mean it. This isn’t me fucking around. Veronique’s the one.”



He held up his hands in defeat. “All right. At the very least, I’ll apologize to her. If something sparks from that, we’ll see where it goes. No promises though.”



“You won’t have to make them.”



* * *



She woke in a tangle of deep, downy comforters and sheets. Most the island’s residents slept with a bare minimum of covers, but not Willow. At the merest drop of temperature, she’d catch a chill, and the night air on the island could freeze her bones. Plus, she just liked to be snuggly and warm.



Not once in the night had she woken up. That was unusual. The last few years, Willow woke often, her brain gnawing feverishly on whatever work task was at hand. But that night she’d dreamed little and woke the most refreshed she’d felt in years. Better yet? There was nothing for her to do that day. Sure, she could and would check in on the Detroit expansion from time to time, but she and Kirk had a long discussion in the middle of the night about her taking a vacation. She’d already lined up several people to fill in for her in the short term, and if this continued for a while, they could hire people in a more permanent role. Willow had months to think about that.



Cracking a yawn, she fumbled back the covers and gingerly stood up, The aches of traveling were an old accomplice, but she felt it more than ever that morning, not so much walking to the bathroom as dragging her unwilling body away from the bed to get moving again. Once she’d done her business and showered, she eyed the late morning sun and thought about heading down to the beach to kayak with the guests. Her mistake was sitting back down on the edge of the bed. Really, she should have kept moving, but the mattress and her pillows promised sweet loving not even Angelo could provide, and she succumbed to their dirty tricks, falling back down again into another deeply needed rest.



This time, it was Sharon that woke her. Not intentionally – she was just doing her job and came in to tidy up. Once she realized her employer was still sleeping, she backed out quietly, but Willow heard the latch of the door and finally pushed herself upright for the day. She promised herself a full day in bed soon, maybe with some movies and an enormous tub of popcorn. God, that sounded amazing. Before Willow could forget, she scribbled down a note for Savini about maybe getting some popcorn sent in on the next ferry if he didn’t have it stocked.



The kayak lessons were done by the time she managed to get out of bed, and she was starving. The fridge was now stocked with some of her favorites, and knowing Savini, word would get to their people on the mainland to send more of the foods she loved with the next employee change. She dug out some kale, sliced up a mango and a banana, and found a bottle of agave nectar tucked away in the corner of her fridge. Her blender was right where she left it, front and center of her kitchen counter. If it couldn’t be prepared with a blender or a slow cooker, Willow was utterly useless at making it. She blended the greens, fruit, and a splash of the juice together, and poured it over ice. Her breakfast smoothie in hand, she padded out to the living room, recovering her phone from its charger and settling in to give Clem a call and check in.



They talked for well over twenty minutes, mostly about Clementine’s own travels for a mini-vacation. She was going to California for a distant relative’s wedding, and thought she’d spend a few days hitting up amusement parks. Sounded like fun to Willow, and she warmed to the talk. Maybe she’d drag Kirk out there for one of their birthdays sometime. When was the last time either of them had been to an amusement park? Their early teens?



The thought of him back then made her chuckle. Life with Kirk made everything else bearable. Their father, their cold older brother Ronald, the loneliness that could come from being so isolated. They fought through it together, had each other’s backs no matter what. Willow had a mean streak back then, and Kirk was unfortunately her favorite target, but he always forgave her. That hurt sometimes, the easy way he had of hugging her when she came to him with teary, heartfelt apologies even if he knew she’d turn around an hour later and snap at him again like a rabid dog. Without Kirk, Willow had no idea how cruel and mean she’d have turned out. Certainly she had it in her.



But she hadn’t, and slowly she began to mellow out, at least with him. Angelo helped too, of course, but her brother was the one to lay the foundation for her to become a good person. Their teenage closeness developed into a trusting adult partnership, and when she turned eighteen, Willow and Kirk approached their father about their plans for the future. They’d been talking about the clothing shops since a high school prom, when Kirk’s date went with him to buy lingerie and couldn’t fit into anything they offered. The perceived humiliation of the moment broke her, and she became bulimic and later anorexic. Kirk tried to help her, but she wanted nothing to do with him. He was a reminder of her “fat” self, and even though he tried to convince her she was beautiful and wonderful, she never came around again.



That hurt Kirk in a lot of ways, and he vowed to do something about it. When Willow jokingly told him he should open a lingerie shop of his own, she didn’t expect him to take her seriously. But he did, and under the tutelage of a business partner of their father’s, Kirk, at sixteen, began to study the business of making, selling, and marketing women’s underthings.



Such an odd life, Willow mused to herself, smiling.



Kirk was adamant though they could do this, and Willow began to believe in him. Some of her ideas back then were later implemented in future versions of Wisps of Us, particularly when it came to clothing and not just lingerie. She would also be the one to eventually come up with the idea for the men’s branch A Rare You. With the two of them working tirelessly on plans and researching what they’d need to know, they attracted the attention of their father. At first, he dismissed their ideas as juvenile and crazy. But the business partner who tutored them put in a good long word, and their father and Ronald finally listened.



Ronald thought they were too young and too crazy to pull this off. He insisted that their family money be invested into their education so they could join the family pharmaceutical business. Their father, though, thought differently. Perhaps he meant to be rid of his two more troublesome children, or maybe his plan was to motivate them through the threat of tough love. Whatever the case was, the Morgan patriarch, along with his attorney, his CFO, and several other suits, sat down with the young adults in their home’s dining room to offer them a deal.



“You have one of three choices,” he began, leaning forward with his hands folded. “One. You study to work with Ronald and myself. You come into the family business, same as he did, and eventually you each own a piece of the pie, sharing equally. I don’t think this is the path you’re willing to take.” They shook their heads, and he sighed. “Two. You live off a comfortable trust fund set up in your names. You have to do nothing for this to continue, except to stop asking me for money for these… clothing stores. Perhaps with time, you could save enough to open a boutique or whatever you like. Go to college. Do nothing. I don’t care so long as you stay out of trouble. This is the safe route. This is the route I recommend you take.”



“What’s option three?” Willow asked, her throat jumping.



“I give you the seed money,” their father said. Ronald frowned, and Kirk opened his mouth, his eyes huge. Their father held up a hand and her brothers cut off the words set to tumble out. “But this is on you. Once I give you the startup, you are responsible for your business’s future. I will not bail you out and I won’t be including you in any of our profits from the family business. If you fail, you are left with nothing.”



The pair of them stared at one another. Kirk started to shake his head, but Willow smiled at him fondly and said quietly, “We’ll take the seed money.”



“You can’t risk-” Kirk said, half-rising.



Willow laid a hand on his and cut him off. “Yes. I can. I trust you, Kirk. Do you trust me?”



He settled back down, and folded his hands in his lap. “Yes,” he croaked.



“Then let’s do it.”



Kirk nodded slowly, and looked up from his lap in the direction of their father. “Yeah. Okay. Let’s do it. The seed money.”



* * *



The world’s news captivated Willow for another half hour after she finished talking to Clementine. She got up to do some light yoga before heading down to the beach to see what Carolina had lined up for the guests that afternoon, but when she heard two people talking near her living room window, she stopped and crept closer.



Angelo.



Veronique.



She listened with a grin as Veronique apologized to Angelo for intruding last night, and as Angelo made an awkward peace with her in turn. Willow heard her own name being brought up, and held a hand to her mouth when Angelo muttered something about wanting to talk to her too. Oh, this was too much fun. Maybe it really wasn’t too late to become a ninja.



Sharon nearly wrecked the whole thing when she popped in from the back door. “Oh, hello, Will-” she started, but Willow held up a finger to her lips and Sharon immediately shushed. She crept over to listen in on the conversation too. “That man loves you so much,” Sharon whispered.



Willow raised an eyebrow. “He sure has a funny way of never telling me that.”



“He’s always been here. Waiting.”



“Waiting for what?”



Sharon smiled and pressed her palm against Willow’s heart. “This.”



Apart from Kirk, Carolina and obviously Angelo himself, Sharon was the only one who knew of Willow’s fondness for Angelo. Well, okay, given Sharon’s way of gossiping, the entire island, all of Miami, and three surrounding states probably knew, but in theory, it should have been a very short list of names who were in the circle of Angeloness.



They crept away from the open window and into the kitchen. Willow leaned against the counter and watched Sharon work. “You’re insane. I’ve told him I love him.”



“You’ve said the words.”



“And meant it.”



“No,” Sharon said. She pointed at the vee of Willow’s thighs. “Men aren’t the only ones who think with their wrong parts.”



“That is not your place,” Willow said, blushing furiously.



Sharon shrugged. “So fire me and find someone who isn’t too lazy to clean the undersides of your counter and who actually moves your desk to get under it.”



She had an excellent point. Good cleaning staff in the 21
 st
 century was as rare as a unicorn. Willow folded her arms. “You’re impossible, Sharon.”



Their maid set down her all-purpose cleaning spray bottle and her rag and stripped herself of her gloves to come over and give Willow a hug. “It’s so good to see you, Willow.”



“You too. I’ve missed everyone so much.”



Sharon smiled up at her, and backed away to begin cleaning again. “And isn’t it wonderful about Kirk and the young lady?”



“What? I must’ve missed something.”



Sharon arched an eyebrow, pleased with herself as she always was for knowing a nugget of gossip before someone else. “Oh? I thought you set them up.”



“Wait. Veronique? Did something happen with him and Veronique?”



“Well, I shouldn’t really say…”



Both of them stared at one another, trying to hold onto their serious facades, but Willow cracked first, snorting out a laugh echoed by Sharon. “Riiiiight. That’s always stopped you.”



Sharon gave the front of the fridge two spritzes and began to wipe it down. “Well, they… maybe were going to have breakfast together. All I know is that things were, ah, very loud there this morning, and I came in to find breakfast had definitely not been finished.”



“No,” Willow gasped, pleased and shocked at how fast her brother worked. They’d just met last night. Wait a second. Was it just last night? Maybe she’d slept so hard she underwent a Rip Van Winkle situation. How the hell long had she slept?



“Mm hm,” Sharon said, winking at her.



“Sorry, Sharon, but I’ve gotta run. I need details straight from the source.”



* * *



Usually stoic and casual about his hookups, Kirk gave Willow a goofy grin when she asked him about Veronique.



“No!” she said again, slapping his shoulder. “You did not sleep with her. You just met her last night! How long did you two talk this morning?”



“Um.”



“Kirk, I swear, I will tell everyone at the bonfire tonight about that time I walked in on you dressed in a diaper pulled down while that prostitute gave you a temperature check.”



“What the hell are you babbling about?” he asked.



“Exactly.”



“What…? Oh, never mind. We talked, oh, ten minutes.” Willow stared at him, her smile disappearing. “What?”



“You talked with her for ten minutes and then you slept with her?”



“I-”



Willow crossed over and slapped his chest. Hard. “She’s a good woman, Kirk. And you… you… she’s not some… some… hookup! Some piece of ass you-”



“What are you even mad about?” he shouted, but he wasn’t angry. It was just to get in a word edgewise. “I like her! She’s got spirit! Things got hot and we’re two freaking adults who wanted to put our best parts together. You should be happy. Mission accomplished!”



Willow grabbed his shirt and a butter knife. Making jabbing motions towards his face, she growled, “You are going to treat her like a gentleman. You are going to be kind. You are going to make this woman fall in love with you, and you’re going to love her. Got it?”



“That knife isn’t even sh-” She poked him in the belly with it and he laughed helplessly. “Okay, okay. But Willow, love? I… you’re being crazy.”



She poked him one more time, just for fun, and shook her head. “Nope. You’ll see. Now come on. We’re going beach bowling so you can drop in on her.”



“You are-”



“Don’t make me use a spork this time.”



Kirk threw up his hands. “Fine.”



* * *



Sometimes Willow felt like she was drifting. It wasn’t a particularly good or bad feeling. It simply just felt like her mind and her heart came unmoored, floating way from her for a time being. When she sat down with Veronique after the beach bowling to apologize to her, it felt a lot like that. Drifting. Dreaming.



Her apology came from the heart, and she was thrilled that Veronique wanted a do-over. But the truth was, Willow’s mind was already moving on. Veronique and her brother were a foregone conclusion, good or bad. She was excited to get to know the blonde on a deeper level, but she didn’t need to worry about them. It helped nothing.



So instead, she focused on Angelo. And when everyone was breaking up into smaller groups and heading away from the competition, Willow said the words to Kirk she needed to say.



“It’s time.”



He didn’t try to talk her out of it or give her advice. There was nothing he could have said that would have helped. This was her game to play and he could only spectate. Instead, Kirk wished her luck.



With that, she was no longer floating. Willow snapped back to reality, the sand warm between her toes as she trudged up the beach to the staffers’ private residences and the man who waited for her.



* * *



Angelo sat outside, still in his slacks, though he ditched the polo in favor of a plain white tee. He could see a quarter mile of beach in each direction on his tiny porch, but he didn’t acknowledge her until she was just feet away.



“Beer?” he asked Willow.



“Please.”



He stepped inside as she took a seat on the wooden slats next to his wicker chair. The day’s heat was just right, toasty with the faintest hint of a breeze skimming the island, and she stretched her legs so they could catch the light while the rest of her stayed marginally cooler under the shade of Angelo’s porch.



He came back out with a bottle and a can opener. She ignored the opener and took the bottle from him, stopping before she twisted off the top. “Not your favorite brand,” she said, her voice breaking.



“But it’s yours,” he said, just as quietly.



The tiny porch barely had enough room for the chair and the door. She put the bottle down, and scooted closer to him. Her arm snaked around his calf, and she hugged him like that, seated just below him, just nuzzling him as they both stared out at the water. Something skimmed the glittering blue water. A hint of a fin, a spray of water, then it was gone, as though it had never been there. Willow sniffed, and finally let go of Angelo.



“How long?” he asked as she twisted the top off her beer.



“What?”



“How long do we get this time?”



“Angelo…”



“A day? Two?”



He wasn’t angry, but sad. So terribly sad. She glanced up at him, brushing at her eyes. “I’m staying.”



“Oh.”



“I mean it.”



“Okay.”



She sipped from the bottle and set it down again. Her head rested against his knee again and she murmured, “I’m tired, Angelo. Rahu… I missed it. I missed the family. I don’t want to run anymore.” He was silent, but she thought she heard him breathe deeper. He reached down to stroke her shoulder, and she caught his hand in hers as she looked up at him. “We have to work this out. If you say no, I’ll never ask you again. We’ll be Ms. Morgan and Mr. Angelo.”



“You’re serious.”



“Yes. And if you decide we’re something more, then we figure that out too.”



He nodded, but didn’t respond to that. They finished off their beer in silence, and Willow stood up. He rose too, and took the empty from her, his fingers resting on hers for the briefest of moments as they stared into each other’s eyes. Willow broke first, nodded, and stepped down the stairs.



Floating again.



* * *



The vacationers weren’t quite sure what to make of Willow now that they knew who she really was. Some of them wanted to be her best friend, some watched her with the anxious trepidation of being around those with more money in their wallet than they’d make in a week, and some seemed angry, as though her money was an affront to them. There were always a few of those, the irrationally jealous, the people who could never understand that one person’s success wasn’t a threat to their own. From experience, Willow knew to stay away from those types and not try to change their mind. Once hatred took root, trying to kill it only created more.



She had a few drinks with the friendliest of the bunch, giving them the briefest vagaries of her life when prompted and dodging the more uncomfortable and uncouth questions from one particularly drunk man. Eventually Wardell circled through the bar and collected her, and she leaned in to whisper her thanks into his ear as he guided her to that evening’s pig roast. There she found more friendly faces, and breathed an internal sigh of relief when Rafael and Wardell refused to leave her side, introducing her to the newest hires and telling Rahu Island war stories. When Savini broke away to give her a quick hug, she asked him about hosting a family dinner the next night, and he lit up, already coming up with a dozen menu ideas and discarding them one by one.



The family all agreed to come, too. The Morgans’ innermost circle of friends on the island were Wardell, Carolina, Savini, Angelo, Sharon, and a few others who were off the island until the next shift change or two. Kirk had initiated Rafael into the family too, and Willow was thrilled she’d finally get to attend one of their formerly weekly dinners with him and the rest. Together that crew constituted the most permanent staff on the island. The one person who never joined in was Kirk’s assistant Howard. He preferred to keep a cool professional distance between his boss and his personal life. Kirk admitted to her he didn’t think Howard actually liked him all that much and wouldn’t be with the company that much longer. She was inclined to agree.



Willow joined the staff and vacationers again for the bonfire and some bad karaoke, hoping Angelo might show up too. Sometimes he did. One of the worst-kept secrets on Rahu Island was that he liked to dance when he had a few cocktails in him. Usually he kept it to the older women who came onto the island, with a kiss to the cheek afterwards if they accepted it, and they almost always did. Willow loved that about him and wished it was a side he showed more often.



Angelo didn’t show up, though, and rather than risk bringing down the mood, Willow slipped away to take a walk down the beach. When she was sure she was alone, she kicked off her sandals, glanced around, and stripped out of the rest of her clothes, bundling them tightly and placing them near a tree at the edge of the beach. Naked as the day she was born, Willow darted down the sands, feeling oddly light, almost ephemeral. She hit the surf, the water just cool enough to make her gasp.



The wet sand oozed across her feet, tickling her as she plodded out until the water was waist high. Thoughts of Denver, of her old life, of the woman she’d been just weeks before flooded her mind, and she held them tight for the waves brushing her breasts. Then she let the memories go, scattering them to the Atlantic, to the salt and the sand and the world below.



Willow waded back to shore, a small, secret smile on her lips. It was a good night to be free.



* * *



Kirk couldn’t compete in the volleyball game, and without a replacement, she had to forfeit. Her brother, Lucius, and Agustin were locked deep in their negotiations and could afford little time to the island’s guests. A shame. Kirk used to love taking part in the vacation games and activities, sometimes even taking guests out on the yacht. Did he still do that?



Disappointed but knowing better than anyone what kind of crunch they were facing, Willow didn’t disturb them and instead took a jog on the beach away from the volleyball game. In a pair of running shorts, a sports bra, and a battered pair of shoes, she set off down the path. Running in Denver was amazing training for running on the island. The air was so much thinner that high up, she felt almost spoiled now, right up until the point when she hit the sand and started having to pump her legs twice as hard.



That was okay though. Her old earbuds and music player, so ancient she was surprised it still held a charge, pumped out peppy beats she hadn’t heard in years as she ran and let her mind wander. As humid and hot as the day was already, it didn’t take long to build up a sweat. She circled the back half of the island twice, passing by the staff housing. On her third pass and probably the last, Angelo stepped out onto his porch, watching her with a faintly amused grin on her face. She stuck her tongue out but jogged over anyways. When she wiped the sweat from her eyes and bent over to catch her breath, Willow was pleased to see him staring at the rise and fall of her chest.



“Eyes up, Mr. Angelo,” she teased him, and he straightened even more, if that was possible.



“Want to spar?” he asked, trying to play it cool.



She laughed softly. “Glass of water, and then yes.”



He headed back inside and brought out a pair of sports bottles filled with cool water. Once she’d taken a swig, they took up spots just feet away from the ocean’s reach. Their eyes roamed freely over each other as they stretched, Willow in her jogging outfit, him in a pair of loose flowing pants, another white tee, and an unbuttoned Hawaiian shirt over all of it.



Anyone on the island could come to Angelo for sparring exercises. He offered it freely and loved to teach. Both Kirk and Willow trained with him religiously in their early years working together, Willow because she had a crush on the man and Kirk because he liked the physicality of it. She knew from Kirk’s updates that Rafael took advantage of it on a nearly daily basis too in his quest to drop weight.



One of Angelo’s most important lessons early on was to keep a safe space between them when they weren’t padded up. Another was to not fall into a routine, and she remembered it now as she launched herself at him with a series of hard, knee-high kicks that might have brought Angelo down if she’d come anywhere near him. At the last one, he snapped forward and caught her ankle. Willow squawked as he used her momentum to keep the kick going and make her pivot too far, sending her crashing on her side.



She picked herself up, shivering delightedly at his self-satisfied grin. Oh, she’d make him pay for that.



A one-two combination aimed at his chest was easily dodged, and Angelo shook his head, his eyebrows raised. “You’re rusty.”



“Who was I going to fight with? Clementine?”



This time, he came for her, aiming a foot away from her chin. She jumped back twice, once for the feint and once for the real punch she knew was going to follow it. Angelo could talk a big game, but Willow read people like books and Angelo was her most beloved classic.



“And you’re still predictable,” she taunted him, spinning around backwards and spanking her butt.



He snorted a laugh, and came for her again, this time with an easy four-punch combination. He usually hunched the tiniest bit when he was going to throw a left, but her words must have tipped him off and he gave no tell this time, his hand sailing harmlessly above her head. Willow tried to get in close for a shot to the side of his jaw, but Angelo spun with her as she came for him, grabbing her waist.



“Too slow,” he murmured, squeezing her abs. She tried to stomp his foot and he backed away, laughing.



They took turns throwing combinations at each other, pushing further down the beach into the surf. Usually Angelo took his sparring seriously, but that day he was playful, even a little silly. When she kicked up at him and sent a spray of water against his leg, he dove for a length of seaweed to brandish like a whip. She yelped and dodged away, laughing as he chased her. The upper hand went to her when she waded out further, the water knee high, and started splashing him with her cupped hand. Angelo twisted out of his Hawaiian shirt, tossed it to the beach behind him, and dove after her as she kept up the assault. Their sparring started up again out in the water, closer and slower this time, their blows more like slow, lazy yawns than punches or kicks.



She twisted into one of his punches, getting him around the waist and tangling her foot in his. They went down together, him probably on purpose, she wanted to hope, and crashed into the water, Willow still holding him. They rolled together into shallower waters and the wet sand, Willow winding up on top. The wet fabric of her running shorts and her bra clung to her frame, and he drank her in, his hands clasped loosely around her waist.



Their smiles faded. Her knees were planted on either side of Angelo’s groin, her clad sex poised right above his. She tossed her red hair back, knowing what it did to emphasize her breasts.



“Willow.” He whispered the word so faintly it barely carried over the tide.



She leaned down, her mouth inches from his. “Tell me why,” she murmured.



His throat worked as a wave of water washed halfway up his body. “You were so young…”



“That’s bullshit and you know it. I was nineteen.”



He shook his head. “That’s not what I meant. That’s never what I meant.”



“Goddamn it, Angelo. I was a woman, not a kid.”



“You didn’t know who I was.”



“Stop pointing the fucking finger at me and tell me what your hang-up was,” she said, rolling off him and sitting up in the wet sand. “If you don’t want me to chase you, Angelo, then tell me now. I’ll leave you ah…” Her voice cracked, and she blinked away tears. “Alone. If that’s what you really want.”



“Willow, I…”



“I get it now. How pushy I was, and I’m sorry. But Angelo… I figured something out. I love you so much I’d let you go. If that’s what you need.”



He stared at her, forming the word on his lips. Love. They stared at one another for a long time before he sat up, looking out at the water. Without a word, he stood up, collected his shirt, and headed for his house, slamming the door behind him.



* * *



Willow stumbled out of the trees almost right on top of Veronique.



Damn it.



She didn’t want to talk to anyone. She wanted to head back to her house, pack her things, and leave. Rio, maybe. She’d yet to go. Or Cartagena, maybe. Or… anywhere, just so long as it was as far away from that stubborn jackass as she could get.



But Veronique batted away Willow’s defenses, and knew immediately Angelo was the root of her frustration and her tears. Damn the sweet blonde and her guilelessness. And her kind, intelligent eyes. And her friendliness. And her… well, okay, Veronique was pretty cool.



As they headed to the villa together, Willow found herself opening up the tiniest bit to her new friend. It felt good to talk, despite her reservations, and she almost asked Veronique into her place for an iced coffee and a good long chat about men and the knives Willow would like to stick in them. But Kirk was just finishing up with Agustin and Lucius. One kiss on Veronique’s cheek, and Willow knew she couldn’t keep her friend away from her brother. Their love was too new to taint with her gloomy attitude, and she watched them head down one of the paths together to talk and probably get up to some fun. Sighing, Willow silently wished them well, and decided to head in to take a nap.



Her sleep was dark and full of nightmares, most of them spinning off from one particularly nasty dream about coming out of the elevator in her old office in Denver to find everyone sick with some terrible disease. She woke half-twisted in a tangled mess of blankets, sweaty and gasping Clementine’s name to warn her not to go into the break room. Ugh.



There was still plenty of time before dinner, so she slipped on her swimsuit and grabbed a towel to go get in a swim in the ocean. When she hit the beach, a trio of friendly vacationers invited her to play a game of cornhole with them. Happy to both have a distraction and because she’d found more decent strangers on the island who didn’t treat her like a bug to be examined, Willow gladly joined in. They threw beanbags at the targets until it was nearly time for the family dinner, and Willow excused herself, promising to catch up with them again another time for more games. She took a quick dip in the ocean to cool down and headed for home.



It was amazing how a little friendliness from strangers and a great meal with the people she loved relaxed her. True, maybe throughout dinner with the family, she thought about punching Angelo right in his stupid mouth a few times, but apart from that, it was a delight. Rafael started things off with a sweet thanks to her and Kirk for the opportunity to work for them on the island. She loved the big goofball and was so thrilled to see him doing well, especially given how badly off he’d been when they met, not to mention the trouble between him and Sander when he first came to the island.



The plentiful wine got to Willow as she snacked on her second piece of chicken and the delicious quinoa that Savini knew she loved. She started telling stories about her travels, knowing she was probably hogging the spotlight and that she should let other people talk, but she was just so happy to be back among everyone, even if she had a nagging feeling that maybe coming home wasn’t what was best for Angelo.



Maybe this was the high point she could hold onto if she was truly to set Angelo free. Maybe it was time to say goodbye to Rahu for good.



* * *



The siblings and Veronique sat together with their feet swirling in the villa’s pool, listening to the music wafting up from the beach. Willow loved the bonfires during these outings for the Wisps of You and A Rare You customers. Sometimes the staffers did them on their own time, and those were great too, but there was always so much energy, so much passion when they held them for the vacationers. She yearned to be among them, and thought she might slip away soon to join them. It might be for the last time.



“I should go to Detroit with them,” Willow said. She’d been thinking how to do this since dinner, and decided on the trip with Lucius and Agustin. After Detroit, she could fly away. She was already drafting a letter of resignation in her head to leave Kirk as the new CEO of Siblini.



“They’ll be fine, Willow,” Kirk said serenely.



“Yeah, but having one of us there would give it more punch.” That, at least, was very true.



“We don’t need Detroit. It would be nice to give back, but if they opt out of the shipping center, oh well.”



“We’d be out months of work-” Willow started to say, but her brother interrupted her. Ass.



“Let’s stop the act. We both know it’s not Detroit you’re worried about. It’s staying.”



Crap.



 
 How had he known?



Veronique went still, like a rabbit sensing a predator was on its way. “I should leave you two to it.”



“No,” Willow said. It was selfish, but she wanted Veronique around as much as possible. The looks Veronique was sharing with Kirk were already meaningful and deep, and she wanted to revel in the early stages of their relationship and get to know the wonderful woman. “Stay. You know some of it. I… have a lot of feelings for Angelo.”



“You said love earlier,” Veronique said. Damn her and her sharp memory of things that had happened just hours ago.



Willow nodded. “Yeah. It’s complicated. And I may have made a mistake thinking it was requited.” Maybe. Damned if she knew. “When I was younger and he blew me off, I got it. There’s an age gap. At the time, I was pretty naïve. I thought then he wanted me and cared for me, but he felt like it was inappropriate for a thirty-five-year-old guy to lust after a nineteen-year old. I don’t think he was right, but I at least understand his reasoning. I thought when I was older, he might see things differently, but then he started dating this woman, Lucy. Not that he hadn’t had dates or girlfriends before, but Lucy was… different. Serious. It hurt, and I started spending more and more time away from the island even after they broke up. I thought maybe I’d meet someone else, but all this time, it’s been him. And now I’m starting to realize maybe…” She reached up and pinched the bridge of her nose. “Maybe I’m just crazy.”



“You’re not,” Kirk said softly.



“I’m pushing him too hard, Kirk,” Willow admitted. “He might think if he rejects me his job’s on the line and I don’t want him to leave you or Rahu. But I look at him, and there’s still that lust there, yeah, but I also see so much more. A good man. Devoted. Kind. Strong. I c-can see him being a man I want to raise children with. I don’t care about the age difference or my money. If that’s what’s making him hesitate, I’d quit tomorrow if it meant being with him.”



Veronique and Kirk looped their arms through one another’s, and Kirk leaned over to kiss her on the head before turning his attention back to his sister.



“I don’t know, Willow,” he said. “But I know when I talk about you, he lights up. I know when he comes into my house and sees your pictures, he stops. Doesn’t ever fail. When he dated Lucy and they broke up, it was because he was hung up on someone. I’d bet a hell of a lot of money that was you.”



Willow dabbed away her tears. “I just don’t know what to do.”



“Be here,” Kirk said softly. She sank into one of his hugs. If hugging was a professional sport, Kirk could take home the gold. Or the trophy. Or whatever it would be. “Running won’t give you the answer. Don’t push. Just be.”



The comforting jerk was right. That was why she’d come home, after all. But Willow’s instincts still told her to cut and run. “Mm.”



“Wait, running…” Veronique mumbled. “You know, maybe it’s not my place, but if you really wanted to twist the knife in, go with me tomorrow. Besides, I’d love the company. I’ve never been to Miami before and Kirk is going off on some super-secret spy mission.”



“Spy mission?” Willow asked Kirk, confused. She understood seeing off Lucius, Agustin, and Howard, but what did he have to do in Miami?



Kirk’s smile reminded her of him in his teenage years back, dopey and huge. “Tell you later. She’s right, though. Especially if we only tell him five minutes before we go.”



It was a good idea. Take some time to cool off, hang out with Veronique and Kirk, maybe get in some sightseeing. Oh, hell, she could finally visit Harrison’s art exhibit. She really should have done that on the way to Rahu and this was a chance to rectify that. And the opportunity to poke Angelo the tiniest bit? That was too delicious to pass up.



“This could be fun. I like it. I’m in.”



* * *



Much as she would have loved to visit with Kirk and Veronique on board the yacht, Willow hated any early morning when she wasn’t working, and headed down to the master cabin in the lower deck, grunting a hello to Miles, Howard, Mia, Agustin, and Lucius as she stumbled her way down the stairs. The yacht had two cabins, and while the guest cabin – usually Kirk’s when they traveled together – was nice but cozy, the master was as spacious as a small hotel room. The bed was a good-sized queen, and against one wall was a desk with a pop-up apparatus for their laptops. Hers was there and waiting for her, and she eyeballed it, thinking about buying that ticket to South America. But Veronique’s plan was a good one, and Willow instead barely managed to strip down to her panties before she flopped onto the bed.



Travel by ship soothed her in a lot of ways, and Willow slept soundly until a rhythmic thumping woke her. One eye fluttered open, and she stared up at the ceiling, wishing murder and plagues on Agustin and Lucius. There was no chance of falling back asleep with that kind of racket going on, so Willow stumbled into the master cabin’s bath to freshen up and dress before heading back up. Miles and Howard, seated at a massive console, glanced up and acknowledged her with a nod and a commiserative smile respectively.



“Sorry. I should have stopped this,” Howard said. “She can be… very enthusiastic.”



“Don’t tell me you know from experience,” Willow groaned. Howard, usually as emotionless as a brick, smiled, then stomped it back down into his usual bland stoicism.



“Lucky bastard,” Miles muttered. “Uh, sorry, ma’am.”



“It’s all right,” Willow said. She left them and headed for the guest cabin just a few feet and a set of steps away. Mia’s laughter bubbled out from behind a closed door, and turned into a deep, throaty moan. Willow cleared her throat and pounded on the door. The moaning never stopped, but a few moments later, the door opened.



Lucius, his wet, extraordinarily long cock glistening, was looking over his shoulder at an also very naked Agustin being ridden by Mia in very enthusiastically bouncy way. Christ, but the woman’s boobs were unbelievably big.



“Finally decide to join in, How-?” Lucius said, then finally looked at just who it was who had answered the door. He gulped. Willow gulped.



Very quietly, her eyes fixed on her employee’s face and definitely not any lower, Willow said, “We will never, ever speak of this again.”



“I am completely okay with that,” Lucius said.



Mia, bobbing happily on top of Agustin, gave Willow a shy wave. “Hi!” she called, just before the other woman jerked the door shut just as fast as she could manage.



* * *



Before she headed up to the flybridge, Willow banged around in the galley in order to give them some advance notice she was coming up. She’d already seen enough dong that day and certainly didn’t want to see her brother’s.



When she came up with a trio of smoothies in hand, the pair were both red-faced and composing themselves. As they sipped and chatted some, Willow watched the two fondly. Whether they knew it or not, they were already flowing together, their bodies responding as naturally to one another as a married couple might. His hand found an easy purchase around her shoulders, her head nestled just so against Kirk. This was the most relaxed Willow had ever seen her brother around anyone, and it came as no surprise what he told her when Veronique slipped below deck.



“All right,” Willow said, scooting closer and settling her bottle on a table. “Why are you really going to Miami?”



Kirk’s gaze flicked to the stairs, then back to her. Leaning in so his voice couldn’t be heard in case Veronique came back up at the wrong time, he murmured, “For a ring.”



Willow clapped a hand to her mouth. Her eyes couldn’t have widened any further. There was no physical way that could happen.



“Hear me out. I know it’s impulsive and it’s way too soon and whatever else you’re going to say, but you were so right about her. On every level, she’s made me happy in a way I kind of thought was a myth. And I know we haven’t had a chance to really test our relationship, but she’s it for me. If it’s not her, it’ll never be anybody. And I know you understand that.”



Willow nodded, hand still at her mouth. The tears burning her eyes threatened to spill over, but she fought them back so Veronique wouldn’t see them when she came back. Still not saying a word, she grabbed her brother in a tight hug.



“Do you think I’m crazy?” Kirk asked her.



“Yes,” she whispered, her voice choked. “But all the best things in life happen because someone decides to be a little crazy.” She kissed his cheek and took his hands. “Kirk, of course you have my blessing. She’s the sweetest woman I think I’ve ever met. I want pictures. I want to know every ring you’re looking at.”



He laughed, saw she was serious, and nodded, his eyes twinkling. “You bet. Okay, game faces. She doesn’t know yet.”



“Oh man, oh man, oh man, this is… I’m… no words, Kirk. I’ve got no words. Proud of you, little brother.”



His eyes lost their good humor and he squeezed her knee. “That means the world to me.”



* * *



Willow might have spent the whole day moping about Angelo if Veronique wasn’t quite so breathlessly capable of drawing her out of her shell. Her brother’s love gaped at everything with an endearing enthusiasm. Nothing escaped her attention, from the children running around playing at the aquarium to the penguins waddling this way and that, staring at their human visitors with lazy curiosity. Veronique would have easily spent hours just looking at one exhibit or another. Everything was new to her. Everything was beautiful and fresh.



There was definitely some apprehension on her part, though. Veronique was almost submissive in following Willow around, as though she were scared she might do or say something wrong that would snap her out of this new dream world she was living in. That wasn’t an attitude Willow could easily change. After all, they’d only known each other a whopping three or four days. But when they went to see the museum housing Harrison’s exhibit, Willow was pleased to see Veronique wander a bit, taking in the eccentric art pieces she liked.



Harrison was a good guy, one of the few honest friends Kirk – and by association, Willow – made in his formative years. Back then, school seemed to be a competition of who had more, but Kirk and Harrison had never really been interested in that dogpile. Willow, unfortunately, had, but she grew out of it. Harrison had always been a guy with his head in the sky, never really paying much attention to school while he doodled, drew, painted. When he finally made the decision to try to take his artwork and go professional, Willow and Kirk were his biggest initial patrons, and Kirk helped him secure a job as an illustrator for a major men’s magazine. Though the magazine had since shut down, Harrison used the platform to leap into a series of cartoonish portraits of women of all types in erotically charged positions of power and subservience alike. It was a fantastic display too, in a quiet but central location. Willow loved it, and even found herself mildly turned on by some of the cartoons.



The rest of that day was just as fun. The Art Deco district wouldn’t have been her first choice for lunch, but it was one of those prerequisites you had to do once while you were in Miami, and Veronique really seemed fascinated by the architecture. That gave Willow an idea for another museum they could hit that afternoon.



At lunch, Veronique tried her damnedest to hide a tiny raise of her eyebrows at the prices. She was cute, trying to order the second-cheapest item on the menu so she could avoid the obvious play of ordering a side salad, but Willow spoke up and ordered them both a salad with crab meat.



Veronique bit her lip. “It’s a fine line. I don’t want to seem like I’m with Kirk for his money. But on the other hand, I’ll admit, I couldn’t just eat at a place like this with my own.”



Willow reached across and took her friend’s hands. “I can’t claim to know what that’s like and I won’t try. Kirk and I, we came into our money through our dad and our family. But I can tell you this. We like sharing. Even if you weren’t with Kirk, we’re happy we can do this. I know it’s not easy and it’s going to take time, but let go. Relax.” She winked. “Besides, I know that credit card’s limit and you’re not going to make us beggars overnight if you decide you want Rangoon.”



“Thank you, Willow,” Veronique murmured. They squeezed hands, and the next time the waiter came by, she asked, very quietly and blushing hard, if she could get a peach nectar mocktail she’d seen on the menu too. Willow sipped her water and smiled.
 Atta girl.



An architectural exhibit at another museum brought a big, goofy smile to Veronique’s face, and while it didn’t hold much interest for Willow at first, the other woman’s excitement over learning about the buildings from the city’s past and how they’d evolved culturally was definitely infectious. At one point, Willow realized the smile she’d forced herself to wear that morning to cover the pain she was feeling about Angelo had turned genuine. This wasn’t just a good time. It was a great one.



They capped it off with a fun afternoon and early evening at a giant games park. Teaming up with Veronique for some laser tag domination was the best part of the trip, bar none. The blonde had some skills. But Willow definitely could have done without the damn bumper boats. The things spun too fast and never in the right direction.



The evening wrapped up with a food tour and bar hop, culminating in a salsa club Kirk liked. Willow followed her friend and brother up to a VIP room, but when they could barely keep their hands off each other, she hurried away before they just went ahead and ripped each other’s clothes off, her presence be damned. It turned out to be a fun night for Willow. A pair of gay men made for great dancing partners, and she even got to teach them some steps from places she’d visited all over the world. They promised to meet up again if she went out dancing the next night too, but that wasn’t meant to be.



The next morning saw Willow, Kirk, and Veronique hit the Everglades, where Veronique couldn’t hide her fears about a super-gator deciding to make a snack out of their boat or a snake devouring all three of them. Then came more museums, with Kirk generally trailing behind and staring at Veronique’s butt all day, happy little sighs escaping him from time to time. The ring he planned to propose with was safely on board the yacht, tucked away in a hidden nook no one but the ship’s owners and Miles would know about. Willow thought maybe he’d propose there in Miami, but he didn’t know yet how he was going to do it and didn’t want to half-ass it.



That night, as they prepared for more evening fun, they got the call about the storm nearing the island, and all the fun was sucked out of the evening. Willow tried not to pace, failed miserably, and hung on every word they got from the news on Kirk’s hotel room’s television.



The all-clear from Carolina and Wardell relieved them some, but Rafael had been hurt, and because of that heartbreaker Jamie. Willow vowed to have a word with her or ten, or maybe even throw her off the island. She wanted to like Jamie, but this was damn near inexcusable. When she vented her anger to Kirk, he asked her to calm down and breathe, that she was upset because one of the family had been hurt and that these things happened. He was right, but she was still determined to chew the woman’s ass out.



The trip, fun as it was, needed to end so they could get back to the island and help out if Carolina and Wardell were underselling the extent of the damage. Maybe there wasn’t anything they could do, but both siblings felt like it was their responsibility to be there for the cleanup. Their plans changed when Willow got the call about Liza, the old woman who inadvertently started Willow’s fascination with Veronique. She was cleared to begin her vacation, and though there would be a staff change soon, Willow decided it would be fun to surprise Veronique and go pick Liza up for a ride on the yacht.



When she realized the purpose of their detour, Veronique was overjoyed. She practically dragged Liza on board herself, and the two caught up while the siblings snuck away so Kirk could show Willow the ring. Platinum-banded with a square setting, the diamond in the middle was joined by smaller brethren running up and down the band. She held a hand to her breast while she stared at it this way and that in the morning sun.



“It’s amazing,” she breathed.



“You’re not going to believe this,” Kirk said.



“What?”



“First one I looked at. Swear. Peeked in the case, saw that one, and had it pulled out so I could take a picture to compare it to the rest of the day. Every place I went, nothing came close to that one. It was… weird.”



“Not weird,” Willow said, her throat tight. “A sign.”



“You and your signs.”



“Tell me I’m wrong.”



He laughed and hugged her tight, but Kirk most definitely did not tell her she was wrong.



* * *



When they neared the island, Kirk noticed Willow’s nervousness and stood with her near the bow.



“It’s going to be okay,” he told her.



Willow shook her head. “You can’t possibly know that.”



“Yeah, well, it will.”



“When he tells me to back off-”



“If.”



Willow glared at him. “If he tells me to back off, don’t try to change his mind. I’ve chased him long enough. It’s time I grow up.”



“All right. And you promise me no more running.”



“I promise.” Willow glanced back towards the seats where Veronique and Liza were chatting excitedly. “She’s a big part of why. It’s not just that she’s right for you. I really like her too. That’s the most fun I’ve had in… hell, since you and I bombed around Edmonton incognito.”



His eyes lit up. “We really need to do that again.”



“Hell yes we do. Christmas, maybe?”



“That sounds amazing. Or maybe I’ll take a sabbatical too. Hurricane season’s coming. What do you say?”



“Absolutely,” Willow said. She leaned up and pecked her brother on the cheek. “Love you. I know she’ll say yes.”



His eyes went immediately wistful. “I hope so. God, do I hope so.”



A squelch of sound came over the yacht’s intercom. Miles said nothing. He didn’t need to. Kirk gestured at Veronique and pointed ahead of them.



Rahu.



Home, again.



* * *



Much as she wanted to tell off Jamie and check on Rafael, Willow’s thighs clamped together when she saw Angelo storming back and forth on the pier, his blazing eyes tracking every motion of the yacht. Kirk told her to go on ahead and he’d take care of checking on Raf, and Willow was the first down the gangplank, walking right into the arms of her impossible love.



“With me. Now,” he growled, loud enough that everyone nearby heard. He took her hand, not asking, and pulled her along the pier.



“I can walk by myself,” Willow muttered, but he paid her no mind and kept her hand in his as they hit the beach and stomped towards the private residences. A few vacationers were playing bocce ball and she waved at them with her free hand. One of the staffers started jogged down to meet them, but Angelo gave them such a stare that they faltered and stopped twenty yards away.



When they neared his place, she realized his grip had loosened and he now only held her hand because it was what he wanted. Still she let herself be led up his stairs to his front porch, and inside. The staff housing were all one bedroom tiny bungalow styled houses, just big enough to fit the necessities of life on the island. Angelo’s place was filled with small, tasteful laminated prints and a few pictures. Almost every one of them featured Willow in some combination with Angelo or Kirk, but largest and most central was a picture they’d taken together on one goofy day on the Promenade des Anglais. Willow, twenty or twenty-one at the time, rode Angelo piggyback, red hair blowing across her face, grinning. She’d claimed to be too tired to walk, and he told her gruffly he’d carry her that way. She called his bluff, and he hers, carrying her on his back for the better part of half a mile.



It was one of her best memories.



The man Willow loved kicked the door shut behind them and spun her. “I thought you were gone,” he shouted.



“Would you have wanted that?” Willow asked him, her voice more than a whisper. She didn’t have anything left to shout at him. All there was, was this moment.



His eyes wild, his breath coming hard, Angelo grabbed her shoulders. Instead of kissing her, like she thought he might, his voice dropped to match hers. “Christ. Willow. No. Never.” He licked his lips and repeated himself. “I thought you were gone.”



“No more running.”



His hands came off her shoulders, staying in midair for a long, uncertain moment. Then his hands cupped her cheeks, thumbing her delicate skin, and Angelo leaned in to kiss her. His lips were tough and chapped, hers warm and soft, and they offered them to one another, chaste brushes while they spoke a quiet conversation with their eyes. Slowly, so slowly, he clutched her to him, his arms coming around her back, and their kisses deepened. They took their time. There was no assurance there would be more than this moment, so they took what they could and gave themselves back.



Angelo guided her blindly across his tile floors, past the couch and his coffee table, through a door as her hands wrapped around his neck, and he was lifting her, his hands under her thighs, her legs coming around to circle behind his back. Angelo settled her back gently on the bed, her feet crossing somewhere just above his butt, and slowly he rubbed himself against her through their clothes, moaning softly against her lips on the edge of the bed.



With one hand on the back of his neck to pull him after her so there could be no break, no way for him to rethink this, Willow slid slowly up the bed, coming to rest against a stack of pillows bearing a vestige of his natural musk and aftershave. Angelo’s hands gripped her ass, squeezing it, his kisses turning hungrier and hungrier, chasing after her lips like they were a meal to be devoured. Willow panted his name into his mouth, feeling his hardness press against her shorts through his slacks, and she squeezed her legs tighter, grinding against him as best she could while they made love to each other with their lips. Her body was ready and they hadn’t even removed their shoes yet. So close to the edge.



“Angelo, my sweet Angelo,” she whispered, her eyes squeezing shut, and she gasped, a wordless, quiet thing as she crested, her back jerking once, twice. His body tightened to hers as Willow came, breathing words into her mouth she longed to hear.



“Beautiful, so beautiful,” Angelo said, his cock rubbing a rhythm against her.



She pulled herself away from his mouth to whimper against his neck, “You made me…”



“I know.”



“Help me, Angelo, I need you so much and I don’t know what to do.”



“It’s okay, it’s okay,” he whispered. Slowly he backed away from her, his hands going for the buttons on his shirt. She lay back, the heat from the orgasm giving her a flush as she sucked on a finger, watching him undress. He did it without shame, neatly, precisely, removing each article of clothing and placing them on the corner of the bed by his feet.



Angelo glanced down at his hardness then back up at her. “If we do this, there’s no coming back for me, Willow.”



“Me either. Is that okay?”



Angelo nodded. Despite being middle-aged now, he was still incredibly fit – not quite a six pack, but he was definitely carrying muscle over his frame. Along his chest and stomach were tattoos, rough ones. She’d seen them before when he’d go swimming or work out shirtless, and it always made him uncomfortable for her to stare. But she did now, and reached out unashamedly to trace them.



“That’s what I was always afraid of,” he said, holding her eyes. “That it was these you were attracted to. Do you know where they came from?”



She nodded, emotions swirling up inside her. Chains, linked together. A spiked tire. A jagged ugly skull, drawn like it had been designed by a third-grader.



Prison tattoos.



“Do you know what they mean?” Angelo asked her quietly. She nodded again, still staring at them, then up at him. His smile was broken and ugly, but he didn’t back down. “I was in prison before I was even eighteen. Your dad hired me and some of my friends from an anger support group I was court-ordered to attend when I was released. He needed security guards and none of us were junkies, so he could pick us up a dime a dozen. Your dad might not have given a damn about me, but I had a second chance and I wasn’t going to lose it.” He drew in a breath and sighed as he began to unbutton his pants. “Everyone else from that group quit or got fired. But I ground it out. Every day. And then he asked me to come work for you. In the earliest months, he wanted me to spy on you.”



“I kinda figured that.”



“You did?” he asked, surprised. When Willow nodded, he shook his head. “Should have known. Problem was you.”



“What did I do?”



He stared at the wall above her. “You pissed me off.”



Willow laughed. “What?”



“Oh yeah. Big time. You were smart, and sexy, and you had more money than God, and you kept trying to blow every opportunity and turn life into a party.”



She felt as if she’d been slapped. “I’ve apologized.”



“I know. And I know you mean it. But you asked for the truth from me always once and I’m telling you. I couldn’t be with someone like that. Even if I was falling for you.”



“You were?”



“You always knew I was.” He leaned down to kiss the corner of her mouth and pulled back again. “But when I knew I was… in love with you-”



Willow’s breath caught in her throat and she blinked away tears.



“-I thought you might love me for the wrong reasons. Because I was dangerous and fighting for you. Because you knew who I was and what I’d done and that’s what you found attractive.”



“No,” Willow breathed. “Angelo, no. It was never about that. I love you for you.”



He traced the chain link tattoo. “The stories behind these…”



“I don’t care about them.”



“You should.” His anger seemed more directed inward than at her, and his gaze drifted away from her. “They’re a part of me.”



“People change. You changed.”



“I wake up…” Angelo licked his lips and refocused on her. “I wake up screaming sometimes.”



“Would you hurt me?” Willow asked quietly. She sat up and took his hand and kissed it.



“I thrash around sometimes when-”



“Consciously. Would you ever hurt me?”



He swallowed. “No. Never.”



She rose to sit up on her knees, at eye level with him. “You were probably right. There was a time in my life I couldn’t have dealt with this. And yeah, there was a time when I probably would have been turned on by how dangerous I thought you were. But I’ve seen you for who you are for a while now and I’m not that naïve young woman anymore. I want a man, Angelo. I want someone who’s been through the fire and come out the other side. I want someone reliable, someone who’s always waited for me. And you have, haven’t you? All this time, I thought it was me waiting for you, but it wasn’t.”



He looked down at the tiny space between them and whispered, “I’ve loved you for so long.”



They kissed, her tears falling on his rough cheeks. He held her to his chest, and she said, “I know there aren’t easy answers and I’m not promising you any. And I don’t expect you to be okay. I just want us to be.” She broke away and stared at him. “That’s so much more than enough for me. Is it enough for you?”



For an answer, he helped her out of her shirt. Slowly. So slowly. He watched every inch of her be revealed to him, his eyes so tired and sad. When she pulled the shirt up and over her head and dropped it off the side of the bed, she cupped his face and kissed him again. Searching his eyes, she murmured, “Make love to me?”



“You’re sure?”



Her mouth turned up and she nodded. “Yes. More than ever. I love you, Angelo.”



“I love you.”



He guided her back down to the nest of pillows and helped her with her shorts. She brought her knees up, feeling like this was her first time again as he inspected her low-rise thong and the matching bra. He eased out of his boxers, and slid forward so he could lean down and kiss Willow some more, their lips hesitant to part from each other. From there on the bed, she could hear the ocean through his open window, and her breathing slowed to match it.



Angelo’s touch was patient, slow. His fingers fluttered on her skin, barely brushing her calves as he traced them, spread them wide. Barely brushing along her thighs, teasing a tiny mole there. Barely brushing her hips, sliding over the fabric of her panties. Barely brushing her stomach, teasing her cute little belly button. Barely brushing her breasts, his breath leaving him in a long exhalation into her mouth as he found her peaked nipples and teased them. Barely brushing her neck, so delicate, so kissable, and he did, with the same slow, easy passion. And barely brushing her face, her cheeks, her ears, her chin, until he came back to her cheeks again and kissed her deeply, holding her face as their hunger began to take over their love.



Still, Angelo was patient, and slid back down her body, this time tracing his lips along the same path. She loved how gentle he was, how careful, how worshipful. His eyes slowly lost the sadness, replaced with a twinkle she hadn’t seen all day as he reached her nipples again. Through the fabric of her bra, he sucked each one into his mouth, his hand sliding down between her legs, brushing the panties against her sex. The motion made her jump, and Willow clutched his head to her breast.



“Keep doing that,” she begged.



He smiled and nipped the fabric of her bra with his teeth, dragging it down and away from her nipple. His fingers kept stroking her, feeling her dampness through the flimsy fabric of her thong as he took the nipple into his mouth, sucking gently at it.



Willow pressed the back of his head tighter to her and moaned, “Yours, all yours.”



He sucked at her harder, alternating every so often with a flick of his tongue as his pace on her pussy quickened. She spread her legs as wide as she could, giving him better access, and sighed with pleasure when he finally tugged the thong aside, his middle finger diving immediately into her warm, wet depths. She clutched harder at his head, squeezing her eyes shut as Angelo began to pump his finger in and out of her. It wasn’t going to get her there, not quite, but then his thumb swiped upwards, once, twice, three times before settling on her sensitive clit. It was so tiny some guys had trouble finding it, but Angelo was feeling her out like they’d done this a hundred times, and at his touch, she began to thrash against his fingers.



“Yessss,” she hissed.



He pushed himself up and switched breasts. With one hand holding her panties aside and the other finger fucking her pussy, he still had nothing to work with but his teeth, so she helped him out, leaning up just far enough to undo the clasp on her bra and toss it aside. Goosepimples popped up across her other breast when a warm breeze wafted through and teased the wetness where he’d just been licking and sucking. His lips circled Willow’s other nipple, but he didn’t suck it for long before he was trailing kisses back up the slopes and along her neck again to her chin and her mouth.



She stared up at him with nearly sightless eyes, lost to the pleasure of the moment. “It’s good, it’s good, Angelo.”



“I’m glad, baby,” he murmured, and kissed her again.



“Could you…?”



“Anything.”



She traced his mouth with one hand and glanced down, blushing and unsure as to why. He glanced down too and smiled back up at her. “I’d love to.”



Angelo slid down her body and she lifted her butt for him so he could slip off her panties. No one had ever made her this wet or this ready to come twice so fast, but when his lips brushed her delicate center, Willow knew she wouldn’t be long before she came again. His mouth sought out her reactions, sucking at her clit, licking it, drawing delightful little patterns across the nub. He spread her wide with his fingers initially, but she brought a hand down and he took the hint, sliding two of his digits back inside her to start back up the finger-fucking while he licked her pussy. The pleasure shot up and through her spine, and down her legs all the way to her curled toes. Good lovers in her past had done some amazing things to Willow, but this had been a decade in the making, together with her greatest love.



And Angelo was so good. So patient. So giving. When Willow cried out again, her limbs writhing, her hips popping with the force of her second orgasm, he eased up but didn’t let her away from him, still gently pleasing her, still keeping her on edge. And when she was ready, when she begged him, Angelo rose up between her legs, stroking himself to full hardness as she whispered to him her love.



His cock spread her, finally coming home. She gripped his back, pulling him down to her so she could kiss his neck when he slid deep. He stayed there a long time, his pleasure evident in the way his eyes came unfocused, and Willow laughed delightedly, softly. He laughed with her, and chased her lips with his.



“Ready?” he asked her.



She nodded. “You?”



“I was thinking maybe we’d go play bocce ball instead.”



She laughed again and slapped his chest. He took that as a sign to get to it, and slowly pulled back from her, nearly to the edge. Their smiles were slow to leave as Angelo built up a slow, easy rhythm, his hands under her hips as he teased her body with his rocking motions.



“Been thinking about this for so long,” he whispered.



“Me too,” she replied, entranced by the rhythm of his flexing body as he drove deep into her.



They rocked together like that for a long while until Willow leaned up to kiss him and asked for him to roll over. She eased down on top of him, taking him deep within herself, but fucked Angelo no harder than he’d been fucking her. Every slow roll of her hips made him brush against her spot, and she closed her eyes and moaned with it, her knees on either side of him. She brought his hands to her breasts, and he leaned up to squeeze them, kiss them, suck on them. Willow’s pace quickened, bobbing instead of rolling.



Angelo, so handsome, his graying hair untamed. She ran her fingers through it, rubbing his temple with her thumbs. He cupped her bare ass, driving back up at her when she began to bounce in earnest, her breaths coming short and hard.



“Oh God, a third time,” she whispered, “so close, so close…”



“Come for me, Willow. My beautiful Willow.”



She squeezed her eyes shut and fell forward, thrusting down at him as her breasts brushed his chest. One of her hands slid down, and though the angle was bad, she managed to get enough brushes of her clit that she was soon gasping against his mouth.



“Ahhhh, yesss, Angelloooo…” she cried.



Her body locked up. She just froze like that, on the cusp of an orgasm, crawling the last few inches. And then her finger against her clit twitched, and she came, her pleasure turning into a wail she was sure could be heard up and down the beach. She collapsed onto him, breathless, and he was pulling out of her, his cock in his hand. Willow found the energy to slide down him, her lustrous red hair falling in waves as she sucked him into her mouth, staring up at him, willing him to come with her eyes as she ran her tongue along his base and took him deep again and again. He warned her but Willow didn’t care. She sucked him deep one more time and held him as he quivered, rope after rope after rope of his warm love hitting her throat, filling her mouth. She swallowed him down, slid off him, and stared up at Angelo as she kissed the tip.



“Willow,” he gasped.



“I love you,” she whispered hoarsely. “Angelo, I love you so much.”



“I love you too,” he murmured.



* * *



The last week with the vacationers was full of drama of its own, but thankfully, not of their making. Theirs became a quiet, comfortable love. The hardest part was over, but as Angelo had told her, his night terrors did come and go. There was no way of helping him through them except by being there for him. Each time, nestling into her helped soothe him, and a couple nights at the end of the week, he slept the whole night through, Willow in his arms.



There came one day when Miles needed Angelo out on the water for a quick run to the mainland. The reasons were highly suspect – something about needing some parts for the island’s generators that easily could have come in on the next ferry or from one of their neighbors coming back and forth. Willow pretended not to know the real reason, even if she’d been faking sleep when Angelo took her hand that morning and tried to measure a certain finger.



The idea of Angelo proposing to her was strange. Wonderful, yes, absolutely, but it already felt like they’d been together for years and years. That didn’t stop her from snooping through his dirty clothes and his things that night when he was in the shower at her place, hoping for a peek at the ring.



Then there was Veronique and Kirk. His own proposal was going to take place when the visitors had all left the island, maybe the night when their employees cooled down with a little party of their own. That made a lot of sense and felt poetic to Willow. He asked if she could use some of the shells she’d collected through the years to help set the mood, and just the thought set Willow to crying.



They talked a lot about the future of the company that week. Both agreed they wanted to keep working, but they wanted to have personal time with their spouses too. It was decided that they’d allow their corporate heads to begin to take larger roles. Willow thought she might take a much longer sabbatical if and when she had children with Angelo. They’d already had that talk, and both agreed they’d like a large family. Angelo was a touch scared about it, but in his love, he saw a wonderful mother who would stand by him and keep him straight.



It finally came time to say goodbye to their new island friends, and the vacationers lined the docks, waving at all the staffers who weren’t helping them on board. There were tears, and laughter, and last-minute photographs. And there was Jamie, too, who Willow had clashed with hard this last week and who she didn’t entirely like even if the man whose heart she’d broken asked her not to hate Jamie. Willow wanted to charge up there and shake her before dragging her back down to Rahu to stay, but Jamie’s mind was made up, even if her face clearly showed a mix of conflicting emotions.



For her friend’s sake, Willow kept her silence. And though she could have easily made the woman’s life a living nightmare, Willow let her go.



The setup to Kirk’s proposal went off damn near perfectly. Carolina and Wardell were tasked with the most difficult part – slipping away from the employee party and setting up the bonfire in secret. They managed it wonderfully, and were joined by a select other few to help with the other preparations, including the seashells. Carolina ninjaed her way back into the party and murmured in Willow’s ear that everything was ready. She nodded at Kirk and stood up, excusing herself as though something important needed her attention.



Carolina took her arm as they traipsed down the trail. “This is so exciting,” she squealed. “Your brother, finally meeting the right one.”



“Do you like her, Nana Lina?”



“So so much. I thought the day we met her she was something special, and then bam, she fit right in with the family like she always belonged there.”



Willow laughed, but the tears were already flowing. “Everything’s changing so fast. For the better, but it’s so intense.”



“Sometimes life is like that, sweetheart.” Carolina looked over at her with glints of meteor light in her eyes. “You spend so long wanting something to happen, and then it does, and it’s so fast you can’t believe it. But then you have the rest of your life to get over the shock of it. To fall in love all over again.”



“You should have been a poet.”



“Who says I wasn’t?”



They neared the beach. Wardell glanced back over his shoulder, apprehensive at first until he saw who it was. “Thought it was the lucky couple and that I should have started this sooner.”



“Nope, but you better do it quick,” Willow said.



He nodded, lit a match, and said, “Here goes.” He lit a length of kindling, and dropped it onto the bonfire. There must have been a touch of lighter fluid on there, because the flames roared up to life immediately. He flicked the match into the fire and turned around. “My Carolina,” he said, holding his arms wide.



“My sweet, silly man.”



The husband and wife of over twenty years embraced, and Wardell glanced over the top of Carolina’s head at Willow. She caught his smile, and returned it.



“What?” Willow asked.



“You’re home. You’re really home.”



* * *



Veronique came down the path with Kirk, stopping when she saw the flowers and the shells in their arrangement. Her hand pressed to her lips, and she slowly stepped towards it all. Willow greeted her with a hug and tears, and kissed Veronique gently on the forehead.



“Whatever you say, thank you for loving him,” she murmured, and she turned Veronique back towards her brother. Kirk knelt in the sand, the spectacular ring in its box in his palm.



“Veronique,” he said, and while she watched her brother propose, Willow cried. For happiness, yes, but for all the time she’d lost and gained with him. With Angelo. With Rahu and their wonderful family, the one they chose. “The morning after we met, I knew I had to try to hold onto you. I didn’t know why then, but it didn’t take long for my brain to catch up to what my heart already knew. You are the person my soul has always needed. Will you marry me?”



Veronique nodded, crying too, struck speechless until she could finally gasp, “Yes, yes, of course.”



Willow pressed her hands together in front of her mouth as Kirk slipped the ring home, laughing, crying, cheering them on as they kissed. Her brother, engaged. Oh, how Willow wished Angelo was there but he had guard duty that night and-



“Wait,” the love of her life said somewhere behind her.



She went stock still. The laughter of the engagement group died as Angelo neared. Kirk said uncertainly, “Is there something the matter with me getting married to Veronique?”



“No.” Angelo pressed his hand to the small of Willow’s back, and he kissed the side of her head, as she still couldn’t move, tears flowing faster and faster. She knew, but she was afraid if she moved, she’d wake up, that all this would be over and she’d be the traveler again, in yet another hotel room, alone, always alone, and she didn’t think she could take that.



Please
 , she pleaded silently. “Let this be real,” she said out loud, not meaning to.



“It is,” Angelo murmured, and kissed her cheek. “I thought since you’ve both changed so many of our lives, I might do this at the same time as Kirk.”



“Wait,” Kirk said, stunned. “No way.” His shock turned into joy, and a grin split his face. “No way!” Beside him, Veronique laughed and hugged him tight.



Angelo was only focused on Willow. He pressed his forehead against hers. “I’ve been in love with you ever since you puked on me. Remember that?”



Willow groaned. “Vividly.” The rest of those gathered laughed, and she shook her head, smiling through her tears.



“I should have been angry. I should have wanted to quit. Instead, I thought to myself, ‘Well, what are we going to get up to next? Where is this crazy woman going to take me?’ Ten years later, I finally know. If you’ll have me.” Angelo knelt in the sand. From his pocket came a small box, and he opened it on a delicate ring with an understated diamond in the middle, and Willow loved it. “No more running. For either of us. If you’ll have me.”



“Yes,” Willow whispered. She fell to her knees, and pulled him in for a long kiss, her tears falling on the sands below. “Yes, Angelo, yes.”



And to the applause and even wilder cheers of everyone around them, Angelo slipped the ring home.









Jamie



 



Contains: Recap of the group play scene from earlier, MF, heavy on the romance



 



The best part about sex with Isaac was just how flexible they both were thanks to yoga and Pilates. It could lead to some wild positions in bed – and out of it. Once, Jamie had given him a blowjob while he stood on his hands with his feet high up on the wall. Why? Well, just because.



After five years of dating, their sex life had cooled but definitely hadn’t fizzled. The night she got the news about the vacation, Jamie wound up on her back, naked on the couch. Isaac got an idea from a porno they’d watched together a few months prior and molded her body to his whims. First he spun her so her back was still on the cushions, but her head was hanging off the front with her legs balanced up on the back of the couch. Then he got on the couch above her, at an angle to her body so he could kneel down and slid the first couple inches of his cock into her. There wasn’t much penetration at that angle for him, and neither of them enjoyed it much, but it got a heartfelt belly laugh out of her when he finally gave up and finished on her breasts.



“Sorry babe,” he said, hopping off the couch.



A tiny flicker of annoyance passed through her when Isaac didn’t offer to help her up. He could be self-centered like that on occasion, despite her trying to teach him otherwise. Birthdays and anniversaries were treated with a nonchalant shrug and a promise they’d do something fun the next weekend. And to be fair, Isaac usually did make it up to her, but it would have been nice to be treated just once like the days mattered. If that had been it, she could have dealt with it, but it was just one of many examples.



When it came to her boyfriends, Jamie liked to be treated like she was special. She liked to have her doors held open for her. She liked men to push in her chair for her, to pull the car around, to offer her their jacket. And Isaac, even after five years together, did absolutely none of those things now. He did, back when they first dated, but it had taken months to get him to do that and she hated treating him like a puppy she was constantly bopping on the nose. So now Jamie let it slide, despite her annoyance as she righted herself.



“Could you bring me a washrag or something?” she called after him.



“What’s that?” he asked, coming back in, still naked and holding a couple bottles of beer. Well, at least he’d brought her a drink. That helped somewhat.



Jamie knew she was being irritable for no good reason. Isaac was a good man, and she thought she loved him. Well… they said the words, and she thought very fondly of him. Five years together, wasn’t that basically love?



The lack of a towel gave her a wicked idea.



“Never mind, I’ll get it,” Jamie said brightly, and swiped a finger across the thin glistening remains of his come across her belly and her breasts. As he watched, grinning, she sucked it down.



“Someone’s a naughty girl today,” he said, dropping onto the couch beside her and handing over the beer.



“Can’t help it. This vacation has me excited.”



“Wish I could take the time off,” he said wistfully. Isaac worked as a crane operator for a large construction company. They were shorthanded and just hitting their stride for the season, and he’d be busy for months.



“Me too,” she said, snuggling in tighter against him. Isaac’s thick muscular arm wrapped around her shoulders and tweaked her nipple playfully. She swatted his hip. “You’re going to be missing out. Island full of hotties.”



“Wouldn’t mind seeing that Veronica in a bikini,” he murmured. They’d never been shy about talking about their attraction to other people. It was one aspect of their relationship she enjoyed. Isaac had been the first to initiate it during a particularly hot make-out session while they were supposed to be watching a friend star in a play. Jamie squirmed a bit too much when she saw a shirtless hottie she knew, and Isaac began teasing her, whispering in her ear all the naughty things he imagined her doing to the guy. A few minutes after he slipped a hand up her skirt, she came like a firecracker. Jamie got her revenge on Isaac the next week, when she rode him pretending to be a sexy mutual friend.



They ramped things up a few times throughout the years. On a vacation to Mexico with friends, they found themselves in a steaming hot tub on a cool night, swapping partners with a pair they trusted. Another time, they rented a room out of town, and brought back a gorgeous statuesque blonde so Isaac could fuck her while Jamie watched, a vibrator in hand. Her favorite was one wild Christmas party with Isaac’s coworkers where she wound up on her hands and knees getting fucked by her boyfriend while his boss crammed his dick into her mouth. Isaac even got a raise out of the deal, so bonus points.



“Veronique’s beautiful, isn’t she?”



“Doesn’t hold a candle to you. But damn, she’s got that whole girl next door thing going on.”



“Mm. I’ll try to get some pictures for you.”



He turned to her, grinning. “Really?”



“I’ll bet I can get us some sexy selfies, sure.”



“Best. Girlfriend. Ever.”



The vacation was an off-and-on topic in the weeks ahead. Jamie’s excitement built, especially when she got the travel packet after submitting all the necessary paperwork and waivers. They’d be flying into Florida, then taking a ferry to a private island about three or four hours east. Everything was included save for taxi fare, and even that could be comped if they kept track of receipts.



All this because she prodded Veronique to wear some sexy underthings. Crazy.



The weekend before Jamie was scheduled to fly out, Isaac made her a special dinner – flank steak on a bed of rice with Brussels sprouts, one of her very favorites.



“Didn’t want you to forget about me while you’re out there,” he said. “Lots of sexy guys. Hell, maybe even a lady or two.”



“You know I wouldn’t. Not without you there,” Jamie replied, studying him. Isaac was often a jealous man, and that could be really fun in a lot of sexy ways, but there was no hint of reproach in his voice.



“That’s… what this is kind of about,” Isaac said, gesturing at the meal. “Babe, I know I haven’t been the best lately. I didn’t do anything special for your birthday-”



“You don’t-”



Isaac held up one of his big, calloused hands. “Stop. Let me finish.” She nodded slowly and he continued. “Same with Christmas. And the last, oh, half dozen times or so we’ve gone out to eat, it’s always been to places I like when I know they’re not your favorite. I’ve been feeling kinda bad about that, and I’ve been thinking.”



“About?”



“Maybe…” Isaac hesitated. “Maybe you have some fun. While you’re there.”



“I plan on it,” Jamie said, chuckling.



“Not the kind of fun I mean, Jamie.”



He never used her first name. That was unusual from Isaac. It was always babe or baby. She glanced up from her steak. “You don’t mean…”



“Yeah. I do.” He licked his lips and leaned in. “I want you to go there, find yourself some vacation strange, and I want you to have the time of your life, whatever that means. And then I want you to come home.”



Oh, holy shit. It made Jamie squirm just thinking about it. Freedom to fuck whoever she wanted. “You know you’re the only guy I need.”



“Yeah.”



“If I do this, there’s no coming back from it. I can’t unfuck people if this is something you decide you don’t want.”



“I do want it, though. For you. I want to see you smile the way you used to. And when you come back, I want to hear about it. No pics, though. Don’t think I could deal with that.”



Her eyes crinkled. “Unless it’s with Veronique.”



“Or some other women, sure. Yeah, we can consider that a permanent rule of our relationship. You get with some hottie, you have my full-on permission. Lez away.”



She laughed softly. “Oh, Isaac. Are you sure? I mean, are you really sure?”



“I am. Is it something you want?”



Jamie licked her lips. “Yes. On one condition.”



“Name it.”



“That librarian, what’s her name? The one that seems to want to learn Braille using your biceps?”



Isaac laughed. “Trixie?”



“That’s it. I want you to go for her while I’m gone. Have your own fun.” Jamie rose from her chair, leaning over the table as she undid the top few buttons on her blouse. “I want you…” She stepped towards Isaac, slipping open another button, her satin and lace azalea bra peeping through, “…to seduce her.” Isaac pushed back in his chair, watching her, a gleam in his eyes. “I want you to sleep with her.” She slid off the blouse, letting it drop to the floor. “I want you to make her yours.” They worked at their pants at the same time, Jamie rising up to meet her. “I want you…” Jamie reached down and gripped his cock through his briefs, staring into his eyes. “…to fuck that big-titted slut in all her holes.” He groaned as their pants slid down to the floor. “And when I come home?” Jamie dropped to her knees to tug down his underwear, his cock poking at her lips. “I want you fucking her while I ride her face.” She devoured him, staring up at her man, her ass pushed out so he could see the fabric of her panties slide disappear into the crack of her ass.



“Oh, fuck, baby,” Isaac groaned.



Her cheeks hollowed as she stared up at him with her pretty doe eyes, sucking his first few inches and stroking the base of his dick. He loved her in sexy underwear, and he’d always loved blowjobs from her more than just about anything else. Jamie worked him in his favorite ways, stroking his shaft, giving most of her oral attention to his tip and the first few inches, stopping now and then to pop off him and suck one of his balls into her mouth. In no time, he was ready to pop, but surprising her, Isaac pulled out of her mouth.



“Not like this,” he grunted, and lifted her to her feet. He pushed Jamie to the dining room wall and bent her over. Her panties were yanked down as she placed her hands against the wall so he didn’t shove her face into it when Isaac fucked her, and she was glad he did. The force with which he entered her would have hurt if she wasn’t so wet already thinking about a line of island guys waiting to have their turn with her. And Jamie was under no illusions that Isaac was thinking about her. Doubtless his relentless fucking came thanks to images of a certain busty librarian bobbing on his dick, maybe fucked over her desk, those tits brushing the cool metal surface.



Her pussy flooded as her mental movies flicked between images of a train of muscled lifeguard types taking her over and over and over again, and the thought of her long-term boyfriend shooting his hot come down the throat of a slutty librarian. Keeping one hand against the wall as Isaac fucked her, she reached down to her clit, nearly jumping at her own touch. So sensitive. So close.



“Right there, baby,” she whimpered.



He groaned in response, lost to his own pleasure and fantasies, but he had enough presence of mind to reach under her with one hand and cup a breast while sliding his other up and down the side of her neck. Jamie had about a thousand hotspot erogenous zones, but her breasts and her neck were two of the most sensitive, and the combined sensations, along with the hard little flicks she was giving her clit, sent her wailing over the edge.



“AhhhhhHHH!” Jamie cried out, nearly losing her grip on the wall as her muscles went limp with the force of her orgasm. Tears slipped down her cheeks as they always did after a big one, and she rested her face on her arm, gasping wordlessly as Isaac’s balls slapped against her.



“Gonna come, babe,” he groaned. She was on the pill so he didn’t pull out, slamming into her with abandon, his ass tensing and relaxing with every thrust. A couple minutes after her own orgasm, Isaac pushed deep one last time and warmth blossomed inside her as he gripped her waist, panting behind her like an animal in the middle of summer.



When he pulled out of her, his come and her fluids slid out of her, dripping to the floor. She spun and knelt, cleaning him off with her tongue, staring up at him.



“So that’s a yes, then?” Isaac asked her, stroking her cheek. Her mouth full of dick, she nodded, and smiled.



* * *



Flying always turned Jamie on. In her job as a junior executive for a communications company, she traveled about two or three times a year for meetings and conferences, and the comfortable earnings she and Isaac made allowed them to vacation frequently. Every time the engines revved up in a plane, Jamie felt it through every inch of her body, often clinging to her armrests with a big, satisfied grin on her face. She and Isaac always tried to either get seats in the front or the back if they were flying coach, giving them the space and a little privacy to fool around discreetly under one of the airline’s blankets. She was a full-fledged member of the Mile High Club, with the caveat that Isaac had only fucked her for a few seconds before slipping back out of the bathroom, both of them playing it like she’d needed his help with something.



A few times throughout the flight, Jamie glanced at Veronique, thinking maybe she’d invite her new friend for a little playtime. She wasn’t quite sure where Veronique fell on that scale. Back when they picked out lingerie at Wisps of You, Jamie thought maybe there had been an opening there, a chance to sample each other. Not wanting to upset her traveling companion, Jamie decided to hold off on any major moves until they were on the island together, but if her hand happened to accidentally brush up against Veronique’s more than once or if she rested it on her friend’s leg, she could play it off as just being physically friendly. No biggie.



The flight did leave her horny, though, and when they finally landed, Jamie was about ready to dive into the nearest bathroom and dig out the bullet vibrator she’d brought with. But Veronique needed to go too, and they headed in together, Jamie biting the side of her mouth to keep from grunting her frustration.



The taxi ride was uneventful, though the walk along the beach to the docks saw some major drama. First they met up with the knockout Mia and a gorgeous redhead traveling companion of hers. Both women, absolutely perfect tens, drew the eye of every guy around them as they walked, and Jamie couldn’t blame them. Mia’s curves and Willow’s grace and sexiness made her already frustrated core practically shout to be licked and flicked.  Jamie walked in a daze, thinking about these three gorgeous women teaming up on her. Was she drooling? Lord, she hoped she wasn’t drooling.



An older woman they passed needed help, and Veronique – of course it would be sweet Veronique – volunteered to stay back with her while the other three ran ahead. Willow took point and somehow got them on board the ferry with almost no questions asked. The captain, a man named Salcido, sent out some men to bring a wheelchair and check on the older woman. Jamie followed along behind them, feeling guilty over leaving her friend behind.



It really did not help her lust any when the three friends – and Jamie was already considering Mia a friend, despite barely having known her – decided to change into beachwear on board the ship, taking turns inside one of the ferry’s bathrooms while the other two waited outside. Veronique remained relatively chaste in sensible shorts, but Mia opted for full-on shock and awe with her too-small bikini top, barely there bottoms, and a sarong that wouldn’t have survived a light breeze. Jamie fell somewhere in the middle, puling on a striped bikini and adding a pair of harem pants. Mia made no secret of giving her an appreciative eyeballing when she stepped out, and Jamie blushed furiously.



Isaac would be creaming in his shorts right now,
 she thought as they returned to the bar, all eyes on the three of them.



* * *



That first day played out pretty lazily for Jamie. By the time she showered in the room she was sharing with Veronique, her friend disappeared, apparently off on a walk. Mia looked to be in the midst of a full-on flirting session with another cute blonde, and Jamie was sorely tempted to join them. Instead, she grabbed her phone and a bottle of sunscreen, and settled onto the edge of a beachside chair to reapply the lotion. She’d done it twice already on the ferry, but given how light her complexion was, it never hurt to be careful, and she intended on soaking up as much sun as possible.



As she worked, she texted Isaac to let him know she’d arrived safely. He asked immediately if she had any treats yet, and she laughed softly. Isaac was almost more into this idea than she was.



Then again, staring after Mia and her magnificently bouncing breasts as she ran through the surf, maybe not.



* * *



The orgy was her first taste of sex on Rahu, and it damn near broke Jamie. She expected her fun on the island to be sort of like her morning treadmill runs – start with a brisk walk, bump it up to a jog, a run, and if she was feeling particularly energized, a sprint. Instead, it felt like Jamie started at a walk and wound up in a rocket ship hurtling towards the sun.



Mia was
 fantastic
 . Her body was as amazing as it promised to be, curvaceous and flexible. And her tongue? Oh holy shit, her tongue. Jamie had never been eaten out so skillfully or so passionately, and she hoped she returned the favor in earnest.



And the three guys, Agustin, Lucius, and Howard, they were skilled lovers too. Agustin had a cock like a firehose and Lucius was even longer, if much thinner. Then again, a can of pop might have been thinner, so really, there was nothing to complain about on Lucius’s end at all. Mia gave Jamie one amazing orgasm, then, as she returned the favor with Mia sitting on her face,, Howard fingerfucked Jamie until she came so hard she thought she was going to pass out.



After that, the night became Mia’s show. Jamie’s fog of pleasure never dissipated completely and she only remembered snippets later. Howard fucking her on the couch, staring at Mia as she took turns blowing Agustin and Lucius. One of them coming all over Mia’s face, her tits, her stomach, and Jamie being guided off the couch to clean her friend up with her tongue. Agustin fucking Mia on her hands and knees while Howard did the same to her, the two women face to face. Sucking Lucius’s cock while Mia was fucked at both ends right beside her. Riding Lucius reverse cowgirl style while Mia slurped on her pussy and his dick, getting pounded from behind by Agustin and that best-of-show cock of his. Then Mia riding Howard beside Jamie and Lucius, sometimes sharing a kiss with Jamie.



And Lucius, long Lucius, the longest Jamie had ever had inside her, decided he wanted to fuck Jamie’s ass, and she was well and truly wiped out by the passion of it all.



How many orgasms? Four? Five? She didn’t know. She remembered loving Lucius’s dick in her. She was so full, and someone’s fingers – maybe her own, maybe Mia’s, maybe one of the guys – at her clit brought her to a screaming orgasm. Mia filled her in on the rest later, how she’d taken all three guys while Jamie recovered on the couch. She solemnly swore no one had done anything to Jamie after the ass-fucking, and she believed her.



But as amazing as the orgasms were, as powerful a memory as the orgy would create in her mind, Jamie never wanted to do anything like it again. In the midst of a sea of cocks and Mia’s wonderful mouth, she found her mental limits. The sex only seemed to charge Mia, but for Jamie, she realized she was only a toy to these men. A fuck-thing, something to be used and discarded. Mia might be different to them. Jamie could sense an animal magnetism particularly when it came to Agustin and Mia, but Jamie was not that kind of alpha female and she had no desire to be.



At one point, full of Lucius’s dick beneath her, all Jamie could think about was that she wished one of these men had held the door open for her. It was such an irrational thought, so bizarrely out of place, but when she woke up in the morning, it was that thought she remembered the most vividly even beyond the pleasure.



* * *



Throughout almost the entirety of the second day, she slept. There was no choice in the matter. Mia was clearly concerned, but Jamie also thought maybe Mia wouldn’t have minded a little wake-and-snack. Jamie had to get away from her. She didn’t regret what she’d done – far from it, as it was an experience she’d have kicked herself for not participating in – but she didn’t want to be in that house any longer.



A few people greeted her on the path back to the beach housing, but that was all Jamie could remember of her walk. She was completely on autopilot, her mind humming away silently, still trying to reboot itself after the half-dozen or so orgasms of the night before and the soreness of every inch of her body, especially her butt and her pussy. As she fumbled open the door to the room she shared with Veronique, Jamie mentally ticked off items she’d need to find later. A heating pad. Acetaminophen. A hot tub, maybe.



She dropped onto the bed and pulled the covers up around her, falling into one of the deepest sleeps of her entire life. When she woke again, she had the vaguest memory of talking to Veronique, and would have dismissed it as a dream if it weren’t for the lukewarm glass of water by her bed. She drank it, got up to go gingerly pee, and ran the shower, wondering just what the hell the rest of the two weeks were going to hold for her after such a jaw-dropping first night.



A trip to the village on the pier provided her with a heating pad and a travel packet of aspirin. Dr. Heidi, as she liked to be called instead of Dr. Golding, doled them out to her with a sympathetic smile and let her know if she needed anything at any time to come by her office there in the villa.



As Jamie came out, one of the men who helped with the previous day’s orientation – Rafi? – walked by with a box under his arm, humming to himself. She recognized the tune.



“Lauran Adamle, right?”



Startled, the head of the villa tripped and nearly lost his balance. “Whoa,” he said, grinning sheepishly. “Damn invisible ninjas tripped me up. Definitely wasn’t my clumsy butt.”



Jamie pressed a hand to her breast. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you like that.”



“Scared? Pfffft. I mean… sure, you’re terrifying and all, but me? Scared?” He held out a hand. “Rafael.”



“Jamie,” she said, taking it and shaking. His hands were rough, but his nails were impeccable. Strange thing to notice, but there it was. It had been a strange couple of days.



“You were at the bonfire last night, right? One of Willow’s friends?”



“Yes, that’s right. I saw you dance with her. You had some pretty cool moves out there.”



“Aw, thanks. Have to have the right partner. Willow’s a good dancer too.”



“Guess she wasn’t quite who she said she was, huh? Wait, am I allowed to talk about that?”



Rafael grinned. “Cat’s out of the bag. I think you’re okay.”



“Cool.” Jamie gestured at him. “Can I help you with that?”



He glanced down, almost seeming surprised by the box still in his arms. “Oh, hey, no, I got this. It’s just going to the general store. The ferry’s guys got a few of the deliveries mixed up. Always happens. Coming to the Rahu Island Wet Willy Grand Sporting Invitational Tournament later?”



Jamie laughed heartily. “I’m sorry, the what? The Rahu Gin Willy…”



Rafael opened his eyes wide. “The Rahu Island Wet Willy Grand Sporting Invitational. It was the highlight of the schedule! Rahu’s most famous export! You have thrown down an insult, and now you have to come.”



Jamie held up her hands in mock defeat, still smiling. “Can’t have you insulted now, can we? All right, I’ll make it.”



“Cool! See you there, spooky person.”



“See you, Mr., uh, Mr. Lauran Ademle hummer.”



“Nice one,” he said over his shoulder as he walked away.”



“Shut it,” Jamie said, still grinning.



* * *



Truth be told, Jamie might have been content just to curl up into a ball if the heating pad and aspirin hadn’t helped, but they did. She felt surprisingly good. Still exhausted and sore, to be sure, but her energy was coming back to her and her head ditched its fogginess. Though she’d missed out on the designated time for a fresh lunch, the cafeteria was open all day and night to anyone, with a selection of foods wrapped and left in a communal fridge and in a variety of plastic containers along a counter. A couple hours before the Wet Grand Willy… Rahu Invitation Only… the contest was set to begin, Jamie grabbed a turkey wrap and a slice of citrus cheesecake, and nibbled on her meal outside the bar, staring at the ocean as she tried to get the lyrics of that Lauran Adamle song out of her head. As she was finishing up the delicious cheesecake and debating on a second slice, a man in an eyepatch and long shorts without a shirt stepped outside, a bottle of beer and a daquiri in hand.



“Looked like you could use a drink,” he said, grinning at her. She had a hard time not licking her lips. The guy was handsome in a rugged way, helped some by the eyepatch and a faint white scar running from his forehead to his cheek.



“Definitely,” Jamie said, grinning. She selected the bottle of beer, thought about it, and took the daquiri too. “Thank you. You’re one of the islanders, right? I think I saw you on the way in.”



It didn’t fail her notice that the guy sucked in his already tight gut, putting his washboard abs on full display for her. Cute. “Yeah. Sander. I’m one of the bartenders here. About to take my break.”



“Jamie.”



“Right. Cool.”



A blonde popped out of the door, tall and lithe and strikingly beautiful. “Sander, I want to go for a walk.”



“Well, Jamie, looks like I’m about to get some exercise. You need a hookup for drinks, you come see me, yeah?”



Jamie tapped the bottle of beer against one of his etched pecs, staring at the very bouncy muscle as it flexed. “I. Will. Uh. Definitely. Do. That.” She glanced up at him smirking. “Uh, if I need a drink.” The blonde glared at her, but mellowed when Sander wrapped an arm around her. He glanced back over his shoulder and winked with his good eye. Jamie stared after him, sipping the daquiri. Whoo boy. This place. This
 place.



* * *



She joined her friends Jamie and Mia at the beach. It was disappointing not to see Willow there, but Jamie supposed she probably had her reasons, catching up with her brother and all. Veronique had a very self-satisfied smile on her face, almost matched by the one on Mia’s.



Raising an eyebrow, Jamie said, “All right, Vee. Talk.”



“What?” Veronique asked, playing innocent.



“You got some. Wait, did you two…?”



Mia and Veronique glanced at each other. Mia immediately wrapped an arm around Veronique, squashing one of her breasts against her friend’s arm. “Oh, Veronique, make love to me again, darling.”



Veronique rolled her eyes and pushed the other woman away teasingly, never seeing the huge eyes of two guys standing behind them at Mia’s words. “We didn’t. But… I may have had a nice time this morning with someone, yes.”



“I’ll have to pry it out of you, won’t I?” Jamie asked.



“Maaaaybe,” Veronique said, grinning.



Rafael called for everyone’s attention not long after. Almost all the island’s staff was there along with the vacationers, so he had to yell to be heard by everyone. Quickly he outlined how the team system would work along with the two-week scoreboard. They dropped their names into a bowl, and the staffers picked them out. Veronique wound up with the nice doctor from earlier, and Mia with Carolina, one of the people who greeted them during orientation. As fewer and fewer names were left in the bowl and Rafael still hadn’t drawn yet, Jamie realized what was going on, confirmed with a wink from their host. Jamie grinned in response and came up with a quick plan.



When he finally drew her name to a round of good-natured applause, Jamie bounded to Rafael, knowing full well how her tiny bikini was showing off her body. She threw her arms wide and grabbed him in a hug followed by a big wet smack to his cheek that left him sputtering and the crowd roaring its approval. Only one person didn’t seem so thrilled, and that was Sander, the bartender she’d just met. His lips were drawn in a tight frown that disappeared when he caught her glancing at him.



Innnnteresting.



Beach bowling was a kick. Sander and an older gentleman she thought might have been named Jack were their opponents. They all shook hands like this was some kind of formal thing, and it didn’t fail Jamie’s notice that Sander squeezed Rafael’s hand extra hard.



“Good luck,” the bartender said to her, and finally let go of Rafael’s hand.



“Dude,” said Rafael, holding up his hand and staring at it. “Breaking my bones is a pretty solid strategy.”



Jamie and Rafael lost, much to the delight of Jamie’s backstabbing friends. She decided to stick around and watch the last of the games and help Rafael with the leaderboard, a drink for both of them in hand. An unexpected couple joined them sometime through the games – Willow and Kirk, stepping down the path from their villa. Kirk shocked the hell out of most of the staff and Jamie when he leaned in to give Veronique a very friendly kiss.



So that was who her friend hooked up with.
 Amazing pull. Well done, Veronique.



After the game, Jamie joined Mia, Veronique, Willow, and Kirk. Willow apologized for her deception, but Jamie got it. Given the opportunity, she probably would have pulled the same prank on her siblings. Not that any of them owned an island. Mia wandered off to find her new boy toys, and Veronique hung with Kirk like a lovestruck puppy. Cute. Rafael invited Jamie to an informal pinochle tournament some staffers and older vacationers were thinking about, and she accepted, wondering if Sander would still be bartending.



“Gotta keep the team together, right?” she asked, grinning.



* * *



The pinochle tournament turned into more of a few informal games once they realized just how few people knew how to play. Jamie didn’t know either, but with Rafael as her patient partner, she spent a nice afternoon learning. Their opponents were a loud woman in her fifties and the older man who’d been teamed up with Sander during the bowling game. As for the bartender, he came in sometime in the early evening and took up a chair next to Rafael.



“What game is this?” he asked.



“Pinochle,” Rafael said cheerfully. “Want in?”



“Nah,” Sander said. “Now, you want to play some poker, that’s my game.”



“Oh, I love poker,” Jamie said.



“Yeah?” Sander asked. “We should play sometime.”



“Sounds cool, man!” Rafael said. “We could do up a big game. Maybe get you dealing, bet with peanuts, that sort of thing.”



“Peanuts?” Sander asked, his lip curled up in one corner. He glanced at Jamie and laid a hand on her wrist. “I was thinking maybe we’d have some, uh, higher stakes.”



Rafael’s smile disappeared. “You know we don’t gamble on the island.”



“I don’t think he was talking about money,” the older man playing them said, chuckling.



It took a moment for what the man said to dawn on Rafael, and he groaned, “Oh, dude…”



“Think about it,” Sander said, and winked at Jamie. Then he was up and barreling towards the bar. Jamie watched him slap a guy on the back as he took up a stool next to him. Strip poker, huh? Hm. Now that could be fun. Though she’d rather just jump to the strip part and avoid the poker.



As Jamie was thinking about getting in a swim at the pool before dinner, Carolina came in and grabbed the chair formerly occupied by Sander. She gave Jamie a sweet smile and a pat on the arm, and asked how she was enjoying herself before turning to Rafael. “Willow and Kirk are putting together a family dinner tomorrow.”



“Oh, that’s cool,” he said. “What can I do to help?”



“Well, if you don’t mind pushing a cart, that’d be lovely. But mostly? You can show up,” Carolina said, giving him a gentle smile and rubbing his back.



Rafael’s reaction was not exactly what Jamie would have expected to someone being invited to a dinner. His smile stayed in place, but his hands trembled and the cards tumbled from them. Carolina nodded, and leaned over to hug him.



“Sorry,” he murmured, not really aiming it at Jamie or Carolina but somewhere in between.



“It’s okay, hon, it’s okay,” Carolina said. “You deserve to be there.”



The people they’d been playing cards with glanced at each other and excused themselves. Jamie was unsure if she should go too, but Rafael cleared his throat and wiped at his glistening eyes. “I, uh, yeah. Tell them I’ll definitely be there.” He cleared his throat with a loud wha-hum, and Carolina laughed softly. “Thanks, Lina.”



The other woman nodded and stood up. She patted Jamie’s shoulder and headed out of the bar. Rafael leaned back in his chair and stared out one of the windows. Jamie leaned in and squeezed his arm. “Hey, you okay?”



Rafael sighed. “Yeah. I’m good. Just… overwhelmed. Willow and Kirk, they’re… well, they’re the best. And the family dinners, that’s when they invite the people they love the most. It’s just overwhelming.”



“Ohhh,” Jamie said, getting it. “I can see why they’d want you there. You’re a good guy, Rafael.”



He turned and smiled at her. “Thanks.”



* * *



The second bonfire at her back, Jamie danced. The flames had nothing on the gleam in Sander’s eye as he watched her, singing bad karaoke. Beautiful bodies writhed all around her, the women dancing together, preening some for the men and laughing. But Sander had eyes only for Jamie, and she knew with a delicious shiver he’d be hers before too long. Not that night. She was still too sore.



But soon.



And Rafael. He danced too, his long hair freed from its ponytail as he moved with Carolina, his only equal out there. The man was amazing at it, moving with a rhythm and a sure intensity unparalleled by any of the other men. Fun and sweet, and soulful. She’d never had a man like that in her life. There was a story to Rafael, one she wanted to discover, and when his soft eyes narrowed with his smile, he could break hearts.



She danced, her mind whirling with possibilities. The next day would only be her third on the island. So much fun to be had yet.



* * *



The island was just waking up when Jamie stepped out onto the beach in her zip polo and peach shorts. A few of the vacationers lounged beach or poolside, and she said hello to them on her way to the villa, skipping through the sand like she was eleven again, the breeze blowing her hair every which way.



It would be another twenty minutes before the cooks starting serving breakfast, so she entertained herself by popping into the island’s electronics shop and using one of their public computers to check her work email. Nothing major needed her attention, so she logged out and grabbed a chair near the bar, half-hopeful Sander might make an early appearance as she dialed up Isaac.



His sleepy voice was a quick reminder of the time change, and she winced. “Mmmbabe?” he asked, mashing the mumble and the word into one.



“Sorry, hon, I forgot how early it was.”



“It’s okay,” he whispered. “You good?”



“Yeah. Just had a few minutes before breakfast and I thought I’d call you.”



“Mm.” Someone muttered in the background, and Isaac said, “Hang on.” He said something muffled.



“The librarian?” Jamie asked. She hadn’t really expected Isaac to sleep with her. Sex, yes. But sharing a bed? Their bed, maybe? The thought weirded her out. Some relative stranger on her half of the bed, sleeping on her pillow, cuddled up to her man. Unfair, to be sure – she’d just slept with Mia, after all, but the pang of unexpected jealousy stabbed at her anyways.



“Trixie,” Isaac said, back on the line. “Her name. It’s Trixie.”



“Yes. It is. Is she there? At the house?”



“Uh. Yeah.” There was a pause, then, “Wait. Is this a problem?”



“No,” Jamie said, leaning forward. “No. I, uh. Have fun. Love you.”



“Love you.”



She hung up, and damn near dropped the phone when someone said behind her, “Morning!” It was Wardell, the older gentleman in charge of the vacationers’ accommodations and well-being.



“Sorry,” he said, grinning and looking anything but. “Didn’t mean to startle you.”



“No, no, it’s…” Jamie blew out a breath and returned his smile. “Did the same thing to Rafael yesterday. I think it made an impression. He cheated to get me on his team for the Wet Willy Green… the Invitation… ah, screw it.”



Wardell laughed and gestured at the chair beside her. “Mind?”



“No, not at all.”



The older man perched on the edge of the seat before pulling out a pipe and sticking it between his teeth without lighting it. “Haven’t smoked since I met Carolina, but it helps the craving,” he said.



They talked some about her time on the island and a few upcoming activities. Scuba diving was one of the things she was most excited about. She was disappointed to have missed out on kayaking, but Wardell waved that away. “Come find me after breakfast,” he said. “I’ll be happy to take you out.”



“Really?”



“Sure! We do the group thing because it helps get people acclimated, but really, most the staff would be able to take you out if they’re not working.”



“Including me,” a familiar voice said behind her. She turned, already smiling. Sander grinned at her. A panel shirt was opened over his staff polo and shorts, and he twirled a set of keys in his hand. “Wanna go tomorrow? I’m off in the morning and that’s the best time before it gets too hot.”



“Heck yes,” Jamie said.



“Cool, see ya then.” To Wardell, Sander said, “Ward.”



“Mm hm,” the older man said, and it didn’t fail Jamie’s notice that Wardell’s smile was somewhat tight-lipped. Sander unlocked the bar and headed in, giving Jamie one last famished look. She had a hard time not shivering in delight.



When it was just the two of them again, Wardell said, “Well, I’d better be going. Good talking to you, Miss.”



He rose stiffly, and Jamie said, “Did I miss something? Seems like you’re upset.”



“No, Miss,” he said, staring at her without much of an expression. “Just… enjoy your time. And be careful.”



Be careful? What was that supposed to mean?



* * *



The volleyball game was Jamie’s first taste of Rafael’s real shape. There certainly was a layer of weight to him, but out of his polo and in a pair of board shorts and a tank top, the thick muscles underneath his extra pounds became apparent. His arms were the size of tree trunks, and it was surprising how much of that was muscle.



It seemed he didn’t escape notice from other people, either. As he walked through the sand, grinning at Jamie as he started to open his mouth, Sander wolf-whistled at the other man. “Hubba hubba, Rafi.”



A flash of pain crossed Rafael’s eyes, the quick wounded look of someone who’d been teased and insulted for a long time. Jamie glared at Sander, and walked the last few feet to Rafael, intentionally leaning up to kiss his cheek again before she stroked his arm. “I think you look great.”



Rafael frowned, and said quietly, “Come on. Don’t tease.”



“What if I told you I wasn’t?”



He stared at her, still serious. “Because you’re too nice to think a broken fuck-up like me is worth much.”



“Hey, Rafi. Give me more credit than that. This isn’t a pity thing. And I’m not teasing you. Now, you compliment me back. Tell me, oh, my nose is extra exquisite today.”



“Your nose is the cutest little button I’ve ever seen,” Rafael said. “And it’s even better because it matches the rest of your face. And the rest of your face? It’s drop dead gorgeous.”



“Now who’s teasing?” Jamie asked, but she couldn’t hide her deep blush.



Sander loped over, a volleyball under his arm. He looked annoyed at their closeness, and snapped, “Hey, man, we gonna get this started? I gotta get back to the bar.”



“Don’t be a jerk, Sander,” Jamie said to him. Rafael looked surprised by this, and Sander stepped back like he’d been slapped.



“It’s okay. Yeah, we’re good to start,” Rafael said. He looked at Jamie, opened his mouth to say something, but snapped it closed again and headed for the net to call everyone to him to explain the basic scoring and rules.



The compliment and the exchange seemed to supercharge Rafael up. His back was straighter, he seemed far more assured, and he even managed to keep his eye on the ball at times and not on Jamie’s butt. They didn’t do too terribly, and by the end of the tournament, were sitting squarely in the middle of the pack in terms of overall scoring for the…



“Rahu Island Wet Willy Grand Sporting Invitational Tournament,” Rafael said after the game.



Jamie, with her hands over her eyes so she couldn’t peek at the name on the chalkboard and cheat, “Rahu Island Wet Willy Sporting…”



“Grand Sporting.”



“Rahu Island Grand Sporting…”



“Invitational Tournament. And you forgot the Wet Willy. Uncover your eyes. This isn’t a test.”



Jamie did, folding her arms across her bikini-clad breasts and knowing full well Rafael’s eyes would be directed there. “I’m going to get it right.”



“Suuuuuure,” Rafael said, grinning. They were the only two left at the volleyball site.



“Should we grab the chalkboard?”



“Nah, leave it here for tomorrow.”



“And what do we have going on for the great Rahu Island Willy Grand…”



“Wet Willy,” Rafael said, grinning. “And I can’t give that information out, even to someone I’m thinking about inviting to dinner with me.”



Jamie slapped his arm. “Dinner? Aw. Are you sweet on me?”



“I mean, I did cheat to get you on my team.” Rafael folded his arms. “Mostly because I felt sorry for anyone else who would have.”



“Jerk.” But she leaned up to peck his mouth with a kiss, and said softly, “Yes. I’d like to go to dinner with you. But Rafael…”



“Ah,” he said, his grinning staying in place but cracking around the edges. “The but.”



But I have someone waiting for me at home. And I have a date with Sander. Don’t get your hopes up that this is something real.



But Jamie couldn’t do that to him. Not yet. “But I have to go and pick out an outfit if I’m going to a fancy dinner with you and the Morgans.”



“Oh!” He brightened considerably. They agreed to meet up at the edge of the village later and walk up together. She left him like that, her smile still in place.



* * *



Once she’d found a nice old-fashioned dress that worked well with her slim frame and classically beautiful face, Jamie met up with Mia and Veronique. They spent a fun afternoon catching up with one another and teasing the hell out of Veronique about her new relationship with Kirk. It was clear she was over the moon about the guy. Mia took some of the brunt of it too, seeing as how she’d made not one but two new friends. Three, if they counted Howard, though that guy seemed to have tired of his fun.



As for Jamie, she played coy, though Sander just happened to come by the pool when they were swimming. He stripped out of his shirt and lounged poolside, not bothering to hide his greedy gaze and leaving Jamie tingling. Thoughts of a wicked foursome rose in her mind, the three of them lined up side by side, asses up and out for Sander to fuck each one of them in turn. Her cheeks rosy, she excused herself and got up to towel herself off. His eyes stayed on her, and when her back was to the other women, Jamie slipped a hand down the front of her bikini bottoms, rubbed her clit with one finger, then brought it up to her mouth and licked it. His eyes bulged, and he nearly fell out of his chair.



She headed back for her room a little early to shower and prepare. As she dressed, she realized she still had plenty of time and headed for the abandoned chalkboard, studying the name of the tournament and muttering it to herself what felt like hundreds of times before she headed to the village bar to wait on Rafael. A cute blonde vacationer named Devon joined her, and they found out they’d gone to college just five hours from each other. She was a pleasant woman, soft-spoken and demure, and Jamie made plans with her to meet up for drinks the next day.



It wasn’t long before Rafael came into the bar. He cleaned up nicely, with a pinstriped shirt and gray slacks. Though still long, his hair had been trimmed and shortened by a half inch or so, and he touched up his beard. She rose to greet him, and he gaped at her, his mouth open in a tiny “o” she didn’t think was faked.



“Jamie, you’re… you keep finding new ways of making me speechless,” Rafael said. He crossed the room, embraced her, and hesitated for a flash of a second before gathering his courage and kissing her on the lips. It wasn’t for long, but it was certain in its intent, and she warmed to it. It was clear he had confidence issues somewhere in his past, but the way he was fighting past them to try to be brave for her was endearing and attractive. She almost chased his kiss with one of her own, but settled instead for a hand on his chest.



“Thank you,” she said meekly, and smiled up at him, her heart fluttering. “And you smell amazing.”



“Oh!” He laughed sheepishly. “Yeah, I wish I could say that was my cologne, but it was a loaner from Angelo. For such a badass, he has more styling products than anyone I’ve ever met. You should see his bathroom. He has boxes.” He cocked his head at her, his smile warm and soft all at once, and Jamie melted until she remembered her hand on her clit, staring at Sander. That made her feel like shit.



No. I promised myself I wouldn’t deny myself anything.



“Ready to go?” Rafael asked.



“Um. Yes. Yeah. Yes.” To Devon, who’d been all but forgotten, Jamie said, “See you around tomorrow maybe?”



“Absolutely.”



They left the bar together and Rafael did something that surprised her in his old-fashionedness. He offered her his arm. “I know it’s cliché and silly and dumb, but I don’t have a lot of dates here. Humor me, at least to the edge of the villa. There’s a cart I need to push up there.”



Isaac, who never held her hand, let alone her arm, would have laughed his ass off if she’d asked for this. Jamie took Rafael’s arm, blinking back tears of shame and betrayal, though not for Isaac. For Rafael, who she was going to have to tell the truth to soon before she hurt him too badly.



When they reached the villa and Rafael jogged on ahead to open the gate for her, she stopped to press a hand to his cheek, meaning to tell him then and there, and spare them both a lot of misery. But the grin on his face won her over, and she smiled back, hating herself for the unspoken deception.



* * *



Dinner was a delight, but full of strange, unspoken stories and odd looks between pairings. Every once in a while, Kirk would glance at his sister like he wasn’t sure she was really there. Willow, for her part, glanced now and again at Rafael, her humor dying somewhat. Then there were the pointed looks she and Angelo were absolutely not giving each other, ignoring their seating partner despite the fact that they deliberately chose to sit together. Veronique and Kirk seemed largely oblivious to the pair’s uncomfortableness, spending their night mostly staring moonily into each other’s’ eyes like a pair of teenagers. It was saccharine and silly and it made Jamie wish she and Isaac looked into each other’s’ eyes like that.



And Jamie drew looks too, particularly from Angelo and Wardell. They tried to hide their disapproval, but as the alcohol flowed, she saw their pursed lips and creased eyebrows. Focusing on Rafael helped her ignore them. It was easy to do. He was charming and attentive, and the speech he delivered at the beginning, thanking Willow and Kirk for giving the employees all an opportunity, but it felt like there was something unspoken there between him and Willow. Not sexual, but… grateful. Jamie filed that away for later.



The meal, deceptively simple, was fantastic, and she stretched luxuriously, her hand occasionally finding Rafael’s. He was so much different than her Isaac. When asked a question, he’d answer politely and succinctly, to the point. Isaac, when asked anything about himself, would be only too happy to talk for ten minutes on end inanely. And whereas Isaac wouldn’t have much cared what anyone else at that table would have been saying, Rafael listened, asked questions, studied everyone around him with a warm gaze that said, “You, you’re the most important person at the moment, I want to hear what you have to say.”



And that gaze, when it lit on her, made Jamie feel like she was drowsing in front of a fire, warm and wonderfully comfortable. She found herself staring more and more at him, and knew what she wanted that evening.



* * *



Wardell and Carolina walked with them and the carts down the path to the village, swapping stories about past vacationers and some of their favorite memories. Wardell’s critical glances at Jamie had warmed to a wary friendliness, and at the village’s edge, he stopped them both.



“You two go enjoy yourselves. We’ve got the rest of this.”



“Are you sure?” Rafael asked.



“We’d be happy to,” Carolina assured him. She stepped over to Jamie and kissed her cheek. “Be sweet to him.”



Jamie wasn’t sure if that was a threat or a goodbye, so she smiled tentatively and murmured, “I will.”



Rafael took her arm again, and they wandered down the beach away from the vacationer housing and the site of that evening’s bonfire. She stopped him when they were out of sight of the village, and turned to face him. “Rafael, I…”



…have a boyfriend. I don’t want to break your heart.



He stepped in, his big hands coming up to her cheeks. “I’d kick myself if I didn’t try to do this,” he murmured. His lips met hers, their eyes both nearly closed, and his hands felt so good on her cheeks, so very much like they belonged there. She sighed against his soft, wonderful mouth, her fear and worry still there, but pushed out of the way by plain, simple human connection.



Her hands wrapped around his back, not quite able to meet, but getting close. His stayed at her face, stroking her cheeks with his thumbs as he kept up his soft, insistent kisses. Her heart fluttered with every one of them, and she hungered for more.



I’m sorry, Rafael. I’m so sorry.



She broke away, and whispered, “Your house. You don’t have like a roommate, do you?”



“No.”



“Good. Take me there.”



Rafael clasped her hand in his, and hurried down the beach with Jamie, nearly running in their haste. A few lights were on in the employee housing complex, but not many. Most people would be getting ready for the bonfire. Rafael guided her towards a small house in the middle, up on stilts with a tiny front porch. He had to finally let her go there, and darted ahead to open the door for her. She entered first, and his hands were around her waist, his oiled beard pressed against her neck as he kissed her. Her back arched against him, and Jamie could feel his readiness against her bottom.



A flick of the light switch illuminated a tiny living room, dominated by a loveseat and coffee table in front of a small adjoining kitchen. Rafael’s hands still around her waist, he pushed her gently towards a closed door, then stopped in the middle of the room.



“Um, should I offer you a drink first, or-?”



Jamie turned around in his arms and murmured, “Drinks later.” She reached under the hem of her dress and lifted it as he hurried out of his shirt, undershirt, and his slacks. But his fingers stopped when he saw the wisps of her barely-there white boy shorts high on her thighs and the matching pushup bra covering her breasts. Without a word, Rafael wrapped his arms around Jamie’s ass and slid them down to her hips, pulling her to him and lifting. She gasped at the ease with which he managed it, her legs wrapping around him as he made his way to his bedroom. Rafael was surprisingly gentle as they neared the bed, lowering her down as he crawled on top of her, careful to avoid pushing down on her with his weight. His fingers deftly and surely slid around to undo the clasp of her bra, and he pulled the fabric from her breasts as Jamie reached up to cup them and offer them to his mouth.



“Oh Rafael,” she whispered as he sucked one of her nipples into his mouth. His hands still under her back, he stroked her smooth skin, his hard cock rubbing up and down gently against the vee of her pelvic muscles. She reached down to squeeze that part of him, as if to reassure it she knew it was there and would be well treated if it could just hold on. Goodish sized, thick but not superhuman. Perfect. She still had her legs wrapped around his back and slid up against him so his cock was rubbing against her lace-covered slit instead. The fabric felt so good against her pussy.



So wet. Jamie was already so wet.



Rafael leaned back up to kiss her again, groaning into her mouth when she snuggled tighter against him. Their tongues flirted with one another, his kisses sometimes light and feathery, sometimes hungrier, deeper, passionate. Night was starting to come on in earnest and he snapped a hand out to find a lamp, nearly toppling it over in his earnestness. Jamie giggled and let him off her to turn it on, casting them both in a soft light.



“I had to see you,” Rafael murmured, his eyes roaming all over her body. “You’re stunning, Jamie. I love all of you.”



“Thank you,” she replied. Scooting back on the bed, she rested her head on a pillow, and curled her finger in a come here motion. Before he did, he hesitated and stripped out of his underwear, his hard cock springing up. She fixated on it and gave a deeply satisfied “mm” deep in her throat, and that seemed to spur him on.



He crawled back up to her, staring down at her panties. She blushed, and he smiled, pleased he was doing this to her. His fingers dipped low, tracing her sex the same way his cock had been doing, staying on his knees above her. Her thighs parted wide, her knees bent and feet by her butt, giving Rafael all the access he could want.



His fingers were skilled. He used his middle finger to tease and flick Jamie’s clit, but he didn’t do it often, content to slide his fingers along her thinly-clad pussy lips. She tried to thrust at him the next time he brushed her clit, but he shook his head, grinning.



“Oh, you tease,” she murmured.



“Hey, I never thought I had a chance. Have to take advantage of this while I can. Really make it…” He flicked her clit and she gasped. “…last.”



“I’m so going to get you for this.”



Truthfully, though, Jamie was loving this. The slow tease, the buildup. This was much more her speed than the frenzied orgy. She watched Rafael work, bringing her thumb to her mouth and sliding the fingernail through her teeth. As his fingers rubbed her tiny wet lips, she straightened two of her fingers and tapped them softly against her luscious pink lips. His eyes burned when she slid them slowly into her mouth, sucking just the tips, making sure he saw plenty of her tongue.



Pouting, Jamie licked a finger on her free hand, and traced it along her areolas, teasing the nipples into peaks that begged to be sucked and licked again. Rafael hesitated, licked his lips, and then, with a wicked smile, shook his head – but he did start stroking her clit. The pleasure rolled through her body, and Jamie whimpered one word – “please.”



That stopped the tease. Rafael pushed himself down the bed until he was damn near sliding off it. He thumbed the waistband of her panties and pulled them down gently. “You have such a pretty pussy,” he murmured, and dropped her panties off the side of the bed. He wrapped his hand around her ankle and brought her toned long leg up, nuzzling the calf, her ankle, kissing her skin. He avoided her feet and began trailing kisses up her leg, taking his time. Her fingers dipped to her pussy, stroking herself, and Rafael didn’t stop her. Their eyes met and he stooped to kiss her wet thighs, tasting her need before kissing the base of her pussy.



“Ahhh, yes,” Jamie whimpered. “Please lick it, Rafael. Make love to me with your mouth.”



His tongue inched up along her pussy, keeping to the middle at first. His hands joined hers and rested on top of hers as she spread herself for him. He finished his long slow lick, grinned up at her, and buried his mouth in her cunt, slurping, sucking.



“Ohhh, God,” Jamie whispered. “Yes, like that.”



His nose rubbed against her clit and he wagged his tongue up to meet it, to kiss it for the first time, to lick it. Her response was immediate, her hips pushing up as his tongue circled her button, then curled and flicked it up and down, side to side. When his tongue slid back down, he reached up to it, to thumb it, to brush it, to tap it. Only later did she realize he was testing what she liked and responded to, but all of it was good, all of it made her so ready in minutes.



“Right there, oh, oh, yeah, like that,” she whimpered as he lashed her clit with his tongue. “Please don’t stop, please, Raf, please…”



Teetering, she cried out when his fingers slid up into her, two, then a third. His tongue might have been a blur across her clit, but his fingers were slow and steady, and she howled from the pleasure.



“Ahhh, right there, oh God, com… coming!” she whimpered. She jerked upwards, her pussy twitching, her back arching. The pleasure was so intense, so sweet. It drove all her thoughts away from her. All she could feel in that moment was his wonderful tongue and those thick fingers pumping in and out of her.



His need took him over, and he pulled his fingers out of her as he was already moving up, his cockhead pressed against her entrance. “Shit, condom,” he muttered.



“I’m clean, I’m on the pill,” she gasped.



“Me too. Clean, I mean, not on the-”



“Shhh, fuck me, make love to me, just get that dick into me.”



Rafael nodded frantically and gripped her waist as he eased into her.  “Oh, God, Jamie,” he murmured.



“Yes, baby, yes, feels amazing.”



She bent her legs and spread herself as wide as she could for him so Rafael could go as deep as he could. Her arms crossed underneath her back as he slid back to the brim, his eyes closed with his pleasure. His thrusts were sure, but not fast, and pushed her up and down on the bed like a ship being carried by the swells. Jamie rocked with him, cooing his name, then moaning it when his fingers slid across her clit again.



Rafael varied it up this time, sometimes leaning down to suck at her nipples or tweak them with his fingers, sometimes playing with her clit, but always while he was building up a rhythm. His cock filled her wet cunt, pushing her wide but not splitting her the way Agustin’s dick felt like it was doing days ago. Their bodies made squelching noises more than once, accompanied by shy smiles of first-time lovers sharing a happy secret,



She slipped her arms out from under her back and traced his chest and his belly. “My Rafael,” she whispered.



He leaned down and kissed her, balancing with one hand on the bed. His cock began to thrust harder within her, and Jamie leaned back, her mouth opening wide. “This, this, like this,” she gasped. He kept it up, the same hard thrusts now accompanied by hard, passionate kisses. She gripped the hair above his ears, her body shaking as she reached her second crest, whimpering into his mouth, her legs kicking helplessly.



His cock slid out of her, and Jamie whimpered, “No, finish in me.”



“I will,” he murmured, “but I’m not done yet.”



He wrapped his arms under hear and picked Jamie up as he twisted and sat upright. She wound up with her knees to either side of him on the edge of the bed, sitting on his lap, facing him as his cock slid home again. Rafael didn’t even need her to do the work. He simply lifted her up using her ass as leverage, and let gravity do the rest as he thrust up at her. Her head rested on his shoulder, her whimper of pleasures filling the room as he squeezed and massaged her terrific tiny ass as he fucked her sitting up.



How long they stayed like that she didn’t know, but when she got her second wind, he was lifting her yet again, this time standing with his cock still buried deep inside Jamie. He spun with her so her back was to a bare wall, and she crossed her ankles and accidentally nipped at his shoulder when he started fucking her in earnest against the wall. Her ass beat a cadence against it with every one of Rafael’s thrusts. She closed her eyes, lost to the pleasure.



He whispered into her ear, “Jamie, I’m close. You sure?”



She lifted her mouth off his shoulder and stared into his eyes as she bit her lip and nodded. He twisted with her one last time and laid her back down gently on the bed, keeping his eyes locked on hers as he thrust and thrust and thrust, sighing softly on the last one before he pushed deep inside her, his warmth flooding her.



He had to help her under the covers, and in the afterglow, she nestled with her ass to his groin. His big arm slipped around her, stroking her belly while Jamie slid down into sleep.



* * *



Sometime as the early morning sun filtered through, Jamie woke to Rafael’s thickness poking her hip. She smiled, thinking about the night before, and shifted against him so his cock slid between her thighs rather than up against her. He mumbled something in his sleep, his arm wrapped tight around her.



Sometime in the early hours, Rafael was supposed to have helped load the yacht for Veronique and the others’ trip to Miami, but apparently they must have decided they didn’t need him. Jamie hoped she hadn’t gotten him into any trouble, but thought maybe if she did, it was totally worth it. Memories of the lovemaking washed through her, and she sighed contentedly, remembering his gentleness and later his strength.



Memory turned to playfulness, and it wasn’t long before Jamie’s hand slid down to her pussy to play. She’d stroke herself idly for a while, then gently squeeze her thighs together, making sure Rafael was nice and hard. When she was wet enough to take him, she “accidentally” brushed his sensitive cockhead with her hand.



His breathing changed, and behind her, he murmured, “Morning.”



“Morning yourself.”



It didn’t take him long at all to realize how her hand was waking him up. His joined hers, working at her clit slowly and assuredly as he kissed the back of her head and her neck. Soon, he slid into her, both of them on their sides, and it was so very comfortable and natural, like that was how they belonged together. Rafael brought her to a slow, wildly satisfying climax before she wound up on her knees, sucking him, her cheeks hollowed as she stared up at him adoringly. He tried to pull away from her when it was time, but Jamie wanted to taste him and wouldn’t let him play the gentleman, not that morning.



When they had a chance to wash up, he called Wardell and checked after the Morgans, Veronique, and the rest. Wardell assured him that the yacht had been taken care of thanks to Sander filling in for him. That drew a glum sigh from Rafael, and Jamie asked him what was wrong.



“Oh, um…” Rafael smiled tightly at her, but his eyes were elsewhere. “I was kinda the one responsible for his eye.”



“Oh my gosh.”



“Yeah. I started…” He shook his head. “You probably don’t want to hear this. It gets gross.”



“I used to be a CNA. I can handle gross.”



Rafael nodded. “When I started here, I started in the bar with him. We had a few guests on the island, and Kirk was here, like usual. We usually close up the shops much earlier if it’s just a few guests, because we only keep around the bare minimum of staff, but Kirk asked us to close later in case anyone wanted a nightcap. So we get close to closing, and I’m mopping the floors, except I used too much water and soap, and Sander, he…” Rafael shuddered. “He came around the bar, a glass of whiskey in hand. He goes down, the glass shatters. I think you can figure out the rest.”



“Oh no,” Jamie murmured, and gripped Rafael’s arm.



“It was my fault. It was slick, and… it was my fault.” He shook his head. “Guy’s got every right in the world to hate me but he doesn’t. The Morgans made it right with him. I thought they’d make him village supervisor when the job came up a couple months ago, but they picked me instead. I thought he’d be pissed but he blew it off like it was nothing.”



Jamie rubbed his shoulders. “I bet he saw you deserved it.”



Rafael snorted. “Probably just happy I’m not mopping his floors anymore.”



“That too, maybe.”



Guiltily, she remembered her date with Sander and promised herself she’d make it up to him later. Rafael got up to cook them some breakfast and brought it back to bed with him. It was a simple meal, pancakes and bacon with a small bowl of fruit, but the pancakes were wonderfully fluffy and buttery, and the bacon thick and scorched, just she requested. They both sat with their backs to the wall, nibbling as they chatted some more. She talked about her job, and her family, and avoided the topic of Isaac altogether, still unsure how she should break that to him, especially now that they’d shared two bouts of amazing sex. Rafael spent the time listening and asking earnest questions.



They had to get up eventually to go scuba diving, and he walked her back to her cabin. It felt lonely there without Veronique or her stuff, but she was thrilled for her friend and her newfound love interest. When Jamie dressed and freshened up, she poked around, trying to figure out where Mia had gone. It hit her hard when Carolina told her Mia had left the island with Agustin and Lucius, and very likely wouldn’t be back on the island for the rest of their vacation.



To top things off, as she was about to venture off to get fitted for scuba diving, Isaac texted her. She had no idea why he’d want to send her a pic of his dick stuffed halfway up Tricia or Trixie or Titsy’s pussy, but there it was, staring right at her. And as shitty and unfair as it felt, since she’d been with a man just that morning, she felt betrayed. And perhaps most damning of all, she knew in her heart she was going to have to stab Rafael right in the heart.



* * *



They sat together on the beach that night, watching the bonfire below, drinking rum straight from the bottle. The flames danced from a stiff breeze rolling in from the southeast, and there had been rumblings among the staff that they might be looking at the tip of a tropical storm rolling through the next day. In place of the day’s Rahu Island game, a mandatory meeting had been called with all the remaining vacationers and the staff, and they were told if they heard emergency alerts throughout the island, they were to evacuate to the villa immediately where they’d be safe in a shelter.



That had naturally caused some worry among the vacationers, and Rafael had to spend much of the day defusing situations and preparing for the worst. Jamie helped by tying off orange ribbons on the trees along the left-hand side of the paths leading to the villa so that people had a trail to follow in case of anyone getting lost or turned around. Rafael and Wardell spent much of the day examining supplies, checking the generators, making sure everything was battened down.



The bonfire was Jamie and Rafael’s first opportunity to take a breather since that morning, and she leaned her head against his shoulder. The smell of his cologne made her feel drowsy, but she kept thinking about that picture of Isaac and Trixie, and started crying so quietly Rafael almost didn’t notice.



“Hey, hey,” he murmured, sitting up and turning to stare at her. “Come on. It’ll be okay. It’s just a storm. No real chance it’ll be a hurricane.”



She smiled and wiped her eyes. “Not really what I’m worried about.”



“No?”



“Rafael, I… I have something I…” Her throat choked up and she couldn’t speak, rocking back and forth with her hands wrapped around her knees. He tentatively wrapped an arm around her again and held her, not saying anything, just watching the bonfire with her and occasionally kissing the top of her head. Finally, Jamie asked hoarsely, “What… did Willow do? That made you give that speech yesterday?”



“Oh, that.” Rafael drew a deep breath and let it out slowly. “Well, I suppose you were going to hear this sooner or later. I… guess you could say I lost my way. I don’t know if you’d call it a suicide attempt. I didn’t cut myself or take pills or anything. But I let things… get to a certain point where I didn’t care about living anymore.”



“What happened?”



Rafael let her go and fiddled with his hands, staring down into the bonfire. “A lot of things over a very long time. The biggest was right out of the gate, adulthood-wise. My parents…” He made a tch sound with his tongue, and cleared his throat. “I screwed up college. I mean, bad. Three years in, and I flunked out. I went through a couple jobs before I found good work at a branch of The Rare You back in my hometown. My parents took on most my debt. They could afford it, thank God, but it wound up with us having a big, big fight. I told them some things I’ll never be able to take back, and I left.”



“I’m sorry, Rafael.”



“It’s okay. I haven’t talked to them in years. I try sometimes. Christmas. Their birthdays. But I get on the line with them and I hang up. Just too scared to say I’m sorry and not have it accepted.” He shrugged. “Every month I send them half my check. If I live here on the island, I don’t ever really need money anyways.”



“What do you mean? You don’t go back to the mainland?”



“I haven’t since I started working here.” He hunched into himself, folding tighter as though he were an armadillo protecting itself. “This is enough for me. I don’t hurt anyone here. Well… except Sander. Anyways. Other stuff happened. I lost a dog I loved. I got evicted twice. I was catfished three times by an asshole acquaintance of mine and his girlfriend. It wrecked my self-esteem. They even got a video of me crying out there on the Internet. And I just… gave up. I started eating whatever. Except to go to work, I didn’t move. I gained… well, a lot of weight. And eventually, I wound up in the hospital because of it.” He smiled at her tightly. “Someone at my branch of A Rare You got word out about my situation. It passed up the chain, and eventually it came to Willow’s attention. She made it a point to fly out, her and her assistant, not as some PR stunt, but to just see me. A no one. A cog in their machine.”



“You weren’t a no one,” Jamie said, perhaps a bit too sharply.



“She helped me see that. And she told me I needed a purpose. At first, I was just supposed to come out to the island as a sort of getaway. I was seeing a therapist by that point and he encouraged me to find meaningful work. That was here. Working for the Morgans. And I haven’t looked back since.”



They watched the vacationers dance, and Sander play. And eventually, Jamie stood up, and offered Rafael her hand. She led him away from the bonfire, away from everyone else. They collected a towel from the pool near the guest housing, and walked another quarter mile away before she laid it down and stripped. Rafael took her quietly and slowly against the roar of the ocean and under a nearly non-existent moon.



* * *



She woke alone, and the sensation felt wrong. There was a vague memory of Rafael rolling out of bed to help Sander secure the alcohol and glassware in the bar. Something horribly sideways played at the back of her mind but she couldn’t figure out what. It nagged her as she showered in Rafael’s bathroom. It nagged her as she pulled on her shorts from the night before and slipped down the tank top. It nagged her as she stepped out and saw the perfectly calm blue skies of the horizon.



It nagged her right up to the moment when she saw Rafael coming out of the general store with a roll of bubble wrap under one arm and a stack of folded cardboard boxes in the other.



“Hey, how can I help?” she called, jogging to him. He didn’t answer her. “Raf, hey.” Still nothing. He kept walking towards the bar, his eyes narrowed and focused on the road in front of him. She laid a hand on his shoulder. “What is the matter with-?”



He spun, the boxes falling on the cobblestone street. “When were you going to tell me?” Rafael asked.



“What about?” she asked, her stomach sinking.



“You…” He rubbed his forehead and said, “Your boyfriend back home.”



His eyes. Oh God, his eyes. They were so hurt, and she remembered his story from the night before, and oh no, oh no, oh no. “I’m-”



“Sorry? You’re sorry? You know, I thought…” He laughed hoarsely and turned to start picking up the errant boxes. “Never mind. Doesn’t matter. You’ll be gone in a week and change, and you can be done with your crazy vacation hookup, right?”



“I’m sorry. I never meant to let you get this attached.”



“’Let me get this attached.’ Like I’m a fucking barnacle or something, Jamie.”



“That’s not what I meant. Who told you? How’d you find out?”



From around the corner of the bar, Sander came out, clearing his throat. He looked miserable, his eyes downcast, his hands pressed together in front of his waist. “I’m sorry. That was me. When we were bringing aboard the luggage yesterday onto the yacht, I heard one of the Siblini guys say how sorry he was you wouldn’t be joining them for more, um, fun. Your friend Mia mentioned you had a boyfriend back home and this was all just a little passing fling for you.”



Rafael stormed towards the bar, muttering something under his breath. Jamie raced after him. “You are so much more than a passing fling, Raf. I, I… I can’t…”



He shoved the boxes and bubble wrap at Sander, who took them and scurried inside. Turning to her, he said, “You know what the worst part is? Aside from having my heart screwed with? I just made some guy a cuckold. Do you know how sick that makes me? I just accidentally fucked some innocent guy over. I wasn’t that type of person, Jamie!”



“His name’s Isaac,” Jamie said, her voice thin as she stared down at the ground next to him. “He knew I’d be having some fun this vacation. He was the one who talked me into it.”



Rafael rubbed his cheeks with his hands and let them fall to slap against his sides. “Great. Fantastic. So all this was a complete lie and the guy who thought maybe, just maybe he’d found someone special turns out just to be another asshole.”



“I’m sorry, I’m so sorry,” she whispered.



“Me too,” he said, stepping into the bar and slamming the door shut.



* * *



Jamie found a corner of the island away from everyone, sat down against a tree, and cried herself silly. Why hadn’t she said anything? Why had she let herself play into this fantasy that she and Rafael were a real thing, when the real thing was waiting for her at home?



Isaac.



She called him up, frantic to hear his voice. Three times she called him just to hear his voicemail message and his thunderous growl. Isaac. Isaac. Isaac.



Sander found her a couple hours later. The early morning stiff breeze was becoming something harder, and his panel shirt flapped. She thought he might pick up and fly away on it if it blew any harder.



“There you are,” he called.



“There I am,” Jamie said, rubbing at her eyes.



“Look, I owe you an apology. I didn’t think it was a secret you had a boyfriend.”



“It wasn’t. Shouldn’t have been.” She huffed. “I don’t know. Wasn’t your fault anyways. It was mine. Besides, I owe you an apology too. Sorry we never met up for our little kayaking date yesterday.”



He dug out a flask from a pocket and held it out. “Bourbon.”



“Thanks,” Jamie said, and took it. It went down like a punch to her throat, and she coughed before taking another big swig. Handing the bottle back and brushing at her lips with the back of her hand, she added, “Is he okay?”



“Raf? He’ll be fine. Always bounces back, that guy.”



“He told me what happened with him and your eye. That’s horrible.”



Sander plopped down onto the ground beside her, so close his knee brushed hers. “We all have our crosses to bear, right? He’s kind of, you know, not all that smart when it comes to the basic shit. Can’t blame the guy, and.no point in crying over it.”



“I guess,” she said, but she thought Rafael was plenty smart.



“Hey, you know, you have nothing to apologize for. To him, I mean.”



Her laugh was brittle. “I have everything to apologize for.”



Sander reached over and patted her knee. His hand rested there a long moment before he pulled it back. “No, I mean it. Did you promise him anything? Did you tell him you were going to run off and get married?”



“No, but-”



“He’s overreacting. You’re a free spirit. Sounds like you were out for some fun and Raf got his feet tangled in the net. That’s not your fault. And it’s not his. Not really. He’ll come around. Trust me. And if he doesn’t? Fuck him.” His hand found her knee again, slid higher. “You ask me, he could learn to have some fun. A beautiful woman like you.”



“What are you doing?” Jamie asked.



“What?” His hand didn’t leave her thigh.



“Stop it. I’m not in the mood.”



Sander glanced at her an eyebrow raised. “You really going to tell me no? Seriously? The way those two Siblini corporate dipshits were talking, you took it in all three holes first night you showed up here.”



“You fucking-”



“Yeah, I’m the fucking one,” Sander said, grinning. “You took them, you took Fat Shit, who else you gonna take, huh? Come on. I’m the hottest guy on this piece of rock. And you’re the prettiest girl. Well, now that your fucktoy friend isn’t coming back. And Willow, but trust me, I am gonna figure out a way to spear that fucking ass before too long. She is just… mmm.”



Jamie shot to her feet. “Screw you, asshole.”



“Yeah, yeah, you know where I’m at, you decide that pussy needs a real workout.”



* * *



With the angriest clouds Jamie had ever seen on the horizon, she walked the beach, blinking away her tears, trying not to think. Eventually she found herself at the housing. The pretty blonde Mia had been rooming with, Clara or Cara or something like that, jogged over to her.



“We’re all headed to the villa. It looks like the storm’s going to hit soon,” she said.



“Oh, okay,” Jamie said, her eyes on the horizon.



“You all right? You look like you’ve been crying.”



“Yeah. Yes.” She tried to smile but found it too bitter to hold onto.



“You want to go together? I’ll wait.”



“No, I’ll catch up. Go on.”



The other woman looked uncertain, but her friend Devon called for her, and Clara – Jamie was certain that was her name now – headed for her, casting a glance over her shoulder at Jamie. There was time enough to go inside, she thought, and call Isaac to let him know they’d be safe in the bunker. In the room, she sat cross-legged on her bed, sniffling as she dialed her boyfriend, meaning to leave him a voicemail.



Instead, halfway through the first ring, Isaac picked up and snarled, “What is it? What happened?”



“What do you mean?” Jamie asked, feeling the broken bits of her emotions run ragged over her voice.



“You called me three times this morning while I was working. I swapped Rex jobs so I could hear the phone ring in case you called again. Christ, babe, did somebody die?”



“What? No. I just…” She sniffed hard. “I just needed to hear your voice.”



“My voice?” Isaac breathed. “Okay. Well. You heard it. We good now?”



“Yeah. Yeah, we’re good. There’s a storm. We’re going to a shelter, so I’ll be hard to reach for a while.”



“All right, well… be safe.” He blew out his breath. “Love you.”



Then he was gone. Jamie fell back on the bed, her breath hitching, her fingers clawing at the blankets. Something smacked against the room’s window and she jumped. Rain. It pelted the walls, the window, the roof like BBs.



And all around her, the sirens began to howl.



* * *



With no mountains or land masses to slow them, tropical storms came on like a boxer rushing someone cuffed to the ropes. Sometimes when it looked like they were about to deliver a haymaker, some factor changed and the storm glanced off the chin of the island. Other times they hit with the force of a heavyweight. The storm wasn’t a hurricane, but it lashed Rahu with a series of rights and lefts anyways. Maybe they weren’t the strongest punches, but to the vacationers who didn’t know any better, the wall of rain held a violence to it they rarely saw on the mainland.



Jamie walked out into that storm, shivering as the rain slapped against her skin. The path. She had to get to the path and the villa. But the way the trees were whipping and the tide slammed against the shore, she panicked, and turned right back around, squinting as she fumbled her way back to the room, slamming the door shut behind her and gasping.



Her time in the Midwest taught her to stay away from the windows during a tornado, and she figured that advice was applicable here, too. She darted for the bathroom and sank to her knees in the shower. She wrapped her arms around her knees, staring up and around her, wondering if she shouldn’t run for Wardell’s little staff hut that accompanied the housing. There were radios there, and-



Her room’s wired phone rang. She’d forgotten about the thing, and shot to her feet to answer it. The rain pounded on the walls and windows now, and she had to speak almost in a shout to hear herself. “Hello, hello, this is Jamie.”



“It’s her!” Rafael said on the other end. “Are you okay? What are you doing there?”



“I tried, but the rain came.”



“Stay there. I’m-”



The phone went dead and the power flickered out. Jamie dropped the phone onto the cradle, staring at it blankly. He shouldn’t come. He shouldn’t come. He shouldn’t come.
 No, Rafael, no, please be safe, please be safe, I couldn’t handle it if you were hurt, please be safe.



The rain didn’t relent and seemed only to intensify. She headed back into the bathroom but stayed near the door in case she heard Rafael coming. There was no thunder, no lightning, nothing but the roar of the unrelenting wind and rain. She forced herself to take deep breaths, hoping it would calm her down. It didn’t.



She wasn’t sure how much time passed, but she thought she heard a thud of someone’s feed on the wood planks outside the room, and rushed to the door just as it crashed inward. Rafael jumped inside and shoved the door shut again, a poncho under one arm.



“Rafael, what are you doing?” she asked, going straight for him.



“Me?” he roared. “What are you doing? You had to have heard the sirens?”



“I was here, I just thought I had another few minutes, I didn’t…” She buried her face against his chest and wrapped her arms around him. “I’m sorry, I’m so sorry.”



“We can’t stay here. The winds are going to get worse before they get better.” He pulled away from her and helped Jamie into the poncho. “We have to try to get to the villa and we have to go now.”



“Okay,” she whispered. Before he jerked open the door again, she grabbed his arm. “I’m sorry.”



“I know,” he said, his voice brittle. “Ready? Go.”



* * *



They jogged to the trail, each of them holding a hand over their eyes and linking together the other one, more out of fear of one losing the other than their earlier passion for one another. If Rafael spoke, Jamie couldn’t hear him. If this was just a storm, how bad did the hurricanes get?



The ribbons she tied were unnecessary for them. Rafael could have navigated the walk blind, but Jamie could easily see why they’d done it. The paths split along several different points, leading back to the beach or the village or the staff housing, and it would have been easy to get lost had a person not known where the villa was located.



Rivulets of water streamed down the paths, collecting in pools every now and again. A few branches had been knocked loose from some of the trees, but for the most part the trail was otherwise clear. Rafael stepped over one of these, his foot landing in a pool of water, and he turned, offering his hand to Jamie. His foot slipped out from under him, and Rafael went down hard and fast, collapsing on his leg at such a bizarre angle she was sure he’d broken something.



“Ow, shit, shit!” he bellowed.



“Oh my God, Rafael!”



“It’s okay, nothing’s broken.”



“Let me help you!” she shouted back, and stepped more carefully over the branch, avoiding the pool of water and whatever was so slick at the bottom. Her hands reached out and he waved her off. Twisting so he could push himself off the ground, Rafael stood up, this time widening his eyes in pain.



“Shit, ow, I think I tore a muscle or something,” he groaned, barely audible.



“Should I run ahead?”



“Let me try to put some weight on it.”



He did, and could take ginger steps up the path. Their progress was slow, and Jamie thought about rushing up the path to grab someone to help. But as she opened her mouth to tell Rafael she’d be right back, Angelo and Abel came around a corner, each of them in a bright yellow poncho matching hers. They wrapped their arms under Rafael’s shoulders and he used them like a pair of oversized crutches, hopping on his good foot up the path. At the villa gates, Wardell was there, and pushed them open for the oncoming staffers and Jamie. He shot daggers in Jamie’s direction with his eyes, and she couldn’t blame him one bit. If she got kicked off Rahu, that was a perfect punishment for hurting the man she…



The man she what, exactly?



* * *



The shelter was built out of an old naval bunker, and contained several largish, unadorned rooms largely devoid of any character. The thing was meant to save lives, not act as a plush den for the Morgans to brag about to their rich friends like some other “survival” bunkers out there. They’d built the villa nearly right over the top of it, and the entrance was in the back of Willow’s house.



Several largish concrete rooms were decked out with foldout couches, bunks, and hideaway cots. They could house sixty people in there, Jamie learned, and there was food enough to feed them all for a month. Two, if they rationed properly. Thankfully, the storm loosened its grip by the time nightfall rolled around, Wardell thought they could send everyone down to the beach housing in another hour, but they were waiting just to be cautious and sure.



Jamie sat next to Rafael the entire time. His initial stoniness faded, and soon the two were talking quietly about some book interests after someone brought by a box of paperbacks for them to browse through. They couldn’t talk about the things they really needed to, not in front of potentially so many people, but Jamie’s hand found his sometime in the evening and he hadn’t let it go yet.



A pulled muscle, that was all, Dr. Heidi thought. She wanted Rafael to stay in the inpatient bed in her clinic that night and probably the next day, just to make sure he was okay. Overly cautious, maybe, but she was worried about some signs of dehydration he was showing probably not related to his injury and explained to him he needed the rest anyways.



Angelo and the doc hauled him down to the village that evening, Rafael getting the royal treatment in one of the golf carts with his knee wrapped. Jamie wanted to join him immediately, but Wardell pulled her back, his lips set in a grim line. The older man led her away from the vacationers filing out and back towards the beach. His wife joined them both, staring between her husband and Jamie.



“I should throw you off the goddamn island,” Wardell snapped. “What were you thinking?”



“I wasn’t,” Jamie said. “I was dealing with some… personal issues and I didn’t react fast enough. I’m sorry.”



“Some personal… you think I didn’t hear about the drama in town this morning?” Wardell looked like a vein might pop in his forehead, “I told you to be careful. I told you. So what do you do? You break his heart, then you play the attention card again. So Rafael, the best guy I know, races down to save you. Because you can’t listen, you self-centered-”



His wife laid a hand on his shoulder. He snapped a look at her that could have cut through steel, but it softened when Carolina shook her head.



“It’s not the time,” Carolina said. “Let her go to him. And then we can decide what to do.”



Gritting his teeth, Wardell turned back to Jamie. “Go,” he growled. “And if you cause one more bit of trouble on this island, I’ll send you back to the mainland in a canoe without a damn paddle.”



* * *



The doctor and Angelo were talking quietly outside the clinic when Jamie showed up. Angelo turned to her, frowning.



“I’m going to go sit with him,” Jamie said. “I owe him that much.”



The doctor nodded. “Go ahead. Keep him down, though. I don’t want him getting up or exerting himself.”



“Okay,” Jamie said.



Angelo stepped up to her, his arms folded. He looked weary, and sad, and his voice held no anger to it. “Raf isn’t just one of my best friends. He’s one of the best guys I know.”



“I got the threat from Wardell. I do anything else to upset the apple cart…”



The older man shook his head. “I’m not going to threaten you. I’ve got my own shit to worry about. But I hope whatever kick you’re getting out of hurting him is worth it.”



He opened the door for Jamie and she stepped inside. Neither the doc or Angelo followed her in. A curtain had been drawn around one of the clinic’s beds, and she could see one of Rafael’s feet swirling. “Doc?”



“No,” Jamie said, pulling back the curtain.



Rafael stared at her, his face a mask. “Oh. Hi.”



“Hi.”



Rafael looked so beat in that bed. His long hair spilled messily down his shoulders and his cheeks were red and splotchy. His knee now bore a brace, and he struggled to sit up.



“Don’t move, please,” Jamie said, rushing forward and placing a hand on his chest.



He glanced down at it. “Jamie…”



“I-”



“Can you do me a favor?”



She expected him to ask her to leave, and she would have. In that moment, she thought she would have done anything for him. “Yes.”



His jaw worked. “Can you not say you’re sorry anymore?”



“I… sure.”



He took her hands in both of his, and squeezed it before letting go. A small armchair sat in a corner, and Jamie dragged it over beside his bed.



“Can I get you anything? Do anything for you?” she asked.



He glanced over at her. “Tell me who you really are. All of it. Even the stuff you think you need to hide from me. I’m not as soft as everyone thinks I am. I’ve been through the tunnel, Jamie. I saw the darkness and I’m done with that. So no kid gloves. Please. Respect me that much.”



Her head jerked up and down in a nod, and she settled back, hesitantly telling Rafael all of it. About Isaac waiting for her back home. The hall pass, the librarian he was sleeping with. About her doubts and her fears about their future together, about being together with a man for five years with no clue when he might want to take things further.



“Why haven’t you told him this?” Rafael asked her. It was the first question he’d pointed in her direction in nearly a half hour.



“I have. But I don’t think he takes it as seriously as I do. Pressing him makes it feel like I’m making him propose out of an obligation, you know?”



“So what is it you want from him? Marriage and kids?”



“I don’t know,” she admitted. “I thought so. I mean, those are things I definitely want, but I’m afraid I’d wake up seven months pregnant and discover he decided this was too much responsibility. And I’m not saying Isaac would, but I’m not saying he wouldn’t, either. I don’t know. I was ready for a break, though, and so I thought I’d come here and say yes to everything I wanted.” She smiled wanly. “Turns out I’m kind of an asshole and forgot about things like other people’s feelings.”



He reached out and took her hand. “You didn’t promise me anything. This… this hurts. But I get it. You’re just looking for fun.”



“Yeah,” Jamie murmured, looking away from him. “Just… fun. But I don’t think I want to have it with anyone else on this island anymore.”



“Jamie, I…” He sighed. “Here’s what I’m proposing. With what time we have left, we… I don’t know. We get to know each other better. We have a good time. And then we say goodbye.”



“Are you okay with that?” she asked, halfheartedly hoping he said no.



Rafael’s smile almost convinced her he was telling the truth when he said quietly, “Absolutely. With you, I’ll take whatever I can get.”



* * *



The days were never going to be enough. The nights, even less so. Kirk, Willow, and Veronique arrived back on the island. Kirk and Veronique came to visit Rafael and Jamie first thing, but they were so busy making sweet eyes at each other Jamie wasn’t sure they knew Rafael and herself were in the room.



Willow was a longer time coming, but when she did, Angelo was in tow, both of them looking more than a little pleased with themselves. Heidi gave Rafael the all clear to get out of there, and they had a nice dinner together on the pier, the four of them contemplating just when and where Kirk would propose to Veronique.



She moved her belongings to Rafael’s tiny house, drawing some angry looks from Wardell and some of the other staff. Everyone knew by now what had transpired between her and Rafael, and they thought she was taking advantage of his heart and kindness now, setting him up for more pain later. They weren’t wrong, and she hated herself for it, but she couldn’t deny that she wanted to be with him while on Rahu.



Rafael was out of his brace by the third day and walking normally by that evening. There was still some pain, particularly when it came time to the beach obstacle course race for the Rahu Island Wet Willy Grand Sporting Invitational Tournament. They were sinking in the standings, but both of them were too wrapped up in the moments they had together to care. Besides, Kirk, Willow, and Veronique were all floundering even harder than they were thanks to their vacation, so at least they weren’t going to come in dead last.



They made love every opportunity they could. Sweet moments of slow passion tangled with a frantic need to touch each other, to beat out a pace faster than the short time they had left. Neither of them said anything about what was to come, but more than once, Jamie found Rafael staring at her like he was trying to memorize her every line. Isaac called, and she spoke to him, but whatever they said to one another was fuzzy, a blur. Isaac was tomorrow. Isaac was her future. Rafael was today.



Jamie kept Sander’s words to herself, With the exception of Rafael, she didn’t think she was anyone’s favorite there on Rahu and had the sinking feeling they’d take Sander’s side if she accused him of any misconduct. The guy didn’t want to leave her alone, though, and often found excuses to be near wherever she was hanging out. Jamie stuck to Rafael, never wanting to be alone, and not just because of her stalker. But when a regular scheduled staff change came on, Rafael had to help unload the ferry, and Sander finally made his move.



* * *



Veronique and Jamie stretched together on the beach after an intense couple of laps around the island. In sporty shorts, athletic bras, and ballcaps, they were feeling the need to really push themselves, and were talking about maybe hitting the pool for a few laps, especially as Savini was preparing some kind of ice cream concoction served in a ginormous chocolate ball that sounded like delicious food witchcraft. As Jamie did a few goblet squats with her water bottle, Veronique’s radio squelched.



She unclipped it and said, “Go for Foxy Weasel.”



Kirk said over the radio. “You’re cute. Your mom called your cell. Said to remind you it’s your aunt, uh, Charity’s birthday today. I’m due for a break. I could walk the phone down halfway to meet you wherever you are.”



“Oh, right. Go Mom,” Veronique said away from the radio. Then, pressing the send button, “Sounds good. We’re by the east-northeast path.”



“Great. See you in a second.”



Veronique grinned at Jamie. “I’m gonna meet him halfway. Be back in a sec.”



“Sure,” Jamie said, not really thinking about it. The run left her pleasantly tired and she was falling into a lull. She grabbed her towel and laid it down to do some crunches facing the ocean. Around her twentieth one, a shadow fell across her.



“You been avoiding me?” Sander asked. His tone was pleasant, even jovial, but there was no mistaking the lizard-like flicks of his eyes down her body.



Jamie pushed herself upright, grabbing the towel. “You need to go. Now.”



“Hey, I just want to do a little walking and talking. And you haven’t given me a chance to do that.”



“We have nothing to say to each other.”



“Goddamn it, there’s no need to be a bitch,” he snarled, his smile gone.



Jamie froze. This was not a fight she could win if he got violent. Running wasn’t an option either. She’d seen how fast Sander could move. “Okay. No need to get mad. You talk, I’ll listen.”



“Good. That’s all I want.” He reached out and stroked Jamie’s shoulder. She had to force herself not to recoil from him. “Mouth like that, the only thing it should be used for is sucking some guy off.” She flinched, and he grinned. “Leave your stuff. Won’t need it.”



Her bottle dropped to the sand, along with her towel. His grip on her arm tightened, and they started down the beach towards the village. “Where are we going?”



“Rafael’s setting up for the conga-line musical chairs. We’re going to have our… chat close by. Somewhere you can watch him.”



Jamie turned to look at him. “What? Why?”



“I hate that fat fuck. It’ll be fun to play with your open-door policy right in front of him.”



A shiver shot through her. No. Oh no. “Sander, if it’s about your eye, he’s so sorry. You have no idea.”



Sander laughed softly. “The eye. Yeah, that was genius.”



“What?”



“He was such a klutz and he was terrible at his job. I damn near slipped a dozen times, and it gave me an idea. If I had a little accident, how much would the Morgans pay out?”



The depth of what he was saying wrapped around her spine like a python constricting her. “You… you did it on purpose?”



“Had a piece of glass in my hand already. All I had to do was fall, break a tumbler near my face, and slice myself open. Got a little deeper than I expected, but hey, half a million in the bank plus a lifetime stay on Pussy Island? That’s not a bad trade in my book.” He winked at her. “Only need one good eye, right?”



“If you do this, the party’s over for you,” Jamie said. “You rape me, there’s no way they don’t take you to the cops. The Morgans are good people.”



“Who are they going to believe? The bitch who they all hate, who just so happened to take a little swim in the ocean to get rid of the evidence after her alleged little escapade with me, or me, a stand-up employee who stuck around after losing my fucking eye for them?”



“Her,” a man’s voice said flatly behind them. Still gripping Jamie’s arm, Sander spun, his lips peeled back in a snarl. Kirk stood in front of Veronique, who stared at them both in wide-eyed horror. “Her. Every single fucking day.”



“Kirk, I-” Sander said, but the wealthy playboy was moving now, running down the beach at them. Jamie pivoted out of the way as Sander finally let her go, bringing his arms up to throw a punch. Kirk took it on the shoulder, ignored it, and rocketed a fist right into Sander’s nose. Cartilage crunched and crimson splashed down Sander’s face as he crashed onto his ass.



Pedaling backwards across the sand, the bartender screamed, “I’ll fucking sue, you prick!”



“Good. Try it,” Kirk snarled, coming after him. Sander scrambled to his feet just in time for Kirk to punch him again, this time only a glancing blow off the other man’s ear. But Sander clapped his hand to it anyways as though it had been a mortal blow. He charged Kirk, trying to tackle him, and Kirk did something with his feet, got them behind Sander somehow, and he fell on top of the bartender, rising up only to piston back down with his knees.



Someone must have heard the scream from Sander. People were running for the fight now, most wearing island polos, and someone was pulling Kirk away from the bloody-nosed Sander, dragging them both apart. Sander spat red into the sand, shouting about suing, about how much he’d take the Morgans for, and Kirk just stared at him, a devil’s grin on his face, willing the other man to come at him again.



Rafael thundered down the sands, sprinting for them, shockingly fast on his feet. Seeing him got a rise out of Sander all over again, and as Rafael neared, shouting for Jamie, Sander broke free of his captors’ grips, charging at the big man.



Unaware she was even moving until she was doing it. Jamie launched herself at Sander, hitting him with a tackle a pro football player would have envied. Despite her diminutive size, he went down, hitting the sand with a satisfying, “Urrrraaagh!”



She got up and screamed, “That’s for my… my… my boyfriend!”



Then Rafael was there, grabbing her, leading her away as she held him, the clock ticking in the back of her head.



* * *



Rafael stormed back and forth his hands laced behind his head. “All this time, all this time,” he muttered. “His eye, I thought I’d… I was sure…”



His white-hot rage at finding out what Sander tried to do Jamie had subsided, but it was stoking back up again now that Rafael knew the truth about what happened with Sander’s eye.



“It was some sick stuff,” Jamie said, her feet kicking back and forth as she sat on the edge of the counter. They were the only two in Kirk’s house. Most the rest of the staff was outside, in the midst of a long meeting. Abel and another security guard were currently somewhere west of the island with a handcuffed Sander. Law was a tricky thing on the island, but Willow and Kirk assured her with cold certainty Sander would be destroyed professionally, financially, and personally. She had zero doubt they would do it, too, and agreed to leave it in their hands. Whatever they could dream up for the bastard she was positive would be worse than whatever slap on the wrist he might get if she pursued legal action.



“Jamie, I’m sorry,” Rafael said. “I set this off, I didn’t know…”



“No, this is not your fault,” she said. “It’s not mine. It’s Sander’s. That fuckhead is not right.”



He came to her, raising his arms like he was about to hug her, then stared at them. “Can I…? Is it appropriate to…?”



“To hug me?” When Rafael nodded, she did too. He embraced her, and they held one another in silence until Kirk, Veronique, Willow, and Angelo came back in, taking up positions in chairs and stools around them.



Willow said quietly, “Jamie, on behalf of all of us, honey, I… I’m sorry. Our lawyers would probably shoot us for saying that, but we are. If we’d known how crazy Sander really was…”



Jamie shook her head. “I don’t think he was crazy. A sociopath, maybe. But everything he did was so… calculated.”



Kirk nodded. “That sounds about right. In any case, we’d like you to feel free to use our guest house until it’s time to head home this weekend. You and Rafael both.”



“Thank you,” Rafael said to his boss, but Jamie cleared her throat and hopped off the counter.



“I can’t,” she said quietly. Every eye on the room focused on her. She shook her head. “I just… I can’t. I’m sorry.”



She walked past them, through the living room, out the door, and through the gate before Rafael caught up to her. “Jamie, wait, what’s going on?”



“It’s not them, it’s me,” Jamie said. “All right? It’s me.”



“Jamie…”



“If I could float in the sky like them, maybe things would be different. Maybe I could move past all this. But this place, this island, it’s a fantasy land. It’s make-believe, Raf.”



“Hey, this is my home,” he said, wounded.



“Rafael, I leave in just a few days!” she shouted. “I don’t want some… some… picture perfect house to hide away from what nearly just happened. I don’t want to sit on the beach and have perfect cocktails or be fed perfect food from a five-star chef. Do you know what I want?”



“What?” he asked.



“I want to go to work,” she said, still loud but the weariness poking through. “I want to go home to a crummy apartment after a long day and I want to fall asleep on the couch in my holey pajamas eating popcorn I burned because my microwave’s too small.” Tears started to slip down her face. “I want kids. I want squalling little babies that drive me crazy ninety nine percent of the time and so very happy the other one percent. I want to sit in sticky chairs at a movie theater at two o’clock in the afternoon with my husband while we make out like we’re kids because we’re so happy we have a moment to steal together.”



Rafael held her to him. “Stay with me,” he murmured. “Here. You’ll see this place is real.”



“You know what I’m saying is true. This isn’t a home for you. It’s a place to hide.”



“What?” he asked, his voice brittle.



She closed her eyes. “Your family. Your old life. You’ve been here, hiding away from all of it. It’s why you don’t go home. This isn’t a life. It’s a long vacation.”



“You don’t mean that,” Rafael said.



“I do. Every word of it.”



He opened his mouth, closed it, opened it again, and took her hands, staring down at her feet. “I love you. How is that for real?”



“Raf, don’t.”



“I do, though. With all my heart. Tell me you don’t love me too. That there isn’t some part of you under all this crassness that wonders if we couldn’t be something amazing.”



“Isaac,” she whispered.



“Yeah,” Rafael said quietly. “Isaac. Yeah.” He nodded, and turned away. She watched him walk down the path leading away from her, his shoulders hunched, his spirit broken.



“I’m sorry,” Jamie whispered. “You had to hate me to let me go.”



* * *



She stayed in her room the last days of the vacation, taking meals brought to her by Wardell and Carolina and left outside her door. Veronique came by every day to try to talk her into staying, but Jamie knew it was time to go. She’d set fire to too many bridges.



He came to her once, the night before she left. Rafael didn’t try to convince her to stay or to tell her he loved her again. Instead, she let him in, and they silently stripped each other, their hands moving slowly and uncertainly as though they hadn’t done this half a dozen times. He sat her down on the edge of the bed and knelt at Jamie’s feet, staring up at her with those huge, soft eyes as he began to show her his love with his mouth one last time.



He spread her wide with his fingers, driving his tongue up and down her pussy until he met her clit. She thought at first this might be a straightforward session, Rafael trying to get her off quickly, but soon he started kissing each of her delicate pink lips, working his mouth up and down them with a languidness she loved. She brought his hands up to her breasts so he could cup them and squeeze them while he worked, and soon her fingers joined him at her clit, squeezing it, pinching it. She came with a whimper of pleasure, his name on her lips but remaining unspoken.



He stood up and she took him in her mouth, wishing in the back of her mind she’d never done the orgy with Mia. If she could do it all over again, she’d spend every minute with this man. They’d have never left his bed, never stopped touching, never stopped loving.



Loving
 .



She slid her mouth off him, kissed his tip goodbye, and turned around to crawl on the bed on her hands and knees, stopping with her butt up in the air. “You can have it, if you want.”



“No,” Rafael said. “I want to see you.”



“Raf…”



Jamie twisted and sank onto her back. Rafael crawled up onto the small bed with her. Gently, he lifted her left food, kissed the ankle, and placed it on his shoulder. Then he did the same with her other leg on the other shoulder, and guided himself to her entrance. She reached down to take him into her, so slowly, so very sweet. If he’d asked her to stay in that moment, Jamie might have said yes, might have given Rafael anything he wanted in the world if it was in her power, but he didn’t. He held her captive with the smile he tried on just for her, with the way he cupped her cheek, the nuzzle of his lips against her neck, her chin, her lips. When she came again, it was the best one of the whole vacation, and soon he was finishing too, his love filling her, leaving Jamie mad for more.



She fell back against the pillows. He traced her mouth with his lips, stopping to give her one last lingering kiss, and then Rafael was on his feet, pulling up his pants, slipping on his shirt. She almost asked him to wait, to stay.



He stepped into the night, and was gone.



* * *



With the weights chained to Jamie’s heart and without her friend Veronique, the trip home felt as long as her vacation, and in the least pleasant way possible. None of the vacationers seemed too lively on the ferry ride back to the mainland, but no one was so miserable by far as Jamie.



She kept Veronique’s friend Liza company on the boat ride, and walked her to the line of taxis and rideshares waiting for them. Before Liza slid into her waiting car, she said quietly, “Love is a bitch, isn’t it?”



Jamie would have laughed if it didn’t break her heart so hard.



Her cramped flight home was spent next to a forty-five-year-old dentist from Salt Lake City, but born and raised in Provo shortly before a few years abroad in Canada spent waitressing and bartending. Jamie found all this out in the space of one long, inexhaustible breath that never ran out in their interminably long flight. Several times she tried to pretend to be asleep so her ultra-chatty neighbor would finally leave her be, but that seemed to spur the woman on. When Jamie got off the plane, one of the other passengers stopped her and gave her a hug.



“I think you deserved that.”



* * *



Mia had left her car in long term parking, and they worked out a deal where Jamie would return it for her in exchange for a couple bottles of wine from western Michigan. Despite having told him her plan to grab Mia’s car, bring it home, and then drop it off later at Mia’s place, Jamie half-hoped the romantic bug might have bit Isaac and he’d meet her at the airport. All the way to her luggage pick-up, she glanced around, thinking maybe this guy or that was him, but it never was.



Turned out the romantic bug had hit Isaac, but in a different fashion. At their house, Jamie grabbed her suitcase and travel bags out of the back and hauled them to the front door. It had been left unlatched, and swung open when she pressed on it. Soft music played from one of the bedrooms, and she heard a muffled, “Okay, okay.”



“Honey?” Jamie called. The scent of vanilla wafted through the house from a candle somewhere, and she followed it down the hallway once she dropped her bags and luggage by the couch.



In the master bedroom was a sight she might have thrilled to just two weeks prior. Trixie, in a sexy as hell skirt and opened jacket without much else, lay spread-eagle on the bed, a rose shaven of its thorns resting against her naked, gleaming pussy. Trixie lifted a finger to her lusciously full lips, sucking it first into her mouth and then pointing behind Jamie.



Isaac, dressed in nothing but a bow tie, knelt on the ground, a red throw pillow in his hands, a ring nestled on top. “Surprise,” he said, his voice low and thrilling.



Jamie took in the ring, her naked lover of over five years, the busty beauty waiting to be tasted. Then she turned on her heels, stumbled towards the door, and ran.









Epilogue



 



Contains: A story’s end. Really, that’s about it. And Bingo.



 



“All right, D-6,” Rafael called through the microphone system. The retirement community didn’t have a formal community hall, but the poolside area had plentiful seating and was protected from the breeze by tall hedges and a privacy fence. It made for the perfect area during the early morning for their games.



Some good-natured grumbling greeted him, along with some not-quite-veiled curses in Spanish from Mrs. Rios, who took on Bingo with the same intensity as her over-shorn hedges. Rafael had the nagging feeling as community manager he’d have to explain to the cops why they were dragging away a seventy-year old woman for stabbing someone over having had E-8.



Bingo maniacs aside, the job wasn’t bad. It didn’t pay nearly as much as working for the Morgans used to, not by a longshot but that part of his life was over now. Besides, his apartment was nearly three times as roomy as his old house on the island, and he now had the attention of nearly eighteen women all at once. True, they were all of a retirement age, and they mostly watched him because he was drawing numbers and letters from a pair of bowls in front of him, but still.



“A-3.”



Ms. Jenkins squinted at her card and started to raise her hand, but beside her, the barrel-like Ms. Godfrey slapped it down. “You don’t have Bingo. A-3, not C-3.”



“Ohhhh,” Ms. Jenkins said. “Well, I’m close, anyways.”



Rafael smiled at them both. “We’ll hopefully get you hooked up with this next one. F-4.” More grousing, and he chuckled into the microphone.



* * *



His excitement kept on building. As soon as he was done with his shift, it was time to drive down to Hudwell and meet up with Kirk, Willow, Veronique, and Angelo. The siblings hadn’t just been proposed to on the same day by their partners, but would be getting married on the same day nearly six months later. Rafael was going to reunited with the family and first fly then drive with them to the Morgans’ cabin up in the Colorado mountains. He could hardly wait.



As he dropped the bingo cards into their plastic sleeve and into the box of supplies, someone pushed open the gate to the pool area. “Great day for a swim,” he said, glancing up.



“It is,” Ms. Godfrey said, a curious look on her face. She was more decked out for a lazy Sunday in front of the television than a dip in the pool, in baggy sweats and a headband she perpetually wore in favor of hats. “But that’s not why I’m here. There’s a limo for you waiting out on the street. Your wedding friends, I’d bet.”



“Oh hell,” he groaned, laughing. “They didn’t have to do that.”



“Go. I’ll clean up for you. No one’s going to say a thing about you taking off an hour early.”



He grinned. “Thank you, Ms. Godfrey. You are terrific.”



“Of course I am!” she replied brightly. As he hustled past her, she called after him, “Have fun.”



“Of course,” he said, turning and grinning before he was through the gate and barreling for the limo.



The driver stepped out, a slim man with a head of steel gray hair. He introduced himself and they strolled towards one of the rear doors. Rafael gave him his address, and the driver smiled at him.



“Oh, we’ve already picked up your things,” he said, and opened the back door.



“We?” Rafael had just enough time to ask the question before a long leg ending in a silky-smooth skirt poked out the door. He stared, then up at the woman attached to it.



“Hi,” Jamie murmured, trying to smile through her tears.



Rafael breathed her name, and rushed forward to help her out of the car. Already thin, she’d lost more weight since he’d seen her last, but she still took his breath away so easily, disarming all his pain with just that simple smile.



They stared at one another for a long moment, and her eyes turned downward. “Raf, I’m sorry, I’m so sorry.”



He rushed forward to take her in his arms, his lips on hers. She kissed him without hesitation, without reserve, her eyes closing as she gasped into his mouth. Somewhere behind her the driver disappeared back into the front of the car, waiting for them to finish their reunion.



“I love you,” Rafael told Jamie.



“Oh God, I love you too.”



“Isaac?” he asked holding her close, breathing her soft lotion.



“Broke up with him less than a minute after I got home. I’ve had… a lot to deal with. I’m sorry I didn’t find you sooner but I hated myself for so long.”



“No, Jamie, no,” he whispered, kissing the tears on her cheeks. “It’s okay. You helped me. I’m doing my own thing now. And I’m talking to my parents again.”



“Yeah?”



He nodded. “It’s not easy, but we’re working through it. I’m flying up there in a few months.”



“I’m so glad,” she whispered, kissing the corner of his mouth. “Things have changed for me too. I quit my job, and the Morgans offered me a new one. Here. In town. I’m going to be the new manager for a Wisps of You.”



“That’s great,” he said warmly. “Are you coming to the two weddings?”



Jamie cleared her throat and dabbed at her eyes with the back of her hand. A tentative smile spread across her face. “That’s the other reason I’m here.” She pried herself free and walked back to the limo to open the door again. Like a clown car, Willow tumbled out with a bottle of champagne in hand, laughing and swatting at Angelo as he pinched her bottom right behind her, followed closely by Veronique holding a bouquet of roses and Kirk with a camera in hand.



“Hey!” Rafael said, his smile widening to a shocked grin. “What is this?”



“First, give her this,” Veronique said, eyes glimmering with happy tears as she held out the bouquet. “She’s very traditional, you know.”



“What?” Rafael asked, laughing but puzzled. He took the roses and turned to hand them to Jamie.



“Oh, they’re lovely, thank you!” she said. To her side, Kirk was powering on the camera. They were drawing quite a crowd of retirees around the fringes, but none of them paid the older folks any mind.



“Now you’ll both need this,” Willow said, pulling off the top on the bottle of champagne and jumping back when it burbled over. She passed it to Rafael and winked. “Little liquid courage.”



He took a sip, and passed that on to Jamie too. Once he got his pictures, Kirk rushed over to take the bottle and set it on the ground beside the car. He nodded at Angelo, and for no reason Rafael could understand, Jamie drew in a deep, hiccupping breath.



Angelo stepped over to his friend, something palmed in his hand. But before he handed it over, he hugged Rafael. “I’m proud of you, brother,” he said. “And I hope she says yes.”



“What?” Rafael asked, getting it but not quite comprehending what was about to happen. But it finally clicked when Angelo held out a tiny box, and Rafael’s heart thumped as he took it. “I…”



“Ask her,” Kirk said quietly. Beside him, Veronique was full-on crying now, her arm wrapped around her husband to be. “We’ve made some arrangements. There could be three weddings this weekend.”



“If that’s what you want,” Jamie said quietly, her voice nearly breaking.



Rafael turned, his eyes wide. Jamie held the roses, her eyes down towards the ground. Rafael stepped over to her, and tucked two fingers under her chin, lifting it so he could kiss her. He opened the box without glancing inside, and Jamie closed her eyes.



“Jamie,” he whispered. “I love you.”



“I love you.”



He knelt, and her eyes fluttered open. He held out the ring, and asked her one simple question.



 



* * * * *



 



Thanks for reading! Please consider leaving a review. It’s one of the best ways you can help a writer out. And if you enjoyed these stories, how about checking out some of my other erotic collections? You won’t run into any duplicate stories, though you might find some links between characters in the collections. See if you can spot them all.
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