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Chapter One: Fl​irting With Danger
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"So, you’ve never met her?" Lance asked for the fourteenth time.

"No!" I reiterated.

"Dude, she’s fucking hot as fuck!" Marty smacked my arm.

"Terry's landed the hottest bitch ever created!" Ian exclaimed. "I mean smoking hot!"

We were headed for the beach for a weekend break. We all worked at the same executive office and landed a big contract. All of us had worked our asses off for the past month and decided to splurge on a big three-day weekend down in Key West.

I was the only single one in the group.

Lance had his wife, Regina; Marty had his third wife, Leanne; and Ian was bringing his girlfriend, Maxine. We were meeting Terry and his girlfriend, Roxxy.

For days now, all the guys were talking about was Roxxy. I had never met her. After my recent breakup, I had gone into work mode and did nothing but work, work at the office, bringing work home with me, and working out at the gym.

I didn't hang out with everyone as much as I used to when I was with Yasmine; I felt like the odd one out since all the other guys had someone.

Terry had met Roxxy at a nightclub, and they supposedly had hit it off right away.

"Do your wives and girlfriends know you talk about Roxxy this much?" I asked as we got into the elevator to head down to the beach.

The hotel we got was right on the beach. I lucked out and got a room that faced the beach; my balcony had a great view of the large pool and the beach. Yesterday, when I got in, I sat outside and stared at all the nice women with beach bodies in nice swimsuits.

"If you think we talk about her a lot you should hear them!" Lance laughed.

"They talk about her more than we do!" Ian agreed. "They were the ones that told us her large melons were the enhanced kind!"

"He means she got them bolted on," Marty explained.

"I know what enhanced means," I shook my head at Marty.

Marty was the group's know-it-all, always ready to explain the obvious. Maybe that was why he was already on his third wife.

Lance was the guy who never grew up. He would still tell stories about his high school years and how he used to get all the girls and get in trouble. Regina told a different story; she said he was the guy who always tried to hit on every girl in the school and got turned down repeatedly. She only got married to him because she got pregnant after sleeping with him after they had graduated.

Ian was the clown of the group. He was always trying to make a joke out of everything, even when it wasn't funny, which was why most of us liked hanging out with him and his new girlfriend; she always brought him down a peg or two, especially when he got out of hand.

Then there was Terry, whom I didn't like too much. Not for any other reason other than he liked to compete way too much. If someone bought a new car, he had to buy a new one, a better one; if someone did something, he had to do it better. He was always competing, no matter what the situation, and it aggravated me.

It was the reason why we were here in Key West instead of Myrtle Beach. We could have driven three hours to be on the beach in our home state of South Carolina, but no, Terry wanted to go big and drive down to Key West because he got a new SUV and wanted to show it off.

I was completely sure the other reason he wanted to come down here was to show off Roxxy. Most of the other wives were housewives, especially Regina, who had given birth to four kids; she wasn't too happy about being on the beach with her pale skin and mom bod, as she called it. The other wives weren't thrilled either.

"About time!" Terry stood up from his beach chair.

Terry worked out a lot and had a body that showed it. He took every advantage he could to get shirtless to show off his sculpted abs and chest. What he didn't tell anyone was that he paid a private trainer to help him maintain it.

"Hey Terry," I said as plainly as I could.

"Maxwell!" Terry shook my hand. "Glad you could make it."

"I said I was coming," I ignored him and took a seat.

"Where are the girls?" Terry looked around.

"They will be down later," Ian said. "They went shopping with Roxxy."

"Surprised you didn’t know where your new girlfriend went," I mentioned.

"She doesn't tell me everything," Terry sighed as he sat down. "Besides, look at the view!"

It was a nice view of the water and some women in bikinis.

"You have a girlfriend!" Lance stated as he sat down next to us.

"I don't see a ring on my finger," Terry smiled. "I can still look and admire; I just can't touch the merchandise!"

I rolled my eyes. This was typical Terry. He always rubbed it in that he was free to do whatever he wanted.

The hotel was right behind us, and many of its workers were going around taking drink orders. We ordered some drinks and started talking about a few things. We kept off the subject of work as it was our one clear rule.

Once we were on vacation, there was no talking about work.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"Hi guys," I heard Regina's voice behind us.

"Hey, sweetie," Lance stood up and helped his wife sit in one of the chairs.

She was pregnant again, child number five on the way.

"Sorry we are late, we had to get a few things for Regina," Leanne smiled. "Pregnancy doesn’t care about vacations."

"No, it doesn’t!" Regina stated.

"If you want we can go back to the room," Lance said.

"Nonsense, I am good," Regina faked a smile.

Maxine was holding most of the things. I already knew she was going to break up with Ian, just by the looks she was giving him. No doubt Ian had something stupid on the long drive down here, and she was getting tired of his immature jokes.

"Hi!" Roxxy said.

'Fuck me!' I shouted inside my head.

They weren't kidding about how hot this woman was; she was a perfect ten, fuck ten, if the scale only went to ten, she had shot past it and was skyrocketing towards a hundred.

She had long blonde hair and a body with no fat whatsoever. Sculpted abs and perfectly shaped tits, even if they were fake, they looked perfect on her. Everything was perfect on her, from head to toe. Bright white teeth and a smile that melted butter.

"Hey, honey," Terry went to stand up and greet her, but she walked right past him.

"The staff is bringing another umbrella," Roxxy told Regina. "To keep the sun from baking you alive," she smiled.

"Thank you Roxxy, you’re a darling!"

"Just say the word and we can go back to the pool area, the shaded part," Roxxy smiled.

"That actually sounds like a great idea," Leanne nodded. "We can leave the guys here to talk about all the girls they are looking at."

"We can come with.." Lance started to say, but got a few looks from the women.

"We will be fine!" Regina shot back as Leanne and Maxine helped her to stand.

We watched as the women left and headed back to the hotel.

"Told you!" Lance stared at me.

"Told him what?" Terry asked. "That I got the hottest woman on the fucking planet!"

"I doubt the whole planet, you know how many women are on the planet?" Marty started.

"Shut it," Terry pointed at him. "She’s fucking hot as fuck! And she is fucking mine!"

"Yeah, we are still wondering what she sees in you!" Ian responded.

"I rock her fucking world!" Terry lowered his sunglasses. "That’s what she sees in me!"

'I fucking doubt that!' I thought.

Roxxy was fucking hot though, I couldn't stop staring at her huge tits the whole time she was standing here.

"Forgot my sunglasses," Roxxy appeared out of nowhere.

"I could have brought them to you," Terry said.

"No, you stay here and stare at the other women," Roxxy nodded. "It’s what you are good at," she smiled at me. "Nice meeting you Maxwell."

"Nice meeting you too," I smiled back at her.

I loved seeing her tight, perfect body in the skimpy gold bikini. The top of it barely held her large tits inside. "We should talk more later," she winked at me and then ran back towards the hotel.

We all stared at her perfect ass in the string bikini bottom as she left.

"What the fuck dude!" Terry yelled at me.

"What!" I shouted back.

"Are you flirting with my girlfriend?" Terry sat up and stared at me.

I lowered my sunglasses. "If you are rocking her world like you said you are, she shouldn't be talking to me, right?"

The others laughed.
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Chapter Two​: Taking What's His
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"You’re playing with danger!" Marty warned me.

"What did I do?" I laughed it off.

We had just finished breakfast in the hotel's diner area. Roxxy and I had a lot of fun talking about many things. Underneath that smoking body of hers, Roxxy was a nerd like me, especially for science fiction television shows and movies.

"Did you not see the steam coming out of Terry’s ears?" Lance asked.

"Not my fault his girlfriend was talking to me more than him," I shrugged as the elevator door opened.

"Did you have to tell her what room you were in?" Ian shook his head. "You’re flirting with danger; you know Terry has a temper."

"Fuck Terry," I hit the button for my floor. "I didn't flirt with her until she flirted with me!"

It was the truth: I came down for breakfast and sat at a table far away from the others so they could have their private time.

I was single, so I was looking at other women and minding my own business. Roxxy and Terry came over to me, and then she started talking about the show she was watching, which was the same one I had been binge-watching, and that's how the conversation started.

"Just saying," Marty shook his head. "If you were flirting with Leanne like that, I would be pissed!"

"There is a huge difference," I pointed out as the elevator stopped on my floor. "Leanne and you are married, Terry and Roxxy are not."

I went to my room and started playing a video game on my PlayStation.

'You are an asshole!' a text came through on my watch.

It was from Terry.

'What the fuck did I do!'

'Roxxy is talking about you nonstop!'

'Sounds like a you problem, not a me problem!'

'Fuck you! Friends don’t flirt with other friend’s girlfriends!'

'We are coworkers, I am friends with the others, but you, I hardly hang around!'

It was true. I liked hanging with the others and would never do such a thing to any of them. I wouldn't even think about flirting or talking to any of their wives or girlfriends the way I did with Roxxy, and if any of their significant others started flirting with me, I would be the first to tell them.

Terry didn't respect me at work, and he even tried to stop my promotion, which he denied until I found out about it, so in my eyes, we were coworkers who hung out.

'It’s like that?'

'Absolutely, if you were doing things right, then she wouldn’t be talking to me!'

'Fuck you!'

I laughed and continued playing my game.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~
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A few minutes later, there was a knock on my door.

I got myself ready for a face-to-face altercation with Terry. He knew where my room was, and I was sure it was him behind the door.

"Sorry to bother you
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