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Chapter One

 


“What kind of fucking idiot would be
installing new bookshelves on a day when the heat index is 105 and
the surf’s the best it’s been all week?” muttered Gwynnyth Llewelyn
hammering a nail into the shelving with more enthusiasm than
accuracy.

“Oh yes, that would be me.” “Don’t you dare
fucking bend,” she ordered the hapless nail as she hit it
again.

The nail held. She grabbed the last two
nails out of the box, lined them up with the shelf, and began
bashing at them with the hammer. The shelf wobbled, then sat still
on its supports.

“Success!”

Gwyn lifted the bottom of her screaming
orange t-shirt, and wiped her sweaty face with it. The beach-side
vacation cottage she’d inherited from her parents a year earlier
was full of odd little nooks and crannies. This particular corner
in the main room had been a dumping ground for her boxes of books,
until she’d finally decided to buy the wood and make some
bookshelves herself.

She picked up an armload of books and dumped
them on the shelf. It didn’t even wobble, so she added a second
armload, then a third. “Yay me! I rule! Thank God that’s done. Time
for a swim.”

It was much too hot for a wetsuit, so she
changed into a one-piece swimsuit in electric green, slapped a
baseball cap onto her sweaty, tangled brown curls, slid her feet
into electric green flip-flops that matched her swimsuit, grabbed a
towel and sarong, and picked up her surfboard, which lived beside
the front door.

The vacation cottage was only one hundred
feet from the water, with just a one-lane dirt road separating it
from the first sand dune. Gwyn stood on top of the dune scanning
the beach. She loved this place. Her parents had brought her here
every summer from the time she was three years old, and the salt,
sand, and surf were in her blood. The happiest day of her life had
been when she’d moved here to live just over a year ago. Of course
turning a vacation cottage into a year-round home was proving
harder than she’d thought, but she was up for the challenge.

Being able to swim every day, to walk along
the beach day and night, to surf year round, more than made up for
the inconvenience of a property in dire need of some serious
maintenance. But she would do it. She’d already retiled the kitchen
and bathroom floors, hacked and slashed, weeded and chopped, until
the garden was under control, and had repainted all the rooms. Next
up was repairing the porch decking, so she could sit out there of
an evening and watch the waves rolling in and out, a sight that she
never tired of.

And standing on the beach was Zac. Another
sight she never tired of. Damn, that man was built! Zac had lived
here all his life, so she’d known him since they were both
kindergarteners. His brown hair was bleached blondish from the sun,
and he worked as a groundsman at the golf course behind the short
row of houses. His muscular body gleamed with droplets of water,
and he waved at her, calling out, “Ready to catch a few waves with
me?”

“Hell, yeah.”

She kicked off her flip-flops and dropped
her baseball cap, sarong, and towel onto them, then followed him
down to the water. The surf was looking really good today, and she
was more than ready to enjoy it.

Gwyn had learned to swim and surf the first
few summers she’d been here. Zac was just a year older than her,
and his much older brother, Mike, had taught them both. A few years
later, when she was around seven or eight, the very old lady in the
end cottage had died, and Parker’s family had started renting it
each summer from the new family who bought it. From then on, the
three of them were inseparable every summer, and she’d lost her
virginity to them both right here on the beach one hot summer
night. That had been the night they’d progressed from touching and
blowjobs to real sex. And she was likely the only person around
here whose first true sexual experience had been a ménage. But they
were such a close group it didn’t seem reasonable to do it any
other way.

Over the years they’d all had a range of
partners, but somehow every summer they became once again a
tight-knit threesome. Since she’d come here to live she’d thought
seriously about fucking Zac, but without Parker, it didn’t seem
right. They’d always been a triad. Parker had emailed to say he’d
be down for the summer again this weekend, and she was really
hoping for some hot and heavy action when he arrived.

The waves were exhilarating, but after an
hour she came out of the water to sit on her towel. Zac was
bringing his board to join her, when he looked up to the top of the
dunes and waved. Gwyn turned around and there was Parker, looking
taller than ever, his white-blond hair flopping onto his shoulders,
and wearing nothing but a miniscule pair of Speedos. Damn, he
looked good!

Parker ran down the dune, and picked her up
to twirl her around. “Missed you,” he said, giving her a kiss, and
putting her down before punching Zac on the arm. “Good to see you
again, buddy.”

“How long are you down for, Parker?” she
asked, hoping he’d say the full month.

“I’ve moved down here to live. I got sick of
you two always telling me how good life here was, compared to the
big city, so I applied for the manager’s job at the Beachfront
Motel and got it. So now I’m a gen-u-ine, one-hundred-percent
native.”

“Woo hoo! That’s awesome news.” Gwyn threw
herself against his muscular chest for another hug, and Zac joined
them, pressing his cock into her ass as he hugged them both in his
big arms.

“Mmm.” She pushed her ass back into Zac’s
cock then pressed her belly forward into Parker’s. Oh yeah, he was
happy to see them both again.

“How would you both like to come to my place
and see the bookshelf I just built today?” she suggested.

“Isn’t the guy supposed to ask the gal to
see his etchings?” said Zac.

“Do you have any etchings?” Parker
asked.

“Actually, no. Guess we’d better go look at
Gwyn’s bookshelf instead.”

Laughing they collected their things, ran up
the dune, crossed the dirt road, and walked into Gwynnyth’s front
yard. “Hey, this is looking good. Your folks had let the yard get
kinda overrun with that creeper stuff, but the garden looks great
now,” said Parker.

“Yeah, took a couple months of hard work,
but it’s worth it.”

“Freaking knotweed. We’re always on the
lookout for it at the golf course. Can’t let it get a hold there,”
added Zac.

She unlocked the front door and let the men
precede her inside. Zac hadn’t seen the living area since she’d
painted it, and she wanted to hear his reaction as well as
Parker’s.

“Hey it looks so much lighter, brighter.
What have you done?” asked Zac.

She didn’t answer, waiting for them to work
it out.

“The clunky, dark window blinds are gone,”
said Parker.

Zac shook his head and swiveled around
looking at everything. Parker had obviously decided he’d solved the
problem and wandered over to look at her bookshelf in the corner.
He thumped a fist against the sides, and the bookshelf hardly
wobbled at all. Gwyn was inordinately pleased with herself.

Parker stared at the wall behind the shelf.
Zac was staring at the walls now, too. Almost together they said,
“That horrible dark blue paint’s gone.”

“The walls. You’ve repainted the walls.”

Parker and Zac looked at each other and
laughed. “We always did think alike. Are you thinking what I’m
thinking?” asked Zac.

“I reckon so. Are you going to show us what
changes you’ve made in the bedroom, Gwyn?”

Suddenly the room seemed to be enveloped in
a fog of lust. Heat that had nothing to do with the outside
temperature rushed through Gwyn. The crotch of her swimwear
dampened with her honey and she longed to feel both Zac and Parker
inside her again. Parker’s teeny tiny swimwear was struggling to
contain his cock, and Zac had a most impressive bulge in the front
of his board shorts. She turned and walked down the short hallway
to the bedroom. The room was not large and her bed took up most of
the available space, with a small nightstand crammed between the
bed and the wall on one side.

She tugged the quilt off the bed and let it
drop to the floor, then kicked off her flip-flops and wiggled out
of her electric green swimsuit. As she did so she watched Zac and
Parker. It took Parker all of one second to lift his Speedos down
off his cock. Zac didn’t take much longer to shuck his board
shorts. Then the two of them pulled her between them, leaning their
hot, hard bodies against hers, pressing their cocks into her,
letting her know more clearly than words ever could, how much they
wanted her. And she wanted them too. So very much. “God, I’ve
missed you both.”

“Thank you for waiting for me. For not
fucking each other while I was gone. That means so much to me,”
said Parker, kissing her, then kissing Zac.

“Hey, man, we’re a team,” replied Zac.

“Yes, we are, and we’ve got a mission to
accomplish,” added Parker, picking Gwyn up and dropping her onto
the bed.

Both men climbed on after her, and as they’d
done so often before, Zac started playing with her breasts, while
Parker sucked and nibbled his way up her legs.

They were all salty and sandy but it had
never mattered to any of them. Somehow the beach was part of their
connection. All those years as children playing in the sand and
surf had given them a really deep knowledge of each other’s likes
and dislikes, and spending the intervening months apart hadn’t
spoiled their connection with each other.

Gwyn was so happy Parker would be living
here now. She really hoped this would mean they’d be together
properly. None of them had ever been engaged, or even had a really
long-term partner, although it had always been understood they
weren’t exclusive. But maybe now they would be more than just
summer fuck-buddies.

She dug her fingers into Zac’s hair,
enjoying the way the top was bleached from the sun, but the under
layers were darker. Then she couldn’t think anymore as he was
rolling her nipple between his teeth, pressing it to the roof of
his mouth, then sucking the entire areola into that hot wet space.
“God, you do that well.” No one had ever pleasured her breasts as
well as Zac did.

Parker seemed to take her comment as a
personal challenge. He’d been licking and sucking the soft skin
behind her knees, making her flesh shiver in delight. Now he moved
to the ultra-sensitive skin of her inner thighs, licking wet
circles, lines, and spirals, then puffing warm air on the damp
patches. Gradually his mouth moved closer and closer to her cunt,
until he nibbled on her pussy lips. “Oh God,” she moaned.

Zac stretched over her and opened the
nightstand drawer, pulling out a box of condoms. “Ah, I like a
woman who’s prepared,” he said.

“Summer has always been my
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