
Devlin’s menace still hung between them. Those things he’d said—she’d encouraged him to say—had been the cruelest words, the evilest barbs. Bottomless depravity. She had pushed too far, too fast. A pang of regret twisted in her heart. She should have known better. Why had she let Josh talk her into it? But she knew why. It was exciting to show Josh too early. Early would deliver a greater and harsher impact. Danger burned hot sweaty lust in her heart. “I want Colleen,” Josh said again. “We’ll get her, but first, we need to shower,” she said. “We need to clean up. Okay?” Josh looked at her. “Shower?” “Yeah, come on, come with me.” She tugged at his arm. “You get in the shower, and I’ll make the bed. I’ll join you in a second. Colleen can’t come in like this.” She led him to the bathroom and turned on the shower. Josh stood, eyes distant but following her movements. “Get under the water, Josh. I’ll be right back.” She slipped out of the room and stripped the bed, balling the sheets up and tossing them into the laundry basket. Her old phone lay on the nightstand where she’d put it, screen showing now an ominous void. She snatched it up and hid it away in the closet, bound for the safe later. Out of sight, but never out of mind. She knew the damage it held, and Josh had only seen the smallest portion. Then back to the bathroom and the sound of water hitting the tiles. Josh’s wavering flesh tone moved behind the frosted glass, his head under the stream. She cracked open the door, steam billowing out, saw Josh standing under the spray, his head bowed, water cascading down his back—then back to the bed. She grabbed a fresh set of bedding from the closet, made the bed, plumped the pillows, setting them neatly against the headboard, back to the bathroom and slipping into the shower behind Josh. Josh regarded her over his shoulder, some nice life showing in those eyes—and the smallest of smiles. A guilty smile, but that was always a good one. She rubbed his collar, reached for the soap, lathering her hands, gliding them over his shoulders, down his arms. She washed him with care. Her hands moved lower, washing his stomach, his hips, her touch intimate but not sexual. She thought more of healing, more of care. At last, Josh turned to face her, bringing her into the spray and warmth and into his arms. His eyes showed hurt, but there was love there, too. And, lo-and-behold, perhaps some humor as well. An admission that what just happened between them was crazy. Outlawed. Depraved. So, so nasty. But now it was over. Her body pressed his, arms wrapping him, their skin soft and soap-slippery. Her cheek pressed Josh’s neck. And she smiled, too. They stood under the warm spray, sharing the somber moment, not saying a thing. Then Josh, far away but happy somehow, said, “How am I ever going to feel safe with you, Kimmy?” Kimmy’s hands raked through his wet hair, holding a handful at his crown, the water running over them in warm sheets. A thousand answers jammed in the doorway; rushing lies. She breathed in and held it. Then let it out, her nails running his scalp. “You won’t, Josh. I don’t think you’ll ever feel safe with me.” Josh’s expression didn’t change, watching her with steady intent, eyes awake now, but narrowed in scrutiny. He leaned his head back into the spray, still watching her. She said, “It’s the condition you’ll manufacture. Fear. You like it. You like it, so you manifest it. You want to be afraid because it’s exciting. I excite you.” “Yeah. You do,” he admitted, unsmiling. Her eyes teared up, not from sorrow, but from unalloyed love. Abounding, overwhelming love for the man she married. For the man who stood with her now, naked in more ways than one. She kissed his dripping chin. Josh was as fucked up as she was; as dark. “I never knew I could excite a man as much as I excite you,” she said. “I want to excite you. I want to make you crazy.” Her hands cupped his face, thumbs brushing his cheeks. “I hated when I scared you away. It was the hardest thing I’ve endured in my life. Don’t hate me. Just love me. Love me and let me scare you. Just for the thrill.” “You like it, don’t you? You like it that way.” She bit her lower lip, showing him an expression of great wounding. He held her, and she didn’t budge. “I promise I’ll never hurt you, not for real,” she whispered, her forehead resting against his, their eyes locked. “I’ll never do that again.” Josh closed his. “You planned that video?” She held her breath for a second, then let it out. “I … put him where I wanted him. I would have done terrible things to him if you asked me to. I was only getting started.” She smiled, bowed her brows, ready to claim she was only joking, but Josh believed her and didn’t recoil. “I planned all of it,” she said. “I wanted him to say those things. I lied to him. I told him every dark, gross thing he wanted to hear. Colleen is yours, Josh. I had to tell him that to make it work. You know that.” Josh stood rigid, water cascading off his shoulders. Her hands cupped his face, guiding him to meet her gaze. “Josh, you know Colleen is yours. You know it.” “I know,” he said. “I know why you made that video. I understand. I know Colleen’s mine.” “She is. She’s your daughter, Josh. Your little girl.” There was a heavy unsaid in the air, a dread zeppelin, and better left unsaid: Yes, when I made the video, when I filmed Devlin in my panties, I didn’t know whose baby I carried. Josh said, “Did you… did you enjoy it? Watching the video again.” “You know I like it. You don’t even have to ask me that—it was obvious. But do you know why? It’s not just what you see on the video. What we watched is just a part of it. You know how I feel. None of it has any meaning without you. If there were no you, there would be no video, and there would be no affair—there would have been no chance I would give Devlin Stone a minute of my time.” Josh’s mouth squirmed, his brow troubled. Though he always seemed like he understood the truth, he sometimes wanted it not to be true. Whether it was part of Josh’s kink, or simple denial, she didn’t know for sure. The denial only served to remove his responsibility, but she was sure he saw what she’d explained. They needed each other in a way that would guarantee their future. Her hands slipped up his arms and held them under his shoulders, getting his eyes to meet hers. She said, “I gave you everything you needed to destroy me. I ruined you. I know I destroyed you, Josh, but I also know you had every reason and all the ammunition to end me in return, to seek righteous vengeance, and you didn’t do it. I wanted you back more than anything. You’re here because you love me. If you didn’t, you would’ve done the right thing and told anyone who would listen about the evil your wife performed. And if they were unsure, you could prove it. But you waited. You gave me what I needed to make things right. The space, the time. The time to show you how much you mean to me and how much I need you in my life. You had the evidence, you knew my crimes, you knew how to hurt me. How to destroy me. But you didn’t.” She levered off the shower behind his back, stepped out, and held a towel for him.

Josh came out, and she wrapped him in it. With the towel around his shoulders, hair hanging wet on his brow, Josh’s smile returned. Not big and showy, a smile that portrayed something more like surrender. He said, “I really do love you. I still love you.”

“I know you do,” she said, touching his jaw. “I hope you know how much love I have for you, too.”

Josh went to the bedroom, and she went to the closet with a towel on her head, wet hair wound in it. She dressed in satin pajamas; she rubbed lotion on her face and hands and forearms. Josh’s eyes watched her every move from the bed.

She closed the closet door and entered the bedroom.

“I’m going to get Colleen,” she said.

Josh’s face brightened, and he whispered encouragement to hurry up already. She laughed and moved to the door, paused there, hand resting on the knob’s cool metal. She opened it wider, eyes rolling up, regarding the frame, closing it, returning it to how she found it, then opening it again. Her lips slimmed, and she shook her head in a silent admonishment.

She turned, shoulder pressing the doorframe, eyes finding Josh, Josh sitting upright in bed, back against the headboard. His gentle hands smoothed out the fresh sheets around him, hair damp, face flushed from the shower. But his eyes were bright, eager.

There was no greater gift to give her daughter than Josh as her father.

She smiled, and Josh looked up, eyes meeting hers, and he smiled in return.

“I’ll be right back,” she said.

A few steps down the hall, she paused outside Hyun’s door, knocked lightly, but heard no response. She pressed her ear to the door. Silence. She opened the door into a dark room, curtains drawn, light filtering in from the hallway, casting a long, thin rectangle across the floor. She slipped inside, eyes adjusting to the dim. Hyun’s room was sparse, the only furniture a bed, a dresser, and a small desk piled in disarray with textbooks, and the laptop she’d bought her, closed now for the night. Hyun’s backpack lay on the floor. The bed was a mess of tangled sheets and blankets, a lump huddled in the middle. Hyun’s shape rounded up the covers, her slight frame curled into a tight ball. She faced the wall, her back to Kimmy, dark hair fanned across the pillow.

She slunk across the room, slippered feet silent on the wooden floor. The silhouette of Colleen’s crib showed from the soft amber nightlight plugged low, near the floor.




Chapter 26 Aegis

The hall light silhouetted Kimmy, returning to the bedroom with Colleen in her long arms. She paused bedside, eyes dark and unreadable, holding his gaze for a moment before she leaned forward, transferring Colleen into his eager clutch. Colleen stirred, tiny fingers curling and uncurling, but didn’t wake. Her pouted mouth, with the pronounced Cupid’s bow and the gentle curl of her beautiful mother’s lips, babbled soft and sleepy sounds.

Josh chuckled, holding her to his chest. “She’s talking in her sleep,” he murmured, finger-brushing Colleen’s delicate cheek. Love and adoration surged; a powerful wave rendering him breathless for many heartbeats. He pressed a gentle kiss to Colleen’s forehead, inhaling her sweet baby scent, kick-starting his sinus rhythm back into action.

Kimmy sat on the bed next to them, her hip pressing against Josh’s, her arm brushing his. She leaned in, eyes on Colleen. “She had a busy day,” she said, reaching out to smooth a tuft of dark hair on Colleen’s head.

Ten minutes ago, they’d watched a video of Kimmy and Devlin, Kimmy jerking off Devlin’s donkey dick, his wife manipulating a man he hated into saying ridiculous things, uttering the most pathetic sexualized drivel; stuff bubbling up from the mire of Devlin’s own sick fantasies. An avowal, a confession, coaxed to the surface by Kimmy’s skillful hand and wicked promises. Done the way she’d done to her kind Josh so many times while she tormented him with her fidelity’s endless conjecture and stroking his dick like it was a tuning fork and she sought the perfect pitch. Was she cheating? Was she lying? Was she only teasing? But he’d watched her do it to Devlin, wielding her astounding wiles to corral Devlin’s wild horse into a grazing paddock and telling her timid husband the wild stallion who frightened him was tame now. Go on, Josh, don’t be afraid of him. He’ll eat a sugar cube right from your hand. He saw it clearly: Kimmy humiliated Devlin in that video. Kimmy broke him like a wild horse everyone else on the ranch swore no one would ever break.

How far would she have gone with Devlin’s torment if her endeavor hadn’t crumbled the way it did?

Kimmy ran her fingers through his damp hair, and her touch startled him, pulling him out of the darkness again. But her touch was welcome and bolstered him with the strangest sense of safety. He leaned into her touch, with his baby nestled on his chest.

Here, in this way, in this place, he could never feel safer. Alone in the warm bedroom he shared with his wife; a transgressive woman who’d pulled back on the yoke before it was too late and their marriage plummeted into the ground and ruined the whole airshow for everyone. A woman who’d earned his return. And Colleen: his child and new reason for being. And while he was safe, he could play with fear and angst and dread; hone a sharper edge to his secret sexual blade. Oil it and care for it and preserve it. No more danger. Not for real. Kimmy served as his hidden stash of masturbatory material; his beautiful wife held more secrets under lock and key and ready to serve as his reward for being a good husband. There were more videos. More tales to tell. The more truthful, the better.

And there was no way she’d begin with the best video. He knew her too well. There were raunchier ones. And the one she’d begun with had devastated his heart and psyche with a precise hit and brought him an explosive orgasm wound around a distinct existential terror.

In the end, somehow he’d won against his bully. His wife had destroyed Devlin, and he’d said what needed to be said, saying it with a chair hurtled from the overhead position.

Colleen’s eyes fluttered in dream. A profound sense of love and protectiveness surged. This precious thing depended on him. He pressed another soft kiss to Colleen’s forehead. “I won’t let you down, beautiful,” he whispered. “I’ll be the father you deserve.”

Kimmy still ran her nails over his scalp, massaging his head, admiring him with their baby, soft-breathing and head cocked. Then she slipped off the bed, going to the stand in the closet and pumping a dollop more of lotion into a palm, running greased hands on her forearms and cheekbones. She asked him if he’d like a glass of water or anything and he told her he didn’t.

“I think I’m going to make a cup of tea,” she said to her reflection in the small closet mirror. “The sleepy-time kind. Do you want some?”

“No, thanks.”

She returned bedside, then leaned down, pressing a kiss to Josh’s forehead.

“I’ll be right back, okay? Don’t fall asleep with her yet.”

“No promises,” he said. There was no stronger salve after what she’d shown him tonight than to lie in total peace and safety this way. His heart beat strong and steady, and he could fall asleep with no warning right now.

Kimmy crossed the room, pausing at the laundry hamper. She pulled the towel from her hair, the damp tendrils clinging to her neck and shoulders. She rubbed at her hair with the towel one more time, then tossed it into the hamper. She hefted the basket onto her hip and slipped out of the bedroom.

*****

This time, Kimmy didn’t knock on Hyun’s door, just turned the knob and slipped inside, laundry hamper on her hip. She set it down by Hyun’s desk. Hyun didn’t stir, her form motionless under the blankets.

“I know you’re not sleeping.”

Hyun still made no response, and she stepped closer to the bed. Hyun didn’t react, didn’t even flinch; a silent, unmoving lump.

“Hyun,” she said, her voice above a whisper now. “I know you’re awake.” She sat on the bed beside Hyun. “It’s immature to ignore me.” She gave Hyun a moment to say something, but Hyun didn’t. “The door was ajar, Hyun. My bedroom door. It was open more than how I left it.” No answer again, but this time she pitched forward, looming over Hyun’s body, speaking toward where Hyun’s hair spilled out over the pillow. “I hope you weren’t spying on us.” Kimmy sat upright again. She crossed a leg over the other and adjusted her satin robe at the thigh. She said, “Colleen’s his daughter.”

Finally, Hyun muttered, voice muffled by the blanket.

“I know.” Kimmy looked around the sparse room, at the desk where Hyun had done her homework tonight, caring for Colleen while Josh spent intimate time with her. She said, “That room’s not your room anymore.”

Hyun shifted under the blanket, and snuffled a sound of irritation, like Kimmy disturbed her sleep. Kimmy licked her lower lip, watching the hump of bedding change shape, then settle again, Hyun still facing away toward the window.

“Josh deserves to be with her. To know her.”

Almost exasperated Hyun said, “I was the one who said that first.” The room was silent for a long moment—longer if she weren’t pressed for time—the only sound the subterranean hum of the furnace. She leaned in, her mouth close to Hyun’s ear, hidden under the blanket. “What did you see?” Hyun grunted and curled tighter under the bedding. “Did you watch us?” Hyun didn’t answer, stayed still and unflinching. “Did you watch me with my husband?” Hyun muttered a sound like no, and Kimmy said, “I think you watched us. So tell me: what did you see?” Hyun muttered how she’d seen nothing, and now Kimmy asked her, “Did you like what you saw?” Hyun sighed under the blanket, then at last pulled it down a smidge, enough to see her cheekbone and her eye peering off at the window. It took a long beat, but Hyun said, “No.” Kimmy sighed, rubbed her knee, returned her gaze to Hyun’s back. She whispered, “Did you touch yourself when you watched us together?” When Hyun didn’t answer, this time Kimmy leaned over Hyun’s body, trying to catch Hyun’s eye. Hyun wouldn’t look at her, eyes moonlit and blank, looking at the window. “Touch yourself now,” she said. Hyun stiffened, her head angled closer before turning away again, putting her face into the pillow. Kimmy said, “I want you to touch yourself. Roll on your front, get on your knees and your chin, and put a hand down your pajamas.” Hyun arched her back and turned her face away, right into the pillow, reminiscent of a reluctant child going to the limit of their mother’s patience in the smallest form of defiance. Kimmy liked to think Hyun rolled her eyes. The thought had the corner of her mouth twitch into the early stage of a smile. But soon the arched back relaxed and circled to align with her face, under the blanket, complying and turning to get on her belly. Kimmy waited and Hyun drew up her knees and planted her chin on the pillow. The sheets moved with the blanket, wafting the same scent of the fresh sheets she’d just dressed her bed with Josh. Kimmy said, “Higher on your knees. Move up your rump.” The hump changed shape, rounding out, Hyun getting higher on her knees, and yes, sticking up her rump. She listened to the sound of Hyun’s skin sliding on cotton, pictured Hyun’s perfectly clean, perfectly manicured fingers sliding over her flawless skin, over that soft tummy and then down lower, under the waistband of the cotton pajamas she’d bought Hyun when they went to Quebec City in July. Hyun’s breaths came heavier, slower, but with a wonderful heaving from arousal. The curve of her rump began to roll with the undulation of a woman’s hips as she entered the igniting pleasure of ecstasy. “Are you touching yourself?” The answer to this question was obvious, but Hyun’s muffled groan confirmed the supposition. Now Kimmy said, “Let me hear it.” Hyun gasped the most exquisite sound of sexual suffering, and Kimmy’s already sore and exhausted nipples swelled hard all over again. And she indulged the urge to tighten her thighs and core, feeling the trickle of renewed excitement—this when she’d thought she’d wrung from this evening all she could. Nothing was ever enough, it would seem. Now she leaned a little closer and whispered to Hyun, “Let me hear that tight little pussy.” Hyun made a sound of disgust in her throat and writhed away from Kimmy’s voice, but Kimmy smiled, knowing Hyun liked nothing more than hearing the grossest vulgarities and total disrespect for that beautiful little split between those soft thighs. “I want to hear it,” she urged again, and Hyun rewarded her with the softest little gasp into the bedding and the sudden arrival of the wet and sticky sound of those fingers strumming over that sexy hot flesh. “I love that sound,” she whispered, flexing her own thighs and rump right now, feeling an indescribable baking heat. “Make it louder for me.” Hyun’s breaths sped up, and Kimmy watched the bedding roll up and down, quicker and quicker, and Hyun’s gasps came with the quietest whine that tightened Kimmy’s chest with such intense adoration she ached for her sweet subject in a way she could never describe. The physical manifestation brought her hand over her heart. The sound of well-lubricated sex flesh came to her now from beneath the bedding, the wettest sound imaginable. The image of combining her flesh with Hyun’s seized her. The ease with which she could slip under the blankets and show Hyun how annoyed she was teased her with its glorious proximity. She looked over her shoulder, a little confirmation the bedroom door was closed and Josh was excluded. She told Hyun to “Pat it, pat it for me.” Hyun whimpered, and the wet sound stopped for a beat, replaced now by the sound of Hyun’s pretty fingers tapping her swollen labia. Kimmy told her now, “Put two fingers inside, okay?” The sounds stopped, and the humped crest rose as Hyun slid fingers inside her pussy, her breaths coming faster, tightened with lust now. “You’re gushing, Hyun. Can’t you hear it?” Hyun whimpered again, then bit down on the sound, still fingering herself. “You’re gushing like that and you’re telling me you didn’t watch? Don’t lie to me.”

Chapter 27 Here We May Reign Secure

The rhythm of the undulating bedding-hump ignited an unsettling passion. She touched her neck and licked her lower lip. Hyun fingered herself, her hips rolling up and down and around. And the sound. She said to the hump, “Are you a voyeur? A little peeping Tom, getting off on other people and the things they do in secret?” This particular line of interrogation would sometimes reduce Hyun to a curled and quivering jelly-hatchling.

Hyun’s breath hitched, and the frenzied hip-rolling under the covers accelerated. “You’re a little mouse, Hyun. Scurrying around in the dark, trying to steal pleasure-crumbs for yourself.” Hyun’s breaths came in shorter gasps now, her body tensing like she neared climax. Kimmy leaned in even closer, her voice barely a whisper. “You’re just a plaything, Hyun. A little toy to use. Come for me, little toy. Show me how much you like being used.” Hyun’s body convulsed, the pillow muffled an agonized cry. But they weren’t done yet. That wasn’t the real orgasm. “Did you see Josh and me?” Hyun’s breath hitched again, and the hip-rolling faltered for a moment before resuming. Kimmy leaned in, murmuring, “I know you were watching, Hyun. Did you enjoy seeing us like that? Did you enjoy seeing me with my husband?” Hyun whimpered, her rump lifting high. “Did you like what you saw when you watched us? Did it excite you?” Hyun scrunched up her features and shook her head no. Kimmy’s eyes narrowed, not in anger, but in intense focus. “Did it thrill you, watching us together? Did it make you feel something you shouldn’t?” This time Hyun didn’t answer, her movement slowing, a sound in her throat others would call agony. “Are you feeling something you shouldn’t?” Hyun agreed through the sniveling communication of twisted and agonized human suffering, and now Kimmy changed gears, the awful traction of her words biting into hot, lurid soil. “I want you to suck Josh’s dick. What if I wanted to watch that? Would you suck his dick for me?” More anguished cries into the pillow. This was Hyun’s greatest fear. “I’d like to see your perfect little mouth suck him off.” She leaned in closer, sending breath over Hyun’s ear, her words a seductive purr. “I want him to come in your mouth, Hyun. I want you to swallow every last drop. Would you do that for me? Open your mouth for me, show me your little tongue.” She reached out, one finger tracing the upper curve of Hyun’s mouth. “Come on, Hyun. Show me. Let me see that little tongue of yours. Let me see how you’d suck him off.” She peered over Hyun’s shoulder, watching her face, pulling back the edge of the blanket so she could see Hyun’s mouth better. Her mouth was open, the lips parted as she gasped. Hyun knew Kimmy watched, and soon her reluctant little tongue appeared, slick and small and so pink and shimmering. “That’s it,” Kimmy sighed, biting her lips a moment and riding a swell of her own lust. “Suck your thumb for me. Show me that pretty little mouth of yours all pouted and wet.” Hyun’s body tensed, her breath hitching at the unexpected request. She remained still under the blanket, her face turned away from Kimmy. “Come on, Hyun. Show me. Let me see you suck your thumb like a good girl.” Hyun hesitated for a moment. She turned her head, putting her face toward the side of the bed where Kimmy sat. She couldn’t meet Kimmy’s gaze, keeping her eyes narrowed. Her hand emerged from under the blanket, her thumb tentatively approaching her mouth. “That’s it, Hyun. Now open that pretty little mouth and suck. Show me how you’d suck Josh’s dick for me.” Hyun’s lips parted, and her thumb slipped into her mouth. Kimmy imagined it as Josh’s dick, and the horror Josh would endure having his cousin’s ex-wife suck his cock. Hyun began to suckle on her thumb. Hyun was the darkest of treasures. “That’s it, Hyun. Just like that. You’re such a good girl for me. Now imagine it’s Josh’s cock in your mouth. Would you suck it just like that? Would you make him come in your pretty little mouth?” Hyun’s eyes squeezed closed, brow furrowing, body squirming under the blanket while she sucked her thumb and fingered herself. She whimpered and shook her head no again, her thumb still moving in and out of her mouth, her breaths coming faster. “Open your eyes, Hyun. Look at me while you suck that thumb. Imagine it’s Josh’s cock in your mouth, his cum shooting into your throat. He would come so fast for you. It wouldn’t take long. Would you swallow it all for me, Hyun? Would you be a good girl and take every last drop?” Hyun’s eyes opened, her dark gaze locked onto Kimmy’s face. She nodded this time, eyes warbling with such exquisite pleading. I don’t want to suck Josh’s cock. Please, don’t make me. Kimmy smiled, saying in a low, sultry purr, “That’s my good girl, Hyun. Now keep sucking. Show me how much you want to please me, how much you want to please Josh. Show me how much you want to be our little slut, our little plaything. Show me, Hyun. Show me everything.” This horrified Hyun and her eyes widened into unambiguous terror. But she fingered herself harder and faster. The squelching of her little digits in her pussy seemed so loud she worried Josh would hear it all the way in the master bedroom and come to investigate. Hyun had to stop sucking her slippery thumb so she could gasp for breath around it. “When I’m not here, I want you to tease Josh, make him want you, make him want to fuck you. Wear those little shorts I like, you know the ones, nothing underneath, and he can see just enough of that nice little pussy that drives me crazy, and all Josh can think of is bending you over the couch and fucking you so hard.” This was something Hyun would never do, and thus, it was rocket fuel to her tormented sexual psyche. She leaned closer to Hyun, whispering now the big secret: “I showed Josh the video, Hyun. The one where I stroke Devlin.” Hyun grunted, her hips rolling faster, the blanket a tumultuous sea. “I hate that video,” she groaned, her voice thick with both pleasure and unambiguous disdain. “You love it, Hyun. You love watching me with him.” “I hate it,” Hyun insisted, her voice a desperate whine. “He’s so gross, Kimmy.” There was nothing more exquisite than hearing Hyun utter her name when she was tormented this way. Hyun battled between revulsion and desire. It was a battle they both knew pretty well, a game they played in the dark. She leaned in closer, her voice a sultry purr. “But you’re watching it, aren’t you, Hyun? You’re right there on the edge, imagining it’s you I’m touching, you I’m pleasing, my hand slipping down the front of your pajamas.” Hyun grunted, her whole body tightening, squeezing out this beautiful utterance as the orgasm triggered: “He’s the devil.” Hyun’s body seized for a long moment, then convulsed under the blanket. Her ass rode up and down in stomach-squashing pleasure. She couldn’t see much, but she didn’t need to. She reached down at the foo of the bed, gripping the edge of the blanket, pulled it up, revealing Hyun’s small, perfect feet. Her toes were scrunched, the nails painted in the oyster shell she’d picked for her at the salon. She grinned, her eyes never leaving Hyun’s feet as they curled and uncurled, the toes wiggling as Hyun rode out the waves of her orgasm. Hyun’s eyes fluttered open a moment, then squinched shut in mortification. “Good girl,” Kimmy cooed, a finger tracing the arch of Hyun’s foot. Hyun shivered at the touch, her body still sensitive from her orgasm, and her feet pulled away under the safety of the blanket once more. “Devlin is nothing,” she whispered, sitting upright again. “A big dick and no⁠—” “I hate it when you say that,” Hyun said, expression harrowed and worn out. Kimmy smiled. “I know. I know you do.” Hyun swallowed, her mouth worked around, some thought coalescing. She said, “You touched me.” “Your foot? I suppose I did.” The rules were clear: they wouldn’t touch each other unless Josh was out of the province. Not just the house, not just the town. He had to get on a plane and land somewhere else before she’d suck Hyun’s delicate nipples, before she’d do any of Hyun’s favorite tongue-related tasks. They wouldn’t even kiss. But she’d touched Hyun’s sole without thinking, the urge compelling her, and that was the way it would be. She stood now, moving to the door. “You’re going?” Hyun sat up a little, swiping the tangled hair from her face. Kimmy lifted the laundry basket and returned. “Will you sleep with these?” Hyun’s brow crinkled, and she peered into the basket. “I changed the sheets after we made love. I want you to sleep with them.” Hyun’s lip twitched. “Will you kiss me?” “I can put them in the laundry,” she said, resigned, as if she were ready to leave. “I’ll sleep with them.” Kimmy upended the basket, and Hyun pulled out the sheets onto her bed. With one more hopeful plea, Hyun said, “Would you touch me?” “He’ll smell me on you.” Hyun pleaded one more time: “But you’re mine.” Kimmy smiled, stayed standing above Hyun, and remained that way for a long, tense moment. Then she said, “Good night, Hyun.” A long pause, a warm smile. “I love you.” “I love you, too,” Hyun whispered, settled for now, and as Kimmy left the basket at the door and went to leave, she wished Hyun good night once more, Hyun hugging the sex-dirtied sheets, pulling them under the blanket with her.

*****

The dream began as though he was waking. Josh stirred from a deep sleep, Colleen’s gentle warmth on his chest. Her small breaths steadied his restless mind. A soft glow from the bedside lamp cast shadows on the walls. The faint rustle of fabric and the clinking of a cup reminded him where he was. He blinked away the sleep still clinging to him like a hot blanket, and his eyes adjusted to find Kimmy standing bedside, drying hair on her shoulders, a mug of tea cradled in her hands. Josh smiled sleepily. “Hey,” he murmured, voice hoarse but softened with affection. Kimmy set the cup down on the nightstand before kneeling beside him. “I didn’t mean to wake you,” she whispered, brushing her fingers against Colleen’s cheek, her expression softening. “But I missed you both.” He adjusted his hold on Colleen, sitting more upright. “I fell asleep while watching her,” he said. “She’s so peaceful.” “I love seeing you with her,” she said. “You’re such a wonderful dad.” She cupped his cheek, her hand hot from the tea mug. “I’m so lucky to have you back in my life, Josh. I’m so lucky to have both of you.” A wave of warmth enveloped him, and he pulled Kimmy into bed, wrapping an arm around her while still holding Colleen. “I never imagined we could be here again,” he said. “But look at us.” “It’s like a dream,” Kimmy said, nestling her head against his shoulder. In that moment, nestled in the dim light of their shared space, everything felt right. In place. He gazed at Colleen, the miracle they’d created, and then at Kimmy, the woman whose love had always been a desperate need, now in his bed. That bleak and lonesome motorcycle trek felt further away than it should. Distant. He might have doubted their future before, but lying with his two ladies this way, there was a new beginning, a clear path ahead, one filled with endless potential. “I love you,” he said. “I love you, too,” she replied, looking into his eyes, pure sincerity illuminating the future. With Colleen between them, the three of them protected from the world outside, he saw how this was all he’d ever wanted. A sense of belonging, of purpose. He couldn’t wait for tomorrow. Or the next day after that.


