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    Shared Accommodations 
 
      
 
    “You look nervous.” 
 
    Her gaze flew across the room, looking anywhere but at the hunk of a man standing before her. A tall drink of water, her mother would have said. 
 
    Why was she thinking of her mother? 
 
    The cabin was tiny but cozy, set back into the woods. Despite the nerves, she felt like she had when she crawled into one of the forts her kids built in the basement with blankets and pillows. The kids had practically needed to be dragged out from between the fabric walls when it was bedtime. 
 
    Why was she thinking of her kids? 
 
    The room was sparsely decorated in white and shades of blue, with a bed that looked comfortable enough that she had fought the urge to sink into it. Crawl under the thick white duvet, rest her head on the pile of pillows heaped artistically against the wrought iron headboard and close her eyes. 
 
    “No, no, I’m not nervous.” Still standing by the door, she struck a pose with her hand on her hip, trying to look cool and confident like she did this all the time.  
 
    Anyone could tell that was a lie. 
 
    How could she not be nervous? Other than her husband, she’d never even seen a naked man, let alone had sex with one. And now she was here with…him. 
 
    She bit her lip as he approached, stopped when she remembered that was what Anastasia Steele did the whole of Fifty Shades of Grey.  
 
    He towered over her, all long muscles and broad shoulders, his hair already touseled from when she had run her fingers through it. Those lips could kiss, even if they had only focused on her neck. And the way he was looking at her told her he had plans to do more than kiss her neck.  
 
    Maybe she could do this.  
 
    She certainly enjoyed the way he had pushed her against the tree on the way to the cabin, roaming his hands over her body. 
 
    She hadn’t wanted to stop.  
 
    But they had heard voices, other couples stealing along the paths to find their cabins and so he grasped her little hand and led her to their door. 
 
    Their cabin. This was their cabin for the night. 
 
    His lips found her neck again, teasing the sensitive skin in an attempt to stop the trembling. The feel of his mouth moving against her throat, tongue and teeth and lips, only made the shaking worse. 
 
    She found herself clinging to his shoulders, not from desire, but because she was afraid her legs weren’t going to hold her up. 
 
    So he swept her up into strong arms, like some cover of an old-fashioned romance novel. 
 
    There was nothing old-fashioned about the way he threw her on the bed.  
 
    She landed with a bounce, a panicky giggle escaping as he flopped down beside her. 
 
    “Nothing has to happen,” he said. “Unless you want it to.” 
 
    She stared into his brown eyes, slowly brought her hand to stroke his cheek, feeling the stubble along his strong jaw.  
 
    He looked like the hero of an old-fashioned romance, the ruggedly handsome hero; brooding and full of secrets but with a heart of gold.  
 
    Her hand trailed down his chest to feel his heart beating. And then instead of answering, she leaned in to kiss him. Just before her mouth met his, he turned his head, letting her lips trail down his throat. 
 
    He seduced her slowly, so carefully that she didn’t realize what was happening until she was naked, her body tingling from his touch. 
 
    “Do you trust me?” he whispered. 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    And now the pillows were on the floor, the duvet thrown over a chair. The only thing adorning the bed now was her, spread-eagled across the crisp sheets. 
 
    As she watched him finish tying the red scarf to the headboard, she was amazed at how a man his size could be so gentle. His hands tenderly stroked her body. There had been no hesitation when he swept her up into his arms, and she was not a small woman. 
 
    But he made her feel delicate. Fragile. It was a heady sensation, almost as exciting as the touch of his hands as he tested the bindings. 
 
    “Comfortable?” 
 
    If she listened closely she could hear the faint hint of Scotland in his voice. Just enough so when the light shone on his head to give his hair a reddish tinge, she could tell herself Michael Lorde looked a little like Jamie Fraser from the Outlander series. 
 
    She swallowed hard before nodding her head. 
 
    “I won’t hurt you.” 
 
    “I know,” she said, the words tripping out of her mouth. “I’m not—I’ve just never done this before.” 
 
    “I know.” He smiled, his dimples making her heart flutter.  
 
    Her sudden intake of air was audible. She wondered if Lorde had any idea how unbelievably excited she was.  
 
    He gave the last scarf a tug to test it. “Tell me to stop anytime you want to. But I don’t hurt. This is just…” he met her nervous gaze and winked, “…for you.” 
 
    She took one last look at him before he covered her eyes with the blindfold.  
 
    How on earth did she end up here, with this man, this beautiful man, who looked like a brute but touched her like she was a breakable piece of china? Why did he pick her out of all the others?  
 
    His lips touched hers ever so briefly before moving to her neck. She tried not to gasp when she felt the pressure of his mouth on the swell of her breast.  
 
    How did she get here, with Lorde, with her husband so close by?  
 
    Was he watching? 
 
    She wanted him to watch. 
 
    And she wanted Lorde to stop being so gentle. 
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    The single light shone weakly into the night as Morena Raspillaire opened the door to the lobby of the Inn. 
 
    Lorde must have left it on for her. 
 
    He liked slipping in unseen through the kitchen door at the side of the house so he wouldn’t have to talk to anyone. Morena, on the other hand, preferred to use the big double doors, entering like her guests did, seeing the lobby like they did. It always gave her a fluttery feeling—pride. She was proud that she had yanked Fallen Gardens up by the roots and made it the success it was.  
 
    It had been her idea to redo the lobby, adding the bar and the sweeping staircase to give it a grand, albeit rustic air; her idea to build the cabins in the woods.  
 
    And after Bram had run off like a thief in the night, it had been Morena’s brainwave to remarket the B & B into an adults-only inn. Couples were encouraged to come for a weekend. Encouraged to play with others.  
 
    Fallen Gardens Inn became Mrs. Robinson’s B & B, a well-known retreat for swingers,  
 
    Not just for swingers, but Morena had to admit, they paid most of the bills. 
 
    It wasn’t until Morena had slipped off her coat that she noticed the man seated in the reading nook across the room. 
 
    “Henry!”  
 
    Startled, Henry leaped to his feet, dropping his book in the process. “I didn’t even hear you come in. I hope this is okay,” he said apologetically. “Lorde let me in before he left for the night.” 
 
    “Of course it’s fine,” Morena assured him, slipping out of her coat. She took the nearest chair to pull off the high-heeled boots that looked so good but pinched her toes dreadfully. “I told you to make yourself at home while you’re here.” 
 
    If it was up to Morena, women over fifty shouldn’t be expected to wear heels, definitely not ones pushing sixty like she was. But even though she lived in rural Nova Scotia, with horses and goats and chickens, she still felt the need to follow fashion.  
 
    Morena sighed with relief as her feet escaped the tight leather, “You didn’t come for dinner so I didn’t expect to see you tonight. Is everything all right?” She pressed her thumbs into the ball of her feet. 
 
    It was Tuesday night and Henry was the only guest staying at the Inn.  
 
    If he could be called a guest. He’d been there for six weeks now and was becoming a permanent fixture during the week. 
 
    During the weekends, however, he made himself scarce. 
 
    Henry stooped and picked up the book that fell from his hand. Morena recognized the cover of Fifty Shades of Grey. “I thought I’d see what all the fuss was about,” he said with a bemused smile. 
 
    Morena smiled wryly. “It’s nothing like the real thing.”  
 
    “No. No, of course not.” Looking everywhere but at her, he finally grabbed the glass of amber liquid on the table and took a hefty swig.  
 
    It astonished her how shy Henry became at the mention of anything sexual. 
 
    “It’s nice to see you out,” she said, taking pity on him and padding across the floor in stocking feet to the bar. “Mind if I join you for a nightcap?” 
 
    “Yes, I mean, no, of course not,” he stammered. Setting the book down but bringing his glass, Henry followed her to the bar, watching as she poured herself a finger of Scotch. “Did you have a nice evening?”  
 
    Morena clinked her glass with his. “Slainte. Yes, I did, thank you. Drinks with a friend.” She sipped, feeling the spirit soothe her throat. 
 
    “A date?” Henry raised his eyebrows hopefully. “I need an ending for the book.” 
 
    Morena laughed ruefully. “No, I don’t think Marcus will be my ending. We’re just friends. He’s a good man.” 
 
    The book. The book Henry was writing about her life.  
 
    When he had first approached her to write her memoir, Morena had laughed at the suggestion. But Henry had persisted, as did his mother Nathalie, an old and dear friend of Morena’s. 
 
    “Your life is the most interesting of anyone I know,” Nathalie had insisted. She and her husband had visited the Inn six months ago to plead Henry’s case.  
 
    “What on earth did you tell him about me to make him want to write a book?” 
 
    “The truth. Well, not all of it,” Nathalie admitted, sweeping her long hair off her neck. “I kept out certain details about me and his father. But I told him about your life—what you’ve done, where you’ve been. I have no idea how you’ve kept it quiet all these years. Darling, the men you’ve slept with alone would make a bestseller.” 
 
    “I’m not having a book written about my sex life.” 
 
    It had taken a few months for Morena to come around to the idea, but Henry, with Nathalie’s help, had won her over to the idea. Henry wanted to write about her life, her loves, showing the challenges and benefits of her lifestyle. 
 
    “It won’t be a tell-all,” Morena had warned Henry when she finally agreed. “I won’t name names. I just want to show the world the swinging lifestyle isn’t the evil, immoral pit of sin that society depicts.” 
 
    “That’s what I want, too!” Henry had cried. “This is going to be great.” 
 
    Fortunately, Morena took an instant liking to Henry. He was quiet and awkward but intelligent with a quirky sense of humour. She had insisted that he move into one of the cabins in the woods, and they had spent the better part of a month just talking. Henry would ask her questions, some of which she’d never asked herself, and she would tell him stories, some of which she’d never shared with others. 
 
    As promised, Morena was careful never to mention names, only giving the briefest details of her acquaintances.  
 
    They had finished the interview process and now Henry had begun to dive into writing the first draft. Morena was part intrigued and terrified to see what he came up with. 
 
    “Would you ever want to get married again?” Henry asked suddenly. 
 
    Morena glanced at her Scotch, hoping it would answer for her.  
 
    “Maybe this time would be the charm,” he added. 
 
    “The fourth time, you mean. None of my marriages ended well, Henry. I think I’ve learned my lesson. If we’re playing true confessions, what about you? It’s hard to meet anyone hiding out in my woods.” 
 
    “I’m writing the book.” The way he averted his eyes told Morena there were reasons other than a daily word count that kept him content living in solitude.  
 
    Morena wasn’t about to pry. She knew what it was like to have secrets. 
 
    “I wanted to let you know I’ll be heading back to Montreal for a few days,” Henry continued. “In case you need to use the cabin for the weekend.” 
 
    “I told you, it’s your home for as long as you’d like to stay,” Morena assured him. “You don’t have to leave. You’ll be left alone—if you want to be.” 
 
    Morena could see the hesitation in his eyes. The weekend retreats she hosted at the Inn weren’t for everyone, especially not with the group coming this weekend. But there had been times that she swore that Henry had been tempted, had been on the cusp of agreeing to join her guests before something dragged him back. 
 
    There was more to Henry than met the eye. 
 
    “I’ll be back on Tuesday,” he said. 
 
      
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    Morena drank wine on Friday night. 
 
    She had asked Lorde to pull out her ‘throne’ and set it up in the lobby for the party. Normally, she would have a sit-down dinner for her guests on Friday and Saturday nights, but for this weekend, Morena knew her visitors would prefer to play on an empty stomach. 
 
    She smiled down at her guests from her perch, the shock of their outfits fading each time she saw them. Leather and lace; collars and chains. Mesh shirts hiding nothing underneath. Hot pants, miniskirts. Masks. One woman wore a pair of riding pants and nothing else. 
 
    Morena wouldn’t have minded a pair of those riding pants.  
 
    “And you won’t join in, Mrs. Robinson?” The woman wearing the black catsuit frowned up at Morena and tapped her whip against her boot.  
 
    “It’s better this way, Katrina,” Morena said. “I’m here to observe in case there are any problems.” 
 
    “Like a chaperone,” Katrina sneered. She wore her blonde hair in a sleek updo like Morena’s but that was where the similarities ended. Morena wore a pair of leather pants and a sheer black blouse with a lacy demi-bra covering just enough of her breasts. Her clothing left much to the imagination. Katrina, however, made it clear that she wasn’t wearing underwear or anything else under the skintight latex. 
 
    Katrina was a Domme and there was nothing Morena had in her closet that would compare to the aura of authority wafting from the woman. 
 
    Every few months, Morena offered a weekend package for those interested in the BDSM lifestyle. She may have dabbled once upon a time, but it had never been her thing. There were quite a few of her regular guests who enjoyed it, however, and reservations for the weekends filled up quickly.  
 
    She found she could charge substantially more for these weekends than what she usually did. 
 
    Her regular weekends were filled with guests who liked to meet other like-minded people. Who liked to enjoy other like-minded people. 
 
    Married couples who didn’t believe monogamy was necessary for a good marriage. 
 
    Swingers. 
 
    Her people. 
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    “I’ve heard of a couples’ retreat that you may find interesting,” Tia began. 
 
    It was Saturday night and once again the neighbours were gathered at Tia’s for food, friendship and to have sex with one another.  
 
    Not all together of course. Systematic couplings occurred, selected by Tia. Of course, she claimed it was random, but Jacey suspected Tia carefully picked what key came out of the bowl at what time. 
 
    Tonight, Jacey was hoping for a turn with Jackson. She hadn’t been with Wendy’s husband for a few months. 
 
    The furrow between Melissa’s eyes deepened as she considered Tia’s suggestion. Jacey had always wondered why a woman married to Mahak wouldn’t be smiling all the time. 
 
    The man was a legend with his tongue. 
 
    “We tried one of those places,” Melissa said dismissively. “Up north in the middle of winter. Horrible! It was full of kids barely married who wanted to do yoga together and talk about their feelings. No thanks.” 
 
    “This place is a little different,” Tia promised, turning to Jacey. “Mrs. Robinson’s Bed and Breakfast. It’s in Nova Scotia. No yoga or couples therapy. Not even a sex therapist.” 
 
    “I thought couples’ retreats were supposed to help couples work on their marriage.” Jacey raised an eyebrow. “Are you saying you think our marriage needs help?” 
 
    Tia smiled and tucked a rogue strand of dark hair behind her ear. “Maybe calling it a couples retreat is misleading. It’s an adults-only inn where couples can meet and interact with other couples.” 
 
    “You mean,” Jacey swept her arms wide. “Like us?” 
 
    “Exactly like us,” Tia said. “I just discovered an old acquaintance of mine owns and operates it. I thought it looked like it might be fun.”   
 
      
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    “Are you sure you want to do this?” 
 
    The laptop lay on the bed, the website already loaded. 
 
      
 
    Adults Only 
 
    Overlooking the Bay of Fundy in 
 
    picturesque Nova Scotia, Mrs. Robinson’s Bed and Breakfast 
 
    is the perfect spot to relax, to be refreshed and to reflect 
 
    on the adventure of life. 
 
      
 
    Jacey frowned as Dominic real aloud the blurb. “I think someone should work on the copy.” 
 
    “It doesn’t actually say it’s a place for swingers.” 
 
    “It does,” Jacey interrupted, scrolling down to the reviews.  
 
      
 
    THIS PLACE IS FOR SWINGERS!!!!!!!!! 
 
      
 
    “Hal from Boston seems quite upset about the fact,” she added. 
 
    “How can you tell he’s upset?” 
 
    “Shouty letters. All caps. Either that or he’s really excited about it being a resort for swingers. I can’t tell about this one.” 
 
      
 
    Everyone welcome but things may get a little crazy on the weekends.  
 
    Definitely no kids!!! 
 
    “The other reviews are great,” Jacey continued. “Seems like a fun place. Definitely a beautiful spot. It overlooks the Bay of Fundy so it would be interesting to see how high the tides are. And it has lots of trees…” 
 
    “And a lot of other people.” Dominic sighed. “Are you sure this is where you want to go? A resort for swingers?” 
 
    “Technically, it doesn’t specifically say it’s a resort. Bed and Breakfasts are typically small hotels or guesthouses offering accommodations and a morning meal. A bed and breakfast. Although,” she added, her eyes still focused on the web page. “It seems this one offers accommodations for something other than sleeping.” 
 
    “I know what the place is, Jacey. I just want to make sure this is the kind of place you want to go to.” Dominic’s expression was serious, much like the night when they had first discussed entering into a swinging relationship with their neighbours. That had been almost two years ago and it had turned out to be a good decision. Jacey and Dominic both enjoyed the added excitement of a little variety, and still managed to have a solid marriage. It was a win-win situation for both.  
 
    Jacey glanced warily at Dominic. “Do you want to go?” 
 
    “I asked you first.” 
 
    “But it sounds like you don’t want to go.” 
 
    “I never said that. But it’s a new experience and I want to make sure we’re ready for it.” 
 
    “The past year has been full of new experiences,” Jacey pointed out. “And I think we’re doing great. We’re swingers, are we? A married couple who has sexual relationships with other consenting adults. This place seems tailor-made for us.” 
 
    “Always so literal, aren’t you.” Dominic smiled at his wife with affection.  
 
    “What would you rather call it? Last Saturday night we both had sex with other people. I actually had sex with two other people, since Melissa insisted on joining Jackson and I. If you don’t classify us as swingers, then we’re just having affairs with a lot of people, which doesn’t bode well for our marriage.” 
 
    “Our marriage is fine.” 
 
    “I think so, too, because we both accept that we’re part of the swinger lifestyle. At least I thought we both did.” 
 
    “I’m not questioning that.” 
 
    “Than what are you questioning?” This was almost as difficult as it had been telling him she wanted to have sex with other men. He had accepted her interludes with the neighbours without question, said he understood when things with Joe had gotten a bit complicated. Lately, he had even seemed to become quite close with Emma; naïve, sweet Emma who was the last person Jacey would ever expect to be interested in their lifestyle. 
 
    Swingers had no stereotypes. Every colour, shape and size, all with the belief monogamy wasn’t always the answer. 
 
    Dominic paused as if he was reflecting on what he wanted to say. “I’m questioning whether you really want to do this. Visit this place. Reflect on the adventures of life,” he said finally. 
 
    “When I start reflecting on our adventures, I usually get aroused,” Jacey admitted, prompting a laugh from her husband. 
 
    Then he turned serious again. “I know you miss Joe—” 
 
    “How can this be about Joe?” Jacey demanded. “I want to go with you, not Joe. And even if I did, Joe wouldn’t want to go with me because he’s married and not interested in sharing. Or being shared, I guess.” 
 
    “I don’t know if you’re trying to fill a hole in your life.” 
 
    “By having sex with strangers?” Jacey barked. “I can do that with our friends and never leave our backyard. Actually, we’ve never done it in the backyard. Not our backyard, anyway.” 
 
    Dominic pulled the laptop to the edge of the bed, staring intently at the website. “No backyard. I don’t mind watching but I’d rather not be the one putting on the show.” 
 
    “I’ll have to remember that.” Jacey moved behind Dominic and rested her chin on his shoulder. Would his suddenly cold feet about their planned jaunt warm up? 
 
    She wasn’t wearing any socks and her feet were as warm as toast. 
 
    “You came up with the idea of us going. I just told you what Tia said about it,” she reminded him in a quiet voice.  
 
    “I know. I know. I don’t know what’s bothering me about it.” 
 
    Jacey slid her arms around Dominic’s waist. “What did Emma say about it?” She kept her voice smooth and calm; curious, but not questioning.  
 
    Ever since Emma and her husband Nathan had joined their little neighbourhood group of happy swingers, Jacey had noticed Dominic giving Emma a little more attention than he did to the other wives. Maybe it was because Dom and Emma were both teachers at the same school, or maybe because Emma seemed so overwhelmed by her new lifestyle.  
 
    If she was being truthful, Jacey didn’t like the way Dom’s face lit up whenever Emma was in the room. He should only look like that for her. 
 
    But being with other people meant they both had to keep the jealousy in check. No one else bothered her, just Emma. And she wasn’t really bothered by her. 
 
    She had never told Dominic about her feelings and she wouldn’t because she knew it couldn’t have been easy when Joe had lived around the corner. 
 
    “She didn’t say much.” With a squeeze of Jacey’s forearm, Dominic broke free of her arms to collect socks and underwear from his drawer. 
 
    Was he being evasive? Was that what had brought on the chilly toes? Jacey had no doubt Emma would frown at the idea of travelling to the east coast to stay in a bed and breakfast solely for swingers. 
 
    But then again, maybe she’d like the idea. Emma was full of surprises. Look how she had Dominic wrapped around her finger. 
 
    Jacey reached around Dominic and firmly shut the laptop. “I think we’ve said too much about it already. And we’re going to miss our flight if we don’t hurry.” 
 
    She met her husband’s eyes. He had the I-can’t-admit-I’m-excited-by-the-thought-of-having-sex-with-strangers-because-it-makes-me-look-like-a-bad-husband expression on his face. She probably had the same expression on hers.  
 
    “I’m fine with it, and I think you are, too. I think we’ll have fun.” 
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    Morena smiled as the side door in the kitchen opened, bringing in a gust of crisp morning air along with the big, brawny man with eyes the colour of the milk chocolate chips she had just added to the muffin batter. “Well, aren’t you a sight for sore eyes this morning.”  
 
    Michael Lorde grunted a response and dropped the freshly cut logs into the wood box with a crash. 
 
    Morena couldn’t help admiring him. Michael–or Lorde, as he preferred to be called–had the looks, the body, as well as the brains. His personality might be a little lacking in the charm department, but no woman ever complained about his lack of conversation after spending time with him in the bedroom. 
 
    Or in the backseat of a car. Or on the hills above the Bay of Fundy. Or even behind the local pub in Annapolis Royal.  
 
    Morena had heard rumours about that little dalliance a few months ago. 
 
    She sighed, watching Lorde help himself to one of the still-warm banana nut muffins. He was a good man and deserved to be happy. 
 
    Even though he didn’t believe it himself. 
 
    “I’m bringing in more firewood,” Lorde said after demolishing the muffin in a few bites. “Looks like it’s going to be a wet one this weekend. You’ll be glad for the fire in the lobby, keep out the damp.” 
 
    Morena pulled another tray of muffins out of the oven. There was no chill in the kitchen with the oven pumping out heat like it was. Morena was at the age where heat was not her friend. Her cheeks were red, her white hair damp and curling around her face. She wished she could cool off by taking more clothes off. 
 
    It was the end of October and she was still wearing shorts and a T-shirt when she worked in the kitchen. 
 
    “The ladies do get a little chilly in the lobby, parading around half-naked,” she said, swiping at the sweat forming on her brow. “Don’t they realize a little mystery is the sexiest thing?” 
 
    Lorde made another non-committal noise deep in his throat. They had known each other long enough for Morena to be able to tolerate Lorde’s idea of communication.  
 
    Growing up, Lorde had helped out at Fallen Gardens when it had been just a home for her and Bram. He had become their first employee when they had opened the B & B.  
 
    And when Bram had left her, running off with Lorde’s mother, Amelie, Morena had taken in the seventeen-year-old Lorde.  
 
    They had saved each other. 
 
    She had hated to see him join the army but understood his reasons. And when Lorde had returned to Fallen Gardens after the horrific accident in the Middle East, she had helped nurse him back to health. And been beside him when his heart had been shattered. 
 
    There wasn’t much she could do for him about the loss of Elizabeth. Time cured the burns, bruises and broken bones, but could do little for a broken heart. 
 
    When he was well enough, he began to help her with everything regarding the inn. He had his opinions about the change of clientele for the inn, but soon agreed it made good financial sense. 
 
    Morena had never planned on creating a haven for the swingers community, but slowly, as her friends flooded her with reservations, it was what the inn became.  
 
    It wasn’t that she shunned ‘normal’ couples—they were welcome during the week. But she’d never taken those few reviews on the website down since they explained things better than she ever could. 
 
    “Will you be joining us tonight?” she asked Lorde over the clumping noise of the second load of wood being stacked. 
 
    Unlike Henry, Lorde often joined in the weekend festivities. 
 
    She received another grunt for an answer.  
 
    “You’re in a fine mood today.” 
 
    He stood with a thunderous expression on his face, forcing Morena to shiver dramatically.  
 
    “I’m guessing this turn to the dark side would be because you saw Elizabeth?” She clucked sympathetically when he shifted his gaze. “When?” 
 
    “Yesterday afternoon. At the café. I didn’t expect her to be there.” 
 
    “But you think he’ll still blame her? For something that is entirely out of her hands?” 
 
    Losing Elizabeth had almost destroyed him. 
 
    It wasn’t that she had married someone else; Lorde only wanted the best for her and would have understood if she decided not to wait for him to finish his tour of Afghanistan. Six years was a long time to wait and Elizabeth was young and beautiful, with many admirers. But for the love of his life to marry another man because she thought he was dead, was bad enough. The fact that she picked an abusive bastard was almost too much for Lorde to bear. 
 
    Lorde was still in love with her but Elizabeth lived in fear of her husband Alan discovering how much she still cared for Lorde. Her every movement was monitored in case she met with him.  
 
    Lorde shrugged. “I don’t presume to understand how his mind works. She says he’s a good man, things just get out of hand sometimes. That’s bullshit.” 
 
    “My darling Michael, I’m well aware of how things can get out of hand, as you so politely call it. My second husband would often get out of hand.” 
 
    Lorde was jerked out of his misery. “You never told me that.” 
 
    “And you never asked. There are many things about my many marriages that aren’t suitable for polite company or conversation.” 
 
    He gave a bark of laughter that sounded foreign in the kitchen. “I didn’t think I was considered polite company.” 
 
    Morena sighed, her heart aching for him. He’d been through so much; couldn’t something in the world go right for him? 
 
    The worst of his scars from the accident were hidden under his clothes. The ones around his heart were invisible to everyone except those close to him. Which included herself and Meredith. 
 
    Morena had given up hope that Lorde would end up with his best friend Meredith. They were too alike. If they were together, the two of them would end up living as hermits in the woods, shunning a civilization who couldn’t handle their grumpy moods. 
 
    She moved out from behind the counter, reached for him. He shifted away, so her hand only brushed his arm. “Maybe he won’t find out.”  
 
    “He will.” 
 
    “I know it’s frustrating, but it’s got to be her choice to leave him.” 
 
    “You’re damn right it’s frustrating!”  
 
    Morena stood her ground at his outburst. She had been through his moods before, and will again since there seemed to be no end of the situation. Lorde in love with Elizabeth; Elizabeth, too afraid of her husband, Alan, to leave the marriage to be with Lorde, even though she still loved him.  
 
    Morena ached for Lorde because she loved him, loved him like the son she’d never had. But selfishly, Morena wanted him to snap out of it. To give up on Elizabeth once and for all, because it was slowly killing him.  
 
    Through the years, she had paraded the most desirable women of the area before him, and he ignored them all. Not for him. He didn’t want a relationship. He didn’t need anyone in his life, didn’t want anyone that wasn’t Elizabeth. 
 
    But give him a table full of married women and he was all over them.  
 
    Morena only hoped his mood improved before tonight. She had a book full of reservations, a houseful of guests arriving that afternoon, and all expected a good time. Some were first-time visitors, some of her regulars, and she wasn’t too proud to admit that she wanted to show off Lorde.  
 
    He could dally with the guests, even though they were off-limits for her. That had quickly proven to be a bit too messy. 
 
    She still remembered the damning words shouted by the jealous husband after she had seduced his new wife. After that, even though she frequently hosted an inn full of willing couples eager for her company, Morena had found other outlets for her needs.  
 
    Including a lovely thirtysomething couple in St. John who she visited once a month. They devoured everything and anything she could teach them. 
 
    She had decided early on to omit Peter and Lyndsay from whatever Henry was writing about her. They were young, their lives wide open and didn’t deserve to be added to her past.  
 
    Or maybe they would still be her present when the book was finally finished. 
 
    “Your guests will have a nasty time crossing the ferry tonight,” Lorde said. He seemed to have gotten a hold on his frustration. 
 
    Morena tore her thoughts back from her sweet Peter and Lyndsay. About how the last time she had visited, she had devised a competition to see which of them were able to give her the more satisfying orgasm.  
 
    Lyndsay had proven to be the winner, thanks to her newfound oral abilities and the help of a shining new strap-on that Morena had brought her. Peter had seemed to enjoy the competition as much as Morena had. 
 
    It had been a delightful evening. 
 
    “I think most of them are flying into Halifax,” Morena said.  
 
    Happy he seemed to be more himself, Morena reached up with her arm and drew his head close enough so she could drop a kiss on his reddish-brown hair, the same colour of his mother’s. 
 
    “Why don’t you pull up the Facebook page so you can check out the lovely ladies coming tonight and stake your claim on one of them.” 
 
    She had found it helpful to give her guests as much time as possible to decide on each other. With the advance of Facebook, they were able to check out each other’s profiles, contact each other and often stay in touch after visiting. She was proud of the many relationships that had developed after a weekend at Fallen Gardens. 
 
    “Already did,” Lorde muttered, heading back out into the dismal gray day.  
 
    “You can’t just leave after that,” Morena called after him, balling her fists with frustration. “Who?” 
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    Jacey  
 
      
 
    It was a short flight from Toronto to Halifax but took almost as long to find the inn. The property was private and secluded, well off the main roads; easy enough to locate via GPS but Jacey had a hate on them and insisted on map-reading while Dominic drove. 
 
    Her map-reading wasn’t up to par that day. 
 
    She blamed the constant rain and inadequate windshield wipers on the rental car. When Dominic finally convinced her Siri wasn’t all bad and loaded the address into his phone, it took them no time to get there. 
 
    Now they were on the last leg, bumping along the drive with Dominic trying to avoid the worst of the puddles. The rain had almost stopped and the wipers squeaked intermittently.  
 
    “It looks like a farm,” Jacey said. She didn’t even bother to hide the irritation from her voice. “Did they say there’d be animals?” 
 
    “I don’t see any animals.” 
 
    “It looks like a farm, so there have to be animals.” She stared out the window, searching for herds of rampaging farm animals. Jacey didn’t mind animals but today the idea of them seemed to be the bane of her existence.   
 
    “How many farms have you ever been on? Just wondering,” Dominic quickly added as Jacey turned furious eyes on him. “It’s not a farm. This might be farm country, but the website didn’t say anything about animals.” 
 
    Some of Jacey’s irritation dimmed at Dominic’s reassuring tone. “I don’t mind animals.” 
 
    Dominic’s expression answered for him. Could have fooled me. 
 
    Jacey huffed. “I don’t know why I’m acting so bitchy. The weather, getting lost…twice…” 
 
    “I said, I didn’t mind.” 
 
    “Well, I do.” 
 
    “You’re nervous,” he said mildly, after swerving to avoid a puddle that practically took up the whole of the road. 
 
    “I’m not nervous! We do this all the time!” 
 
    “We engage in sexual relations with our friends. People who we care about. We’re not meeting a group of strangers who may be expecting to have sex with us.” 
 
    Jacey didn’t respond. She knew Dominic was right, that the feeling in the pit of her stomach was nerves. Unease about what to expect. The uncertainty of the unknown.  
 
    It was silly—she had lost count of how many interludes she’d had with their neighbours—but this time seemed different. More serious. Like they had been playing in the amateur league with their friends but coming here meant that they had taken it to the professional level. 
 
    They were professional swingers. 
 
    “Nothing has to happen,” Dominic continued. “We can have a nice weekend just the two of us. There’s no rule about that.” 
 
    “There might be.” 
 
    “I don’t think there is. Is that what you want?” 
 
    Jacey turned back to look out the window, unable to answer. No, it wasn’t what she wanted but how could she tell her husband she’d rather spend the weekend having sex with strangers than with him? It wasn’t that she didn’t love him, or love having sex with him, it was just… 
 
    Jacey liked variety. And the way their marriage worked, she was able to have it. 
 
    Dominic chuckled like he could read her mind.  
 
    “You want to have sex with them, too!” she burst out. 
 
    “I do,” Dominic confessed. “And after almost two years, I’m finally able to admit to my wife that I want to have sex with other women and not expect her to demand a divorce.” 
 
    “I’m not going to ask for a divorce,” she muttered. 
 
    “No, because you’re excited about having sex with them too!” 
 
    Jacey didn’t respond to Dominic’s teasing because as they pulled around the final corner, they had their first glimpse of the inn. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “I’ll say.” 
 
    The pictures online didn’t do it justice. Mrs. Robinson’s B & B was a three-story, century stone farmhouse set high on a hill. Wings stretched wide on either side of the double doors, with a covered porch running the length. Lights from the windows shone out into the gloomy afternoon, making it a welcome sight. 
 
    The sight of it managed to wipe out the worst of Jacey’s fears. Her stomach twisted with excitement as Dom parked the car. 
 
    “It’s an adventure,” he said, leaning over to kiss her. “You like adventures.” 
 
    “I do like adventures,” she admitted. 
 
    “And you like sex.” 
 
    “I do.” She laughed self-consciously and Dominic grinned.  
 
    “It’ll be fun. Ready?” 
 
    “Now I am.” 
 
    If Jacey was impressed by the exterior of the Inn, she was stunned by the lobby. Wood-panelled walls, dark hardwood floors, with bursts of colour provided by chairs set into conversation pits scattered throughout the space. Abstract pictures hung on the walls.  
 
    To the right of the double doors was a bar set into the brick wall, complete with rustic wooden beams, leather padded stools, and illuminated shelves holding bottles of every shape and size and variety. 
 
    “They have beer on tap,” Dominic whispered in awe. “In the lobby.” 
 
    A tall, white-haired older woman used the counter of the bar as a reservation desk. Jacey overheard her offering drinks and a snack to the foursome checking in. The group was young and pretty couldn’t stop laughing. 
 
    One of the women reminded Jacey of Melissa. They were too young, too annoyingly perky. There was no way Jacey was going near any of them. 
 
    Across the room from the bar was a reading nook, with six-foot shelves crammed with books and comfortable looking leather chairs set in front of a fireplace.   
 
    Jacey roamed the lobby as Dominic waited for their turn at the bar. It was a beautiful space; warm and welcoming, rustic and rural.  
 
    It was a country inn in the middle of nowhere and the last place that Jacey would expect a sex party to be held.  
 
    Jacey finally noticed Dominic beckoning her over to the bar. It was time for their sex party to get started. 
 
    “Let me guess,” the woman said with a friendly smile. “Dominic and Jacey?” 
 
    “How did you know that?” Jacey demanded. 
 
    “We only have three more couples to arrive,” she admitted. “Plus, you look like a Jacey.” 
 
    “It’s the hair.” Jacey tugged her curls with dismay. The rain had wreaked havoc with her hair, leaving it a mass of tight ringlets. Jacey’s skin tone often made it difficult for people to guess her ancestry, but when her hair looked like it did, it easily gave away her African roots. 
 
    “It’s beautiful,” the woman said with an admiring smile. “Welcome to Fallen Gardens. I’m Morena Raspillaire.” 
 
    “I thought you were Mrs. Robinson,” Dominic said with confusion.  
 
    Her smile was warm and made her seem younger than the white hair and lines around her eyes suggested she was. “Oh, I am. I thought it was a fun name,” Morena explained. “I’ve always loved The Graduate movie, haven’t you?” She squinted at them. “Or maybe it’s too old for you. Anyway, Fallen Gardens is the name of the property, but after I did the reboot in 2006, I needed to change the name. And I couldn’t really go around broadcasting Raspillaire’s Hotel for Randy Couples, could I? Although my ex-husband would have hated it!” Her laugh of delight proved contagious for Dominic and even Jacey smiled at the sound of it. “So I came up with Mrs. Robinson’s. But please, call me Morena.” 
 
    “That sounds French,” Dominic commented, smiling at the older woman. Older or not, Jacey had never met a woman with more sex appeal. And it wasn’t as if she was wearing satin and leather—Morena wore a pair of faded jeans that clung to curvy hips and thighs, and a loose men’s white button-down, with an extra button undone. Jacey caught Dominic’s gaze dipping into her cleavage more than once.  
 
    “My husband was French; I am not,” Morena explained, the quick change of her voice shutting down the opportunity for any more personal questions. “I’m so glad you could join us for the weekend.” 
 
    As Dominic chatted with Morena, Jacey continued to look around. A group had started down the stairs, the sound of their laughter reaching Jacey. She watched them descend, older and attractive, with relaxed smiles, dressed in white robes and flip-flops. 
 
    “Is it still raining?” one of the women called. “We’re going to hit the hot tub.” 
 
    “It’s a steady drizzle,” Dominic offered with a friendly smile. 
 
    “The hot tub’s covered, so you’ll be okay once you get there. You’ll want this?” As they came closer, Morena reached under the bar and pulled out a bottle of wine. 
 
    “You know us well,” one of the men boomed. 
 
    “Jacey and Dominic Hess, these are a few of the guests staying with us. Heidi and Richard Wilson, Liliane, and Brian Cagliari.” 
 
    The men shook hands while the women nodded and silently appraised each other. At least Jacey did. She was sure Heidi and Liliane were thinking the same thing—was she going to have sex with these people?   
 
    Morena expertly uncorked the bottle, set out four glasses. Richard, with thick dark hair and a smile that reminded her of Mahak, glanced appraisingly at Jacey before grabbing the bottle.  
 
    “Enjoy your hot tubbing,” Dominic said. 
 
    “You should join us.” Richard’s gaze flicked to Dominic and back to Jacey. He was attractive, tall and well built, but he didn’t give Jacey any tingles. 
 
    She knew deep down in her belly when she wanted a man. Or a woman. The tingling sense of anticipation and excitement. The slow build-up of arousal. 
 
    “Maybe,” she said with a glance at the rest of the foursome.  
 
    Liliane had a cat-like smile on her face as she scooped the glasses, turning them upside down to carry them by the delicate stems. She gave Dominic one final lingering glance as she turned away. 
 
    “They stay here quite often,” Morena explained as the four headed for a door at the end of the lobby.  
 
    “Do you have a lot of repeat customers?” Dominic asked politely. 
 
    “Quite a few actually. There aren’t many places like this in Canada. A few resorts down south are quite liberal with the dress code but-” 
 
    “The nude resorts?” Jacey interrupted. “I’ve read about those. It’s like a giant orgy.” 
 
    “I’ve never been to one myself,” Morena said tactfully. “But it’s not exactly the atmosphere we’re going for here.” 
 
    “It’s a little chilly to be walking around naked,” Dominic pointed out with a laugh. 
 
    “A little. Although the hot tub is very nice, even in the rain.” 
 
    “We’ll have to check it out.” 
 
    “So what do we do?” Jacey was often blunt. She was getting better, but usually missed some of the social cues that came so easy for most.  
 
    “Do?” Morena arched an eyebrow. “Right now, you’re checking in and I was going to offer you a drink. Then I thought I’d call Lorde to help carry your bags to your room. After that,” she lifted her hands. “Your time is your own.” 
 
    “There’s no schedule?” Dominic sounded unsure, almost nervous, which never reassured Jacey. 
 
    Morena patted Jacey’s hand. “Let me make you a drink.”  
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    Morena was used to the nerves of her first-time guests. 
 
    This was a new experience for most of them. Married couples looking to experiment, looking to learn about a lifestyle that society still frowned upon. They came to her looking for a hall pass, an opportunity to sample another. Wanting a chance to ignore the ‘forsaking all others’ part of their marriage vows. 
 
    As she pulled out two glasses and a bottle of bourbon from the shelf, Morena gave Jacey and Dominic the same spiel she gave most newcomers. 
 
    “There are no expectations here and no judging. Many of our couples like to mingle with others, and there are plenty of opportunities for that. This is a B & B, but I also include a sit-down dinner on Friday and Saturday nights. It’s very popular—good food, good wine, and good company. It’s an excellent opportunity to meet the other guests.” 
 
    “To hook up.”  
 
    Morena found Jacey’s bluntness refreshing and hid her smile as Dominic rolled his eyes. Most guests tippy-toed around the real reason they were here. 
 
    To have sex with other people. 
 
    “Yes, it does happen,” Morena admitted. “Once guests begin to feel comfortable with one another. The wine helps quite a bit as well.” She placed the glasses, now full of a concoction of pineapple juice, ice and bourbon on napkins before the couple. “Guests will pair up or…”  
 
    “Threesomes?” Jacey finished the sentence.  
 
    Morena couldn’t hide her smile this time. “I was going to say or not, but yes threesomes do happen. Nothing has to happen here, Jacey. It’s entirely up to you.” 
 
    “My wife can be a little direct at times,” Dominic explained with a sideways glance at Jacey. 
 
    “I like direct. I’ve been involved in this community for years and I’m very comfortable discussing it.” 
 
    “Our friend told us about this place,” Jacey said. “She said she used to know you. Her name is Tia.”  
 
    Morena felt a jolt at the name, one she hadn’t heard in some time. “I used to know a Tia,” she said slowly. “I haven’t seen Tia in years. She has children, you say?” 
 
    “Three girls. She was married twice.” 
 
    “Married? She’s not married now?” 
 
    “Widowed twice.” 
 
    “Poor Tia.” Morena had always regretted losing touch with Tia. They had once been good friends, as well as lovers. She wondered what Tia had told Jacey and Dominic about her. 
 
    “She seems happy.” 
 
    “What a small world. Are you close friends? Do you have some sort of arrangement with her?” Morena grinned as she surprised them with the bluntness of her question. “I can be direct, too.” 
 
    Jacey would definitely be Tia’s type. She had always gone for the strong, forceful type, especially in women. Confidence had always been a turn-on for Tia. It was something they had in common. 
 
    “Not exactly,” Dominic hedged with a glance at Jacey. 
 
    “There’s a group of us,” Jacey explained. “Tia sort of organizes things. Parties and get-togethers.” 
 
    “That would be Tia.” Morena turned as the front door opened, bringing in a gust of cool air along with another couple, damp and apprehensive looking. “I’d love to hear more about her. Perhaps at dinner.” 
 
    “Will you be joining us for dinner?” Jacey asked. Dominic winced at the skepticism in her voice.  
 
    “Yes, but only for dinner,” she replied with another laugh. “I’ve found it better to limit my interactions with the guests. It’s tempting at times though,” she added with an admiring glance at Dominic. 
 
    Now Jacey laughed at her husband. “I think you just made him blush.”  
 
    “I’d do a lot more than make him blush.” Morena winked at Jacey. “Here, let me call Lorde to carry your bags to your room.” 
 
    “Lorde?” Dominic raised an eyebrow.  
 
    “Michael Lorde. He helps me run the place. I really couldn’t do it without him.” Morena pulled out her phone, quickly texted Lorde.  
 
    “Really, it’s okay. I can manage,” Dominic protested. 
 
    “No, no, let Lorde show you your room. It’s good for you to meet him anyway; he’ll be at dinner tonight.” 
 
    The way Morena spoke told Jacey this Lorde person wouldn’t be just joining them for the food. 
 
    “Here’s Michael—Lorde, as he prefers to be called.” 
 
    Jacey looked up as Lorde appeared in the door, with the broad shoulders of a football player but moving with the grace of a dancer. He gave her a ghost of a smile 
 
    Morena passed Dominic the keys to their room. Richard didn’t have a chance with Jacey, but Lorde might very well have a shot.  
 
    She thought that would make for an interesting pairing. 
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    Lorde carried Jacey’s suitcase, even though Dominic continued to protest that he could manage both bags.  
 
    “Might as well let me take one since I’m going that way anyhow,” Lorde said. The wheels bumped along the carpeted hall behind him. “There’s a squeaky door I have to check out on the third floor.”  
 
    “Do you live here with Morena?” Jacey asked, tagging along behind him, so close that he could smell her perfume. 
 
    She was an attractive woman, maybe too much. Tall, with skin a few shades darker than sun-kissed and a tumble of curls he could picture spread out on a pillow.  
 
    Breasts that no red-blooded man could ignore and an ass that begged to be grabbed. 
 
    Lorde was used to the attractive women passing through Morena’s; all had something special about them. Some he had to search below the surface to find their beauty. But Lorde was always able to find something in the women he met, enough to interest him, to tempt him into bedding them.  
 
    He liked women; liked the feel of their bodies, the smell of them. He liked the sounds they made, the look in their eyes just before he made them come. 
 
    Lorde was already looking forward to what Jacey would bring to the bedroom. Those green eyes staring up at him, full of lust. Whimpers of desire as she begged him— 
 
    “No, I don’t live here,” he said, dragging himself back to the hallway, away from his fantasies. “Close by, near the barn.” 
 
    “I told you this was a farm,” Jacey said triumphantly to her husband.  
 
    “Yes, dear,” Dominic said with a wink. “Must be pretty busy for you in the mornings. The whole breakfast thing. Bed and breakfast.” 
 
    “Morena puts on a good breakfast,” Lorde admitted. “But it does get busy in the kitchen. I stick to helping outside.” 
 
    “And showing up for dinners.”  
 
    Lorde didn’t know what to think about Jacey. As attractive as he found her, she wasn’t his usual type. He liked them softer, more pliable. Ready to submit.  
 
    Jacey looked like she was used to getting her own way, both in and out of the bedroom. 
 
    Not that the husband appeared to be a pushover. Far from it; from first impressions, Dominic seemed like someone Lorde could enjoy hanging around. 
 
    That couldn’t be said for some of the men who came here with their wives. Lorde always wondered about the couples who decided to visit Morena’s. He knew he would never approve of his wife being with another man, let alone accept it. Encourage it. It was difficult enough knowing Elizabeth was with that piece of trash she married. 
 
    There was no sense thinking of Elizabeth right now. 
 
    “Here’s your room.” Lorde stopped before a white painted door on the third floor. The chalkboard hanging from the nail had a purple flower entwined in the string.  
 
      
 
                     Welcome, Jacey and Dominic. 
 
      
 
    “Nice personal touch,” Jacey commented. 
 
    “Morena is good at what she does,” Lorde said, unlocking the door and stepping out of the way to let Jacey enter.  
 
    He noticed Morena had given them one of the better rooms. It was situated in the back corner of the house, with windows looking to the west and south, giving them an amazing view of the gardens leading down into the woods and of the water.    
 
    The Inn was located high on a hill between Phinney and Young’s Cove, overlooking the Bay of Fundy. On a clear night, the lights of St. John, New Brunswick would be visible from their room. 
 
    “Beautiful,” Jacey breathed, staring out the window. Even with the rain, it was still a spectacular view. 
 
    “It’s a nice part of the country. First time visiting?” 
 
    “I’ve been to Prince Edward Island,” Dominic offered. “Sister was a huge Anne of Green Gables fan.” 
 
    “Never met a sister who wasn’t.” 
 
    “Is this—do we—tonight…” Jacey stammered. Lorde cocked his head, knowing what she wanted to say, but waiting to see how she’d phrase the question. 
 
    “Will I be bringing someone back here tonight or will Dominic?” She finally managed, her voice clipped with tension but not embarrassment. 
 
    He had a feeling Jacey didn’t embarrass very easily.   
 
    “There are little cottages,” Lorde offered, moving closer to the window. “In the woods. There,” he pointed to a red roof visible among the trees. “And another one over there. Perfectly safe, secluded.” 
 
    “Looks quiet,” Dominic said. 
 
    “You’ll have your privacy.” 
 
    “Which one is your favourite?” Jacey asked. He noticed the gleam in her eyes.  
 
    “You’ll just have to find out,” he said in a low voice, before pushing himself away from the window. “I’ll let you get unpacked. Bottle of champagne in the mini-fridge for you to help yourself—wine, beer, snacks.” He gestured at the spread of cheese and crackers laid out on the table. “Dinner is at seven.” 
 
    “We’ll be ready,” Dominic told him.  
 
    “Sometimes I wonder how you can be ready for something like this.” The words escaped Lorde before he realized what he was saying. “Sorry. None of my business.” 
 
    “Are you married?” Dominic asked, following him to the door. Jacey remained at the window.  
 
    Lorde noticed Jacey was watching him, rather than the view. “Never had the privilege.” 
 
    “Privilege. That’s one way of looking at it,” Dominic mused. “I love my wife, Lorde. I love our life together. But we found that this lifestyle adds something to our marriage. Maybe we weren’t missing anything to begin with, but we both benefit from it. But it’s not for everyone.” 
 
    “I don’t mean to judge,” Lorde began, hands spread out. “Like I said, I’ve never been married.” 
 
    “But you participate. You remind me of a friend of ours. A particular friend of Jacey’s actually. I think she’ll enjoy getting to know you.” He chuckled suddenly. “This is where it gets weird sometimes.” 
 
    A bark of laughter escaped from Lorde. “I’m glad you think so, too.” 
 
    “But it works for us.” 
 
    “Glad to hear it. I’ll leave you be, and see you at dinner.”  
 
    Jacey flashed a smile at him as Lorde stepped from the door.  
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    Jacey  
 
      
 
    “This place is incredible,” Jacey murmured as they stepped into the garden.  
 
    They had unpacked, lounged on the bed and drank most of the bottle of champagne before they decided to venture out into the hot tub. It was late afternoon and the rain had finally stopped. The light was beginning to fade. 
 
    Dominic was pushing the idea of meeting people before dinner. He must have been in the mood to socialize, or at least socialize with specific people. 
 
    Even with the rain still falling, the view from the back of the Inn, set high on top of a hill, was magnificent. “That’s the Bay of Fundy.” Jacey pointed to the body of water in the distance. 
 
    “I bet we’ll be able to see over to New Brunswick when the weather clears up,” Dominic added, a note of admiration in his voice. “This was a good idea.” 
 
    “Because it’s a pretty spot?” 
 
    “Not just that,” Dominic protested. Jacey waited for him to continue, but his voice trailed off as his gaze was drawn to the biggest hot tub she had ever seen.  
 
    She counted six people sitting in the water with plenty of room for more. When she got closer, Jacey noticed only one of the women was wearing a bathing suit. 
 
    “I didn’t realize bathing suits were optional,” Dominic said in a quiet voice as they followed the gravel path to the gazebo that sheltered the hot tub, bordered by autumn flowers still in bloom. 
 
    Jacey shrugged. “When in Rome…” 
 
    Dominic was laughing as they climbed the steps. The floor of the gazebo had been built around the hot tub, so one only had to step into the tub. Through the steam that rose into the cool air, Jacey saw the welcoming smiles of the couples submerged in the water.  
 
    “You decided to join us.” The woman who greeted them was one of the two couples Morena introduced them to earlier. 
 
    They may not be two couples. Jacey had no idea of the connection between them.  
 
    Back home, Jacey knew what to expect from an evening at Tia’s. Even her interludes with the neighbours—the morning meetings with Mahak, the afternoon romps with Nathan—had a bit of a habit to them. But here, in a new place, with new people, she was definitely out of her comfort zone.  
 
    And Jacey needed to feel comfortable with her environment. She turned into a mess if she wasn’t. 
 
    “Welcome.”  
 
    Jacey wasn’t good with names and couldn’t remember if the woman who greeted them was Heidi or Liliane.  
 
    “Come on in. The water is as hot as your husband.” 
 
    Jacey guessed by the lines on the woman’s face that she was at least fifty, maybe closer to sixty, but her skin was so tanned she may well have been younger. She seemed friendly enough with twinkling blue eyes and a warm and friendly smile.  
 
    Her bare breasts, unencumbered by a bathing suit, were clearly visible amongst the bubbles.  
 
    Dominic tried to hide his awareness of the fact. Jacey smirked at how many quick glances he took at the woman. 
 
    Whoever she was, she did have lovely breasts. 
 
    “How do you know he’s my husband?” Jacey asked as she untied her robe and laid it on a nearby chair.  
 
    Bathing suit or no bathing suit? At least one of the bathers had on a suit, but she couldn’t tell about the men.  
 
    “For your sake, I hope he is. But it doesn’t matter here, does it? Wedding vows don’t mean the same thing here as they do in the outside world.” 
 
    “They don’t mean much to you anywhere,” the woman sitting beside her scoffed. She looked to be in her fifties as well, with short gray hair slicked back from the water. 
 
    “Oh, you shush, Liliane,” the first woman said with a splash of water towards her friend. “They’ll get the impression I’m some evil goddess.” 
 
    This was Heidi, then. The woman was no goddess, but there was something appealingly attractive about her. Her smile, her confidence. The way her nipples, rosy pink and tight, brushed the surface of the water. 
 
    “I really don’t have any impressions of anyone here,” Jacey admitted as she touched a toe to the water, catching the relieved expression of the third woman in the hot tub, younger and clearly ill at ease.  
 
    Bathing suit on, then. 
 
    “Well, I know you’ve never been here before,” Liliane boomed in a voice that seemed to carry to the valley leading to the bay. “Because you would have known to bring out a bottle of wine with you.” 
 
    For the first time, Jacey realized everyone had a glass, either in their hand or on the deck beside them.  
 
    “I’ll go back in and get us something,” Dominic offered, but Liliane waved away his offer. 
 
    “No worries, I’m heading back in myself. I need a cold shower before dinner. I’ll send one of the girls out with a bottle of that nice Sauvignon Blanc Morena hides. Heidi here wants to flirt with my husband, so I’ll let her have him for a bit.” 
 
    The older man beside Liliane smiled and slung an arm around Heidi’s shoulders. Brian, Jacey recalled with some pride. 
 
    Liliane stood, the water streaming over her naked body like a rushing stream. Jacey knew it was rude to stare but she couldn’t look away. Jacey was proud of her own curves, but Liliane was curvy to the point of being voluptuous, and sexy as hell. 
 
    The older woman caught Jacey looking. With a knowing smile on her face, Liliane turned and leaned down to kiss Brian, who took the opportunity to cup her full breasts. 
 
    “Have fun,” she said, giving him a sideways glance as she moved to Heidi. 
 
    Jacey caught her breath as Liliane slowly leaned down to Heidi, who tilted up her face. Liliane ran her fingers down her cheek before pressing her lips against Heidi’s. 
 
    Jacey heard the gasp of surprise and suspected it came from the third woman in the hot tub.  
 
    What began as a chaste kiss soon deepened as Heidi’s hands slid around Liliane’s waist, one hand slipping onto Liliane’s bare ass. 
 
    Liliane caught Heidi’s bottom lip between her teeth when she finally pulled away and Heidi gave her a swift slap on the ass. 
 
    “Maybe I’ll be back sooner than I thought,” Liliane said in a teasing voice, stepping back, and catching Heidi’s hands before they fell into the water.  
 
    Heidi pulled out of her grasp and cupped Liliane’s pussy.  
 
    Not a lot surprised Jacey, but that did. But she couldn’t pull her gaze away from the two women, so comfortable with each other, with themselves.  
 
    Could she touch another woman like that in front of others? Jacey glanced down at the other woman, sitting in the hot water with a pink glow on her face that probably wasn’t from the heat. 
 
    Liliane moved gracefully to the step to pull herself out of the tub. Dominic, ever the gentleman, leaned forward and offered his hand. “Why thank you, darling.” 
 
    “Anytime,” he murmured, unable to resist a quick glance over his shoulder, watching as Liliane wrapped herself in a robe.  
 
    “You’ve definitely never been here before,” Liliane’s husband laughed, as Heidi cuddled up to him. The man on the other side of her, presumably Heidi’s husband, stood up. 
 
    He was wearing a blue bathing suit, and looked very good in it, with a trim waist and spattering of gray hair on his chest. 
 
    Jacey couldn’t help but let her gaze drift down, unsurprised by the line of a hard cock under the wet shorts. 
 
    “I’ll walk you in, Lil.” 
 
    Liliane paused as he got out of the hot tub. “That would be lovely, Richard.”  
 
    Jacey turned to watch as the two walked down the path back to the Inn, Liliane holding Richard’s arm and laughing at something he said. Back in the hot tub, Heidi seemed quite comfortable with Liliane’s husband. 
 
    This was a new place but suddenly seemed a lot like home. 
 
    Jacey let out the breath that she didn’t realize she was holding with a huff. “No, we’ve never been anywhere like this.” 
 
    “That’s because there’s nothing like Morena’s,” Heidi said with a wave of her hand. “Come in. Join us. You’re here to make friends, aren’t you?” 
 
    Dominic almost pushed Jacey aside in his rush to get in the water. But once he was in, he turned to helped Jacey step into the tub before taking a seat beside Heidi, who immediately closed the gap between them. Jacey took the seat across from him.  
 
    “You’ll have to forgive me; I know Morena introduced us but…” Heidi began. 
 
    “I’m Dom and this is Jacey.” 
 
    “Dom, huh?” Heidi smirked. “Morena has a separate weekend for that.” 
 
    “Dominic,” he corrected, even before Jacey realized what Heidi was referring to. 
 
    Doms. Submissives. BDSM. Jacey often enjoyed it when things got a little rough and was never opposed to being tied up but that was the extent of it for her. 
 
    “So you’ve been here before?” Jacey asked Heidi, who looked very comfortable between the two men. 
 
    “Heaps of times.” She waved her hand holding her full wine glass and some of the liquid slopped over the brim. “Oops. Just adds to the water. FYI, Morena frowns on the idea of adding anything else to the water. If you’re so inclined, there’s a nice spot over there.” 
 
    Jacey followed her gaze to see a couple under a nearby gazebo, this one set up with chairs. The woman was straddling the man, an expression of ecstasy on her face as she pumped up and down. He held her small breasts in his hands. 
 
    “Oh!” She whipped her head back. Getting a close-up of sex was something new for her.  
 
    Watching from a window was something different. 
 
    She couldn’t help but glance back at the couple, seemingly unconcerned that they were being watched, or maybe they didn’t notice. They fucked, their moans and cries covered by the noise of the motor of the hot tub.  
 
    And it was fucking. What Jacey watched wasn’t making love. 
 
    “He was going down on her a few minutes ago.”  
 
    Jacey turned to the other couple in the water. They were younger than Heidi and friends, probably about the same age as she and Dominic. 
 
    “This is kind of unreal, isn’t it?” the woman added. She was blonde, pretty and delicate looking. Jacey wanted to laugh at the awkwardly nervous smile on her face. “We’ve never been here before either.”   
 
    “It’s some place,” Dominic grinned at her. 
 
    “I’ll say.” The man’s eyebrows raised almost as high as his receding hairline. “Amy booked us a weekend for my birthday. Best present ever!”  
 
    “I didn’t know,” Amy began. “I mean, I knew, but I didn’t know—I had no idea what it would be like. I’m Amy, by the way. I still can’t believe we’re actually here.” 
 
    Jacey smiled politely; like always, at a loss for small talk. “I’m Jacey.” 
 
    Amy’s husband, Tom, introduced himself. “I take it you’ve never been here before?” 
 
    “They’re virgins, same as you,” Heidi interjected. 
 
    “I never even considered it,” Amy said. “But Tom…” she smiled shyly at her husband. “Like I said, it’s for his birthday. I heard about it from a friend of a friend and she said it did amazing things for their marriage.” 
 
    “It’s the best place,” Heidi said reassuringly. “It’s perfect for you to be comfortable with yourself and others. You can make friends, or spend all the time with your hubby. No one judges. And Morena is the sweetest.” 
 
    “Sexiest,” Brian added.  
 
    “Sexiest,” Heidi agreed. “Except maybe for that one.” 
 
    Jacey turned to see a tall, attractive blonde carrying a tray with glasses and a bottle of wine. As much as she could use another drink, Jacey was more interested in the man behind her. 
 
    Lorde. 
 
    “Thank you, Leah, sweetie. Hello, Lorde,” Heidi called flirtatiously as he dumped his armload of wood beside the fire pit. “Were you going to come over and say hello, or just wave from a distance?” 
 
    “Hello, Heidi. Brian.” 
 
    Jacey accepted the glass of wine from Leah, noticing Amy’s wide eyes as she stared at Lorde at the fire pit. “That’s Lorde,” Jacey said in a low voice to Amy. 
 
    “Lord?” 
 
    “With an e. He helps Morena.” She tried to keep her expression blank and ignore how her stomach tightened at the sight of Lorde. 
 
    At the sudden tingling between her legs. 
 
    “He works here?” The disappointment in Amy’s voice was as clear as a bell. “Does that mean he’s not—he doesn’t get to—?” 
 
    Jacey grinned at Amy. “He’s in. We met him earlier.” 
 
    “I get dibs on him,” Amy said quickly. 
 
    “You haven’t even spoken to him!” 
 
    “Did you?” 
 
    “Catfight.” Tom grinned at Dominic, seemingly unconcerned at the sudden aggression of his wife. 
 
    “You can have him,” Jacey said, brushing away the stab of disappointment. As good as Lorde looked, he wasn’t worth fighting over. 
 
    At least she hoped he wasn’t worth it.   
 
    “Sorry, but if this is my one chance, then I should grab the best there is, shouldn’t I?” Amy apologized. 
 
    “Go for it,” Jacey said.  
 
    They were here for two nights after all. 
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    As he built the fire, Lorde watched the antics in the hot tub, grateful as always that Morena didn’t need him to mingle before dinner. Making conversation with a group of strangers was never easy for him, especially when all he wanted to do was pull one or more of the women aside and get on with it. 
 
    He worked at Morena’s because he owed her his life and if truth be told, loved her like a mother. Loved her more than his own mother. And while having sex with her guests sometimes made him feel a bit like a gigolo, the sex more than made up for any lingering doubts. 
 
    Lorde didn’t want a relationship and casual dating only caused problems. Either he backed out too quickly and ended up looking like an ass, or not soon enough and ended up with the woman in tears, fawning over how he broke her heart. 
 
    There had been enough heartbreak in his life to last a lifetime. Straight up sex, no demands or questions asked was the perfect solution. 
 
    Heidi looked in fine form tonight. She was a regular guest, coming a few times a year with her husband, usually meeting Liliane and Brian. Lorde wondered if the foursome would make it to dinner that night, or just keep to themselves like they often did. 
 
    When Lorde married—if he married—things would be different than the couples who vacation here. 
 
    “Some don’t believe monogamy is necessary for a marriage to be successful,” Morena had tried to explain the last time he commented on it. “It’s an understanding between a couple. Sometimes it doesn’t work, but most of the time it’s beneficial for both. It usually builds a stronger marriage.” 
 
    “I’ll never understand,” he had muttered.  
 
    “That’s because you are a one-woman man,” she had said affectionately.  
 
    He’d only ever been in love with one woman. And she was still married to her asshole of a husband. 
 
    Despite his reluctance, Lorde found himself walking by the hot tub when he finished building the fire. He told himself it was only to say hello to Heidi.  
 
    “Does this mean you’re going to make it stop raining for tonight?” Heidi called out to him.  
 
    “Couldn’t make it stop raining even if I wanted to.”  
 
    His gaze flicked past Jacey to the woman seated beside her, smiling nervously.  
 
    She had blue eyes like Elizabeth. 
 
    Heidi laughed. “Oh, Mr. Lorde, I think you can do anything you want to. Just like I think you should strip off all those unnecessary clothes and come enjoy the bubbles with us.” She extended a hand to him, still holding a glass. 
 
    Her other hand remained under the water. Lorde had a good idea of what it was doing under there. 
 
    Did she have her hand on Brian’s cock, or the newcomer, Dominic’s? Lorde prided himself on being good with names since it was beyond embarrassing calling a woman by the wrong name. 
 
    The two men sat on either side of Heidi, close enough to touch. It seemed like Dominic was having difficulty not staring at Heidi’s breasts.  
 
    They were lovely breasts—firm and supple. Lorde had heard comments about Heidi over the years, how good her body was for a woman her age. Lorde knew firsthand what Heidi’s body was like. If asked, he would say she had an amazing body for any age. 
 
    Lorde knew firsthand what Heidi’s hand was capable of. First, she’d start with caressing the thighs, moving between the legs with slow, soft strokes. Then she’d tickle the balls, the gesture coming as a surprise, but not an unwelcome one. She’d spend long minutes on the balls, cupping and teasing, waiting for the cock to grow heavy and twitch with impatience.  
 
    Only then would she switch her attention to the cock, focusing her touch on the base, strong, sure fingers stroking. She’d move slowly up the shaft, so slowly, that the teeth would be grinding with frustration for her to reach the tip. Rub it, pull it hard. Up and down, her expression never looking at the man’s face, but knowing exactly what she was doing to him. 
 
    Heidi gave the best hand-jobs, able to make a man as happy as a fourteen-year-old having his cock touched for the first time by someone other than himself. 
 
    Lorde had been the recipient of one himself once, years ago during dinner. His cock twitched with the recollection. 
 
    “I think you’re probably doing just fine without me,” he said. 
 
    Dominic shifted and Lorde hid a smile. 
 
    “How are you settling in?” he asked politely, shifting his gaze over Jacey to Amy. 
 
    Jacey didn’t look interested and one thing Lorde had learned over the years, was never to chase a woman. 
 
    For some reason, they seemed to come to him without much effort. 
 
    “It’s lovely here,” Amy said, as bubbly as the water swirling around her. Her cheeks were pink from the heat, or maybe the wine. She had delicate features like a doll, with blonde and curly hair.  
 
    Her eyes a darker blue than Elizabeth’s. 
 
    Her husband Tom had narrow shoulders and a big grin like he couldn’t believe his luck at being here. He also couldn’t take his eyes away from Jacey. 
 
    If Lorde wasn’t careful, his eyes might get stuck on her, too. 
 
    “Lorde, darling?” Heidi called to him. He tried not to grimace at the endearment. Heidi and Liliane were all sweetheart and darling to others, but Lorde knew the fake formality would drop as soon as they were underneath a man. 
 
    Fuck me now, Lorde, please, for god’s sake, fuck me now!  
 
    “Yes, Heidi?” 
 
    “Would you do me a favour and find me a few blindfolds?” 
 
    “What do you want blindfolds for?” Amy demanded in a shrill voice. Lorde made a mental note about her reaction. 
 
    “I want to play a game and we need to be blindfolded. It’s fun.” 
 
    “I’m sure it is,” Jacey agreed. “But in the hot tub?” 
 
    “That’s the whole point. Everyone puts on a blindfold and then we take off our bathing suits and throw them in the middle. Then you grab one—not your own—and put it on. Then we take off the blindfolds.” 
 
    Brian reached out to cup Heidi’s breast. “If I’m not mistaken, you’re not wearing a bathing suit.” 
 
    Heidi laughed with delight. “I know! That’s why it’ll be fun. The last person won’t get one. Maybe we’ll make them do a lap around the garden. Want to play, Lorde?” 
 
    “I think I’ll pass,” he said, backing away. “I’ll see about finding you something to use.” 
 
    “I’m sure there are enough silk scarves around here.” Heidi’s voice called after him. 
 
    She was in fine form tonight, Lorde thought to himself. Dominic was in for a treat. 
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    Morena pulled the curtain back as Liliane popped her head into the kitchen. Louie, her tiny, wizened chef, jumped back, guilty at being caught spying. 
 
    “Caught you,” Liliane sang. “Do you have a good view from here?” She bustled over and took the same position Morena just left, peering out the window.  
 
    “Just want to make sure everyone is enjoying themselves,” Morena protested.  
 
    “I’d be in here with binoculars if I were you. But yes,” she said, pushing away from the window. “Everyone seems to be enjoying themselves by the hot tub.” 
 
    “I’ll say.” Richard followed Liliane into the kitchen, both of them wrapped in the thick white robes with the bloodred R embroidered on the lapel. “That girl is delicious. Where do you find them?” 
 
    “They find me.” After another lingering glance, Morena stepped back from the window. She loved to watch the interplay between the guests before dinner.”I assume you’re referring to Mrs. Hess from Toronto?” 
 
    “Jacey.” Richard slid her name out of his mouth. “She looks as tasty as one of your treats.” He reached forward, snagged a cookie from the plate before Morena could slap his fingers away. 
 
    “Those treats are for the guests.” 
 
    “I’m a guest. And I like your treats.” 
 
    Morena smiled. “You’re so much more than a guest, Richard and you know that.” 
 
    “As much as I love coming here,” Liliane pouted, “I wish you would come and play with us. I miss you.” 
 
    “I miss you, too,” Morena said, dropping a kiss on the shorter woman’s head. “But I have to make a living, you know. And taking care of everyone is fun for me.” 
 
    Liliane glanced out the window “Is Cabin One still off-limits?” she asked cagily.  
 
    “If you’re wondering if Henry is still there, then all you need to do is ask.” 
 
    “I was trying to be discreet,” Liliane pouted. 
 
    Richard laughed. “That’s the last thing you are.” 
 
    “I have to agree with that. What're your plans for the rest of the afternoon?” Morena asked, more to get off the subject of why she allowed Henry to stay undisturbed in Cabin One.  
 
    She hadn’t told anyone about the book. It would only open a can of worms that she didn’t want to deal with. 
 
    “Are you seeing anyone?” Liliane tightened the belt on her robe. “Or maybe the inside of Cabin One?” 
 
    She loved Liliane but oh, she was a gossip. “You’re horrible,” Morena said with a shake of her head.  
 
    “I worry about you,” Liliane frowned. 
 
    “We both do,” Richard added.  
 
    At least Liliane knew her well enough not to push. Even before she opened the Inn, Morena prided herself on her discretion. I don’t kiss and tell, she told anyone who asked about the guest list, her past.  
 
    Both were long and varied and had more than a few surprises. She wasn’t even telling Henry names. For someone who knew Morena, it wouldn’t be difficult to ascertain who W from Toronto was. Or P from Halifax. But that was all she was willing to give. 
 
    “It’s sweet for you to do so, but completely unnecessary,” Morena assured them. She offered Richard another cookie. “I am perfectly happy.” 
 
    “Have you heard from William?” 
 
    Morena stilled at the name she hadn’t heard for a long time. “Not for a long time.” 
 
    “He finally managed to catch that girl he’s been obsessed with,” Liliane spat. 
 
    “I don’t consider Iliya to be a girl,” Richard chided mildly. 
 
    “Well, she’s not Morena, so she’s not worth anything,” Liliane proclaimed loyally.  
 
    Morena took a deep breath, calmed her racing heart. It had been years since she’d heard from William. Even thought of him.  
 
    That wasn’t exactly true.  
 
    “Again, you’re sweet, Liliane, but there was nothing between William and me,” Morena said firmly.  
 
    That was the truth. William Burgess was a wonderful loving man who had offered her everything but had demanded more than she could give him. 
 
    “Your nose is growing,” Liliane accused. 
 
    “I wish him nothing but the best. William deserves to be happy.” 
 
    “You are much too nice. I’d want him to develop a condition that would make his balls shrivel up and fall off.” 
 
    Morena had to laugh at Liliane’s ferocity. They had known each back in Toronto in the nineties, had explored together. Experimented.  
 
    Loved one another.    
 
    The knock on the door rescued Morena, rousing her from a painful trip to her past. She glanced at the clock, smiled ruefully at Liliane. “And that ends our lovely conversation. I have to play innkeeper now, so you have to disappear. I won’t have you spoiling the surprise I have in store for you tonight.” 
 
    “Ooh, a surprise.” Liliane clapped her hands like a little girl. 
 
    “You’re the best, Morena, you know that?” Richard stole another cookie, planted a kiss on her cheek. 
 
    “But just so you know, I still think William deserves to suffer for what he did to you,” Liliane announced, throwing her arms around Morena. “And I tell him that every time I see him.” 
 
    “It’s been years, Liliane,” Morena protested with a laugh. “I’ve gotten over it and you should too. Now, go. I have to let Bridget in. I’ll talk to you at dinner.” 
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    Walking down the stairs into the lobby reminded Jacey of the first night she and Dominic had gone to Tia’s. Her stomach had tingled with excitement, apprehension and the fear of the unknown. She had no idea what to expect.  
 
    Would this be like a cocktail party, with all the guests innocently chatting while giving each other the once-over? Or would it be a full-out orgy, everyone going at it like the couple by the hot tub? 
 
    Who were they? Would they be here? Would she recognize them? 
 
    Dominic squeezed her hand as they descended the stairs. He probably shared the same emotions, but neither of them would put them into words. How could they be excited about the possibility of having sex with someone other than each other? 
 
    However, Jacey was. And she knew Dom was too.  
 
    Especially when he was considering the options before him. 
 
    From their vantage place on the stairs, the lobby was laid out for them like a banquet, full of delicious dishes each more appetizing than the last. And like flowers in the garden, the women were the most eye-catching thing in the room. Silk, lace, leather; each woman had picked their outfit designed to best catch the attention of others. Legs magically lengthened from heels, cleavage powered and sparkling with body shimmer. Waists shrunk by belts and dark colours. There was enough jewelry to fund a novice burglar  
 
    Music played, loud enough to have some swinging their hips to the beat, but not enough to block the conversations. A few couples kept to themselves, but most had congregated to the bar, where laughter swirled around Liliane and Heidi holding court. There was another group standing in front of a television screen but Jacey couldn’t tell what they were watching. 
 
    Dominic squeezed her hand again. “Are we really doing this?” 
 
    “I’m not sure what we’ll be doing, but yes. Too far to back out now.” 
 
    She resisted the urge to glance back up the stairs to see how far it was back to their room. 
 
    “Let’s do this then.” With a smile Dominic stepped off the last step, heading towards the crowd at the bar, still holding her hand.  
 
    Jacey kept the smile on her face as she glanced at the guests. How would she pick? This wasn’t like Tia’s, where keys were pulled to pair them up. And Tia always did the pulling, pretending it was a random choice and not like she planned everyone’s interludes. 
 
    Well, Tia had planed them until Jacey started branching out on her own. 
 
    She caught a few admiring glances thrown her way as they made their way across the room.  
 
    The lobby hadn’t seemed quite so large when they were checking in. 
 
    “There they are!”  
 
    Jacey’s head whipped around in response to the shout from the bar to see Heidi waving enthusiastically. 
 
    Waving at Dominic. 
 
    With a chuckle, she released his hand. “You’re going to have fun tonight.” 
 
    Before he left her, Dominic got her a drink, and Brian waylaid her at the bar long enough for her to need another.  
 
    A glass of wine settled her nerves; a second made her able to respond to questions. Jacey had always found small talk to be mundane and inconsequential. Why would she care about people’s children or bother complaining about the weather? It had never been her forte, but the interactions with the neighbours had at least improved her skills.  
 
    If only Dominic didn’t have to keep reminding her to smile and look interested in others. 
 
    She was smiling tonight, and it was difficult not to look interested.  
 
    But not too interested.  
 
    Jacey averted her eyes from the too-eager smile on one man’s face. 
 
    “He’s practically panting over you,” said a quiet voice in her ear.  
 
    She turned to find Liliane, with Amy from the hot tub beside her. Once again, Amy’s eyes were wide-open and staring. 
 
    Jacey hoped she hid her emotions better than Amy. 
 
    “I’ve seen him here a few times,” Liliane continued. “Never had the pleasure. Not sure if it would be pleasure…” 
 
    “What happens if we don’t—if we can’t find someone?” Amy asked nervously. 
 
    “Then you go back to your room and try again tomorrow night. But I wouldn’t worry.” The older woman raked her gaze down Amy’s petite form in her snug black dress. “Someone will no doubt find you.” 
 
    Jacey frowned. “You make it sound like some kind of meat market.” She was reminded when she used to frequent bars when she was younger, scouting the room for someone to take home. She didn’t like the thought that she had been promiscuous when she was younger, but if she kept a list of partners, it would be longer than most women. 
 
    Who was she trying to kid? Jacey didn’t need a list. Her memory was such that she knew the where, the when and the who of every man she’d slept with.  
 
    “Far from it,” Liliane corrected. “We’re all here for the same reason. There’s nothing but respect for all. If there’s any less, Morena steps in, and that is not a good thing.” 
 
    “Who is she?” Amy wondered.  
 
    “She’s amazing,” Liliane said with a smile. 
 
    A cry went up from the gathering before the television. “What are they—?” Amy gasped with a mixture of horror and delight when one of the men moved aside, giving them a view of the screen. 
 
    “They’re watching porn!”  
 
    Liliane laughed. “Morena usually has some sort of dirty movie playing. She has always been under the belief that some part of pornography arouses everyone, whether to be visually or…” 
 
    “It’s a proven fact that watching porn can benefit your sex life,” Jacey interrupted. “As well as positively affect your attitudes towards sex and perceptions towards the opposite sex. The stigma attached to the form of art is quite unfounded, except when you look at the use of minors in the industry and violence towards them. And there is now a positive correlation between the amount of time spent viewing and the desire to participate in the act with actual partners. A pattern has been shown to show that men who watch more visual sexual stimuli will have a higher sex drive.” 
 
    Both Liliane and Amy turned in unison to look at the men watching TV. 
 
    “I take it you watch your share,” Liliane said without taking her eyes off the men. 
 
    “Not since we had kids,” Jacey told her with a regretful note in her voice. “But I see nothing wrong with it.” 
 
    “Let’s go check it out!” With that Liliane grabbed Jacey’s hand and pulled her across the room. After a quick glance around, Amy followed. 
 
    “Oh, the Pirate Queen!” Liliane announced when they were close enough to identify the pirate ship on the screen. “One of my favourites.” 
 
    “Pirates?” Amy asked in a hollow voice. 
 
    “The Pirate Queen sails the seven seas, taking men prisoners. Only ones she likes, and then she makes them do all sorts of delightful things to her,” Liliane explained happily. “It’s very much a feminist portrayal if you’re worried about such a thing.” 
 
    “I wasn’t worried,” Jacey said, her eyes fixated on the changing scene showing a woman dressed in leather pants and a pirate hat that would make Captain Jack Sparrow proud, seducing one of her prisoners. 
 
    “But how can that be—oh,” Amy said, her hand covering her mouth at what the captive was doing to the Pirate Queen. “Oh, wow.” 
 
    “It’s a classic,” Liliane crowed. 
 
    Jacey glanced around the lobby, seeing the expressions of delight on the guests, hearing the conversation and laughter. “This was definitely not what I expected.” 
 
    “But better, right?” 
 
    Her attention diverted with the talent of the actors on screen, Jacey hadn’t noticed the man who had moved in beside her. Tall, with the lights gleaming against his bald head, and glasses. And a very nice smile.  
 
    “I think so,” she agreed, a little hesitantly. 
 
    “This your first time here?” he asked. Jacey nodded. “Mine too. It’s nothing like I’ve ever experienced. I’m Scott, by the way.” 
 
    “Jacey.” She juggled her glass of wine to take his outstretched hand, noticing the size and length of his fingers. Also, the wedding ring prominently displayed.  
 
    “Nice to meet you, under the circumstances.” Scott gestured to the screen with his beer bottle. “So, what do you think?” 
 
    “Apparently, it’s a classic.” 
 
    Liliane, who was still standing on her other side, gave a snort of laughter. With a sideways glance at Jacey, the older woman pulled Amy back to the direction of the bar, leaving Jacey staring wistfully at them. 
 
    She would have liked another drink. 
 
    “Wow,” Scott said, watching the screen. “That’s an interesting position. Kind of dangerous, maybe.” 
 
    “Well, she is a pirate. And they are kind of cool.” 
 
    “Are pirates your thing then?” Scott asked, smiling down at her. Jacey was a tall woman but Scott had at least six inches on her. 
 
    How many inches would be inside her? 
 
    Jacey fought to hide her smile at the thought. Was this how it worked? No choice, just the first one to get to her got the prize? 
 
    She looked around before answering. Scott did appeal to her, more so than some of the others. And shouldn’t he be rewarded for his speed? 
 
    As long as he wasn’t too fast. 
 
    “Actually, I’d rather the oldie but goodie ones from the seventies,” Jacey said. 
 
    Scott wriggled his hips, his black pants snug but not too tight. “Chicka chicka bow wow. Sorry, I don’t have the ‘stache.” 
 
    Jacey laughed. “No, but you could pull off the pizza delivery guy who is faced with a bevy of scantily clad girls having a pillow fight.” 
 
    “I could totally pull that off. And you’d be one of the girls?” 
 
    “Actually,” Jacey glanced at him from beneath lowered lashes. “I’d rather be the pizza delivery person showing up with a couple of guys waiting.” 
 
    “Ah.” Scott raised his eyebrow. “Groups are your thing.” 
 
    “Not really. Just, with a few, I’d make sure to get what I want.” 
 
    “Demanding, are you?” He held her gaze. His eyes were an interesting shade of blue and gray, almost matching his dress shirt. 
 
    Untucked, no tie. Worn with a vest and a pair of black Converse. 
 
    Jacey liked his style. 
 
    “I can be.” She glanced around again, saw Lorde approaching Amy, felt a twinge of resignation. “But not always.” 
 
    Scott pointed his bottle at the screen again. “You want to be the pirate queen, with her slaves, ready to do whatever she wants. Like that.” His voice raised with excitement. “One right after the other, with no break.” 
 
    “I could make do with one if he was the right one.” She held her breath. Was she really doing this?  
 
    Was she doing it right? Like small talk, flirting didn’t come naturally to her. And while talking with Scott didn’t feel like flirting, given they were watching porn together, she wasn’t sure how to proposition him. 
 
    And she had decided she did want to proposition him. It may have been early in the evening, and there were many other men she hadn’t met yet, but there was something about the easy way Scott made her laugh that she liked. 
 
    Plus, she liked his bald head and his height. 
 
    “I think I could be the right one,” he said slowly, his eyes tracking her figure like he was looking at her for the first time.  
 
    “I think so, too.” She held his gaze for a long moment while the Pirate Queen screamed her appreciation for one of her slaves. “Looks like she got what she wanted.” 
 
    “Sounds like it.” Scott finally looked away and Jacey caught him trying to hide a smile. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Did that just happen?”  
 
    “I think she climaxed. Possibly several times.” 
 
    “I meant you. Me. This.” He waved his bottle between them.  
 
    Jacey hoped the bottle was empty. “I think so.” 
 
    “Good.” He gave her a slow smile. If Jacey hadn’t already made up her mind, the smile would have done it for her. “Let’s get another drink.” 
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    Morena stood unseen on the second landing, checking on how the party was beginning. Her favourite part of weekends such as these was watching her guests mix and mingle and eventually couple up.  
 
    Or three-up, if that was a term. 
 
    She suspected there might be a foursome that night as well. The youngest guests, the two couples from Vermont, had been inseparable all evening. Morena watched as the tiny blonde crawled into the lap of her friend’s husband. 
 
    There wasn’t much she could do about them. 
 
    But the others… 
 
    Heidi, holding court by the bar. Morena wasn’t surprised to see Dominic by her side, clearly caught in her thrall. Not all men could handle Heidi, with her outrageous personality and demanding needs but she thought Dominic would give it a good try.  
 
    He seemed like a good man. Attractive with the thick dark hair and trim figure, but Morena suspected it was Dominic’s caring personality that made him so appealing.   
 
    His lovely wife was deep in conversation with the basketball player from New York, Scott, the lights gleaming off his bald head as he gestured with his bottle.  
 
    Attractive, in a fun way.   
 
    She watched Jacey throw back her head and laugh. Morena was in awe of the younger woman’s hair. Running a hand through her own hair, white and devoid of any hint of curl, she thought fondly of her youth and how the rich red colour used to draw all eyes to her. Now it was Jacey’s hair, with the riot of shades throughout the curls that drew the attention of both men and women. With the startling green of her eyes, Morena thought the woman was one of the most stunning guests there. It didn’t hurt that her red dress caressed every one of her curves like an attentive lover. 
 
    If she was a betting woman, Morena would have put money on Jacey ending up with a woman that night. Something about her… 
 
    Maybe it was just wishful thinking.  
 
    Or maybe it was her talk of Tia. Morena hoped to find out more about her old friend from Jacey. 
 
    Morena sighed. Her past seemed to be creeping back to her, with talk of both Tia and William today. That chapter was closed, along with several other chapters. 
 
    It had been difficult enough talking to Henry about it. 
 
    She scanned the guests, looking for the bespectacled author. Of course he wasn’t there. Did she really want him to be? She had grown quite fond of him over the weeks they spent together, but he was still Nathalie and Declan’s son and seeing him with a woman would be awkward. 
 
    But like Lorde, Morena only wanted happiness for Henry.  
 
    Speaking of Lorde, she hadn’t yet seen him that night. Of course, she had hopes of Jacey being able to take Lorde’s mind off the Elizabeth situation, but Lorde always made up his own mind, however much Morena may nudge him towards certain prospective partners. 
 
    “I’ve always wondered if you have any say in how things work out.” 
 
    Morena looked up to see Richard walking towards her. She smiled, appreciating the way he looked in his slim-fitting pants. She liked men who kept themselves in shape. 
 
    “How is it possible that you look even better now than you did when we first met?” 
 
    Morena wondered. 
 
    “You make me blush. You look stunning, by the way.” 
 
    She smoothed the skirt of her violet dress, noticing the way Richard couldn’t take his eyes away from her breasts showcased by the deep plunging V neckline. “Where’s your partner in crime?” 
 
    Richard nodded down towards the lobby. “My wife seems to be occupied by the bar.” 
 
    “I meant Liliane.” 
 
    Richard smiled, looking both predatory and very satisfied. “Ah, Liliane. I think I’ve made her late for the party.” 
 
    “I’m sure she won’t mind making an entrance. Couldn’t wait until after dinner?” 
 
    “I needed a late afternoon snack.” 
 
    “Hopefully you didn’t fill up.” 
 
    Richard chuckled. “Those little blue pills help with that. He rested his elbows on the railing and looked down at the group. “So who do you recommend for the second course?” 
 
    Morena didn’t hide the fact she was checking out Richard’s ass before she leaned in beside him. “I don’t think you need my help.” 
 
    “Of course I don’t. But I like to hear what you think.” 
 
    “I’m afraid you missed out on the lovely Jacey.” 
 
    “A pity. And the blonde from the hot tub has been taken.” Reaching out with his finger, Richard adjusted her chin to the left where Amy and Lorde were deep in conversation. “Bet you didn’t see that one coming.” 
 
    Morena sighed. “Lorde is always consistent. And no, I didn’t expect that. As long as he’s happy.” 
 
    “Are you, Morena?”  
 
    She looked up into Richard’s eyes, noting his serious expression. 
 
    “Are you happy? Do you miss it? The parties, the excitement of seeing someone across the room and knowing you can do anything you want with them?” 
 
    Morena closed her eyes, an image flashing across her mind, of another time, another person. 
 
    She had been a different person then. 
 
    “Of course I do,” she said, opening her eyes. “But I’m happy, Richard. I told you not to worry.” 
 
    “But I do.” He stepped behind her, wrapped his arms around her waist and drew her close to drop a kiss on the top of her head.  
 
    Morena leaned back against him. Richard was a solid presence, comforting and caring and it was so nice to be able to lean on someone for once.  
 
    Just once, she wanted someone standing behind her. 
 
    But she didn’t need it. As tempting as it might be. 
 
    Morena quickly became aware of the hardness pressed against her lower back, the way Richard ran his fingers along the length of her legs. 
 
    She let herself enjoy the sensation for a moment, for a moment more. “Richard.” 
 
    “Morena.” 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “What do you want me to do?” His voice was husky as he pulled up the fabric of her dress a few inches, allowing his fingers to stroke her bare thigh. 
 
    “Go and join the party.” 
 
    “Are you sure about that?” 
 
    Was that what she wanted? For Richard to move his hand away from her leg, how it was drifting ever closer to the apex, her core. Did she want to stop him? 
 
    With an intake of breath, Morena pushed away from Richard. “You smell heavenly. But as tempting as it is to stay here with you, I have to get the surprise ready.” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “If I told you, it wouldn’t be a surprise. Now, run and tell Liliane to hurry. She won’t want to miss it.” 
 
    She focused on the night ahead, tore her thoughts away from what Richard had offered. How tempted she had been. 
 
    It was better this way. 
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    Jacey 
 
      
 
    “Welcome, everyone,” Morena called from the bottom step. 
 
    A murmur of appreciation spread through the room at the sight of Morena. She had changed from her jeans and a loose shirt, into a purple dress, dipping low between full breasts and outlining her figure. Her white hair, loose and flowing down her back in waves, gleamed in the candlelight.  
 
    “I think I might be crushing on her,” Jacey said under her breath.  
 
    Scott leaned down. “Almost as gorgeous as you,” he whispered.  
 
    She smiled at him, and he took that as an encouragement to take her hand, leading her over to the stairs where Morena remained, as regal as a queen. 
 
    She didn’t think queens could be that sexy. 
 
    “It looks like most of you have introduced yourselves,” Morena said once the group had gathered. “Dinner will be in a few minutes and you know the bar is always open. Help yourselves or Kimmy and Leah would be happy to help with all your needs.” She gestured to the two tall blondes that Jacey had noticed serving drinks and smiles to the guests. They were young, impossibly pretty with long legs and full breasts and the way one of them had her hands on Amy’s husband told Jacey they’d be doing more than serving drinks later.  
 
    “This is a fun weekend,” Morena continued.  She smiled at a nearby woman with a tense expression on her face. “The only rule is that you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do. And please wait until after dinner.” The group laughed as a couple entwined in a chair broke apart. “Now, if you’ll all follow me, I have a bit of a surprise for you.” 
 
    “Let’s see about this,” Scott murmured as they joined the group following Morena. 
 
    Jacey found Dominic beside her as Morena led them out of the lobby.  
 
    “You okay?” Dominic asked her with a smile. His gaze flickered to Scott still holding her hand. 
 
    “I’m good,” she assured her husband with a smile. “You?” 
 
    He nodded with a nervous smile.  
 
    “Have fun.” 
 
    “Love you,” he mouthed before she lost him in the group as they were escorted into another room. It was smaller than the lobby, still with lots of wood décor and cozy with a fireplace burning and comfortable-looking chairs.  
 
    At first, Jacey thought it was a mirror at the far end of the room, but as she drew closer, she realized it was a window looking into another room. 
 
    And in that room were two women entwined on a couch. 
 
    Naked.  
 
    A sharp intake of breath was heard; a low “Fuck me.” 
 
    Beside her, Scott swallowed audibly.  
 
    Jacey clutched her glass, her stomach tightening as she stared at the women. 
 
    At what was happening on the other side of the window. 
 
    The women kissed, their hands caressing each other like teenagers alone for the first time.  
 
    Jacey remembered her first time with Paige—it had been awkward at first. Both of them had been afraid of how and what and where to touch. She had looked over at Wendy at one time and saw the expression of pleasure as Melissa teased her with her tongue.  
 
    Jacey had wanted that expression. She wanted to feel that good. 
 
    Watching the women in the window made her feel like that again. 
 
    The room was dimly lit, difficult to see their features. But the women’s bodies were sharply outlined, as clear as the pleasure they were experiencing. With a smile, Morena flicked a switch on the wall and hall was soon full of soft murmurs and moans.  
 
    Jacey looked for her husband, found him staring through the window with rapt attention, his expression mirroring those of the other men in the room.  
 
    “We like to provide new experiences here,” Morena said in a low voice. Jacey couldn’t turn away from the window to look at her. “Jennie confided that she’d never been with a woman and expressed an interest in remedying that. Bridget was happy to help.” 
 
    “Which one is Jennie?” asked a deep voice. 
 
    “The one who looks like she’s enjoying herself,” Morena replied with a soft chuckle.  
 
    Jacey took that to mean Bridget was the blonde on her knees before Jennie, who was dark-haired and slightly overweight. Not that their names mattered, or body description. Jacey’s focus narrowed onto the blonde head dipping between Jennie’s open legs and the cries of pleasure filling the hall.  
 
    “Oh my god.” On the other side of Jacey, Amy had a hand over her mouth, her eyes wide. But there was no horror or disapproval in her expression. If Jacey didn’t know better, she would say Amy’s hand was going to be between her own legs in a minute. 
 
    It was the sounds that were exciting Jacey. She knew what they were doing—she’d been in the exact same positions. She knew what it felt like to have a woman slowly lick every inch of her. She knew what it felt like to have her clit sucked with an abandon that had her rocking against a mouth. She knew the hot, wet sensation of sliding her fingers into someone’s pussy, feeling muscles clench as her partner comes.  
 
    But it was the noises—the breathless moans, the sound of wetness, the little cries—louder now as Bridget increased the pressure of her mouth, her tongue.  
 
    Jennie’s hands pushed Bridget’s blonde head deeper between her legs.  
 
    There was a lot of heavy breathing going on this side of the mirror as well.   
 
    Was this Morena’s thing? Did every one of these weekends begin with two of the guests being talked into putting on a show to get everyone in the mood? 
 
    It was kind of working for Jacey. 
 
    From the sounds of things, Jennie was close to coming. Her moans were becoming louder, her cries more insistent. Jacey closed her eyes for a moment, thinking of the last time she had been with a woman.  
 
    Tia. She had made Tia come with her fingers as Dominic had fucked her from behind, rocking Jacey forward so her head, her mouth, pressed against Tia’s breasts. 
 
    The group was silent as Jennie’s cries filled the hall. As she listened to the woman coming, Jacey felt the need—the desire—to push someone’s head between her own legs.  
 
    If Morena thought she’d get them ready for the evening with this little display, she was definitely right.  
 
    “I hope you all enjoyed that,” Morena said, as Bridget pulled herself off the floor and kissed Jennie. The sound of their lips was almost as erotic as Jennie’s cries and Jacey shifted uncomfortably. “Maybe not as much as Jennie.” 
 
    “Lucky Jennie,” one of the women said in a low voice. 
 
    “Thank you.” The gratitude was apparent in the man’s voice and managed to break the erotic spell over the group as his wife laughed. “I’ll watch that any day.” 
 
    “Perhaps you’ll get your chance later,” Morena said. “Now, let’s go have another drink before dinner, shall we? The girls will be along in a minute or two.” 
 
    “Jesus,” Scott muttered under his breath. “Do we have time for a quickie?” 
 
    Jacey noticed everyone took a last glance through the window before trailing Morena back into the dining room. “I think there are rules about that.” She gestured to the stragglers standing transfixed by the tableau on the other side of the window. As she watched, one of the men—thin and tall and balding, reached down to adjust himself. Even from the distance, Jacey could tell he was hard. “After dinner.” 
 
    “Let’s go eat. Fast.”
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    Lorde found himself across the table from Amy, who smiled at him so shyly that he wanted to scoop her up. It was a far cry from Lexie or Lara, who flanked him. They looked so alike that he was having trouble remembering who was who.  
 
    Their dark hair reminded him of Deb, one of the two women in his unit in the Middle East. 
 
    She didn’t make it back.  
 
    Giving his head a shake to loosen the memories that suddenly gripped him, he smiled at Amy and watched her shoulders slump with relief. He would take Amy to bed tonight and there was no point in having unfortunate recollections spoiling his evening. 
 
    There had been nights when something would trigger the flashbacks and he would have to leave. It had been a while, though, and Morena always understood. She worried about him, but she understood. She had been there for the worst of the nightmares, so she always understood. 
 
    Morena didn’t understand the nights where it was impossible to talk to a woman who wasn’t Elizabeth though. Even though she respected the depth of his love for her, Lorde knew Morena wished he would just get over her.  
 
    Sometimes he wished that, too. 
 
    These weekends helped, showing him that other women could want him, desire him. Want to spend time in his company.  
 
    Let him release his constant frustration that the one woman he loved was lost to him.  
 
    Maybe not lost. Lorde hadn’t given up hope yet. 
 
    Lorde felt a nudge of a foot against his and looked expectantly across the table but Amy was talking to the man beside her. Was his name Bart, or Bert or something altogether different?  
 
    Bart, he told himself. It was Bart. And he hadn’t thought much of him when Morena had introduced him earlier that afternoon. Bart was the type of man who didn’t play well with other Alpha males.  
 
    “So, Michael,” Lexi began. She was Lexi, he decided. She was from Halifax and her husband was Blake; they were here with another couple, Mitch, and Michelle. The memory made him smile, which Lexi took as encouragement.  
 
    “It’s Lorde.” 
 
    “Lorde.” The way she said his name sent his cock twitching. “I like that.” 
 
    “I’m so glad you approve.” 
 
    “What’s your accent?” Lexi asked, her head cocked in a flirtatious way. Lorde’s gaze kept drifting to the low V of her dress, which she accentuated by her elbows propped on the table. 
 
    “Here. Nova Scotia, born and bred.” 
 
    “You sound almost Scottish. Or maybe it’s because you remind me of Jamie Fraser. Outlander? The book, made into a TV. show?” 
 
    “Can’t say I watch much television.” 
 
    “Michelle! Doesn’t Lorde look like Jamie Fraser?” 
 
    “Oh, my god! He does!” 
 
    To Lorde’s amusement and embarrassment, a fifteen-minute conversation began between the two women about the show, his resemblance to the main character, and the character’s apparent lovemaking skills.  
 
    That subject drew in most of the women at the table, most of which who watched the show as well, or at least had read the books it was based on. 
 
    It was only the arrival of the second course that changed the subject. 
 
    Morena liked the conversation to flow at dinner, thinking many of her guests would pick a partner based on shared interests or personality, rather than physical attraction. And for the most part, she was right. Lorde had seen men and women sizing each other up during cocktail hour, positive on who they would end up with at the end of dinner, only to be seated beside someone who made them laugh or they didn’t want to stop talking to, and head off to the cabins with them. 
 
    Morena also had devised a system that ensured the guests were able to talk to everyone.   
 
    Dinner was a series of small courses; while the plates were being cleared away, women would move two seats down and men would switch sides of the table. It was often confusing and a bit chaotic, especially after a few bottles of wine, but always fun.  
 
    It took until the third course for Amy to end up beside Lorde.  
 
    “Hello,” Lorde leaned over to her. She smelled of apples. 
 
    Elizabeth loved the smell of apples. There were always apple-scented candles burning in her house. 
 
    He had been intrigued by Amy, but the smell of her sealed the deal. 
 
    “Are you enjoying yourself?” he asked. 
 
    Amy picked up her wine glass with both hands. From the pink of her cheeks, Lorde suspected she had drunk more tonight than what was usual for her.  
 
    Most of the first-timers did drink too much. It made it easier for them to be with another man. Enough gave them liquid courage to lose their inhibitions to have sex with a stranger, but too much would make things messy. 
 
    Amy seemed to be balancing things fairly well. 
 
    “It’s a lot of fun,” Amy said. “I really didn’t know what to expect.” 
 
    “Ah. A virgin,” he said knowingly. 
 
    Amy gasped with laughter. “Not really, but yes, I guess so. I thought it would be something exciting for me and Tom.” 
 
    “Exciting is good. Adventurous is good. Do you like adventure?” Lorde dropped his voice, so Beth on the other side of him wouldn’t overhear. 
 
    “Sure. Tom more than me. He’s always wanting to try new things. I went whitewater rafting with him last year and that was fun. The kids—” 
 
    “I meant in the bedroom. Do you like being adventurous in the bedroom?” 
 
    Amy flushed bright red. Lorde chuckled to himself. She was naive and innocent—perfect to entertain him for an evening. 
 
    It didn’t hurt that she reminded him of Elizabeth. 
 
    He could always find one who reminded him of her—whether it be her blonde hair, a similar dress, the colour of her eyes. 
 
    There needed to be something so he could pretend he was with her. 
 
    “Sure,” Amy said, forcing the brightness and confidence into her voice. “Of course I like some adventure in the bedroom. What were you thinking?” Her voice trailed off, the nervousness apparent. 
 
    Lorde reached under the table and touched her knee. Her skin was warm, overheated from the large group. He let his finger drop to the inside of her knee. 
 
    “Nothing you wouldn’t want to do,” he assured her, using the tip of his finger to wander along the inside of her leg. He wondered if she realized she spread her legs just a bit at his touch. “I’d like to tie you up.” 
 
    “You would?” Amy’s voice was a high-pitched squeak, and Lorde had to hide his smile behind his glass. “I mean, that’s fine. Sure. Tie away.” 
 
    This time Lorde didn’t bother trying to hide his smile. “You’re adorable.” 
 
    “Really?” Her face lit up. “I’m just not used to this. Everyone else seems easy and relaxed and I’m afraid of messing up or—” 
 
    “I like that you’re nervous,” he assured her. “It will make it that much more enjoyable for both of us.” 
 
    “Enjoyable,” she echoed, seeming to be transfixed by his face. “For both of us.” 
 
    Lorde slid his hand out from under the table. A quick glance told him her husband was occupied with Jennie and wasn’t paying attention to Amy. 
 
    He never liked to make his seductions obvious.  
 
    That’s what he thought of these evenings. His seductions. The women may have come to Morena’s to find excitement because they were missing something in their lives, but Lorde knew they were never a sure thing for him. 
 
    He wasn’t irresistible to women. Elizabeth had long ago cured him of that thought. 
 
    Lorde gently picked up Amy’s hand and turned it over. He ran the fingers of his other hand over the soft skin, tracing the faint blue veins. “Have you ever been tied up, Amy?” 
 
    “No,” she whispered, seemingly fascinated by his touch on her wrist. 
 
    “I like to do that the first time I’m with a woman. I’d like to tie your wrists with a red scarf, not too tight, just enough. You wouldn’t be able to touch me, but I can do whatever I wanted with you.” He tipped up her chin with a finger. “And there’s so much I’d like to do to you.” 
 
    Amy swallowed audibly.  
 
    “Does that sound like something you’d enjoy?” 
 
    “Yes.” She barely breathed the word but Lorde was watching her lips move, wondering for a brief moment what it would be like to kiss her. Soft, full lips, the mauve lipstick long since rubbed off.  
 
    But he didn’t allow kissing. That was off the table. 
 
    He had to have certain rules. 
 
    But it didn’t mean he couldn’t kiss other parts of her.     
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    Jacey 
 
      
 
    Scott sat beside her at the table.  
 
    She didn’t know what she was eating, only that it tasted amazing. Her head buzzed from the alcohol she’d drunk and there was even more wine at the table.  
 
    She’d already accepted that she would be getting drunk tonight and doubted she’d be the only one.  
 
    Watching the little show through the window had also given her a buzz of a different kind. She could feel the dampness between her legs, the way her breasts felt full, her nipples tight.  
 
    Scott couldn’t seem to take his eyes off her breasts. 
 
    “That was…” he shook his head.  
 
    “Impressive.” 
 
    He snagged the bottle of wine, poured her a full glass before topping up his. Dominic was further down the table, happily ensconced between Jennie, one of the exhibitionists, and Liliane, with Heidi smiling at him across the table. 
 
    That surprised her since she thought it would have been Heidi and Dominic that night. 
 
    “Seems like your husband is enjoying himself,” Scott noted, his shoulder brushing hers as he leaned closer to look down the table. 
 
    “How do you know he’s my husband?” 
 
    “You made quite the entrance coming down the stairs.” 
 
    Jacey dropped her eyes, her cheeks warm from the wine and the compliment. “Which one is your wife? We were obviously late to the party so I didn’t see you come in.” 
 
    Scott pointed to a tiny blonde woman seated between Heidi and Brian. “That’s Lara. Haven’t seen much of her tonight.” 
 
    Jacey noticed Brian’s arm around Lara, how she smiled up at him. “I doubt you’ll see much of her before breakfast.” She stole a glance at Scott. Before she met the neighbours and developed friendships with them, Jacey refused to ask personal questions, preferring not to know intimate details or be forced to show compassion. Dominic told her she was getting better at being considerate, at being a better friend, but it still didn’t come easy.  
 
    But still, she tried. “Are you all right with that?” 
 
    Scott shrugged. “I have to be, don’t I? That’s why we’re here.” 
 
    “It’s not always easy.” 
 
    He looked confused. “You said you hadn’t been here before?” 
 
    “We haven’t. But back home…there’s a group of us that are…involved.” 
 
    “Really?” His eyes almost shot out of his head. “So you’ve…” 
 
    Jacey waited for him to continue, but either Scott didn’t want to ask or couldn’t find the words. “What are you asking?” 
 
    “Are you, like…swingers?” 
 
    Along with giving her a buzz, the wine had also loosened her tongue. “Not like; we are. For almost two years now, since we moved into the neighbourhood. We had no idea what was going on when we moved in. They were all so friendly and welcoming and then we found out why!” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    Jacey preened. “It is kind of wow. It’s fun.” 
 
    Scott glanced at Dominic again. “And you’re both okay with it?” 
 
    “Like you said, you have to be. There may be some jealousy, but you have to remember that you love each other and keep the communication open.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “Is that all you can say?” She leaned closer. “What would you say if I told you that one time, I was with three other women?” 
 
    Scott visibly swallowed. “And did you enjoy that?” he said weakly, after struggling to find the words. 
 
    “You saw Jennie. What do you think?” Now it was Jacey who looked down the table, glancing at Scott’s wife, with Brian’s arm around her and Heidi’s hand under the table, probably stroking her leg. “You know she's going to be with both of them tonight?” 
 
    “Have you ever done that?” 
 
    “A few times. Has she ever been with a woman?” 
 
    Scott didn’t miss a beat with her personal question. “A few times, when she was in college. Isn’t that when women are supposed to experiment?” 
 
    “I did. But then, again, I don’t think I’ve stopped.” 
 
    Dessert was served, putting a stop to their conversation. Anticipation tingled through Jacey, arousal made her skin feel tight, clenched in her belly. Scott was nothing like the other men she’d been with in the past. He had Jackson’s easygoing charm, Colin’s laid-back humour, but those men had experience Scott did not. 
 
    This was Scott’s first time in this situation. Jacey had no doubt he’d been faithful to Lara for all the years of their marriage. Maybe they were like Jackson and Wendy, high-school sweethearts, the first for each other. 
 
    Dominic hadn’t been Jacey’s first, but she planned for him to be her last. That was more important to her than the man who took her virginity. She barely remembered his face. 
 
    She liked Scott’s face.  
 
    As the dessert plates were scraped clean, couples began leaving the table. The first was the foursome who had been giggling together all evening. Jacey had watched them steadily drinking during dinner, and with a wink at Morena, one of the men snagged an almost full bottle of red off the table as they left. 
 
    “And so it begins,” Heidi said with a smile, watching the group make their way to the lobby, without a doubt to collect a key from the vase on the bar. 
 
    One cabin or two? 
 
    Jacey was sure she wasn’t the only one wondering that, thinking about the dynamics between the young, attractive foursome.  
 
    It only increased her excitement.  
 
    Scott’s wife was the next to go. Her face was pink with excitement or nerves; Jacey couldn’t tell. She was caught between Heidi and Brian and seemed happy about it. With an apologetic wave at Scott, she allowed Heidi to lead her out of the room by the hand. 
 
    Scott leaned closer to Jacey. “Would it be bad if I said I need a beer?” 
 
    “We can get something stronger if you like?” 
 
    She squeezed Dominic’s shoulders as they headed out to the lobby. 
 
    “You probably think this is because I just saw my wife leave with another couple,” Scott said as he rummaged among the bottles behind the bar. 
 
    Jacey perched on the stool, hoping the sympathy she was feeling wouldn’t interrupt the excitement.  
 
    Maybe it wasn’t the most compassionate way of looking at it, but she was trying. 
 
    “It’s perfectly understandable,” she said. 
 
    “But it’s not why. This looks good.” He set down a bottle with a flourish. “Do you like whiskey?” 
 
    Jacey grimaced. “Not for a long time.” 
 
    “You’ll like this. Trust me.” 
 
    Jacey smiled. “For some reason, I already do.” 
 
    “It’s because of our shared appreciation of porn.” 
 
    “That has to be it.” She watched as he added ice to two glasses, poured the amber liquid over the ice.  
 
    “Have fun!” Jacey turned at Richard’s call. She was surprised that he wasn’t with Liliane, but one of the younger women. He had a big smile on his face as he took a key from the vase. 
 
    “She looks like a deer caught in the headlights,” Scott murmured as he watched the pair leave the lobby. “Jeez, do I look like that?” 
 
    Jacey laughed. “Maybe a little.” 
 
    “That’s why I need a little liquid courage,” he admitted, clinking his glass against hers. “I saw the way one guy was looking at you, and I had this thought—how am I supposed to be with that?” 
 
    “That?” Jacey asked archly. 
 
    “That goddess? That gorgeous creature?” Scott had an embarrassed grin on his face that Jacey found endearing. “Look at you. You’re amazing.” 
 
    “You’re not bad yourself,” she replied softly.  
 
    Voices interrupted them. Jacey turned when she recognized Dominic. 
 
    Holding the hands of Jennie and Liliane. 
 
    She had really thought it would have been Heidi.  
 
    “Library or TV?” Scott asked, pulling her away from the sight.  
 
    “Library.” She pushed away from the bar and with a wave at Dominic, followed Scott across the floor. 
 
    “Do you like to read?” Scott asked politely like he was trying to distract her.  
 
    “I’m fine.” She sank into one of the soft leather chairs. 
 
    “Because you do this all the time?” He pulled a chair over, close enough to touch, close enough for her to smell him. 
 
    The scent of the whiskey added a certain something. 
 
    “Because I’ve gotten used to it, yes.”  
 
    Scott leaned closer, his hand warm on her leg. “Tell me what it’s like? Why do you do it?” 
 
    “I could ask you the same thing? Why are you here?” 
 
    “Because we’re getting bored with each other.” He sat back in his chair, smiling ruefully but removed his hand from her leg. “I know it’s a horrible thing to say, but it’s true. I love her, but we’ve been living more like roommates for the last couple of years.” 
 
    “Lack of intimacy is fairly common among couples.” 
 
    “But not with you and Dominic.” 
 
    “No.” Without thinking, Jacey slipped off her shoes, resting her feet on the edge of Scott’s chair. His gaze began at her toes with their pearly pink polish, moving to her ankles before travelling the length of her bare legs. Her dress fell above her knees, the soft red material draping between her legs. 
 
    “We’ve never had a problem with that,” Jacey continued. Scott wrenched his gaze away from her legs with difficulty. “And if it wasn’t for us moving where we did, I’m sure neither of us would have dreamt of suggesting this lifestyle. But it happened, and we tried it. And liked it.”  
 
    She pushed a toe under his thigh and smiled. 
 
    “It’s a little different for us. I’m looking for this to jumpstart my marriage. Either that or kill it.” He sipped his drink and Jacey copied him, feeling the warmth of the alcohol slide down her throat. “There must be rules about not talking about spouses when you’re doing this.” 
 
    “I don’t think there are any rules. Everyone seems pretty casual about it.” 
 
    “So casual that I can tell you I can’t wait to have sex with you?” He put his hand on her ankle, caressing her foot. 
 
    The warmth of the whiskey seemed to have moved from her stomach to between her legs.  
 
    Scott pulled his chair even closer and scooped up her other leg so both rested in his lap. “What’s your favourite thing to do?” he asked, his hands massaging the insteps of her feet.  
 
    Jacey closed her eyes, a quiet moan escaping her. “Right now, this is pretty much it.”  
 
    “I want to hear you make that sound again.” 
 
    She opened her eyes, watched him watching her. “I want you to make me make it.  
 
    Again. And again.” 
 
    “I can do that. So what do you like?” 
 
    Jacey shrugged. “Everything.” 
 
    “Me too.” His fingers moved up to her calves, kneading and stroking. Another couple left the dining room, but Scott never turned his gaze from her face. “What’s the sexiest thing you’ve ever done?” 
 
    Jacey’s mind flashed to the night with Jackson and Colin, watching Nathan in the window. “Sexy for you and sexy for me might be two different things.” 
 
    “I’ll be selfish. Sexy for me.” 
 
    “Mmm…okay. With another woman, I’m guessing? That’s what men like.” 
 
    “I don’t know about other men, but I do.” 
 
    “Have you ever been with two women?” 
 
    “No. Not yet.” 
 
    “You could have, you know?” 
 
    “I think you’ll be enough for me. Maybe tomorrow night.” 
 
    “You should,” Jacey urged. “It’s…fun.” 
 
    “So fun you did it with three other women.” 
 
    Jacey smiled slyly. “That was Melissa’s idea. She thought we needed to learn what it’s like to be with another woman. She said it was so we could make our husbands happy, have threesomes, but it’s not why I agreed.” 
 
    “Why did you want to?” 
 
    “I was curious. I wanted to touch another woman like I touched myself. I wanted to find out what it tasted like. I wanted to see what all the fuss was about.” 
 
    Scott’s fingers crossed her knee, pushing under the skirt of her dress. Jacey opened her thighs slightly, felt his hand move between them. 
 
    “I like the fuss. It’s a good fuss.” 
 
    “I think so, too.” 
 
    His hand was on her inner thigh but could reach no further. He shifted in the chair, leaning forward, letting one of her legs fall to the floor.  
 
    Jacey gasped as his finger brushed between her legs, pressing against the lacy fabric of her underwear. Slipping under the elastic, feeling her heat. His eyes widened as he encountered her slippery wetness.  
 
    “I think I’d like this,” he murmured, his finger finding her core. 
 
    “Me too.”  
 
    As he leaned forward even more, she met him halfway.  His lips met hers just as he slid a finger inside her, so she groaned into his mouth.  
 
    Scott pulled away for a moment, dropping to his knees before her, his hand still between her legs. He kissed her again, breath hot, mouths open and urgent. And his hand, his fingers, moving against her, driving her desire to greater heights.  
 
    She wanted more of this.  
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    Lorde only slept with a woman once. He liked the first time, exploring a new body, discovering new scents, sensations. He liked to be able to show a woman something new, which was why he liked to tie them up. Many women fantasized about it, but not many had ever tried it or thought to ask for it. 
 
    He tightened the red scarf binding Amy’s hands. “Feel all right?” 
 
    “Fine.” 
 
    Even without the tremor in her voice, Lorde could tell she was frightened. Her body was shaking slightly like she was cold. “Tell me to stop whenever you want. I won’t do anything you don’t want me to.” He leaned over her, dropping his head to kiss her neck once, twice with an open-mouth. He touched her skin with his tongue.  
 
    Amy whimpered a response, her head dropping to her other shoulder. 
 
    “But I don’t think you’ll want me to stop.” 
 
    Lorde kissed his way around Amy’s neck, nuzzling the soft skin, feeling her heartbeat increase. She smelled incredible. 
 
    For a moment he pretended it was Elizabeth.  
 
    Amy. This was Amy.  
 
    He could tell Amy had wanted to kiss him, still did. It was one thing he couldn’t let her do. There was too much intimacy in a kiss. Lorde put love into his kisses, the deep, intense, leave you panting for breath kiss, he once shared with Elizabeth.  
 
    He didn’t kiss anyone like that anymore. 
 
    But Lorde had found the neck and throat were an excellent erroneous zone for most women and more than made up for the lack of lip action. He held Amy’s breast in his hand as he used his lips and tongue, nipped with his teeth against the silky skin. He left no spot untouched; shoulders, collarbone, kissing his way lower and lower until he nuzzled the tops of her breasts.  
 
    Lorde chanced a glance at Amy. He’d dimmed the lights before he began, sensing she’d need more of an ambiance but he could still easily make out her face. Eyes closed, lips parted, head thrown against the pillows with abandon.  
 
    Beautiful. 
 
    He ran his hand down her cheek and she opened eyes full of desire and want.  
 
    She wanted him. 
 
    Skimming her lips with his thumb, she opened her mouth and met it with her tongue. Lorde’s cock grew hard as she sucked his thumb. 
 
    He wanted his tongue in her mouth, crushing those lips against his.  
 
    But he bent his head to her breasts.  
 
    Small, perfect breasts with rosy red nipples, aching to be touched.  
 
    He ran his thumb, wet with her salvia, across the tips, watched how Amy arched her torso up. Listened to her breath quicken. 
 
    His mouth hovered over her nipple for a long moment, letting her feel his warm breath, the tip of his tongue. Still, she lay quiet, save for the panting breaths, letting him tease her. 
 
    Finally, Lorde kissed one of her nipples, satisfied with the soft exhale that came from deep within her. 
 
    It was as if a dam had broken; Lorde’s teasing had reached his limit. As he worshipped her breasts, the soft kisses became probing touches. His hands and fingers explored her curves, as he listened to her responses, judged how far he could take her.  
 
    He thought he could take her pretty far.  
 
    It wasn’t until he lay between her legs, stroking her with his fingers that she protested.  
 
    Not a protest, per se, but as he touched his tongue to her inner thigh, tasted the soft skin, Amy let out a squeak. 
 
    “Do you want me to stop?” Lorde asked, his fingers continuing to stroke her languorously. 
 
    “No, I—” 
 
    “Do you like it when I touch you like this?” His thumb ran slowly over the swollen bud of her clit, down into her crevasse, feeling the wetness urge him deeper. He wanted to touch, he wanted to taste. He wanted to make her scream, but he needed her to want it. 
 
    Lorde felt pretty sure she did, but he needed to make sure. Amy had laid quietly during the trip down her body, but the speed of her breathing, of her heartbeat, as well as the instinctive movements of her body, told that she was enjoying his touch. The woman was clearly ready to be loved, but her walls were still up and intact. She was unsure, most likely unused to such adoration of her body.  
 
    Lorde wanted to show her what her body was capable of. 
 
    “Do you like this?” he asked again, increasing the pressure of his fingers. 
 
    “Yes,” she gasped.  
 
    He slid a finger inside her. “Do you like this?” 
 
    “Mmm…yes…” 
 
    “Would you like me to use my mouth there? Right there?” A flick of his finger against her clit sent her hips arching up. 
 
    “I—” 
 
    “Has anyone ever touched you there like that? With their mouth?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “I want to. I really want to find out how you taste, Amy. Will you let me?” 
 
    “I don’t know…” 
 
    It wasn’t a denial. Lorde didn’t wait for her to finish but licked her clit. And again, smiling as she moaned.  
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    Jacey 
 
      
 
    Jacey clutched Scott’s hand as he led her into the woods, the gravel path illuminated by garden lights stuck in the ground every few feet. Lanterns hung from branches of a tree at a fork in the path. 
 
    Scott seemed to know where he was going. Jacey couldn’t help but think of the others in the tiny cabins, enjoying themselves. Dominic with his two women. Scott’s wife with Brian and Heidi. Amy and Lorde. 
 
    She shouldn’t be thinking of Lorde right now. She had found her eyes drawn to him too much during dinner. 
 
    Scott. She was prepared to spend the rest of the evening with Scott.  
 
    How could she prepare for something like that? 
 
    The way he kissed her in the lobby helped, as did his caresses. 
 
    They reached the last cabin on the path, nestled under a giant maple tree. Colourful leaves covered the step. Scott unlocked the cabin and stood aside to let her enter.  
 
    The cabin was tiny and cute; a big bed took up most of the room, with two chairs and a small table the only other furniture. Jacey peeked in the open door to find a basic washroom. 
 
    “There’s not much here,” she said after a quick look around. 
 
    “I don’t think we need much,” he replied awkwardly. Jacey turned to find him staring at a bowl filled with condoms. 
 
    She reached for one, held it up. “We’ll need one of these. And you need to get on the bed.” 
 
    A smile of relief replaced the expression of unease on Scott’s face. “Whatever are you going to do to me?” he asked as he sat on the end of the bed.  
 
    Jacey moved between his legs, as Scott reached for her, sliding his hands up from her thighs to her waist, just below her breasts. She leaned closer, the V neck of her dress at mouth level. Scott grasped her ass to pull her closer, pressed his mouth at the top of her cleavage. 
 
    “Anything I want,” Jacey purred. 
 
    He kept one hand on her ass, the other slipping into her cleavage. Jacey drew in her breath as his fingers found her nipple, already tight. 
 
    “What about what I what?” Scott asked in a husky voice, pushing away the neckline of her dress to bare her breast.  
 
    “I think it’s probably the same thing.” Jacey smiled. “Why aren’t you trying to undress me?” 
 
    Scott gazed up at her with eager eyes. “I’d love to, but I have no idea how to even begin.” 
 
    Jacey couldn’t help the laugh that bubbled up. “I can help.” There were hidden fastenings in the dress, easy enough to take off once they had been located. 
 
    Scott’s eyes widened as the dress slid off Jacey’s shoulders and lay puddled on the floor around her feet. His mouth opened slightly as she reached around to unhook her lace bra. There was an audible noise in the back of his throat when the bra joined her dress on the floor. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he groaned as she rid herself of her panties. “You’re going to kill me, aren’t you? You’re so fucking gorgeous.” 
 
    “I’m not going to do anything of the sort,” Jacey said primly. “You need to lie down on the bed now.” 
 
    Scott couldn’t take his eyes off of her as he did what she requested. Jacey thought he might do just about anything she asked him to right now. The thought of it gave her a swirl of satisfaction.  
 
    And the courage to take charge. 
 
    Jacey had always been confident in the bedroom, but she had always let the man—or woman—take charge. She preferred it that way. Not a submissive, but she liked being told what to do. 
 
    With Scott, she wanted to see what it would be like being in control.  
 
    She knelt on the bottom of the bed, her gaze taking in his body, still dressed. She began to crawl towards him, straddling one of his legs, her hand trailing behind. Up his leg, feeling the muscles tensing where she touched him.  
 
    She felt his hardness. 
 
    Her hand lingered, slowly stroking his cock through his pants with soft fingers. Teasing him. It didn’t take long for him to rear up and reach for her. 
 
    She pushed him back down. 
 
    “I like this,” she murmured, unzipping his pants enough so she could slip her hand inside. To feel him through his briefs, hot and hard and ready for her. She smiled as she measured him with her hand.  
 
    “You can have it. Any way you want,” he said urgently. 
 
    “Just wait.” 
 
    With a last lingering squeeze, Jacey continued her slow crawl up the length of him. This time she stopped when her breasts were at the level of his mouth. 
 
    He needed no other encouragement; instantly, his hands were on her, cupping her breasts, pushing them together so he could run his tongue between her taut tips. 
 
    Every pull of his mouth was like a string attached between her legs. As he licked and suckled, his hands never leaving the fullness of her breasts, Jacey felt herself becoming more aroused. She groaned as his teeth scraped along the sensitive skin, hesitating for long moments until she finally pulled away. 
 
    “Don’t…wait…” Scott gasped, his hands still on her.  
 
    But Jacey kept sliding up, running her hand along his chest. He groaned aloud, grasping her hips and dropping kisses against her stomach as she crawled up until she was straddling his shoulders.  
 
    Then she lowered herself onto his waiting mouth.  
 
    As Scott flicked his tongue against her wetness, Jacey stopped herself from grinding against him. Not too much, maybe he wasn’t into it— 
 
    He was into it. 
 
    As soon as Scott’s hands roughly grasped her hips, Jacey knew she had lost control. She had pushed him too far. With a growl, he pulled her down so that her legs were spread, her pussy against his hot, open, eager mouth.  
 
    She had no problem giving up control. It had been fun while it lasted. 
 
    Scott began to lick the length of her with frantic strokes of his tongue, burrowed deep inside her. Jacey wasn’t aware of the noises she was making until he found her clit, sucked it hard. 
 
    “Oh, god!” She clutched the headboard with both hands as Scott grasped her ass, spreading her even farther. 
 
    His mouth devoured her. Never before had a man taken all of her like Scott was. 
 
    Mahak had…Mahak was the best she’d ever been with but even he… 
 
    Jacey could barely string a thought together, as her body responded to Scott. It was as if he was desperate, like a man denied food. 
 
    Suddenly, without warning, she was flipped onto her back, landing with a gasp. 
 
    “This what you wanted?” Scott asked, looking up at her as he plunged his fingers inside of her. 
 
    “Yes…please…” Jacey reached for him. His fingers thrust as his thumb rubbed against her clit. She arched her hips, her body begging for more. 
 
    “Please, what?” Scott questioned with a sly smile. 
 
    “Don’t stop!” she cried. “Please, no!” 
 
    “No? You want me to stop?” 
 
    Jacey grabbed the back of his head and pushed it between her legs. “Don’t stop!” 
 
    And he didn’t.  
 
    Licking and sucking, overwhelming her with his urgency. Like a starving man finally given a plate of food, Scott took. He heard her cries and gave her more. 
 
    “Yes…please…more…” Jacey begged. She wanted, she needed…his mouth… “Oh, god, so good…” 
 
    The climax was building inexorably within her, sharp and intense. She wanted to ride the wave, find out where it would take them. 
 
    Scott’s fingers pressed against the sweet spot deep inside her and she cried out; sucked her clit so her cry continued, becoming one long, shrill scream as the wave burst through her, sending her body into spasms of pleasure, rocking her hips against his mouth. 
 
    He didn’t stop. 
 
    Jacey’s screams turned into moans as Scott continued relentlessly. He gripped her hips so she couldn’t move, could only hang on. Her arms flew above her head, her hands fisted into the bedspread. The climax dipped and then began to rise again almost instantly. 
 
    He made her come again with his mouth. 
 
    And then again. 
 
    Finally, he stopped, rising up from her legs as Jacey lay panting, her breath thundering in her ears. Her body felt boneless, spent. 
 
    “You like that?” Scott demanded, his eyes bright with desire, swiping his arm across his face. 
 
    She managed a smile. “It was okay.” 
 
    His hand found her pussy and she groaned a protest. “Just okay?” 
 
    “Enough. Just give me a second,” she begged with a weak laugh, but Scott shook his head. 
 
    “Nope. My turn now.” 
 
    “Okay with me…”  
 
    Jacey watched through a haze. She’d never seen a man unbutton his pants so quickly. Nor roll on a condom like his life depended on it. He was still dressed when suddenly he was on her, pulling her legs up to set them against his shoulders. 
 
    He was inside her in one thrust. 
 
    Jacey groaned at the feel of him, long and hard. Maybe she hadn’t had enough after all. 
 
    “You like that?” he asked, kneeling above her, his hands holding her legs, “This what you wanted?” 
 
    “Yes…” The word was released as a moan as he began to move inside her. “You feel so good…”  
 
    “So do you… so good…” 
 
    One of his hands kneaded her breast as he thrust in and out. “Harder,” Jacey moaned. “More.” 
 
    “Tell me how you want it.” 
 
    “Fuck me hard. As hard as you can.” 
 
    Scott reared up, doing what she asked. Jacey reached above her, found the headboard. She could only hang on as he pounded into her, his cock filling every inch of her. 
 
    “Make yourself come,” he gasped. “I want to come with you.” 
 
    Jacey didn’t need to be asked twice. Reaching down to her wetness, she found her clit fully engorged and still sensitive to the touch. 
 
    She watched him through half-closed eyes as she rubbed herself, knowing what she needed, what her body wanted more than anyone else did.  
 
    It didn’t take long. 
 
    “I’m coming,” she gasped, as she felt yet another buildup beginning. “Close…don’t stop…” 
 
    Scott thrust into her even harder, the headboard rocking into the wall.  
 
    “Oh, god…now, yes…Yes!” she cried, her back arching as she came again. 
 
    “Oh, fuuuck!” With a thunderous roar and a powerful thrust, Scott came, collapsing on top of her. 
 
    For long seconds the only sound in the room was their ragged breathing. 
 
    “What happens now?” Scott finally asked in a hoarse voice. 
 
    Jacey gave an evil laugh. “We try that again?”  
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    Morena was in the kitchen, washing the last of the wine glasses when she caught sight of the first of the guests making their way through the woods back to their rooms at the Inn. Grimacing, she peered out the window and was tempted to leave the soapy water in the sink and make a run for it.  
 
    She liked to be out of the kitchen and out of sight when the guests made their way back to the main house. It could get awkward if she was there to greet them, like a mother welcoming her child home just after they had lost their virginity. 
 
    Not having any children of her own, Morena could only imagine it would be an embarrassing moment for both. 
 
    She saw the swing of blonde hair as they passed under the light. Lorde had brought Amy back early, which was unlike him.  
 
    Morena hoped everything was all right. 
 
    After a few minutes where she frantically tried to finish washing the glasses, the door opened and Amy stepped in. 
 
    “Oh!” Her cheeks were pink, hair dishevelled. From all appearance, things had gone all right. “I didn’t realize anyone would be up.” 
 
    Morena held up the last wineglass, with soapy bubbled dripping from it, trying to keep her voice casual. “Lots of wine drank means lots of wine glasses to wash.” 
 
    “Can I—do you need help?” 
 
    “That’s sweet of you,” Morena smiled. “But no need. All finished up and I’m heading to bed. You should do the same.” 
 
    “I should. It’s late.” They both turned in unison to the window as the headlights of Lorde’s pickup shone against the wall as he pulled away. 
 
    “I hope you enjoyed yourself tonight,” Morena asked, trying to keep her voice light and polite. One memorable night when she had been in the kitchen, one of her guests came back after spending a few hours with Lorde and proceeded to give her too many details. 
 
    Another reason Morena liked to be out of the way when the goodnights were being said.  
 
    Or, as Morena suspected, not been said. The way Amy was staring out the window with a longing expression said a lot. 
 
    Morena’s felt a pang of sympathy for Amy. “It’s a little confusing, isn’t it?” she said gently. 
 
    Amy continued staring out the window. “I don’t know how I’m supposed to act now.” 
 
    “Around Lorde? Like nothing happened. He’s not looking for a relationship, and I suspect, neither are you.” 
 
    “No, of course not.”  
 
    “He’s a wonderful man. But you’re in love with your husband.” 
 
    “I am. It’s just…” Amy sighed as she turned to face Morena. “I’ve never done anything like that before. I thought it would be just Tom—that I wouldn’t enjoy myself.” Amy hung her head but not before Morena noticed the flush of her cheeks.  
 
    If she was a betting woman, Morena would have guessed Amy had enjoyed herself quite a bit that evening.  
 
    “I’m glad. You should never do something you’re not going to enjoy, not even for your husband.” Morena picked up a dishtowel to dry two glasses. Then, reaching into the cupboard beside the sink, she pulled out a bottle and splashed a generous pour into the glasses. 
 
    She pushed a glass in front of Amy, who laughed softly. 
 
    “Thanks, but I think I’ve had enough tonight.” 
 
    “This will help you sleep.” She pushed the glass of brandy closer to Amy, who reluctantly picked up. “I have a feeling you’ll need it.” 
 
    “Because I can’t handle this?” The bitterness in Amy’s voice was surprising.  
 
    “Of course not. This is because Lorde is lovely and has a way of pulling the heartstrings even when you’re not expecting it.” 
 
    Amy’s blue eyes were confused and more than a little hurt. “He didn’t even kiss me goodnight. He didn’t kiss me at all. He did all these things to me -” 
 
    Morena held up a hand with a smile. “Please, if you wouldn’t mind, I’m happy being spared the details. It’s a little like a mother hearing how good her son is in bed.” 
 
    “I wasn’t—” 
 
    “I’m sorry to stop you, I’m sure he is very talented.” 
 
    “He is,” Amy told her defensively. 
 
    “He never kisses anyone.” Morena tried to sound gentle but she was afraid it didn’t come across as well as she’d hoped. “He finds it too personal.” 
 
    “He finds kissing too personal? What about–” 
 
    Morena sighed, wanting to comfort Amy but unwilling to break Lorde’s confidence. If only he told the women about Elizabeth. They would understand his lack of intimacy, realize it was just sex with him, just a physical release.  
 
    “Why are you here, Amy?” Morena asked instead. “Are you looking for a relationship?” 
 
    “No! I love my husband.” 
 
    “It’s the same for Lorde.” 
 
    “He’s married?” 
 
    Morena smiled ruefully at the younger woman. “It’s complicated. Lorde enjoys spending time here, but he’d rather not become too intimate with a woman.” Amy’s expression was still one of confusion, so she tried something different. “Do you remember the movie, Pretty Woman? Julia Roberts wouldn’t kiss Richard Gere?” Amy nodded, opened her mouth to speak, but Morena continued without letting her. “She didn’t want to get too close to him.” 
 
    Amy huffed a relieved breath. “I thought you were going to say something about prostitution.” 
 
    Morena winced. “Maybe it’s not the best example.” 
 
    “No, I get it now.” She stared out the window where the headlights had shone into the kitchen. The long drive was dark now. “It’s too bad, though. His mouth…” 
 
    Morena tsked and Amy laughed, a more natural sound than her hollow words when she arrived in the kitchen. Then her face fell.  
 
    Morena leaned closer, her face a mask of sympathy. There was always one who needed to talk. 
 
    “I feel like I’ve cheated,” Amy confessed, clutching the glass with both hands. “Even though Tom’s doing the same thing.” 
 
    “No one has cheated. Your marriage is fine. The guilt will pass. And try not to let the jealousy overwhelm you.” 
 
    “So what I’m feeling is normal?” 
 
    “Of course. You’ve been married—what? Ten years?” 
 
    “Thirteen.” 
 
    “Thirteen years of being with no one but your husband. And now you’ve permitted him to have sex with a beautiful woman, so anything you may be feeling is completely normal. Sometimes it’s good to talk about what you’ve both been through. Imagining what happened is always worse than knowing the truth.” 
 
    “What if he liked her better?” The desolation in Amy’s voice led Morena to move beside her, sliding an arm around the younger woman’s shoulder.  
 
    “He didn’t. Same as with Lorde; you enjoyed yourself, but it’s not what you want all the time. It’s different and exciting, but what you have with your husband is real and lasting.” 
 
    “Why aren’t you married?” Amy asked. She took a giant mouthful of the brandy, choking as the spirit burned her throat. 
 
    “I was married three times,” Morena said lightly.  
 
    And there was always someone who asked about her life, wanted to know why a single fifty-something woman ran a bed and breakfast for swingers. 
 
    And like always, Morena wasn’t giving Amy anything personal. 
 
    “You’ve had an adventure tonight; an interlude with a very nice man. And after this weekend you’ll never see him again. But you’ll have your memories, which, if you can believe it, will help make your marriage more exciting. Lorde let you explore another side of yourself, one that you may have had difficulty expressing to your husband. You’re comfortable together. Happy with how things are in the bedroom, or at least that’s what you tell yourself.” 
 
    Amy’s eyes never left Morena’s face. 
 
    “Tomorrow morning I suggest showing your husband how much you love him. Show him a little of that side of yourself that Lorde brought out of you.” 
 
    Amy looked aghast. “You’re saying I should have sex with him? Now?” 
 
    “Well, wait a few hours,” Morena smiled. “But yes. I think he’ll be grateful if you show him how much you still want him. Wouldn’t you feel that way too?” 
 
    Amy laughed, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment. “That’s a lot of sex for a weekend.” 
 
    “There’s never too much sex.” And Morena clinked her glass with Amy’s. “Go to bed, get to sleep before your husband gets home. And I have to get out of here. If I sit and have a drink with everyone who comes through that door, I’ll never be able to find the way to my own bed!”  
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    Jacey  
 
      
 
    When Jacey opened her eyes the next morning, the first thing she saw was her husband’s head on the pillow beside her.  
 
    “Hey,” he said, her movement prompting his own eyes to open.  
 
    Jacey smiled, her hands automatically reaching for him. She had returned to the room before Dominic last night and spent the minutes before sleep claimed her wondering what her husband was doing with Liliane and Jennie. 
 
    Why did her husband always get to have threesomes with beautiful women? 
 
    She had seen Liliane in the hot tub; knew what she looked like naked, saw the sexual confidence the older woman oozed.  
 
    They had all watched Jennie with Bridget. Jacey had seen her at dinner, watched how her satisfaction and excitement of the unknown coloured her interactions with the others. Instead of being embarrassed and shy of showing such vulnerability, Jennie had been proud.  
 
    Jacey lay awake for a long time wondering how Dominic had made out with the two of them. 
 
    Literally wondered. Positions, skill level… 
 
    “How was it?” Dominic asked as she curled into his body, still warm from sleep. She banished the thought of Liliane and Jennie out of her mind as well as stopped herself remembering how it felt to have Scott’s body pressed against her. 
 
    Jacey forced them all out of her mind. “It was…nice.” 
 
    “Nice!” Dominic laughed. “I’m sure–what’s his name again?” 
 
    “Scott,” she supplied. 
 
    “I’m sure Scott would love to hear such a glowing endorsement.” 
 
    “It was—what do you want me to say?” Jacey said defensively. 
 
    “Did you have fun? Did you enjoy yourself?” Dominic asked patiently, turning on his side to look at her. 
 
    “Yes. And yes. Did you?” 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    They lay quietly for a few minutes. “This is weird,” Dominic said finally. “I thought it would be okay, but…I don’t even know the guy.” 
 
    “Would that make it better? Because I talked to Liliane and it’s still weird for me.” 
 
    “Good.” Dominic heaved a relieved sigh. “It’s not just me.” 
 
    “No, not just you. But it’s fine, isn’t it? We’re good.” 
 
    “Of course we’re good.” He pulled her into a hug.  
 
    Jacey breathed into his neck, happy he only smelled like sleepy Dom, rather than the scents of the two women. 
 
    “So,” he began, releasing her. “Anything exciting?” 
 
    Jacey laughed. “You want details.” 
 
    “Of course I want details. Don’t you want to give them to me?” 
 
    Some of their more memorable mornings happened after Jacey gave Dominic details of her trysts with the neighbours. 
 
    But not this morning.  
 
    Jacey propped herself up on her elbow. “I want to know about Liliane. Did she eat you alive?” 
 
    Dominic cleared his throat. “Not exactly. She was sweet. Jennie was pretty nervous.” 
 
    “Nervous? After her little show before dinner?” 
 
    “Apparently she drank most of a bottle of wine before she did that. That wore off during dinner and her nerves came back. But Lil took charge.” 
 
    “Lil?” Jacey was quick to pick up on the nickname, the affectionate tone in his voice. “You like her.” 
 
    “Of course I like her.” 
 
    “You like her like her,” Jacey teased. “You have a crush on her!” 
 
    “What about you?” Dominic shoved at her shoulder, and Jacey fell onto her back, laughing. “What about Mr. Tall Scott.” 
 
    “You know what they say about tall men? They lie longer in bed.” 
 
    “That’s bad.” 
 
    “He wasn’t.” 
 
    “Ah, now it comes out!”  
 
    They laughed easily together and once again, Jacey thought of how lucky she was to have Dominic. 
 
    “Is that all I’m getting,” Dominic said, resigned. 
 
    “For now,” Jacey replied in a prim voice. 
 
    “In that case, let’s go down and see what’s for breakfast. I’m starving.” 
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    Morena smiled at Jacey and Dominic as they entered the kitchen. 
 
    Breakfast was a casual meal at the Inn. Along with her chef, Louie, Morena served the meal from eight o’clock to eleven. Most of the guests made an appearance, either finding a seat in the dining room, taking their plates outside or hitching themselves up to the counter, like Jacey and Dominic. 
 
    “I trust you had a good sleep?” Morena asked, pouring coffee.  
 
    “Like a baby.” Dominic smiled his thanks. 
 
    “That’s what most of my guests say.” Morena winked at Dominic. “The fresh country air always helps with a good night’s sleep.” 
 
    “I think it was the sex,” Jacey said. Dominic had just taken a sip of coffee and had to fight not to spit it all over the counter. 
 
    Morena laughed. “Well, aren’t you a treat.” 
 
    “I definitely am,” Jacey responded. 
 
    “Yes, she is,” Dominic said wryly. 
 
    They were joined by Tom and Amy. As the two couples chatted over their meal, Morena watched Amy covertly and wondered if she had taken her advice of the night before. She seemed happier now, with Tom affectionate and attentive beside her. 
 
    Most of the guests found a resurgence of marital bliss after a weekend at Fallen Gardens.  
 
    Sex with strangers was a better tonic than anything. 
 
    “We’re running a little low on the apple jelly,” Louie said as he flipped French toast on the plate for Dominic, adding slices of crispy bacon. 
 
    “You need that for the pork tonight, don’t you?” Morena glanced out the window to see if Lorde had somehow driven up to the Inn without her noticing. “Lorde is due here this morning; I can have him stop by the shop in town and pick some up. Anything else? Should I make a list?” 
 
    “Some of the heirloom carrots might be nice. They didn’t have any when I stopped by yesterday.” 
 
    Morena had pulled out her phone as Louie spoke, her thumbs flying across the keypad. “I’ll text him.” 
 
    Lorde’s reply was instant, which wasn’t like him. 
 
      
 
    Do you need it right away? 
 
      
 
    When you get here. Which will be…? 
 
      
 
    In the middle of something. Soon. 
 
      
 
    Morena frowned.  Lorde was never that cryptic. 
 
    “Did you get a hold of him?” Louie asked, frying more bacon. 
 
    “I did. He didn’t say when he’ll be here.” 
 
    “I passed his truck heading out to county road eleven when I came in,” Louie said, not meeting Morena’s eyes.  
 
    Louie had known Lorde almost as long as she had; he was one of the few people Lorde counted as a friend. Louie knew exactly who lived on county road eleven. 
 
    “Have you heard anything?” Morena asked in a low voice, hovering by the stove with a plate of scrambled eggs for Amy. 
 
    “Probably the same as you have. He bumped into Elizabeth in town on Thursday. Alan heard about it.” 
 
    “What I’d like to know is who is it that can’t keep their nose out of other people’s business,” Morena said with disgust. She turned, caught Amy’s eye. “Here you go, honey. Louie’s super delicious scrambled eggs.” Adding toast and bacon, Morena placed the plate before Amy, hoping her smile didn’t look too forced. 
 
    “Best in the province,” Louie promised, then lowered his voice as Morena returned to his side. “You forget that most of Wolfville owe their livelihood to Alan’s family, so it’s easy for them to overlook what an ass he is. But it’s not a good idea for him to go out to her.” 
 
    “He’s a big boy,” Morena sighed. “A silly boy, but I’ve long given up trying to tell him what to do.” 
 
    After breakfast was finished and cleaned up, Louie left for a few hours’ break and Morena took a fresh cup of coffee onto the porch, enjoying the few moments of quiet before she had to begin the preparations for dinner. 
 
    Wondering what she should say to Lorde when he got here. 
 
    Lorde had gone to Elizabeth’s, presumably to check on her. A visit that would probably make things worse for the poor girl if her husband found out about it. 
 
    And Alan always seemed to find out about it. 
 
    Morena’s heart ached for Lorde but wished he didn’t always have to be the knight in shining armour. 
 
    She tucked her legs under her, shivered in the chilly air. It was a bright and sunny day, but still October and there was more than a hint of fall in the air. Morena looked towards the edge of the cliff overlooking the Bay of Fundy. The low rise of scrub trees had already changed colour, the vivid orange and reds a startling contrast to the greenish-brown grasses. 
 
    She did love it here. 
 
    Morena had fallen in love with Fallen Gardens back when she and Bram had driven out from their place in Halifax to see it. 
 
    That had been almost twenty years ago when they were still in love with each other.  
 
    And Morena fell even deeper in love with the property the longer she lived there. She loved it too much to consider Bram’s offer to buy her out when they divorced. Instead, Morena had pulled together savings, borrowed money from friends, from the bank, just so she could keep the property without Bram’s interference. And she told him in no uncertain terms that she never wanted to see him again. That he wasn’t welcome at the Inn, in Wolfville, Halifax—all of Nova Scotia.  
 
    Bram knew enough about Morena’s past to take the threat seriously.  
 
    And it was a threat, one Morena was fully prepared to carry out. 
 
    But instead of fighting, Bram had run with Amelie and neither she nor Lorde had heard from them since. Morena had been furious with her husband, but even more so with the woman who had abandoned her own son. 
 
    Morena sipped her coffee, nibbled on a muffin. It had been a struggle but Morena could admit she was happier without Bram. 
 
    “I should have told Amy I’m not married because I just don’t want to live with a man,” Morena murmured to herself. 
 
    There had been a man—maybe two men—who Morena would have been happy to spend the rest of her life with. But some things weren’t meant to be. 
 
    A scrape of a foot on the porch made her jump.  
 
    “I don’t mean to startle you,” Henry said quietly. 
 
    “You didn’t,” Morena tore herself away from her thoughts. “Can I get you anything?” She made a move to pull herself out of the chair but Henry waved her back down. 
 
    “I showed up for breakfast before you were even in the kitchen this morning,” Henry said, proudly, holding an extra-large cup in both hands. “I’m fine. This is my third tea today.” 
 
    “Which means you must be working. Sit down,” she invited. “What dragged you away?” She couldn’t hide her surprise at seeing him. Henry locked himself away in the cabin when she had weekend guests, only venturing out in the early mornings or when the guests were otherwise occupied in the evenings. 
 
    “I had a few questions for you. I’m in the nineties and wanted to know a little more about W.” 
 
    Henry was working on the book, sorting her life into organized chapters. By year, by marriage. By love affair.  
 
    William had been part of her life then.  
 
    “What do you want to know?” she asked carefully. 
 
    “You don’t spend that much time on him,” Henry began. “At least I think he’s a him.” 
 
    “Yes. His name is William.” 
 
    “Was he—did you consider him an important part of your life?” His careful wording of the question meant that Henry was aware of how little she wanted to discuss William. 
 
    Morena paused to choose her words. “At one time, yes. William was very important to me.” 
 
    Henry had an eager expression on his face. “What happened? In my notes, he comes up quite frequently for a time, but then nothing. I don’t remember hearing anything about him.” 
 
    “Because we parted ways.” Morena gave Henry a grim smile. 
 
    “But what happened? Who was he?” Henry became aware of Morena’s wince and shifted in his chair. “I realize this may be painful for you.” 
 
    How could he have any understanding of how painful it was? 
 
    “But if he was a part of your life…” 
 
    How she wished she could lie and tell Henry that William hadn’t meant anything to her. Wished the man meant nothing, hadn’t ripped out her heart and stomped on it.  
 
    Not only that, but he forced her to leave her home, her friends. Leave everything behind. 
 
    That’s why I’m not married, Amy, Morena said to herself. Because every man I’ve ever loved has treated me like crap and I’m sick of it.   
 
    Morena wished with all her heart that William meant nothing to her. Even more, she wished that her heart didn’t hurt when she thought of him. 
 
    And despite what she had told Liliane yesterday, Morena thought of William Burgess more than she wanted to admit. 
 
    Morena pulled herself out of her chair. “I’m afraid I’m due back into the kitchen,” she said to Henry, forcing her voice to sound regretful. “Could we talk about this later?” 
 
    “Sunday night? After everyone has gone home?” 
 
    “Come for dinner,” Morena promised, sounding resigned. Maybe it would be cathartic to talk about him “I’ll tell you more then.” 
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    Lorde was up early, as was his custom. He was out the door soon after.  
 
    Stopping by Elizabeth’s so early was risky but he needed to check on her. He had waited at his friend Meredith’s where he could watch until Alan’s pickup pulled out of the long drive, with the two extra heads in the front seat. Ella and Penny, Elizabeth’s daughters and both the spitting image of her. 
 
    He didn’t think he would be able to control himself if Alan ever laid a hand on either of the girls. 
 
    So far the threats against them weren’t physical. No, Alan had promised Elizabeth that if she didn’t obey him, he would take the girls and Elizabeth would never see them again.  
 
    Lorde knew he would do it, too. He couldn’t bear it if he was somehow responsible for Elizabeth losing her girls, the one thing in life that made her happy. 
 
    But he had to check on her, make sure she was all right. 
 
    Alan’s routine on weekends was to take the girls to see his parents in Digby for the day. He would leave first thing in the morning, not returning until late at night. Elizabeth never went with him; he said she needed a day to herself, to relax and pamper herself.  
 
    He pretended to be a dutiful, loving husband. Alan told her he was perfectly capable of looking after the girls for one day, and she needed a break. 
 
    The truth was that Saturdays were another form of punishment for Elizabeth. She had to endure at least twelve hours without her daughters, never knowing if Alan would return with them. If he would keep them at his parents, take them away from her. 
 
    Holding the threat over her head was like teasing a dog with a bone.  
 
    Lorde knew Elizabeth would be suffering that day.  
 
    He knew enough about the marriage to know Elizabeth and Alan would have fought Thursday night. Alan would have heard that Lorde had been in town that day, and had bumped into Elizabeth in the café.  
 
    It had been unintentional, only for a few moments. Long enough for Lorde to catch a glimpse of Elizabeth’s smile, see the love in her blue eyes. 
 
    “You need a haircut,” she had told him. 
 
    He had touched her arm, the soft skin of her elbow and had felt the jolt of electricity between them, still there after all that time. It had never stopped between them. There was always a connection, as strong as it had been back when they were kids 
 
    That jolt was the reason he was at her door.  
 
    “Michael.” Elizabeth stood behind the closed screen door, still in her nightgown, a confused expression on her face. “What are you doing here?” 
 
    Lorde pushed it open, step quickly into the kitchen. “I came for my haircut.” 
 
    She gave him a ghost of a smile. Lorde knew she was remembering how she used to cut his hair when they were younger, standing behind him, threatening to snip more than he wanted if he didn’t keep his hands to himself. 
 
    He never could, and there were pictures as evidence of one memorable haircut where Elizabeth had kept her word and cut a hunk of hair over his ears. 
 
    Her smile snapped off her face once he was standing before her. “You shouldn’t be here.” 
 
    “I was worried.” Lorde glanced around, looking for evidence of a struggle, that Alan might have left with the girls for longer than a day. 
 
    His heart ached with longing for a life he couldn’t have. The beautiful, stately house, as out of place in rural Nova Scotia as Alan was in Elizabeth’s life, had been in Alan’s family for generations. Elizabeth had made it into a home for her girls, with toys and books in evidence in every room.  
 
    Lorde’s heart hardened when he saw the bouquet on the kitchen table.  
 
    Alan’s peace offering. His apology.  
 
    At least the girls would be safe. 
 
    “Don’t worry about me. Michael, if he finds out you were here—” 
 
    “He won’t. I parked at Meredith’s, came across the fields. Look,” he slid his foot out of his boot. “Wet feet.” 
 
    “You have to go.” 
 
    “What did he do this time?” 
 
    Elizabeth’s gaze fell on the flowers and Lorde saw her shoulders straighten. “Nothing. He did nothing. Please, Michael…” 
 
    “I’ll go,” Lorde conceded, hating to cause her more worry. “I just—I needed to check on you.” He couldn’t help himself and reached a hand to her cheek, cupping it gently. 
 
    She leaned into his touch, closing her eyes briefly. 
 
    “Elizabeth.” He breathed her name, so much a part of himself. Lorde wanted nothing more than to gather her in his arms and sprint away from the house, never to let her return. 
 
    “No, don’t,” Elizabeth said reluctantly, moving to the knife block, grasping the blue handled scissors. “You do need a haircut. And he’s already punished me for seeing you.” 
 
    “What did he do?” His voice was harsh with anger, but he couldn’t help feeling a sense of pride at Elizabeth’s tone of defiance. There was still hope…  
 
    “Nothing I can’t handle.” She sat him down at the table, the room smelling sweetly of oatmeal and eggs from the girls’ breakfasts. Without asking, she poured him a cup of strong coffee. He knew the cup would be washed and returned to the cupboard as soon as he left. “Please don’t worry about me.” 
 
    She slung a towel around his shoulders and combed his hair with her fingers. Lorde closed his eyes. She was the only one he could bear to let touch his hair. 
 
    “You know that’s impossible.” He hadn’t seen any bruises—Alan made sure they were always easily covered up by clothes or makeup. But he could tell they were there from the stiffness of her movements, how she was careful not to brush up against him.  
 
    Lorde had been in love with Elizabeth since he was fifteen and saw her walking down the street in nearby Wolfville. It had taken him three months to summon the nerve to talk to her, six more months to ask her out for a date. 
 
    He had never met anyone like Elizabeth. Tiny, pale, and as delicate as a flower, Elizabeth was as different as the girls Lorde had grown up with. Those were rough and tumble girls used to helping on the farm and able to match him drink for drink before they were sixteen. Elizabeth loved to read and paint; she helped in the church nursery and giggled when she talked to a boy.  
 
    He had tumbled headlong in love with her at first sight and never looked back.   
 
    “It’s nothing,” Elizabeth murmured. Even with his eyes closed, he was aware of her; her body as unsubstantial as a breeze. As refreshing as one to him.  
 
    Lorde sighed. He had tried everything to make her leave Alan, and save throwing her over his shoulder and running out of the house, nothing had worked.  
 
    There had been countless times he had physically tried to toss her over his shoulder. 
 
    But she’d lose her children and Lorde knew she’d never forgive herself or him if that happened. 
 
    “You only have to call and I’ll be here,” he said in a low voice. “You, your girls…even those chickens.” 
 
    “The chickens too?” Elizabeth said, her voice straining for lightness. She moved in front of him, her fingers in his hair. 
 
    Lorde chanced to open his eyes, saw her tongue poke out of her mouth as she focused on his hair. Concentrating on anything other than their situation. 
 
    She was in love with him, too, and there was nothing they could do about it. 
 
    There had to be something. Lorde wasn’t ready to give up on her. Would never give up on her. 
 
    There had never been another woman who could match his love for her. And it took a long time before he even looked at one.  
 
    It had been one of the guests at the Inn. It had taken the woman two days to break through to him, two days of attempted conversation, smiles and compliments before he acknowledged her. Two days of teasing him, a man who hadn’t been with a woman in years. 
 
    “He’s a stubborn one,” Lorde had heard Michelle tell Morena. 
 
    Until suddenly, the third day, only hours before she was to leave with her husband Joe, Michelle had gotten through somehow, filling him with such urgent desire that he took her in the woods, against an old oak tree.  
 
    The physical release had helped his recovery more than anything. 
 
    Since then, there had been a steady stream of women. Not in his life; Lorde never let anyone get too close to his heart. Morena allowed him a never-ending supply of partners who allowed let him keep his distance. 
 
    Let Elizabeth keep his heart. 
 
    Elizabeth swayed before him, brushing the hair off his cheek. “Finished,” she said. “Want to see?” 
 
    Before he could help himself, Lorde placed his hands on her hips, slowly, mindful that she might still have scissors in her hands.  
 
    “Michael, I can’t,” Elizabeth said in a low voice. He could hear the yearning in her voice, and it drove him crazy.  
 
    “But I can.”  
 
    She murmured a protest as he slid his hands down her legs, feeling her slender thighs through the thin material of her nightgown. Drew in her breath as he slipped his hands under the fabric. 
 
    Lorde winced as he touched her soft skin, wishing his hands weren’t so rough, so covered in calluses from swinging the axe and hammer. Being so close to her, touching her, was more intoxicating than anything he would ever do at Morena’s. 
 
    This was his love, his life. 
 
    He trailed his fingers up her legs, dragging up the bottom of her nightgown as he went, feeling the sudden trembling as he pushed her legs apart.  
 
    She wore cheap white cotton panties. To him, they were sexier than any lingerie.  
 
    “Michael,” she murmured. He didn’t know if it was a warning or encouragement. But there was only a faint gasp as he pushed the white cotton aside and bent his head. Kissed her soft curls, used his thumbs to spread her open. Flicked his tongue against her nub. 
 
    Elizabeth let out a strangled gasp and Lorde took that as encouragement.  
 
    Standing suddenly, he picked her up and ignoring her squeal of protest, set her on the stained laminate counter beside the dishes she hadn’t had time to wash. Her panties were left hanging from an ankle as he burrowed between her soft thighs. 
 
    She was a mixture of sweetness and musk, the scent clinging to him as he dragged his tongue along the length of her. Tasting her juices.  
 
    “You shouldn’t,” she cried, gasping as he drove his tongue into her.   
 
    He pushed her legs apart, replaced his tongue with his fingers, sliding them into her wetness. “I should. This is just for you.” 
 
    Using his fingers, his tongue focused on her nub, he drove her relentlessly towards her release, needing it as much as she did. 
 
    “Michael!”  
 
    She was the only one he allowed to call him Michael. It was because of moments like this that he preferred his surname; he preferred to keep the use of his name just for Elizabeth, so his memories of her calling out his name wouldn’t be tainted. 
 
    There hadn’t been many moments since his return. Despite her continued love for him, Elizabeth was afraid of her husband. But Lorde had penetrated her defences, knowing what she needed and what she wasn’t getting. 
 
    It was only for her, these few times. He’d take his release elsewhere. But Lorde knew exactly where to touch to bring Elizabeth to shuddering heights where she would call out his name. 
 
    She was close, so close. 
 
    He took her nub in his open mouth, rolling it with his tongue before sucking deeply. Rewarded by her gasp, he did it again, plunging his fingers in and out.  
 
    “Oh, no, oh, please,” she cried, both hands pushing the back of his hair. “Please…” Her cry was low and husky, becoming suddenly high-pitched and breathless. “Please…Michael…yes! Michael, yes! Michael!” 
 
    He left her soon after with his name still ringing in his ears. 
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    Jacey 
 
      
 
    After a breakfast of the most delicious French toast, Dominic went back to bed. They had talked about doing some sightseeing, visiting the nearby Bay of Fundy but in the end, Dominic begged off, telling her he needed sleep. 
 
    Jacey had laughed. 
 
    Letting him sleep, Jacey headed for the lobby to check out the library but found it busy. She had seen Scott with his wife that morning over breakfast, but they had done nothing more than exchange smiles. It was almost like the previous night hadn’t happened.  
 
    Or happened to different people. 
 
    Scott was funny and smart, confident but not arrogant. Was that who he really was, or a persona that he used to get through the weekend? 
 
    That morning, Jacey was back to her anti-social self, and when she noticed the library was already full, exited out of the side doors out of the lobby so she wouldn’t have to speak to anyone. 
 
    The rain of the previous day had finally stopped and the air felt crisp with a hint of chill. Jacey only wore a T-shirt and rubbed her arms as she crossed the front porch to the side of the house, her destination being the edge of the cliff looking over the river.   
 
    It wasn’t far and by the time she arrived, the wind had blown her curls into impossible knots. She stood at the edge, looking down into the rolling river, thinking of the logistics of the water rushing into the bay and out to the Atlantic Ocean when she heard a bark. 
 
    She turned in time to see a small white terrier barreling towards her. “Hey, puppy,” she called. Kneeling, she held out her hands to him. “Where’d you come from?” 
 
    As an answer, she heard a shout. “Bella!” 
 
    Jacey’s eyes widened as Lorde came running out of the woods. “You have a dog?” she eagerly demanded as he came closer. 
 
    “I find you standing on the edge of the cliff and that’s what you want to know?” Lorde frowned as he approached.  
 
    “I like dogs,” she replied defensively, kneeling as she rubbed Bella’s soft ears. 
 
    “I can tell.” He towered over her. “What brings you to this spot?” 
 
    “I went for a walk and found myself here.” She squinted up at him. The sun was behind him, so Jacey couldn’t see his face. 
 
    “Fight with your hubby?” 
 
    She heard the sympathetic tone in his voice, however. “No.” As Jacey stood, Bella whined for more attention. “Why do you say that?” She stepped to the side to see him better. 
 
    “Because I usually find one of the guests here after one of the parties, contemplating what’s left of their marriage.” 
 
    Jacey straightened her shoulders. “My marriage is just fine, thank you very much.” 
 
    “I’m glad.” 
 
    She took his response as patronizing and grew defensive. “If you’re so against this, then why do you do it?”  
 
    “It’s not that I’m against it.” Lorde spread his hands, still holding the leash.  
 
    “You sound like you are.” 
 
    “I’m not. It’s just…not for me. If I was married. Which I’m not.” His tone was bleak and Jacey softened. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    Lorde looked taken aback at her question, but even with Dominic’s voice ringing in her ears that she was being rude, Jacey held firm. 
 
    “Why aren’t I married?” he parried. 
 
    “Yes. Why not? You’re clearly attractive. You seem like a nice person. I’m sure there are single women available in this area of Nova Scotia. There’s also neighbouring provinces of New Brunswick and Prince Edward Island.” 
 
    “I know my geography, thanks.” 
 
    “Have you ever been married?” she insisted. 
 
    There was a long pause and Jacey began to regret pushing. But finally, Lorde spoke in a husky voice. 
 
    “I was engaged once.” 
 
    “What happened?” She dropped her voice, made it sound more sympathetic. Normally she was fine with not knowing too much about people, but Lorde intrigued her. 
 
    He reminded her of Joe.  
 
    The realization made her draw in her breath.  
 
    “I joined the army when I was eighteen,” Lorde said, his words halting like he rarely spoke of himself. “I asked Elizabeth to marry me before I left.” 
 
    “Why did you join the army?” 
 
    “Don’t you want to know about Elizabeth?” 
 
    “I want to know all of it. I think this Elizabeth is just the tip of the iceberg.” 
 
    Lorde looked at her with a frown. “Has anyone ever told you that you’re pushy?” 
 
    Jacey smiled softly, a memory forcing its way to the surface. “I’m just trying to be neighbourly.” 
 
    “Ah.” He whistled and Bella came running. Kneeling, he clipped on her leash. “I have to get her back home.” He took a step, and then another, leaving Jacey standing by the edge of the cliff. “You coming?” 
 
    She couldn’t hide the smile as she hurried to catch up. “So. Army.” She almost said that he didn’t seem the type, but on second thought he did. Strong and stoic and loyal, if his relationship with Morena was any indication.  
 
    “Army. My father died when I was young. My mother left when I was seventeen. She ran off with Morena’s husband.” 
 
    “Ah.” Puzzle pieces began to click into place.  
 
    “Morena took me in, but I couldn’t stay. The army seemed like something to do. Elizabeth was the only thing I had left here, and she promised to wait for me.” 
 
    “You had Morena.” 
 
    “I did.” He clearly didn’t want to expound on his relationship with Morena so Jacey filed that away to ask later. “I went to Afghanistan. Two tours. Halfway through the second, my unit was ambushed. Two-thirds of us were killed.” 
 
    Jacey touched his arm. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “So am I. It was reported that I was among the dead. No big deal, because I didn’t have a family, but Elizabeth heard.” 
 
    “Oh, no.” Jacey’s hand was still on his arm and she instinctively tightened her grip. 
 
    “Yep. She married the guy who’d been chasing her for years. He’s an asshole. He’s not worth the ground to stand on.” 
 
    “Tell me how you really feel.” 
 
    Lorde paused for a long moment, and Jacey didn’t think he was going to continue. “He beats her,” he finally said. “Threatens to take the kids away whenever she steps out of line. Which isn’t often.” 
 
    “Asshole,” Jacey breathed. “You still love her.” 
 
    “I can’t stop.”  
 
    Jacey drew in her breath at the expression of raw pain on Lorde’s face. “That explains it,” she said, fighting to sound casual, nonchalant. Anything to wipe that expression off his face. 
 
    She was surprised how much her heart hurt for him. 
 
    “How do you figure it explains anything?” he looked sideways at her, a frown on his full mouth. 
 
    “You love her, so you live in hope that she’ll realize the dick she married is as much a loser as you think he is. You come to the parties because you love her, but are still a red-blooded man and physically need the release from sex. Masturbation is one thing–” 
 
    “What?” Lorde laughed, sounding embarrassed.  
 
    “It’s just that I understand why you’re here.” 
 
    He looked at her with a different light in his brown eyes. Her stomach clenched. “Sometimes I do, too.”  
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    “This is where you live?” Jacey asked as he opened the door for her, letting Bella off her leash to rush through the house like it was her first time there. 
 
    “If not, we should be worried.” There was a pause and then Jacey laughed.  
 
    “I didn’t know you could joke.” She glanced around with interest and Lorde looked, seeing his home as Jacey was seeing it; narrow galley kitchen leading into a sparsely furnished living room. Three doors; one leading to the basement, one upstairs, and the third to a washroom. 
 
    There were very little personal touches. No pictures, a few books.  
 
    “You don’t spend a lot of time here?” Jacey asked, looking at his shelves. 
 
    “I’m usually at Morena’s.” 
 
    “I can tell.” 
 
    “You’re free to go anytime,” he said wryly. Jacey laughed and turned to face him. 
 
    “It’s a nice place. Do you bring many women here? Because it would be easy to make it homier.”  
 
    “Are you going to give me decorating tips?” 
 
    She laughed again, this time her laughter fading off into a rueful chuckle. “I’ve been told I’m not that good at that sort of thing.” 
 
    “I can’t see you being bad at anything.” 
 
    “That’s nice to hear.” Jacey cocked her head as she stepped closer to him. “Did you bring me here to seduce me?” 
 
    Lorde stepped away, hung the dog leash on the hook on the wall. “I’m not sure why I brought you here,” he admitted.  
 
    “Because I let you talk, rather than just jumping you. I suspect that’s what you prefer women to do.” She moved over to him, put her hands on his hips and stared up at him. “I do want to jump you, you know.” 
 
    “Do you?” He couldn’t touch her, not now. Not after Elizabeth. He needed time to sort it out in his head. How seeing her could be so frustrating, yet the one thing he longed to do. 
 
    Lorde couldn’t think why he felt able to talk to Jacey. He had shared more with her than he had done with anyone. He’d hidden the subject of Elizabeth for years, from everyone he was close to. Morena knew about her and knew he didn’t want to discuss it. His best friend Meredith would drop questions that she knew Lorde would refuse to answer.  
 
    He was in love with a woman he couldn’t have. There was nothing a discussion about the situation would solve.  
 
    And yet he felt comfortable to unburden himself with a stranger. 
 
    A stranger with a tumble of wild curls that he couldn’t wait to see spread on a pillow; green eyes that looked at him like he was a puzzle she wanted to solve; lips that tantalized him whenever they curved into a smile. 
 
    The taste of Elizabeth was still on his tongue. 
 
    How could he be wondering what Jacey would sound like when Elizabeth’s voice still rang in his head? 
 
    Lorde’s head was telling him to move, to take Jacey back to Morena’s but other parts were telling him something very different. 
 
    “I think you want the same thing,” Jacey said, with a challenging stare. “But not right now.” 
 
    Lorde practically sagged with relief. 
 
    “Later, though,” Jacey continued, running her hand along his stomach. Lorde sucked in his breath, as self-conscious as any woman, even though he had no reason to be. “You want me for later.” 
 
    His cock twitched at the sound of her confidence. 
 
    “How can you tell?” 
 
    She dropped her hand, right when his cock hardened. “Because of this. Because of—oh wow,” she breathed, stroking the considerable length of him.  
 
    He felt like he was drowning in her green gaze. 
 
    “What happened when you went to see Elizabeth?” she demanded. Lorde tried to step back, but Jacey was stroking his cock through his jeans and he found he couldn’t move away. “Did you fuck her?” 
 
    “No.” Lorde’s voice was rough, like after a night of heavy drinking. 
 
    “Did you want to?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “But she wouldn’t. Did she tease you…like this?” Jacey tried to slip her hand down the front of his pants but was stymied at the tightness of his waistband. 
 
    She undid his button, unzipped enough for her hand to slide down his stomach, past the elastic of his boxers. 
 
    Lorde bit back a groan when her fingers found his stiff cock. 
 
    “She doesn’t tease,” Lorde said gruffly. 
 
    “Of course she doesn’t,” Jacey smiled slyly. “But I do. And I do so much more.” She grasped him with her fingers, moving her hand along the length.  
 
    For a moment, Lorde didn’t think he could stop himself from throwing her onto the couch and driving into her. 
 
    Women didn’t touch him, he touched them. Lorde made the rules—who, what, where. If a woman came on to him, he would shut them down. 
 
    Why wasn’t he doing that with Jacey? 
 
    It was as if she knew exactly what he needed.  
 
    After Elizabeth, after her climax, she turned shameful and teary-eyed and any thought of taking things further was stopped short by the need to comfort and apologize.  
 
    She had made him leave before she had stopped crying.  
 
    The buildup in his body had dissipated when he left. Talking to Jacey was a relief, but not the physical kind he needed.  
 
    But now, her hand felt so good…  
 
    With a purposeful expression on her face, Jacey undid the rest of his zipper. “Don’t,” he began, gripping her hand. 
 
    “I can make you forget her. Just for a few minutes.” 
 
    The thought was a temptation no one had ever offered him. 
 
    “Just for you,” she soothed. “I think you need it.” 
 
    “Not yet. Later -” 
 
    Jacey laughed. “Oh, there will definitely be a later. And I won’t be as unselfish then. But for now…” Her words trailed off as she managed to unzip him. 
 
    This time Lorde let her. 
 
    His cock throbbed with need as she grasped him, stroked her hand along the length of him. When she dropped to her knees, yanking his pants and boxers down with her— 
 
    “Shit,” he hissed through his teeth when she took him into her hot, wet mouth. 
 
    Jacey pulled back, licked the salty drops off the tip. “I’ll make it quick,” she promised.  
 
    He wouldn’t be able to have it any other way. 
 
    She bobbed her head, lips and tongue dragging the length of his shaft. There was no teasing now; it was if Jacey wanted him to come, and come right now. 
 
    Lorde would be happy to oblige. 
 
    He felt her teeth, felt her hand cup his balls. Put his hand on the sides of her head and let himself slide away on the sensations. 
 
    Her mouth—warm and wet and eager. So much better than a pussy. For now, so much better.  
 
    Lorde hated to admit how right Jacey was. He did need this. 
 
    “So….good…” he muttered.  
 
    Jacey increased the speed of her movements, added a suction that almost brought him to his knees. His hands fisted in his hair. 
 
    Elizabeth was lost to him at that moment. He barely remembered his own name.  
 
    It was only his cock and her hot mouth, taking what she wanted from him. 
 
    Lorde groaned and Jacey added a hand at the base of his shaft. He couldn’t take much more. There was only so much a man could take…Jesus, she was dragging her tongue up and down the length, swirling around his tip. 
 
    He could hear his own breathing, hoarse and laboured, punctured with feral groans.  
 
    He couldn’t remember the last time he had a blowjob that good. He couldn’t remember the last time he had a blowjob. 
 
    He couldn’t remember his name. 
 
    He only knew the intense pleasure that made him thrust into her mouth roughly, feeling her gag, but unable to stop. 
 
    Couldn’t stop, didn’t want to stop. 
 
    And then with a final thrust that had her grasping his thigh, he came into her mouth with a cry that was more animal than man. 
 
    Jacey rose to her feet, a smug smile on her face as she wiped her mouth. “Told you I’d make it quick.” 
 
    He couldn’t think of what to say as he tucked himself away.  
 
    “Thanks for the talk,” Jacey added. “Have a nice rest of the afternoon, and see you at dinner.” 
 
    Lorde waited until she was at the door. It took that long for him to catch his breath. “I’m going to fuck you tonight.” 
 
    Jacey glanced over her shoulder. “I certainly hope so.” 
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    The party started early that afternoon. 
 
    It was always that way on the second night. Nerves faded, confidence returned. The guests, once past the awkwardness, felt as if they had passed an obstacle together. Instead of keeping to themselves, as most had done the previous day, the majority met in the garden, some in the hot tub, some just enjoying the late afternoon sun together. 
 
    When Morena had designed the lobby, she had included a door beside the bar and a pass-through window, so she could serve drinks to the patio as well.  
 
    “Is it always like this?” Jacey asked as she slid onto one of the stools. Her hair fell in wet ringlets around her face. The day had warmed up enough so that Jacey’s robe was open. Morena wasn’t the only one giving her an admiring glance as she climbed out of the hot tub. 
 
    “Sometimes,” Morena said, pouring sangria into a glass. “Sometimes they really get crazy. I remember one weekend when Heidi and Richard brought another couple along. They did shots all afternoon, and then the gentleman somehow convinced half of the guests to play tag—while naked.” 
 
    “Naked tag,” Jacey laughed.  
 
    “Oh, it was fun, until some poor drunk girl followed Lorde back to his place and fell into a patch of poison ivy. While still naked.” 
 
    Jacey winced. “Ouch.” 
 
    “Yes, ouch. I felt obligated to give her a fifty percent refund.” 
 
    “That was nice of you.” 
 
    “I’m a nice person.” Morena garnished Jacey’s glass with an apple slice. “There you go. On the house.” 
 
    “It’s yummy. Another one of these and I might be tempted to play some tag.” 
 
    “Instead of following Lorde home?” Morena arched her brow at Jacey. 
 
    “You’re very direct,” Jacey said, still with the straw in her mouth. 
 
    “I have a feeling you share that quality with me.” 
 
    Jacey pulled on the straw, emptying nearly half the glass. “That’s why I like you.” 
 
    Morena smiled. “I share the sentiment. You remind me a lot of myself when I was younger. You have a much better husband, though. And better hair.” Morena reached out, twined a curl around her finger. In the late afternoon sun, the wet strand looked bright red. “My hair was almost this colour. But super straight. Unlike me.” She winked at Jacey. 
 
    “I thought you…not that it matters,” Jacey stammered. 
 
    “I enjoy both men and women,” Morena admitted. “Not that it matters. Lately, I’ve begun to prefer the attentions of women over men.” 
 
    “What about Lorde?” 
 
    “Now who’s the direct one?” 
 
    “You have to know everyone is asking questions.” 
 
    “I had no idea I was the source of so much interest,” Morena said, allowing herself a tiny smile on her lips. 
 
    “I find that hard to believe,” Jacey shot back. “A woman like you, as insanely beautiful as you are, running a place like this; either reason would make you the most interesting person here.” 
 
    Morena laughed with delight. “I don’t think I’ve ever been called that before. But thank you. Why do you say ‘a woman like me’?” 
 
    “I have a feeling you have an interesting backstory.” Jacey paused with a guilty smile. “Plus, I emailed Tia yesterday and asked her about you.” 
 
    “Tia. She was always a nice girl.” 
 
    “She is. I’ve always considered her a grown-up rather than a girl, because of the difference in maturity level, rather than age. Tell me about Lorde,” Jacey asked, leaning closer to Morena, her chin balancing on her fist.  
 
    Morena was taken aback at the quick change in subject, but not surprised. She had seen Jacey return this afternoon from the direction of Lorde’s house. “Michael? He’s had an interesting life. Not the happiest…but perhaps this is something you could ask him?” 
 
    “I think I’d find out more from you. He strikes me as somewhat closemouthed.” 
 
    “He can be quite talkative at times,” Morena said with a bemused smile, pleased with Jacey picking up on Lorde’s personality right away. He was quiet and reserved, taking his own time before opening up to a person. There hadn’t been anyone new in a long time who he felt close to. “Maybe you’ll find out later.” 
 
    Jacey leaned even closer. “I doubt there will be much talking going on later,” she whispered, giving Morena a wink. 
 
    Morena was taken aback until she glanced over at Lorde who was observing Jacey with an intense expression on his face, making it obvious to Morena that he had similar intentions. 
 
    She had never met another woman with as much sexual confidence as Jacey. 
 
    “Do you always get who you want?” Morena wondered.  
 
    Jacey paused before answering, and Morena could tell she was running back through her partners. “Yes. I do. There’s never been anyone I’ve wanted that I didn’t get.” 
 
    “Dominic must be a very understanding man.” 
 
    “He benefits as well. There are a few women he’s close to.” 
 
    Morena narrowed her eyes, catching the tone in her voice. “Which you’re not keen on.” 
 
    Jacey sat back on the stool. “I have no right to be upset or jealous if he favours someone. We have an arrangement, and part of that is that our marriage and family always comes first. I don’t think he’ll ever find someone better suited for him than me.” 
 
    “I do like your confidence.” 
 
    “It really has nothing to do with confidence. It just makes sense. If Dominic wanted to leave me for Em—for anyone, he’d lose the freedom he has now. There is no way she would ever allow him the same lack of restrictions that I do. He likes our relationship the way it is.” 
 
    “Unless he decided he didn’t want to continue with the lifestyle. Some people do change.” 
 
    “I knew someone like that. He got married, chose monogamy. His heart was never really into though.” A swift shake of her head sent Jacey’s curls tumbling around her face. “Enough of that. I asked about Lorde.” 
 
    “And I suggest you ask Lorde himself,” Morena said firmly. She wasn’t about to gossip about him, to Jacey or anyone. 
 
    “We talked earlier.”  
 
    Morena couldn’t hide the expression of surprise. “You did?” 
 
    “When I was out for a walk. He was walking his dog.” She leaned closer. “He told me about Elizabeth.” 
 
    She glanced back at Lorde, who had turned away. “He did?” She didn’t bother trying to hide her shock. 
 
    “A little bit. Enough for me to think it’s a pretty bad situation.” 
 
    Morena sighed. “You have no idea.” She sipped at her wine, looked over at Lorde again, who was now talking animatedly to Jennie beside him. “Michael is very dear to me,” she said in a low voice. “He helped me through a difficult time; I’ve done the same for him.” 
 
    “Are the two of you involved?” Jacey asked bluntly. “Not that it matters, but…” 
 
    “In this case, I think it would matter. But no. We have never been involved, nor will we ever be. Michael is like a son to me, and I think he feels the same way.” 
 
    “He’s your Joe, then,” Jacey says wistfully. 
 
    “I don’t know Joe, but sure. Actually,” she racked her memories of her years of friendship with Tia. “Would that be the same Joe that Tia knew?” 
 
    Jacey closed her eyes. “Please tell me you didn’t with Joe.” 
 
    “That seems to cause you some distress,” Morena smiled. “Why is that?” 
 
    “No distress,” Jacey said firmly. “Not really. It’s just—this is a little too close for comfort.” 
 
    “I take it you ‘did it’ with Joe.” 
 
    Jacey’s gaze quickly flicked to Dominic, so fast that Morena almost missed it. “Joe was a very special person.”  
 
    “Was? He’s no longer in your life?” 
 
    Jacey shook her head. “He’s happy. Married to a nice girl.”  
 
    Morena nodded. “I see.” 
 
    “I can’t see how you would.” 
 
    “You’re quite transparent, Jacey, for someone who knows how to look.” 
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    “Let’s play Truth or Dare,” Amy called when Jacey returned to the hot tub after her conversation with Morena, a fresh drink in her hand, and one for Dominic. 
 
    Although Jacey was tempted to drink it herself. Morena’s sangria was very good, and Dominic was in the middle of a heated conversation with one of the guests. 
 
    She was tall with dark blonde hair and couldn’t take her eyes off him. Jacey might have been concerned with the obsessive attention she was giving her husband if she could remember the woman’s name. 
 
    “Is that for me?” Dominic asked, tearing his eyes away from the woman. 
 
    “If you want it.” She passed him the glass, stepped back into the water beside Amy, who had already drunk her fair share of sangria that afternoon. 
 
    Part of Jacey wanted to ask Amy about her night with Lorde but stopped herself. She’d find out soon enough. 
 
    Some things Jacey just knew. Like how to kiss a boy. That her marriage with Dominic would last. 
 
    And that she was going to have sex with Lorde that night. Even if nothing had happened between them that afternoon, she knew they’d still end up together. 
 
    A few other guests jumped on Amy’s idea to play Truth or Dare. Lorde hovered, resting his arm on the railing of the gazebo. “I’ll go first,” Tom offered. 
 
    “Brave,” Dominic said, giving him a swipe on his shoulder.  
 
    “But no guys,” Tom added, glancing at Dominic beside him. “No offence, dude.” 
 
    “No worries. All girls, all the time.” 
 
    “You don’t know what you’re missing,” Jacey said, splashing water at him. 
 
    “Tom and Dom,” Lara chanted. “Tom and Dom.” 
 
    Jacey was pleased that, like at home, there wasn’t any awkwardness with her and the wives. Lara had left for the cabins before they had. Had Scott even told his wife who he had spent the night with? 
 
    “I dare you,” Liliane said slyly. 
 
    “What—no!” Tom protested, looking horrified at the suggestion. 
 
    “It’s perfectly natural,” Jacey said, a wide smile breaking across her face. “And it in no way changes your sexual orientation. I’ve been with women but that doesn’t make me a lesbian.” She realized everyone was staring at her. “What? Dom knows about them.” 
 
    “You’re a lucky man,” Brian said.   
 
    “I am,” Dominic agreed. “And I’m a great kisser, so dude, let’s just get it over with. You know as well as I do that they’ll never stop.” And before Tom knew what was happening, Dominic slapped his hands on his cheeks and kissed him. 
 
    Every woman in the hot tub went wild. 
 
    “Hey,” Tom said weakly when Dominic pulled away. “I didn’t…Soft lips.” 
 
    “Thank you.” Dominic turned to Jacey. “Proud of me, baby?” 
 
    “Definitely,” she told him, laughing so hard she spilled her drink. After she controlled herself, she met Lorde’s gaze, holding for a second too long. 
 
    “Lorde and Jacey,” Lara cried, noticing them looking at each other. “You two have to kiss.” 
 
    “Lorde doesn’t kiss.”  
 
    Jacey’s head snapped towards Amy, at the bitterness in her tone, and then back to Lorde.  
 
    He shrugged.  
 
    Elizabeth. 
 
    “Just the mouth?” Jacey asked with a questioning smile. “Do you kiss other body parts?” 
 
    Lorde’s mouth twitched and Jacey knew he was thinking of how it felt to have his cock in her mouth. “I don’t see a problem with any other part.” 
 
    She turned back to Amy. “Fair enough. Move on. Nothing to see here.” 
 
    “But Jacey needs to be kissed,” Liliane said with a pout. “And since she’s good with the ladies, I dare you to kiss me!” 
 
    “Is that allowed?” Jacey asked Amy, who shrugged. 
 
    “I don’t make the rules. I just came up with the idea.” 
 
    “And what a great idea it was,” Lara cheered.  
 
    “Isn’t it supposed to be my turn to pick?” Tom asked with a mock pout. 
 
    “Ok, you pick,” Lara conceded with a roll of her eyes.  
 
    “Show me your boobs.” 
 
    Jacey clucked, both relieved and disappointed not to get a turn with Lorde or Liliane. “That’s boring.” 
 
    “Show my wife your boobs,” Tom decided. “Let her touch them. Is that okay, babe?” His expression was apprehensive and excited, much like the teenage boy he was acting like. 
 
    Amy bit her lip. “You don’t have to,” Jacey said quickly. 
 
    “Unless you want to,” Lara added with a touch of spite. She turned to face Amy, her hands poised behind her back ready to untie the knot of her bikini. 
 
    “They are lovely breasts,” Amy admitted. She gulped her sangria, never taking her eyes off Lara’s chest.  
 
    Jacey glanced at Scott across the tub, watching his wife with interest. Lara was small and curvy and didn’t hesitate in undressing.  
 
    Amy carefully set her glass on the floor of the gazebo before reaching out with fingers. She began by stroking the side of Lara’s breast, trailing her finger along the fullness until she found the courage to cup both breasts in her hands. 
 
    “Nice,” Amy said with a sly glance at Lara, softly kneading.  
 
    Jacey could see Lara’s swallow as Amy ran her thumbs over Lara’s tight nipples. She wasn’t the only one staring. Tom, Dominic, and Scott were all transfixed by what was happening. Tom moved from his spot to beside his wife. 
 
    “Do you—is that okay for you?” he asked Amy. 
 
    “Shouldn’t you be asking me?” Lara demanded. Amy automatically took her hands away, but Lara stood before her, hands balled into fists at her hips. The cool air covered her in goosebumps. “Don’t stop.” 
 
    “You must like it, then,” Scott said in a strangled voice.  
 
    Jacey glanced at Dominic. He’d seen her with women before and said it had been one of the most erotic things he’d ever witnessed. Did Tom and Scott feel the same way? 
 
    From the expression on Tom’s face, Jacey thought so. 
 
    “Do you?” Tom asked Amy.”Like it?” 
 
    “I—I guess.” But she made no move to stop her hands roving across Lara’s chest.  
 
    “Why don’t you use your mouth?” Tom’s voice was nervous. 
 
    Jacey wondered what he was more afraid of—Amy getting angry at his suggestion or actually taking him up on it. 
 
    Without a word or even a glance at Lara, Amy leaned forward and licked Lara’s nipple. There was a collective intake of breath from Lara, Tom, and Dominic. 
 
    “Fuck,” Scott hissed under his breath. 
 
    “And this is why we have so much fun here,” Liliane sang gaily. “Hurry up, girls, it’s time for Jacey to kiss me!” 
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    Lorde headed inside. Waving away Morena’s attempts to serve him, he slipped a glass under the taps and pulled himself a pint of beer. 
 
    “Putting in that hot tub was the best thing I’ve ever done,” Morena announced proudly. 
 
    “They seem to be having a good time.” He drank deeply, tearing his gaze away from the window, where he could see Jacey reclining in the water. He still had the image of her and Liliane kissing in his head. 
 
    He couldn’t stop thinking about how it felt for Jacey to have his cock in her mouth. 
 
    “You’re smiling,” Morena announced. “Lorde?” 
 
    It took her asking two more times for him to realize Morena was talking to him. 
 
    “You’re smiling,” she repeated, with a skeptical expression. “You never smile.” 
 
    “I smile.” 
 
    “No, you grimace. Sometimes a half-smile. But you look happy.” Morena narrowed her eyes at him. “Did something happen with Elizabeth?” 
 
    Lorde took a long swallow of his Samuel Addams. Morena stared accusingly at him when both heard Jacey’s laugh from the hot tub. His gaze instinctively flicked towards the sound. 
 
    “Did something happen with Jacey?” Morena demanded. “She told me you talked earlier. You talked.” 
 
    “I talk.” Lorde shrugged. “I smile. I even joke on occasion.” 
 
    “No, you don’t.” 
 
    He took another sip. “I had a good day,” he conceded when Morena continued to stare at him. 
 
    “Uh huh,” she said with a frown. “So you did go to Elizabeth’s?” 
 
    Her name wiped the smile off his face.  
 
    Morena’s face softened. “Is she all right?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said with resignation. “She never says what happens, but it’s obvious something did. I don’t know what to do.” 
 
    Morena’s gentle hand on his arm felt comforting. “You can’t do anything for her today. But you can do something for yourself.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Finish having your good day.” She smiled, looking more like a mother than his ever did. “Enjoy yourself with Jacey, because I suspect that’s how it’s going to end up tonight.” 
 
    His gaze sought her out by the pool. She had pulled herself out of the water and was sitting on the gazebo floor, with her legs dangling. He saw the black strap across her back and knew she was still wearing her bathing suit. 
 
    If she had taken it off, he might have had to go back out to join them. 
 
    “She’s a good girl.” 
 
    Lorde hid his smirk behind his glass, thinking of how she had gripped his cock. “Not sure if I’d call her a ‘good’ girl.” 
 
    “No, maybe not.” Morena grinned. “I like her. And I know you do, too. That’s okay.” 
 
    “I didn’t say it wasn’t.” 
 
    “I know, but it might make you feel guilty.” 
 
    “It doesn’t.” Lorde didn’t mean to sound so abrupt, so he tried again. “Elizabeth is…not mine. So it doesn’t make any difference who I like.” 
 
    “But she has your heart,” Morena said gently. 
 
    Lorde gave a brisk shake of his head. “Doesn’t matter. Nobody here is after my heart.” 
 
      
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    Lorde sat beside Jacey at dinner. He liked how she smiled to see him. 
 
    “You’re going to have to move, aren’t you?” she asked as Leah set a plate before her. 
 
    “I’m here now.” He reached for the wine, filled her glass and then his own. He stabbed a honeyed carrot off his plate. “Do you know we used to grow our own vegetables here?” 
 
    “But not anymore? What happened, did you get lazy? Tired of weeding?” Jacey had a teasing smile on her face. 
 
    “We were infested by rabbits,” Lorde said. “Every morning I’d go out and see they’d had a feeding during the night. Cleared out the whole thing in less than a week.” 
 
    “Just like Peter Rabbit.” 
 
    Lorde’s heart clenched. He’d gifted Elizabeth with the complete set of Beatrix Potter books when her daughter had been born. “You read that to your kids?” he asked, fighting to keep his voice casual. 
 
    “Hannah always loved Flopsy and Mopsy. You need to spray the plants with Tabasco sauce,” she added, her voice changed from softly affectionate to lecturing in the blink of an eye. “That would have kept them away. Chemicals will leave an unpleasant aftertaste, but Tabasco works. Or sprinkling cayenne pepper. Bunnies don’t like spicy. Which is ironic, really, because I had this spicy rabbit in China once and it was one of the best things I’ve ever tasted.” 
 
    Lorde shook his head at the train of conversation. “How do you know that?” 
 
    “I said I tried it in China.” Jacey frowned at him as she sipped her wine. 
 
    “I meant the Tabasco. Which is kind of a mean thing to do to the poor bunnies. It would get in their eyes and hurt them. But you don’t seem the gardening type.” 
 
    “Oh. I’m not. But my friend Wendy planted a garden last year. Her kids wanted it, so it got planted. Only one rabbit, though, so he didn’t take over the whole garden.” 
 
    “That’s good.” 
 
    “Nothing grew,” Jacey continued. “Their carrots were all tough and stubby. I would have liked to have seen your garden, tell Wendy about it.” 
 
    “I would have shown you but I honestly didn’t think you’d be interested.” 
 
    “You really had no idea what I’d be interested in, did you?” Her green eyes twinkled at him over the rim of her wine glass. 
 
    Lorde turned away from those eyes, his cock twitching. “No, I did not.” 
 
    He speared another carrot, tried a bite of the pork. He knew Morena would be announcing the change in seating arrangements soon but he couldn’t let Jacey go without touching her. 
 
    She had changed into a short, flowing skirt so it was easy to drop his hand under the table and touch her bare leg. 
 
    He noticed out of the corner of his eye how she jumped when he had his hands on her. 
 
    He couldn’t wait to get his hands all over her.  
 
    Forcing himself to continue eating, he let his fingers trail up her leg, pleased when she widened them to allow access. Feeling the softness of her inner thigh, it was a quick move to slide his finger under the elastic of her panties. 
 
    Lorde had to give Jacey credit. There was absolutely no change in her expression as he rubbed her clit. She even turned to Tom on her other side, laughed at something he said while he explored her with his fingers. 
 
    She was warm and wet and Lorde wanted nothing more than to take his time. To tease; to make her gasp aloud. 
 
    But he didn’t have the time and he wanted to make her come right there beside him.  
 
    He could tell she was close because he felt her body tense, felt her fight not to clench her thighs around his wrist.  
 
    Lorde rubbed faster, circling her clit with two fingers, trying not to make it obvious he was watching her expression. 
 
    A clap of hands drew his attention to Morena at the head of the table, holding up her wine glass. “Although I can tell you’re all enjoying yourself, I’m going to switch things around. We all like variety here, don’t we? But before I do, I want to propose a toast. To new friends!”  
 
    “As well as old ones,” Heidi cried, touching her glass with Morena’s. 
 
    “New and old friends!” 
 
    There were much clinking and cheers ringing around the table as Lorde rubbed and Jacey clutched her wine glass so hard Lorde was afraid it might break. 
 
    “I’m afraid I didn’t arrange a surprise for you tonight, so you’ll have to make your own fun. Now, ladies, move two seats down, and boys, across the table. Take your plates because some of you haven’t finished eating yet.” 
 
    Morena looked directly at Lorde, with the tender pork still suspended on his fork and he turned away to hide his smile. 
 
    What was she talking about earlier? He smiled. 
 
    The guests began standing and reluctantly, he tried to unobtrusively to slide his hand out from between Jacey’s thigh, but she suddenly clamped onto his wrist, holding him in place. 
 
    Frantically, he continued to rub her clit, watching her as her body visibly tensed.  
 
    The noise of scraping chairs and continued conversation masked Jacey’s soft sound of release as she came.  
 
    She turned to him with a smile as she released his wrist, allowing him to draw out his hand. They parted without a word and Lorde moved across the table. 
 
    “You looked cozy with Lorde,” he overheard Richard say as Jacey sat down beside him. 
 
    “We were talking about rabbits,” Jacey told him with a smile.  
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    Jacey was glad she was assigned a different cabin that night. It was larger and set off into the woods; farther away from the main Inn but more secluded.  
 
    “Is this your cabin preference?” she asked as Lorde swung open the door for her. She hadn’t seen where Dominic ended up, just that Lara had looked intrigued at his attention at dinner. 
 
    Lorde didn’t answer. As soon as the door was shut behind her, she heard the click of a lock and then Lorde’s hands were on her shoulders. 
 
    She didn’t have a chance to turn around before he flipped her hair off her neck and bent his head. His lips were a revelation; she never expected them to be so soft and gentle.  
 
    “I guess it doesn’t matter as long as I’m your preference for tonight,” Jacey said breathlessly as his mouth roamed over the soft skin behind her ear. 
 
    Was that his tongue? His lips nipped her earlobe and Jacey couldn’t prevent the quick intake of breath. 
 
    “Do you talk a lot?” Lorde asked without moving his mouth so the words sent an extra tremor through her.  
 
    “I don’t have to.” She gasped as his teeth nipped her ear, sending a jolt straight between her legs. 
 
    “I don’t feel like talking right now.” 
 
    “That’s fine.” She dropped her head to her shoulder to give him more access. Jacey didn’t remember the last time anyone kissed her neck like that. If ever. Usually, they started at her mouth and moved straight to her breasts.  
 
    Like Lorde’s hands had done, cupping them firmly, with thumbs brushing against her nipples, which were already rock hard. 
 
    “Just wondering,” Jacey said, the words halting as she had to stop and catch her breath after a few minutes. “No talking is fine, but did you want me to be quiet as a whole? Because sometimes I have a problem with that.” 
 
    “Loud,” Lorde growled the word. “I want you loud. I want to make you scream.” 
 
    Jacey closed her eyes. “Sounds good to me.” 
 
    Without stopping the onslaught of her neck, Lorde’s fingers found the zipper at the back of her skirt and yanked it down. 
 
    She had never been undressed so quickly.  
 
    Clad only in her bra and panties, Jacey still stood by the door, mesmerized by the touch of Lorde’s mouth on her neck, the feel of his hands on her body.  
 
    His hands were everywhere; not a stroke or a caress, but exploring. His hands took their time getting to know her body and Jacey did her best to help with the soft moans and gasps when he found a sensitive area, like the tops of her breasts, behind her knees and— 
 
    “Oh my god,” she groaned as Lorde’s long fingers pushed under the elastic of her lace panties.  
 
    His finger slipped between her folds, already wet and ready for him.  
 
    She’d been ready since he’d laid a hand on her thigh at dinner.   
 
    Running a finger over her clit with tantalizing slowness, making Jacey tremble with anticipation, Lorde went right for her pussy, sliding a finger inside her.  
 
    “This is what I wanted to do during dinner,” he whispered. 
 
    “I thought you didn’t want to talk.” 
 
    “I wanted to tell you that.” 
 
    “I’ve never come that quickly,” she admitted. “I wanted to tell you that.” 
 
    “I’ll take it slower next time.” 
 
    Liquid sounds filled the room, along with Jacey’s ragged breathing. She spread her legs as best she could, all the while wondering what she could hang on to. It wouldn’t take much to make her lose her balance and topple over. 
 
    Lorde thrust another finger inside her, searching for the magical spot and— 
 
    “Oh, god,” Jacey cried as he found her g-spot right behind her pubic bone. Her legs threatened to buckle. “I need to sit down.” 
 
    “No,” he murmured, thrusting inside before pulling out. He kissed her neck again as she whimpered with disappointment. Any sense of disappointment vanished as his finger found her clit, rubbing tentatively until she gasped. 
 
    And kept gasping as he surrounded her clit with his fingers, tugging at the sensitive nub before circling it slowly. 
 
    Faster.  
 
    Faster. 
 
    Only stopping when she cried out, threatened to come; stopping to run his fingers through her folds, thrusting inside her again, before moving back to her clit.  
 
    Jacey grasped Lorde’s leg, her hips jerking as he rubbed frantically, relentlessly, his mouth still against her neck as she fought for her climax. 
 
    It didn’t take long. Her moans culminating into a long, drawn-out cry, Jacey came hard around Lorde’s fingers as he sucked on her earlobe.  
 
    “I don’t think that was loud enough,” he whispered, scraping his finger along her over-stimulated clit one last time as he pulled his hand out of her underwear, making her knees shake from the friction. “You’ll have to do better.” 
 
    “I’ll—what are you—?” Lorde picked her up, literally sweeping her off her feet to lay her on the bed. “You made me come standing up.” 
 
    “As well as the dinner table. Are you complaining?” 
 
    “No way,” Jacey laughed.  She ran her fingers over Lorde’s shoulders, tugging ineffectually at the thin sweater he wore. With a grin, he pulled the fabric over his shoulder, displaying a chest that made Jacey gasp almost as much as she had during her climax. 
 
    Almost, but not quite.   
 
    The chest disappeared as quickly as it came as Lorde lay on the bed between her legs. “Let’s see if we can get you louder,” he muttered before dipping his head. Spreading her open with his thumbs, the feel of his tongue on her vulnerable clit made her whimper with pleasure. Even the sight of his muscular back and shoulders couldn’t distract her from the sensations he was producing in her. 
 
    Jacey had always reluctantly proclaimed Mahak as the master of oral sex. She had had the pleasure of her neighbour quite a few times and always enjoyed his administrations. Even with the number of men and women Jacey had been with, she would admit to others, including Melissa, Mahak’s wife, that Mahak was the best she had ever had. 
 
    Lorde might be almost as good. 
 
    In Jacey’s opinion, Mahak was so good at giving women pleasure because he enjoyed it as much as they did. The man loved to make a woman come into his mouth, or with his fingers, or his cock. He had moves and rhythms and a very talented tongue. 
 
    Not to mention a long one. 
 
    Lorde—Jacey had to stop comparing Lorde to Mahak because she was concentrating too much and wasn’t enjoying Lorde’s ministrations as much as she ought to be. 
 
    Which was a shame, because he was proving to be very talented at what he was doing. 
 
    He propped up her knees, spread her legs wider. Never before had Jacey felt so exposed, so thoroughly explored. Lorde’s tongue discovered every part of her, an inch at a time.  
 
    By the time he plunged his thick tongue inside her, Jacey felt like her eyes were ready to roll back in her head.  
 
    The waves of pleasure were constant and never-ending, and Jacey’s cries grew louder as Lorde moved deeper within her, finally replacing his tongue with his fingers as he returned to her neglected clit.  
 
    She was going to come again, and fast, Jacey decided with dismay. She wanted this prolonged; she wanted to keep him there, trapped between her thighs, doing whatever magical things he was doing with his mouth. 
 
    “Don’t stop,” she begged, both hands gripping his head and pushing against him. Her hips arched, her pelvis rocked. His mouth surrounded her clit with a suction that was sending Jacey out of her head. “Please, more…don’t stop, I’m going to…Oh, my god, that’s so fucking good…” 
 
    The orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, dragging her under. Her body flooded with pleasure, her cries loud and harsh in the quiet room. 
 
    He didn’t stop with his tongue or his mouth or his fingers, thrusting urgently into her so that her orgasm became a second, a third and her cries became screams as the immeasurable sensations obliterated her body, leaving her limp and spent when Lorde finally lifted his head. 
 
    “That was more like it,” he said with a satisfied gleam in his eye. 
 
    Jacey could only wave a lifeless hand as she lay sprawled on the bed. 
 
    “Don’t tell me you’ve had enough,” he taunted, pulling himself up to his knees.  
 
    Jacey ran her gaze over his chest, to the front of his pants that clearly showed his own desire. Was he going to give her more after that? Was she expected to move? 
 
    “Give me a minute,” she told him breathlessly. 
 
    “I don’t want to wait.” Sliding off the bed, Lorde stood by the footboard, slowly undoing the button on his black pants. He unzipped even slower, pushing the material down over his hips, and Jacey’s eyes gleamed with lust.  
 
    The man had a body like she’d never seen before. Rock hard from years of manual labour, Jacey could count abs and biceps and muscles she didn’t know the names of. There were indents and bulges and— 
 
    Maybe she could handle a bit more. 
 
    Lorde wasn’t wearing underwear and as he pushed his pants down, his cock reared up, long and thick and ready for her mouth.     
 
    Jacey’s energy returned as she slid down the bed, crouching before him. Grabbing him with both hands, she licked the tip of his cock before taking into her mouth. 
 
    Lorde hissed with satisfaction as his hands closed over her shoulders.  
 
    But he didn’t allow her to enjoy the power over him for too long. All too soon, he pushed her away.  
 
    “I need to fuck you now.” 
 
    As much as Jacey wanted him in her mouth again, she liked the sound of that. In his deep voice, with the hint of an accent—whether it Scottish or Maritime, Jacey hadn’t decided yet, the words ‘I need to fuck you now’ had a thrilling quality to them. She reared back, letting him settle onto the bed, his back against the thickly padded headboard. 
 
    She was to go on top. One of her favourite positions. 
 
    Jacey spread her legs and straddled him, looking down on him with a wanton smile as she used her hand to guide him inside her.  
 
    Thick and so hard, stretching her painfully as she sank onto him.  
 
    “Was I loud enough before?” she asked, biting her lip as she slowly moved up and down along the length of him. 
 
    He was so big. The feel of him inside her made her head spin. 
 
    Lorde shook his head. “More.” 
 
    “That’s what I said.” 
 
    “Then that’s what I’ll give you.” Grasping her waist, he lifted her up so only the tip was remained inside her, before pushing her down at the same time he thrust his hips up against her.  
 
    Jacey cried out as his cock slammed against her g-spot. 
 
    He lifted her again. “More?” he asked with a raised eyebrow, easily holding her steady even as she squirmed for the feel of his cock again. 
 
    “More,” she panted. “Please…fuck me like that again.” 
 
    “If you like.”  
 
    Jacey lost count after ten thrusts, each one sending pleasure thudding through her. She wanted to grind against him like a common hussy, but he held her tight, wouldn’t let her move against him. He controlled the thrusts, the depth, and intensity, and Jacey was powerless against his strength.  
 
    She could only grip his shoulders and wish for more. 
 
    She pleaded for more, eventually begging for her to make her come. The slow, controlled thrusts were good, hitting every inch of her insides but it wasn’t enough. She needed more, friction against her aching clit, desperate for release.  
 
    And then he moved his hand between them, his thumb barely grazing her clit, and Jacey screamed. She kept screaming as yet another orgasm raced through her body, and Lorde released her hips and let her hips take what she wanted. 
 
    Finally, her body satiated, she slumped against him. 
 
    “We’re not done yet,” he told her, wrapping his arms around her waist. 
 
    “Please,” Jacey whispered. 
 
    “Yes, I heard you begging,” Lorde said. In a well-practised move, he shifted, lifting her from his lap, to turn and laid her on the bed. His cock remained buried inside her. “It’ll be over soon.” 
 
    Jacey groaned as he reared back on muscular arms and began thrusting into her, deep and hard and taking what he wanted from her. He had given so much, she let him take, gripping his taut ass to draw him deeper.  
 
    She whimpered as he pulled out, leaving her empty only to pull her legs up to rest on his shoulders, and driving back in harder than before.  
 
    He thrust in, hard and fast, relentless in his quest and Jacey watched his face. His eyes were on a point above her head, his shoulder muscles straining as he held her hips up. Without a word, without a sound he fucked her; the only way Jacey could tell he was close to coming was his breath, coming in panting gasps.  
 
    And then with a staccato of thrusts, so hard she felt it in every inch of her body, Lorde exploded inside her. 
 
    His eyes closed, and with a murmur, “Elizabeth,” he collapsed on top of her, releasing her legs so they fell on either side of him. 
 
    Jacey left him there, his head cradled on her breasts until his breathing slowed and he began to stir.  
 
    “That was the best sex in the shortest amount of time I’ve ever had,” she told him quietly.  
 
    Lorde raised his head. “Sorry about that,” he said, looking anything but. 
 
    “I’m not complaining,” she laughed. “And because we don’t know each other very well, I’m not about to get upset that you said another woman’s name when you came. But I think while we wait for round two, you can at least tell me more about her.” 
 
    “Round two?” Lorde’s eyes were wary. Jacey guessed it was from the demand for answers rather than the request for more sex. 
 
    “You’re not getting off that easy.” 
 
    Lorde chuckled as he rested his head on her breasts again. “You sure did.” 
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    Morena  
 
      
 
    Morena stood on the porch Sunday afternoon and watched as the guests pulled out of the drive, waving sadly as the taillights blinked out of view. 
 
    She felt the same way after every weekend; proud that it had been so successful, happy to have made new friends, possibly repeat customers, but sad that the two days had come to an end. 
 
    “Send Tia my best,” Morena begged Jacey as she hugged her goodbye. “Tell her to come visit me.” 
 
    “I’ll tell her,” Jacey promised. 
 
    “Maybe the two of you could come with her?” 
 
    Jacey glanced at Dominic as she stepped off the porch. “Maybe.” 
 
    Dominic grinned at Morena. “Maybe.” 
 
    With a sigh, she watched Jacey get into the car. They were a nice couple. She hoped they’d come again. And that they would bring Tia with them. Morena made a mental note to contact her friend that night and invite her. 
 
    Maybe tomorrow. Morena was exhausted and wanted nothing more than to lounge in front of the television in her room for the night. Looking after the needs of sixteen guests took a lot out of her.  
 
    But she had a week’s reprieve; a couple was staying at the Inn Wednesday night but the rest of the week was clear until next Friday when she would welcome new guests. 
 
    “Did everyone have a good time?”  
 
    Morena turned at the sound of Henry’s voice behind her. “I think they did.” 
 
    “And you?” 
 
    “I like having guests here.” She smiled at the younger man. “If I didn’t, I’d be in the wrong profession.” 
 
    “But you’re in the right one now?” 
 
    She gave a last wave as Dominic and Jacey headed down the long drive before facing Henry with a frown. 
 
    “I think there are a few things you forgot to tell me,” Henry said with a quizzical smile. 
 
    Morena turned away, heaving a sigh. “What did you find out this time?” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The End 
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    Room Service 
 
    Callie 
 
      
 
    “I think you should both come with me,” Callie said. She smiled expectantly at the couple across the table.  
 
    Sadie leaned back into the booth and glanced warily at Jason beside her. “I’m not sure.” 
 
    The bar was packed and loud; perfect for meeting for drinks after work. It hadn’t 
 
    taken too much cajoling to convince new couple Sadie and Jason to meet her for a beer, but she suspected it might take a little more to talk them into her plan.   
 
    “What aren’t you sure about? It’s a weekend of sex. With other people. Lots of sex with lots of people! Why aren’t you jumping at the chance to do this?” 
 
    Jason picked up Callie’s phone. She had pulled up the website for Mrs. Robinson’s bed and breakfast to show them. 
 
      
 
    Adults Only 
 
    Overlooking the Bay of Fundy in 
 
    picturesque Nova Scotia, Mrs. Robinson’s Bed and Breakfast 
 
    is the perfect spot to relax, to be refreshed and to reflect 
 
    on the adventure of life. 
 
      
 
    “Adventure of life,” Jason read. He pushed his glasses up his nose. “I’m not reading anything about sex on this.” 
 
    “Keeping reading,” Callie said with a mixture of eagerness and impatience. “It talks about swingers in the comments.” 
 
    “I wasn’t aware that you were a swinger.” Jason turned to Sadie with a hint of a smile.  
 
    “I wasn’t aware I was, either.” Sadie grinned back at him. “Scared yet?” 
 
    “You don’t have to be.” Callie threw up her hands. Impatience had quickly turned to exasperation. “You just have to be open to the experience.” 
 
    Sadie glanced at the phone. “I don’t know if I’m ready for that experience.” 
 
    “Sadie. You’re young, you’re hot and you are of limited sexual experience.” 
 
    “That’s not true,” Sadie cried. “I have lots of experience—with both!” 
 
    “Yes.” Jason nodded his head. “She has lots of experience, with both, especially women. Which, I think, would be quite interesting to experience.” 
 
    “You want to see me with a woman?” 
 
    “Well, duh!” Callie laughed, the sound loud and contagious, making both Jason and Sadie smile in response. “Look, this is an amazing opportunity. You guys are together, and I’m really happy for you because you’re all cute and sexy together, but you can't fool me. I know it’s already got to be getting boring.” 
 
    “I didn’t say anything about that!” Sadie exclaimed, with an earnest glance at Jason. “It’s not boring. Nothing is boring. I never said anything about that!” 
 
    “You don’t have to. I know what relationships are like.” 
 
    The truth was, Callie’s last serious relationship was almost ten years ago, but the memory of how the passionate beginning faded to a lacklustre sex life was still etched in her memory. 
 
    “When’s the last time you had sex in anything but the missionary position?” she demanded.  
 
    “Two nights ago, I took her from behind,” Jason promptly replied. “It was enjoyable for both of us.” 
 
    “You just said that out loud, didn’t you?” Sadie asked faintly.  
 
    “Did you want to keep that private? Because I was only defending our relationship.” 
 
    “No, go ahead. Tell her whatever.”  
 
    Callie smiled at the resigned expression on Sadie’s face. There were no secrets between the three of them. There couldn’t be since Callie had hooked up with Jason on more than one occasion. Sadie had also been an intimate witness to Callie’s interlude with a work colleague.  
 
    Hever Construction, where the three of them worked, was a hotbed of impropriety. There were interludes, rendezvous, liaisons between the employees before work, after work as well as during office hours. Callie used to call the hookups office plays, and she made use of the casual atmosphere in the workplace more than most. She had her favourite work colleagues, knew the most discrete spots, and never grew bored during slow Wednesday afternoons.   
 
    At least that was how it used to be. Things at Hever had settled down amid society’s atmosphere of political correctness. Men who worked at Hever were afraid to even look at a woman since a flurry of firings had gotten rid of the most obnoxious employees. 
 
    Not all the male employees were the type to harass, but no one was hooking up much in the workplace these days.  
 
    Which was why Callie was so interested in a weekend jaunt. She missed the excitement.  
 
    “So, Delia’s actually been to this place?” Sadie asked, toying with the empty glass before her. Jason, always the dutiful boyfriend, gestured to the waitress that they were ready for another round. 
 
    Callie thought that was a positive sign. At least they were still looking at the website. 
 
    “Yep,” Callie enthused. “She went with her husband about a year ago. She said it was amazing! There’s this guy there—Lord something or other—and apparently, he’s awesome. Moves like you would not believe.” 
 
    “I’d believe them,” Sadie said stoutly with an admiring glance at Jason. 
 
    “Delia never got a chance to try him out, but she met this woman who was raving about him, so much that the husband got pissed off and threatened to leave. Not that either of you would get pissed about something that went on, because you’re cool with stuff like that, right?” 
 
    “Why don’t you ask Delia to go with you?” Jason wondered. 
 
    “Things aren’t great with the hubby after he found out what was going on with Delia and Carl at work. I still can’t believe the two of them were carrying on like that and didn’t tell me!” 
 
    “You know, you don’t have to know everything.”    
 
    “But I do. It’s not my fault that people like to tell me things. It’s not like I’m prying into their lives.” Callie flashed her winning smile across the table, the one that usually got her exactly what she wanted. “I like to listen.” 
 
    “Uh huh.” 
 
    “But, look—this place is beautiful,” she continued. “Winter in the Maritimes. It’s an experience you’ll never forget, mainly because you’ll be with me.” 
 
    Callie could tell Sadie was beginning to come around. Just a little more persuading... 
 
    “You don’t have to actually do anything with anyone else.” Callie thought she’d throw that in. She didn’t want anything to come between Sadie and Jason, not that she suspected this weekend would. But she wanted them to come with her. As comfortable as she was going solo for things, she just wanted the company for once. “You can hole up in your room and fuck like rabbits for all I care. But I really need you to come with me. Sort of hold my hand, provide support.” 
 
    Sadie burst out laughing. “When have you ever needed support for something like this?” 
 
    “Back when guys used to be able to pick me up and push me against a wall, I needed a bit of support.” 
 
    “We’re not talking physical support,” Jason cut in. 
 
    “Yes, I know that,” Callie said with the utmost patience.  
 
    She knew Jason was thinking of how he physically supported her that one time when they did it on the pallet of cement bags. He held her legs while he buried his face— 
 
    Callie gave her head a quick shake to rid herself of the image. Jason was with Sadie now and therefore needed to be vanquished from her version of a spank bank. 
 
    It was too bad. She was happy for her friends, but Callie’s memories of Jason were quite memorable. 
 
    “So what do you say?” Callie wheedled. “We can fly down Friday afternoon, come home Sunday. There are cheap flights available, and the place is gorgeous. I saw pictures. It’s a farm on the edge of the Bay of Fundy and—” 
 
    Sadie raised her hand. “Enough! You’re getting into begging now.” 
 
    “But I really, really want you to come with me. It’ll be fun.” 
 
    Sadie glanced at Jason with a secret smile. 
 
    “C’mon,” Callie added. “You know you want to.” 
 
    “Oh, all right,” Sadie said, feigning reluctance. “We’ll go with you.” 
 
    “You had us at swingers,” Jason admitted.  
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    Morena clutched Peter’s ass, so trim and tight from cycling, but couldn’t prevent him from pulling out of her. 
 
    She gave a soft moan of disappointment, but it was only a moment until Lyndsay’s tongue replaced her husband’s cock. 
 
    As much as Morena liked the sensation of a man thrusting deep inside her, there was nothing like the touch of a women’s mouth between her legs. Her best orgasms were usually from a woman.  
 
    Both Lyndsay and Peter were overly attentive that evening. They were both very giving individuals, but that night seemed special.  
 
    Lyndsay’s tongue attacked her clit with a ferocity that was unusual. The younger woman was adventurous, always ready to learn and try new things, but this was— 
 
    “Oh, yes!” Morena reached above her, looking for something to grab. The pillows had been thrown to the floor, as well as the bedcovers, and as much as she wanted to push Lyndsay’s head deeper between her legs, she held back.  
 
    “Make her come, Lynds,” Peter ordered from his position behind his wife. He had a good view of his wife’s ministrations while he was thrusting into her. “Give her more.” 
 
    Lyndsay moaned, which felt as delicious as it sounded. Morena was vocal in her love-making and liked her partners to be as well. She liked conversation, instructions, dirty talk; moans and groans and screaming.  
 
    She liked it all. 
 
    “Just—there. Right there.” Morena grasped the top of Lyndsay’s curly head. “Just like that.” 
 
    This was good, this was so good... 
 
    Peter thrust into his wife so hard the bed was shoved back into the wall.  
 
    That was going to leave a mark. 
 
    But there was no time to check on the damage. Waves surged through Morena, causing her harsh cries to join with Peter’s laboured breathing to fill the room.   
 
    “More...don’t stop...just...there...there...there! Oh my god!” The sensations spread through her body like wildfire. Morena arched her back while she peaked, pressing Lyndsay’s open, eager mouth, against her. “Oh, my god.” 
 
    She sagged back against the bed. 
 
    “I need to fuck that,” Peter growled. Leaving his wife unsatisfied, Peter returned to Morena and thrust deep into her. She gasped, still coming down from the orgasm, ready to begin the climb again.  
 
    Peter grasped her legs, pushing them up against her chest so she couldn’t rock against him. Instead of struggling with the position, Morena reached for Lyndsay on the bed beside her. Her hand soon found the warm wetness between the woman’s thighs and Morena thrust her fingers inside her.  
 
    Soon, Lyndsay was writhing against her hand, on the verge of an orgasm. 
 
    “Wait for me,” Morena instructed, gazing up at Peter. She could tell he was close because he always shut his eyes before he came like he was focusing on his own pleasure. He wasn’t going to be able to wait for her. 
 
    Morena reached down to finger her clit as Peter dove in and out, mirroring the movements she used for Lyndsay.  
 
    “Please...now...” Lyndsay whimpered.  
 
    “Wait...” Morena had taught Lyndsay to time her orgasm, to delay her release just long enough to go together.  
 
    She was close...so close. Another moment... “Now!” Rubbing furiously on her clit, Morena felt it a moment after Lyndsay gave in and exploded around her hand. 
 
    Peter crashed into her with a final thrust. 
 
    Morena lay back on the bed, her face creased with a smile.  
 
    She had been meeting with Peter and Lyndsay for almost three years now. The young couple had visited Fallen Gardens, the resort she owned and operated. They had been looking for something new and exciting to liven up their five-year marriage and had come away from the weekend with plenty of memories, new sexual confidence, and a unicorn to play with.  
 
    Morena, attracted and intrigued, had offered herself to the couple. She had suggested a mutually beneficial relationship, where she would be committed to both of them, and provide plenty of excitement for their marriage. It had been the first time she had made the offer to one of her guests, but she had been drawn to the couple’s obvious happiness and desire for a strong marriage. 
 
    She’d been that happy once; doing what she could for her marriage. Unfortunately, her husbands hadn’t shared the same desire for their marriage, and ultimately for her.  
 
    Morena was quite fond of both Peter and Lyndsay, enjoying their company as well as their lovemaking, and going so far as to give up another lover to remain monogamous. They liked to spend a few nights every month together, with Morena staying at their house in Halifax. Once or twice, Peter and Lyndsay had returned to Fallen Gardens, but never when there were other guests. It was out of the question for them to join the weekends she set aside for the swinger crowd. 
 
    If Morena was monogamous, she expected the same of them. As much as she enjoyed the swinger weekends, which often saw old friends visit and new friends made, Morena suspected she’d dislike it if she had to watch Peter and Lyndsay pair up with someone new.  
 
    Jealousy? Possibly, but Morena was more worried that they might find a replacement; someone younger, more vibrant. She knew no one could compare to her experience and sense of adventure, but there were many who had youth on their side.  
 
    Her fifty-seventh birthday had recently passed, hitting her harder than expected.  
 
    But luckily it hadn’t diminished her libido or her capacity for orgasms.  
 
    Morena caught her breath and rolled towards Lyndsay. Her smile of satisfaction vanished when she noticed the tears trickling out of Lyndsay’s eyes.  
 
    “What’s the matter?” she gasped, reaching for her. 
 
    “Lyndsay...don’t...” Peter groaned.  
 
    “What is it?” Morena demanded. “What did I—?” 
 
    “We can’t do this anymore,” Lyndsay choked over her words. “This was...the last...time.” 
 
    The tears came fast and furious now, mixed with heart-breaking sobs.  
 
    Morena looked at Peter, who was pulling on his pants. “I’m sorry. This wasn’t the way I wanted to tell you.” 
 
    “Why?” Morena asked in a small voice. Torn between wanting to comfort Lyndsay and the uneasy vulnerability she felt, she chose herself and stood up to reach for her clothes.  
 
    “It’s not you,” Peter hastened to assure her. “We love you, you know that. We love this.” He gestured to Lyndsay curled up on the bed, still crying. “Well, maybe not this part.” 
 
    “Is there someone else?” Morena held her breath, not wanting to hear the answer, but sure it could be the only reason. They’d found someone else, someone younger, more in tune with them, more exciting, sexy... 
 
    “God, no!” Peter exclaimed.  
 
    “How can you think we’d ever want someone else?” Lyndsay sobbed. 
 
    “Well, unless you tell me differently, that’s what I think.” 
 
    Peter reached for her, but Morena stepped away to pick up her bra on the other side of the room. “Morena, this wasn’t how we were going to tell you.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” Lyndsay sat up with a sniffle, wiping her hand across her nose. “I’m sorry... just...after you came and I thought that was the last time...” 
 
    Morena swiftly pulled on her shirt, buttoning her pants. She didn’t know what was going on, but she needed to be able to make a quick getaway. Things had been going so well. This was a complete blindside and she readied her heart best she could in preparation for the news they had found someone else. 
 
    “We’re trying to have a baby,” Peter said quickly.  
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    Thin sheets of sleet fell outside, which perfectly matched Lorde’s mood. 
 
    He’d promised to go to his friend Meredith’s place that night to watch the curling, but after half a dozen beer, he had the sense to leave a rambling message an hour or so after he was supposed to be there.  
 
    Lorde couldn’t remember what he had said. 
 
    He’d come home from town later that afternoon and had immediately started drinking. Meredith had shown up soon after he left the message with more beer. Lorde had cracked open the bottle of bourbon about an hour ago.  
 
    “Enough’s enough, right?” Lorde handed an open bottle of beer to Meredith, who was sprawled on his couch like she owned it. Bella, the dog had curled up beside her and seemed to agree. “I have to get over her.” He slapped his hand on the arm of the chair as he sat back down. 
 
    He’d known Meredith his whole life, but they had only grown close in the years since Lorde had returned from Afghanistan. After Elizabeth had broken his heart, he shunned his old friends, preferring solitude to answer questions he didn’t want to think about. He’d connected with Meredith through Morena and drifted into a friendship with her.  
 
    It was perfectly platonic and both preferred it that way. Lorde knew there was a past love in her life, but to this day, he was unsure of who or what Meredith was attracted to. After dealing with people who did nothing but follow their libido, Lorde thought Meredith’s asexual attitude was like a breath of fresh air. 
 
    “I think I’ve heard that before.” Meredith scratched behind Bella’s ear. “Haven’t you, puppy?” 
 
    “It’s different. It’s not good.”  
 
    The light from the lamp cast shadows on her face, highlighting her high cheekbones. She was a very pretty woman, with a solid, muscular body suited for outdoor work. Lorde was reminded once again how Meredith would be the perfect woman for him if she was only attracted to men.  
 
    Or maybe she was, and just not attracted to him. 
 
    Even after all these years, the question was still a mystery to him.  
 
    “And why is today any different?” Meredith raised an eyebrow.  
 
    “Elizabeth’s pregnant.” The pain seeped into his voice, like water leaking into a basement.  
 
    His words created a silent hole in the room. Lorde fixed his attention to the rock Jennifer Jones was sliding down the sheet. If it hadn’t been for the alcohol, he never would have admitted it.  
 
    Meredith waited until the rock had come to a stop, pushing out two other rocks. “I hadn’t heard that.” 
 
    “Brenda tole me.” Lorde heard himself speak, the words coming slowly, as he fought not to trip over his tongue. He had a good tolerance for alcohol, but couldn’t remember the last time he had drunk this much. 
 
    He couldn’t remember the last time he’d hurt so much. 
 
    “Who’s Brenda?” Meredith was more of a social outcast in Wolfville then even Lorde.  
 
    “She works in the drugstore.” 
 
    “And how would she know if Elizabeth was pregnant?” 
 
    “Prob’ly cuz she was buying something that would tell she was pregnant.” Now he was starting to slur, just as the bourbon was warming his tongue.  
 
    Morena was always encouraging him to talk, to express his feelings, but now, the one time he felt ready to talk, he wasn’t going to be able to form the words. 
 
    “You mean, like a pregnancy test?” Meredith asked carefully. “I dunno—Elizabeth seems so private. I can’t see her doing that.” 
 
    “How else is she gonna find out she’s pregnant? Wait for some angel to jump down to tell her?” 
 
    Meredith tried to hide her smile. Both of them had been raised in the Catholic school system, but after Afghanistan, Lorde’s faith had vanished, rubbed raw after what he experienced. For him to reference the virgin birth, however vague, meant Lorde was quite drunk. “She’s got a doctor. At least then she can be sure it won’t be spread all over the town by the loudmouths and juicy gossips.” 
 
    “Why would she care?” When Meredith didn’t answer, Lorde turned to find her staring at him with an incredulous expression on her face. “What?” 
 
    Meredith shook her head. “I thought I was a loner. Don’t you know what people in town talk about? If Elizabeth is pregnant, the first thing they’ll ask is if it’s yours.” 
 
    “It’s not mine.” Lorde was quick to answer, mainly because he wanted to check the leap of his heart at the thought of having a child with Elizabeth. The thought of a baby, part of him and part of Elizabeth, was all he had been thinking about since he heard the news. 
 
    Not that there was any chance of him being the father.  
 
    He was in love with Elizabeth—hopelessly, pathetically in love. The worst part was that he knew Elizabeth felt the same way. He could see it in her eyes, tell from the way she sucked in her breath when he touched her.  
 
    Lorde had been with enough women to know that Elizabeth wanted him. That she wanted him as much as he wanted her. 
 
    But while she might not have respected her marital vows as much as she should, Elizabeth was too afraid of her husband to take that final step. They had done everything but make love.  
 
    Lorde didn’t think either of them could handle it if they truly made love—Elizabeth dealing with the fear and guilt, and for him, the hope of what such an intimate act could mean.  
 
    “You know that I know that, and so does Elizabeth,” Meredith said. “Anybody else might wonder. I’m sure Alan has.” 
 
    Alan was Elizabeth’s husband, the abusive, manipulative asshole who lied to her and threatened to take her children away. 
 
    Who got to make love with her, and touch and care for her... 
 
    “No...he wouldn’t dare.” Lorde balled his hands into fists. “He wouldn’t fucking dare.” 
 
    “I have no idea what he would or wouldn’t do, or even what he would fuck. Did you hear the story of that girl over in New Minas?” Meredith chuckled when Lorde growled deep in his throat.  
 
    “Dude.” She shifted on the couch to set her empty bottle on the table in front of her. “It’s her life, mistakes and all. If you do want to get over her, that’s the first thing you have to accept.” 
 
    “I don’t want to get over her,” Lorde muttered. 
 
    “But you have to. It’s time. I didn’t even hold a candle for that long.” 
 
    He turned in the chair to face her. “Who?” 
 
    Meredith waved the question away. “Not important. It was when you were overseas.” 
 
    “Yeah, but...you can talk about it. If you want.” He wasn’t an easily communicative man. He could count the number of people he was comfortable talking with two fingers, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t a good listener. Or at least try to be.  
 
    “I don’t want,” Meredith said, firmly shutting the door for any further questions.   
 
    Lorde let it go and made a mental note to talk to Morena to see what she knew about Meredith’s past. Morena was never malicious, but the woman did love to gossip. 
 
    “So, are you at Morena’s this weekend?” Meredith asked. She pushed the dog away as she rose and padded toward the kitchen for another beer. Bella, crestfallen, sulked against the wall. 
 
    “No, next weekend.” 
 
    “You ever going to tell me what goes on there? People talk a lot about that, too, you know.” 
 
    Lorde’s head jerked up with surprise and forced him to lean back against the headrest to stop the spinning. “Like what?”  
 
    Never in their years of friendship, had Meredith ever brought up Morena’s weekends. He wasn’t even aware that she knew he participated in... 
 
    In whatever it was called. Swapping. Swinging. Trading partners. 
 
    After Elizabeth, Lorde hated talking about Morena and what went on at Fallen Gardens more than anything.  
 
    He got to have sex with women with no commitment, no judging and the understanding that they would most likely never see each other again. 
 
    For a man hopelessly in love with a woman he could never have, it was the perfect solution.  
 
    Or was it the only solution for him? 
 
    It wasn’t like he was embarrassed to be associated with it, or Morena, but if there was one thing Lorde needed, was to keep his private life private. He didn’t want people to talk or wonder about him. 
 
    Or feel pity for him.  
 
    Lorde couldn’t get his own woman, so he had to sponge off other men. Sloppy seconds. No one would want to be with him for longer than a night. 
 
    Alcohol never made Lorde cruel towards others, only to himself.  
 
    “Why don’t you ever invite me to come along?” Meredith pressed. 
 
    “What? You wouldn’t...I didn’t think...really? I didn’t think you’d be interested,” he finally said. 
 
    Meredith laughed as she took the bottles from the fridge. “It’s been so long that I don’t know what I’m interested in anymore.” 
 
    Lorde’s mind raced with visuals he didn’t want to have in his head. Meredith was his best friend; the only woman other than Morena he’d never had the slightest interest or attraction to. She was like a sister to him, and like a sister, thinking of her having sex was the last thing he wanted to do. 
 
    “Oh,” was all he could think of to say, prompting another laugh out of Meredith. 
 
    “Don’t worry, dude, we’re not about to talk about my sex life.” 
 
    “Oh. If you wanted—if you need to talk about something like that, you can.” 
 
    She laughed again. “It got your mind off Elizabeth, didn’t it?” 
 
    It had done the trick. 
 
    Meredith settled back onto the couch, and as she patted the seat beside her in an invitation, Bella leaped up to join her. “But I’ve always been curious about what goes on. Is it one big orgy?” 
 
    “No.” Lorde couldn’t look at Meredith. He wanted her to be joking, but he had the horrible feeling she was completely serious. “No. Not that.” 
 
    “But you have sex with everybody?” 
 
    “No.” Why did they have to talk about this? Wasn’t Meredith as squeamish about hearing about Lorde’s sex life that he was hearing about hers? They were watching curling, drinking beer—it was nice and comfortable, even with the cold rain outside. Why did they have to talk about sex? 
 
    Now he couldn’t stop thinking about Meredith having sex. What she would look like, how she would sound—did she like it hard and rough, or gentle–? 
 
    Lorde shook his head and downed half his beer.  
 
    “So? What’s it like?” She was like a dog with a bone, never giving up. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “I’m interested. Not in you, so don’t go let your beer-fuddled mind start going there. I’m curious.” 
 
    Lorde couldn’t hide the sigh of relief. Meredith threw a pillow at him. 
 
    “There are couples, and sometimes they want someone with them, and sometimes they want someone new for each other. Sometimes they join another couple...anything goes. Not anything...” 
 
    “Swingers? That’s who comes to these?” 
 
    “People open to sharing.” 
 
    Meredith nodded, seeming to mull over Lorde’s explanation. “Fun, but I don’t think it’d be for me.” 
 
    “It’s not for everyone.” He fought the urge to heave another sigh of relief.  
 
    “But you like it?” 
 
    Oh, god, she was still at it. Lorde peered at the television. The match was almost over, wasn’t it? Could she go home now? 
 
    Meredith had drunk too much to go home. She’d want to stay on his couch, curled up with Bella in front of the fire. Maybe he could go to bed. Anything to stop the questions.  
 
    “Maybe. Sometimes.” 
 
    “And you do this to get your mind off Elizabeth?” 
 
    “Not really.” He shifted uncomfortably in the chair.  
 
    “Then why? You could have anyone you wanted?” 
 
    Lorde stared across the room. Why did he use the women during those weekends?  
 
    But was he using them? Or were they using him? He never left a woman wanting, always leaving them satisfied.  
 
    Usually, they wanted more of him. 
 
    “I can’t—the way I feel about Elizabeth...it’s not fair to anyone.”  
 
    Meredith smiled at him with affection in her eyes. “That’s very considerate of you. Very gentlemanlike.” 
 
    “I try.” 
 
    “So this way you can still get laid whenever you want to.” 
 
    Lorde choked on his beer. What had gotten into Meredith tonight?  
 
    “I guess,” he managed after he’d stopped coughing.  
 
    “Does she know what you get up to?” 
 
    Lorde shrugged, trying to sound casual, but Meredith had touched on his biggest fear. It was the lingering sense of disloyalty that kept him from meeting new women; Elizabeth may not have belonged to him, but she was still in his heart. Even though she had told him to move on, Lorde liked to think she’d be upset if he really did.  
 
    But what would she think if she knew he was having casual sex with a variety of women? 
 
    “You said people talk about it?” 
 
    “Speculate, really. I’m sure what goes on is tame compared to the gossip that flies about.” 
 
    “I would think so.”  
 
    Except for the BDSM weekends. Lorde was too frightened of the dominatrix who visited the resort to go anywhere near Morena those weekends. 
 
    “Maybe it’s good if Elizabeth knows what you’re up to,” Meredith mused. “If you’re really up for moving on. Getting over her might be easier if she’s upset with you.” 
 
    “Do you really think she’d be upset with me?”    
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    Callie 
 
      
 
    The low meow greeted Callie as she let herself into the house.  
 
    “Yes, I’m home,” she said patiently as her cats wound their way around her ankles. Olaf was a twenty-five-pound bundle of jealousy, batting the smaller, but still substantial Jafar away whenever he believed Jafar was getting too much attention.  
 
    “You’re too much like me.” Callie knelt to scratch both cats, making sure Olaf got just a little more around the ears so Jafar wouldn’t suffer. “All my pussies need constant attention.” 
 
    Callie realized she’d have to find someone to take care of the cats while she was away for her dirty weekend. Her neighbour Mrs. Gretchen was the first on the list, but the elderly woman had been ill lately, and Callie didn’t want to force her to go outside any more than she had to. Maybe Brienne could be persuaded to check in with the cats.    
 
    “Why don’t you ask Brienne to go with you?” Sadie had asked earlier when Jason had been in the washroom. “If you think Jason and I are already boring, then what do you think of her and Cooper?”  
 
    Callie had to think about how to answer the question. “I love Brienne, but she’s not like us,” she had finally replied. “That thing with Ian was the most exciting thing she’d ever done and she completely freaked out about it. I can’t picture her at a place like this Mrs. Robinson’s. I think she’d over-think things.” 
 
    “Maybe,” Sadie had hedged. “Would Cooper be into it?” 
 
    Callie laughed. “Abby says no. She says he’s pretty conservative.” 
 
    “And she’d know this how? Oh, that’s right, they used to work together.” 
 
    “That’s the impression I got as well from him. But I think that’s what Brienne needs, so good for her. I mentioned it, and kind of waited for her to suggest they go, but she didn’t seem interested. Not like you,” she teased. 
 
    Sadie hadn’t seemed excited when Callie had broached the suggestion, but by the end of the evening, she had been raring to go. The weekend at Mrs. Robinson’s couldn’t come soon enough. They had booked the two nights right there in the bar since Callie wasn’t convinced Sadie or Jason wouldn’t change their minds. 
 
    They’d have fun, Callie decided. And she’d finally get laid. 
 
    It had been over two months since she and Michael had finally consummated their long-simmering attraction. Almost three. And there’d be no one since then. 
 
    Three months wasn’t that long for some, Callie mused as she changed into jogging pants and one of her brother’s old McGill sweatshirts she had absconded with the last time she’d been home. But it was for her. 
 
    “Three or four times a week down to nothing is a big shock to the system,” Callie told Olaf, who blinked at her from the bed. The cat followed her everywhere, which often made it awkward when she invited men over. 
 
    Which had been a while. “I’m sure you like it better that way.” 
 
    Jafar waited in the doorway. It was after ten, but Callie wasn’t ready to go to bed. She rarely slept more than five hours at a time. If she turned in now, she’d undoubtedly be wide awake at three A.M., with nothing to do but waste the batteries in her vibrator so she could get back to sleep. 
 
    She missed sex. 
 
    She missed the touch of another body pressed against hers. Of hands touching, lips searching, the sound of loud breathing in a quiet room.  
 
    She missed Michael. 
 
    Just because he didn’t have the balls to end a relationship that was clearly not working—his words, not hers—Callie was the one being punished. Since that early morning tryst with Michael in the office, she hadn’t been able to get excited about anyone else.   
 
    Callie poured herself a glass of milk, snagged a cookie from the half-empty package on the counter and settled herself in front of the television.  
 
    Compared to her demanding libido, Callie had simple tastes.  
 
    She liked milk and cookies at the end of a day, while she unwound by watching mindless fluff on the W channel. Or one of the home renovations shows. Her obsession with the Property Brothers rivalled her crush on Michael for the longest she’d been interested in a person. 
 
    She’d been crushing on Michael for almost two years. Two years of smiles and flirtations, and listening to him talk about his girlfriend. Callie could just tell things weren’t good between them, but held her tongue. For two years. 
 
    Until one morning they had both been at the office ridiculously early. And there had been someone there even earlier. She and Michael had listened to the noises of lovemaking coming from the kitchen, the sounds, mixing with the close proximity of each other, leading to them finally acting on their attraction. 
 
    Plus, Michael had told her he was ending things with his girlfriend. That was the last straw in her willpower.  
 
    Callie had little luck with relationships, but she always respected others.  
 
    “Apparently, he didn’t respect his own,” Callie said aloud to Olaf, who had followed her to the couch and was eying her glass of milk with great interest.   
 
    That had pissed her off; that Michael had lied to her, just to get in her pants. Or up her dress, since that was what she had been wearing that morning.  
 
    He had pushed her onto the desk and flipped up her skirt, before pressing his mouth between her legs and... 
 
    “Stop thinking about it,” Callie instructed herself, prompting Olaf to retract the paw that had been edging toward her glass. “There’s no sense. He doesn’t feel the same way, so just get over it.” 
 
    But Drew and Jonathon’s banter wasn’t holding her concentration enough, nor was the Hallmark movie about a small-town doctor finding love she flipped to.  
 
    Callie had thought spending time with Sadie and Jason would be good for her, but their happiness had obviously been a reminder of what she was missing. 
 
    But she wasn’t missing anything. She didn’t want a relationship. She was happy being by herself. 
 
    But she’d like to be having some sex. 
 
    And if Michael was free and clear of relationship baggage, Callie might have been persuaded to give a relationship a try. Maybe.  
 
    But he hadn’t been, so it was a moot point.  No commitment for her. That was the way she wanted it.  
 
    Love only meant hurting people.  
 
    Callie yawned but knew sleep wouldn’t come easy that night. It was time to pull out the big guns. She finished her milk and set the glass on the table, out of reach of Olaf’s paw. On one of the built-in bookshelves beside the television was her pride and joy.  
 
    Her collection of Walt Disney movies.  
 
    Only the animated ones, although she’d made an exception with the new Beauty and the Beast. Callie had whiled away many an hour being transported to the land of fairy tales, where ever one deserved a happy ending.  
 
    It was nice to watch some people find true love.  
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    Morena woke up at her usual time on Friday, ready to greet the day, to ready the inn for the guests arriving. It took her through her shower, breakfast, and a batch of muffins, to realize something was off.  
 
    She’d lost Peter and Lyndsay. 
 
    It had been over a week since she had been with them. A week since they had told her they no longer wanted to see her. She’d done nothing with the news except push it deep down inside. 
 
    It wasn’t that she was devastated to lose the couple; she’d miss them, but she understood their decision. And she was truly happy for them. Morena had never felt the desire to have children but appreciated that others were driven to procreate.  
 
    It wasn’t what, but how it happened. It was what Peter had said when Morena had congratulated them. 
 
    “We talked to our friends about you,” Peter had said, the words jamming together in his eagerness. “They really want to meet you. We thought you could have the same arrangement with them.” 
 
    Morena’s best wishes had died in her mouth. She glanced at Lyndsay who wouldn’t meet her eyes. 
 
    “You want to pass me off to your friends? Like I’m some sort of service?” 
 
    “That’s not what he meant,” Lyndsay said hastily. “Just that we care so much about you, and we thought they would too.” 
 
    “What about what I want? Do you think I do this with just anyone?” 
 
    Lyndsay glanced at Peter and Morena saw the confusion in her eyes. “I’m not some kind of...I’m not a prostitute! Some kind of call girl that you share with your friends.” 
 
    “No! We never thought that.” Peter sputtered. “I never said anything like that!” 
 
    “You implied.” Morena’s voice was ice-cold, matching the lack of heat in her body.  
 
    Suddenly she had been swept back over thirty years ago, when she had been young and naive, madly in love and ready to do anything he asked of her. 
 
    Morena had given her head a firm shake, bringing her back to the familiarity of Peter and Lyndsay’s bedroom. “Never mind. Best of luck to you both on starting a family. And I’d rather you not pass my name around like I’m some sort of repairman.” 
 
    “Morena!” Lyndsay wailed after her.  
 
    Now over a week later, the memories of that night still stung. She tried to banish her thoughts, her memories as she angrily stirred the batter for the apple bran muffins. 
 
    “You’re giving that batter quite the workout,” a quiet voice commented. 
 
    Morena glanced up with surprise. She’d been so into her own head that she hadn’t heard Henry enter the kitchen. 
 
    “Henry. I didn’t hear you,” she said awkwardly.  
 
    “I don’t think you would have heard if the kitchen exploded around you.” Henry smiled as he boosted himself onto a stool on the other side of the counter. “What’s up? You obviously have a lot on your mind.” 
 
    Morena returned his smile before her mouth creased in a frown. “I don’t think it’s anything that should be common knowledge.” 
 
    “Off-the-record, I promise.” After much urging, Morena had agreed to allow Henry to write her story. She still didn’t see the need for the world to learn so much about her, but Henry and his parents, Morena’s close friends Declan and Nathalie, had assured her that her story was one that would be a best seller.  
 
    Morena suspected her past might be an interesting read for some, but doubted anything would be best-seller material. Still, Henry had been persistent and had eventually won her over.  
 
    The promised royalty split had helped. Running Fallen Gardens was expensive and while the B&B showed a profit, there were lean times that Morena had to plan for. As happy as she was being alone, it was difficult at times.  
 
    “I’m here as a friend only,” Henry promised, eyeing the still-warm muffins with a gleam in his eyes. “Can I help? I’ve been told I’m a good listener.” 
 
    “I think you’ve proven that.”  
 
    “Is it something that happened last week? I didn’t expect you back so quickly. Usually, you’re away for a couple of days.”  
 
    Morena sighed. She knew it would help to unload her emotions but wasn’t sure what to tell Henry. Or even how. She had become very fond of Henry since he’d been writing her story.  
 
    Maybe not as fond as a son, but definitely a favourite nephew.    
 
    How could she explain her relationship with Peter and Lyndsay? And admit to not only being dumped but over-reacting over the news. 
 
    She should never have said anything about their friends. Not that she would want to be passed around, but a simple ‘No, thank you,’ would have sufficed.  
 
    “You’re a little too observant, aren’t you?” Morena told him with a raised eyebrow. 
 
    “I’m a writer. That’s my job. To observe. Like, I know that you were excited to see someone last week because you went out with a big smile and smelling like a bouquet of flowers.” 
 
    She grimaced. “Too much perfume?” 
 
    “You smelled heavenly. So what happened? Things didn’t work out like you planned with him? Or...” Henry had a hesitant expression on his face. “Her?” 
 
    Morena took a deep breath. Henry had already proven his trustworthiness. “Him and her. I’ve been involved with a couple for some time. And last night they told me they didn’t want to see me anymore.” 
 
    “That’s too bad.” Henry’s voice rang true with sympathy, without a hint of surprise at her arrangement.  
 
    What did she expect? Declan and Nathalie’s lifestyle meant they certainly weren’t traditional parents. And after hearing most of her story, Henry would undoubtedly expect her to still enjoy an alternate relationship. 
 
    “It is, but it’s for a good reason.” Morena bit her lip with hesitation. Should she tell him? Suddenly, the words tumbled out of her mouth, like water from a tap. “It’s that they seemed to be offering to set me up with their friends like it was some sort of consolation prize. Or like I was nothing more than a service to be passed around.” 
 
    “Ouch. But I’m sure they didn’t mean it like that.” 
 
    She rubbed a sudden ache in her temple. Friday nights didn’t work as well if she was battling a headache. “I’m sure they didn’t either, but I jumped to conclusions and stormed out.” 
 
    Henry smiled affectionately at her. “I’d love to see you storm out of somewhere.” 
 
    “It’s not pretty.” 
 
    “How did you jump to that conclusion?” 
 
    Morena could practically see Henry sitting on the edge of his seat with a notebook and pencil poised to take notes.  
 
    If he used a notebook, which he didn’t.  
 
    She took another deep breath. “There was a time...” she began, then paused as Henry’s face registered her words. 
 
    “Really? You were a—” 
 
    “Not like you think. Or, not in so many words. Unofficially, I guess.” 
 
    “Are you trying to tell me that you were a prostitute?”  
 
    Morena smiled ruefully as she gave the muffin batter a final stir. “I was in the sense, but I never benefitted from it.” 
 
    “I think you need to explain a little better than that. Please. Because I’m thinking some things I shouldn’t be thinking.” 
 
    “I truly hate that I’ve forced you to think about any of it.” Another deep breath helped her clear her thoughts but did nothing about her headache. She turned to snag the greased muffin tin lined with baking cups so she wouldn’t have to look Henry in the eye.  
 
    “I was once involved with a man who enjoyed sharing me with his friends. There were mainly his business associates. In exchange for an evening with me, he got advice, investments...influence over others. And I got passed around.” 
 
    “Who?” Henry’s voice was soft like he knew this was the first time Morena had ever spoken about that time in her life. It wasn’t something she was proud of.  
 
    She shook her head. “I’d rather not say. You can call him Mr. X if you like.” 
 
    “Are you saying you want this in the book?” 
 
    “I’m not sure. It’s a part of my life, yes, but one that I’m not proud of. There’s a lot I’ve done that I may regret, but nothing that shamed me as much as allowing this to happen. If it can somehow help other women...there’s a lot of powerful men out there and the practice probably continues. So, yes. You can put it in.” 
 
    “But no name?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, no. I’d have to tell him. I’d have to talk to him. And I’m sure there would be legal ramifications, so for your sake as well as my own, he’ll be called Mr. X.” 
 
    It was as if a great weight had lifted off Morena’s shoulders. She couldn’t believe how much relief she felt for admitting what had happened all those years ago.  
 
    “Do you want to tell me about it?” 
 
    “Yes, but not now. Let me get through this weekend and we can sit down and have a proper gossip.” 
 
    “This is your life, Morena. It’s not gossip.” 
 
    “I know. And I realize if you’re going to author this book, you need to know everything—the good, the bad and the ugly. This is ugly. And I’m ashamed. But I think it will help.” 
 
    “It might help you to get it off your chest,” Henry suggested.  
 
    “You’re probably right. It helped to tell you what was wrong.” 
 
    Henry slid off the chair with a smug expression on his face. “I’m usually right about things like that.” 
 
    “So modest, too.” She grinned at him, and with a flick of her wrist, tossed him a still warm muffin. Henry caught it before it hit him in the chest. “Go back to your bunker. I’ve got things to do before the masses arrive.” 
 
    “I was thinking,” Henry began hesitantly. “Maybe I could stay for dinner one night? Not tonight, because I think I’ll be brainstorming this new bit of information. Maybe tomorrow?” 
 
    “Of course, Henry, you’re always welcome. But—dinner? And...?” 
 
    “Maybe. Maybe you should give it a thought, as well.” 
 
    The thought hit her like a thunderbolt. “Please tell me you’re not suggesting that...we...?” 
 
    “No!” Henry thundered loud enough for Morena to fear for the muffins in the oven. “Not that I wouldn’t—I wouldn’t, but not because of you, but—” 
 
    Morena raised a hand. “You don’t have to say anything. I just wanted to make sure we’re on the same page.” 
 
    “I’m not even in that book,” he said quickly. “No offence. You’re friends with my parents.” 
 
    “Great. None taken. I didn’t want any crossed signals.” 
 
    “Signals loud and clear like a train crossing.” 
 
    “A train crossing,” Morena repeated. “Great.” 
 
    “Great. Thanks for the muffin.” And Henry all but ran from the kitchen, leaving Morena chuckling after him. 
 
    Her laughter faded as Henry’s words sunk in. Not that he was considering joining this weekend—he’d made quite the impression on the guests a few weeks ago when he showed up one afternoon. There had been requests and urging from the women for him to stay for dinner, but Henry had demurred, retreating back to his cabin in the woods. To have him consider joining them was perfectly natural.  
 
    It was that he suggested that she consider it as well. 
 
    It had been a long time since she had let herself be anything less than businesslike with her guests.  
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    Lorde had an hour to spare and a list of things to pick up for Morena before he was due at the house. He was lost in his thoughts as he parked and headed to the cafe in town for a much-needed coffee.  
 
    Last night’s bourbon churned in his stomach. It wasn’t as bad as last week with Meredith, but his drinking was becoming a habit.  
 
    Last week had been bad. Lorde didn’t even remember how he’d gotten to bed. He had woken up the next morning with a tongue that felt like he’d dragged it over a dead cat and eyes as red as the sign on the door of the cafe. Water had helped, and three Advils. 
 
    This morning was bad but not as bad as that. A coffee and a greasy egg sandwich were exactly what Lorde needed.  
 
    What he didn’t need was the sight of Elizabeth standing behind the counter at the cafe. 
 
    He should have gone to Tim Horton’s on the highway. 
 
    “Hello, Michael.”  
 
    Elizabeth was the only one who called him by his given name. And the way she said it—her voice soft and sweet and full of love—pretty much ruined him from hearing anyone else say it. 
 
    “Elizabeth.” He couldn’t meet his eyes. The only thing he could think of was the fact she might be carrying a child. Alan’s child—not his. Her abusive, asshole of a husband that kept her tied to him by fear. 
 
    “What’s wrong?”  
 
    He dragged his gaze back to her—pale blonde hair was tied back, the style making her appear even younger than she was, blue-eyed gaze searching through his defences like only Elizabeth could. “Nothing.” 
 
    “I don’t believe you.” 
 
    “I don’t care what you believe.” The words burst out, short and sharp. Lorde wanted nothing more than to yank them back when he saw the hurt in her expression. “Too much bourbon last night,” he muttered. 
 
    “I’ll get you a sandwich and some coffee.” 
 
    Lorde could have wept as she turned away. No matter how long it had been since she’d been his, Elizabeth still always knew what he needed, even if it was only the cure for a hangover. 
 
    “To go,” he called after her. 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    He stood by the counter and waited, nodding at a few of the customers, but keeping the mulish expression on his face to stave off any attempts at conversation. 
 
    Not that many would approach him. Lorde was known in Wolfville to be notoriously anti-social.   
 
    “How are you, otherwise?” Elizabeth asked when she returned, bringing him a tall glass of water with several slices of lemon floating on top.  
 
    “What’s this for?” he asked suspiciously. 
 
    “Detox your liver. I’m sure you need it. Were you with Meredith last night? Or...” her face fell as the words trailed off. 
 
    “If I was with someone else?” he asked brusquely. 
 
    “It’s none of my business.” Elizabeth directed her words to the countertop rather than look him in the eye.  
 
    Despite himself, Lorde reached out and tilted up her chin with his fist so he could read her blue eyes. “It could be.” 
 
    “But it isn’t. I’m sorry, Michael.” 
 
    “I don’t want your apologies. I want to know if you’re pregnant and if he thinks it’s mine.” 
 
    Her eyes blazed as she stepped back from him in shock. “How did you hear that?” 
 
    “I hear everything. Is it true?” 
 
    Elizabeth shook her head. “It’s—no, it’s not true. I don’t know why I thought I might be. I was worried—” Her lips jammed closed quicker than a door slammed shut.  
 
    “You were worried that you might be pregnant?” Lorde finished her words. “You thought you might be pregnant and that worried you? Why would you be worried about something like that?” His voice rose with incredulity at every word. 
 
    “Michael, please.” 
 
    “How can you say something like that to me and not expect me to react? Do you know what I want to do to him? Do you know what I want to do to you? Throw you over my shoulder and take you and the girls somewhere and hide you away.” 
 
    “Michael...” 
 
    Lorde didn’t know if it was because of the hangover, but the situation frustrated him almost more than he could bear. “You were worried that you were pregnant with him when I would give my left arm to have a baby with you. To spend my life with you, protecting you and taking care of you-you and your girls. You know all this. You know how I feel, and still, you stay with him.” He shook his head, finally aware that he was attracting too much attention. “I can’t do this anymore.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” Elizabeth demanded, her eyes bright with worry. “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “Get over you,” Lorde barked. “For once. Finally. Accept that you made your choice and as idiotic as it is, you’re sticking to it. Fine. Stay with him and let him terrorize you.” 
 
    “He doesn’t—” 
 
    “Don’t tell me what he does and doesn’t do. I can’t hear about how you’re afraid to get pregnant again. I know it’s not because you can’t afford it, or your body can’t handle it. You love kids and you loved being pregnant. No, you’re afraid because Alan is going to have some insane thought that the baby is mine and take it out on you. And I can’t deal with seeing any more bruises on you or hearing about another fight. Because if I hear anything else, I might just kill him.” 
 
    Elizabeth stared at him with tears in his eyes. “I’m sorry, Michael.” 
 
    “Enough of your apologies,” he hissed. “If you were truly sorry, if you could admit that you love me like I know you do, you would have left him by now. But you don’t. And I’ve got to let you go. You’re never going to be mine and I have to finally accept that.” He paused, breathing heavily. “It’s about fucking time.” 
 
    Carla, the older woman who owned the cafe and treated Elizabeth like a daughter, interrupted as she brought over his sandwich in a brown paper bag, along with a large coffee to go. “Here you go, Lorde. It’s on the house.”  
 
    Lorde stormed out without another word. He hated the expression on Elizabeth’s face, but he knew it was the right thing to do. 
 
    Now, if only he could stick to it. 
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    Callie 
 
      
 
    Callie’s hand was poised to knock on Sadie and Jason’s door when she heard the noise from inside. 
 
    Soft cries and a rhythmic thumping, just loud enough to be heard for someone listening through the door. 
 
    Which Callie wasn’t intentionally trying to do.  
 
    Maybe Sadie and Jason were wrestling. Having a fun pillow fight.  
 
    Who was she trying to kid? A new couple, at a sexy resort with a little time to spare? Callie knew exactly what she’d use the time for. 
 
    She had arrived with Sadie and Jason earlier that afternoon, and after checking in and a quick look around, they had headed to their rooms, with the promise of meeting in half an hour. Mrs. Robinson, or Morena, as she had introduced herself, had said that guests often met in the hot tub, and the scattering of snow over the lawn would only make the hot water more relaxing.  
 
    Callie could use some relaxation, although a cold shower might be better than sitting in a hot tub with some sexy men. 
 
    She hoped there would be sexy men here. She hadn’t seen any of the other guests yet.   
 
    With a wistful smile, she continued down the hall. Her room was on the floor above, as far away from Sadie and Jason’s as possible. 
 
    She’d asked for the rooms to be separate, for the very reason she didn’t want to hear her friends. So why was she hovering by the door? 
 
    Move, Callie. 
 
    With a last glance at the door, she started down the hall. Callie was happy for her friends, glad they had found each other. It hadn’t been difficult, once Sadie had given up on her little adventure with Alma in the office.  
 
    Fun, maybe, but sleeping with your boss’ wife was never good for job security. And then for Sadie to get hooked into a three-way with the boss—Callie was glad that drama was over. 
 
    Julian was no longer running Hever, so Sadie could get back into ‘normal’ relationships. Alma had been possessive and manipulative, leaving the inexperienced Sadie off balance for the time they were together. Not that sex in the office constituted being together. 
 
    That was over now, and Callie thought Jason was perfect for her.   
 
    “Oh...oh my god, yes! Yes!”  
 
    She was almost to the stairs in the middle of the hall when she heard the cry. Was that Sadie? All the way down the hall? 
 
    Way to go Jason! 
 
    “Happy now?”  
 
    Callie froze at the sound of the man’s voice. That wasn’t Jason; he would never speak to Sadie in such a scornful way. 
 
    “You didn’t have to come with me.” It definitely wasn’t Sadie. And Callie wasn’t sure how a woman could sound so sullen after what, from the sounds of it, had been quite a satisfactory climax. Callie was usually all smiles after she came. 
 
    “I normally don’t allow girlfriends to go to swinger parties without me. Hey, where do you think you’re going?” 
 
    Callie didn’t hear the muffled response of the woman. The voices were coming from the open door, the last room she needed to pass to get to the stairs. Should she walk by? Wait for them to come out and see her standing there? 
 
    “I’ve got a hard cock and you’ve got a willing mouth, so let’s do something about this.” 
 
    Callie clapped her hands across her mouth to hide the squeak of surprise that had escaped. What was she supposed to do now? Make a noise so they might stop what they were doing? 
 
    Instead, Callie crept along the hall until she could peer around the open door.  
 
    This is wrong. This is not good. 
 
    Her eyes widened at the sight of the man standing at the foot of the bed facing a woman. He was tall, blonde, and still dressed in a pair of jeans open enough for his cock to jut out. 
 
    As Callie watched, he pulled the woman’s head down and thrust his cock into her mouth.    
 
    Callie knew she should keep walking, but found herself physically unable to move. She wasn’t in the habit of being a voyeur, preferring to participate in the action, but there was something about the scene that was total a turn-on for her. She tightened the belt on her robe, aware of being nearly naked underneath. She was only wearing a bathing suit. 
 
    Maybe it was the sounds the woman made as she greedily bobbed her head, clearly into the act. Or maybe it was the expression on the man’s face—smug and satisfied and utterly relaxed.  
 
    Until he saw Callie watching.  
 
    His eyes widened and a smile curved the corner of his mouth. Instead of stopping the woman, he pressed his hands against the sides of her head. “Ah...fuck, yeah. Your mouth, baby...” 
 
    He said that as he stared at Callie.   
 
    It was like a crack of a whip. Callie flushed and looked away, horrified that she was watching such an intimate act. Before she took another step to hurry away, she glanced back one last time, only to see him mouth instructions to her.  
 
    Wait. Watch. 
 
    “No!” she whisper-shouted and hurried along the hall. There was no way she was staying to watch some guy get a blowjob. 
 
    What was this place? 
 
    Callie stomped down the stairs. The rustic glamour of the lobby wasn’t enough to wipe out her annoyance.  
 
    She wasn’t sure if she was mad at the man, or herself. 
 
    She had been caught peeking into a room while a couple was in the midst of an intimate moment. What was he supposed to think? That she liked to watch? Because she had been liking it enough until he caught her. Now she had to deal with her embarrassment. 
 
    “Is everything all right? Callie, isn’t it?” 
 
    She had made her way across the lobby to the bar without realizing it. Mrs. Robinson—Morena—was standing behind the counter. “Hi.” 
 
    “You look upset.” Morena was the one who looked upset. “Did something happen? Did someone bother you?” 
 
    Was watching a man get a blowjob a bother? 
 
    For some reason, the thought made her smile. “No, it’s fine. It’s...one of the doors was open upstairs—” 
 
    “Saw something unexpected?” 
 
    “You could say that.” 
 
    Morena leaned over the counter. “Want to tell me who it was?” 
 
    Maybe this wasn’t a big deal here. “I don’t know who he was. They. Just—it was nothing, just unexpected. I’m fine. It’s not like I haven’t seen stuff before.” 
 
    Morena reached for a glass and began mixing a drink. “Is this your first time at a place like this?” 
 
    “I thought this was the only place like this.” She slid onto a stool, resting her elbows on the counter and watched Morena. The older woman was beautiful, even wearing a simple loose, cream coloured sweater and jeans. Her hair was white and caught up from her neck in a loose bun. 
 
    “It is in Canada. But I’m sure I’m not the only one who’s had the idea.”  
 
    “A swingers’ resort.” 
 
    “An adult’s only resort, at least on the weekends,” Morena corrected, measuring out a variety of liquors. “I’ve never actually said it’s only for swingers, but word of mouth helps get the message across. And it’s not only swingers—I have a BDSM weekend about once a month, in case you’re interested.” 
 
    “You know, I’ve never really been into that,” Callie admitted. “But thanks.” 
 
    “Me neither.” Morena poured juice into the glass, topped it with a slice of orange, and passed it to Callie. 
 
    “Thank you.” Callie took a sip. “I have no idea what’s in it, but it’s good.” 
 
    “I like tending the bar. I get to let out my inner mixologist.” She sipped from a glass of water.  
 
    “You won’t join me?” 
 
    “Later. I have to keep things professional for a time.” 
 
    “Do you keep it professional with the guests?” Callie asked, keeping her gaze on Morena over the rim of the glass. 
 
    “I like to keep my distance.” Morena’s voice cooled, but it didn’t deter Callie. She was intrigued by the older woman. 
 
    “But you’re a swinger. You have to be if you set this up.” 
 
    Morena gave her a tight-lipped smile. “That’s in the past. But it did leave me with a wide circle of friends, some of which are in the hot tub and would love you to join them.” 
 
    Callie jumped off the stool. “I can take a hint. But I’d love to chat more when I’m not stepping over the line with my questions.” 
 
    “It’s not that.” Morena’s face softened. “I’ve had complications in the past...and a new development lately...” 
 
    “You’re very cryptic, you know.” Callie smiled. “And sexy as hell.” 
 
    “Might I say the same about you.” She returned Callie’s smile and added a wink. 
 
    Callie took her drink and headed outside. The lawn was covered with a thin layer of snow, with drifts along the path. She shuffled along in her flip-flops, feeling the cold air caressing her bare legs, finding the way up her robe.  
 
    The path wasn’t necessary to find her way to the hot tub. She only needed to follow the voices to the pergola in the middle of the garden. 
 
    “If I hadn’t just seen a guy upstairs, I would have said this is a girls’ weekend,” Callie said as she hopped up the stairs. Three women were seated in the bubbling water of the hot tub.  
 
    “Lorde? Did you see Lorde?” asked a red-headed, extremely thin woman. 
 
    The other two women in water laughed. “We told you, Alicia, Lorde isn’t here yet,” the grey-haired woman said. Her hair was short and slicked back and from the looks of things, she wasn’t wearing a bathing suit.  
 
    “Be patient, dear,” the other chided.  
 
    “Who’s this Lorde?” Callie asked as she untied her robe and set it on the chair before tipping a toe into the water. Should she leave her bathing suit on? Glancing at the others, she could see bare breasts hidden among the bubbles. What was the protocol here?  
 
    For someone who prided herself on her confidence in any situation, Callie didn’t like not knowing what to do. 
 
    “You forgot the wine,” huffed the second woman. Her skin was tanned, making her seem older. Callie would have guessed she was close to sixty.  
 
    “I didn’t realize I needed to bring wine. I have my drink.” She held up her full glass. 
 
    “One of Morena’s concoctions. I could use one of those right now,” the grey-haired woman sighed.  
 
    “We need a sign by the bar.” Blue eyes twinkled, drawing Callie in. “If you’re coming to the hot tub, bring wine because Liliane will be thirsty.” 
 
    “I like my wine.” Liliane took a sip from her nearly empty glass. “It relaxes me.” 
 
    “If you were any more relaxed, you’d be asleep.”  
 
    “Stop teasing me.” 
 
    “But you like to be teased.”  
 
    Liliane simpered and looked away. “Not by you tonight.” 
 
    “No, I’ve seen enough already to know we’ll go our separate ways tonight. But we’re being rude.” The woman glanced up at Callie watching their interactions with her mouth hanging open. “Your headlights are on, honey, better get yourself in the water before you take somebody’s eye out.” 
 
    Callie burst out laughing. “I think I’m going to like it here.” 
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    Morena watched Callie head out to the hot tub with a tinge of regret. The younger woman was like a breath of fresh air and she’d sent her away because she wasn’t ready to answer questions. 
 
    She’d talked to Callie on the phone when she booked the weekend, explaining to her the process; a free afternoon to get to know the other guests, dinner where people paired up, the cabins in the woods where the magic happened. 
 
    Same thing for the next day. 
 
    “I’m coming with another couple,” Callie had told her. “But we’re not together. I mean, they are—very much together, but I’m not together with them. We’re just friends. I guess I should ask, are singles welcome?” 
 
    “Very welcome,” Morena had assured her. While she had Callie on the phone, she had pulled up the woman’s Facebook page, admiring her blonde hair and curvy physique. The page was dotted with pictures of Callie in various outfits, all accentuating her curves, most with friends, a number of them male. 
 
    It still seemed stalkerish to Morena, being able to learn more about her guests before they arrived, but that was one of the good things about social media. Morena was able to recognize her guests on arrival, and usually had a good sense of what they were interested in.  
 
    She had no idea what they were like in the bedroom and was constantly surprised. 
 
    Morena would bet Callie took control with a man. Vocal and demanding, but fun. She studied her wide, white smile in a picture, feeling a sudden kinship with her. 
 
    “How does it work?” Callie had asked. “My friends kind of want to know.” 
 
    “It’s up to you. It depends on who you’re attracted to, who interests you. We have a good variety, so I can almost guarantee there will be someone here for you.” 
 
    Lorde. 
 
    “Or maybe more than one,” she added, scrolling down to find a picture of Callie with two men, their arms wrapped around her. 
 
    Callie had chuckled over the phone. “So it’s not like I’m going to be the odd one out because I don’t come with a friend?”  
 
    “You definitely won’t be the odd one out.”   
 
    Morena wished she hadn’t sent Callie away so quickly. It might have been nice to chat with her— 
 
    People don’t come here to make friends with you! 
 
    She had to agree with her internal voice. These people paid money to come here to have sex. It was as simple as that. But Morena liked to think they went away with a little more—a connection, a new friend. Maybe not with the partner they had spent the evening with, but someone. 
 
    Morena had gotten the sense Callie was here for more than sex. The woman—as beautiful and vivacious as she seemed—had seemed a bit lost to Morena. 
 
    She’d make friends with Liliane and Heidi out in the hot tub. 
 
    “I should have sent out more wine,” she muttered to herself. 
 
    “Talking to yourself?” Morena glanced up to see the blond man leaning on the bar counter with a smile on his handsome face. “Hey, beautiful.” 
 
    “Marcus,” Morena said, her face creasing into a fond smile. “It’s been a long time.” 
 
    “Too long if you ask me. I’ve missed this place.” 
 
    Morena looked at him with a pointed expression. “You checked in with someone. Did you lose her already?” 
 
    “That’s Katharine. Katharine, never Kate or Kathy or heaven forbid, Kat. She’s resting.” 
 
    Morena raised an eyebrow. “Sounds like things are going well.” She’d known Marcus for years, meeting him as a very young man, ready and eager to be let loose on the swinger community in Toronto. “Is she marrying material?” 
 
    Marcus leaned closer with a conspiratorial air. “She’s barely girlfriend material if you want to be honest. But I told her about this place, and when I heard Brian and Richard were here this weekend, I thought it was a good time for a visit. And I wanted to see you, too, of course,” he said hastily. 
 
    “Of course, even though we both realize I’m too old to be one of your playmates.” She spoke with a rueful tinge in her voice. She’d dawdled with Marcus several times and found him to be a suitable, satisfactory partner.  
 
    He was one of the best lovers she’d ever had. 
 
    It was too bad Callie had left. Marcus and Callie... 
 
    “You know you’re so much more than one of my playmates,” he chided her. “Even though we did a lot of fun playing together.” 
 
    “That we did.” Morena reached for a glass. Marcus might favour fine wines and Scotch, but she knew him enough to know he had a soft spot for Morena’s fruity, flirty cocktails.  
 
    “And you’re definitely not too old,” he added slyly. “In fact, if you’re up for it—” 
 
    “No, Marcus.” She was firm in her response. A dalliance with Marcus would be fun but was the last thing she needed. Tall, and sexy with an intelligent charm that could woo the pants off of the most conservative woman, it was too easy to fall for Marcus.  
 
    She’d been there, and couldn’t do it again, especially not after Peter and Lyndsay had left her so vulnerable. 
 
    “Come, on, Morena...just for an afternoon...” 
 
    She gave him a close-mouthed smile, shutting down the memories of his lovemaking. Passionate, creative, and with an amazing mouth. The things she had taught him... “Tempting, but no. I keep things on a professional level with my guests.” 
 
    “Professional? That sounds boring.” 
 
    She cocked her head. “It’s what pays the bills.” 
 
    Marcus shook her head. “I’ll never understand why you didn’t just take one of those many, many offers of marriage from those super-rich guys who chased you for years. You could be sitting pretty now, instead of working for a living in the backwater bowels of Canada.” 
 
    Morena stiffened. ‘I’ll have you know that I enjoy my life, Marcus, as well as this area of Nova Scotia. I find it peaceful.” 
 
    “I never would have pegged you for the peaceful type.” 
 
    “People change.” 
 
    “Oh, Morena, is that how it’s going to be between us? I’ve pissed you off.” 
 
    “You’ve done nothing of the sort.” No, it hadn’t been Marcus, but his words had brought back memories that she no longer wanted clouding her mind. It was bad enough that Henry continued to hound her for details of her past, but Marcus’ offhand remarks had slammed her right back into the depths of her despair. 
 
    She had to pull herself out of it because there was no one else around to do it.  
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    Lorde slumped on his couch, Bella panting contentedly beside him. He knew Morena needed him at the inn, but he couldn’t bring himself to go over. 
 
    Being around people would probably help. If he stayed alone, he would undoubtedly empty the bourbon bottle, as well as whatever else he had in the house.  
 
    He could never have imagined ending it with Elizabeth would hurt so much. 
 
    Who was he trying to kid? It had been over when he came home from Afghanistan, bruised and broken, only to have the rest of his world implode when Elizabeth had come to see him. 
 
    “I thought you were dead,” she had breathed, staring at him like he was a ghost. “We heard—” 
 
    “A mistake,” he said gruffly. “I’m not dead.” 
 
    “We thought...” 
 
    “What does it matter?” The pain had ripped through his body despite the meds he had been on. He didn’t want to argue with Elizabeth whether or not he was dead, or hear how she had believed it. He only wanted to hold her, but with the broken bones, he couldn’t even do that.  
 
    “Michael.” Something in her voice had made him look up. 
 
    “No.” He turned away, not wanting to see the tears coursing down her face. Not liking how his heart had seized with the sadness in her voice. “I don’t want to hear it.” 
 
    He hadn’t known what she was about to say, only that it would destroy everything.  
 
    “I’m not dead,” he had said in a harsh voice. “It was a huge fuck-up but it doesn’t matter because I’m home now. I’m not going back and we can get married like we always wanted.” Lorde had tried to smile, but with his battered face, he suspected it came out more as a grimace.  
 
    “Michael...” 
 
    That’s when he knew. The breaking of his heart had hurt more than any of his other injuries put together. 
 
    Elizabeth had tried to explain, how she had been notified of his death and turned to Alan for comfort. Alan, the weasel; like a fox trying to break into the henhouse when the farmer was away. He’d been chasing after Elizabeth for as long as Lorde had known him, and now he finally had her.  
 
    Alan had jumped on the opportunity of comforting a heartbroken Elizabeth, especially when he knew of the financial problems her family was having. 
 
    With five girls, and her father out of work, one less mouth to feed was a big deal. Especially when Elizabeth had become pregnant. 
 
    Lorde had always suspected Alan had used his father’s status in the community to cause the problems for Elizabeth’s family.  
 
    The bourbon bottle sitting on the counter tempted him. It had Morena who had saved him after Elizabeth had broken him into little pieces. She had been a mother, a friend, a drill sergeant. She had been everything he had needed, and he would be forever grateful to her.  
 
    He needed to be with her now. 
 
    At least he needed to be with people.  
 
    Lorde could find a woman to distract him, take him away from the heartache and let him feel nothing but physical pleasure. That would be good enough for him.  
 
    Maybe if he could screw the pain out of his system this weekend, he could work on a plan to rebuild. He wasn’t even thirty-five; he’d been alone for over ten years, waiting impatiently for Elizabeth to come to her senses.  
 
    She hadn’t. And she wasn’t ever going to. 
 
    With a heaving sigh, Lorde pulled himself to his feet, causing Bella to whine in protest. “Oh, you’d like it if all I did was hang out with you here,” he grumbled to his dog. “That’s all anyone wants, for me to just hang in there and wait. But I’m done with that. It’s time to get up and get doing something.” 
 
    He kept telling himself that as he drove the short way to Morena’s. 
 
    It was already late afternoon when he arrived. Morena had expected him hours earlier but he had texted with some inane excuse that she would have seen right through. At least with guests arriving and milling about, there would be no chance for her to corner him and demand to know what had happened. 
 
    Morena would be happy he’d given up on Elizabeth. She would never say so, but she had wanted him to start over years ago. She had gotten over every hurdle life had given her. Lorde couldn’t let a broken heart stop him. 
 
    It wasn’t broken. His heart had been smashed, destroyed, decimated. 
 
    “Get up. Get doing something,” he muttered as he swung out of his truck and into the house. “Or someone,” he added as he caught sight of the tall blonde striding through the lobby.  
 
    She looked athletic and healthy, with hair the colour of honey, shades darker than Elizabeth’s pale blond. Elizabeth was slender, almost wispy, like a sapling struggling against the wind off the bay. This woman stood straight and tall like an oak tree. 
 
    That night, Lorde wanted strong and secure. No vulnerability.  
 
    He watched as she caught the hand of a dark-haired man even taller than she was. Lorde didn’t catch what he said but saw the way the girl’s face lit up at the words. Heard her laugh float through the lobby. 
 
    He wanted to make her laugh tonight. It seemed like such a long time since he’d laughed, that he had wanted to laugh. Lorde wanted her to look at him the way she had looked at the dark-haired man. Like she loved him. 
 
    When was the last time a woman had looked at him with love in her eyes? 
 
    No one was about to fall in love with him tonight, he reminded himself. But lust and desire and need would be enough. It always was.    
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    Callie 
 
      
 
    Callie was holding court in the hot tub when Sadie and Jason arrived.  
 
    “About time,” she called, holding out her wine glass. Heidi’s husband Richard had thoughtfully brought out a couple of bottles of chilled white wine when he had joined them earlier.  
 
    Now he sat beside Callie, his strong leg pressed against hers under the water.  
 
    “I needed a bit of a rest after the flight,” Sadie explained as she shed her robe, displaying muscles and abs worthy of a center-spread in a fitness magazine. Injuries may have caused her to give up competitive snowboarding, but she certainly knew how to keep in shape. 
 
    “Sure, sure,” Callie said with a wink at Jason. “Hey,” she snapped, turning to find Richard staring unabashedly at Sadie. “Eyes on me.” 
 
    “Cracking the whip,” Heidi chortled. “I love it.” 
 
    Callie glanced at the couple as Sadie and Jason introduced themselves and accepted glasses of wine, poured by Brian, Liliane’s husband. “I still have a long way to go to understand this,” she admitted. “I’m not judging, and I think it’s a great idea, but the fact that you’re,” she nodded at Heidi, “so cool about this.” She then plucked Richard’s hand off her lap where it had been persistently straying. “Blows my mind.” 
 
    “There aren’t many singles who show up here,” Liliane mused. “Maybe that’s why.” 
 
    “Boyfriend couldn’t handle it?” Brian clucked his tongue as he refilled her glass. “Because, you looking like you do, there’s got to be a line-up of fellas back home.” 
 
    His gaze rested upon her breasts, the bubbles from the hot water dancing in her cleavage. She kept her bathing suit on—the two-piece that hid her belly but plunging neckline showcased her breasts to their best advantage. Brian wasn’t the only one who was taking notice. 
 
    Callie stretched, forcing her breasts out of the water and watched how Brian almost dropped his glass of wine. “Fellas,” she giggled, rather than confess that there was no one lined up for her anywhere. She liked the way Brian looked at her. 
 
    “So?” Heidi prompted, not letting her off the hook. 
 
    “No fellas,” Callie admitted, making a forlorn face. “No fella. At least not anymore. There was one, but he had a girlfriend, and even though he told me it was over, it doesn’t seem to be.” 
 
    Callie couldn’t believe she sounded so bitter.  
 
    “Poor little Callie,” Richard soothed, running the back of his hand down her arm, as he pressed his leg against hers under the water. He was a big man, with large hands and long fingers. She couldn’t help but wonder what else about him was long and large. 
 
    Callie glanced at Heidi to find the woman smiling at her. This had the potential to be awkward. 
 
    “If it makes you feel better, I don’t think he’s that happy with her,” Jason offered as he sank into the steaming water.  
 
    “Actually, it doesn’t.” 
 
    There was a pause in the conversation, and Brian must have thought running his hand along her thigh would help fill it. Callie didn’t glance over at him but opened her legs a little.  
 
    He slid his hand up her thigh, resting it where he could undoubtedly feel the heat from Callie’s pussy against his fingers even with the warm water. 
 
    Callie bit her lip and took a sip of her wine. It was just a touch, but the atmosphere was heightened by the nudity and the discussion.  
 
    Also, Callie had been excited since she had walked through the door. Watching the blowjob upstairs had only made it worse.  
 
    Brian’s hand pushed her legs apart. She felt his fingers against the fabric of her bathing suit.   
 
    Liliane glanced from Callie to Jason. “So the three of you aren’t together?” 
 
    “We work together,” Sadie replied. “That’s it.” 
 
    “We’ve never.” Callie paused and continued with a laugh. “At least the three of us haven’t together.” 
 
    “And would you want to?” Richard asked, his lips touching her ear. Her response was to lean against him. He stroked her other thigh. 
 
    Would his hand meet up with Brian’s? The thought made her giggle. Maybe she’d drunk too much wine. 
 
    “Sure,” Jason said in an eager voice. 
 
    Sadie splashed water on him. 
 
    Heidi reached out with her empty wine glass and Richard removed his hand from Callie’s thigh to dutifully refill it. “I saw you come in, and thought what a nice, ready-made ménage that would be.” 
 
    “I agree, it would be,” Callie told her, dragging her attention away from what was happening under the water. “But I’ve come as a single. Solo. I needed a wingwoman so I dragged Sadie along. Jason’s part of the package.” 
 
    “And what a nice package he has,” Liliane added in a low voice, causing Jason to flush.  
 
    “I have to say, I’m not opposed to a ménage.” Callie’s heated glance at Brian and then Richard made her suggestion clear. 
 
    “Well, then.” Richard shifted, lifting his arm and Callie cuddled against him, while draping one of her legs over Brian’s lap.  
 
    She could feel his hardness against her hip, his fingers moving against the material of her suit. 
 
    Was this how it worked? No one else had paired up. Was this too fast? Was she-?   
 
    Brian slid a finger under the elastic, grazing her newly clipped pubic hair. 
 
    No. Things were moving ahead nicely. 
 
    Sadie glanced at her across the water. They’d been friends long enough that Callie could read the expression in her eyes. 
 
    You okay? Sadie glanced pointedly at Brian, and then Richard, back to Callie. 
 
    All good. 
 
    Both?  
 
    Callie smirked at the admiration and envy in her friend’s gaze. Why not?  
 
    “So, are all of you swingers?” Jason asked, oblivious to Sadie and Callie’s telepathic conversation. 
 
    Brian laughed, deep and throaty. Callie liked his laugh as much as she liked his voice.  
 
    As much as she liked the feel of his fingers.  
 
    Brian was attractive in a tanned Mark Harmon-type of way, with silver hair and amazingly piercing blue eyes. He looked fit and trim, and from the hardness against her hip, his soldier was already at attention. “From the question, I take it you’re not.”  
 
    “I’m intrigued by the lifestyle, but never really had the opportunity,” Callie said. “Hence the visit to your fair shores.” 
 
    “You’re all swingers?” Sadie asked in a nervous voice. “Is that, like, mandatory?” 
 
    Heidi cocked her head, reaching out to cup Sadie’s cheek with her hand. “Sweet girl. I could just eat you up.” 
 
    “Literally,” Liliane muttered. 
 
    “No, it’s not mandatory,” Heidi continued. “There are some couples who come here looking to add some excitement to their marriage; some come for a special occasion.” 
 
    Brian’s hand was now under Callie’s bathing suit, cupping her pussy. Slowly, he trailed his fingers along her lips. She forced herself not to react. She wanted nothing more than to push her pussy against his hand, but if Brian wanted to play, she would let him play. 
 
    Richard’s arm draped over her shoulder, his hand dangling above her breast. Slowly, he slid a finger along the swell. 
 
    Callie glanced over at Sadie, who was watching Richard’s hand with an incredulous expression. 
 
    “We came because my husband cheated on me and so I can have sex with someone to even the score,” red-haired Alicia piped up. She glanced at Jason beside expectantly. 
 
    Callie had almost forgotten the other woman was there.  
 
    “Some come for that,” Liliane nodded. 
 
    “That’s too bad,” Jason said, nodding sympathetically at Alicia.  
 
    “Really? But I thought...” The disappointment in Alicia’s voice was apparent to all but Jason. Sadie smacked his arm, gestured to the other woman with her chin. 
 
    “Oh!” Jason exclaimed, finally coming to the realization of what Alicia was getting at. “That’s a good thing then. If it is a good thing.” He glanced at Sadie on his other side, who shrugged. “It is a good thing.” 
 
    “Good,” Alicia said with a satisfied smile. Jason smiled nervously and moved closer to her. 
 
    Sadie was looking around the yard, probably wondering if anyone else was going to show up. 
 
    Maybe it was that easy.   
 
    Callie caught her breath as Brian’s finger brushed against her clit. 
 
    “We’re swingers,” Heidi said, pulling the conversation back to Sadie’s question. “Richard and I have been together for almost thirty years and have been members of a swinging community outside Ottawa for almost as long.” 
 
    “Wow.” Callie couldn’t hide how impressed she was. She knew nothing about the lifestyle, but the thought of being able to be with anyone who attracted her, while remaining in a relationship, was a heady thought.  
 
    She had never respected those who didn’t have the willpower to stay monogamous in a relationship. Her mother hadn’t, and it had destroyed their family. Callie could never do that to someone she loved. She shied away from relationships; preferring to avoid temptations. It was easier that way.  
 
    Callie’s sexual appreciate was voracious, or so she’d been told. Insatiable, she’d often been called. And it was true. She liked sex, liked it a lot, so it seemed a fair trade to give up a dream of marriage and an equal partnership for her freedom to follow her desires.   
 
    But to be able to have both...someone to care, to come home to, plus the added excitement of new lovers...  
 
    “But we’re not married,” Heidi added. “In the official sense.” 
 
    “We’re married,” Brian said, gesturing to Liliane across the water. “Have been for a long, long time.” 
 
    Callie couldn’t get over how Brian was discussing his marriage as he fingered her under the water.  
 
    “I don’t hear you complaining,” Liliane scoffed. “We have an open marriage.” 
 
    As open as Callie’s legs now were. Pushing her bathing suit bottoms to the side, Brian slid his fingers inside her, thrusting slowly so his arm movement wouldn’t be apparent. 
 
    Thank goodness for the bubbles. Callie wanted to sink below them and let out the moan she was holding in.  
 
    “How open?” Sadie wondered. “What exactly does that mean?” 
 
    “It means that if I see someone who strikes my fancy,” Liliane leaned forward and ran a pink painted finger down Jason’s chest. Callie hadn’t seen him without his shirt in a while—actually, ever—and admired his muscle tone as much as the other women did. “I’m allowed to act on it.” 
 
    Jason looked alarmed, much like prey cornered by a cougar. Liliane smiled at catlike at him. 
 
    “That’s what we do at work,” Callie said happily. “I call them office plays. People hook up whenever they feel like it.” 
 
    “Where do I sign up?” Heidi demanded. 
 
    “It’s not like we go at it like rabbits,” Liliane continued. “I might have a relationship with them, or it might be a one-night thing. We like hanging out with swingers because they understand the situation.” 
 
    “What’s the difference?”  
 
    Callie was glad that Alicia asked the question since she had been wondering the same thing herself. Brian’s fingers had moved back to her clit, circling the nub slowly, and Callie wasn’t sure if she would be able to speak in coherent sentences at the moment. 
 
    “Relationships,” Heidi offered. “We’re friends with the other couples. Like here. We know half of the guests that come to Morena’s. Most of which, we’ve told about this place. We meet up with Lil and Brian a few times a year.” 
 
    “We like them,” Richard added, his hand still resting on Callie’s breast. Liliane laughed. 
 
    “We have a few couples like them, but most are random,” Liliane explained. “Brian was involved with a woman for a couple of years, but usually they don’t last long. Women are normally looking for some sort of commitment. A lot of men, too.” 
 
    “Not me,” Callie managed. “I don’t think much of monogamy these days.” 
 
    “He’s only one guy,” Sadie chided. 
 
    “And what did this one guy do?” Heidi asked, her brown eyes full of interest. 
 
    “Don’t tell her anything,” Richard warned. “She’s an author. She’ll use you in one of her books.” 
 
    “Half of my characters were inspired by Morena,” Heidi admitted. “I need a new muse.” 
 
    “What’s this I’m hearing? Are you dumping me, Heidi? After all we’ve been through?”  
 
    No one had heard Morena approach, but they greeted her with a warm welcome, especially since she had come bearing a tray of cocktails and another bottle of wine. 
 
    “Join us,” Brian invited with a wave of his arm. His other hand was quite busy.  
 
    So busy. 
 
    Luckily, attention was diverted as Morena sat on a cushion at the edge of the hot tub between Richard and Liliane. Slipping off her shoes and rolling up her jeans to her knees, Morena sighed happily as she slid her legs into the water. “Feels lovely,” she said. 
 
    Yes, it did. 
 
    Callie pressed her pussy against Brian’s hand, trying to indicate her urgency without saying a word. She was going to come in a minute, right there in front of everyone. And Brian knew it. He rubbed her clit frantically, sending waves of pleasure through Callie. 
 
    She shut her eyes briefly, bit her lip. There was no way she was going to let on how affected she was. She sank deeper into the water as she thrust her hips forward, urging Brian on. 
 
    But she almost lost it when Richard’s hand stealthily cupped her breast, his fingers pulling at her rock hard nipple.  
 
    The laughter of the others thankfully masked her strangled moan.  
 
    “Come for me,” Brian whispered in her ear. “Right here.” 
 
    It wasn’t like she had a choice. She turned her head, burying her face into Richard’s shoulder.  
 
    “Now,” Richard demanded his lips against the top of her head.  
 
    It was as if they had done this before. Tag team.  
 
    “Come, Callie,” Brian urged, and with an audible gasp, Callie did as she was told. Her thighs clenched around Brian’s hand as she gave in to the sensation.    
 
    It was the quietest, stillest she had ever been during a climax, but that didn’t make it any less intense.  
 
    After it was over, and Brian’s hands were back above the water, Richard hugged her to him, kissing the top of her head. “Tonight will fun,” he whispered. 
 
    Callie caught Morena watching her with a bemused smile on her face like she knew exactly what was going on. 
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    “Everyone having a good time?” Morena asked with a glance at Callie.  
 
    She had seen Richard and Brian in action before; been the recipient of their administrations herself. It was obvious Callie was having fun. She was in for a lot more of it tonight.  
 
    “Room in there for a couple more?”  
 
    Morena glanced up to see Marcus making his way to the pergola with his girlfriend in tow. His robe was untied, displaying his muscular chest and eight-pack.  
 
    The attention of every one of the women in the hot tub went straight to those abs. Even Callie, even though she still snuggled, post-climax, in Richard’s arms. 
 
    “Luke!” Brian cried, standing up so that his impressive hard-on was visible through his swim trunk. 
 
    Morena hid her smile as he sat down quickly.  
 
    “Hey,” Marcus said, smiling easily around the hot tub, his gaze falling last on Callie.  
 
    Morena could see the interest light up in his eyes and decided Marcus had to be the one Callie had been talking about earlier. The unexpected sight upstairs.  
 
    “You know each other?” Callie asked, glancing between Brian and Marcus, as Marcus stepped into the water.  
 
    “Since he was a little lad hot for my wife,” Brian guffawed. 
 
    “Hi, Liliane.” Marcus’s first stop was Liliane, who stood up to greet him, giving everyone a good look at her naked body.  
 
    Liliane was almost sixty and had the body of a woman decades younger. It was the constant exercise that kept her so trim; the woman drank wine like it was water.  
 
    “My Marcus.” Liliane pressed her body against Marcus’, before giving him a lingering kiss on the lips that raised the eyebrows of Marcus’ girlfriend. “How are you?” 
 
    “Better, now that I’ve seen you. Hello, Heidi. Richard.” 
 
    “You know everyone?” Callie asked as Marcus greeted them like long lost friends. 
 
    “I haven’t been actually introduced to you.” Marcus turned from Richard to give Callie a thorough once-over. “Marcus Scott.” 
 
    “My father once told me never to trust a man with two first names.”  
 
    Morena hid her smile at Callie’s sassy comeback. She predicted the two of them would get along fine.  
 
    After Marcus introduced himself to Jason and Sadie, his girlfriend slowly stepped into the water, her expression one of distaste.  
 
    “This is Katherine,” Marcus offered and sat down beside Brian. 
 
    Not much of a girlfriend. Marcus had always been a gentleman, with charm to spare, as polite and appropriate towards women, even as he seduced them.  
 
    Morena watched the interactions of those in the hot tub. There were a few couples still to join them for dinner, but this was the group Morena was most interested in.  
 
    Marcus chatted easily but kept an eye on Callie the entire time. She didn’t seem to be encouraging him, staying close to Richard, keeping her hands on Brian. Sadie joined their conversation, but Jason gave most of his attention to Alicia beside him.  
 
    Morena had spoken to the young woman several times over the phone and was concerned with the reasons that brought her and her husband to Fallen Gardens. It was revenge for the husband’s indiscretion, plain and simple, and Morena was hesitant to be a party to something that could have such far-reaching consequences to a marriage. 
 
    But there had been other break-ups after couples had been here, as well as many marriages that strengthened and thrived. It wasn’t up to Morena to make judgments, and she certainly didn’t advertise any sort of couples’ therapy during the stay. 
 
    These were consenting adults, who were free to do what that chose.  
 
    And they happened to pay quite a bit of money for a visit to her home.  
 
    “It’s beautiful here,” Sadie said to Morena, gazing around the garden with an admiring glance. 
 
    It was situated behind the house, a three-story, century stone farmhouse set high on a hill. Wings stretched wide on either side of the double doors, with a covered porch running the length 
 
    Morena wondered how Sadie kept her eyes away from the handsome man beside her, and her hands off of him. Even with Callie’s big personality, and Sadie’s naive charm, Morena had taken notice of Jason as soon as they had checked in earlier. He seemed quiet, intelligent—two traits that always drew her to men—and very cute in a geeky sort of way.  
 
    He was also at least twenty years younger than she was. Maybe twenty-five.  
 
    That fact wasn’t stopping her from continually shifting her eyes towards him.  
 
    “I love it here,” Morena told Sadie with a wistful tone in her voice. “Ever since the first day I saw it. My husband and I drove out from Halifax to see a friend one day and saw the For Sale sign. The house needed some work, but the gardens, and the view...it was love at first sight.” 
 
    “Husband?” Callie asked, her attention finally diverted from the men beside her. 
 
    Morena smiled at the younger woman. “Long gone.” She was proud there was no longer a hint of resentment in her voice. She had once been happy with Bram, but he had thrown their life together away, barely giving a thought to her. 
 
    Morena had decided long ago that things had worked out for the best. It was better this way. She was good on her own. 
 
    Callie shifted in the hot tub and leaned her arm on the edge so she could see Morena. “So, what’s your story?” Her blonde hair frizzed around her face from the heat of the water. 
 
    “I have no story,” Morena replied primly. 
 
    Liliane snorted. “That’s a bunch of bull. Our Morena here has a history that would curl your toes. In a good way. We’re talking actors, notorious businessmen, politicians—a Prime Minister if I’m not mistaken?” 
 
    Morena dropped her eyes modestly. “I never kiss and tell.” 
 
    At least not until Henry had arrived to write her story. Maybe Nathalie was right. Maybe people would want to learn more about her. 
 
    “You have to tell.” Callie leaned towards her, her cleavage now at eye level for Brian beside her.  
 
    Neither he nor Richard could look away from the creamy tops of Callie’s breasts emerging from the bubbles. They obviously hadn’t had enough of her.   
 
    Morena lifted her glass.  “Maybe after a few more of these.” 
 
    “Who was the most famous man you’ve slept with?” Callie demanded. “Just tell me that.” 
 
    Morena looked at the melting ice in her drink. What could it hurt? She wasn’t naming names in the book Henry was penning, but it wasn’t too difficult to know who she was referring to.  
 
    None of her many love affairs were illegal or would hurt anyone if tales of her past would come out.  
 
    The truth was, Morena was quite proud of some of them. 
 
    “How old are you?” she asked Callie. 
 
    “Thirty-eight.” 
 
    “I spent a lot of time in Toronto in the 1980s...clubs, events. Wayne Gretzky visited a few times. I met him—” 
 
    “You slept with Wayne Gretzky?” Sadie and Jason cried in unison. “Hockey fan,” Jason added. 
 
    “Proud Canadian and Olympic hopeful,” Sadie said. 
 
    “Really?” Morena asked. 
 
    Callie waves away her interest. “Sadie’s amazing, but we’re talking about you right now. Who else?” 
 
    “A few musicians. An actor or two.” 
 
    “Or six,” Liliane corrected with a laugh. 
 
    “A certain high-profile politician who had a sexier reputation than his son,” Heidi added.  
 
    “Who was the best you’d ever had?” Callie wanted to know. 
 
    “That’s tough,” Morena admitted. “I can’t pick just one because I’ve enjoyed them all in unique and different ways. Most of them, anyway.” 
 
    Through the years, Morena had had sexual relations with a varietal who’s who of Canadian celebrities, not to mention American actors and athletes. And she was proud to say she still kept in touch with some of them. 
 
    It wasn’t that they were notches on her bedpost, but there had been a lot of parties, and back then, Morena was known for her beauty as well as a few talents. 
 
    “Donald Sutherland,” Morena said quickly before she changed her mind. “Sexy, and that voice. He could get my panties off without even touching me.” 
 
    “Wow,” Callie marvelled. “I think I want to be you when I grow up.” 
 
    “Hang around here some more and you’re off to a good start,” Heidi said. 
 
    “But why?” Sadie asked. “Not that there’s anything wrong with living like that, but you’re so beautiful and seem happy here in the country. I’m not sure what I’m asking,” she finished with an embarrassed laugh. “I’m just impressed.”  
 
    And that, Morena thought to herself, was the question that Henry’s book would try to answer. How did she come to the life she had led? 
 
    A life of lovers and notoriety; parties and fun, and demanding sexual satisfaction before some women knew what it meant. She was a sexual pioneer if there was such a thing.  
 
    But it also led to three failed marriages and a great deal of heartbreak.  
 
    “It was a different time,” Morena conceded. “I was a different person.” 
 
    But how different was she? 
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    Reluctantly, Lorde approached the group in the hot tub. Usually, he refused to socialize with the guests until the cocktail hour before dinner, but being alone wasn’t a good idea right now.  
 
    He had snagged a beer on the way out, not wanting to get caught drinking Morena’s killer cocktails. They were delicious but packed a punch if you didn’t know how much alcohol was in them.  
 
    Lorde heard the laughter as he walked through the garden. He’d not been around to recognize the new guests, but he smiled grimly as he saw Liliane and Heidi in the water.  
 
    Heidi saw him approach. “Lorde!” she cried, waving so enthusiastically that Lorde was treated to a glimpse of her bare breast.  
 
    Morena sat by the edge, dangling bare legs into the water. That was new. Normally, she was worse than he was at socializing. “Keep it business,” she would tell him. “But that’s me, not you.” 
 
    Lorde didn’t remember the last time he’d seen Morena let her hair down. She worked hard, harder than anyone he knew, in organizing these events and taking care of strangers in her home. It was good to see her relax, see her smile with her eyes, not just her mouth.   
 
    “Lorde.” Morena looked up with a smile as he approached. But her eyes were questioning. If they were alone, he had no doubt she would pepper him with questions. But she was as private as he was. “Come sit.”  
 
    He pulled up a chair, the covered pergola keeping the snow off the seat and nodded to the group. 
 
    “You look as delicious as ever,” Liliane told him, giving him an inviting smile. Lorde wasn’t sure if the woman knew any other way to smile. “So nice to see you.” 
 
    “You’re more excited to see him than me,” Marcus said with a mock pout. 
 
    “Well, yes, because he’s Lorde,” Liliane retorted.  
 
    “And that explains everything.” 
 
    Lorde lifted his bottle in Marcus’ direction. He knew him from earlier visits; had a memorable evening with one of his girlfriends. “How’s it going?” 
 
    Marcus gave him a friendly smile.  
 
    “I don’t like it how you all know each other and we don’t.” If she had been standing, Lorde felt sure the curvy blonde would have stomped her foot with mock frustration.  
 
    At least he hoped she was being overly dramatic.  
 
    “Well, you’ll just have to come back for lots of visits,” Morena told her.  
 
    “And you’ll definitely be getting to know us better tonight,” Richard added. 
 
    Richard had staked his claim already. The blonde would be off-limits for tonight but maybe tomorrow? He couldn’t help but let his eyes linger on the swell of her breasts bobbing out of the water.  
 
    Maybe tomorrow. 
 
    “You haven’t met Callie yet.” Morena’s words interrupted his appraisal.  
 
    Callie gave him a smile that rivalled Liliane’s for being inviting. 
 
    “And this is Jason, and Sadie,” Morena continued. “And Alicia. I think you know everyone else.” 
 
    Sadie.  
 
    As soon as Lorde laid eyes on her, with her big green eyes and blonde hair piled on her head in a messy topknot, he knew she’d be keeping him company that night.  
 
    He nodded at the couple, somehow realizing right away Sadie was Jason’s. “Good to meet you.” But he liked how Jason was attending to Alicia, his tall body leaning over her in a vaguely protective way, leaving Sadie at the mercy of Marcus, Brian, and Richard. 
 
    Neither of who paid much attention to her, focusing instead on Callie’s luscious curves. 
 
    Callie was a good looking woman—a real woman who looked like she ate more than rabbit food, and knew how to have a good time. But there was something about Sadie that drew him in.  
 
    “Enjoying yourself so far?” he asked Sadie. 
 
    “It’s beautiful,” she enthused. “Are you a guest, too?” 
 
    “No, I work here. I help out Morena.” 
 
    “Oh.”  
 
    “This must be the guy Delia told me about,” Callie said to Sadie, not bothering to lower her voice. She gave Lorde a once-over, as thorough as any man would. “At least I think so.” 
 
    “Delia? Name rings a bell but I don’t think—” 
 
    “Oh, you didn’t,” Callie interrupted. “She was here a few months ago. Apparently, you were the main topic of a lot of conversations.” 
 
    “Good to know.” Lorde didn’t want to know what was discussed but could imagine.  
 
    Sadie was watching him. He liked how her green eyes had little flecks of yellow around the edges. Noticed how her wide mouth and how her full lips pulled up at the corners, giving her a continually happy expression.   
 
    “Are you here with anyone?” she asked, her voice quiet, and directed solely at him.  
 
    He banished any thoughts of Elizabeth into the far reaches of his mind. “No.” 
 
    “Do you live here, too?” 
 
    “My place is about a half-mile through the fields.” He used his bottle to point the direction. “Me and my dog.” 
 
    He was taking a chance on that; a couple of months ago, a guest had expressed so much interest in Bella, that it made Lorde think of using his dog as a conversation opener. A lot of women liked dogs.  
 
    Including Sadie. 
 
    “I love dogs,” she said, her expression warm and wistful. “I could never have one growing up, but I always wanted one.” 
 
    “Allergic ?” 
 
    Sadie shook her head. “I was never home much. No one was, really. My dad was a skier, my brother was on the national ski jump team.” There was pride there, and something else. Resentment?  
 
    “And you...?” 
 
    “Snowboarder. At least I used to be.”  
 
    There it was, the flash of vulnerability across her face. Lorde was often drawn to women who were just a little broken, like himself.  
 
    “What happened?” Lorde pulled his chair closer to Sadie, better to tune out the other conversations flowing around him. He did better one-on-one and in small groups. The others were laughing uproariously at a story Marcus was telling, but Lorde was more interested in Sadie than anything they were saying.   
 
    “I busted my knee,” she said ruefully. “It kind of wrecked my career.” 
 
    “I bet. That’s too bad,” he said, hoping his tone and expression made up for his banal condolences. How did he express sympathy for such a minor injury, where he had survived being shot, his body battered and broken?  
 
    Sadie may have lost her career but he had lost everyone who had ever cared for him. 
 
    But it wasn’t her fault, and so Lorde was able to push down any resentment that was building. It was no one’s fault. Elizabeth had made her choice and he’d had to deal with it. Now he had to learn to accept it and let her go. 
 
    If he couldn’t stop thinking about her while he was in the middle of a conversation with a beautiful woman, how was he supposed to forget about her? He wrenched his attention back to Sadie.    
 
    “It was, but I dealt,” she was saying. “Ended up moving to Ontario, and it’s been good so far.” She gave Jason a sideways glance.  
 
    Lorde wondered how much else she had had to deal with. 
 
    “So what’s your story?” she asked eagerly.  
 
    Again, Elizabeth’s face stole into his consciousness, and again, he pushed it away. “No story,” he said brusquely. “No story at all.” 
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    “Did he get you off in the hot tub?” Sadie hissed as they headed up the stairs to their rooms. Callie was still feeling mildly post-orgasmic, in addition to the headiness of being attended to by Brian and Richard for the afternoon. 
 
    And Marcus, but Callie didn’t want to think about him. There was something about him that told Callie to keep him at arm’s length.  
 
    “Who?” Callie replied as innocently as she could.  
 
    “Brian. Or Richard. I can’t tell them apart. Did one of them? Both?” 
 
    Callie couldn’t help the smirk breaking across her face. “Get off. What exactly does that mean?” 
 
    “You know full well what it means!” 
 
    “Did one or more of the men in the hot tub with us bring you to orgasm?” Jason asked, sounding as adorably geeky as he often did.  
 
    “Why, yes, they did. He did, actually. Only one of them. And only once. I suspect there might be more tonight.” 
 
    “Only one,” Sadie echoed. “In the hot tub. When I was sitting right across from you.” 
 
    “You could have joined in.” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    Callie couldn’t help it and burst out laughing. “Sorry to offend you, Sade.” 
 
    “I’m not offended, I’m jealous! You’re all set up for tonight—you are, aren’t you? Hooking up with one of them?” 
 
    “Maybe both.” 
 
    “Both!” She stomped up the stairs. “Sometimes I really hate you.” 
 
    “But you love me more,” Callie sang after her. She was still laughing as she left Sadie and Jason outside their door. “Come get me when you’re ready.” 
 
    “I need to find someone to get me off first,” Sadie grumbled.  
 
    “What am I for?” Jason demanded. 
 
    “You’re already set up with the redhead. Don’t waste yourself on me.” Sadie was still complaining when the slam of the door cut her off.  
 
    Back in her room, Callie showered off the smell of the chlorine. She dried her hair so it fell in blonde waves down her back. Anticipation made her stomach tingle and she couldn’t help wonder about tonight.  
 
    Richard and Brian. Brian and Richard. She was looking forward to them. 
 
    Once again Marcus stole into her thoughts. He was good-looking in a preppy, toothpaste commercial kind of way; he gave off a vibe of being well-off like he wore polo shirts and kept a sailboat in the marina.  
 
    Where was he from?  
 
    Why did she care? 
 
    Callie had watched him get a blowjob from his girlfriend—maybe only the beginning of the act, but she had seen enough to make her— 
 
    Make her what? What had been the problem? It was more her fault than his; she had been in the wrong place at the wrong time, witnessing the intimate act. Why was she holding it against Marcus? 
 
    Callie smoothed foundation over her face, masking the tiny crow’s feet that had made their appearance a few years ago. She was attracted to him, she realized. Maybe too much. Listening to him this afternoon, telling stories, making the others laugh, Marcus eclipsed the others without making them feel left out. Brian became even wittier under Marcus’ admiring gaze, Liliane even more outrageous with her comments.  
 
    Callie’s fingers froze as they were patting in the under-eye concealer. She liked him. 
 
    Maybe too much. 
 
    She didn’t come here to like anyone. It was for sex, plain and simple. Sex with swingers, with no emotional attachment. Just enjoyment for all.  
 
    It would be better for her to steer clear of Marcus, just in case. 
 
    What about Lorde? Callie let her mind wander to him. She had watched him talk to Sadie and knew she didn’t have a chance with him that night, but what about tomorrow? The man was sexier than hell; not much for conversation, as he seemed to let Sadie lead the conversation, but maybe some men didn’t have to speak. Callie liked witty banter as much as the rest of them, but she’d make an exception for a guy who looked like Lorde. There was something about him; the wounded eyes, the air of vulnerability mixed in with the almost overwhelming masculinity. Lorde was a man’s man—the eat red meat, chop wood with an axe, live off the land type.  
 
    What did she know? Callie had grown up in the city. Her idea of a man’s man was someone who shovelled their own snow, rather than hired someone to do it, like her father.   
 
    As she finished putting on her make-up, Callie thought back to the last time she had gotten ready for a night out. It had been a while. Probably with Brienne, before Cooper came into his life. 
 
    Back when Callie had been so embarrassingly hung up on Michael.  
 
    She shook her head, almost taking out an eye with her mascara wand in her eagerness to avoid any thoughts of Michael. But they persisted, like the chafing she got between her thighs in really hot weather.  
 
    Michael’s desk in the office was still situated in the perfect position for her to stare at him without being caught. She wished he would move it, or leave Hever, or something so she wouldn’t have to see him. It was too easy to watch for him taking his mug to the kitchen for a tea refill and follow him, bumping into him ‘accidentally’ as she needed a coffee break. 
 
    It was like she had stalked him. But no longer. She’d given up on Michael—stopped obsessing over him. Stopped being friends with him. It was his fault.  
 
    Now she only had to deal with the wounded expression in his eyes whenever she happened to make eye contact with him.  
 
    He looked like a puppy dog that had gotten kicked by its owner. 
 
    But it was his fault!  
 
    It wasn’t as if he hadn’t encouraged her; Michael had always been stopping by her desk to chat, to flirt, to look at her with those eyes, that smile that made her want to drop everything and kiss him until they both ran out of air. He shouldn’t have done that if he was as committed to his girlfriend as he said he was.  
 
    But he did. And she liked it, even though she knew better. If it was one thing Callie had stock in, it was not becoming involved with a man in a relationship. It never worked out and it was too painful for everyone involved. 
 
    Callie knew that for a fact. 
 
    So she had behaved herself with Michael until that early morning when they both had finally acted on their attraction. 
 
    It probably wouldn’t have happened if Delia and Carl hadn’t been in the next room having very loud sex. 
 
    It was very difficult not becoming aroused when overhearing someone having sex. At least it was for Callie. 
 
    Case in point; after spying Marcus and his girlfriend that morning, Callie had been in a constant state of excitement. The sexual kind. 
 
    She couldn’t blame that on Marcus either.  
 
    The knock on the door distracted her from her thoughts. At her invitation, Sadie and Jason bustled through the door.  
 
    Callie could tell right away that they were both nervous. 
 
    “I have no idea how this is going to happen—” Sadie began. 
 
    “Wow,” Jason interrupted her as he caught sight of Callie. 
 
    “You look amazing,” Sadie told her honestly. “Dammit, I hate my boobs!”  
 
    Callie curtsied before them, which gave a wonderful view of her cleavage. The dress was simple, with cap sleeves and a V-neck, but the jersey fabric wrapped around her curves like a hug. The black contrasted nicely with her blonde hair and pale skin touched with a bit of afternoon sun. 
 
    “You both look awesome,” she said, trying not to preen in the mirror. “That jacket makes you look so debonair, Jason, and Sadie your boobs are perky and perfect. Don’t let anyone tell you any differently.” 
 
    “I like them a lot,” Jason said staunchly.  
 
    “You don’t like them more than Callie’s,” Sadie pouted.  
 
    “Of course I do. No offence, Callie.” 
 
    “None taken.” She couldn’t hide her smile. Callie had fond memories of Jason’s appreciation of her breasts. But that was before Sadie was in the picture. “Good answer.” 
 
    “Time to go?” Jason asked, his voice cracking on the word. 
 
    “You guys don’t have to do this,” Callie assured them. “You can just eat and then hole up in your room and do wild and wonderful things to each other.” 
 
    “No, we’re good.” Sadie slid her hand out from her hip to emphasize. “We talked about it. It’s an experience that we’re neither of us will probably have again. And it won’t mean anything. It’s just sex with a stranger. Someone we’ll never see again.” An expression of panic flitted across her face. “The two of you aren’t planning on hooking up, are you?” 
 
    “Hadn’t planned on it, no. No offence, Jason.” Callie smirked.  
 
    “I don’t see the point of travelling almost two thousand kilometres to do something we could have done at home. If we were so inclined, which I’m not. I mean I am—or would be, but now I have Sadie, I don’t really want to.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Callie said. “I think. Sadie, it happened, it was good, it’s not going to happen again. Stop worrying about it.” 
 
    “I’m not worrying.” 
 
    “No, you’re nervous about what’s going to happen and the possibility of having an angry little tete a tete isn’t going to delay the inevitable.” She rubbed her hands together eagerly. “We’re all going down those stairs, and no one is going to trip and we’re all going to have amazing, mind-blowing sex! With different people. In different places. I hope.” Callie’s face fell. “You don’t think it’s like an orgy thing, do you?” 
 
    “It’s not. I asked,” Jason assured her. “Everyone gets their own little cabin in the woods. Very private and discreet.” 
 
    “How can it be discreet when you pair up and everyone knows what’s going to happen?” Sadie examined Callie’s lipstick left on the table.  
 
    “It’s more discreet than everyone going at it in the lobby,” Callie countered. “That floor looks cold. So, are we ready?” 
 
    Sadie said no at the same time Jason said yes. 
 
    “You don’t have to...” Callie tried again, but Sadie shushed her. 
 
    “Yes, I do and I want to. Just a little nervous. I just don’t know who it’ll be with. Man, woman—both...” 
 
    “Woman?” Jason asked in a strangled voice. “Both?”  
 
    “You’re not expecting much, are you?” Callie grinned at her. “Look, Sade, it’s going to be Lorde for you tonight. He wouldn’t stop smiling at you, and I don’t think the boy smiles all that much. He looks broody.” 
 
    “Lorde?” Sadie’s attention was peaked. “Really?” 
 
    “I’d bet money on it. And you, Jason, I’d go for Morena if she was so inclined to sample the paying wares. I don’t think she is. But you could have your pick of the ladies tonight. Except me, of course. No offence.” 
 
    Jason shook his head at her teasing grin. “Let’s go.”  
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    Morena stood at the bar, smiling in encouragement as Alicia and Seth made their way down the staircase.  
 
    As soon as they got closer to the bar, Morena could tell Alicia had continued her afternoon of drinking in her room. Her cheeks were pink from the alcohol as well as nerves, but her eyes had a glaze to them. 
 
    She wasn’t the first one to need liquid courage to get through the beginning of the evening.  
 
    Morena felt sorry for the young woman. She clearly loved her husband but had been devastated by his betrayal. For her, evening the playing field was her only option. 
 
    And while she felt for Alicia, Morena couldn’t help pity Seth. He was brave enough to join his wife at dinner but prepared to step aside and leave her with a man for the night. 
 
    Not a lot of men would be able to do that. 
 
    Without asking, Morena pushed a glass of bourbon before him. “You look like you could use this.” 
 
    Seth smiled ruefully and picked up the glass. 
 
    Callie, with Sadie and Jason, appeared at the top of the stairs. “Alicia, did you get a chance to talk to Jason this afternoon?” Morena asked innocently. “He’s very sweet.” 
 
    “In a cute way,” Alicia agreed.  
 
    “Very.” Morena smiled reassuringly at Seth. Jason would be a good option for Alicia. Brian and Richard, not to mention Marcus, would eat her alive. She needed someone to take care of her, and Jason seemed perfect. 
 
    He might have been perfect for her as well, but guests came first. 
 
    She wasn’t ready to start playing with the guests again, even for one as appealing as Jason. 
 
    It was too bad. 
 
    It was a smaller group this weekend than usual, and as Morena watched them congregate in the lobby, she realized they weren’t joining up as they usually did. There were pockets of guests, rather than a large group. Even Callie, with Jason and Sadie, stayed close together with enough distance between the others to make conversation impossible. The afternoon spent by the hot tub had been enjoyable but Morena realized belatedly that only a few of the guests had joined in the festivities.   
 
    She’d been so caught up in her own misery over Peter and Lyndsay that she hadn’t organized anything for a pre-before dinner treat. Something had to be done. 
 
    Morena took her glass and wove her way to the stairs.  
 
    “Excuse me?” she called, raising her voice to be heard over the din. 
 
    The lobby wasn’t even as loud as it usually was. Normally she had to shout to be heard. 
 
    “I’d like to welcome you all to Fallen Gardens, otherwise known as Mrs. Robinson’s. I’m so happy you could join us this weekend.” Out of the corner of her eye, Morena saw Lorde standing near the back of the crowd. “This is a fun weekend,” she continued. “The only rule is that you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do. We have a little bit of time before dinner and I’m not sure if everyone has had a chance to introduce themselves, and get to know each other, so I have a way we can get right to that.” She clapped her hands. “How about a game of Spin-the-Bottle?” 
 
    Silence fell through the lobby and Morena’s heart sank. Juvenile kissing games always helped break the ice. She’d never had— 
 
    A single pair of clapping hands interrupted her. “I love that game!” Callie exclaimed. “At least I used to love it when I twelve. But I bet you guys can kiss a lot better than the twelve-year-old boys I was used to.” 
 
    Morena could have kissed Callie.  
 
    Lorde, along with Kimmy and Leah, who she used as waitresses, helped her organize the guests around a low table he set up in the middle of the floor. Morena grabbed an empty wine bottle and set it in the middle of the table. “Who wants to go first?” She looked hopefully at Callie, but it was Liliane who grabbed the bottle. 
 
    The game did the trick. 
 
    Starting with Liliane’s full out make-out session with Richard, to Jason practically being eaten alive by Katherine, to Alicia and Brian, Alicia and Jason, and Sadie and Alicia.  
 
    Alicia looked overwhelmed by the end.  
 
    “Dinner’s almost ready.” Morena was happily forced to raise her voice over the crowd. “Only a few more spins.” 
 
    “I haven’t had a turn,” Callie pouted. “Someone pick me.”  
 
    It was Marcus’ turn to spin the empty Chardonnay bottle and Morena had a moment of premonition as the tip of the bottle stopped between Callie and Sadie. 
 
    “You go.” Sadie pulled away from the table so the bottle was closer to Callie.  
 
    “I’m happy with both of you,” Marcus said with his casual charm. “In fact, if you’d like to upgrade things to Seven Minutes in the Closet, I’d be perfectly happy with that.” He wiggled his eyebrows. 
 
    “In your dreams,” Callie scoffed. 
 
    “Well, yes,” Marcus said seriously. “It would be.” 
 
    There was a pause as Callie and Marcus stared at each other. Electricity practically sparked in the air between them and Katherine glowered beside Marcus. 
 
    Uh oh.   
 
    “So? Are you coming over here, or am I coming to you?” Marcus asked. “You wanted to be kissed, didn’t you?” 
 
    For an instant, Morena thought Callie was going to refuse. But then, with chin held high, she crawled on hands and knees towards where Marcus was sitting. Brian gave her a spank as she crawled past him.  
 
    At least Marcus met her halfway. 
 
    They both kneeled, and Marcus cupped her cheek. He whispered something Morena couldn’t make out, and then they kissed. 
 
    The temperature of the lobby rose significantly. 
 
    It seemed like a kiss that would make tummies tingle, and toes curl. Hands in hair, bodies pressed against each other. Callie made an audible noise in her throat, and Marcus ran a hand down her spine to her lower back and tucked her even closer. 
 
    When was the last time Morena had been kissed like that? She felt an ache deep in her heart, something she hadn’t felt in years. 
 
    She was never lonely, but right then, watching Callie and Marcus, she had never felt more alone.  
 
    Richard whistled under his breath. Moments passed and no one could take their eyes off of them. 
 
    “Alright, enough!” Katherine finally exclaimed, the note of annoyance apparent to everyone. 
 
    Except for Marcus. Callie finally pulled away but he seemed like he was going back for more when Callie put a hand on his chest to stop him.  
 
    “Really?” Morena overheard him say.  
 
    “It’s dinner time,” Callie said pertly, detangling herself from his arms. 
 
    “One more spin,” Morena called. Everyone needed a moment to compose themselves after that, including her. Marcus was...and Callie was... 
 
    The two of them together might set one of the cabins on fire. 
 
    “Lorde hasn’t gone yet,” Heidi said with a glance at Lorde sitting quietly across the table from Sadie. “He needs a turn.” 
 
    Lorde held up his hands. “I’m good.” 
 
    “When’s the last time you put that mouth to good use?” Liliane demanded, holding her glass of wine high above the table. In her excitement, she tipped the glass so a few droplets splashed the table.  
 
    “I think this should be the last turn,” Morena laughed, pushing herself away from the table. She wasn’t playing, as much as she was tempted to. It might have been nice to see if Jason’s lips were as soft as they appeared.  
 
    Or if Sadie’s was. Smiling and covered with a pink gloss that made her lips gleam in the candlelight.  
 
    Jason. If she had a choice tonight, Morena would pick Jason over the pretty blonde.   
 
    Morena noticed Lorde didn’t argue with Liliane and Heidi’s insistence that he have a turn. She wondered if he’d noticed how shiny Sadie’s lips were as well.  
 
    Heidi clasped her hands under her chin as Lorde grasped the bottle. “Me me me,” she begged with a laugh. 
 
    With a hint of a smile at Heidi, Lorde spun the bottle, and it circled the group several times before coming to a rest at almost the same spot as Marcus’. 
 
    Callie and Sadie stared at each other, and then almost reluctantly, Callie turned away. “Your turn,” she said to her friend. 
 
    “Really?” Sadie asked. 
 
    Callie nodded with a resigned smile, and Sadie made her way to Lorde, moving quicker than anyone had during the game.  
 
    “Hi,” Sadie whispered to Lorde, who glanced across the table to Jason.  
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    Jason shrugged, looking content as he sat close to Alicia on the floor. 
 
    Lorde tucked a strand of hair behind Sadie’s ear and leaned in. Their kiss was soft and sweet, and satisfying, from the expression on Sadie’s face when they pulled apart. 
 
    Morena kept her eyes on Lorde. To her knowledge, he didn’t kiss. Anyone.  
 
    Morena clapped her hands. “Well, that was fun, wasn’t it? Everyone ready for dinner and the rest of your evening?” 
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    Lorde found himself beside Liliane at dinner, but couldn’t keep his eyes off Sadie.  
 
    The kiss had been...alarming. 
 
    He didn’t kiss women. When he paired off with someone at Morena’s, he would touch and caress, make love with them however they liked. But he would never kiss a woman on the lips.  
 
    That was something he reserved for Elizabeth. She had been the only woman in years to feel his lips pressed against hers. 
 
    Until Sadie. And kissing Sadie had been a revelation. 
 
    All he could think was how much he had missed out on.  
 
    Dinner was a spicy chicken dish, created by the chef, Louie and served by Kimmy and Leah. Lorde remembered when Morena had first started having these weekends, she would do everything—cook the meal and serve it. Cleaning up meant she was forced to wake up at dawn, because back then, Morena had been enjoying the after-dinner activities as well.  
 
    Hiring Louie to prepare the meals and the girls to help serve and clean up, meant Morena could relax and enjoy herself more, but then she stopped with the guests. 
 
    Lorde admitted that he loved Morena like a mother, but that was why he could never ask her what had happened to make her stop.  
 
    After the plates from the main course were cleared away, the women changed seats and Lorde found himself beside Sadie. 
 
    “Enjoying yourself?” he asked as she smiled shyly at him. 
 
    Sadie nodded and stared at her empty wine glass. Lorde wasn’t sure if that was a hint, or she was nervous, but he snagged a nearby bottle and filled it up, just as Kimmy set a dish of crème Brule before Sadie. 
 
    “Yum,” she said and picked up her fork.  
 
    “None for me,” Lorde said quickly to Kimmy, but Sadie overheard.  
 
    “Bring his and I’ll eat it.” 
 
    “Bit of a sweet tooth?” Lorde asked her, smiling to see Sadie relax enough to begin to eat so enthusiastically.  
 
    “Huge sweet tooth,” she groaned. “It’s always been a problem.” 
 
    Lorde ran his gaze over her. “Doesn’t seem to be a problem.” He liked how her cheeks pinked, how her lips curved up even more. “I have to ask because I can’t figure it out. Why are you here? Your boyfriend?” He paused and waited for Sadie to confirm the relationship. “He seems somewhat crazy about you.” 
 
    “He is. Don’t the other guests seem crazy about each other?” 
 
    “They do, but the two of you are young and...new.” Lorde couldn’t help the note of derision from tingeing his voice. He was used to seeing couples who had been together for years, some bored, some looking to jumpstart their relationship. People came for birthdays, anniversaries, bucket lists, but never had Lorde met a couple so fresh in their love and commitment to each other. 
 
    Lorde wasn’t used to feeling envy. He knew why he was here; if circumstances were different, and he was in a committed relationship, there was no way he would be sharing his woman with others.  
 
    It was hard enough letting Elizabeth go back to Alan every time he saw her. 
 
    But Elizabeth wasn’t his, and never would be, so there was no sense of him wasting any more energy on her.  
 
    “Does that mean you’re not going to have sex with me tonight?” Sadie asked, eyes widening with disappointment.  
 
    Lorde blinked with surprise. He had every intention of ending up with Sadie that night but didn’t think he’d made himself clear to her. Plus, he never expected her to be that blunt. “I didn’t say anything about that.”  
 
    She licked a smear of caramel from her mouth, hesitated. “So will you have sex with me tonight?” Her words came out too fast and jumbled together, but Lorde got her meaning.  
 
    “Are you asking?” Lorde caught her gaze and held it. He liked the way her green eyes widened, the way she sucked on her lip. The glossy lipstick had disappeared, leaving them a more natural pink.  
 
    He had liked the feel of those lips against his.  
 
    He liked that she had asked. That she wanted him. There were nights he had to fight off women, picked between several offers, but they were older, more experienced women. Not first-timers. Not someone still with the flush of a new relationship.  
 
    “Am I allowed to?” Sadie whispered. She dropped her gaze, peeked up from underneath her lashes, almost like she’d been taught that appearing innocent and vulnerable worked on men.  
 
    It worked on Lorde.  
 
    “You’re allowed to do whatever you like here. No one will judge you.” 
 
    “Then, yes, please.” She sucked on her lip again, before widening into a smile. “Goose, you big stud, take me to bed or lose me forever.” 
 
    Lorde’s smirk became a chuckle. “Top Gun.”  
 
    Sadie sighed theatrically. “Oh, good. It’s embarrassing when you quote a movie and the other person has no idea what you’re talking about.” 
 
    “Can’t say I quote many movies.” 
 
    “Do you watch many movies? Other than Top Gun, of course. Because I’m not sure I can be with a man who doesn’t get my pop culture references.” When Lorde didn’t answer because he was searching his mind for some witty movie reference, Sadie leaned forward with dismay. “I’m just joking. I still want to have sex with you. I don’t care if you don’t watch movies. It’s not like that’s what we’re going to be doing, right?” 
 
    Lorde laughed out loud. It was such an uncommon occurrence that Morena’s head whipped around, her attention diverted from her conversation.  
 
    He shrugged sheepishly at her.  
 
    “No, I don’t think we’ll be watching movies,” he said to Sadie. 
 
    “What do we do? I mean—where?” she corrected hastily. “I know what. That’s a given. Isn’t it? I mean,” she said with a frown puckering her forehead. “Is this a sure thing? Or are you going to talk to some other women and maybe decide they’re more to your liking?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “No, what?” 
 
    “I like you just fine.” 
 
    “Just fine,” Sadie echoed. “I guess that’s okay.” 
 
    Lorde couldn’t help but chuckle at her apparent nerves. He’d met a few women that had been nervous about taking this step, but none so skittish as Sadie.  
 
    He thought it was adorable.  
 
    “You’re very young.” 
 
    “I’m twenty-eight,” Sadie retorted, surprising him. “It’s not that young. You think young equals inexperienced, don’t you?” 
 
    “I can’t think you’ve had time to do much.” He gestured across the table to Jason. “What—is he your first boyfriend? Real boyfriend, not the high school kind?” 
 
    “What’s wrong with high school boyfriends?”  
 
    “Nothing, except they should stay in high school. People change too much to think they can stay together over time. You start out as children together, but becoming an adult means different things to people.”  
 
    Sadie narrowed her eyes. “I take it your high school relationship didn’t work out that well.” 
 
    Lorde didn’t realize his resentment had come out so clearly until Sadie called him on it. “We’re not here to talk about me.” 
 
    “Why not? Can’t I get to know the man who is going to give me all this priceless experience?” The way her mouth twitched told Lorde she was teasing him.  
 
    He knew he didn’t have much of a sense of humour but he found that he liked Sadie teasing him. It reminded him of when Elizabeth used to joke with him.  
 
    He didn’t want to think about Elizabeth. 
 
    “What kind of experiences are you looking for?” he asked, his fingers caressing the stem of his wine glass.  
 
    Sadie stared at his fingers. 
 
    “What’s your favourite thing to do?” he prompted when she made no move to reply. He brought his fingers to her cheek to bring her back into the conversation. “What do you like?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” she admitted. “Everything.” 
 
    “You’ve done...everything?” 
 
    Her cheeks flushed a becoming shade of pink. Lorde didn’t think he could fluster her. 
 
    “No. Not really. Not a lot.” 
 
    “What’s the most exciting thing you’ve ever done?” 
 
    “Sex-wise? You want me to tell you that here?” 
 
    “Here, or out in the cabin. I thought we could get the talking out of the way here so we could...” He raised an eyebrow, which brought about another blush. “Does it embarrass you to talk about this?” 
 
    “No, it’s that I’m not used to this. The whole package—the atmosphere, the seduction...is that what you’re trying to do? Seduce me?” 
 
    “I’m trying to make you comfortable. With me.” 
 
    “Comfortable. Okay, I can handle that.” She took a deep breath. “Okay, so the most exciting thing I’ve done is...” she suddenly shrank into her chair with a furtive glance around. “Don’t tell Jason. It’s really exciting with him, but these times were...I’ve been with women and—” 
 
    “Really?” He didn’t mean to interrupt, but couldn’t help it. The thought of Sadie with a woman was exciting for him as well.  
 
    There had only been a few times where he had entertained two women. Normally Lorde preferred to focus on one-on-one, giving a woman his full attention. 
 
    It didn’t mean he didn’t fantasize about it, though. 
 
    “Still think I’m an inexperienced little girl?” Sadie asked in a decidedly sultry voice.  
 
    “I think you’re full of surprises. Why don’t you tell me about these women? More than one?” 
 
    “That’s what women mean, rather than the singular woman, meaning one.” She grinned at him, eyes twinkling, and Lorde returned the smile.  
 
    He was enjoying himself.  
 
    “The first time was my neighbour. It was in the bathtub.” Sadie’s voice dropped to a whisper. 
 
    Lorde’s cock twitched as he pictured the bubbles. 
 
    “The second one was a woman at work. We used to...do it...at work. She was...” Sadie trailed off with a shake of her head. “But she got possessive and kind of weird, so I tried to end things. Long story. But it ended up with her husband, who was my boss, calling me into his office, and the three of us kind of going at it.” 
 
    Lorde swallowed and was forced to take a sip of wine to relieve the suddenly dry throat. “Maybe you’re a little more worldly than I gave you credit for.” 
 
    Sadie gave him a mischievous smile. “I’m somewhat experienced with women, but still, not so much with men. Jason’s only the fourth guy I’ve slept with.” 
 
    “I’m happy to be another notch on your belt.” 
 
    “How many women have you been with?” 
 
    Lorde shook his head slowly. “A gentleman never tells.” 
 
    “Oh, come on. I’m playing true confessions here, you should too.”  
 
    Lorde thought for a moment, gauging Sadie’s age. “More than Duchess Kate, less than Miley Cyrus.” 
 
    Sadie laughed out loud. “That’s a wide range.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “So, if you aren’t going to tell me that, will you tell me what you’re going to do to me tonight?” 
 
    Lorde trailed his gaze over Sadie’s face, down over the modest neckline of her dress, lingering on her shoulders. He had seen her in her bathing suit that afternoon and admired her body—fit and toned, more than most women he’d been with.  
 
    He wished he could see her back now. He’d never been so turned on by a woman’s bare back. 
 
    “I’ll do anything you want me to do.” 
 
    He saw the desire mirrored in Sadie’s eyes. “Okay.”   
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    Callie 
 
      
 
    “So tell us about yourself, Miss Callie,” Richard invited from across the table. 
 
    “What exactly do you want to know?” Callie smoothed her napkin across her lap, noticing how close Marcus’ thigh was to hers. 
 
    That kiss...Callie hadn’t wanted to sit next to Marcus at dinner because she was afraid she wouldn’t be able to stop herself from launching herself at him for more. She had kissed a lot of men, but couldn’t remember ever being so affected by a simple kiss. 
 
    Actually, there had been nothing simple about it. It felt like Marcus had put mind, body, and soul behind it, along with a hard cock pressing against her belly. 
 
    Was he still hard? Was he affected as much as she was? 
 
    When she chanced a sideways glance at him, Callie found Marcus staring at her with a tiny smile at the corners of his lips. 
 
    Those lips... 
 
    “What brought you here?” Marcus asked. 
 
    Callie tore her gaze away from his mouth. “I...uh...thought it would be fun.” 
 
    He was making her tongue-tied! No one did that. Callie prided herself on being able to converse with anyone.  One of her favourite memories was meeting the rapper Drake at a club in downtown Toronto, and having a great chat with him and his basketball buddies, leaving him holding his sides with laughter.   
 
    “Fun,” Heidi said from Callie’s other side. “It’s definitely that. Have you done something like this before?” 
 
    “You mean have sex with strangers?” Her wry comment brought a wave of laughter to the table. “I think I’ve done that a few times before.” 
 
    “We’re not strangers, we’re friends,” Brian said, leaning across Heidi. “At least we hope you’ll be our friend.” 
 
    Callie ignored Marcus, who now had pressed his leg against hers, and turned to Heidi. “So how does this work? Did you all come together? Because the four of you seem a little close.” 
 
    Brian slung an arm around Heidi. “You could say that.” 
 
    “But no, we didn’t come together,” Heidi said. “We’re from Hamilton; Brian and Liliane are from Moncton. We met years ago in Toronto and kept in touch.” 
 
    “They’re my most regular guests,” Morena added from the end of the table. “I love seeing them.” 
 
    Callie glanced from Morena to Heidi and Brian. “So, you’re all swingers?” 
 
    “Yes!” Across the table, Richard rears back in mock alarm. “Does that frighten you?” 
 
    Callie glanced at him with a sly smile. “It intrigues me.” 
 
    “What else intrigues you?” Marcus said under his breath. Now the back of his hand rested on her thigh, sending shivers through her leg every time he wiggled his fingers.  
 
    Callie looked directly at him. “Are you a swinger, too?” 
 
    Heidi guffawed. “Our sweet Marcus doesn’t know what he is, do you?” 
 
    “I move in various circles,” Marcus admitted. “I don’t like labels.” Callie burst into laughter when he grinned.  
 
    “You sound like a pompous ass.” 
 
    “I can. But I’m not.”  
 
    “Why are you here?” 
 
    Marcus nodded down the table to his girlfriend. “She was looking for a little excitement, so I thought a visit to Mrs. Robinson’s would do the trick.” 
 
    “How long have you been together?” 
 
    “A few months now.” 
 
    “I never get involved with a man in a relationship.” 
 
    There was a pause, then Heidi broke in. “You realize that we’re all in relationships?” 
 
    “I mean, I don’t date men who are involved with someone else.” 
 
    “Then I’m glad we’re not planning on going on a date,” Richard laughed. 
 
    “This kind of lifestyle often leads to wonderful relationships,” Heidi explained. “I’ve met some of my closest friends this way. But it’s not for everyone. There’s no room for jealousy; honesty and communication are very important. Not everyone can handle it.” 
 
    “My wife couldn’t,” Marcus confessed.  
 
    “You were married?”  
 
    “In my youth.” 
 
    “What was that—yesterday?” Callie scoffed. Marcus didn’t seem that much older than she was. 
 
    “I was twenty-one, so twenty years ago,” he said mildly. 
 
    Callie didn’t respond. She didn’t think it was necessary to tell him he was only a few years older than she was, or that she had a failed marriage in her past as well.  
 
    She was never going to see Marcus again, so there was no point in trying to make friends. 
 
    He was really good kisser though.  
 
    “So,” Richard leaned across the table again. “What we discussed in the hot tub. Still interested?” 
 
    “With who?” She glanced at Brian; refused to look at Marcus.  
 
    Richard shrugged. “Either. Both.” 
 
    “Are you really doing this right in front of me? Where’s that Martin guy?” Heidi grumbled, pushing her chair away from the table. 
 
    “I didn’t mean to make her upset,” Callie whispered as Brian slid over to Heidi’s seat.   
 
    “She’s fine,” Richard assured her.  
 
    “Heidi likes three-ways as well,” Brian said, with a chuckle. “Look.” He gestured to further down the table to where Heidi climbed onto the lap of another guest. “She’s fine. So what’s it going to be? Him or me? Or both.” 
 
    “Or all three of us?” Marcus ventured.  
 
      
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    The four of them left the table as soon as dessert was finished. Callie wanted to go before her nerves overtook her excitement.  
 
    She had never been with three men before. Knowing they all wanted her enough to share was a heady sensation. 
 
    Brian led the way down a snow-covered path, lit by tiny lights strung in the trees. 
 
    “This would be pretty at Christmas,” Callie offered, becoming uneasy at the silence. 
 
    Richard squeezed her hand. “Nothing’s happened and you’re already ready to come back? This bodes well for us, boys.” 
 
    Callie smiled faintly in response. This was such a new experience, and she wasn’t quite sure how she was dealing with it. There had been countless pickups in her past—at bars, at work, once on the highway driving to a friend’s cottage—but none had felt like this. 
 
    She was conscious of Marcus walking behind her. 
 
    Why had he insisted on joining them? 
 
    Stupid. He wanted her. 
 
    The realization soothed a chunk of nerves that had tangled her stomach into knots. Marcus wanted her, as did Richard and Brian. This was for her; there was no need to worry about how she was going to please them. This was for her. 
 
    All for her tonight. 
 
    They arrived at a tiny cabin nestled underneath a huge pine tree. Callie gave the silent forest a last glance before she allowed Richard to pull her inside.  
 
    She stood by the door as Brian turned on the lamps, giving the little room a warm glow, and allowing Callie to see the huge bed in the middle of the room.  
 
    That was all there was in the cabin—a bed with dark green coverings, a nightstand beside it, and a wing chair in the corner by the fire. She assumed the closed door led to a washroom.  
 
    It was like the little cabin was built just for sex. 
 
    Richard switched on the gas fireplace, and Callie quickly felt the warm air brush through her legs. She hadn’t thought to put on a coat for the brief walk and her skin was chilled. 
 
    But there was heat between her legs as she noticed Marcus watching her.  
 
    “You okay?” he asked softly. 
 
    She lifted her chin, not willing to admit her nerves. Why would she be nervous? She was excited about this. She wanted this. “Of course.” 
 
    She wanted him. 
 
    Sensing her need, Marcus took a step towards her, but Richard got to her first. “Callie’s better than okay, aren’t you love? You think you can take us all on?” His warm hands stroked her arms.  
 
    Callie slid her hand to the front of his pants. “I think you might find it’s a bit hard to keep up with me.” She grinned mischievously. “But I think you’re doing okay so far.” 
 
    “Is that a crack about our age?” Brian demanded. He moved behind Callie, toying with the zipper of her dress. His fingers on her bare skin sent goosebumps across her skin.  
 
    “Not at all. I like your age because I know you know what you’re doing.” Callie didn’t exactly know how old Brian and Richard were but based on conversations with Liliane and Heidi, she guessed somewhere in the late fifty, early sixty range. The oldest man she’d ever had been with had been forty-five years old, and that was when she had been eighteen. 
 
    That experience had been something she would always remember.  
 
    “I’m very inclusive when it comes to age, race...gender...” she trailed off as she leaned into Richard, her head finding the curve between shoulder and neck. She dropped a kiss on his throat, inhaled his scent.  
 
    Musky, sexy. Man-smell.  
 
    “We’ll keep that in mind for next time,” Richard murmured into her ear. 
 
    “I thought this was a one-time thing?” 
 
    “Doesn’t have to be.” Brian unzipped her dress and ran his hand down her back, his lips following. “Marcus, care to join us?” 
 
    Marcus sank into the wing chair. “I’m good for now,” he said with a wave.  
 
    “You like to watch?” Callie asked. She was a little breathless from Brian’s lips against her shoulder. 
 
    “Don’t you?” Marcus raised an eyebrow, and Callie knew he was thinking of earlier that afternoon as she watched from his door.  
 
    She closed her eyes, wondering what he would taste like in her mouth. “I’d rather participate.” 
 
    “Let’s do some participating, then, shall we?” Brian slid her dress over her curves, letting it fall into a puddle on the floor. Richard helped her step out of it, before escorting her to the bed. 
 
    “Look at those tits,” Brian muttered, never taking his gaze off her breasts. 
 
    “Look all you want,” Callie offered, reaching around to unhook her black bra and shrugging it off her shoulders. “But they get lonely if they don’t get enough attention.” She sat down on the bed and leaned back on her arms, offering herself to him. 
 
    Without further ado, Brian sat beside her and bent his head, his mouth targeting her tight nipples like an arrow. Callie sighed as she felt the jolt between her legs. 
 
    Or it could have been because Richard crouched on the floor, and spread her legs with warm hands. He stroked a finger along her inner thigh, up and down, higher and higher, barely brushing against her panty-clad pussy before retreating back to her knee.  
 
    Both hands. Callie spread her legs wider, inviting him to take it further.  
 
    She flicked her gaze to Marcus, watching her intently. 
 
    The gas hissed, the only noise save the sound of Brian’s mouth on her breast.   
 
    She sighed again when Richard’s mouth pressed against the satin of her underwear. She wanted to rip it off herself, to feel his lips against her hot skin but fought for patience. She wanted to see what these boys had in store for her, see if they could measure up—  
 
    “Oh, god!”  
 
    Richard had pushed aside the fabric of her panties and thrust his tongue inside her. 
 
    “That’s...wow...” she said breathlessly, trying not to giggle with delight. She had liked his teasing fingers but this was...his mouth was a revelation.  
 
    Richard slowly dragged his tongue the length of her cleft, leaving her gasping with the sensation. 
 
    It had been too long since she’d been with a man.  
 
    Michael, who?  
 
    While Richard indoctrinated Callie to the delights of his very long tongue, Brian paid homage to her breasts, murmuring compliments as he nibbled and sucked. Sweeping her arms from under her, he laid her flat on the bed as he kissed his way up from her breast, past her shoulder, up her neck, and finding her mouth. 
 
    Callie moaned as Brian’s lips pressed against hers.  
 
    He swept his tongue into her mouth as he cupped her cheek, his hand becoming caught up in her hair. His other hand remained on her breast, rolling her nipple between his fingers. 
 
    Every time he pulled on it, a shot of desire attacked her pussy. 
 
    Or maybe it was Richard’s attack on her. 
 
    He devoured her with his mouth, causing Callie to moan aloud, the sound muffled by Brian’s mouth still pressed against her.  
 
    The two men had different approaches, different touches, but the outcome was that Callie was more excited than she thought possible. Brian was soft and gentle, every kiss like he was caressing her lips, taking his time, enjoying her, while Richard became even bolder with his mouth, exploring every inch of her using both teeth and tongue.  
 
    Knowing Marcus was watching only increased her arousal.  
 
    Together, they had created waves of desire running rampant through her body, generating a need she wasn’t going to be able to control much longer. 
 
    She cried out against Brian’s mouth. 
 
    He pulled away. Callie’s eyes fluttered open to find him staring down at her.  
 
    “You like that?” 
 
    “I—yes, it’s...oh god, that’s...oh!”  
 
    Brian’s smile widened, and he dropped another kiss on her waiting mouth. “I like to hear you,” he said before returning to her breast.  
 
    “Okay,” Callie said breathlessly. She cried out as he nipped the tip of her nipple with his teeth.  
 
    Callie had always liked a little bit of roughness in her lovemaking. She told them with gasps and cries, her hips pressing up into Richard’s eager mouth, of how much she enjoyed it. 
 
    She had to use her body because words were beginning to fail her. “Fuck...oh god...please...”  
 
    She couldn’t get out a simple sentence if her life depended on it. It was impossible when the orgasm began to barrel through her body, finally rendering her speechless, other than a loud, “Oh, fuck! Fuck me!” as she came. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” she gasped when she came to her senses. “That was awesome.” 
 
    “You have a bit of a potty mouth,” Brian chided, his hand still on her breast. “I think we should do something about that.” 
 
    “Okay.” Callie grinned as she reached for his cock. Long and thin, with the tiniest drop of pre-come glistening on the tip. Sitting up, she gave it a dainty lick before running her tongue along the length.  
 
    Brian chuckled with appreciation. 
 
    “I think I’ll stay down here a little longer,” Richard murmured, his tongue slowly exploring her. 
 
    “That’s fine by me,” Callie said. 
 
    “Rich is known far and wide for his prowess,” Brian told her.  
 
    “You should be very proud of your prowess,” Callie gasped. The sound turned into a moan as Richard’s tongue found her clit.   
 
    “What about you? You going to make us proud?” Brian demanded his hand on the back of her head, urging her to take in his cock. 
 
    “You better believe it.”  
 
    There was something about giving a man head that Callie got off on. Trapping them in her mouth, vulnerable to anything she wanted to do to them was a powerful feeling, one she relished.  
 
    Brian groaned as she licked the length of his cock, swirling her tongue around the tip before taking him in her mouth. He was long, too long, and Callie wrapped her hand around his base, pulling him as she bobbed her head up and down.  
 
    “Just like that, beautiful,” Brian murmured with his hand on the back of her head. 
 
    Callie barely heard him. Richard pulled up one of her legs to focus on her clit, sucking the sensitive nub with his mouth as he thrust his fingers into her. 
 
    Marcus was still watching; seeing everything, hearing everything. Every moan, every pant—how Callie fought to keep Brian in her mouth as her cries of pleasure increased.  
 
    Was it turning him on? Didn’t he want to join in?   
 
    Callie groaned with disappointment when Richard finally lifted his head. “Turn her over.” 
 
    Brian was quick to position Callie on her hands and knees before kneeling before her. “You got to get in on this,” he said to Marcus. 
 
    “I want to see her come again.” Marcus’ voice was gruff. Callie glanced over her shoulder to see him staring at her ass. She could see the hardness in his pants from across the room.  
 
    “I want her to come with me in her mouth.” Brian rubbed her shoulders.  
 
    “I can help with that,” Richard said, his hands on her hips, pulling her back towards him. 
 
    Brian thrust into her mouth and Callie moaned as Richard nibbled on her clit before sucking hard. He dragged his tongue slowly along the length of her wetness, torturously slowly, like he had all the time in the world, forcing Callie to press back against him. 
 
    It was good, so good, but she wanted more. 
 
    Just as he pressed his tongue against her puckered rosebud, he slipped his fingers into her wetness, thrusting with a corkscrew motion.  
 
    Richard’s fingers were as long and talented as his tongue. 
 
    His tongue that now concentrated on her ass. From his preparations, Callie guessed he was as good with anal as he was with oral. 
 
    Callie’s hips had a mind of their own and pressed back against Richard as his fingers danced inside her. She couldn’t contain the moans as he replaced his tongue with his finger, pressing against the tight muscle to gain entry. 
 
    He broke through as his mouth returned to her clit, so the brief flash of discomfort was assuaged with a wave of pleasure as he sucked the tiny nub. 
 
    “Ah!” His mouth, his fingers...Callie couldn’t concentrate on Brian’s cock with the sensations flooding her body once more. She bobbed her head ineffectively, trying to increase the pressure, but finding it difficult enough to breathe, let alone blow. 
 
    As the build-up in her body increased to the breaking point, Brian clamped his hands on either side of her head so she couldn’t move. Callie came with loud cries, his cock still in her mouth.  
 
    As soon as Brian pulled away, her head dropped to the pillow, taking deep breaths to ready herself for what was to come.  
 
    Brian lay on the bed and helped her straddle him, lowering her slowly onto his ready cock. Richard crouched behind her, and with excruciating slowness, pushed himself inside her tight orifice. 
 
    “Get it in there,” Brian finally demanded. He was forced to lie still, with Callie impaled on him, until Richard gave a final thrust.  
 
    “I don’t want to hurt her,” Richard murmured. 
 
    “I can take it,” Callie said breathlessly.  
 
    “Can you take this, too?” Marcus was suddenly on the bed beside her, heavy cock in his hand.  
 
    She looked up at him with a smile. “It’s about time. Got tired of watching?” 
 
    “You? Never.” 
 
    Callie smiled and parted her lips as Richard began to move within her. She could do nothing but let them move within her body. The pressure... 
 
    Brian thrust up, into her, moving along with Richard’s rhythm. The sensation of having both of them, Marcus in her mouth, was overwhelming.   
 
    And frustrating, since she could do little. Even Marcus did little more than use her mouth, his excitement too great for her administrations. She rested both hands against Brian’s chest, the room quiet without her cries.  
 
    Suddenly, a hand stole between her legs to rub her clit. Callie looked up to see Marcus smiling at her. 
 
    “We’re not doing this without you.” He rubbed frantically, sensing her frustration, her need. As Richard exploded within her, Brian a few seconds later, she was once again riding her own wave. After she came with a cry, Marcus still in her mouth, she grasped the base of his cock and sucked hard. A few thrusts later, he joined them with a satisfied groan.  
 
    Once back in her room, escorted there by all three of them, Callie fell asleep as soon as her head hit the pillow, still wearing her black dress.   
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    The dining room emptied as the guests paired up.  
 
    Or grouped up, in the case of Callie and the boys.  
 
    Did she honestly think she could handle all three of them? Morena had enjoyed a few foursomes in her time and they were exciting but exhausting, even with another woman involved. Richard was insatiable and Brian was a machine, especially if he took one of the little blue pills. And Marcus... 
 
    From what she knew of Callie, Morena thought she would be fine. If any woman could handle the combination of those four men in a bedroom, it would be the blonde temptress.  
 
    Morena had to admit she was jealous. 
 
    She might have been enamoured with Callie, but it didn’t mean Morena couldn’t be jealous of the woman’s obviously high libido and rampant sexuality. 
 
    It had been a long time since Morena had felt that sexy. 
 
    Giving her head a shake, Morena headed for the kitchen. Kimmy and Leah, along with Louie had finished most of the clean-up, leaving only a few things for Morena to take care of.  
 
    She washed the wine glasses in warm, soapy water, while she stared out the window into the dark woods. The low lights lit the path, and a few windows of the cabins were illuminated. 
 
    What were they doing out there? 
 
    Morena knew very well what her guests were doing out there, but it had been a while since she had thought about it. Usually, she kept things professional, business-like, like a friendly house mother in a dorm.  
 
    Who happened to encourage guests to drink and have sex, rather than trying to stop it.     
 
    She heard Liliane’s laughter from the dining room. For once, Liliane hadn’t paired up with anyone, deciding instead to stay in the main house and keep Seth company. They two had sat together during dinner, and while Morena was sure her friend would have rather headed to one of the cabins with him, Seth insisted he couldn’t betray his wife again. 
 
    “This is how I’m going to make it up to her,” Seth had said to Liliane at the end of the meal. 
 
    Slurred it, more likely. Morena sympathized with him. Seth and Alicia were young and clearly in love, but Seth had clearly made a mistake somewhere along their path. Liliane announced that she would stay with Seth because he was a funny drunk, but Morena suspected Liliane was worried about her new friend.  
 
    A soft tap on the door startled her. It was still early, too early for anyone to be returning. Morena went to the door to find Henry outside.  
 
    “I’d hoped you’d come for dinner,” she said as she opened the door to him.  
 
    “I had planned on it, but I got caught up. Tomorrow,” he promised. He took a seat on one of the stools at the counter.  
 
    “The book?” Morena took one of the still damp wineglasses and dried it before pouring him a glass of red.   
 
    Henry nodded, smiled his thanks. “I wanted to clarify a few things. The prime minister? Really?” 
 
    “You don’t have to include his name.” 
 
    “Anyone who knows Canadian politics would be able to figure it out. Wow. My mother didn’t tell me about that.”  
 
    Morena watched as Henry flipped open the notebook he had brought. It wasn’t like him to use one.  
 
    “What exactly did she tell you?” 
 
    “That you’re an interesting woman with a checkered past.” 
 
    Morena smiled. “Very diplomatic of you.”  
 
    Henry sipped his wine and watched Morena over the rim of his glass. “You implied there was a man in your past who didn’t treat you very gentleman-like,” he finally began. 
 
    She gave a humourless bark of laughter. “Which one? You are very diplomatic, Henry, but if you want to know something, just ask.” 
 
    “The man who you said ‘passed you around’.” 
 
    “Are you going to use that? With the pretend quotations and everything?” She mimicked his finger gestures. 
 
    “I think I should.” 
 
    Morena turned away to glance out the window. “Like I said, it was a part of my life I’m not very proud of.” 
 
    “But Morena, you’ll get nothing but support, especially with the #metoo atmosphere these days.” 
 
    “But I’m not looking for support. It happened, and I’m embarrassed that I allowed it to happen.” 
 
    “It wasn’t your fault.” 
 
    “No? It’s true I was taken advantage of by an older, more powerful man, but W—he wasn’t doing anything that I didn’t allow.” Morena caught her breath as she almost revealed his name. “I could have walked away at any time.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you? I guess what I need to know is why you ended up in this lifestyle. What started you?” 
 
    “I guess I was looking for love,” Morena said slowly. “Most women equate sex with love, but I took it a step further than most. I was having fun. Men wanted me; women wanted to be me. For a kid who started out with not much, it was a pretty heady experience. When I got into the swingers circles, it was mainly because I had so much love to give. I didn’t want to settle for just one person. I did that—married three times—and it didn’t end well with any of them.” 
 
    Henry was frantically writing her words in his little notebook. “I like that,” he told her enthusiastically.  
 
    “I’m glad.”     
 
    He kept writing. “This is good. So why didn’t you walk away when William Burgess started passing you around?” 
 
    It Morena a moment to realize what he’d said.  
 
    “I never gave you a name...” she said slowly. 
 
    “You didn’t have to.” 
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    Lorde didn’t say much as he led Sadie to the cabin. He had suggested they leave right after dessert, right after Callie, but before Jason. 
 
    He saw how Sadie glanced back at Jason as she left the room, saw Jason watching her.  
 
    Most of the women he’d been with were happily married, so Lorde was used to the emotions, the battle of excitement beating out the guilt. He thought Sadie and Jason would be fine; maybe even better from the experience.  
 
    “Lie down on the bed, please,” he requested after she had undressed. “On your stomach.” 
 
    Sadie shot a worried glance over her shoulder as Lorde pulled the red scarves from the drawer of the bedside table. “Okay?” 
 
    “I won’t hurt you.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “I find its easier using these the first time. In case you might be nervous.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t that make a woman even more nervous?” Sadie allowed him to tie her wrist to the headboard.  
 
    “Takes away an element of control.” 
 
    “What if you want control?” 
 
    “Do you?” 
 
    “Not especially, but I was just wondering. I talk a lot when I’m nervous.” 
 
    “I noticed.” He moved around to the other side of the bed, keeping his gaze away from her back, naked and exposed. Sadie’s gaze followed him. “If I tie you up, you can’t do anything to stop me. Some women feel guilty being with me, but when I take away their control or their choice, it’s easier for them. Not that I would ever force a woman,” he added hastily. 
 
    “I know. I trust you. And I get it. I’m lying here, thinking its wrong of me to be here with you, because it’s like cheating on Jason, but there’s nothing I can do.” She gave a tug on her bound wrists. “I’m all tied up. I’m at your mercy.” 
 
    “Whatever will I do to you?” Lorde said in a husky voice. 
 
    “Whatever you want.” Sadie’s words were confident, but her voice displayed her nervousness.  
 
    “You have to want it, too.” He climbed onto the bed, crouching beside her, and swept her hair off of her neck. Then he kissed the soft skin, relishing the light fruity aroma of her perfume. “Your back,” he murmured, dusting his fingers along her shoulders, down her spine. 
 
    “I used to be a snowboarder.” Sadie’s voice was muffled by the pillow. 
 
    “Snowboarding doesn’t give you muscles like these.” 
 
    “It does when you were heading for the Olympics.” 
 
    Lorde reared back, impressed. “Really?” 
 
    “Another long story. We can talk about it later if you want?” Her voice was hopeful, not wanting to distract him from his task at hand. 
 
    He leaned over her, dropping kisses and tiny bites, which he licked to take away the sting, across her shoulders. His fingers were constantly moving, caressing her skin. 
 
    Lorde could hear the hitch in Sadie’s breathing as he moved lower and lower. Nipping and tasting his way over the swell of her ass, he paused in his ministrations to dip his fingers between her cleft. 
 
    He could feel her warmth, feel how wet she was. 
 
    A soft moan escaped her, and Sadie shifted her hips, raising them off the bed.  
 
    “Is this what you want?” he muttered. 
 
    “Yesss,” she whispered, the word drawn out as his fingers sank into the warmth between her legs.  
 
    Lorde lifted her hips off the bed, tucking two pillows beneath them to raise her up. Then he slowly—tortuously slowly—ran his fingers along the cleft of her tight ass, down to the wetness of her pussy, stopping just shy of her clit, before returning to his original position.  
 
    He’d never been an ass man, but he had to admit Sadie’s was one of the best he’d ever seen. With one hand, he massaged the globe of her ass as he continued his travels, each time his fingers venturing farther along the path.  
 
    Now he circled the tight rosebud, pushing slightly against the muscles; now he dipped the tip of his finger inside her, which produced a strangled moan from Sadie. 
 
    He liked teasing her. 
 
    He wanted to taste her but wondered how long she’d last before she asked for it. 
 
    Begged for it. 
 
    It took longer than he expected; either Sadie was enjoying the teasing as much as he was, or she was unable to voice her demands. Lorde didn’t think it was the latter.  
 
    She lay on the bed, arms outstretched and still tied. Lorde watched the muscles on her back tighten as her excitement grew, saw how her hips thrust inadvertently against the pillows.  
 
    He slid more of his finger inside her wetness, withdrawing it slowly and waited for Sadie to ask for more. He could hear her breathing, her soft moans, but still she said nothing.  
 
    It took two fingers thrusting inside her for her to shift her weight, to finally push her hips back against him.  
 
    “Please...” she whimpered.  
 
    Lorde chuckled as he pulled her towards him, angling her hips higher, spreading her thighs. Dropping a chaste kiss on the cheek of her ass, he gave no other warning before he lowered his mouth to her.  
 
    Her cry was proof that he had reached her limit. 
 
    Lorde had found that every woman had their own scent, their own taste. He liked discovering them, as much as he enjoying finding out how much he could push their boundaries.  
 
    Sadie tasted sweet, like overripe fruit.  
 
    His tongue followed the trail of his fingers, flicking against her clit, diving deep inside her, and returning to her tight rosebud. He licked and pushed against it, and when his mouth returned to her nub, his finger continued to press against the muscle. 
 
    Lorde wanted all of her ass. 
 
    Suddenly, he lifted her high off the bed and buried his mouth in her wetness. Sadie let out a harsh cry as his lips found her clit and sucked hard. 
 
    “Oh...good...so...g...” 
 
    His tentative flicks against her clit grew to frantic lapping. Sadie kept up a constant stream of cries, encouraging him as he devoured her. Every few minutes, he would make the trip back along the cleft, slowing things down. He didn’t want her to come quite yet.  
 
    His finger continued the pressure against her ass, aided often by his mouth until Lorde was able to slide a finger inside her.  
 
    There was no reaction, save a soft sound deep in Sadie’s throat, so he continued, sliding his finger slowly inside her, as his mouth found her clit again.  
 
    This had gone on long enough. He was ready for her to come. 
 
    For the first time. 
 
    Licking and sucking, Lorde was rewarded by increasingly loud shrieks of pleasure. He was relentless in his task, until with a scream, Sadie thrust back against him, and arched her back as the sensations exploded through her.  
 
    When her shuddering ceased, he lifted his head, pulled out his finger.  
 
    “Oh, my god,” Sadie gulped. 
 
    “You okay?” 
 
    “Um...yes. That was—” 
 
    “Your arms?” he interrupted, stroking her shoulder. Her climax had seemed intense and he was worried that she had hurt herself as she pulled against the restraints.  
 
    “I’m good.” Sadie glanced over her shoulder at him with a small smile. 
 
    “I’m going to untie you now.”  
 
    Her breathing was back to normal by the time he had untied the scarves. She remained in the same position, hips high on the pillow, watching him over her shoulder as he slipped on a condom and positioned himself behind her. Without any fanfare, he slid inside her 
 
    Sadie sighed with pleasure. 
 
    Once again, Lorde took his time, thrusting deep and slow, pulling back so that only his tip stayed inside her, before diving back into her. 
 
    He was lost in the sensation of Sadie’s pussy gripping him, her warmth spreading through his body, but retained enough of himself to hold back. It was like he was moving in slow motion. 
 
    Again, Lorde wanted to see how long it would take Sadie to beg for it. 
 
    It didn’t take as long this time. 
 
    Her cries soon became tainted with a growl of frustration. Lorde could relate to it, since he wanted nothing but to grind into her, taking his own pleasure. 
 
    But he didn’t.  
 
    Slowly, ever so slowly, almost methodically, he thrust into her. Fucking her so thoroughly, like he was trying to find her core.  
 
    Sadie pressed back against him, her growls of frustration becoming whimpers. Finally, she broke. 
 
    “Please...just fuck me. Fuck me hard, so hard. I can’t bear it.” 
 
    Like a runner coming out of the blocks at the sound of the gun, Lorde thrust into her so far the bed slammed into the wall. Sadie gave a wail of relief.  
 
    A few thrusts, hard and fast, before Lorde reached around to find her hard nub with his fingers.  
 
    He rubbed her as she continued to push back against him, taking as much of him into her as she could.  
 
    “Oh, god...I’m...I think...I’m coming. I’m coming, don’t stop, keep...fuck me! Fuck me!”  
 
    Lorde did as she asked, feeling her pussy contract around his cock as she climaxed. And then he pulled out. 
 
    Sadie groaned, sounding both satisfied and disappointed.  
 
    Still fingering her clit, Lorde pushed against the tightness of her ass. Sadie gasped but didn’t refuse.  
 
    Slowly he broke through the tight muscles.  
 
    “You okay?” he muttered as he slid deeper within. 
 
    “Yeah.” Her face was in the pillow. 
 
    Lorde paused until he thought she had accepted the sensation before he began thrusting into her. Slowly. 
 
    Too slowly. 
 
    “More,” Sadie demanded, her voice breathless. “Please.” 
 
    Closing his eyes with relief, he moved faster, still careful not to hurt her, but not the unbearable slowness. Until finally, he couldn’t control himself, and gripped her hips with both hands, driving into her. 
 
    Her cries told him she was enjoying this. Maybe not as much as he was, but enough. 
 
    He came with a long, drawn-out groan.  
 
    Before he pulled out, he reached back to her clit, and frantically rubbing, waited for Sadie to reach her own release.  
 
    After he had pulled out, when she was lying on the bed gazing at him with those blue eyes, she smiled up at him. 
 
    “That was a first. So what do we do now?” 
 
    “It wasn’t enough?” he asked with a grin. 
 
    “It’s never enough.” 
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    Callie 
 
      
 
    Callie was tired and just a little sore. And she had slept in her dress, which had pretty much ruined it. 
 
    That fact did nothing to lessen her enjoyment of the previous night.  
 
    Three men. Callie couldn’t stop the smile spreading across her face.  
 
    She might be pleasantly sore, but it was enough to keep her in bed longer than she expected the next morning. She had made plans with Sadie and Jason for an early breakfast before leaving to explore the area, but when her alarm rang, she had great difficulty dragging herself out of bed. 
 
    Callie did manage a shower and pull on some clothes, but the super comfortable bed, still with the outline of her body visible among the sheets, beckoned. Eventually, she gave in, crawling back between the soft white sheets and texted Sadie to tell them to go on without her. 
 
    What was it about the bed that made it so comfortable? Goose-feather duvet? Perfectly firm mattress? Pillows that allowed her head to sink into just the right amount? 
 
    Maybe it was the country air, or the hours spent in the hot tub yesterday afternoon. 
 
    It was the sex.  
 
    She’d been with two men before, but never three, and hadn’t thought it would be so...exhausting? Exciting? 
 
    Amazing. 
 
    It had been incredible, so incredible that Callie’s stomach tingled at the thought of it. 
 
    Or was that because she was thinking about Marcus? 
 
    Callie flipped over and buried her face in her pillow. Marcus had only played a small role in last night’s production, content to sit and watch Richard and Brian have their way with her. 
 
    Again and again and again... 
 
    Even after—how many orgasms did she have?—how could it be possible for her to become aroused at the thought of last night’s playtime? 
 
    She knew that there would be another dinner that night, and another round of pairing up, but Callie didn’t think she could wait that long. 
 
    Just thinking of last night, of Marcus’ hard cock in her mouth...how she had wanted him inside her. 
 
    Two men had fucked her. Wasn’t that enough? 
 
    But he had walked her home, saw her safely to her room. What was that all about? For a few minutes, he had seemed like a sweet gentleman rather than the rakish player.  
 
    Callie rolled over and told herself to stop thinking about him. What was the point? He had a girlfriend, or a wife, or whatever Katherine was to him. She guessed there would be an unspoken rule at Mrs. Robinson’s about being with someone twice. 
 
    It would be a stupid rule if there was such a thing. 
 
    She managed to tear her mind off Marcus enough to drift back to sleep when a soft knock on the door woke her up. 
 
    It must be Sadie trying to convince her to join them for a morning of sightseeing. Callie had stripped off her clothes after she texted Sadie and grabbed the robe lying on the chair beside her bed. 
 
    It smelled faintly of the chlorine of the hot tub. Now that she was awake, maybe it would be a good idea to— 
 
    Callie opened the door to find Marcus standing there, with a smile on his handsome face, and looking none the worse for wear after last night. 
 
    She pulled the top of her robe closed, trying her hide her nakedness as well as her thoughts. She had been thinking about Marcus and now he was there standing in her room.“What are you doing here?”  
 
    Marcus’ smile widened, not put out at her abrupt tone. “Well, good morning to you, too.” 
 
    “Hi. What do you want?” 
 
    “That’s a bit rude after last night.” 
 
    Why did the reminder make her cheeks heat up? “I apologize,” she said, managing to get a hold of herself. “But I wasn’t expecting you.” 
 
    “I know.” Marcus pushed his way inside without waiting for an invitation. “But I saw your friends at breakfast and heard how you couldn’t drag yourself out of bed. I had to come and check on you. It seemed the gentlemanly thing to do.” 
 
    There was nothing gentlemanly about the way he was grinning at her. “I’m fine, thanks.”  
 
    “Are you? You look flushed.” 
 
    “I just got out of bed!” She stepped back as he moved forward. What was he doing here, and just after she ordered herself to stop thinking about him? They hadn’t even had actual sex.  
 
    Callie’s gaze flew to his lips. Soft, full, kissable lips. She hadn’t been able to stop thinking about what it had been like when he had kissed her.  
 
    “That’s really too bad,” Marcus said slowly, taking another step towards her, almost like he was an animal stalking prey. “I hoped I could find you underneath the covers...wearing whatever you wear under the covers.” 
 
    Callie clutched the robe over her breasts. It wasn’t that he knew she was naked underneath. How could he know? 
 
    “Unfortunately, I had to get out of the bed to see who was at the door,” Callie said sweetly. “Or else I would be still under those covers.” 
 
    “Those covers?” He gestured with his chin, his eyes never leaving Callie’s.  
 
    His eyes were a warm, chocolate brown. For a moment Callie thought she might be drowning in them. What was happening to her?  
 
    “Mm-hm.” She needed space between them because she didn’t know how much longer she could go without touching him. Her fingers ached from the urge to reach out to him, to pull out the shirt tucked no neatly into his pants, catch a glimpse of a taut stomach... 
 
    “What would you be wearing?” Marcus asked, his voice low and sending an air of intimacy swirling around them. 
 
    “Wouldn’t you like to know?” Her voice was pert and playful until the backs of her legs hit the bed. Callie froze, with nowhere left to go.   
 
    “I would like to know. I really, really would.” Marcus was tall, so tall he could peer down at her, pretending to glance under the neckline of her robe, which she still held firm at her throat.  
 
    Callie needed to relax. Marcus was just a man, albeit one that she was very attracted to, but still a man. And Callie could handle any man, even one who showed up unannounced in her room. 
 
    While she was naked. 
 
    She was naked, so naked that the robe rubbed annoyingly against her skin every time she took a breath.  
 
    Oh, boy. Callie really wanted to show Marcus what she wore to sleep in, especially since she had already showered away the touches of the previous night. She’d even brushed her teeth.  
 
    No bed head or morning breath for her.  
 
    Marcus stepped even closer and this time Callie didn’t move away. Couldn’t. “Why don’t you hop back under the covers and we can pretend that I snuck in and surprised you?” He took the tie of her robe, rubbing it between his fingers. 
 
    Like he had rubbed her last night.  
 
    Callie couldn’t catch her breath, wanted nothing more than to do as he suggested. But she wasn’t about to make it easy for him. 
 
    Marcus was going to have to work for it, to make up for being nothing more than an observer last night. 
 
    “What do you want, Marcus?” Callie demanded.  
 
    “Isn’t that obvious?” He caught her sleeve, slid his fingers inside to caress her wrist. “I want you. I didn’t get nearly enough of you last night.” 
 
    “Who’s fault was that?” Damn, her voice caught. Did he know her stomach clenched as tight as a ball as soon as he touched her? What was it about him? 
 
    She wanted him. There’s was no denying it, and soon Marcus would know it, too, if he didn’t already. 
 
    He had to know it. The way she had stared at him during dinner, even while Brian’s hands had caressed her legs had been obvious to all. The way she had kissed him. 
 
    The way he had kissed her back. 
 
    “You wanted to play last night, and I wanted to let you play. I didn’t want to monopolize you,” Marcus explained, his voice low and husky.  
 
    “Did you want to monopolize me?” she whispered. 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    Callie took a deep breath, tried to think clearly. “I think you have a girlfriend stashed in your room, and I wonder what she’ll think of you being here so early in the morning.” 
 
    Marcus stepped closer, close enough so that Callie could smell the maple syrup on his breath.  
 
    She loved maple syrup. 
 
    “First thing,” Marcus began, flipping a stray curl away from her neck. “It’s not that early. And second, have you read anything about this place? This isn’t cheating. It’s expected behaviour.” 
 
    “I didn’t expect you to show up at my door.” 
 
    “To be honest, I didn’t either. But aren’t you glad I’m here?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Marcus looked surprised at her easy admission. He gave her a little push. “Get back into bed.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Go. Under the covers. I like to play as much as you do.” 
 
    She could only hope so. “Turn around.” Marcus obeyed and Callie slipped the robe off, tossing it back on the chair as she dove under the covers with a giggle. 
 
    “Did you just giggle?” Marcus demanded. 
 
    “I did,” Callie admitted, her head under the covers.  
 
    “Are you going to be laughing the whole time?” 
 
    Callie shivered with delight. “I don’t know.” 
 
    “I’d rather you be making noises other than laughter.” 
 
    “Well, we’ll have to see what you can do about that.” 
 
    “Oh, I can do.” With a low growl, Marcus flipped up the bottom of the duvet, uncovering Callie’s bare legs. “I hoped this was what you slept in.” 
 
    “Bare is always better,” Callie said, sighing as Marcus crawled under the covers, running his hands up her legs. “I always say—” 
 
    Marcus pushed her legs apart. His mouth found the heat between her legs and she didn’t finish what she was saying. 
 
    She knew she shouldn’t compare Marcus to Richard but because such little time had passed, she couldn’t help herself. Marcus quickly proved both men had their skills but in different ways. It was as if Richard was conducting an opera—long and drawn out, technically perfect and capable of reaching highs and lows. 
 
    Whereas Marcus was like a boy band singing the latest pop song—unable to compete technically, but oh, so much fun to listen to. 
 
    Callie had the corner of the pillow stuffed in her mouth to muffle her cries when Marcus finally came up for air.  
 
    “So hot. I can’t breathe down there,” he complained, throwing the duvet to the floor. Then he looked at her, long and hard. “You’re amazing.” 
 
    She could only smile weakly, her body still tingling from her climax. Callie was tall and voluptuous, with real woman’s hips and thighs and above average chest. But that meant she had a belly, and junk in the trunk that she wasn’t always comfortable with. Being naked before a new man was always something of a trial, one she usually smoothed over with a joke.  
 
    Marcus has seen her last night at her most vulnerable, but that still didn’t stop her stomach tightening when he pulled away the covers. 
 
    But the look in his eyes, the admiration, and hunger made everything perfect. 
 
    “But now you’ll be cold,” he continued, sliding on top of her, his hand reaching to cup her breast. “I’ll have to do something about that.” 
 
    “You can do whatever you like after that,” Callie invited.  
 
    “Oh, really?” Marcus rested his weight on his arms, and Callie’s arms slid across his shoulder, feeling the muscular tension in his back. 
 
    He was beautiful and sexy and funny, and Callie didn’t remember the last time she had been so taken with a man. 
 
    They hadn’t even had proper sex yet.   
 
    Marcus kissed her then, and it was even better than his kiss from yesterday. Callie tasted herself on his lips, and drew him closer, feeling his weight on her, his hardness against her belly.  
 
    “I can’t have you tonight,” Marcus murmured against her lips. “But I need you now.” 
 
    Why not? Callie wanted nothing more than to stay wrapped in Marcus' arms for the rest of the day, the night, her remaining time here.   
 
    She murmured her assent, her eyes fluttering open. “But you need...” Callie trailed off as Marcus leaned over her to the drawer in the nightstand. They had used condoms last night, but as ready as Callie was, she wasn’t about to let Marcus inside her without one.  
 
    He kissed her again, fumbled with the square foil, and made Callie laugh at how he ripped the wrapper with his teeth.  
 
    A soft moan escaped from Callie as Marcus slid inside her.  
 
    “That’s what I wanted to hear,” he told her, thrusting slowly. Last night with the others...I wanted to be the one making you make those noises.” 
 
    Callie held his gaze and moaned again, finally closing her eyes at the pleasure of having him deep inside her. 
 
    Marcus fucked her slowly, firmly, without any fancy positions or techniques, almost like they were making love. 
 
    Which they weren’t. 
 
    He kissed her often and thoroughly, muffling her cries. But when she came, arching up with a loud cry, Marcus watched her face, studying it intently, before exploding into her.  
 
    After he rolled off and disposed of the condom, Marcus returned to her side. Callie did something she rarely did—she curled into his side, relishing the warmth of his arms around her.  
 
    She wasn’t a cuddler, but maybe for a minute or two... 
 
    “Who are you?” she asked sleepily. 
 
    “Your dream come true,” he whispered, pressing his lips against her head.  
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    Morena was going to take someone to bed that night. 
 
    She had decided at breakfast, while she talked with Brian and Heidi and Alicia over Louie’s French toast. Everyone around the table had the sheepish smiles and warm glow of someone who had enjoyed good sex the night before.  
 
    It was time Morena enjoyed that as well. 
 
    She had to put Peter and Lyndsay behind her. There had been five texts from the couple since they had told her it was over, full of apologies and explanations, and Morena knew they hadn’t meant any harm by suggesting she meet their friends. Just naiveté, and good intentions.  
 
    It was her own fault, her own history that made her over-react to their suggestion. And she didn’t want their friends. Morena had enjoyed the time she had spent with Peter and Lyndsay but it was over.  
 
    She’d told them she understood, without the need to explain her reaction. They wouldn’t understand, couldn’t understand. They were sweet, simple, looking for a little excitement.  
 
    Morena hoped they would find it again. 
 
    It was over and she was moving on. She’d find someone else. 
 
    But in the meantime... 
 
    She pulled her red dress from her closet, the one that flowed around her legs, moulded to her breasts. Highlighted the good, hid the bad. 
 
    Morena gazed at herself in the mirror. She was in her fifties and here she was preparing to have sex with a man young enough to be her son. What was she thinking? 
 
    She was thinking it was all just a bit fun. 
 
    It would have to be Jason; Morena would approach him early because now that she had made up her mind, she didn’t think she could bear it if Jason went with some other woman. 
 
    She had watched him this weekend, with Sadie, with Callie, with Alicia, and liked what she had seen. He was decent and nice, smart and sweet, and had an amazing ass. 
 
    Just the way she liked them. 
 
    It wasn’t until she was dressed, make-up on and hair brushed, the white waves caught up on the sides that the memories caught up with her.  
 
    It had been over four years ago. Her name had been Alana, Morena recollected. Alana and Paul.  
 
    Morena had tagged Paul as an ass the moment he walked in the place, but he’d been so incredibly good-looking, the women had lined up for a chance with him. He’d been smug and cocky, sweeping two of the guests off the first night. There had been talk of what he had been up to with one of the women during the afternoon, as well. 
 
    Morena didn’t mind if the guests found ways to amuse themselves during the day. Her main concern had always been that the numbers evened out for dinner so that everyone found a partner for the evening.   
 
    Paul had left after dinner with his companions without a second glance at his wife. For Morena, that could tell a lot about a person and a marriage.   
 
    Brian had been attentive to Alana that night. There was something about her that had attracted Morena. She had been a beautiful woman, but there was something vulnerable, almost wounded about her.  
 
    Back then, Morena often found a partner for herself, so Brian hadn’t been surprised when she had asked to join them. The three of them had enjoyed themselves immensely.  
 
    Until they returned to the house, to find Paul waiting for them in the kitchen.  
 
    “You fucked my wife?” he had demanded, his figure looming over Morena.  
 
    “What’s going on here?” Brian had pushed his way to stand in front of the women, his voice steely calm.  
 
    Morena had glanced at Alana, cowering beside her. Her whole body seemed to tremble. 
 
    “This is none of your business.”  
 
    Alana had screamed as Paul had given Brian a vicious shove, sending him into the counter. Brian’s arm swept a row of wine glasses to the floor with a musical tinkle, out of place in the atmosphere of sudden violence.  
 
    “You need to calm down, Paul. This is unacceptable,” Morena said, trying to keep her voice steady. “You knew what would happen tonight.”  
 
    “It’s one thing for her to be with a man, but I never agreed to let my wife be fucked by a whore like you.” 
 
    Morena felt like her breath had been sucked out of her body. 
 
    The door to the kitchen had burst open and Lorde had been there, taking the measure of the situation in an instant.  
 
    Morena would be forever grateful that Lorde hadn’t hit the man. Instead, he hustled him into the library, while Morena flew to Brian, who was bleeding from the broken glass. Alana had stood there, sobbing brokenly. The woman Lorde had been with had hovered in the doorway, with an expression of bewilderment on her face.  
 
    Paul and Alana had been gone in the morning, and Morena waited with bated breath for the lawsuit to appear. Even though Brian and Richard had assured her she had done nothing wrong, she was worried about her business.  
 
    There had been no lawsuit, but there had been a scathing review on her website, full of slander and lies.   
 
    That had been the last time she had spoken to William.  
 
    Paul had been an acquaintance of William’s. Morena had made a call to William and the review had disappeared.  
 
    After that, she had rested easy, knowing Paul wouldn’t be a problem. 
 
    But that had been the last time she had dallied with her guests.  
 
    Until now. 
 
    When she headed down the stairs, she found Brian in the lobby, staring unabashedly at her.  
 
    “You look beautiful,” he said simply, taking her hand and kissing her knuckles. The old-fashioned gesture charmed Morena, just as Brian had known it would. “Does this mean what I think it does?” 
 
    Morena only smiled at him. 
 
    “Who’s the lucky devil?” 
 
    Morena saw Jason and Sadie descending the stairs out of the corner of her eye. “Wouldn’t you like to know?”     
 
    With a last smile, she headed for the bar to relieve Kimmy who was doing her best to mix, serve and charm. Kimmy had worked for her for a few years and understood how things worked. She was a pretty girl, all blonde hair and blue eyes, and had had enjoyable evenings with quite a few of the guests. But she’d never seen Morena ready for a night of her own. 
 
    “You look amazing,” Kimmy told her, blue eyes wide with admiration.  
 
    “Thank you,” Morena replied, ducking behind the bar.  
 
    Liliane whistled as she walked up. “You look hot to trot.” 
 
    There was no use hiding her intentions from Liliane. “I thought it was time I got back into the saddle.” 
 
    “Long past time.” She accepted the glass of champagne Morena offered, turned her shoulder on Morena and gazed out on the lobby, where guests were beginning to congregate. “So, who’s it going to be? Hang, on—is that Henry? Natalie’s Henry?” 
 
    “I told her he was staying here. He mentioned he might be joining us tonight.” 
 
    “Joining—as in joining?” 
 
    “Possibly.” 
 
    “Real-ly.” Morena could tell Liliane was appraising Henry even with her back turned. “He’s a cutie.” 
 
    “I may want to warn you away from him.” Morena gave a half-hearted laugh as she watched Henry approach Callie and Sadie. 
 
    “Poof. You’re not his mother.” Liliane turned back to Morena. “Have you—?” 
 
    “No.”  
 
    Giving a chuckle, Liliane turned again to watch the dynamics of the other guests. “I’ll be good.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t doubt that.” 
 
    Morena kept busy serving drinks to several guests as Liliane stood and chatted with her. “Have you heard from Tia in a while?” The two women had known each other for so long that their circle of friends was wide and often overlapped.  
 
    “No, but do you remember Jacey and Dominic from a few months ago? They were special friends of hers.” 
 
    “Really? I didn’t know that. I might have paid a little more attention to them.” 
 
    “I thought you paid enough attention to Dominic?” 
 
    “Yes, but knowing Tia knew them both...maybe I should have suggested Jacey join us.”  
 
    “It’s not a competition!” 
 
    “Of course not, but it makes it more fun if it can be.” 
 
    Morena shook her head at her friend and opened another bottle.  
 
    “I’ve heard news of William.” 
 
    She stilled at Liliane’s words, forced herself to comment because she knew Liliane was waiting. “Oh?” 
 
    Why did his very name jolt her like a charge of electricity? How long would it take to have him completely out of her system? He was out of her life—why couldn’t the man stay out of her thoughts? 
 
    “He’s actually living with that Iliya woman. What kind of name is that, anyway?” Liliane grumbled.  
 
    “An interesting name. I’m sure she’s an interesting woman.” 
 
    “Why are you defending her?” 
 
    “I’m not.” Morena gazed at Liliane and forced herself to keep her face blank. “I’m not anything.” 
 
    “I don’t like how he hurt you.” 
 
    “I’m sure I’m just one in a long line. It was a long time ago, Liliane. I’m over it. You should be too.” 
 
    Morena found herself rubbing a spot on the bar long after she’d wiped up the spill of wine. Liliane leaned over the counter, reached for her to pull her close. She dropped a kiss on Morena’s forehead.  
 
    “But you’re not over him, are you? Despite everything.” She smiled sympathetically. 
 
    Morena couldn’t answer.   
 
    After a few minutes, Liliane moved away to speak with Heidi and Brian, leaving Morena alone at the bar. There were so many bad memories of her time with William, but she had to admit there had been good times as well. William had been good to her, in his own way. 
 
    Which hadn’t always been good for her. 
 
    Not tonight, Morena decided, throwing down the cloth. It was bad enough she had let the incident with Paul into her thoughts. No more William tonight. 
 
    She slid out from behind the bar and made her way to where Henry was standing with Callie, Jason, and Sadie. “How’s everyone this evening?” she asked with a pasted-on smile that she hoped they would take for sincere. “I missed seeing you this afternoon, Callie.” 
 
    This was the first time Callie had been out of her room all day and Morena hoped nothing was wrong. 
 
    “I...slept...A little tired after all the fun of last night,” Callie said, shifting her eyes away.  
 
    She was looking for someone, Morena decided. But she would leave the mystery of who Callie was searching for aside for now. 
 
    “Jason,” Morena began, touching him on the arm. “Have you been enjoying yourself so far?” 
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    Callie 
 
      
 
    After their lovemaking, Callie had laid in bed with Marcus.  
 
    Pillow talk was something Callie didn’t normally take part of, but it had felt natural and easy with Marcus. Usually, she willingly kicked out the men she brought home as soon as the deed was done. Or, if it was at work, there was always the excuse that she had to get back to her desk. Callie wanted sex, not intimacy. 
 
    At least she hadn’t for a long time.  
 
    “Where are you from?” she asked him. 
 
    Marcus yawned and flexed his fingers around her shoulder. He lay on his back, with Callie curled into his side. “Are we doing the small talk now?”  
 
    “Not if you don’t want to.” She kept her voice casual, but couldn’t seem to stop touching him. His skin was so soft for a man, with the perfect amount of hair sprinkling across his chest. Strong arms, taut stomach...on the outside, Marcus seemed perfect. 
 
    But Callie knew things weren’t always as they seemed.  
 
    “I’m not sure I want to talk right now,” Marcus admitted, his fingers tracing a pattern along her arm. 
 
    “Don’t let me keep you here,” Callie told him in an icy voice. “Wouldn’t want to bore you.” 
 
    “Oh, I have no intention of leaving anytime soon.” His hand reached across her stomach to cup one of her breasts. “I’m just waiting to get my strength back.” 
 
    He kissed her then, which led to other things. 
 
    It also led to them both falling asleep after it was over.  
 
    Callie had woken in the middle of the afternoon to find Marcus gone and a vivid memory of being held as she slept.  
 
    It was just sex, Callie repeated as she had another shower. After Callie had dressed for dinner, she found Sadie and Jason and three of them left for the lobby. 
 
    No one said anything about Callie’s absence.  
 
    “So who’s it going to be tonight?” Sadie asked Callie instead. 
 
    After sex twice that afternoon with Marcus, a round of energetic lovemaking was the last thing on her mind. But she couldn’t admit that to Sadie. And she was there for the weekend, to discover whatever experiences there were for her to discover. Callie knew it wouldn’t be Marcus that night, but maybe a different man would be fun. 
 
    “Maybe Lorde,” Callie decided. If she couldn’t have Marcus again, then the mystery of Lorde would be the best thing to take her mind off of him.  
 
    He had held her as she slept. No one did that. 
 
    He left without saying goodbye. That was what she was used to.  
 
    “Last night with him was...” Sadie paused and glanced at Jason, who was staring stoically ahead. “Nice.” 
 
    “Nice? That’s all you have to say.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with nice?” 
 
    “I hope no one ever calls me nice,” Jason muttered. “I’ll leave if you don’t want me to hear what you’re going to say.” 
 
    “Lorde was nice and that’s all I’m going to say,” Sadie said firmly. “You should definitely check out how nice he is.” 
 
    Callie laughed, a little louder than necessary because they were passing Marcus’ room. Would it be bad if he opened the door right now? Would she be able to stop herself from touching him? 
 
    Could she please stop thinking about him? He was a man she had had sex with. End of story. After this weekend she would never see him again. She’d probably never talk to him again. Some other woman would share his bed tonight... 
 
    Callie found that she did not like that thought. 
 
    Not long after they reached the lobby, they were joined by a tall, serious-looking man with glasses. His hair was shaggy and in need of a cut. 
 
    “I’m Henry,” he introduced himself. After a few minutes of stilted conversation, Morena joined them. Callie was still scanning the room for Marcus when Morena asked Jason if he was enjoying himself. 
 
    The way she touched his arm... 
 
    Well, way to go Morena.  
 
    Callie couldn’t hide the smirk as Morena came right out and asked Jason if he would like to join her after dinner. 
 
    It wasn’t the way Callie would have done it, but Jason certainly wasn’t complaining. He wore a stunned expression on his face, mixed with a goofy sort of smile. 
 
    “Yes! Sure, I mean...that would be nice,” he finished trying to gain a foothold in his excitement. “Very nice.” 
 
    “I thought you didn’t want to be called nice,” Sadie said under her breath, causing Callie to laugh out loud.  
 
    Morena looked pleased, and Jason appeared to be about to fall over, so that boded well for the two of them.  
 
    “Are you enjoying yourself here, Callie?” Morena asked her while Sadie chatted with Henry.  
 
    “Yes. How could you think otherwise?” 
 
    “I wanted to make sure. I like happy guests.” 
 
    “I’m very, very, very happy.” Callie winked. “Very happy.” 
 
    Morena chuckled. “Brian and Richard must have made quite the impression on you. I’ve known them both for years. I’m very fond of them.” 
 
    “And Marcus?” Callie hated herself for asking. It had only been a few hours since he had left her room, and already Callie was excited to see him.  
 
    Why couldn’t she stop thinking about him? It was just sex.  
 
    “Marcus.” The way Morena smiled suggested there was a reason why Morena would be fond of him. “He’s an interesting character.” 
 
    “In what way?” 
 
    The way Morena looked at her made Callie feel that she knew exactly what Callie had been doing upstairs with Marcus.  
 
    “I wouldn’t advise you to fall for him, Callie.” 
 
    “Who said I’m doing anything of the sort?” Callie stammered. “But, why?” 
 
    “He’s a wonderful man, a true friend and an incredible lover, but he’ll break your heart. I don’t want that for you.” 
 
    “You don’t have to worry about anything like that,” Callie scoffed. “I’m not here for that. I’m not looking for anything serious.”  
 
    Despite her quick dismissal, Callie wondered if Morena’s warning had come too late.  
 
    “Marcus already checked out,” Morena said gently. 
 
    “What?” Callie couldn’t hide her shock. And disappointment. 
 
    “Katherine apparently got a call this morning,” Morena explained. “She took a few hours to get ready and pack up, and then they left.” 
 
    Marcus had been in bed with her while his girlfriend was packing to leave, called home for some emergency. The thought chilled her. How could Marcus be so callous, so selfish? 
 
    Thank god it was only sex between them.  
 
    “Look, there’s Lorde,” Morena pointed out.    
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    Across the lobby, Lorde waved to get Morena’s attention and saw her excuse herself from the group that surrounded the bar.  
 
    Callie was there, looking sexy as hell with her curves on full display. While he had enjoyed himself with Sadie last night, he couldn’t deny his gaze had continued to find Callie in a crowd. 
 
    Sexy, fun...a little louder than he liked, but there was something about her that seemed like it would guarantee a good time.  
 
    Once again, Lorde needed a good time.  
 
    “What’s up?” Morena asked. 
 
    “Henry’s coming for dinner?”  
 
    “Why is that a problem?” 
 
    “It’s not,” Lorde explained. “I wanted to check that you knew about it. Leah was setting an extra plate and it kind of screwed up the table.” 
 
    Morena burst out laughing. “Did you ever think you’d be worried about my table setting being screwed up?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “How you’ve changed.” She smiled at him and Lorde saw the affection in her eyes. It always made him feel good when she looked at him like that.  
 
    Like a mother would.   
 
    “I guess,” he said awkwardly.  
 
    She took pity on him. “So, yes, I am aware that Henry will be joining us tonight. He told me last night when he dropped by.” 
 
    “You saw...Henry?” 
 
    “Not like that.” 
 
    “It would okay if you did...” 
 
    “I think all three of us might have issues if something like that happened. Wonderful boy but...” 
 
    “A boy,” Lorde finished. 
 
    “I’ve had younger,” Morena countered with a note of pride in her voice. 
 
    “I did not need to know that.” 
 
    She cackled. “So? Who do you have your eye on tonight?” 
 
    “Not sure.” Lorde kept his gaze from seeking Callie with difficulty. 
 
    “Can I make a suggestion?” 
 
    “You would even if I don’t want you to.” 
 
    “True. It might be nice if you paid Callie some attention tonight.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Do I need a reason? Do you? Look at her.” 
 
    “I have been. And I see her having fun with Richard and Brian and Marcus.” 
 
    “That was last night. Tonight, I think, she’d appreciate something a little different.” 
 
    “What happened last night?” 
 
    “Lorde, stop looking for a reason and take advantage of a beautiful woman who has been watching you since I came over to talk to you.” 
 
    “No, she hasn’t.” 
 
    “Now you sound like a little boy. Go watch the bar for me while I check in the kitchen. She’s drinking gin. Panty remover,” Morena mouthed as she back away from him.  
 
    “Go away,” Lorde grumbled but headed to the bar like she asked.  
 
    He heard Callie laugh as he walked up, loud and cheerful. Everything about her was loud and cheerful...and sexy. It might be hard to take since no one had ever considered Lorde cheerful. 
 
    When was the last time he’d been truly happy? 
 
    Maybe some of Callie’s delight would rub off on him.  
 
      
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    He couldn’t stop staring at her breasts during dinner. 
 
    It wasn’t that he wasn’t a breast man, but none of the women Lorde had taken to bed ever had breasts like Callie. 
 
    She was wearing a top that fit snug around her waist like a corset and had sheer material covering her shoulders and arms. There was a considerable amount of skin left bare. The corset seemed to have the ability to push everything up and out so that attention was focused on the creamy tops of her breasts. 
 
    At least Lorde’s attention was focused there. 
 
    He was having difficulty looking Callie in the eyes. 
 
    And she had lovely, laughing eyes as well. They were blue, the colour of the early morning sky. 
 
    An evening with Callie was exactly what Lorde needed. 
 
    He was over Elizabeth. She was out of his life. Moving on. 
 
    It was about time. 
 
    “So what exactly do you do around here, Mr. Lorde?” Callie asked, resting her elbow on the table, which only increased the lovely view of her cleavage. 
 
    “Just Lorde.” 
 
    Callie scrunched up her nose like a little girl faced with a plate of broccoli. “See, the relapsed Catholic in me might have trouble calling you that. Lorde.” 
 
    “I think you’d get used to it.” 
 
    “Really? Because if I were to call out ‘Oh, god, Lorde’,—that is, if we were to continue our conversation in a more private place—would you think I was calling out your name, or using the Lord’s name in vain?” 
 
    Lorde couldn’t hide his smile. “I think if we were to continue our conversation in a more private place, you would be focused on me, and me alone.” 
 
    “A bit sure of yourself, aren’t you?” 
 
    “And you’re not?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m not denying that.” She smiled at him, a smile that led to no question that she wanted him. Lorde wasn’t used to women coming on so strong. It was an interesting novelty. 
 
    “I find that most men enjoy confident women in bed,” she continued.  
 
    An image of Elizabeth flickered in Lorde’s mind. “I like confident women in general,” he told her a little too vehemently. “But in bed, I prefer a bit of vulnerability.” 
 
    “Really? Why’s that? Do you have to control the situation?” 
 
    “I like women to lose control,” Lorde corrected. “A lot of women I meet here are hiding something—desires, needs…I like to help them find it.” 
 
    “So you’re like a therapy session?” 
 
    “More like a massage.” 
 
    “Would you like to massage me, Mr. Lorde?” 
 
    His gaze flashed to her breasts again. “I think you’d be a handful. But I’m up for a challenge.” 
 
    “You’ve only just met me but you’ve already pegged me as a challenge. You’re a smart man, Mr. Lorde.” 
 
    “Lorde.” 
 
    “I don’t like calling you that. What’s your first name?” 
 
    “Michael. But don’t call me that.” His voice turned flat and cold.  
 
    “Don’t worry, I won’t be calling you Michael.”  
 
    Lorde looked surprised at how hard her voice had become. There were more layers to her after all. “Is he the reason you’re here?” 
 
    “I’m here to have some fun,” Callie said firmly. 
 
    “Uh huh.” Lorde sipped his wine.  
 
    “That’s all. I don’t need any of your therapy looks.” 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “You’re looking at me like I’m an onion and you want to start peeling off some the layers.” 
 
    Lorde couldn’t help but laugh at the image. Onions were the last thing he was thinking of. “The only thing I want to peel is you out of those clothes,” he told her in a low voice.     
 
    “That’s more like it.” Callie's expression had resumed to its usual cheerfulness, but the quick change did nothing to change Lorde’s opinion that there was a vulnerable girl under the blonde curls and amazing body. 
 
    Maybe she was in love with someone she couldn’t have, like he was with Elizabeth. 
 
    He had to stop thinking about Elizabeth. How did he even know she was still in love with him? Maybe she was as tired of the back-and-forth as he was. 
 
    He had to give up on her. She was never going to leave Alan. 
 
    Lorde refilled Callie’s wine glass, then his own. Callie would be the perfect distraction from the constant ache in his heart.  
 
    Out of the corner of his eye, Lorde saw Louie enter the dining room. He sat up, glancing at Morena, who hadn’t yet noticed him. The chef never came into the dining room during dinner. Louie was usually long gone home to his wife by the time the dessert was served. Something must have gone wrong in the kitchen. 
 
    But Louie came to him, not Morena. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” he murmured as Louie approached the table. 
 
    “…in the kitchen,” Louie spoke in such a quiet voice that Lorde missed the first words. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Is everything okay?” Callie asked, leaning on his arm. 
 
    “I don’t know, she just showed up.” 
 
    “What? Who?” Lorde pushed his chair away from the table, almost dislodging Callie. 
 
    “Elizabeth.” 
 
    Without a word, Lorde ran to the kitchen. 
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    “Lorde?” 
 
    Callie watched Lorde run away from the table like he’d had a very bad reaction to the chicken. 
 
    Run away from her. 
 
    She’d been rebuffed by a few men over the years, but not often. Was it something she’d said? Done? The way she looked? 
 
    Who had the chef been talking about? 
 
    Morena excused herself and hurried after Lorde, which reassured Callie. Something had to be wrong. He didn’t leave because of her. 
 
    The realization made her feel selfish, more than relieved.   
 
    The chatter grew quiet as the guests watched them leave, but Heidi soon restarted the conversation.  
 
    Callie smiled at Henry across the table from her. “Hope everything’s okay. Any idea what’s going on?” 
 
    Henry shrugged, a flush suffusing his face. He reminded her of Jason, with his dark hair and glasses, with a bemused expression on his face. “No idea. I’m usually in the woods, so I’m not the best person to ask.” 
 
    Callie laughed. “You make it sound like you’re a hermit.” 
 
    “It feels like it sometimes. I’m a writer,” he reminded her.  
 
    “So, how long have you been here?” she asked him. Most of the guests around the table had already resumed their conversations. She glanced towards the kitchen door. Still no Lorde or Morena.   
 
    “A few months.” 
 
    “And do you like living here in the middle of nowhere? I guess it would be peaceful for a writer.” 
 
    Henry opened his mouth as if to answer but then shut it. Callie waited patiently. She wasn’t a big reader, but she’d always heard that authors were a little anti-social. They would have to be with all the voices in their head. Maybe— 
 
    “I’d like to have sex with you tonight,” Henry blurted.  
 
    Callie was left speechless. “Oh.” 
 
    “I doubt Lorde will be back, and it seems like everyone has already paired up. Unless you’d rather joined someone else…” 
 
    “I didn’t say that.” 
 
    “You didn’t say much.” 
 
    “Well, because you surprised me! I’ve barely said two words to you and already you’re propositioning me?” 
 
    “Isn’t that better sometimes? We know nothing about each other. We would just come together because of a mutual attraction.” 
 
    Henry was attractive but Morena returned to the table before Callie could respond.  
 
    Alone. 
 
    She took her seat, shook out her napkin and set it on her lap, before meeting Callie’s eyes down the table. Morena shook her head with a sad smile. 
 
    “Dessert will be right out,” Morena said. 
 
    But no Lorde. 
 
    Well, dammit. Lorde would have been fun to try. It might have been awkward with both her and Sadie having carnal knowledge of the same man, but it wouldn’t be the first time. They’d survived both being with Jason.  
 
    Callie examined Henry across the table. Big hands with long fingers, which were always good for getting into places. His lips were full and looked soft and kissable.  
 
    Not that she did much kissing these days. Except for Marcus… 
 
    Marcus had left. And now Lorde was gone. 
 
    Leaning forward, Callie gave Henry, as well as Richard and Alicia beside him, a wonderful view of her cleavage. “I’m not really in the mood for dessert,” she said with a suggestive smile. 
 
    Henry’s face fell. “No?” 
 
    “I mean, I’m not really in the mood for dessert at the table. I thought about skipping it, starting our own dessert…” 
 
    “Oh! Okay!” His face broke into a wide smile.  
 
    “If you’re interested.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m interested.” 
 
    “Oh, he’s interested,” Richard echoed, smiling at their exchange. “Sure you don’t want any more company?” 
 
    “No, I think Henry can take care of me tonight.” Callie drained her glass and stood up. She wasn’t expecting much from the writer, so it might be better to get it over with. “Have a good night,” she said to the others. 
 
    She noticed Morena’s smile as Henry followed her from the room like a puppy. 
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    Morena thought she hid her shock of Elizabeth’s appearance quite well. 
 
    She had never expected the woman to leave her husband. Morena knew Lorde was still hopelessly in love with Elizabeth, but he’d seemed different the last few days. Somewhat hollow, like he was missing something, but happier. She’d watched him with Sadie yesterday, Callie at dinner, and sensed a change in him. 
 
    Maybe he had finally realized how hopeless it was to continue to hold a candle for Elizabeth. 
 
    But now Elizabeth was here. What did that mean? 
 
    Morena had followed Lorde to see what sent him into the kitchen on a run. Finding Elizabeth standing there, tears streaming down her face, had drawn her up short. 
 
    “Are you hurt?” Morena had demanded.  
 
    Morena had always known Elizabeth was an abused wife. Maybe Alan didn’t hit her like Morena’s second husband had, but there were countless other ways to hurt a person.  
 
    Once she’d been reassured that Elizabeth had no physical injuries, she’d given Louie leave to go home for the night, and had left Lorde with Elizabeth. 
 
    Poor Callie. 
 
    Morena had sensed something about Callie—a vulnerability, despite her vivaciousness. The woman hid things almost as well as Morena did.  
 
    There was no hiding the flash of disappointment that crossed Callie’s face as Morena gave her a quick shake of the head. But the way Henry was watching her... 
 
    Morena thought Callie would be fine that night. 
 
    “Is everything all right?” Jason asked in a low voice. 
 
    Morena had done things differently that night. Usually, she had the guests switch spots at the table, to give everyone a chance to get to know each other. But that night, when Jason had claimed the spot beside her, Morena decided that was where he would stay.  
 
    “Just a tiny crisis in the kitchen,” she replied smoothly. It wasn’t up to her to tell anyone about Lorde and Elizabeth. 
 
    Morena doubted she’d see Lorde for the rest of the weekend. 
 
    The realization that Elizabeth would become his priority now hit Morena like a slap in the face. She relied on Lorde, liked knowing he was always there for her.  
 
    She would never begrudge anyone happiness, but for a brief moment, she wished Elizabeth had never shown up.  
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    Morena turned to Jason, smoothing her emotions off her face. “You’re very observant. Too much.” 
 
    “I can’t help it.” He still wore a concerned expression.  
 
    “I’m fine,” she assured him. “Just a bit of a shock, but nothing I can’t handle.” 
 
    “I would think you could handle everything.” 
 
    Morena smiled but didn’t respond.   
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    “I don’t understand.”  
 
    Those were the only words he could come up with as he saw Elizabeth standing in the kitchen, tears streaming down her face. 
 
    “I left him,” Elizabeth said, a tremulous smile breaking through the tears. “The girls are in the car. I couldn’t lose you, Michael.” 
 
    Lorde caught her in his arms for a bewildered hug. His head was spinning, and he felt more intoxicated than if he had drunk the entire bottle of wine. One moment he was picturing Callie spread naked on his bed, and now he had Elizabeth, his Elizabeth, in his arms. 
 
    What was going on? 
 
    “Let’s get them settled at my place and then we’ll talk,” he promised into her hair. 
 
    “Lorde?” 
 
    He drew away enough to see that Morena had followed him into the kitchen. “Is everything okay?” 
 
    “I’m going to take Elizabeth and the girls back to my place,” Lorde said. 
 
    “Of course.” Her gaze raked through Elizabeth’s tears, looking for bruises, reasons for Elizabeth to have fled. 
 
    He didn’t want her to find any. Lorde wanted Elizabeth to have left on her own. 
 
    “Hi, Morena,” Elizabeth said with an embarrassed smile. “I’m so sorry to have interrupted.” 
 
    “Pshaw.” Morena waved the apology away. “Go take care of those girls. Lorde, we’ll talk later.” 
 
    It wasn’t a question, but an order. A motherly request. He’d be happy to explain everything to Morena as soon as he knew what the hell was going on.   
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     “I don’t usually join the guests for dinner,” Henry confessed as he escorted Callie to his cabin. 
 
    “What do you think happened to Lorde?” Callie couldn’t help but ask as he unlocked the door.  
 
    Not that she cared, but she was curious. 
 
    Henry’s cabin was the same size as the one Callie had been in last night, but was more lived in, with clothes in piles on the floor, along with papers and books. A table and chair were shoved in the corner of the room and a coffee maker sat on the dresser, a laptop beside it. Even the bed looked slept in, even though Henry had done his best to straighten the sheets.  
 
    “I think it was about Elizabeth,” Henry said, piling papers on the table. 
 
    “Who is…?” 
 
    “The woman Lorde is involved with. Or maybe not involved, but would like to be. I think she’s married to a bit of a douchebag.” 
 
    “Never a good thing. So, do you know everyone here? The regulars, I mean.” 
 
    “I’ve met a few of them. I try to stay out of the way during the weekends.” 
 
    “Why?” Callie collapsed on the bed with a sigh and slipped off her shoes. The outfit needed the platform heels but they killed her arches. “Or, why join in tonight?” 
 
    “I thought it was time. I can’t hide forever.” 
 
    “True. I thought it might have been because you saw me and couldn’t resist.” She winked at him. 
 
    Henry moved over to the bed and stared down at her. “You’re very confident, aren’t you?” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    “Do you ever let others take control? In the bedroom, I mean. Do you let others have control over your pleasure or are you demanding?” 
 
    “I…” Something about the way Henry was looking at her was unsettling. Not in a frightened sort way, but the way his dark-eyed gaze roved around her body had perked her curiousity. It was like he had just switched personas from a shy, quiet bookworm to a more powerful, dominating… 
 
    “I think I’m demanding,” she admitted, the laughter dying in her throat. Something about Henry right now reminded her of Michael. Of the dominant Michael who had fucked her in the office that morning, not the usual friendly and good-natured man who had resisted her attempts at flirting for years.   
 
    The memory brought a sudden heat between her legs.  
 
    “I’d like you to try something tonight,” Henry said, reaching out with cool fingers to stroke the tops of her breasts. “Let me be in charge. Do everything I tell you to. Do you think you could do that?” 
 
    “What if I can’t?” 
 
    “Then I would have to punish you.”  
 
    Callie’s breath caught in her throat. She thought of the time that Brienne, her friend from work, had been tied down and spanked and how excited that had made her. Callie had been with a lot of men, but none who she had let dominate her. 
 
    Why not?  
 
    “What if I want to be punished?” she whispered. Every instinct in Callie screamed to stand up, and run her hand down Henry’s chest to check how excited he was. To let him know how excited she’d suddenly become. But something told her to stay seated on the bed.  
 
    “I was hoping you would. Could you undress, please?” 
 
    “You don’t want to do it for me?” 
 
    “No. I want to watch.” 
 
    So Callie let him watch. Slowly, she unzipped and unbuttoned, let every article of clothing silently fall to the floor until she stood naked and proud before him. 
 
    Henry didn’t say a word. She could see the desire in his eyes, the tightness in his jaw. The way his pants tented around his cock.  
 
    It was an impressive sight.  
 
    “Sit down,” he said finally, after taking his fill of staring at her. He unzipped his pants. Callie smiled as his cock reared up, thick and hard.  
 
    “What should I do with that?” she asked in a girlish voice.  
 
    “Don’t touch me. Lay against the pillows,” Henry instructed. Callie obeyed, watching warily as Henry sat on the bed beside her. Starting at her shoulder, he ran his hand across her breasts and down her stomach.  
 
    Callie caught her breath as his hand slowly moved towards the apex of her thighs. She wanted to spread her legs wide with anticipation but thought Henry might want to do it herself.  
 
    Or he might have something else in mind. He’d hardly touched her, but Callie was already excited.  
 
    His hand dipped between her legs and with a little motion, indicated that she should open. Once access was granted, his finger dove straight into her heat. 
 
    She exhaled with a huff as he thrust into her wetness. 
 
    “I like to watch you come,” Henry said in a soft voice. “But I don’t want to hear from you. I want you to be perfectly silent. Do you understand?” 
 
    Callie nodded, even though it was always difficult for her to be quiet. But she was concentrating on the pleasure she was getting from his fingers driving in and out of her and would have agreed to anything. 
 
    She bit her lip as his thumb brushed against her clit and leaned her head against the pillows, her gaze on Henry watching her intently.  
 
    Usually, she preferred—insisted—on men using their mouths. “It’s only fair,” she’d tell them. “You like it, I like it, let’s like it together.” 
 
    But she didn’t say anything to Henry. 
 
    It had been a long time since a man had made her come with only his fingers. And that was exactly what Henry was doing. He was pushing the right buttons, with the right speed and pressure, and just…everything was right.  
 
    He was doing everything right. 
 
    Callie stifled a whimper, clamped her lips together.  
 
    “Shh,” Henry whispered, watching as she began to come apart under his fingers. “Almost there.” 
 
    How did he know? How could he tell? She was absolutely quiet, save the loud breathing. And—oh, she was pressing her hips up into his hand, unconsciously begging for more. 
 
    She wanted more. She wanted everything. She— 
 
    The orgasm shocked her with the intensity and speed in which it rocked through her body. Clamping a hand over her mouth, she swallowed the cries as the waves of sensation claimed her.  
 
    Henry didn’t stop. 
 
    He drew his fingers out of her, targeted her swollen clit. Callie only had brief moments before she felt another climax approach. 
 
    It was as if she had reached the top of the hill, took a few steps down, and then started up another one.  
 
    Four times. She climbed four hills until Henry withdrew his magical fingers and left her trembling on the bed. 
 
    She’d never imagined being quiet would be so difficult. Her jaw ached from keeping it closed. 
 
    “Very good,” Henry said, standing up. “Roll over, please.” 
 
    Callie was still struggling to catch her breath as she positioned herself on hands and knees. She heard the rip of a foil packet and barely a moment later, felt Henry’s hands at her waist. 
 
    With one swift movement, he drove into her. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she gasped, pitching forward from the suddenness of it. 
 
    “I asked you to be quiet,” Henry said as he thrust hard into her. 
 
    “I thought—wait,” Callie protested with a whimper of disappointment as he pulled out. 
 
    Slap. The sound of his hand against her ass registered before the shock of pain. He slapped her again on the other side.  
 
    “I told you I would punish you,” he said, rubbing the tender spot. 
 
    Callie lowered her head and buried her face into the pillow so Henry wouldn’t hear her moan as he thrust into her again. 
 
    He took her hard and fast, seemingly unconcerned with her pleasure. But she was pleasured, more than expected. The sting of his palm faded as all she knew was the sensation of him inside her, taking what he wanted, however he wanted it. 
 
    Twice more, Callie wasn’t able to muffle her cries, and Henry pulled out before slapping her ass again. 
 
    The next time, Henry grabbed a fistful of her hair as he thrust hard and faster. “Quiet, please,” he said politely. 
 
    This time she clapped a hand over her mouth. It was almost impossible to keep quiet, to stifle the cries of pleasure that demanded to be heard. But her ass hurt, even though the pain added to the sensation of him taking her so frantically. Almost brutally.  
 
    Her climax was slow to come but marched on relentlessly. She felt it beginning in her legs, making them quiver, and all the time Henry fucked her tirelessly.  
 
    He was silent, a quick intake of breath and his hands tightening on her hips the only sign that he was enjoying it. 
 
    Callie was enjoying, more than she ever expected. Almost more than she could bear.  
 
    “Please,” she finally begged. “I’m going... to come. I need…”  
 
    Henry slid his hand between her legs.  
 
    Immediately, the climax that had been waiting in the wings roared through her, eliciting cries loud enough to be heard outside. Henry gave a fierce thrust as he joined her with a low growl. 
 
    “That’s enough of being quiet, right?” Callie panted as Henry pulled out of her. 
 
    He slapped her lightly on the ass and her knees gave out, collapsing on the bed. “For now.” 
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    Morena couldn’t deny that she was nervous walking into the cabin with Jason. 
 
    He was young and attractive in a studious type way, but there was no disguising the length of his leg or the width of his shoulders.  
 
    Or the desire in his eyes as he looked at her. 
 
    Morena caught her breath at the intensity of his gaze. She was reluctant to break the moment but thought something needed to be said. 
 
    “I haven’t done this in a while,” she admitted. 
 
    Maybe she didn’t need to say that. 
 
    Jason looked surprised. “How long? Like—haven’t done sex? Or sex with me? Obviously not, but...” 
 
    Morena smiled. “I haven’t been intimate with one of my guests for a while.” 
 
    Jason nodded his head. “Intimate. That’s what we’re going to be.” 
 
    “If you’d like to,” Morena said, suddenly shy. “I know I’m a bit older—” 
 
    Jason held up his hand. “That’s not a problem.” 
 
    “Is there a problem?” 
 
    “I would like to make sure you’re okay with me? If this is your first time in a while, then maybe—” 
 
    Morena stopped Jason from saying anything else by first putting a finger on his lips, then reaching up on tiptoes to kiss him. 
 
    His lips were soft. 
 
    Morena couldn’t help the sigh that escaped as Jason took her in her arms and returned the kiss. It had been so long since she’d been kissed like this—slowly, seductively, like there was all the time in the world. With Lyndsay and Peter, things were always rushed, with time limits and expectations. With Jason, Morena didn’t know what to expect but wanted to enjoy every moment of it. 
 
    His hand slid under the heavy mass of her hair to caress the back of her neck. Reaching up, Morena wound her arms around his shoulders, pressing her body against his. 
 
    Why had it taken her so long to do this? 
 
    Not just with Jason, but with a man. A man with no agenda but to provide pleasure for her. 
 
    Morena finally pulled away when her calves were beginning from standing on her tip toes. Jason was tall. “I think that took care of the nerves,” she whispered. 
 
    “You were nervous...because of me?” 
 
    “Why wouldn’t I be? Look at you?” 
 
    “Look at me? Look at you. You’re beautiful, sexy...” 
 
    Morena chuckled. “You’re doing wonderful things for my ego. Shall we move this to the bed? My legs aren’t as young as they used to be.” 
 
    When she turned away from him, Jason grabbed her waist and ran his hands down her thighs. “You feel as young as you should be. Sorry. That didn’t make much sense.” 
 
    “None of this needs to make sense. Would you like to undress me?” 
 
    “I’d like to do anything you want me to,” Jason said in a husky voice.  
 
    “Really?”  
 
    “Anything.” 
 
    “Then undress me please.” 
 
    Jason obeyed. Quickly and a little too efficiently for Morena’s liking, he unzipped and unhooked, folding her dress neatly and placing it on the nearby chair. When he turned back to her, now seated on the bed— 
 
    “Stockings.” He swallowed audibly. 
 
    Morena ran her fingers up her black, thigh-high stockings, slipping one under the lacy elastic that surrounded her thigh. “Shall I leave these on? 
 
    Jason nodded. 
 
    Morena lay down on the bed, settling herself against the pillows. Then she beckoned to Jason. “Your turn. Shirt off, first, please.” 
 
    There was no folding of Jason’s shirt as it flew across the room. Soon his body was over her, resting his weight on his arms. Morena pressed her hand against the back of his head and lifted herself to meet his lips. 
 
    She wanted all of that mouth, so soft and demanding, despite the reluctance to be assertive. Morena could be assertive enough for the both of them. 
 
    She wanted that mouth all over her.  
 
    But she kissed him for long moments. With nudges of her body, she invited his hands to roam freely, accepted his weight on her. Felt his hardness pressed against her. 
 
    Morena couldn’t remember the last time she had felt like this—like a teenager in the back of a car, making out like there was no tomorrow. No responsibilities; just two people enjoying each other. She spread her legs, and Jason settled between them, thrusting his cock, still trapped in his pants, against her panty-covered pussy. 
 
    With a wriggle, Morena caught one of Jason’s hands and placed it on her breast, so he could feel the hardness of her nipple. “Your mouth,” she said against his lips. “Right there.” 
 
    Instantly, Jason latched his lips around her nipple, his hand kneading her breast.  
 
    After a suitable amount of time, when her breathing was becoming louder in the silence room, Morena gave her next instruction. “I’d like your mouth between my legs.” 
 
    The boy was nothing if it not obedient.  
 
    She had perversely left her panties on to test him, to see if Jason would take the initiative to strip her bare.  
 
    Morena didn’t want to be bare. She wanted to feel his tongue through the wet fabric. But after many lappings of what seemed to be a very talented tongue, Morena had enough. “Take them off,” she breathed. “Make me come, however you want.” 
 
    Her panties joined his shirt across the room. Jason stood up long enough to roughly pull her down the bed by her ankles so he could kneel on the floor.  
 
    His tongue was everywhere, all at once, exploring every part of her he could reach. Fingers, lips...his mouth felt amazing... 
 
    “Oh...” she gasped. “That’s...nice...” 
 
    It was more than nice. It was soothing and stimulating; sexy and erotic. Morena heard the cries in the room before she realized they were coming from her. 
 
    “There.  Right...there!” Morena’s voice raised in a cry as Jason nipped at her swollen clit with his teeth.  
 
    Then his fingers began to thrust into her pussy, so long and strong, searching for that one spot. 
 
    “Oh, god!” she cried as he found it. 
 
    She couldn’t keep her legs still as she writhed on the bed, one hand clamped into Jason’s hair, the other fisted in the duvet. “More...please, please...” 
 
    Morena didn’t know what she was begging for but knew that Jason was rising to the challenge, as sure as her climax was beginning to flood her body. 
 
    Her orgasms had always been slow and hard-fought for, but tonight it seemed like no time until Jason brought her ever closer.  
 
    Closer...so close... “Please,” she pleaded, her eyes screwed shut and arching her back. “More...now, oh my god, please...” She had no idea what she was saying but it was close, so close and she— 
 
    Morena cried out as the wave broke over her, no longer like the slow and steady trickle of the tide but as powerful as a tsunami. Her cries rose to a scream as Jason continued with his fingers and tongue, kept going even though she begged him to stop.  
 
    She begged him to stop, and yet her hands pressed his head deeper between her legs as a second climax crested, even more intense than the first. 
 
    “Oh no, yes, oh yes! So good, please no...” Her body arched off the bed as she came again.  
 
    “You have to stop now,” she said weakly, as she collapsed back onto the bed, spent and smiling.  
 
    “As long as you’re sure,” Jason said gravely as he lifted his head.  
 
    “I think so,” she breathed. “Come here. Your turn.” 
 
    Jason shook his head as he pulled off his pants. “I need to be inside you. If that’s okay?” 
 
    As Morena watched the thick cock appear, rearing out like a stately tree, she thought that sounded like a good idea. “Very okay.” 
 
    “I want this to be all for you,” Jason said shyly as he reached for a condom on the bedside table and rolling it on. 
 
    Morena felt like crying. It had been so long since she had been with anyone who was solely concerned with her pleasure. It was just for her. Lately, she had had to share partners, divide her energy between two, and never have anyone just for her.  
 
    Jason was...this was all for her. 
 
    He slid inside her slowly, making her gasp at every inch, forcing her to reach for his taunt buttocks to urge him one. 
 
    “Now,” she told him through gritted teeth, impatient to feel all of his length. 
 
    “I thought this was my turn now,” he said with an uncharacteristic teasing grin. He kissed her then, and Morena tasted herself on his lips, just as he thrust fully inside of her.  
 
    Once in, he remained inside her as he rolled onto his back. Taking charge, Morena sat up and began to ride him. 
 
    Jason was long and thick and hard...everything she could ever want. He filled every inch of her, and she wanted it all.  
 
    She kept control and rode him hard, and Jason let her, with one hand gripping her waist, the other on her breast. Morena focused on her own pleasure, the sensations his hard cock was sending through her body. 
 
    How could have last that long without it? 
 
    But as good as it felt, Morena knew she wasn’t going to come again without some help. Reaching down, she rubbed her clit. 
 
    Jason’s eyes followed her every move. “So...hot...” he muttered. He watched her intently while she fought for her climax once again.  
 
    Three times...how long had it been since she’d come three times in one night? 
 
    When she finally came with a low moan, it was slow and sensual, like sliding into a warm bath. Jason waited a moment for her body to recover, before grabbing her firmly around the waist and thrusting up once, twice... 
 
    Morena cried out as he hit her G-spot, sending another wave of pleasure through her. 
 
    ...three, four...He thrust up into so fiercely, lifting her off the bed, that Morena could only clutch at his chest. 
 
    ...five...With a roar, Jason erupted with a final thrust that broke through anything Morena was holding on to and sent her tumbling into the abyss one more time.  
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    Lorde caught his breath as he caught sight Elizabeth seated on the edge of his bed.  
 
    She was the first woman he’d ever had in his room, not to mention his bed. 
 
    And not only was Elizabeth here, here, in his house, with him but so were her girls. They were more precious than life itself to her, and to have Elizabeth trust him with their safety meant the world to him. 
 
    She was here. 
 
    Elizabeth looked up and saw him watching her. “Is this okay?” she asked softly. 
 
    “Of course. Whatever you want. Whatever you need. Do you want me to stay in the other room?” 
 
    It was the first time the thought had popped into his head and while he didn’t like the thought, maybe being alone was what she needed. 
 
    But Elizabeth shook her head. “I want you beside me. I need you...” 
 
    Lorde tucked her into his bed before crawling in beside her, pulling her into his arms.  
 
    The feeling of having her in his arms was beyond description.  
 
    How could he have ever imagined not being in love with this woman? 
 
    He thought of the two little girls sleeping down the hall and fought through his emotions. When he regained control, he spoke. “What happened?” 
 
    Elizabeth sighed, a sound the seemed to come from the very depth of her. “I’ll tell you everything, but not right now. I just want to lay here with you. It feels so good to have your arms around me. I’ve imagined it for so long...” A sniffle came from her, and Lorde knew she had let the tears begin to fall. 
 
    “It does feel good,” he agreed. They lay wrapped in each other’s arms for a long time before finally falling asleep. Together.  
 
    There would be time enough tomorrow to talk. They had a lifetime together, beginning that night.  
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    Callie 
 
      
 
    Sadie and Jason had already checked out, with Jason loading their bags in the rental car as Callie came down the stairs into the lobby. Morena, behind the bar once again, looked up with a smile. 
 
    “I hope you enjoyed yourself.” 
 
    “More than you could ever imagine,” Callie told her with a roguish grin. 
 
    “Oh, I can imagine quite a lot.” 
 
    Callie set her key down on the counter. “It’s wonderful here. Despite the excitement, it’s so relaxing. I liked meeting everyone.” 
 
    “You got to know quite a few of them,” Morena said with a raised eyebrow, which made Callie laugh. “Henry—I don’t know whether to thank you or apologize.” 
 
    “Henry,” Callie echoed. “Definitely don’t apologize. He was…he was a revelation. I don’t think he should be hiding in the woods anymore.” 
 
    “Hopefully he won’t be. And you? Did you get whatever you were looking for? Questions answered?” 
 
    “I learned a lot,” Callie admitted. “I’m not sure where it’ll lead me, but I think I’ll have fun figuring it out.”  
 
    “Well, I’d love to see you back here someday. Just let me know and I’ll make sure there’s a room for you.” 
 
    “That’d be nice. I think I’d like to come back.” 
 
    Her mind flashed to Marcus. She pushed away the twinge of regret. 
 
    It had been sex, just sex. Still, she would have liked the chance to say good-bye. 
 
    “One of the guests left something for you,” Morena said innocently. She pushed a folded piece of paper across the counter to her. 
 
    Callie unfolded and quickly read the writing. The smile spread quickly across her face. 
 
    I’ll be in touch 
 
    She knew right away it was from Marcus. 
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    The last guest had left and Morena was ready to collapse into a chair and rest her sore back and feet. She wasn’t used to men keeping her up as long as Jason had.  
 
    The moves that boy had… 
 
    Morena smiled to herself. She would love to see Jason again but had a feeling he and Sadie might prefer to keep to themselves in the future. 
 
    Callie would be back, but not those two. A pity.  
 
    One more thing to do, and then Morena could relax and enjoy the quiet of the house. Henry was out in the cabin and Lorde… 
 
    Lorde was with Elizabeth now. He had her girls to look after. 
 
    Things would be different now. 
 
    With a tired sigh, Morena sank into the chair in her tiny office off the lobby. She needed to check reservations, see if there were any for this coming week.  
 
    She hoped not, at least not for a few days. She really needed to time to recover from Jason’s youthful enthusiasm. 
 
    Scanning her webpage with a murmur of approval, Morena clicked a few times to open the reservation page. 
 
    And then the smile was wiped off her face when she saw the name. 
 
    William Burgess.  
 
      
 
    The End
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    1992 
 
      
 
    His gaze felt like a caress.  
 
    She knew no one at the party, save Declan and Nathalie, who was chatting up the pretty blond in the corner, and Tia, who had already been whisked away to one of the bedrooms and so she had no one to run to.  
 
    The man had been at the bar when she had refilled her glass, had followed her into the living room as she watched the intricate dance of those finding a partner or two, and now here he was in the hall as she came out of the washroom. Morena wasn’t sure if it was persistence or desperation but she wasn’t in the mood for either.  
 
    It had been some time since she’d been at a party, but she still recognized the signs and signals of those looking for nothing more than a fast fuck and those in search of something more meaningful.  
 
    After her marriage broke up last year, Morena had done the fast fucks, enough to last a while. Tonight she was looking for something fun. Someone fun and easy, who could make her forget she’d ever had a husband and that her broken heart was still not healed. She wasn’t looking to fall in love.  
 
    Love was over-rated. Sex was good; love was bad. Her new mantra was simple enough to remember, even after all the wine she’d drunk. 
 
    Montreal was the perfect place to start over. Close enough to Toronto that she could see her friends on occasion, far enough away that she could be rid of the memories of Ryan.  
 
    Morena finally gave in and spared a glance for her stalker. He didn’t look desperate but rather like one of those billionaire playboys on the covers of the romance novels Ryan used to tease her about. Her stalker looked well-read and well-fed and used to getting what he wanted.  
 
    Morena hoped he wasn’t a very dangerous stalker since he had taken her curious glance as an invitation and crossed the room to join her. 
 
    “You’re beautiful.” 
 
    His voice was deep and somewhat soothing. Since Morena had walked through the door of the house she’d felt like a high-strung horse looking to bolt but the two words seemed to settle her. 
 
    For the moment.   
 
    She appraised him for a long moment over the rim of her wine glass before replying. “Is that really what you’re going with?” 
 
    His mouth creased into a smile, making the dark eyes less intimidating, the full lips less perfect. “I’ve had never any complaints. It usually gets the job done.” 
 
    “And what job are you looking to get done?” 
 
    “I suspect it would be more pleasure than business, so job shouldn’t be the correct word. I’d very much like to make love to you.” 
 
    A thrill ran through her at his words but she wouldn’t let him see it. “Does that usually work?”  
 
    “It always works.”  
 
    Confident stalker. Or cocky. Morena wasn’t sure which one best described him. Sleek would also describe him, and commanding. A quick glance around showed that there was a considerable amount of attention being given to their conversation. Whoever he was, he seemed well-known in these circles.  
 
    “You don’t sound French.” Morena didn’t realize it, but the statement was her submission to him, almost as if she had bowed her head and let him slip a collar around her neck. 
 
    “J’ai besion de te baiser maintenant. Does that sound more to your liking?” 
 
    Morena smiled demurely. She knew exactly what it meant but she wasn’t about to tell him that.  
 
    It was a dance of wills, and even though she had been out of the game for a few years, she still knew how to play.  
 
    “What is your liking?” he asked, leaning closer. He smelled heavenly—expensive cologne and power and control all mixed into one. “What are you looking for tonight? A group? Someone to watch as I make you tremble?” 
 
    “You.” With the word, it was as if she had taken the step into the colourful world of Oz. Morena somehow knew that whatever was in store for her would be an adventure. It might not be the fun, easy time she’d been looking forward, but Morena suspected it would be something she’d never forget. “Just you.” 
 
    He smiled, satisfied and hungry at the same time. “I know exactly what you want. I’m William.” 
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    Iliya 
 
      
 
    Iliya pulled against her restraints. They had trussed her up so tightly that there was no wiggle room. 
 
    And she wanted to wiggle. She wanted to writhe and thrust and do whatever she could to bring on the orgasm that threatened and teased and hovered, just out of the edge of her grasp.  
 
    “Quiet now,” Brian soothed. “I told you I don’t want to hear a sound.” 
 
    Iliya panted around her gag. She wanted to scream for him to stop playing with that vibrator and fuck her already.  
 
    But he continued to tease and to torment until Iliya felt like she was going out of her mind. Elliot, who was watching playtime, made a comment to Brian that Iliya couldn’t hear and the two laughed together. 
 
    Iliya was going to make them pay for that. When it was her turn, she was going to tie Elliot down and park herself in the perfect position for that beautiful tongue of his to make her come again and again. And for Brian, she would take his cock in her mouth and tease him until he roared with frustration, so he would know exactly what she felt like.  
 
    But she needed to come first. They wouldn’t untie her until she came. 
 
    They had started together, working her into a frenzy with their hands and mouths and Iliya’s favourite little whip until she had climaxed hard while Brian fucked her from behind.  
 
    Then Elliot had taken his turn. He, too, liked the special whip along with the riding crop that William had in his collection. Iliya now had several welts on her backside that were going to make sitting painful. 
 
    William was watching through the two—way mirror. He liked to watch his friends tease and torment Iliya. Sometimes she wondered if William liked watching better than participating.  
 
    Now it was Brian’s turn and Iliya suspected he was as ready as Iliya to finish this.  
 
    “Please,” she begged. Her eyes implored him better than the word garbled by the material of the gag. 
 
    “Take pity on her, Bri,” Elliot said in his deep voice. “She’s asking nicely.” 
 
    “But she’s so fun to play with,” Brian said, opening her lips and touching the whirling head to her clit. Iliya gave a strangled gasp, and another when he pulled the vibrator away. “Oh, okay.” 
 
    If Iliya had been capable of coherent thought, she might have noticed it took exactly twelve seconds of the toy pressed against her clit for her to come.  
 
    She was still awash in the sensations when Brian thrust into her. Her legs were wide open and she was more than ready. 
 
    It took thirty—seven thrusts for her to come a second time, moments before Brian emptied himself inside her.  
 
    When it was over, they left her tied up. Iliya didn’t know if William had given them the instructions to leave her there or no one wanted to stay and deal with an over—stimulated, exhausted woman. But it was only moments after the door had shut behind a satisfied Brian and Elliot that William slid into the room. 
 
    “You did so well, my darling,” he soothed, making fast work of the ropes that bound her to the bed. 
 
    Iliya often felt bereft after a session; alone and confused; satiated, but empty inside. She hated those feelings, but William always made it better with his gentle touch and soothing words of praise. 
 
    Iliya had known William for almost twenty years, and been his lover, off and on, for almost as long. But it had only been the last six months that she had been living in his house, sharing his bed. She had left her husband Del and their lover Kenna and gone straight to William.   
 
    Or Del had left her for Kenna, and Iliya had run to William. It differed daily on how Iliya regarded the end of her marriage.  
 
    When the ropes had been discarded and salve smoothed on her welts, William wrapped her in a thick robe and led her back to their room. 
 
    “I’ll bring you up some tea,” he promised. “Or would prefer some brandy?” 
 
    “Brandy,” she said, her voice still hoarse from the gag.  
 
    “Of course.” He smoothed her hair, the thick strands the colour of hot caramel, the same as her eyes. 
 
    “Look,” William had said once as he dropped a teaspoon of the sweet syrup onto her breast. “The exact same colour as your eyes.” 
 
    Iliya had always thought her eyes were more of a whiskey colour but if William said caramel, then they were caramel coloured. 
 
    “Will you shower?” he asked now in a low voice. 
 
    Iliya knew what the question meant. He wanted her to shower off the touch of the other men and then he would come to her and make sweet, gentle love to her. 
 
    At least that was how it would begin, but Iliya always asked for more. She liked sex—she was insatiable, adventurous, demanding.  She liked being used and abused, the rougher the better. Vanilla wasn’t her thing. 
 
    “Of course,” she replied with a greedy smile. 
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    Morena gave a polite laugh at the comment but it was inappropriate enough for her to cringe inside. This was the fourth first date she’d been on this week, and she was sick of it. 
 
    Sick of idle, inane chitchat about the weather and movies. Tired of initial attraction that went nowhere, not even enough at the end of the evening to invite him home with her. 
 
    In the last three weeks, she had gone for coffee with six men, drinks with three men and a woman, and dinner with the two men she thought had the most potential. All had ended with promises to do it again, to call him soon, but had resulted in a big fat zero in the romance department. 
 
    And an even bigger zero in the sex department. 
 
    In all the men and women she’d met, not one had tempted her enough to sleep with them.  
 
    She had hoped the exercise would find her a new lover at least, but nothing had come of it so far. 
 
    “You’re turning into a social butterfly,” Elizabeth had said to her this morning. 
 
    For the briefest of moments, Morena had been tempted to confide in Elizabeth about why she was going to so much trouble in the dating department. Elizabeth had given her long, white hair a trim that morning, and the two had chatted about Morena’s evening. But Morena wasn’t the confiding type and even if she was, Elizabeth shouldn’t be her first choice. Morena was happy Elizabeth made Lorde happy, but she hadn’t spent enough time with Elizabeth yet to know what made the younger woman tick.  
 
    She had been out on too many dates lately to spend much time with anyone. 
 
    Plus, Lorde had been keeping Elizabeth to himself, her and her girls. He had to get to know those little darlings before he could attempt to develop a relationship with them.  
 
    The girls had to trust Lorde so they wouldn’t believe the trash their father was throwing at him.  
 
    Morena turned her attention back to the man across from her before she drifted even farther away into her thoughts. 
 
    It was bound to be a long and difficult road for Elizabeth and Lorde, but Morena was sure they would make it work. Elizabeth was a good woman, albeit a tad vanilla for Morena’s liking but she made Lorde happy. That was all that mattered. 
 
    It was Elizabeth’s sweet and pure persona that prevented Morena from ever considering to confide in her. There was no way Elizabeth would ever understand Morena’s past or present. She shuddered to think what Elizabeth thought of the weekends she hosted at Fallen Gardens. 
 
    How had Lorde even begun to explain to innocent Elizabeth that Fallen Gardens was also known as Mrs. Robinson’s Bed and Breakfast for swingers? 
 
    And that was the real reason Morena was desperately trying to meet someone. 
 
    Was she desperate? Did she come across as desperate?  
 
    She was fifty-six years old, had been married three times and was looking for a boyfriend. How could she not come across as desperate? 
 
    Especially when her past was about to come crashing into her present. 
 
    Morena refused another cup of coffee on the grounds that she had an early morning. The truth was that she preferred to go home alone, crawl into bed alone, rather than spend fifteen more minutes in this man’s company.  
 
    Even his name was beginning to annoy her. “Todd Thompson,” he had introduced himself. “Just like the Group of Seven artist, Tom Thompson–only Todd.”  
 
    The names were nothing alike.  
 
    “It was lovely to meet you,” Morena said with a polite smile. Free of the coffee shop, Todd had insisted on walking her to her car, even though it was parked right beside Beans Beans Beans! 
 
    Maybe the place was bad luck. She had suggested the coffee shop to four of the men, and all the meetings had ended the same—Morena trying to make a run for it. 
 
    How did twentysomethings do the dating thing? How did they always look like they were having fun? 
 
    Morena offered Todd her hand. He took it, then leaned forward and planted a kiss right on her lips. She wasn’t ready for it; Todd caught her with her mouth open and took the opportunity to stick his tongue in her mouth.  
 
    “Excuse me,” Morena said as she pushed him away. 
 
    “C’mon, I’m not the type to kiss and tell,” Todd wheedles, hooking his arm around her waist and pulling her closer. “I know what you do at that inn of yours. All that sex that goes on. Why don’t you show me a little of that?” 
 
    Morena was shocked speechless, which allowed Todd to kiss her again, this time groping her breast. But only for a moment. 
 
    “I don’t think so.” She got both her hands up to his chest and pushed hard enough for Todd to stagger back. “Get your dirty hands off me!” 
 
    “Who’s the dirty one?” he asked in a sly voice. “You like it rough, do you? So do I.” 
 
    Morena hit him in the face; closed fist, no silly slap, and hard enough to send a stinging pain through her knuckles. “Don’t ever touch me again.” 
 
    Todd’s expression darkened to anger and took a step forward. “You’re going to be sorry you did that.” 
 
    “I sincerely doubt that.”  
 
    Morena jerked her head up to see a tall man striding across the quiet street. 
 
    “This is a private matter,” Todd snapped, reaching for Morena.  
 
    “When you assault a woman, that makes it public,” the stranger said. He was long and lanky, with a well—worn baseball cap and at least three days worth of stubble. Turning to Morena, he gave her a grin. “Personally, I think you should always lead with a knee to the crotch, or even a crotch shot if you’re the punching type. It’s easier on the knuckles. Want me to show you?” 
 
    She’d never seen him before but had rarely been happier to see a stranger. “Thanks, but I’m good.” 
 
    “How about it, Dick Head?” the man asked Todd. “Going to try another move on her? Because I’m not about to stop her. Plus, I’m a witness to the dick move, so don’t even think about suing or any crap like that.” 
 
    Without another word, Todd pushed away from Morena with an ugly scowl and hurried away. 
 
    “I owe you a thank you,” Morena said. She was surprised to find that she was trembling slightly. More adrenaline than fear; she had no doubt that she would have been to handle the situation if the handsome stranger hadn’t appeared. 
 
    Was he a handsome stranger? What other kind of stranger came to the rescue of the damsel in distress? 
 
    “You don’t me anything,” he said, reaching for her hand. Morena couldn’t believe how much the punch had hurt. For her anyway; Todd had barely flinched. 
 
    Still, she felt proud of herself. 
 
    “You should put some ice on that,” the stranger said. “And stay away from douches like that. He didn’t seem your type, anyway.” 
 
    “How do you know my type?” 
 
    He looked her up and down, but Morena was more amused by his contemplation than offended. “Nice looking lady like yourself? You need someone with a little more class. Someone who knows how to treat a lady.” 
 
    “Someone like yourself?” 
 
    Where had that come from? The question hung between them like wet towels on a clothesline—heavy and dripping. 
 
    He shook his head, the corners of his lips curved up in more of a smirk than a smile. “Oh, I’ve got no class, but I do know how to treat a lady.” He wriggled his eyebrows and Morena laughed. “Oh, now, look at that. You need to do that more often.”  
 
    “Do what? Get accosted by a—what did you call him? A douchebag?” 
 
    “I think I used the word douche. But no, I hope you don’t have to deal with arses like that. I was talking about how you need to laugh more. Your whole face—” He gestured with his hands like his face was exploding. “It just pops.” 
 
    Now that he had moved into the circle of light, Morena saw that his eyes were a bright blue and crinkled at the corners when he smiled. She didn’t notice any wrinkles and guessed his age to be in the early thirties. Maybe older; she’d need a closer look with more light to be sure.  
 
    She was taking as close a look as she could right now without being too obvious. 
 
    “Why do you say that?” she asked. 
 
    “You have sad eyes. Intriguing, but sad.” 
 
    “I don’t think I’ve been called intriguing before.” She cocked her head as she looked at him. 
 
    “Is that a bad thing? I figure you get told you’re beautiful most of the time, so I thought I’d try something different.” 
 
    “I like different.” 
 
    “I can definitely be different. Unfortunately, I can also be late, which I am now. It’s been a pleasure, Lady of the Intrigue.” He gave her a long lingering glance as he backed away from her, his gaze sparking a warm glow deep inside, one she hadn’t felt for a long time. 
 
    Morena was still smiling as she drove away until she realized she had no idea who her mysterious stranger was.     
 
    

  

 OceanofPDF.com


   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Lorde 
 
      
 
    After Elizabeth moved in, the first thing Lorde had realized that she was nothing like her sweet, pure persona.  
 
    At least not in the bedroom. 
 
    They had made love last night after the girls had been tucked into bed. Lorde found that he loved that part of the evening—reading a story to Grace and Cara, dropping a kiss on each tow-headed forehead, both looking so much like Elizabeth. 
 
    He’d still love the girls if they looked like Alan, but it was easier when they were both mirror images of their mother.  
 
    Lorde had planned on a glass of wine and perhaps a movie. He had wanted to woo Elizabeth, take his time with her, slowly seduce her. But Elizabeth had other plans.  
 
    She had been naked and astride him on the couch before the first commercial break of the sappy Hallmark movie she had wanted to watch. 
 
    “What about the girls?” Lorde had asked frantically. He thought they should stop, move things to the bedroom, but it had been impossible; his cock was trapped in a tight pussy that tasted like honey and smelled just as sweet.  
 
    “They’re very sound sleepers,” Elizabeth had whispered, her voice husky in his ear. She had slid her hand between their bodies, touching herself and almost sending Lorde over the edge. He had held it together until she came with a low moan of satisfaction and then emptied himself into her with a series of urgent thrusts that lifted her into the air.  
 
    “What the hell?” Lorde had demanded after Elizabeth had dressed and was snuggled demurely beside him. He loved her to distraction; he’d wanted her since he’d first met her, and they’d had sex more than once before he had left for the Army. 
 
    But never before had Lorde had imagined Elizabeth was like this.  
 
    “Just making up for lost time,” she had told him with a shy smile. 
 
    Lorde took her at her word because the alternative was to picture Elizabeth riding Alan, her breasts caught in his hands, her face contorted with pleasure as she came with a sharp cry that threatened to wake the girls, and Lorde couldn’t handle that image.  
 
    That had been last night. This morning, Lorde had wakened with his cock in her mouth. 
 
    His breathing was ragged in the quiet room, a sharp intake every time she ran her teeth along his shaft, a deep exhale when she sucked hard. 
 
    He hated to think where she had learned to suck a cock like that.  
 
    He hated to think of anything but how her mouth felt, the tip of her tongue lapping languidly at the swollen head, the warmth, the wetness… 
 
    When Elizabeth cupped his balls in her tiny hand, he came with a rocket, holding tightly to her sides of her head as he thrust into her willing mouth. 
 
    “I like doing that to you,” she said with a smile as she sat up, tossing her long blond hair to the side. “I can hear you for once. You’re always so quiet that it’s hard for me to tell if you’re enjoying it.” 
 
    “I’m enjoying it,” Lorde said in a gruff voice, awkwardly adjusting his boxers. “Trust me on that.” 
 
    “It’s hard to tell. You never make a noise,” she said, settling into the crook of his arm. 
 
    “And you do,” he teased. He glanced down at her nestled beside him in time to see her cheeks flush with colour. “I like that.” 
 
    “I like what you do to me.” 
 
    They lay together as Lorde’s heartbeat returned to normal and he wrestled with asking her what he didn’t want to know. 
 
    She had left Alan almost a month ago and they still hadn’t found time to talk about everything.  
 
    Like her marriage. And Morena. And what was going on at Morena’s this weekend. Because then Lorde would have to explain what had gone on in the past.  
 
    But Lorde had to know. It was eating him up inside—the images of Elizabeth, the visions of her with him… 
 
    “Was it like this with him?” he asked suddenly, regretting the words as soon as they came barreling out of his mouth.  
 
    “Was—sex?” she whispered. “With Alan?” 
 
    Lorde only nodded, and Elizabeth sighed. “No. No, not at all. It was—I don’t want to talk about what it was like. But it’s never been like it is with you. I can’t…” She blushed again and bit her lip in a way that made Lorde want to devour her. “I can’t seem to get enough of you.” 
 
    Lorde couldn’t help the wide grin, the truly shit-eating huge grin that crossed his face at her admission. 
 
    Sweet, sexy and insatiable—that was his Elizabeth. 
 
    He didn’t realize she was watching him. “That makes you happy?” she asked with a scornful sniff. 
 
    “Only because it’s the same way for me,” he confessed. “I never wanted you to be unhappy. Did he—did he hurt you?” The smile was wiped firmly from his face. If Alan had ever forced her— 
 
    “Never in anger,” she assured him. “Not then. He held my wrists too hard once, but that was only…it wasn’t…he never tried.” Her voice held a faint trace of bitterness. “He never cared if it was good for me. He was selfish. After we were married, he stopped trying at all. I learned to take my own pleasure.” 
 
    “You…did…?” Lorde shifted as his cock reacted to the image of Elizabeth with her hand between her slim legs, writhing in ecstasy. 
 
    “Do you want me to show you?” she asked slyly, noticing his reaction. 
 
    Lorde could only nod his head. Elizabeth shifted away from him, tucking an arm behind her head, and pulling up her nightdress with the other. 
 
    She always wore white, Laura Ingalls-style nightgowns, the thin, gauzy fabric practically transparent. Now it bunched around her slim waist as she touched herself with fingers that knew exactly what they were doing. 
 
    Lorde rolled onto his side to get a better view.  
 
    As she slid a finger inside her pussy, Lorde realized she was already wet. 
 
    Sucking my cock did that, Lorde thought with typical male pride.  
 
    He watched with fascination, mesmerized by Elizabeth slowly circling her clit with a finger, and then two. He had seen women playing with themselves before, suggested it a few times, but this felt like the first time.  
 
    “Do you like watching me?” she asked in a low voice. 
 
    Lorde nodded. 
 
    “I can’t hear you.” 
 
    “I…like…watching you,” he stammered.  
 
    “Do you like making me come with your fingers?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “I do too. And I like it when you use your mouth.” She sighed, propping one of her legs up to give Lorde a better view of the pink wetness she was exploring. “I like that. I like it a lot.” 
 
    His cock was hard, lying heavily against his leg. 
 
    “I want you to do that to me tonight,” she continued, her fingers speeding up. “Use your mouth.” 
 
    “I can…now…” Lorde couldn’t find the words. He kept stammering like a little boy faced with his first set of bare breasts.  
 
    His fingers itched to touch Elizabeth’s breasts, to cup their heavy softness. 
 
    “No, I’m going to make myself come. It will…be quick.” Her face was flushed her breathing hitching as she brought herself closer. “And then I want you to fuck me. Fuck me hard, so hard, okay? Please.” 
 
    It was the please that broke him, had him gripping his cock in a shaky hand, ready to explode with a few strokes.  
 
    “Michael? Please? I want you to fuck me so, so hard—oh!” Elizabeth came with a cry, her fingers rubbing frantically, hips bucking. “Oh!” 
 
    Lorde waited impatiently until she drew her hand away, stroking himself with an intensity that scared him, and then he was on her. Her legs were open and she was ready for him. He buried himself deep inside her, hearing her hiss of satisfaction.  
 
    “You want it like this?” he demanded as he thrust into her. 
 
    “Harder,” she breathed. 
 
    Tucking his hands under her ass, Lorde lost touch with his gentle side and fucked her like she wanted him to. In and out, his only thoughts his cock caught up in her sweet pussy, and those long legs wrapped around his waist.  
 
    “Oh, my god, Michael!” she cried. “More! Please!” 
 
    He stopped caring if he hurt her. She wanted more and he would give her everything.  
 
    It wouldn’t be enough. He was going to come in about two seconds and that wouldn’t give her enough time. 
 
    Lorde held on doggedly, trying everything to delay the inevitable, held on until he heard Elizabeth’s gasp, felt her tighten around him, her fingers clutching his shoulders and then he erupted inside of her. 
 
    “God, I love you,” he panted.  
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    A few mornings later, Iliya breezed into Starbucks. She needed her daily Blonde Hazelnut Latte like she needed a weekly facial—definitely an indulgence, but one that kept her looking her best. 
 
    Or in the case of the caffeine, feeling her best. It had been months since Iliya had slept through the night, which she refused to admit happened to coincide with her marriage ending. She preferred not to dwell on that fact—the end of her marriage, as well as the restless nights.  
 
    The Starbucks on the corner was familiar to her, even though it was a distance from William’s house. It wasn’t a coincidence that Iliya’s errands that morning had taken her within her old neighbourhood, where she used to share a life with Del. 
 
    The divorce papers had arrived only days ago. Their arrival wasn’t a surprise and no cause for alarm. Del and Kenna were happy together and she, Iliya, was happy for them. They belonged together, and both were better off without Iliya in their lives.  
 
    It still didn’t make her feel any less abandoned.   
 
    Iliya pushed down the sensation of being in the wrong place as she smiled her thanks at the handsome youth who held the door for her, twinkling at him like he had a chance. 
 
    Maybe on a different day, he might have. 
 
    The coffee shop was a public place and she had every right to be here. It didn’t matter that it was only a block away from her ex-house that she shared with her soon-to-be ex-husband. Or that she was standing in almost the exact spot where she first met Kenna, her ex-lover who she shared with her soon-to-be ex-husband.  
 
    Relationships were complicated for Iliya.   
 
    That morning, Kenna had been flushed and fresh from her first one-night stand. So sweet and innocent… 
 
    Iliya had taken some of that innocence away from her. Only a few days after that first meeting, Iliya had been the one to leave Kenna flushed and flustered, wanting more but not knowing how to ask for it. 
 
    She’d taught Kenna quite a bit. Del should be grateful.   
 
    Iliya glanced at the pastries on display as she waited for her turn. She had planned on taking a few minutes to sit with her coffee, but the tables were full of young mothers with strollers, filling up on decaf as they nursed their babies, and couples who— 
 
    A bald head, nestled in the back corner of the coffee shop gleamed in the light. 
 
    “Shit.” This was a mistake. Why did she think she could get away with being here? Could she get out without them seeing her?  
 
    “Iliya?” 
 
    She closed her eyes. “Shit,” she repeated under her breath before turning around, morphing her reluctant expression into a wide smile. “Hi, Del. Fancy meeting you here.”  
 
    Her soon-to-be ex-husband, Delancey Ecker was still tall and beautiful, jeans hugging his long legs, shirt sleeves rolled up to show off his arms. He’d let his scruff turn into a beard, no doubt Kenna’s influence. 
 
    “Are you—?” 
 
    “Just passing through,” she finished, noticing the worry in his eyes with a pang. What did he think she’d do—make a scene? Beg him to let her come back? Try and convince Kenna to come over to the even darker side of her life with William? 
 
    Not that she hadn’t been tempted by all of the above at one time or another. And it wasn’t the first time she had been in the Starbucks, just the first time she’d gotten caught. 
 
    “Shouldn’t you be at work?” Iliya asked, drinking in the sight of him. Yes, this was embarrassing but she had to admit it was good to see Del. 
 
    “Summer break.”  
 
    Like she kept track of the school calendar. “Ah, yes. How were the little rug rats for the rest of the year?” 
 
    “I’m taking a sabbatical starting in the fall.” Iliya saw his Adam’s apple bob as he swallowed. “To finish a book.” 
 
    Iliya used the last of her willpower not to sag before him. “You’re writing again?” she asked softly. Del was a brilliant, award-winning author—or at least he had been before he had married Iliya.  
 
    She wondered if the muse had come back with the slamming of the door behind her, or if it had at least waited a few days.  
 
    Did Kenna move in right away, or did they keep up pretenses along with the separate houses?  
 
    “That’s fantastic,” she said firmly. “I’m sure it will be an amazing book.” 
 
    “How are you?” His green eyes studied her intently. He’d notice her weight loss, the lack of sleep apparent in the puffiness under her eyes.  
 
    “Fantastic.” Didn’t she know any other words? Kenna would know other words because Kenna was a writer. Kenna would help Del do the thing he loved best in the world, while Iliya’s very presence had stopped him from writing a single page in the years they had been together.  “And you?” 
 
    “Iliya?”  
 
    Iliya inhaled sharply, blew out through her nose. She should have known that she wouldn’t be very far away from Del. “Kenna.” 
 
    It was a strange sensation coming face to face with the woman who’d stolen her husband.  
 
    To be fair, it had been Iliya who had first introduced the two; it had been Iliya who had suggested they invite Kenna into their bed, and it had been Iliya who had first seduced the lonely divorcee.  
 
    It had been Iliya who had fallen in love with Kenna as well as Del. 
 
    But Kenna had picked Del over Iliya, and the choice still stung, even six months later.   
 
    “How are you?” Kenna echoed Del’s question, but with hesitation in her voice. Or was it wariness? Was Kenna afraid of coming face to face with Iliya? The thought both thrilled and disappointed her.  
 
    “I’m fantastic,” Iliya assured her. Really, what was wrong with her vocabulary? Usually, she sounded well-read and articulate, not like a babbling idiot who only knew one word. “Couldn’t be happier.” 
 
    “I’m so glad.” Relief shone in Kenna’s eyes, rose clear in her voice.  
 
    Why did she have to be so nice? And pretty. She’d cut her dark blond hair to chin—length and it highlighted her cheekbones and wide, smiling mouth.  
 
    Her mouth, those lips… 
 
    “I’ve been worried about…I wondered how you were doing.” Kenna stammered. “If you’d heard the news and whether—” 
 
    “What news?” Iliya snapped, her fond memories and fantasies vanishing as quickly as her stomach sank.  
 
    She watched Kenna meet Del’s eyes. Like slow-motion, Iliya saw Del’s hand curve along Kenna’s stomach.  
 
    The slight baby bulge of Kenna’s stomach. 
 
      
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    “How did you spend your day?” William asked later as he cut into his veal chop.  
 
    The two sat in the cavernous dining room, the only two place settings on the table that could easily seat twenty. William sat at the head of the table and Iliya sat at her customary seat to his right. 
 
    The housekeeper had made them yet another delectable dinner to share—veal chops grilled to perfection with new potatoes braised with rosemary and tiny candy cane beets roasted with garlic.  
 
    Even with Del’s cooking abilities, Iliya had never eaten so well in her life.  
 
    “I did some errands; met with a client,” she said, fighting for nonchalance. “I bumped into Del and Kenna at Starbucks.” 
 
    It was only because she was watching that she saw William’s hand tighten on his knife. “Oh?” 
 
    “I was near the house and desperately needed a latte. It was interesting seeing them,” she continued, even though William hadn’t asked. He hated being reminded of her past with Del. Iliya could talk about any and all of her past lovers, but something about Del brought about a twitch to William’s jaw and a hardness to his eyes that made Iliya nervous.  
 
    She knew William was a difficult man, but since he was so devoted to her, Iliya had never seen his firm inflexibility.  
 
    “Kenna’s pregnant,” Iliya said in a soft voice.  
 
    William set down his cutlery with a sigh. “I’m sorry, Iliya.” 
 
    Iliya shrugged. “Why? I’m happy for them. Del’s always wanted a baby and Kenna is proving to be the perfect little wife for him. I’m happy for them,” she repeated. She wasn’t sure if she was trying to convince herself or William. At least she didn’t say it was fantastic. 
 
    “Iliya, you know—” 
 
    “That you don’t want any more children? Yes, you made that clear. And isn’t it fortunate that I can’t have any.” 
 
    His lips tightened at her tone as he picked up his fork and resumed eating.  
 
    Iliya was acting on the assumption that she couldn’t have children.  She was thirty—six and after countless lovers, she’d only been pregnant once, long ago. It felt like a different life. Carlos, her boyfriend at the time, had convinced her to have an abortion. 
 
    The loss of her child wasn’t something she regretted since she refused to dwell on what might have been. Iliya didn’t have a maternal bone in her body. She’d be afraid of being a mother, afraid of how she would corrupt an innocent child.  
 
    Just like at how she had corrupted Kenna. A child would be even worse.  
 
    “I made the arrangements for our weekend away,” William said. 
 
    End of the subject of Del and Kenna then. 
 
    “Where are we going?” Iliya asked politely, taking a long sip of the full—bodied Cabernet Sauvignon that William knew she loved.  
 
    She did love the jammy Cab Sauv but sometimes would prefer a crisp chardonnay at the end of the day. Or heaven forbids a delicate Pinot Grigio.  
 
    It might be nice to be asked, rather than William making all the choices for her. 
 
    “I mentioned it last month.” William frowned. “There’s a resort in Nova Scotia where they have special weekends for couples and those interested in alternative lifestyles.” 
 
    “How alternative?” Iliya asked, her dinner untouched, but her glass of wine already needing a refill. “Are we talking BDSM stuff or the swapping?” 
 
    Another frown, which only steeled Iliya’s backbone. Usually, she did her best to play nice with William, to be the pleasant, dutiful submissive-type he wanted. There were no punishments out of their sessions, or rigid rules she had to adhere to, but Iliya knew William was a man who expected to get what he wanted, whether it was a polite dinner companion or a wanton pussy in the bedroom.  He adored her, so it was easy enough to play the games he wanted. 
 
    But tonight she didn’t feel like playing.  
 
    “Brian and his partner Liliane often visit this place and he suggested we join them.” William’s fingers tapped lightly on the pristine tablecloth. “You remember Brian.” 
 
    “How could I forget?” It had only been a few days ago that Brian had had her tied up, taking an almost sadistic pleasure in making her beg. 
 
    “A few of my acquaintances will also be there that weekend,” William continued. “Hugh and Richard. And Jack.” 
 
    “I remember them well.” Hugh was a regular at William’s parties and Iliya was quite fond of him, but she’d only met Jack a few times. He’d made her uneasy, his lovemaking impersonal, almost clinical.  
 
    But the lead up to that lovemaking had been amazing though. Iliya crossed her legs under the table to stifle the flash of heat at the memory of Jack’s mouth. 
 
    “All three of them are looking forward to seeing you.” William’s voice rang with authority and Iliya’s heart sank. She’d heard about the bed and breakfast William was talking about; years ago she had planned a weekend there with Del and Amy, but she wasn’t about to share that information with William. The thought of meeting new people, of taking a new man or woman to bed had excited her then. 
 
    It still excited her. But if Iliya knew William, he would give her no say in who would bed her that weekend. It was an unspoken expectation that his friends would be her first choice. Her only choice. 
 
    She’d see about that.
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    Morena punched the dough a little too firmly for knuckles that were still tender from connecting with Todd’s jaw last week.  
 
    She couldn’t remember the last time she had punched anyone—if she ever had. But that smug face of Todd Thompson had deserved it. Morena only wished she had hit him again. Or sooner. 
 
    “I don’t think bread dough should be beaten like that.”  
 
    Morena looked up in time to see Henry enter the kitchen from the lobby. “Maybe I’ll make more and just wail about on this batch. It’s. Very. Satisfying.” She punctuated each word with a punch into the soft dough.  
 
    “Remind me never to get on your bad side,” Henry said with a laugh, but Morena noticed the wariness in his eyes. 
 
    “I don’t think you have anything to worry about,” she assured him. “I’m surprised to see you up so early.” Henry had been staying in one of the cabins in the woods for the past few months, spending his time transcribing hours of interviews into a book.  
 
    My memoirs. Morena still felt a mixture of embarrassment and amusement when she thought about Henry writing a book about her life.  
 
    “About that…”  
 
    Morena glanced sharply at him. 
 
    “I just finished.” 
 
    “Finished…?” 
 
    “The book. Your book. It’s done. I typed The End about fifteen minutes ago. I thought I’d come to tell you.” His smile was proud but his eyes were tired.  
 
    “Henry, that’s wonderful!” Morena wiped her floury hands on a towel before sweeping Henry into a hug “I’m so proud of you.” 
 
    “I couldn’t have done it without you,” he said with a laugh. “Literally.” 
 
    “So what happens now?” 
 
    “Now I send it to my editor for her to work her magic. And then we wait. It takes a while for a book to be released. A few months, maybe even up to a year.” 
 
    “Oh.” Morena was surprised how disappointed she was. It had taken some time for her to accept the idea of her life being on display, but once she had gotten her head around it, she wanted it to happen right away.  
 
    “You’ll be famous soon enough.” Henry scanned the counters for anything newly baked. She had quickly discovered that he had quite the sweet tooth. Henry had taken to haunting the kitchen on Thursdays when Morena began the baking for the weekend.  
 
    “You’re a day early,” she told him, heading for her secret stash. “But you deserve a treat.” She handed him a cranberry oatmeal cookie. “For all your hard work.” 
 
    “Like I said before, I didn’t do much. The story practically wrote itself. It’s you who went through everything.” 
 
    “Do you think…?” Morena paused, considering her words. “Do you think people will want to read it?” 
 
    “If there wasn’t an audience for it, I wouldn’t have been able to sell it so easily,” Henry said, his voice ringing with honesty. “I think it’ll be a best seller. Better than Fifty Shades, because this is true life and it’s no fairy tale.” 
 
    Morena closed her eyes at the mention of the erotic bestseller. “Is there much sex?” 
 
    Henry laughed, spewing cookie crumbs over the counter. “Just a little. I took a little creative license because you didn’t give me many details.” 
 
    “I can’t imagine what you think of me,” Morena moaned, going back to kneading the bread dough. “And I can’t imagine reading your interpretation of my sex life.” 
 
    “It’s pretty good if I do say so myself.” Henry grinned. “I’ve been thinking I might have a go at writing straight erotica. Under a pen name, of course. I think I might have a knack for it.” 
 
    With perfect timing, Lorde came into through the kitchen door just in time to hear Henry’s words. Lorde knew about the project but never discussed it with either of them. Morena knew that his reluctance to express an opinion wasn’t because he was against the book, only that his relationship with Morena was something like a mother—son. Most men hated the thought of their mother’s engaging in sexual relationships, especially the quality and quantity that Morena had.  
 
    “Do you think Elizabeth would read a dirty book if I wrote it?” Henry teased Lorde. Henry and Elizabeth had become fast friends in the short time since she had moved in with Lorde, and would spend long hours talking about books. Like Morena, Henry thought Elizabeth was a sweet girl, and a bit naive about more R-rated subjects.  
 
    “I have no idea,” Lorde said heavily, leaning against the counter. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Morena asked sharply.  
 
    “Nothing.” Lorde looked surprised at the question. “Everything is good. Really good, actually.” 
 
    Morena caught the tiny hint of a smile. “What’s so good about it?” Lorde may have issues dealing with Morena’s sexuality, but Morena had no such qualms about his.  
 
    Lorde glanced at her, his hesitation at war with the need to talk. Morena had known Lorde long enough that she could guess what he was thinking. 
 
    “I can leave,” Henry offered, making no move to do so. 
 
    “No, no, it’s good. It’s just…” he paused like he was searching for the right words. “Living with Elizabeth is a little different than what I expected.” 
 
    “Different in what way?” Morena had a big smile on her face as she probed.  
 
    “Different that she’s a bit more…open…about certain things. Enthusiastic.” 
 
    “You mean she likes having sex with you,” Morena said bluntly, her smile widening. “Likes it a lot.” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    Henry snorts. “And that surprises you? I’ve heard what the guests say about you.” 
 
    “What do they say about me?” 
 
    “God’s gift, a night of pure pleasure, love stud…things like that.” 
 
    Morena tried to stifle her laugh at the expression on Lorde’s face. “You must know you’re a favourite among the ladies,” she said. “But enough of the ego boost. You’re wondering if Elizabeth’s enthusiasm for things is because of you, or if she’s been like that before. After all, it has been a while since you’ve been intimate?” She raised her eyebrows. “Hasn’t it?” 
 
    “Sort of,” Lorde hedged.  
 
    No sex but everything else, Morena guessed. Good boy. She raised him well to respect the sanctity of marriage, even if he was opposed to who Elizabeth had been married to.  
 
    Or maybe it had been that Elizabeth was too afraid of her husband to take things to the next step. Morena doubted Lorde would have been able to let Elizabeth stay with Alan if Lorde had been intimate with her.  
 
    “Elizabeth was an abused wife,” Morena said, giving the dough an extra hard punch when she thought about Elizabeth’s husband. “Alan controlled everything in her life, which most likely included her satisfaction. I’m sure it was doled out somewhat sparingly. Now that she’s out of that relationship and with a man who clearly adores her, I’m sure she can’t get enough of it. Of you. It’s like when you’ve been on a diet for your whole life, and then you’re able to eat anything you want. Not only that but have your favourite cookies being offered to you anytime you want. Why wouldn’t you be excited to get cookies?” 
 
    “But you can get sick from too many cookies,” Henry pointed out. 
 
    Morena shoots him a withering glance. “You can eat a lot of cookies without getting sick. Lots and lots of cookies. And it’s always nice if new variations of cookies are available to you.” She gave a Lorde a wide smile, happy with her metaphor. 
 
    “Okay, okay,” Lorde muttered. “I just wasn’t expecting her to like cookies so much.” 
 
    “Are we still talking about sex or just cookies?” Henry wanted to know. 
 
    Lorde pushed himself away from the counter and headed for the door. “Wait,” Morena called, trying to stop laughing. “Speaking of Elizabeth and sex, what have you told her about this place?” 
 
    “About the weekends?”  
 
    “Guests will be arriving in two days,” she pointed out. “We haven’t talked about what your role will be. Obviously, things are different…” 
 
    “I can’t. You know, with the women…” 
 
    “Oh, I knew that. But your company is enjoyed, however stoic you might be.” 
 
    “Stoic?” Lorde glanced at Henry as if he wanted an explanation. 
 
    “They call you that, too. Inscrutable,” Henry offered. “Enigmatic.” 
 
    “Stop using your built—in thesaurus,” Lorde growled. “If you want me for dinner, then I’ll be here for dinner,” he added reluctantly.  
 
    “No, that’s not necessary,” Morena said, her thoughts jumping ahead. “Henry, will you be around this weekend?” 
 
    “You want me to be a guest?” Henry asked with ill—contained excitement. “Sure!” 
 
    “If we need an extra man,” Morena offered. “I wouldn’t want to put you in a situation that you’re not comfortable with.” 
 
    “I’m comfortable with it,” Henry said quickly.  
 
    Obviously, his night with Callie last month had gone well.  
 
    “That’s settled then.” Morena beamed, even though for a moment she felt as Lorde must—not wanting to know anything about Henry’s sex life.  
 
    She wasn’t as close to Henry as she was Lorde, but she was very fond of him. And he was the son of her good friends, Nathalie and Declan. 
 
    “But I think you should talk to Elizabeth,” Morena said to Lorde. “She’s got to wonder if anyone has said anything about it. I don’t know if they do.” 
 
    Now it was Lorde who gave her a strange glance. “People talk about this place. A lot.” 
 
    She recalled Todd’s comments and sighed. “What do they say?” 
 
    “You probably don’t want to know.” Lorde headed to the door. “I’ll be around this weekend, for whatever you need. Except…that.” 
 
    “She’s got me for that,” Henry said with a grin. “Not her, but others. If they want. Me. For something like that.” 
 
    Lorde shook his head as he opened to door. 
 
    Henry asked her a few questions about the weekend’s guests before leaving her to her bread—making, taking another handful of cookies with him. 
 
    Morena was happy that Henry had decided to join them for the weekend until she remembered the guest list that she hadn’t made public.  
 
    William Burgess would be there. And after hearing her life story, Morena was sure Henry would have a lot of questions for the man who had broken her heart.    
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    “Morena seemed a little anxious today,” Elizabeth said that night as she was making dinner. Her cooking abilities were a bonus to having her live with him. Lorde was used to preparing his own meals, as simple and somewhat tasteless as they were, and he’d gained almost five pounds since she’d moved in. 
 
    “She’s always like that before a weekend.” Lorde set the plates on the cheap, IKEA table in the corner of the kitchen. It had been rarely used before Elizabeth moved in, with Lorde eating standing at the corner or taking his plate of food into the living room, sharing the scraps with Bella the dog. But Elizabeth and her girls were used to eating as a family at a table and Lorde was prepared to do anything to make the transition easier for them, which meant investing in a set of fun and colourful dishes and keeping his paperwork off of the table.  
 
    Maybe he’d buy a new table. Something wooden and family—like.  
 
    “She always has a full house on the weekend. What makes this any different?” Elizabeth had been slowly spending more and more time at the inn. The girls loved the gardens and the homemade muffins and Morena always welcomed them when she didn’t have other guests.  
 
    She hadn’t had one of her swinger weekends since Elizabeth had been here. 
 
    Lorde blew out his breath. This was what he’d been dreading—explaining to Elizabeth what went on during certain weekends at the bed and breakfast. And what his role in those weekends used to be.  
 
    “Where are the girls?” Lorde asked.  
 
    “Outside playing with Bella. Why?” Elizabeth stirred the spaghetti sauce with one hand and clamped her hand on her hip with the other. “What’s wrong? You look exactly like you did when you told me you were going into the Army.” 
 
    “That was a long time ago.” 
 
    “Same expression. Michael, what’s the matter?” 
 
    He forced himself to smile. “Nothing is the matter. I have to tell you something about Morena, is all.” 
 
    “Is there something wrong?” 
 
    “No. It’s just…” he paused, wondering how to begin.  
 
    “Are you trying to tell me about her dirty weekends?”  
 
    Elizabeth’s question astounded him. “What?” 
 
    “I don’t know exactly what goes on, but I’ve heard enough to know they’re pretty hot. Something like an orgy?” she continued, as casual as they were talking about a play date for the girls.  
 
    “How—how do you know about that? Because it’s not exactly right.” 
 
    Elizabeth laughed. “Michael, everyone in Wolfville and the surrounding counties know about the bed and breakfast. How people stay there for a free-for-all. They have sex with whoever they like.” 
 
    Lorde closed his jaw. “Not exactly,” he hedged. “It’s not an orgy. It’s for couples or singles that are part of the swinger lifestyle.” 
 
    “That’s where they can have sex with whoever they want to, whenever, right.” 
 
    “I think there are rules about it.” 
 
    Elizabeth turned back to the pot on the stove. “You took part, didn’t you? You had sex with swingers.” 
 
    He couldn’t see her face, but there was nothing in her voice that suggested she was overly upset. “Elizabeth…” 
 
    “I always wondered why you were never in a relationship,” she continued. “You had Meredith, but I know nothing ever happened between the two of you. Or would ever happen. You’re an amazing man, and so good-looking and I wondered how…Then I heard about what went on, and it made sense.” 
 
    “You’re not upset?” 
 
    She smiled sadly. “I married Alan. I have no right to be upset. You could have had sex…” she trailed off and Lorde heard the audible swallow. “…with whoever you wanted to. You could have had sex with Morena and I don’t have any right to say anything.” She turned, wide-eyed. “You didn’t have sex with Morena, did you?” 
 
    “No. I would never.” He fought the urge to shudder. Lorde considered Morena attractive, but she had been more of a mother to him than his own ever was.  
 
    “Did you have sex with a lot of women?”  
 
    “Uh…” Her laughter interrupted his attempt at an answer. “How am I supposed to answer that?” 
 
    “I guess I left it pretty wide open.” She set the spoon on the counter and stood before him. “I love you, Michael. I’ve always loved you. But if I couldn’t have you, at least I wanted you to be happy. If that’s what made you happy, then I have to be fine with it.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t say it made me happy,” he said slowly. “It was enjoyable but...” 
 
    It had been sex, plain and simple. Good sex, often great sex, once or twice it had been truly mind-blowing sex.  
 
    Lorde kept his memories of Jacey in a special place, not to be revisited with Elizabeth standing before him. 
 
    But it had been sex and Lorde had needed the physical release. There had never been any intimacy, any connection with the women other than simple friendship. Lorde’s heart had been safe. Now that he had Elizabeth back in his life and in his bed, he understood what he had been missing.  
 
    “Are you…do you plan…?” Elizabeth stammered, and Lorde tipped up her chin with a finger. 
 
    “No. I’m done. I told Morena I’d help her with whatever she needs, but I won’t be there for dinner. That’s when…” he trailed off. 
 
    “The hook—ups happen?” she finished with a strained smile. 
 
    “Sort of.” 
 
    Elizabeth tucked her fingers into his belt loops. “What did you do with them?” She had little smile tucked into the corners of her lips.  
 
    “I—what do you mean?” 
 
    “I know you had sex. Was it different? Anything special? Things that you might want to do to me?”  
 
    Lorde held his breath as Elizabeth gazed up at him. This was not how he had seen this going. “Tell me. I want to know,” she urged him. “I want to know everything.” 
 
    “Sometimes I’d tie them up,” he said gruffly. 
 
    “Did you like that?” 
 
    “They did. I guess I did, too.” 
 
    “We could try that.” She dropped her hands and returned to the stove. “If it’s something you’d like to do.” 
 
    Lorde watched her stir the pot, his cock already hard. That had gone much better than he could have ever imagined. 
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    Iliya 
 
      
 
    Iliya gazed with wonder at the green countryside as they drove from Halifax to the quiet town of Wolfville, on the edge of the Bay of Fundy.  She’d never visited the Maritime provinces and couldn’t help but be excited.  
 
    Growing up, her parents had preferred vacations in more exotic locations, foregoing the wonders of their own country to that of Europe and the Caribbean. Iliya had wanted to rectify that with Del, but Del hadn’t been the travelling type, preferring to visit his family in Barbados when he had time off from his teaching job. 
 
    Would he travel with Kenna? 
 
    Iliya had been tormenting herself with questions like that since she had seen the new couple a few days ago. She had taken to stalking them on social media and had even gone so far to contact Amy, who had shared their bed before Iliya and Del had met Kenna.   
 
    Amy could tell her nothing. Del hadn’t been in touch in months.  
 
    “He’s gone straight, Ili,” Amy had said with a sigh. “I knew it would happen. He was always too vanilla for us.” 
 
    Yes, but once upon a time, Del had been so in love with Iliya that he would have agreed to anything, even sharing her with another woman. Amy had been with them for years before Kenna, sharing their bed and their life. 
 
    Del hadn’t known about the other men she’d had during their marriage. The times she had gone to parties without him and met with William. 
 
    Things were civil between them; there was no sense sharing all of her secrets. 
 
    William tapped away on his laptop during the drive. He rarely stopped working; there was always some deal or scheme he was working on. William’s business acumen allowed him to look after Iliya in the manner she had quickly become accustomed to, so she never complained.  
 
    It might have been nice for him to take the time to enjoy the scenery with her, though. 
 
    “What do I need to know about this place?” Iliya asked, refilling her glass with champagne. William had organized a car and driver to take them to the resort, and Iliya was enjoying the snacks as well as the ice-cold bottle of Veuve Clicquot that had been waiting in the car for her.  
 
    “Do you know the owner? Do you own the place?” she joked. 
 
    “Of course I don’t own the place,” William said without glancing up from his computer. 
 
    “You can’t fault me for asking. You own lots of places,” Iliya said, touching his knee. “You’re like Roarke, in the J.D Robb books. He owns half the world.” 
 
    “I haven’t read those books,” William said mildly. “And I don’t own half the world.” 
 
    “Near enough.” Iliya turned to the window with a smile. 
 
    “I do know the owner.” 
 
    Iliya turned back to William. He held her gaze for a moment before shifting away from her. “Who is he? Have I met him?” 
 
    “Her, actually.” 
 
    William focused on his screen. “And how well do you know her?” Iliya had worked hard to keep her jealousy under check while she had been married to Del, but she’d never had a problem with William. She knew how much he adored her, and since his past was even more colourful than her own, there was no sense wondering about other women. But to have brought her to a place owned by one of his former lovers… 
 
    Maybe she wasn’t former. Maybe they still saw each other. Maybe he cared about her. Maybe… 
 
    William reached out to touch her cheek. “There’s no need to worry, Iliya dear.” 
 
    “I’m not worried,” Iliya bluffed. “I would have liked to have this information before agreeing to this little jaunt, however. Who is she?” 
 
    Did she imagine his sigh? 
 
    “Morena Raspillaire.” 
 
    The name meant nothing to Iliya and she gestured for William to continue. 
 
    He paused. “I knew her well. Years ago. We were quite…close.” 
 
    Iliya turned back to the window, not noticing the scenery speeding by. “Close, like in close like we are?” 
 
    “I knew her well,” he repeated, leaning forward to snag the bottle from the console beside her. “But this was years ago. I haven’t been in touch with her for some time. Have some more champagne.” 
 
    “Is that supposed to make up for not telling me we’re spending the weekend with your old girlfriend?” she asked in an icy voice watching the liquid splash into her glass. 
 
    “She wasn’t my girlfriend.” 
 
    “What was she then? Am I your girlfriend? Because we haven’t really settled on titles yet.” 
 
    William gave her a tight-lipped smile before dropping his gaze back to his laptop screen. “I’m far too old to have a ‘girlfriend.’ I refer to you as my partner.” 
 
    “When you refer to me at all.” She stared out the window, refusing to glance at him, even when he sighed with frustration. 
 
    “Iliya, there’s no reason to be upset.” 
 
    “I think that’s up to me. Seeing as how I’m the one upset.” 
 
    “That was never my intention.” 
 
    Iliya turned back with flashing eyes, the champagne sloshing over the rim of her glass onto her wrist. “We’ve been together six months, William, and you tell me nothing. About anything. You keep me completely in the dark about everything. Except who you want me to fuck.” She paused to lick the wine off of her wrist, noticing how William stared at her tongue. “You like that, don’t you? You like me being dirty and begging for it. You have no problem letting all of your cronies stick their dicks in me, but yet, you won’t tell me we’re heading out to see your old flame. That doesn’t seem right to me, does it?” 
 
    “Iliya…” 
 
    “Iliya, what? Keep quiet or you’ll punish me? See, that doesn’t really work, because you know damn well that I like being punished.” 
 
    She didn’t know why she was so upset; William often kept information from her, springing dinner parties and gatherings on her, with no advance notice of who his guests would be. It shouldn’t surprise her to find out that he had a relationship with this Morena woman. It did surprise her how much the thought of it bothered her.  
 
    Maybe it was the remnants of seeing Del. She had seen what he now had with Kenna, and it made her more aware of what was lacking in her relationship with William. 
 
    What had his relationship been like with Morena? Better than what he had with her? 
 
    “Are you planning on fucking her this weekend?” Iliya demanded in a harsh voice.  
 
    “I haven’t planned anything,” he said stiffly.  
 
    “I know that’s a lie because you plan everything. You’re a planner. And you might not have planned it, but I bet when you see her, you’ll be hoping she’ll run right into your arms. And she probably will.” Iliya drained her glass, the bubbles tickling her throat, warming her stomach. “You know, you could have told me. I would have been fine with it. This is a place for swingers, for swapping. I expect you to be with someone else. I just wish you’d told me first.” 
 
    Iliya stayed silent for the rest of the drive. 
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    Friday morning, Morena found herself in Wolfville, looking for kosher salt.  
 
    Her chef Louie did the shopping for the weekends, with the knowledge Morena would keep the pantry stocked with the essentials.  
 
    “You have no salt, no dried thyme and I’m using the last of your panko crumbs,” Louie had informed her when he began the dinner preparations. “You need to go shopping if you want this to be the best meal I’ve ever created.” 
 
    And so Morena had headed out the door with a list clutched in her hand. She had told Louie that dinner that night had to be amazing, but dodged his questions as to why it had to be so outstanding.  
 
    William would be there tonight. 
 
    Morena had done everything she could to prepare for him to check with his new girlfriend—changed all the mattress covers in the rooms and bought new pillows for the beds, spent hours on her knees in the garden removing every stray weed she could find and bought bottles of Balvenie because that had been his favourite type of Scotch. 
 
    She could still remember how his lips tasted after he drank it.  
 
    Everything was ready for his arrival, and that of Iliya. Morena wasn’t proud of the fact that she had done her research on the woman. She had found Iliya’s social media accounts, perused her website, saw that she seemed to have a successful career as a personal shopper and stylist.  
 
    Of course she was beautiful, of course she was sophisticated. William needed Iliya to keep up a certain image, to portray a special persona, and on the outside, Iliya seemed quite good at it.  
 
    That was one way Morena had failed him. She couldn’t be the person William needed her to be—cool and unemotional, detached but approachable.  
 
    She wondered how her life would have turned out if she had managed to be the woman William needed her to be.  
 
    Morena hurried through the store on autopilot without realizing she was being followed until she paused by the freezer section. 
 
    “Don’t tell me you need a bag of peas for that hand.” 
 
    Morena whirled around, almost dropping the pint of Moose Tracks ice cream. It took a minute to recognize him under the bright fluorescent lights of the store. It was the man who had stepped in after she punched Todd Thompson in the face the other night. “You!”  
 
    “Me!” His grin lit up his face and spread an answering smile across Morena’s. 
 
    “I don’t know your name,” she confessed. 
 
    “Well, it never seemed the right time to introduce myself. ‘Hey, pretty lady who just got harassed, how ‘bout you give me a call sometime.’” He shook his head, still wearing the baseball cap, his longish brown hair curling at the ends. “Wasn’t really a good time.” 
 
    “Not really,” she agreed, an inexplicable thrill running through her at the thought of him asking her out. 
 
    Why would he do that? He was at least twenty years younger than she was.  
 
    “Jed Ayers.” He stuck out a hand, forcing her to juggle and pile her groceries in the crock of her arm. He took the ice cream from her. 
 
    His hand was warm, with long fingers. 
 
    “Morena Raspillaire.” 
 
    Jed cocked his head. “I’ve heard that name—don’t you run that resort out of town, on the way to Kemptville?”  
 
    “Fallen Gardens,” Morena supplied. “My husband and I bought the place about twenty years ago. But he doesn’t have any part of it now.” 
 
    Why on earth had she mentioned Bram? 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Jed said awkwardly.  
 
    “I’m not.” Morena had been on enough dates in the last few weeks that she wasn’t going to let a chance meeting by the ice cream section get awkward. “Good riddance, if you ask me.” 
 
    “Did he meet your right hook too?” Jed had an expression of delight on his face, one that made Morena cringe to think of the reason behind it. 
 
    “Trust me, that’s the first time that’s ever happened,” she assured him. 
 
    “Are you sure about that? It was a good hit. He never saw it coming.” 
 
    Morena winced. “I keep expecting to get a letter from his lawyer.” 
 
    Jed leaned his shoulder against the freezer door, his big hand still holding the container of ice cream. Morena couldn’t help but admire the length of him. His jeans fit him exceedingly well. She pulled her gaze back up to his face with difficulty. 
 
    “He’s one of those types, is he?” Jed shook his head ruefully. “He gives men a bad name. You should never hit a woman, but if a woman smacks you, you probably deserve it. I think he deserved everything he got. And if he ever bothers you again, you call me and I’ll help sort it out.” 
 
    “I’d need your number in that case.” She was amazed at how smoothly she said that especially the way her heart was pounding. She’d set up countless dates in the last few weeks but none had made her as nervous as asking for Jed’s number. 
 
    Jed smiled, showing even white teeth and crinkles around his blue eyes. “That could be arranged.” 
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    “Michael?” 
 
    He barely heard the faint cry, suspected it hadn’t been the first time Grace had called to him. He headed to what was formerly his spare room, just in time for the little girl to meet him in the hallway. 
 
    Grace looked so tiny in her nightgown with the colourful figures from some Disney movie or other, but Lorde had no idea which one.  
 
    He half-hoped he’d never have to find out.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” Lorde demanded, fear making his voice sound harsh and angry.  
 
    Grace was white as a sheet and didn’t seem to notice his tone. “I don’t feel good,” she mumbled, one hand on the wall. “I think I’m going—” Her cheeks puffed as she gagged.  
 
    The bathroom was down the hall. He could carry her but—Lorde instinctively cupped his hands in front of her. 
 
    Grace threw up into his hands.  
 
    Lorde’s stomach roiled as the eight-year-old emptied her stomach. He tried not to watch, tried to ignore what was being spewed into his hands, but it was impossible not to. 
 
    Vomit dripped between his fingers onto the floorboards. 
 
    It was warm. 
 
    “It’s okay,” he said, trying for a soothing voice because that was what Elizabeth would have said. 
 
    Why did he think he could handle looking after a sick girl? 
 
    Last night, Grace had woken with an upset stomach. Elizabeth had dealt with it, leaving Lorde fretting in the bed. 
 
    “Is she okay? What made her sick? Should we call the doctor? I can get her to the hospital.” He threw his legs out of the bed, prepared to jump into his pants and carry Grace to the truck. 
 
    “She’s fine,” Elizabeth said, sounding maddingly calm. “Just an upset tummy.” 
 
    “What did that?” he had demanded. 
 
    Elizabeth crawled back under the covers, leaving Lorde sitting on the edge of the bed. “I’ve no idea. She threw up, says she feels better now.” 
 
    “She threw up! We’ve got to get the doctor!” 
 
    Elizabeth had laughed. “You’ve had no experience with sick kids, have you?” 
 
    It was the memory of her mocking tone that had prompted Lorde to insist Elizabeth leave for work the next morning. He had assured her that he was perfectly fine staying home to take care of Grace. 
 
    And look where that had got him—with a handful of puke. 
 
    “Sorry,” Grace groaned when she finished.  
 
    “It’s okay,” he said automatically. “Do you feel better now?” 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    “Okay, then let’s…” he trailed off, not knowing what to do. Crackers, flat ginger ale, a cool washcloth for her forehead. “Let me just…” he glanced down at his hands. “I don’t really know what to do here.” 
 
    “Sorry,” Grace whispered, hanging her head. 
 
    “Hey, it’s fine. Everything’s good,” he insisted, the fake joviality in his voice sounding annoying even to him. “I just don’t know—this is kind of gross isn’t it?” 
 
    Grace laughed weakly. “Kind of.” 
 
    “Yeah. Well.” He grinned at her. “Let me just get rid of this.” He turned to the toilet when a noise from Grace made him snap. “Bathroom. Run.” 
 
    Grace made it to the bathroom just in time, leaving Lorde to stand behind her helplessly, his hands still full of vomit as Grace heaved into the toilet bowl. When she finished Lorde emptied the contents of his hands into the bowl. He had large hands and even though Grace hadn’t eaten anything that day, there was still a considerable handful to dispose of. 
 
    There was even more on the spattered on the floor in the hall. Or there had been. “Bella!” he shouted. The dog had stolen upstairs during the rush to the bathroom and was now busy licking up Grace’s vomit. 
 
    “Ugh,” Grace cried. “That’s gross.” 
 
    “Bella, stop,” Lorde quickly washed his hands and headed to the dog, who wagged happily.  
 
    “Bella, don’t,” Grace echoed, slowly padding along behind Lorde.  
 
    “You should stay in the bathroom,” Lorde told her nervously. “Just in case.” 
 
    “I feel better,” Grace assured him. “Why did she eat it?” 
 
    “I have no idea,” Lorde said. In his mind, he ran through what he needed to do—mop the floor, disinfect his hands. “That’s what you get from a dog who smells other dog’s pee.” 
 
    Once he got the mess cleaned up, as well as himself since vomit had gotten on his jeans and socks, Grace was feeling more like herself. But he still insisted that she settle on the couch with a book, just in case. 
 
    “I’m bored,” she announced twenty minutes later. 
 
    Lorde thought it was a good sign but he still wasn’t letting her off the couch.  
 
    “I’ll put on a movie,” he said. Elizabeth had brought a bunch of DVDs with her but where had she put them? The entire house had been turned upside down in the month since she had been there.  
 
    “Will you watch it with me?” 
 
    What was he supposed to say to that? 
 
    “What movie do you want to watch?” he countered. 
 
    He couldn’t find the bag of DVDs anywhere, but Grace didn’t seem to mind that he couldn’t find Moana for her to watch. “Do you have any movies?” she asked, cuddling her stuffed pig. 
 
    “None for girls.” 
 
    “I can watch a boy movie.” 
 
    “Sure you can, but I meant little girls.” He stopped as an idea hit. “How old are you again?” 
 
    “I’ll be nine in ten months.” 
 
    “Eight then. You’re old enough.” He pulled out his copy of The Avengers. He’d loved the comics when he was a kid and thought they had done a great job with the movie. “You’ll like this.” 
 
    “You’ll watch it with me?” 
 
    Lorde glanced at the clock. He had paperwork to finish, receipts to file and work to do outside, but Grace wanted company. 
 
    She wanted his company. 
 
    “Move over then,” he said. “Or should I make popcorn first? Do you feel okay enough for popcorn?” 
 
    Her cheers rang in his ears as he got the popcorn ready.  
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    Iliya 
 
      
 
    Iliya pretended to sleep during the rest of the drive to the resort. William never noticed her silently seething beside him.  
 
    But all too soon they arrived at the long drive leading to the inn. Iliya craned her neck for the first sight the three-story, century stone farmhouse set high on a hill. Wings stretched wide on either side of the double doors, with a covered porch running the length. 
 
    “Nice,” she sniffed. 
 
    “It’s a beautiful property,” William said like he had been waiting for her to speak. “Apparently Morena bought it with her husband, but he’s no longer in the picture.” 
 
    “Did she make sure to tell you this?” Iliya asked archly. 
 
    “I haven’t spoken to her.” 
 
    He wouldn’t have to. William had ways to keep tabs on people. A perfect example was how he had kept tabs on her for all those years.  
 
    William put away his laptop and took her hand, squeezing it gently. “There’s no need for you to be jealous of Morena,” he said in a gentle voice. 
 
    “I’m not jealous. Just...surprised...that you have a connection with her.” 
 
    “I have connections with a great many women, but my connection with you is the one I’m most concerned with. And the proudest of.” He brought her hand to his mouth, brushing his lips over her knuckles. “Just think of what we could have been doing if you hadn’t insisted on sulking for the drive,” he said in a low voice, his other hand roaming her knee. 
 
    The pulse between her legs quickened. “You were working,” she reminded him. 
 
    “I could have easily been distracted.” He raised an eyebrow. William was close to sixty and still so good—looking, with his thick dark hair and intense gaze. But it was his voice that always drew in Iliya—deep and soothing even when he was instructing her in what to do and how to do. Telling her to be quiet, or rollover, or open her legs wider.  
 
    Telling her to come…right now.  
 
    Iliya wondered if William could make her come just with words. 
 
    With William’s warm hand on her knee, Iliya managed to pull herself out of the sulk by the time the car stopped before the double doors. She was out of the car before the driver could open the door, staring about her with wide eyes. Green and quiet, with a faint sound of seagulls.  
 
    From the advantage on the hill, Iliya could see a nearby farm, woods circling the inn like a protective hug and a hint of water in the distance. It was beautiful, but there was more to that. Iliya had a sense of peace from the property that she hadn’t felt in a long time.  
 
    Some of the tension left her shoulders and the knot in the pit of her stomach unravelled slightly. This would be all right. How could things go wrong in such a beautiful place? 
 
    “Ready to see the rest of it?” William asked, putting a hand on the small of her back.  
 
    “Lead on,” Iliya said as they climbed the steps to the porch.  
 
    Huge double wooden doors led into the lobby. Wood-panelled walls, dark hardwood floors, and bursts of colour provided by chairs set into conversation pits scattered throughout the space. Abstract pictures hung on the walls.  
 
    All it needed was a roaring fire. 
 
    To the right of the double doors was a bar set into the brick wall, complete with rustic wooden beams, leather padded stools, and shelves holding bottles of every shape and size and variety. 
 
    But all Iliya noticed was the woman standing behind the bar with her back to them, with long white hair flowing down her back. 
 
    She turned, and Iliya caught her breath. Of course, she was beautiful. Not classically good-looking, but more interesting. Her face had character and laugh lines around her wide eyes. And her mouth… 
 
    Iliya couldn’t deny the woman’s sex appeal. She felt a moment of attraction herself. 
 
    “Morena.” William’s voice sounded like a caress, and Iliya felt the tension return as they moved towards the bar. This was Morena. Of course it was—beautiful, and so sexy with the full breasts and those lips— 
 
    Would William want them together? 
 
    Iliya wasn’t sure how she felt about that possibility.  
 
    “Hello, William.” Morena’s eyes were the clear grey of a stormy day and seemed just as welcoming as she smiled at William. “Welcome to Fallen Gardens.” She turned those eyes to Iliya but as Iliya braced herself for the coolness, Morena seemed to thaw. “I’m Morena Raspillaire.” The curves William admired were displayed in a simple pair of jeans and white shirt with the sleeves rolled up. Simple and classic, but nothing like the other women in William’s past—made up, dressed to the nines and oozing sensuality. 
 
    The sensuality was certainly there but more subdued like Morena was trying to hide it. 
 
    For the first time, Iliya felt too obvious in her tight, white skirt and a sleeveless top that showed more than a hint of cleavage. Her chunky gold necklace was too much for this place and so were her gold, open-toed heels. William had picked out her outfit, down to the diamond bracelet he had given her last week.    
 
    “Iliya Smoak. You have a beautiful place.”  
 
    A bracelet glittered on Morena’s wrist. Was it a match for Iliya’s? Did William give her one, too? 
 
    “You have a beautiful name.”  
 
    Iliya met Morena’s frank gaze, neither hiding the fact they were appraising, comparing, deciding. They had William in common, and for Iliya, it could go two ways—she could resent the fact both had shared William life and claim Morena as an instant rival, or let it bring them together with the possibility of friendship. 
 
    She wasn’t able to decide which way it was going yet.   
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “I’ll get you checked in.” Morena busied herself with the journal before her, with names and numbers written in elegant cursive. “I put you on the third floor. It’s a little farther from the action, but quiet and the view is amazing.” She bent to retrieve a key—an actual key attached to a wooden fob and slid it across the counter, giving William a quick glance. 
 
    This was old-school. Iliya lived on her phone, did her business online. She had no time for old-fashioned.  
 
    “You’re the first to arrive, but the other guests will arrive shortly,” Morena continued, with another glance at William. “You’ll have time to explore the property, see the gardens. The Bay of Fundy is only –” 
 
    “I’d like to see our room first.” Iliya tucked her arm possessively into William’s.  
 
    Morena dropped her gaze. “Of course. That’s your key. I can call Lorde to help you with your luggage if you like. Actually…” she trailed off with a frown. “Maybe Henry could help instead.” 
 
    Iliya had been to hotels with William where he had demanded a porter to help with a single suitcase, but now he was waving away Morena’s offer. “That’s not necessary,” he assured her. “I can manage.” 
 
    “If you’re sure. Lorde helps me but he’s occupied with family matters today.” 
 
    “So there isn’t someone here to help you? You’re alone?” 
 
    Iliya fought back the snort at William’s questions. Like he didn’t already know everything about Morena. 
 
    “No. I have help, but I live here alone.” She paused and Iliya watched, open—mouthed as William met Morena’s gaze and held it. Held it longer than they needed to.  
 
    She felt like she was watching them embrace. 
 
    “You must be lonely,” Iliya said in a cutting voice.  
 
    Morena slid her cool grey gaze back to Iliya without a flicker of guilt. “Not at all. We’ll meet at seven for dinner.” Her tone turned businesslike. “I’m afraid there’s no sit—down dinner tonight, but rather more of a cocktail party to allow the guest to meet each other. We have a full house and I wanted to give everyone the opportunity to get to know each other. Keys for the cabins will be distributed later and—” 
 
    “For the interludes?” Iliya interrupted. “They don’t happen here?” 
 
    “There are cabins in the woods. Secluded, private.” Morena trailed off. 
 
    “That’s good for you, isn’t it?” Iliya turned to William. “Keeping things private and out-of-the-way?” 
 
    Morena raised an eyebrow. Iliya didn’t know if the slight curve of her lips was mocking or commiserating.  
 
    Iliya didn’t say another word until they reached their room. “She’s not your type,” she sniffed, as William heaved the suitcases on the bed. He looked like he should have waited for the offer of help with the luggage.  
 
    “I knew her years ago.” 
 
    “Quite a few, from the looks of her.” 
 
    William’s eyes narrowed. “I’m sure you’d like to rest awhile. I’ll leave you to have some quiet.” His voice was more of an order than a suggestion, and Iliya knew he wanted her out of the way while he fawned over Morena.  
 
    William wasn’t going to call the shots for Iliya this weekend.  
 
    “Actually, I was just about to say the same thing,” she said quickly. “You look tired after carrying all those bags. I’m going for a walk around the gardens, maybe to check out one of those cabins.” 
 
    Dropping her leather bag on the bed, she walked out before he could reply.  
 
      
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    Twenty minutes later, Iliya was wishing she hadn’t been so hasty.  
 
    She should have taken the time to change out of her skirt and shoes. The shoes were heavenly, but not for tromping around a garden. But she hadn’t been gone long enough to turn back now.  
 
    Iliya followed a garden path into the forest, coming across the first little cabin set under the trees. It was a picturesque spot, with the quiet marred only by the rustle of leaves and the chirp of woodland animals— 
 
    A man stepped out of the trees in front of her and a scream caught in her throat. 
 
    “Sorry, sorry,” he rushed, holding his hands up. “Didn’t mean to scare you.” 
 
    “You did!” Iliya laughed nervously. “I wasn’t expecting anyone around her. Are you a guest? I thought we were the first to arrive.” 
 
    He pointed into the woods and Iliya caught a glimpse of a red roof. “I’m staying there. Not exactly a guest.” 
 
    “Are you a friend of Morena’s?” Iliya asked before she could stop herself. She guessed him to be in his thirties, with glasses and brown hair that was in desperate need of a cut. “Never mind. It’s none of my business. It’s nice to meet you.” She turned her back on him to continue along the path. 
 
    “Wait! We haven’t exactly met,” he argued. “How can you say that it was nice?”  
 
    “I was being polite.” 
 
    “I’m Henry.”  
 
    Iliya took a second, longer look at him. Tall and lanky, wearing shorts that showed off nicely formed calves. She recalled Morena mentioning the name Henry as someone who could help with the luggage.  
 
    Maybe he could help her in another way. 
 
    “I’m Iliya,” she said making no secret that she was checking him out.  
 
    Henry’s face flushed. “You look like an Iliya. It’s a beautiful name.” 
 
    She cocked a hand on her hip. “Have you ever met anyone named Iliya before?” 
 
    “Well, no, but I can’t imagine them being any more beautiful than you are.” 
 
    She smiled coolly. “That’s sweet if a bit unoriginal. Have you been here long?” 
 
    “A few months. Are you staying here this weekend? Obviously,” he drew back, flustered. “Why else would you be wandering around?”  
 
    Iliya caught his gaze on her legs. “I’m here for the weekend. Looking for—what does the website say? Looking for adventure and excitement.” With a deep breath, she stepped forward and laid her hand on his arm. “Looks like I found it.” 
 
    His eyes widened. “Really? There’s a dinner later…” 
 
    The last time she had been impulsive was with Kenna and look how that had turned out? But Henry was attractive and she was angry with William.  
 
    Anger always aroused her. Any fight with Del had ended up with them in bed, or on the kitchen counter or… 
 
    Iliya shrugged.  “I guess I can wait to meet the others. I thought since this is a place to explore…what if I’m hungry now?” She turned her wide, guileless gaze to Henry’s face and watched as he fell apart under it.  
 
    “I…sure…do you want to walk?” he stammered.  
 
    Iliya snagged his hand as Henry led them into the forest. He was attractive, but what interested Iliya the most was his connection to Morena. Who was he to her? And William—this would be the first chance Iliya had had in a long time to choose for herself.  
 
    There were other options she could have picked to make her stand with William, but this one seemed fitting. It had been a while since she had held a new body to hers, someone who knew nothing about her. She could be herself—she could be anyone she wanted to be, rather than who William wanted her to be.   
 
    The path curved, the trees blocking them from sight from the windows of the inn. “This is nice,” Iliya whispered.  
 
    When he turned to her with a question in his eyes, she kissed him. 
 
    His mouth came alive under her touch. It was as if she had released a spring and Henry jumped. Iliya made a sound in her throat as he pushed her up against a tree trunk, her heels tipping her back, feeling the rough bark through her shirt. His hands found her waist, pressing her against his body to hold her steady. 
 
    He was long and already hard. 
 
    Iliya smiled against his mouth and wrapped her arms around his neck. This was better than she had expected. Not that she had expected anything when she ventured into the woods. But Iliya liked making the most of opportunities. 
 
    It didn’t help that Henry’s mouth was like a sip of sweet wine and Iliya wanted more.  
 
    His tongue swept into her mouth, his hands slid up her back, then back down to untuck her shirt. His hands were warm as they slipped under the gauzy fabric. Fingers edged along the side of her breasts and Iliya pressed her hips against him.  
 
    This is how it was for Iliya. It didn’t take much for her to lose control—to be swept away in the sensation of a mouth and a body and what could be. To give control to a man, a woman, anyone who could make her forget… 
 
    Long, slow kisses turned frantic as Henry’s hands began to roam her body. Her back, her ass, his hands moved to cup her breasts, now heavy with desire. It wasn’t until he delved under her skirt that the first moan escaped.  
 
    His hand between her legs, feeling the dampness of her panties. He stroked her through the fabric, pushed it aside to slide a finger inside her.  
 
    Iliya moaned against his mouth as he thrust inside her, louder as he rubbed her already sensitive clit.  
 
    “Is this what you want?” he husked against her mouth.  
 
    She pushed her hips against his hand. “Yes.” 
 
    She always wanted this. Was always ready for the release.  
 
    “You want me to make you come? Right here, where anyone could see us?”   
 
    The thought of William watching her only made Iliya more excited. “Yes.” 
 
    Henry bent his mouth to her neck, biting and sucking the soft skin as his fingers plunged inside her. She leaned against the tree and lifted a leg to wind it around his hip. 
 
    “More.” 
 
    Without missing a beat, Henry pushed up her top to bare her breasts, scooping them out of her bra. Iliya groaned aloud when he touched the bare skin, grazing the swollen nipples with his teeth.  
 
    She sighed in response. 
 
    His hand was back between her legs, thrusting, rubbing, forcing delicious sensations through Iliya. She had always been responsive, but she’d never come this quick. It was like— 
 
    She came with a cry, throwing her head back against the rough trunk of the tree as her body convulsed under Henry’s fingers.  
 
    He didn’t stop. The first orgasm melted into the second, and then the third as his mouth attacked her breasts, his fingers danced between her legs and Iliya cried out loud enough for those on the other side of the woods to hear.  
 
    After three, Iliya pushed at him weakly, afraid she was going to melt into a puddle at the base of the tree. “Stop. Enough,” she whispered. 
 
    “You want me to stop?” He grazed her clit with his knuckle and Iliya shuddered. 
 
    “I can’t…no more…” she panted.  
 
    “For now,” he promised, removing his hand.  
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    Of course, William had been the first to arrive. 
 
    Seeing him in the lobby of her beloved home threw Morena more than she expected. It had been years. Did William still have power over her, to make to quiver with desire, even as she shamed herself?  
 
    Morena hoped he didn’t.  
 
    William had the ability to turn up in her life and turn it upside down. She didn’t want him here. 
 
    She didn’t want him to leave. 
 
    Morena stayed behind the bar and watched the curve of Iliya’s hips as she climbed the stairs, William’s hand caressing the small of her back. 
 
    She could almost feel his hand on her, like a phantom limb.  
 
    Years ago William had taken Morena to parties, first ensuring she looked her best with hair shining and makeup glossy, always with red nails before escorting her through the crowd with his hand just above the swell of her bum.  
 
    Morena knew the hand placed just so was a sign of possession, but back then, she had loved to have William’s hands on her, anywhere on her. It excited her when he touched her, especially in public. 
 
    This weekend wasn’t going to be easy.  
 
    Memories kept attacking her in the worst moments. Seeing Iliya reminded her of the first time William had invited her to bed with another woman.  
 
    Would he want that this weekend? To see the two of them together? 
 
    Was that something Morena wanted? Iliya was a beautiful woman with the lion’s mane of tawny hair and mesmerizing cognac-colored eyes. Sexy, with curves and confidence and an attitude that might be off-putting to some, but would make her submission even sweeter. 
 
    William liked attitude. He liked submission. He liked a lot of things that weren’t for polite company. Morena felt the first frisson of fear; not for herself, but for the other guests who weren’t accustomed to men like William.  
 
    Morena was no longer accustomed to men like William anymore. She’d had a long—term relationship with another couple, their lovemaking sweet and simple with just enough heat to keep her satisfied, but there hadn’t been anyone like William in some time. 
 
    Her mind flitted to Jed leaning against the freezer door in the grocery store. 
 
    What would he be like?  
 
    She busied herself behind the bar, pulling thoughts of Jed to the forefront to distract her from William, two floors above her. Tonight was a more casual evening, but the food Louie had planned was anything but. She would prepare champagne cocktails to circulate among the guests. William and Iliya had been early, so she hadn’t had time to mix a cocktail to have on hand when guests arrive.  
 
    Morena found alcohol usually relaxed even the most nervous of newcomers.  
 
    As she pulled bottles onto the counter to make a concoction of rum, pineapple juice, and apple cider, she heard the click of heels on the wood floor and looked up to see Iliya crossing the floor, her expression stormy.  
 
    “Is everything all right?” Morena called. 
 
    Iliya paused. She looked like she was struggling to say something. “How long has it been since you’ve seen him?” she finally asked. 
 
    “William? Not for a long time. There’s nothing between us, Iliya.” 
 
    Iliya took a step toward the bar. “But there was something and he didn’t tell me. William doesn’t give up on what he wants. I should know. Has he been… hovering? Staying on the edges, just enough that you can sense him?”  
 
    “Why are you with him?” Morena asked instead of replying because she sensed Iliya didn’t want to hear the truth.  
 
    “Why were you with him?” Iliya countered. 
 
    “The same reasons I left him,” Morena said honestly. “He’s a wonderful man, but I lost myself. I didn’t leave soon enough. Make sure you do.” 
 
    Iliya stared at her with those cognac-coloured eyes, her hair sweeping around her face. She looked fierce, but Morena sensed a vulnerability deep within. Without a word, Iliya turned on her heel and headed for the front door.  
 
    When the heavy door slammed behind her, Morena splashed a mouthful of dark rum into a glass and tipped it into her mouth.  
 
      
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    Guests began arriving shortly later. 
 
    Morena signed in Alex and his wife Lisa; a nervous threesome who had come all the way from Vancouver; and Brian and Liliane, who were old friends and regulars to Fallen Gardens.  
 
    “It’s good to see you,” Brian told her as he hugged her hello. 
 
    “Where is he?” Liliane demanded.  
 
    “Who?” Morena feigned ignorance. 
 
    “William, of course. That’s why we’re here. He made us come.” 
 
    “He didn’t make us do anything,” Brian corrected. “We were coming anyway.” 
 
    “I’m not sure where he is,” Morena tried for breezy and almost managed it. “They checked in earlier.”  
 
    “What’s she like?” Liliane asked. 
 
    “Iliya?” Morena shrugged. “Beautiful, young…what do you expect?”  
 
    “I told you about her,” Brian said aside to Liliane. Morena’s heart sank. William was already sharing Iliya with his friends.  
 
    She wondered how Iliya dealt with it—being the play toy of a wealthy, demanding man. Hopefully better than Morena had.  
 
    “She seems lovely,” Morena said firmly, ready to close the subject. But Brian had caught sight of William coming down the stairs.  
 
    “There he is!” Brian cried in his booming voice.   
 
    William smiled as he came over to the bar, but it was Morena who caught his gaze. She used the excuse of handing out drinks to turn away.  
 
    William raised his glass. “To old friends.” 
 
    They drank, chatted. Morena hid her smile as Liliane probed William, her pointed questions demanding answers about Iliya, his life with her.  
 
    Liliane asked everything Morena couldn’t.  
 
    She enjoyed Liliane and Brian, had been friends with them for a long time and always welcomed them. It might have been more comfortable if there wasn’t electricity flowing between Morena and William, almost visible in its intensity.   
 
    She was conscious of where William stood between Brian and Liliane, how he tipped back his head when he laughed, how his lips gleamed wetly after finishing his drink.  
 
    She wanted him. It was against everything she believed, but she wanted him.  
 
    Not even thoughts of Jed’s long legs could distract her from that. 
 
    Morena was half in the conversation that swirled around her, engrossed by her preparations at the bar when Henry entered the lobby from the back door. 
 
    He was followed by Iliya.  
 
    Iliya stopped when she noticed William at the bar, but Henry continued across the lobby, a smile on his face when he noticed Liliane. 
 
    Iliya scampered up the stairs as quickly as her heels would allow. 
 
    Morena saw the expression of confusion on Henry’s face as he watched Iliya’s exit and guessed what had happened. 
 
    From the tightness of William’s face, he knew it as well. 
 
    “Henry,” Liliane cried, wrapping Henry in an exuberant embrace. “You’re still here.” 
 
    After Henry extracted himself, he shook Brian’s hand before turning expectantly to William with a smile. “I’m Henry. Friend of the family, I guess you could say.” 
 
    “William Burgess.”  
 
    Morena caught the full blast of Henry’s astonishment, which quickly turned to dismay at William’s next words.  
 
    “I see you’ve already met Iliya.”  
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    Lorde awoke on the couch when Bella gave a bark. He shifted, feeling a heavy weight trapping his arm, the groggy feeling threatening to pull him down to sleep again. 
 
    He opened his eyes to find Elizabeth standing before him.  
 
    “Hey, sleeping beauty,” she said with a smile. 
 
    The weight on top of him shifted. “Mommy,” Grace whispered. 
 
    “How’re you feeling, baby?” 
 
    Lorde blinked. He’d settled in to watch the movie with Grace and remembered the aliens beginning to attack New York, but the credits were now scrolling across the screen, which meant that he had been sleeping for the last part of the movie.  
 
    He thought the Avengers would have kept him awake.  
 
    Hefting Grace’s sleepy weight in his arms, Lorde stood up. “Let’s get you back to bed for a while,” he said softly. She made no protest as he carried her up the stairs, Elizabeth trailing after them.   
 
    “How was she?” Elizabeth asked as Lorde laid her gently on the bed. 
 
    “She threw up again but seemed okay after that. We watched a movie.” He didn’t feel the need to give Elizabeth all of the dirty details. Better that she thought he could handle things. 
 
    He wasn’t sure he was up for it again. 
 
    “And you had a nap.” Her eyes twinkled at him before she stooped to drop a kiss on Grace’s forehead, smoothing her hair off of her face. “Kids are exhausting, aren’t they?” 
 
    Lorde waited for her out in the hall, surreptitiously checking to see if any remnants remained.  
 
    All clear. He’d done a good job. 
 
    “You’re home early,” he said as they headed downstairs. Lorde let her go ahead of him, watching the sway of her hips. 
 
    “We were slow and I was worried about Grace.” 
 
    “Worried that I couldn’t take care of things?” 
 
    She glanced over her shoulder with a smile. “I’m sure you were fine with her, but I wanted to make sure.” 
 
    “Did he ever stay with them when they were sick?” Lorde hated asking about Alan but there was so much he didn’t know about what had gone on between them.  
 
    “No,” Elizabeth said shortly, unpacking the grocery bag in the kitchen. Lorde knew she hated the reminders as much as he did, which was why he didn’t continue.  
 
    It must have been hard on Elizabeth to have left Grace with him. But Lorde felt a warmth inside when he realized what that meant for their relationship. She already trusted him with her girls.  
 
    “Have you talked to Morena today?” Elizabeth asked. 
 
    “I talk to Morena most days. What’s special about today?” Lorde glanced at the boxes stacked on the counter—Froot Loops, Froot Roll-ups, fruit things that squirted. He’d have to start eating more real fruit so Elizabeth wouldn’t feed him anything like this. 
 
    “There was a bit of gossip flying about her today at the restaurant.” 
 
    Lorde frowned, holding the cereal in his hand. “I can’t see why there would be.” 
 
    Elizabeth cocked her head. “You do remember what goes on at the inn on certain weekends?” 
 
    “She’s always kept it quiet. Who was talking about her?” He heard the edge in his voice, felt the protectiveness rise within him. He owed Morena so much. 
 
    “It’s not the who—it was what they were saying. People are saying she smacked Todd Thompson in the face after their date the other night.” 
 
    “I didn’t know anything about a date.” That surprised Lorde. Usually, he talked to Morena at least once a day, and she’d always been forthcoming about her plans. Dating a new man should have warranted at least a casual mention.   
 
    “I’ve heard she’s gone out with more than a few recently. Seems…odd. I thought she was happy being alone.” 
 
    “Is anyone?” 
 
    “Were you?” 
 
    Morena was forgotten as Elizabeth wound her arms around Lorde’s waist and tilted her chin up to look at him. “What do you think?” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she whispered. 
 
    Lorde shook his head. “No apologies. It’s over and done with and you’re here now.” 
 
    “I am. I’m happy here. The girls too.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Grace wouldn’t have wanted to stay with her father,” Elizabeth said in a sad voice. 
 
    “Did he—?” Lorde began but Elizabeth cut him off.  
 
    “No, never. I wouldn’t have stood for that. It was one thing for me…if he ever laid a hand on them…” Her face tightened with anger and Lorde hugged her. 
 
    “He’s won’t get close enough to lay a finger on you,” he promised. “Not ever again.” 
 
    “He’s coming tomorrow to pick up the girls for the day,” she said with a sigh. “If Grace is feeling better. I don’t think Cara will go without her. Which Alan won’t like.” She bit her lip nervously.  
 
    “He can’t touch you,” he reminded her. “And he knows better than to even think about it with the girls.” 
 
    “I know. I shouldn’t worry. It’s been good so far.”  
 
    Lorde thought Elizabeth had every right to worry, but he wasn’t about to tell her that. She’d left her husband, who had both physically and emotionally abused her, and Alan had barely made a fuss about it. There had been no threats, no recriminations; Lorde had gone with Elizabeth to pack up her things, hovering in the kitchen as Alan had talked to her in a monotone voice about whose dishes were whose, and did she need any of the furniture. 
 
    He’d only asked about the girls once, wanting to see them on weekends so he could take them to his parents.  
 
    Lorde often wondered if Alan’s parents knew what kind of man he really was.  
 
    Alan had barely reacted when Elizabeth had left him, and that itself worried Lorde more than he cared to admit.  
 
    “This guy that Morena went out with,” Elizabeth began, bringing the conversation full circle.  “The one she punched.” 
 
    “She punched him? You said smacked.” 
 
    “I think it’s the same thing.” 
 
    “Closed-fist punch? It’s different than a smack.” 
 
    “Well, excuse me for not knowing the difference.” Her laughter quickly trailed off. “You’d think I’d know the difference.” 
 
    “We don’t need to talk about that now.” 
 
    “Good. But this Todd Thompson she hit—he’s Alan’s best friend.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “So?” she met his gaze and he could see the bloom of worry in her eyes. “There’s been no reaction from Alan and that’s not like him. He’s got a long fuse Michael, and I’m worried.” 
 
    “About what? That he’ll try to get back at you through Morena? He wouldn’t dare.” Lorde squeezed her waist and tried to look as reassuring as he could. “Why don’t I pick up Cara at school today and you can stay with Grace?” 
 
    The worry was still apparent as they talked about the girls. Lorde thought he would make a point of stopping at Morena’s that night after the girls went to bed, just to check up on things.  
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    Iliya 
 
      
 
    The shoes were better for running up the stairs, but not much.  
 
    Why had she left? Run away like a scared little girl? Just because William had been at the bar mooning over Morena just as she and Henry came in? Iliya knew he’d have found his way to her, so why was it a surprise.  
 
    There was no need to feel guilty about what had gone on with her and Henry. Her hair was mused, her top still untucked—William had sent her back to Del looking that way on more than one occasion.  
 
    What had she been doing with Henry? 
 
    He’d made her come but when she pulled him towards her, fumbling with the button on his shorts, he’d pushed her away. 
 
    “That was for you,” he had told her. “I’m good.” 
 
    “You can’t be that good,” she protested. 
 
    “I’ll take my turn later.” Her cries of pleasure seemed to have given him a new confidence. Gone was the surprised stammering. 
 
    It made him even more attractive. Funny, Henry hadn’t seemed that appealing when she first saw him. Cute, but Iliya usually went for more of an alpha male. Henry seemed…passive. Nice. 
 
    Nice had made her come three times.  
 
    She had left him in the woods, stumbling along the path in her inappropriate shoes, but Henry had shown her his manners along with his talented fingers and had caught up to her, walking with her back to the inn.  
 
    Where William was hanging at the bar with Morena.  
 
    In the room, Iliya found William had spent some time there. Her bag had been unpacked, with her dress carefully laid out on the bed.  
 
    “Guess that’s what I’m supposed to wear tonight,” she murmured to herself. With a surge of spine, Iliya snatched up the dress and threw it in the closet.  
 
    She could decide for herself what to wear that night, even though he had packed the selection of dresses for her.  
 
    And it was her decision not to return to the lobby right away.  
 
    There was a bottle of champagne in the mini—fridge, put there no doubt by Morena. Did she hope to share it with William? Did Morena picture William drinking the bottle with Iliya? How did she feel about seeing him? 
 
    What had gone on between them? 
 
    Iliya shared an open relationship with William, as open as it could be with a man who wanted to dominate every part of her. But even so, she had too much respect to flaunt what she’d been up to with Henry. 
 
    Not that they had done much.  
 
    She smiled at the memory of his hands on her. 
 
    As she was filling the claw—foot tub with water, liberally using the bath salts she found in the washroom, her thoughts shifted from Henry to William. 
 
    There was no question that Iliya wanted him. William had fulfilled all of her fantasies and more. For Iliya, a good sex life was imperative. She’d stayed with men—and women—for their prowess in the bedroom. William was everything she’d ever wanted in a lover and a few things she hadn’t realized she’d wanted. 
 
    But what about the rest of their relationship? 
 
    Bringing her here, without explaining the history of his relationship with Morena, showed Iliya how little William considered the rest of their relationship.  
 
    What kind of relationship was it? It had been off—and—on for almost twenty years. Iliya had first met William at a party when he was forty—five and she was nineteen. He’d been married; she hadn’t cared. He’d taught her more about her body in that year than a lifetime of sex education and a library of romance novels ever could.  
 
    Nineteen…Iliya glanced down at her naked body as she stepped into the tub, sinking beneath the bubbles. Where had the time gone? She was thirty—eight and still looked good, but she’d long ago lost that lush youthfulness that had first drawn William to her. 
 
    That wasn’t true. William didn’t search for youthfulness but wanted a certain kind of wantonness, a sex appeal that he could exploit. Iliya had always been hungry, even before she had known exactly what she was hungry for. William had realized that side of her before she had.  
 
    Did she love him? 
 
    Iliya wasn’t sure. What they had was a connection, an intimacy Iliya had never shared with another man. She loved Del—had loved Del. But she felt stronger about William than her ex-husband, which had made it easier to leave the marriage. 
 
    She cared about William. Was that enough? 
 
    As if he knew she was thinking about him, Iliya heard William’s key in the door. “Iliya?” he called. 
 
    “In here.”  
 
    He entered the washroom with a questioning expression on his face, noticing the aroma of the bath, the open bottle beside the bathtub. His face tightened. “You’re still angry with me.” 
 
    “I’m not sure exactly what I am with you,” she retorted flippantly. “But yes, I’m still something.” 
 
    “Enough to sleep with that boy?” 
 
    “Henry’s no boy.” Iliya scooped up a handful of bubbles, thought twice about blowing them at William. “But I didn’t sleep with him. Yet. Not that it’s any of your business.” 
 
    “You’ve made your point, Iliya and now it’s time to move on. How would you like me to make this up to you?” 
 
    Flowers, jewelry, an evening out. Sexual favours, a new play toy. Iliya knew the options, but this time she wasn’t playing along. 
 
    “I think you’re missing the point. You’re supposed to figure out how to make it up to me. Not for me to tell you.”   
 
    “I hadn’t planned on having you sulking in our room all weekend.” 
 
    “Oh, I won’t be sulking. And I won’t be in our room. You brought me to this place and I have every intention of making full use out of it.” She raised her champagne glass to him. “Here’s to a great weekend.” 
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    Morena took care with her appearance that night.  
 
    She straightened her hair, used more makeup to cover the ever—increasing crow’s feet around her eyes, all because William was in the building.  
 
    He was actually in the room above hers.  
 
    Why on earth had she given them that room? All weekend she would be cowering in her room, listening to their footsteps above. Listening for the squeak of bedsprings, the low thud of the headboard being pushed against the wall… 
 
    Morena assumed Iliya would be vocal in bed.  
 
    She could hear them up there now, walking around. Iliya would be wearing a dress that would show off her curves, and heels that would send her towering over William.  She was a beautiful woman, with the lion’s mane of hair, and that body… 
 
    Morena angrily pulled her favourite dress out of the closet. It was red, a colour she could never wear before her auburn hair turned white. The fabric hugged her body just so. She might be twenty years older than Iliya, but Morena was out to show William that she still had a body… 
 
    Why? 
 
    Why was she thinking like she wanted him back in her life?  
 
    Morena gave her sheet of silvery-white hair a final brush. There was no sense mooning over William—what was or what could be. He had moved on. She had moved on. And while she hadn’t been successful in her latest dating attempts, at least she hadn’t been pining for him through the years.  
 
    She’d been happy without him. 
 
    Most of the time.  
 
    None of the guests had arrived in the lobby by the time Morena made her way downstairs and she popped into the kitchen to check on things. Louie was holding court with Erin and Dale, two servers she often used.  
 
    Both knew the situation and both usually had a degree of success with the guests.  
 
    “You look hot,” Dale said, his gaze running over her body with admiration before hugging her close.  
 
    Because there were such a large number of guests, Morena was forgoing dinner that night for a cocktail party. Erin and Dale, as well as Morena herself, would be circulating with trays of finger foods and drinks, and Louie was putting the finishing touches on the buffet set up in the corner of the lobby. 
 
    By the time she had given the last instructions, the guests began to descend the stairs, and she hurried to her station by the bar.  
 
    Morena knew the moment William arrived. 
 
    He was attractive, but not overly so. It was more the aura of charisma surrounding him that drew people’s attention. For Morena, it wasn’t the looks or the trim body in the well—cut suit, but William’s hands, his mouth. They had given her so much pleasure.  
 
    Morena felt her entire body flush thinking about him.  
 
    Smiling at others, William made a beeline to Morena standing at the bar. For a moment, she felt trapped. Turning away from his approach, she grabbed a glass of champagne and downed it.  
 
    A little liquid courage never hurt anyone.  
 
    “You look beautiful,” he said. 
 
    She breathed in William’s scent as she tried to settle her nerves.  “I told you years ago that line doesn’t work on me.” 
 
    William’s face broke into a genuine smile. “It’s good to see you, Morena.” 
 
    “You, too, William.” She glanced around him. “Where’s Iliya?” 
 
    “She needed a little more time to get ready. I thought I’d come down for a drink while she’s finishing. How are you?” His dark gaze searched her intently, looking for vulnerabilities, a weakness that he could exploit or soothe.  
 
    Sometimes a mixture of both. William was a complicated man and being with him meant a woman could never relax. Already Morena felt her shoulders tighten, her smile became forced.  
 
    The only thing that would make her relax now would be to be fucked, good and proper.  
 
    “I’m good,” she told him, picturing William between her legs, thrusting into her. A tiny spark flamed inside her. “And you?” 
 
    William gave her a rueful smile. “What do you want me to say? That I don’t miss you every day?” 
 
    “Stop,” she murmured with a glance around. “Don’t say that.” 
 
    “It’s true.” 
 
    “I don’t care.” She took a deep breath, fought the urge for another glass of champagne. “Where’s Iliya?” 
 
    “You already asked me that. You seem very interested in her whereabouts. Perhaps you should ask your friend Henry.” 
 
    “Leave Henry alone,” Morena hissed, her fierce protectiveness surprising Morena as much as it did William. There was no way she was allowing Henry to get caught up in William’s games. 
 
    “Who is he?” William demanded.  
 
    “The son of good friends. You probably know them—Declan and Nathalie. Henry’s been staying here for a few months.” Morena took another deep breath to steady herself.  “He’s writing a book. About me.” 
 
    “What do you mean, about you?” 
 
    “A memoir. He’s writing my life story. He thinks it’ll be a best seller.” William’s expression of horror almost wiped the smile off Morena’s face. However tempting it might be to make William suffer, Morena couldn’t have the explosion here and now. “You’re not in,” she assured him quickly. “At least not your name or any revealing characteristics. I don’t know what Henry referred to you as—X or M, or something like that. I’m sure you’re not in it much. I have had a long life, and you William, was only a small part of it.” 
 
    If only that were true.  
 
    “How could you do that to me?” William hissed. 
 
    “I did nothing to you,” Morena said sadly. “Unlike everything you did to me.” 
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    The party was in full swing when Lorde got there. There was a good crowd, food and drink flowed while the chatter rang through the room. 
 
    He felt strange not being there earlier, helping to welcome the guests. It was like he was betraying Morena. She would never think that; Morena only wanted the best for him. Even though she hadn’t believed Elizabeth was the best thing for Lorde, she still supported him in his love for her. 
 
    “Lorde!” 
 
    He said his hellos. Shook hands with Richard and Brian and a few other regulars. Hugged the women, allowed a few hands to graze his hip, touch his arm and linger on his back. Told everyone who asked that he would not be joining them that night. 
 
    Morena must have told Liliane and Heidi about Elizabeth since they only smirked and wished him the best.  
 
    Lorde caught sight of Morena by the bar and made his way over to her.  
 
    “I didn’t think you’d be able to join us,” Morena said with a smile as he approached. 
 
    “I’m not staying. Thought I’d check in with you.” Lorde glanced at the man beside Morena, dressed in a sharp suit with a possessive hand on her arm. “Got a minute.” 
 
    She frowned. “Anything wrong?” 
 
    “I was hoping you could tell me.” Lorde led her a few feet away from the men. “Elizabeth came home today full of news about your latest date.” 
 
    Morena frowned. “That was days ago. What about it?” 
 
    “People are saying you hit him.” Lorde still couldn’t believe what Elizabeth had said. Morena was a strong, independent woman who’d shown several times she could take care of herself, but resorting to violence? He knew a bit about her previous marriages, knew her second husband was not a nice guy.  
 
    “I did,” Morena admitted. “I had a sore hand to prove it.” She showed him her knuckles. “Better now.”  
 
    It looked fine to Lorde.  
 
    “You hit a man?” 
 
    “He deserved it.” 
 
    He gave a snort of laughter. “I’m sure he did. What exactly did he do?” 
 
    “Does it matter? Todd behaved in an inappropriate manner and I acted accordingly. I regret that I had to hit him, but not that I stood up for myself. He was a jerk. A douche,” she finished proudly. 
 
    “I don’t know what to say. Elizabeth told me—I didn’t it.” 
 
    “Believe it. And there’s nothing to say. It wasn’t my best moment, but it certainly wasn’t his, either.”  
 
    Lorde looked out to the crowd milling around the lobby. Music and laughter, the clink of cutlery on plates, the tap of a woman’s shoe swirled into a cacophony of noise. Morena loved the inn, loved what she had accomplished with it. She had every right to be proud. What if she lost it because of Lorde? After everything she’d done for him. “Todd Thompson is friends with Alan.” 
 
    “The ex-husband…” Morena took a deep breath and copied Lorde’s long look at her guests. “You think Alan will somehow use what happened?” 
 
    “I don’t know what he’d do. I don’t know what he could do. Probably nothing. It’s a stretch but I was worried—Elizabeth is worried.” 
 
    “She needn’t be. I can take care of myself, Michael, as you well know. I’ve been doing it long enough.” 
 
    Lorde glanced at the grey-haired man who appeared at Morena’s shoulder. “I couldn’t help but overhear. How can I help?” 
 
    “There’s nothing for you to do, William. Everything is fine.” 
 
    William. Lorde had never intentionally asked Morena about her past, but he’d spent enough time with her and her friends to have heard the name come up on more than one occasion.  
 
    He tried not to seem like he was checking out the older man. William was well-put together in his black pants with the seam as sharp as a knife. Gold cufflinks caught the light.  
 
    Those cufflinks would get lost as soon as some women took off his shirt, Lorde thought smugly. And then he decided William wasn’t a man who let a woman take off his shirt.  
 
    William was doing a worse job of pretending not to be interested in Lorde. 
 
    “William, this is Michael Lorde. He’s,” Morena gave him an affectionate smile. “I’m not sure what he is to me.” 
 
    “I’m around,” Lorde said gruffly.  
 
    “William Burgess.” Lorde took the offered hand and shook, impressed despite himself, by the solid grip. “Is there someone here that you’re concerned with?” 
 
    “It’s not one of the guests,” Morena said quickly. “And it’s nothing. Nothing.” 
 
    “It appears that you’re being summoned,” William pointed to where Dale was gesturing to Morena.  
 
    “Dammit. Don’t tell him anything,” Morena hissed to Lorde as she hurried away. 
 
    Lorde made to follow her when William put a hand on his arm. Lorde stared at William’s hand, at how the smooth skin looked foreign next to his tanned arm until William released him.  
 
    “What’s going on?” William said quietly. 
 
    “It’s Morena’s business. You’ll have to ask her.” 
 
    “I’ve known her for a long time.” 
 
    “So have I. And I respect her enough to not tell tales when she asks me not to. Excuse me.” 
 
    “Your mother left with Bram, didn’t she?” 
 
    Lorde stilled and turned slowly. No one had mentioned his mother in years. No one had dared. “Now, that’s my business.” 
 
    Luckily, William realized he had overstepped. “Of course. I didn’t mean to offend. I’ve heard of you.” 
 
    “From Morena?” 
 
    “I’ve… checked in with Morena over the years,” William said smoothly. 
 
    Too smoothly for Lorde. “You mean, you’ve been stalking her.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t say that at all. But I do know that your mother left without a word, and Morena took you in.” 
 
    “Like I said, that’s my business.” 
 
    “Would you like to know what happened to her?” 
 
    “Not really, no.” 
 
    William’s expression showed his surprise. “If you change your mind, I’ll be here until Sunday. And if you change your mind about letting me into that concern that took you away from your lovely family this evening, I’d be most interested. You’d find that I’m quite good at making concerns go away.” 
 
    Was that a threat? And if so, directed at who? 
 
    “I’ll keep that in mind.” 
 
    “Please do, Michael.” 
 
    “It’s Lorde. Just Lorde.” 
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    Iliya 
 
      
 
    Iliya took her time getting to the party. 
 
    She stood on the second floor and looked out over the crowd in the lobby. Women in dresses designed to show the good and disguise the bad. Men holding drinks and trying not to ogle the women, desperate to find out who they’d end up with.  
 
    Groups were already forming, couples pairing up. 
 
    Who would she pick? 
 
    She saw Henry in the crowd. She watched him, at the way he ran his hand through his unruly hair, how the light glinted off his glasses. How his lips curved as he smiled at the older woman beside him, the fullness of his mouth as he sipped from his glass. 
 
    She wanted that mouth on hers again, wanted it with an urgency that surprised her. 
 
    William was by the bar, staring across the room at Henry, his jaw tight, shoulders set, the usual sign that he wasn’t getting what he wanted.  
 
    How could Henry not notice that stare boring into the back of his head? 
 
    For a moment, Iliya was elated. Was he jealous? Did William really care if–?   
 
    William walked over to where Morena was talking to a tall man by the bar. She looked stunning in red, the colour setting her apart from the others like she was lit from within. 
 
    How could she have not thought Morena wasn’t William’s type? Seeing Morena like this made Iliya realize Morena was perfect for him. Iliya had no doubt they’d end up together at the end of the night. 
 
    She waited for the flash of envy to surge, but nothing happened.  
 
    Odd. 
 
    She focused on the man with her, how he towered over William, looking out of place among the well—dressed guests—tall and masculine, wearing jeans that hugged his long legs and shirt sleeves pushed up to display tanned and muscular arms.  
 
    Who was this? 
 
    Iliya watched the brief exchange until Morena ran off to the buffet, leaving William with the sexy stranger. Iliya continued to study them, noticing that neither man looked happy with what was being said. 
 
    Interesting. Maybe that was her choice for the night. But then he walked away from William, right for the double doors of the lobby. Iliya switched her gaze to the rest of the guests. It couldn’t be Henry, not the way William had been looking at him. She was interested, but…no. She wouldn’t do that to him.  
 
    There. Beside the library stood a couple. Attractive and nervous, clearly wanting to join in, but unsure how to begin. Perfect. 
 
    Iliya walked down the stairs. She knew William had seen her, was waiting for her, but she refused to give him even a glance. 
 
    He wasn’t going to have the chance to tell her what to do that night.   
 
    Iliya touched her tongue to her lip as she accepted a glass of champagne from a handsome waiter at the bottom of the stairs, barely noticing the admiring glance he gave her.  
 
    She knew she looked good. Hair blown out, makeup perfectly applied, red nails, red lips, just like William liked. She wore white again, this time a strapless dress, the colour making her honey—toned skin gleam richly.  
 
    Heads turned when she walked by but Iliya ignored the group waiting expectantly by the bar and headed for the corner of the lobby where the couple was standing, awkwardly holding glasses. 
 
    “Quite the party,” she began, trying to hide the smile at how the man’s eyes goggled as she approached. 
 
    “Yes,” he stammered.  
 
    “It’s a beautiful place,” the woman offered.  
 
    Iliya appraised her. Tall, blond, almost as tall as Iliya, but slim.  
 
    Willowy like Kenna. For a moment, Iliya saw Kenna, lying naked before her, her slender waist, narrow hips, and caught her breath. 
 
    The woman looked nothing like Kenna. Nothing. 
 
    Iliya glanced over her should and noticed William alone and watching her. She shifted, leaning closer to the couple and giving him a perfect view of her back.  
 
    This would be her decision tonight.   
 
    “I saw you over here and thought I’d come to say hi.” 
 
    “That was very nice of you. I’m Alex, and this is my wife, Lisa.” He offered Iliya his hand. Long fingers, fleshy thumb, firm shake.  
 
    Iliya smiled. She could tell a lot about a man from his hands.
“I’m Iliya.” 
 
    “Iliya. That’s such a pretty name,” Lisa said. 
 
    Out of the corner of her eye, Iliya noticed Henry walking towards her. She shifted again, tossing out her hair flirtatiously and touched Alex’s arm. 
 
    Henry stopped.  
 
    “The two of you look so pretty standing here all by you're lonesome. Are you virgins too?” 
 
    “Pardon?” Alex asked. Lisa gave a nervous giggle.  
 
    “Not virgins, per se, although I wouldn’t tell anyone here if you were. I think they’d have a stampede to see who could gobble you up first. No, but it’s your first time here?” 
 
    “Uh—yes. First time here. It’s our anniversary present.” Alex glanced at his wife. 
 
    “That’s an odd present,” Iliya said, feeling the effects of the champagne. “I assume you got it for each other, not as some gift from your in—laws?” 
 
    “No, that would be…no.” Alex shook his head with a smile. He was quite cute when he smiled. Or maybe he was cute without the nervous expression on his face.  
 
    They both looked like deer caught in the headlights—wide eyes, a fearful expression like they were going to be used as offerings to some goddess. 
 
    Iliya toyed with the idea of being that goddess.  
 
    It was obvious that Alex and Lisa were new to this world, and there was nothing more than Iliya liked then helping new explorers. Even though it hadn’t worked out as she’d planned with Kenna, Iliya had still enjoyed the ride. 
 
    “I have to admit, I saw you earlier, by the hot tub. You looked…” She swept her gaze slowly up and down each of them in turn. “Interesting.” 
 
    Lisa gave a nervous titter. “Is that a good thing?” 
 
    “I thought you were someone I’d like to get to know you.” She paused, touched her tongue to her lip. “Both of you.” 
 
    What was she doing? Practically jumping on the vanilla couple who’d more likely run scared back to their rooms than give her any satisfaction. William was no doubt setting up a session with his friends that would leave her satiated until the early hours of the morning.  
 
    Iliya flashed to the last session, where Brian and Elliott had left her tied up on the bed. She could still hear the click of the door as they left her on the bed, exhausted and vulnerable.  
 
    That was what her body wanted, but Iliya didn’t think that was what her heart wanted tonight.    
 
    “What brought you here?” Iliya asked, leaning towards Alex so that her bare arm brushed his. “Why did you decide on this place as an anniversary present?” 
 
    Lisa glanced at Alex before replying. “We’ve been married for fifteen years. The kids are grown and don’t need us as much. I thought we needed something…more exciting…” 
 
    “So you want to be fucked by strangers? Sorry—I shouldn’t say that because by the end of the night we won’t be strangers. You want to be fucked by people you don’t know very well, is that right?” 
 
    Lisa’s mouth was a perfect circle, her eyes as big as the plate she was holding.  
 
    “That’s why we’re all here,” Iliya continued. “Would you like to be fucked by me?” 
 
    “Yes,” Alex said, almost tripping over the word in his haste. “I mean if that’s all right.” 
 
    “That’s why we’re all here,” she repeated.  
 
      
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    It was that easy.  
 
    Iliya stayed with Alex and Lisa as they had something to eat, a few more drinks.  
 
    After a whispered conversation with her husband, Lisa stayed behind as Alex and Iliya exited the lobby, hand in hand.  
 
    She knew William was watching her, but she didn’t spare him a glance. 
 
    “I think I scared Lisa,” Iliya confessed as they found one of the paths leading to the cabins. She steered them away from where she’d met Henry earlier. 
 
    Even though she’d never find the tree, Iliya wanted to avoid the area entirely. This wasn’t the time to think about Henry, or William, or any man who wanted her to do what they wanted.  
 
    Iliya wanted to do exactly what she wanted to do for once.  
 
    And she wanted to do it with Alex. 
 
    She led him to the farthest cabin. The waves of the nearby Bay of Fundy sounded through the thin walls. “What do you want?” she asked as she shut the door behind them. “Sorry, that sounds a bit like a prostitute.” While Alex turned on the lamp on the table, Iliya sat on the edge of the bed. “What I should have said was, what’s your fantasy?” 
 
    “This,” Alex said as he lay down beside her. “Alone with a beautiful woman.” 
 
    Iliya dismissed his sentiment with a wave and studied his face. He looked to be in his mid—forties, tanned from afternoons in the park with his children. She guessed him to be an accountant or something in finance that would provide a nine—to—five job and vacations with the family. 
 
    He looked normal, every day. Attractive, to be sure. She liked his face, liked his trim figure, liked how he looked at her with a mixture of awe and lust. 
 
    Iliya wanted to give Alex a night to remember. 
 
    “Alone with a beautiful woman—that’s what they all say. What’s something that you’ve never done, and you’ve always wanted to?” 
 
    “Have you done this before?”  
 
    Iliya laid on her back and sighed, staring at the place on the ceiling where the circle of light from the lamp met the shadows. “I’ve done everything. Some things you’d never imagine.  Twosomes, threesomes, foursomes—I’ve been tied up, tied down, I think I was upside down once. Every position you can think of and some that really surprise people. I’ve been a swinger, I’ve had other women in my marriage. I’ve been the other woman. I’ve done it all.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Why?” She glanced at Alex, wondering if she’d heard correctly.  
 
    “I mean, sure, it all sounds great and sexy, but you don’t really sound happy about it. You come across as tough and sexy as hell, but I get the sense that deep down,” Alex paused to run a finger between Iliya’s breasts. “Here—you’re just a softie.” 
 
    Iliya smiled ruefully. “No one’s ever called me a softie before.” 
 
    “You’re gorgeous and I’ll say it again—sexy as hell, but…Let me make you happy tonight.” 
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” She sat up with an incredulous expression on her face and Alex caught her hand, tangling his fingers with hers and tugged her back. 
 
    “You offer yourself up like you’re some kind of prize. Every man’s fantasy. I bet you are. Walking here, I came up with a list of things I wanted to do with you. But now, all I want is to make you happy for a night. No expectations, no fantasy, just real.” 
 
    “Okay,” she whispered and smiled as Alex touched his lips to hers.  
 
    There were no ropes or whips or even a spanking. There was nothing more than two bodies, hands and mouths exploring, discovering new sensations.  
 
    Iliya had been fucked countless times by a variety of men and women. She’d been made love to a fraction of the time. Only Del and before him, Lisbeth, had even taken the time to find out what she wanted.  
 
    She’d never been with a man like Alex, who clearly didn’t know what he was doing, but was doing it with his whole heart. 
 
    The way he kissed her made her toes curl—sweet and simple without any tongue.  He touched her like she was made of glass and he was afraid of breaking her.  
 
    He undressed her, one thing at a time, kissing bare skin, stroking everywhere he could reach, relaxing her as much as it aroused her. By the time he lay between her legs, lazily stroking her with fingers and tongue, Iliya was like a live wire quivering with desire.  
 
    The sound of her breathing was the soundtrack in the room, her frequent cries, and whimpers encouraging him. For once, Iliya felt no rush and took her time, relishing every single touch. Sweet, simple…perfect. 
 
    It was like she was learning about her own body. 
 
    Each stroke of his tongue, each thrust of his fingers sent her closer to the edge. Finally, after long minutes of enjoyment, Iliya wanted more. “Your mouth…there, please, more…oh…oh…yes, more…” She pressed her hips up, greedy for him to take more of her, all of her. Hands tangled in his hair and she cried out as he thrust fingers inside of her, his mouth finding her sensitive nub.  
 
    Her mind filled with an image of Henry, of him pushing her against the tree, his fingers inside of her…She could almost feel his hands on her. 
 
    She wanted his mouth on her, Henry’s mouth right where Alex’s was, doing the exact same thing. She wanted Henry to make her come again, again and again… 
 
    “Please don’t stop,” she begged in a hoarse whisper, her body cresting as she urged him on. “More, please…like that…just…I’m coming…!” Iliya cried out as she exploded, her body arching off the bed, sensations racing through her limbs. 
 
    “That was—wow.” Alex lifted his head, still fully dressed and gazed at her with wonder. “I could…again…” he offered. 
 
    Iliya blinked with confusion. For a moment, it had been Henry’s mouth, his hands touching her, Henry bringing her to pleasure. 
 
    Alex. It was Alex.  
 
    “I want to make you happy now.” Iliya was still breathing hard as she reached for him, guilt allowing her to wrap her arms around his shoulders as he rested his weight on his arms above her. “What’s something that you’d never be able to do before?” 
 
    “I can’t…” 
 
    “That was something I’ve never experienced before,” she admitted in a quiet voice. “You were so tender. That’s new to me.” 
 
    “Really?”  
 
    “Some of the things I’ve done,” Iliya reminded him with a laugh. “Your turn now.” 
 
    “Well …there’s something.” Alex’s hand curved around Iliya’s hips to find the swell of her buttocks. “Lisa never…” 
 
    “Want the back door, do you?”  
 
    Alex answered with an embarrassed laugh. Iliya pressed her mouth against his lips, tasting herself. Then with a push of his chest to move him, she reached to the nightstand beside the bed for the condoms.  
 
    “Are you sure?” Alex asked nervously as he quickly undressed. 
 
    “Perfectly sure. But we play safe here.” Iliya rolled over, presented herself to him. “I think maybe–” 
 
    Alex knelt behind her and pushed his hard cock inside her pussy. “You feel so good,” he groaned, thrusting slowly. 
 
    “So do you but–” 
 
    Alex pulled out as quickly as he’d gotten in and she felt his mouth against her pussy a second later.  
 
    It seemed like Alex had his own agenda now. She sighed as his tongue plunged inside her. It had been nice before, but not nearly enough. Iliya wanted more…always wanted more. 
 
    He licked the length of her, his tongue probing the tightly puckered rosebud. Iliya gasped as his finger replaced his tongue, pushing against the muscle.  
 
    She didn’t mind anal, quite liked it on occasion. As his finger pressed against her and his tongue returned to her clit, she thought Alex was off to a good start.  
 
    Iliya leaned her head against the pillows, letting out a soft moan as Alex’s mouth found her clit.  
 
    “You like that?” he asked. “I thought maybe it was too hard.” 
 
    “Nothing’s ever too hard,” she assured him. He licked and sucked with more intensity now as his finger slowly slid inside. There was the beginning of the release again, far away, teasing her. If he could keep this up— 
 
    His mouth abruptly left her wetness and once again he thrust into her pussy, once, twice before pulling out. “I’m sorry, I–” he stammered as he pushed the tip of his cock against her tightness. Iliya felt a flash of pain, so sharp she gasped, before relaxing as he began to move inside her slowly.   
 
    “Oh, god, this is so good…” he groaned, thrusting faster.  
 
    It was good. Alex was a perfect size and Iliya pushed back against him. She reached between her legs, hoping there would be time… 
 
    Alex thrust harder, again and again, and just as Iliya thought there would be, he groaned loudly and shivered above her.  
 
    Oh well. There was no sense of being greedy.   
 
    

  

 OceanofPDF.com


   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Morena 
 
      
 
    After eating, most of the guests had slowly left for the cabins, in pairs or threesomes.  Richard and Heidi had followed Jack, both of them holding Lisa’s hand. Morena couldn’t tell if Lisa had been trembling from nerves or excitement. 
 
    Liliane was sitting with Henry in the library. Morena could tell Henry had wanted to hook up with Iliya, but she had surprised everyone by taking Alex under her wing and had one of the first to leave the party. 
 
    William was still in the lobby. 
 
    She knew he wouldn’t have paired up with anyone. Morena had known what William wanted from the moment she’d seen his name on her reservation list.  
 
    He was waiting for her. 
 
    And Morena stayed in the kitchen, clearing the counters, putting away the remnants of the buffet, finding things to do.   
 
    She was at the sink, rinsing a glass when she heard his footstep. The scent of his cologne drifted to her as he walked across the kitchen to her. 
 
    “You shouldn’t be hiding,” he said in a soft voice. Morena drew in her breath as he drew his fingers down her back.  
 
    Be strong. It was just a touch. 
 
    “That’s what happens when you’re the host of the party,” she said, fighting to keep her voice casual. 
 
    “Don’t you have help for this?” 
 
    She glanced at him over her shoulder, saw that he’d loosened his collar. “Erin and Dale did a lot. Now they get to have fun.” 
 
    “When do you get to have fun?” 
 
    “I don’t know what fun is anymore.” She didn’t know why she said that. Morena was happy. She had fun. She loved her life. 
 
    She did not need William. 
 
    But she wanted him. All night long, Morena had stopped herself from touching him, tried not to watch him, contented herself with breathing in the same air as him. 
 
    She did not need him. 
 
    “Poor Morena,” William whispered, his lips suddenly close to her ear.  
 
    “Not poor Morena,” she corrected, trying to stop the waver in her voice. “Morena’s just fine.” 
 
    “You’re more than fine.” His hands were gentle on her waist as he pulled her to him until she could feel the hardness of his body pressed against her. 
 
    The hardness of his cock. 
 
    “I’ve never stopped wanting you,” he husked into her hair. 
 
    “William…” She tried to pull away but gentle fingers hid an iron grip.  
 
    “I tried to stay away but I couldn’t. I’ve thought about you every day.” 
 
    “You couldn’t have.” 
 
    “Why not? Just because I got married didn’t mean I stopped caring about you.” 
 
    Caring, Morena reminded herself fiercely, not love. William only loved himself. The reminder loosened her grip on the past, eased the tightness in her heart.  
 
    She no longer had the urge to throw herself at him, to beg him to take her. 
 
    She still wanted him, but the desperation was gone. This would happen on her terms, or not at all.   
 
    Except if William wanted to throw her on the counter and bury himself inside her. She might be fine with those terms. 
 
    “Morena?” Liliane’s voice caught her off guard, and she dropped the glass into the sink. The delicate crystal broke on impact, spreading across the stainless steel.  
 
    “Dammit,” she muttered. 
 
    “Let me clean that up before you cut yourself,” William ordered. 
 
    “I can do it,” Morena snapped, scooping up the biggest pieces in her cupped hand.  
 
    Liliane’s footsteps sounded on the ceramic tiles behind her. “Are you okay? I didn’t mean to scare you.”  
 
    “It’s fine,” Morena assured her, throwing the shards into the garbage under the sink. “Slippery fingers.” 
 
    “I’d say so,” Liliane said with an amused glance at William, who had taken a step away to the island in the middle of the kitchen. “I wanted to say goodnight. Henry went back to his cabin.” 
 
    “But you’re not–” Morena turned to her friend. Liliane seemed tired, resigned. Not exactly sad, but nothing like her usual vivacious self.  
 
    She shook her head. “I had several intriguing invitations tonight, but—I don’t know. Maybe I’m taking a page out of Lorde’s book tonight.” 
 
    “I don’t like you to be disappointed.” Morena continued to study her, realizing Liliane was doing the same to her. 
 
    “Oh, I’m not. I had a lovely chat with Henry. It’s always good to be here. William, why don’t you walk me to my room, let Morena finish up here.” 
 
    The tone of her voice suggested it wasn’t a request to be refused. With a bemused smile, he back away from Morena. “I’ll be back shortly,” he whispered. 
 
    “I’ll be going to my room shortly,” she replied, throwing more shards of broken glass into the garbage. 
 
    “No, you won’t.” 
 
    No, she wasn’t. 
 
    The glass had been cleared out of the sink and she had finished rinsing the dregs of red wine from the remaining glasses. Morena absentmindedly wiped the counter when she once again heard the soft tread of his footsteps.  
 
    “I knew you’d be here.” 
 
    Morena gave a tight smile. “I was just leaving.” 
 
    “With me.” 
 
    “William…I don’t think it’s a good idea.” 
 
    “Why ever not? It’s been a long time—we were so good together. Don’t you think we deserve it?” 
 
    “You hurt me.” 
 
    The admission caught her by surprise as much as it did William. 
 
    “It was never my intent to.” His voice was soft, gentle. Apologetic, which was new for him. He had never apologized for anything with her.  
 
    Perhaps Iliya had prompted him to turn over a new leaf.  
 
    “But you did,” Morena said. “And I never want to give you that opportunity again.” 
 
    “Let me make it up to you,” he insisted, reaching for her. “One night.” 
 
    “How can you possibly think one night will help?” She brushed by him, but he caught her arm and swung her against him. “Don’t.” 
 
    “I won’t do anything you don’t want me to do,” he promised, dropping her arm.  
 
    “I didn’t want you to marry her,” Morena burst out. “But you did that anyway. You made me fall in love with you, knowing the whole time we’d never be together.” 
 
    “Just because I was marrying Alina didn’t mean we couldn’t be together,” William said. 
 
    Morena gave a humourless bark of laughter. “Do you have any idea how that sounds? I wanted you—just you. I wanted us to be together, just the two of us. I should have known you weren’t capable of that.” 
 
    “You know I’ve never been interested in monogamy. I always made that perfectly clear, Morena. That was never how I wanted things.” 
 
    “But I did.” She poked hard fingers into her chest. “And I should have known better.” Her shoulders drooped as she realized the futility of the argument. This had all happened so long ago. Morena could barely remember what it had been like to be so young and in love.  
 
    It felt like a lifetime ago. 
 
    “I had no idea how you felt,” William said stiffly.  
 
    “Of course you did! Everyone knew how I felt. I went to you the night before your wedding with some wild fantasy that you would decide not to go through with it.” She shook her head. “I can’t believe I did that.” 
 
    “I remember that night like it was yesterday.” William reached out for her hand and this time Morena let him. He kissed her fingers, the inside of her wrist. “You were so…wanton. So wild.” 
 
    He continued kissing up her wrist, drawing her ever closer. One thing that had never changed was how William was unable to comfort using words. It was always touch with him. He always used his body to make things better. 
 
    Would that work for her? Would one last time with him soothe the old wounds? Her body told her, yes, but something held her back. 
 
    “What about Iliya?” she demanded as his lips found the softness of her inner elbow. 
 
    William glanced up at her with inscrutable eyes. “Why would you even ask that? You know how it is, Morena. I’m sure Iliya is currently enjoying herself, just like I hope to be with you. Let me make it up to you.” 
 
    “Do you love her?” she persisted. “Does she mean anything to you?” 
 
    “Not as much as you did,” William muttered, slowing his onslaught. “No one has ever been you.” 
 
    It was the absolute vulnerability in his voice that did it. Allowed Morena to reach out for him, to press her mouth against his, be swept back to the past. 
 
    For a man who liked to inflict pain, William’s touch was surprisingly gentle as his hands roved over her body. His mouth moved to her neck and Morena was reminded that kissing had never been a part of his foreplay. 
 
    Which was a shame because William was one hell of a kisser. And Morena loved to kiss. 
 
    But this—his lips nipped and suckled his way around her throat, leaving no sensitive skin untouched. And his hands—Morena didn’t realize William was working the zipper on the back of her dress until the cool air struck her.  
 
    The dress fell in a puddle around her ankles and William helped her step out of it, before stooping to pick it up to place it on the table. 
 
    He was always so conscious of the little things. But it was the best things, like emotions that he wasn’t able to fold up into a neat pile. Emotions were messy, feelings were difficult and Morena knew then that all those years ago, William had given her as much as he had been able to.  
 
    “You’re still so beautiful,” he breathed, drinking her in. Morena stood before his gaze, proud of how her age had affected her body, not willing to hide or cover any of it.  “I will always adore you. Worship you.” 
 
    “Then you better start worshipping,” she said, reaching for him. 
 
    William stilled her hand at his belt. “My turn.”  
 
    Something inside Morena turned to liquid at the commanding tone in his voice. “Your turn,” she promised, pulling her hand back to hang limply at her side.   
 
    He cupped her pussy, feeling her heat through the thin material of her panties. “I don’t want you to make a sound,” he ordered. “No matter how good this is.” 
 
    “Yes.” She huffed out the word like a breath.  
 
    “It will be good,” he promised, dipping his finger under the thin elastic.  
 
    It had been over a month since Morena had felt the touch of anyone other than herself and she fought hard to suppress the gasp that threatened when William slid his fingers into the wetness between her legs.   
 
    She bit her lip to stop the moan when his thumb flicked against her clit before returning to circle it firmly.  
 
    She clapped a hand across her mouth when William dropped to his knees in the kitchen and pushed her underwear to the side before burying his mouth in her heat. 
 
    “Oh my god,” she mouthed as William’s tongue lapped against her, used his fingers to open her.  
 
    It was too much, too fast. This shouldn’t happen here where anyone could come in and find them…she needed to stop William, stop him from… 
 
    A whimper caught in her throat as he slid another finger inside her.  
 
    Why would she want to stop him now? Maybe in a minute… 
 
    Morena heard her panting breath in the quiet kitchen, along with the sounds of her wetness. She was being so good, so quiet.  
 
    William shifted on his knees and moved his mouth, his tongue touching her just so. Morena cried out. 
 
    “Be quiet,” William said without moving his mouth.  His tongue moved just so again, and she couldn’t stifle the cry.  
 
    “I can’t!” 
 
    In one swift move, William pulled down her panties and stood, twisting her so she faced the counter. “I asked you to be quiet.” 
 
    “I can’t –” 
 
    “But I wanted you to. So now I’m not going to continue, even though I know you like that the best.” 
 
    “Please,” she whimpered.  
 
    “No.” He pushed her legs apart and she felt his hardness against her before he thrust inside. “I’ll do this instead. This is what I like best.” 
 
    Morena moaned at the sensation of William inside her. Thrusting slowly, inch by inch, pressing her hips against the counter.  
 
    “I always loved being inside you,” he whispered, his lips catching her earlobe. “Do you like it?” 
 
    “Yes,” she gasped as he thrust deep inside. 
 
    “Did you miss it?” 
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    Why was he talking? Why couldn’t he just fuck her senseless without the conversation because it was becoming difficult for Morena to keep track of anything other than William’s cock driving into her.  
 
    She wanted it hard and fast and all he was giving her was slow and methodical. Morena whimpered with frustration, gripping the counter so hard she was worried her nails might somehow scratch the granite surface.  
 
    “What else did you miss?” he continued his breath warm against her neck. William pulled her a few feet away from the counter so she could lean against it. His hand rested on the curve of her ass. 
 
    Morena knew what he wanted; what he always wanted. “Fuck me, please,” she breathed, bracing herself. “Hard.” 
 
    The first thrust almost buckled her knees. The second had her sagging with relief because this was what she needed—good, fast sex without any emotional involvement.  
 
    She opened her body to him, but not her heart.  
 
    He took her hard and fast, just like she asked, one hand squeezing her breast, the other leaving fingerprints on her hip. Morena bit her lip so hard she tasted blood, determined not to give him the satisfaction of knowing how much she wanted him.  
 
    It was good, but not enough. 
 
    Morena slipped a hand between her own legs and rubbed her clit with her fingers as William fucked her. Only a bit, only a little until her body arched and she came with a cry.  
 
    Almost immediately, William’s hand tightened around her breast and he exploded into her, the only sound from him a sudden exhale.  
 
    He always liked it quiet.  
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    Lorde  
 
      
 
    Lorde still worried about Morena but did his best to hide it from Elizabeth. It was good that Elizabeth was busy with the girls when he returned from Morena’s so he didn’t have to lie to her.  
 
    How could he tell her that Morena had a friend who knew more about Lorde that he had any right to, a friend that probably could make Alan disappear from their lives forever?  
 
    A friend who made Lorde uneasy. He didn’t like William being there. He didn’t like William. 
 
    But there was nothing he could do. Morena had made it clear time and time again that she could take care of herself. 
 
    “Michael?”  
 
    Lorde was deep in thought, staring unseeingly at the television. It was late, and Elizabeth had taken the girls to bed long ago, before drawing a bath for herself. 
 
    “Are the girls okay?” he demanded with a start, rushing out of the room and to the bottom of the stairs. 
 
    Elizabeth stood at the top, wearing a short cotton robe, her legs bare beneath it. The scent of the bubble bath she had used drifted down the stairs to him.  
 
    Vanilla.  
 
    “They’re fine,” she said. “But I was wondering what you were doing down there. All by yourself.” Slowly, never taking her eyes off him, Elizabeth pulled the belt out of the lopes of her robe and swung it in her hand. 
 
    The robe fell open, showing him exactly what she was wearing underneath. 
 
    Nothing.  
 
    “I’m going to lock up and be right up,” he promised in a rush of words. 
 
    “You better,” she called after him. 
 
    As Lorde rushed around, letting the dog out one last time, and then locking up, his worry for Morena vanished as an image of Elizabeth naked and bound flashed before his eyes. Yes, she wasn’t the woman he had thought she was, but this? Was this really what she wanted? 
 
    It appeared so.  
 
    When he rushed into their bedroom, he found her naked, laying with her head on the pillows, the lamplight giving her pale skin a soft glow that made his breath catch.  
 
    She was so beautiful. 
 
    “Are you sure?” Lorde had to ask. 
 
    Elizabeth held out the ties. “Yes,” she said simply, her eyes already heavy with desire. 
 
    Protests, arguments and reasons why Elizabeth didn’t want this rose in his throat. He choked them down. He’d take her at her word and make sure she enjoyed herself as much as he did.  
 
    Gently he took her wrists and wrapped the cotton belt from her robe around it, before tying it to the wooden slats the headboard.  
 
    He’d never had a woman other than Elizabeth in this bed, preferring the cabins at Morena’s, or the beds of the few women he’d been involved with. 
 
    Before Elizabeth, calling Lorde involved with a woman was like saying a telemarketer was a friend.  
 
    “All right?” Lorde tugged at the belt, making sure he hadn’t tied it too tight.  
 
    “What are you going to do to me?” Elizabeth wet her lips with a nervous tongue. Even without the tremor in her voice, Lorde could tell she was frightened. Her body was shaking slightly like she was cold.  
 
    “If you don’t want this–” Lorde began. 
 
    Elizabeth gave an exasperated click of her tongue. “Michael. I’m pretending.”   
 
    Oh. She really wanted to play. Then he would play.  
 
    There had been other woman, nervous women who he had tied up, bound to the bed to make it easier for them. He found the women who arrived at Morena’s were excited at the thought of being with another man, but the guilt often ruined things.  
 
    If he tied them up, it took away their control over the situation. He had command of their body, and over the years, Lorde had found that this relieved the women of much of their guilt.  
 
    A win-win for all. 
 
    He ran big hands down Elizabeth’s arms, feeling the softness of her skin. “You look nervous,” he said gruffly.  
 
    “I’m not,” she replied, sounding anything but.  
 
    Lorde pulled the pillows out from under her, tossing them onto the floor without taking his eyes off of her. Her blond hair was caught in a simple braid and he pushed it off her shoulder as he bent to drop a kiss on her collarbone. 
 
    “Comfortable?” 
 
    Elizabeth swallowed hard before nodding her head. Either she was a very good actress, or she was truly nervous.  
 
    “Do you trust me?” he whispered. 
 
    She nodded again. 
 
    “Tell me to stop whenever you want. I won’t do anything you don’t want me to.” He leaned over her, dropping his head to kiss her neck, touching her skin with his tongue.  
 
    Elizabeth sighed, her head dropping to her shoulder as a sign to continue but instead Lorde kissed his way along her jaw to her lips, those soft, sweet lips.  
 
    They parted gently as he ran his tongue along the seam before kissing her. 
 
    How long would it take for him to get over the joy of being able to kiss her whenever he wanted to? 
 
    With other women, kissing had been the one act he wouldn’t do. For Lorde, kissing was the most intimate of acts, a way of professing emotions. Many had tried to take advantage of his desire, but his kisses would be brief, almost perfunctory, and he would focus on using his mouth on other parts of the body.  
 
    There had been few complaints.   
 
    But now, Lorde could kiss as long as he liked, and he took advantage. He stretched out beside her, still fully dressed and concentrated on running his hands along Elizabeth’s body as he explored her mouth. He stayed away from breasts and thighs and other zones with ironclad discipline, instead using his fingers to explore arms and elbows, the sides of her torso, the curve of her hips.  
 
    A soft moan escaped Elizabeth as he pulled away, leaving her lips parted like she wanted more.  
 
    She was so beautiful that it made his heart hurt.  
 
    “I won’t hurt you,” he promised in a low voice. 
 
    “I know,” she said. “I’m not—I’ve just never done this before.” 
 
    “I know.” He gave the belt a last tug to test it. “Tell me to stop anytime you want to. But I don’t hurt. This is just…” he met her nervous gaze. “…for you.” 
 
    She took one last trusting look at him before he covered her eyes with a blindfold.  
 
    How on earth did he end up here, with her, his beautiful woman, who looked like a delicate piece of china but had more strength inside her little finger than men twice her size? Why did she pick him all those years ago?  
 
    “This is what I used do when I was with a woman,” he said in a low voice. “I’d tie their wrists with a red scarf, not too tight, just enough. This belt works well, too. They wouldn’t be able to touch me, just like you can’t, but I could do whatever I want with them. Like I can do whatever I want with you.” Elizabeth tugged at her fabric binding her wrists, her body writhing slightly. Her nipples were rosy pink and he brushed his thumbs across them. She unconsciously pushed her hips towards him, a sure sign of her arousal.  
 
    One look at the front of Lorde’s pants spoke of his arousal. He wanted nothing more than to grind into Elizabeth, take what he needed from her, but he would never do that. 
 
    It was more fun this way.  
 
    He tipped up her chin with a finger and dropped another kiss on her waiting lips. “There’s so much I’d like to do to you.” He pushed his thumb into her mouth, felt himself harden even more as her tongue licked at the tip. 
 
    He wanted to feel that tongue on his cock, push between those lips, have her take him into her mouth… 
 
    Instead, Lorde skimmed her nipples with his wet thumb, feeling them tighten and ached to take them in his mouth. 
 
    Not yet. He would make her wait a little more. 
 
    He wanted to make her ask for more, to beg for it.  
 
    Lorde bent his head and kissed Elizabeth’s neck, nuzzling the soft skin, feeling her heartbeat increase. She smelled incredible. 
 
    His hand cupped her breast as he used his lips and tongue, nipped with his teeth against the silky skin. He left no spot untouched; shoulders, collarbone, kissing his way lower and lower until he nuzzled the tops of her breasts.  
 
    Lorde glanced at her. Only the lamp by the bed was still lit, but he could easily make out her face. Eyes covered by his old bandana, lips parted, head thrown against the pillows with abandon.  
 
    So beautiful. 
 
    He bent his head to her breasts.  
 
    Full, heavy breasts with rosy pink nipples, aching to be touched.  
 
    His mouth hovered over her nipple for a long moment, his breath warm, teasing her with the tip of his tongue. Finally, Lorde kissed one of her nipples, smiled at the soft moan. 
 
    It was a start.  
 
    Lorde spent time with her breasts for long minutes, with mouth and lips and teeth, his hands roaming over the rest of her, avoiding the area between her legs with difficulty.  
 
    He wanted to make her moan, make her cry out. Make her beg for him. 
 
    He wanted to beg her to let him take her. Spread her legs and thrust inside… 
 
    Lorde slowly kissed down her body, lower and lower, feeling her stomach tighten under his touch, hearing her breathing become louder in the quiet room. Soft whimpers escaped at regular intervals, more as his mouth found the softness of her inner thighs.  
 
    He was close, so close. The warmth between her legs beckoned him and he was ready to drown in it. 
 
    He’d never in his life wanted anyone so much.  
 
    Elizabeth let out a strangled gasp as Lorde’s thumb stroked the swollen bud of her clit, and slowly, ever so slowly slid down into her crevasse. The wetness urged him in. He wanted to touch, he wanted to taste. He needed to taste.  
 
    “Please…more…” she moaned as his fingers toyed with her sensitive bud. 
 
    He slid a finger inside her. “Like this?” 
 
    “Mmm…yes…your mouth. Please.” 
 
    Elizabeth’s eyes were still hidden so she couldn’t see the wide smile on his face as he shifted to lie between her legs. Those long legs spread only for him… 
 
    He loved it when she asked.  
 
    “You want me to use my mouth? Right there?” A flick of his finger against her clit sent her hips arching up. 
 
    “Yes –” The word finished in a strangled gasp as he flicked her clit with his tongue. “More.” 
 
    “More of this?” He slid another finger inside her, thrust in and out, faster, harder. At the same time, his tongue focused on her bud. “More of this?” 
 
    “Please. Oh, please…” 
 
    Lorde could tell she was close. Her hips pushed up into his hand, into his mouth, as she cried out with every thrust. He rolled her clit with his tongue, hearing her gasp. Took it in his mouth and sucked. 
 
    “Michael!” she cried.  
 
    He stopped teasing, gave her more, gave her everything, while he rubbed his length on the bed, his hard, heavy cock trapped in his pants, begging to be set free. She was close, but so was he, so very close… 
 
    Elizabeth writhed under him, trying to stifle her ever—increasing cries, her thighs tense, her hips bucking until suddenly with a harsh cry, she arched off the bed and exploded. 
 
    She was still coming as Lorde freed his cock with a shaking hand, rearing up and thrusting inside her, hearing his own sigh of relief as he buried himself into her sweet center. Spreading her legs up and open, he thrust with frantic strokes, not hearing her cries, not caring about anything except how good it felt to be inside her, how very good – 
 
    He thrust into her hard as he came, his mouth against her neck to muffle his own cry, feeling her tighten around him as she came a second time. 
 
    “God, I love you,” he said, unable to move. 
 
    Heard her giggle. “That was fun.” 
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    Iliya 
 
      
 
    Alex fell asleep almost immediately. 
 
    “Did I tucker you out?” Iliya whispered as she groped around the floor for her dress. She didn’t want to turn on another light in case she woke him. 
 
    Iliya was happy he had fallen asleep since it would keep it from being awkward as she left. She had no desire to talk to Alex. 
 
    The sex had been good—good, not great. If he got over his nerves, Iliya was sure she could teach him a few things. But now she was tired and only wanted her bed. For a moment, she considered laying down beside him. 
 
    That would lead to cuddling, and the sense of intimacy Iliya wanted to avoid. William had brought her here for sex, and sex was what she had had.  
 
    It would serve William right if she didn’t go back to the room in the inn. 
 
    Slipping on her shoes, her thoughts returned to Henry. His little cabin with the red roof wasn’t too far from here. What if she knocked on the door and –?  
 
    He’d been snuggled up with Liliane when she left. Iliya was sure he wouldn’t appreciate a late-night visit from her.  
 
    She let herself out the door, shutting it quietly.  
 
    The sex had been fun, albeit a little vanilla. Alex had satisfied her, but there was an aching sensation deep within her like something was missing.  
 
    The moonlight broke through the canopy of early spring leaves to light the path for her. Iliya wasn’t a nature person; she liked the tranquillity of the quiet night but didn’t like the thought of what was out there watching her. She stole through the woods with bated breath, regretting not waking Alex so he could walk her back to the inn. 
 
    Passing another cabin under the trees, she couldn’t help but wonder who was in there and what were they doing. She slowed her steps, looking at the cabin with a furtive gaze.  
 
    The curtains at the window twitched like someone was looking out. With a sharp gasp, Iliya hurried along, only to hear the door to the cabin open behind her.  
 
    “Iliya…”  
 
    She turned to see Richard stepping out of the cabin. He motioned to her. 
 
    “I’m going back to my room.” She blamed the darkness for the tremor in her voice. 
 
    “I don’t think so. We’ve been waiting for you.” 
 
    “You shouldn’t have been,” Iliya said, finding strength in her voice. “I was with Alex.” 
 
    “I’m sure Alex was lovely, but I can imagine he left you wanting a little something…more?” 
 
    How did he know? Was it on her face? Was she that insatiable that anyone could tell? 
 
    “I’m fine, thanks.” She turned, but Richard was at her side in an instant.  
 
    “Why don’t you come in for a minute? I know it’ll be worth your while.” 
 
    “I’m going back to the inn. William –” 
 
    “Was disappointed that you weren’t more considerate to his friends,” Richard chided, his face full of disapproval, like a headmaster reprimanding a naughty student. 
 
    Iliya felt the heat flare between her legs.  
 
    She did love being a naughty schoolgirl. 
 
    “He told me a lot about you. Jack, too. We were so excited about the chance to get to know you.” 
 
    She dropped her head. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “We are, too. I’m sure William will be angry when he sees you. Will he punish you?” 
 
    Iliya nodded without glancing up at Richard.  
 
    “Maybe this won’t be the type of punishment you like. You like to be punished, don’t you?” His tone was low and soothing, curling around Iliya like a warm blanket. She felt drowsy, almost like she’d had too much to drink.  
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “Maybe you could make it up to us, so William won’t be angry,” Richard suggested. He held out his hand. “Why don’t you come inside?” 
 
    Iliya took his hand.  
 
    It was as if she was sleepwalking. 
 
    Inside the cabin, candles flickered with the gust of wind that came through the door with them.  
 
    “Look who stopped by,” Richard announced. 
 
    Iliya drew in her breath as she took in the scene before her.  
 
    Lisa lay spread-eagled on the bed, her wrists and ankles bound by restraints. She was naked, her full breasts jutting skyward as she writhed under the ministration of Heidi, whose head was buried between Lisa’s legs.  
 
    Jack stood behind Heidi, his hands on her hips, his ass tighter than Iliya would have imagined on a man his age. He stopped thrusting to give her a wolf-like smile. 
 
    “Nice to see you, Iliya. I’ll be right with you.” 
 
    Heidi groaned as he resumed.  
 
    The air was full of sex and desire and Iliya wanted all of it.  
 
    “I think she’d like to play, too,” Richard said, stroking her back to find the zipper on her dress. 
 
    Alex had been so complimentary about the dress when he undressed her not that long ago. 
 
    His wife’s cry sounded loud in the quiet room. 
 
    Richard stood behind her and worked the dress off of her shoulders. “Do you want to be fucked by both of them?” he asked, his hand snaking around to cup her breast. “First Alex, then his wife? And then everyone.” He dropped a kiss on her bare shoulder and pinched her nipple. “We all want to fuck you, Iliya. So much.” 
 
    She couldn’t answer. How could she tell them she wanted them all—craved them. The thought of Jack and Richard, Heidi and Lisa, all taking turns with her was making her so aroused that Iliya thought she could come on the spot.  
 
    Richard pulled down her lace panties, gave her a push forward. “Get in there. Or I’ll take you myself, right here.” He smacked her bare ass and Iliya paused while he slid his hand between her legs. “Oh, you want it, don’t you?” 
 
    Iliya climbed on the bed and crawled towards where Lisa’s head was thrown back against the pillow.  
 
    “I fucked your husband,” Iliya said conversationally as she threw her leg across Lisa’s chest. “Let’s see if you’re better.” 
 
    Lisa’s mouth fumbled between her legs but was quick to find a rhythm, making Iliya come alive with the sensations.  
 
    This was what she wanted. This was who she was. 
 
    Alex…hadn’t been enough. No man ever was.  
 
    Heidi was bringing Lisa close, and the woman’s moans vibrated against Iliya’s pussy, deepening the sensations.  
 
    What was it like for Lisa? So fresh and inexperienced with the lifestyle. To be faced with this her first time out.  
 
    The thought was like a bucket of cold water had been thrown on Iliya.  
 
    She wasn’t even close to coming when she moved off Lisa. Play continued around her—Jack thrust into Heidi, while Richard watched, pants open, hand on his cock. Iliya caught his eye. 
 
    “Fuck me,” she said. “Now.” 
 
    “Ask nicely,” Richard wheedled but wasted no time in coming for her.   
 
    “No.” Iliya wanted to leave but she needed a release. 
 
    Richard drew her to the edge of the bed, spread her legs as Iliya lay down, her head perpendicular to Lisa’s. She felt the touch of the woman’s bound arm against the top of her head.  
 
    There was the sound of a foil wrapper ripping, and then Richard was inside her, thrusting deeply. She cried out once, drew her legs onto the bed, urged him on with her hands, but inside it was as if she watched from above.  
 
    It was like Richard knew he only had part of her. He said nothing, no dirty talk, no instructions, just fucked her silently as he rubbed her clit with his fingers, as the others played beside them.  
 
    Iliya came quickly, with a loud cry and Richard soon followed.   
 
    As soon as he pulled out, Iliya leaped off the bed and back into her dress.  
 
    “Where are you going?” Richard called after her as she opened the door. 
 
    “I’m done,” she said over her shoulder. “But you have fun.”
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    After it was over, there had been no soft smiles, no hugs or caresses. William was all businesslike as he handed her dress to her.  
 
    “I’ll take you to your room. It’s time to get to know you again,” he said in his confident voice. 
 
    Morena didn’t want his confident voice. The sex was good, but it was just sex. It wasn’t a preclude to anything. She didn’t want him to get to know her again. She’d changed, she wasn’t what he wanted. She didn’t want William to see the Morena she was now.  
 
    Besides, since she had opened her home to strangers, to swingers, to friends, her hard and fast rule had always been to never to allow paying guests to venture into her private space.  
 
    “We’ll talk down here,” she demurred. She took him to the bar, and poured him his favourite Scotch, their footsteps loud as they crossed the empty lobby.  
 
    The guests would be returning from the cabins soon, full of satisfied smiles and heads still caught in the arms of their lovers.  
 
    William talked about visiting again, and soon. With Iliya. 
 
    “I can’t wait to see the two of you together. And Jack said he would love that.” 
 
    Any soft feelings that might have remained towards him fizzled and died on the spot. 
 
    “That’s not something I would be interested in. Not any longer,” she said firmly. 
 
    “Of course it is. You were made for this life, Morena. And with your book coming out, it’s not something you’ll be able to give up. Things will be expected of you.” 
 
    The sneer in his tone had set her to her feet. “You’ve heard about it.” 
 
    William stayed in his seat. “Of course I have. I know everything about you, Morena. Why didn’t you tell me?” 
 
    “It’s none of your business.” 
 
    William narrowed his eyes. “I think it is my business. I was a part of your life.” 
 
    “Was. And no longer. Henry isn’t using any names, so you’re no part of it. I thought that was best.” She watched his expression, amused at the reactions. Frustration, disappointment as well as relief. “The only thing expected is that Henry will make a pile of money from his book. Nothing else. It’s been a long time, William, and you obviously don’t see that I’ve changed. I’m no longer the person you thought I was. If I ever was.” 
 
    “But you could be again.” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” She drained her Scotch, the burn of the alcohol giving her courage. “I think I’ll be going to bed now. Alone.” 
 
    She walked away, not bothering to wait for his reply. William refused to listen, did not want to hear what she thought. It was how it had always been. He clearly had not changed.  
 
    But she had, and if their last interlude had taught her anything, it was that she didn’t want to return to her past. 
 
    The next morning, Morena woke with a smile on her face that remained as she showered, dressed, and headed to the kitchen to help Louie prepare breakfast for the guests. She chatted with the early risers as she poured coffee and shared the recipe for her muffins with Lisa, who looked pale and a little shell—shocked from her evening. Morena noticed Lisa’s husband Alex walked a little taller that morning and suspected he had enjoyed himself with Iliya. 
 
    William had barely said a word to her when he appeared, demanding breakfast in the dining room. He held court with Jack, Richard, and Brian until the foursome left for a golf game.  
 
    She had nothing to say to them. She had walked away from him, and that alone kept the smile on her face that morning.  
 
    She was clearing the dining room table when she caught sight of Iliya’s long, lean legs in the briefest of shorts coming down the stairs.  
 
    “Good morning,” Morena said, returning to the kitchen with a tray full of soiled napkins and coffee cups.  
 
    One of the napkins flew off the tray and Iliya stopped to pick it up, following her into the kitchen.  
 
    “I’m about ready to take off, but I can make you something before I go,” Louie offered as he caught sight of her. “Omelet, pancakes…” 
 
    “He makes the best French toast,” Morena added. 
 
    “The muffins look good.” Iliya slid onto one of the tall stools facing the counter. “Just that is fine.” 
 
    Morena pushed the container to her. “Can I get you some coffee?” 
 
    Iliya smiled for the first time. “I’d kill for a latte.” 
 
    “Well, we don’t want you to have to do that.” Louie gathered his things, and with a cheerful good—bye left, leaving Iliya and Morena with a chasm of silence between them. Morena busied herself fixing Iliya’s coffee.  
 
    Iliya ate her muffin, sipped her coffee in silence as Morena raked her brain for something to say, something that had nothing to do with William. The younger woman seemed tired this morning, almost like she was a pale copy of who Morena had met yesterday. 
 
    “Have you been enjoying yourself since you’ve been here?” Morena asked politely.  
 
    Iliya snorted into her coffee.  “I should ask you the same thing. I know this place is for sharing, but I think it’s a little more than that when it comes to you and William.” 
 
    “Before yesterday, I haven’t spoken to William in quite some time,” Morena said defensively. “In fact, I made it clear to him that I had no desire to speak with him the last time I saw him.” 
 
    “Why?” Iliya asked. “What did he do?” 
 
    “Do you really need to ask? You of all people should know what he’s like. Or do you not share his inclinations.” 
 
    “You mean the tying up? The rough stuff? The times where he invites others to join in? You into that, too?” 
 
    “Not as much as William would have liked me to.”  
 
    What was happening? She’d never expected there was something about Iliya that made Morena want to protect her from William’s reach. 
 
    Iliya was a grown woman who didn’t need rescuing. She was perfectly capable of helping herself.  
 
    But Morena needed rescuing and was happy when the kitchen door opened. “Lorde!” she exclaimed, relief flooding her. “What are you doing here?” 
 
    “You told me to come by?” he replied with confusion. “To get the leftover pastries for the girls?” 
 
    “Of course I did.” She quickly took the few Danish from the plate, added some from the box on the counter. “The girls will love them. The guests—not so much.” 
 
    “William won’t touch stuff like that,” Iliya said. She looked curiously at Lorde. “But can I steal one?” 
 
    Morena hid her smile as she passed the container across the counter. “Be my guest. Michael Lorde, this is Iliya Smoak. Lorde helps me manage this place.” 
 
    “Nice to meet you.” 
 
    “Same. I’d stay,” he gestured to the door. “But Elizabeth’s waiting.”  
 
    His words reminded Morena that Alan was taking the girls for the day. “Good luck today,” Morena told him as he opened the door. 
 
    “Elizabeth’ll need it,” he said over his shoulder, leaving her alone with Iliya. 
 
    “I’ve never seen a man more in love with a woman,” Morena mused as the door shut behind him.  
 
    Iliya snorted. “It must be nice.” 
 
    “My first husband was madly in love with me,” Morena confided. “But he didn’t look at me like Lorde looks at Elizabeth.” 
 
    “Who is he to you?” 
 
    “You’re asking if he’s my lover. He’s not.” 
 
    “I was prepared to be impressed,” Iliya said with a laugh. “Not that you’d need him to be impressive. You’re kind of…” She trailed off with a rueful smile. “Impressively intimidating.” 
 
    “So are you.” Morena smiled at Iliya and was rewarded with one in return.  
 
    “I came here prepared to hate you,” Iliya admitted, licking the sugar off her fingers. 
 
    Morena swiped the cloth along the already clean counter. “And now?” 
 
    “I’m not sure.” The sound of the ticking clock on the wall was the only sound in the room. Morena watched Iliya stare into her coffee cup. “Why do you call him Lorde?” Iliya finally asked. 
 
    Morena shrugged. “I always have. He prefers it to his first name. I’ve known him for years. I’ve always considered him kind of like a son.” 
 
    “Then the lover thing must have been kind of gross.” 
 
    “A little.” She smirked. “I’m sure you would have enjoyed getting to know that side of him, had the circumstances been different.” 
 
    “You mean had William not been such a control freak?” 
 
    There was the opening, the gentle extension of the olive branch. “No, even though William is that. Lorde has been madly in love with Elizabeth his whole life but she refused to leave her husband until last month. Now they’re having the happily ever after they deserve.” 
 
    “Nice.” Iliya sipped her coffee. “I hope it was a better breakup than my marriage. Actually,” she mused. “It wasn’t so bad. I guess that says a lot about my marriage.” 
 
    “And that’s when you met William?” Morena asked politely. 
 
    Iliya cupped her hands around her mug. “I’ve known him for years. I feel like you should know all this.” 
 
    “Unlike William, I don’t usually keep track of people who don’t want me to,” Morena said ruefully. “I moved on, and expected him to do the same.” 
 
    “Did you? Did you really move on?” Iliya’s eyes were wide and imploring like she was asking some unspoken question. The urge to protect the younger woman grew stronger. Morena wanted to whisk her away somewhere safe, somewhere out of reach of William’s long grasp. She sensed that despite Iliya’s bravado, her connection to William was about to be her downfall, just like it had been with Morena.  
 
    “Yes,” Morena said truthfully. “Now I have.” 
 
    “I’ve tried,” Iliya admitted in a low voice. “So many times. But I keep going back to him. It’s what my body wants –” 
 
    “What does your head want?” Morena asked. “Or your heart?” 
 
    “I’m not sure. I always thought William was my safety net. That he’d always be there for me, whenever I needed him.” She sipped from the now—cold coffee and grimaced, pushing the cup away from her.   
 
    Morena shook her head with a sinking feeling. “He’s no safety net. He’s what’s going to pull you under.” 
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    Lorde was still shaking his head as he parked the truck in front of his house. The tension in the kitchen had been unbelievable and part of him wanted to return to make sure the Iliya woman wasn’t taking potshots at Morena. 
 
    The other part of him—the part that won—had told him to run away, as fast as he could. Those were strong women, doing battle over something he knew nothing about, and they could take care of themselves. 
 
    Cara and Grace came running over as soon as he turned off the ignition. He was glad to see Grace had bounced back after whatever virus had knocked her for a loop yesterday.   
 
    “It could have been anything,” Elizabeth explained this morning after he had probed to find out the reason behind Grace’s sudden illness.  “Something she ate, being over—tired. Someone could have mean to her in school day before yesterday and she didn’t want to face them. Could have been anything, really. I’m just glad she’s feeling better.” 
 
    Lorde was amazed at her nonchalance. Elizabeth had been washing the dishes, collecting dirty laundry, holding a conversation with both girls as well as himself, all at the same time. It wasn’t that she didn’t care about Grace being sick, but it had probably happened so many times that it didn’t faze her.  
 
    It fazed Lorde. He’d never had the feeling of helplessness of a little girl heaving the contents of her stomach.  
 
    He really didn’t want to go through that again, especially not in his hands. 
 
    Grace and Cara swarmed him as he stepped out of the truck and he laughed in delight as he lifted the container Morena had given him high above their heads.  
 
    The girls had wormed their way into his heart. He knew it would happen, but had no idea of the suddenness, the severity. He would do anything for the girls. Would die for them. Would kill for him.  
 
    The intensity frightened him at times, especially since they weren’t his. What would happen if Elizabeth had a child with him?  
 
    He glanced at Elizabeth, imagined her swollen and pregnant. 
 
    Smiled at the thought.  
 
    They sat on the porch and ate the pastries. Elizabeth tried to keep the girls from dropping sticky crumbs onto their dresses but could do nothing for the mess on the porch. Luckily, Bella was able to help maintain control. Lorde was laughing at his dog when he saw the pickup truck pull into the drive. 
 
    “He’s early.” 
 
    Lorde glanced down at Elizabeth’s white face. Alan was coming to pick up the girls for a visit. It was the first time he’d attempted to see them since she’d left and Elizabeth was worried. 
 
    Lorde stood. “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “He says he’s allowed to see them,” Elizabeth said, a note of hysteria in her voice.  
 
    “I don’t think it’s him,” Lorde corrected. “It’s not his truck.” 
 
    They watched as the truck stopped and a man in faded blue jeans and a Guinness T-shirt hopped out. 
 
    “That’s Jed,” Elizabeth said in wonder and stepped forward to greet him. 
 
    “Who’s Jed?” Lorde demanded, following her. “Stay here, girls.” 
 
    “Hello, there!” Jed called. “I think I might be in the wrong place.” 
 
    “Who are you looking for?” Elizabeth asked with a warm and welcoming smile. Lorde felt a prick of jealousy.  
 
    “Well, it’s Elizabeth from the café! I think I am in the wrong place.” He had an easy-going smile that Lorde took an immediate dislike to. “Is there a Morena who lives here? I didn’t catch her last name.” 
 
    “What do you want with Morena?” Lorde demanded harshly.  
 
    Jed glanced at him with eyebrows raised, his gaze appraising. He must have realized he was in over his head because he held up his hands in surrender. “Just to say hello. I’d heard about her place and wanted to see it for myself. I met her in town the other day.” 
 
    Elizabeth grinned with delight. “Oh, really?” 
 
    “She’s something else,” Jed said. 
 
    “The next lane leads to the inn,” Elizabeth offered.  
 
    “Hang on a minute,” Lorde interrupted. “She’s got a houseful of guests. She’s got no time for social calls.” Both Jed and Elizabeth stared at him. “She’s busy on the weekends,” he finished weakly. 
 
    “I don’t want to interrupt,” Jed stepped back towards his truck. 
 
    “No, you should go.” Elizabeth put a warning hand on Lorde’s arm. “It’s just past twelve, Michael. She can’t be too busy with all the guests out and about. Jed met Morena the other night, he said.” She looked insistently at Lorde and finally, Lorde remembered Elizabeth telling him that Morena had met a man during her date-a-thon. 
 
    “I bumped into her yesterday at the store,” Jed added.  “She took my number but she hasn’t called yet…” he trailed off with a grin at Lorde’s sullen expression. “I’m joking. I was close by and thought I’d stop in. No harm meant.” 
 
    “Lorde’s very protective of her,” Elizabeth explained.  
 
    “Is there some reason, or just the knight-in-shining-armor type?” Lorde glowered at the question and Jed took another step back. 
 
    “Stop it. Save the glowering for Alan.” Elizabeth tugged on his arm. “I heard you were running the cranberry farm up the road,” she said to Jed. 
 
    He nodded. “It’s just about time for my daddy to retire, so he brought me back to take charge. I’ve been over in Quebec and down in Massachusetts for the past while.” 
 
    “Welcome back.” Elizabeth beamed at him. Lorde didn’t feel the need to show as much hospitality as she was, but at least he could see the man was no threat. 
 
    It had been a long time since anyone came sniffing around Morena, and now there were two of them.  From the little time he’d spent with William, Lorde knew he preferred Jed.  
 
    “Maybe this’d be a good time to stop by Morena’s,” Lorde mused. “She could probably use a break around now.” 
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    After her breakfast with Morena, Iliya found herself alone in the lobby. She liked Morena, as impossible as that sounded but needed to be away from her. The two had too much in common, as well as their histories with William, and Iliya was afraid of what another heart-to-heart would reveal. 
 
    This one had revealed too much. 
 
    William was playing golf with his cronies, and the other guests were nowhere in sight. Wandering to the library corner of the lobby, by habit Iliya scanned the titles of the books, looking for Del’s. She wasn’t a bookish person, preferring trashy romances rather than the literary prose of Del’s work, but she was married to an author and books had been a big part of Del’s life.    
 
    Had been married to him.  
 
    “So you’re with William Burgess.” 
 
    Iliya’s mind was on Del and she didn’t notice Henry’s approach. She turned, feeling something ping deep in her stomach at the sight of him. He wore shorts and for some reason, the sight of his pale white legs endeared him Iliya. Whatever Henry did, it was obvious he did it out of the sun. “Do you know him?”   
 
    “Only what I’ve heard of him from Morena.” An expression of horror crossed his face, one that made Iliya smile. 
 
    “I know they had a history, so don’t worry about spilling the beans,” she assured him. 
 
    Henry sagged with relief. “I thought maybe you didn’t know, or…” he trailed off, realizing that he was only digging a deeper hole. 
 
    “I didn’t know until we showed up,” Iliya admitted. “Or at least when we were in the car driving here. William…has some secrets.” 
 
    After twenty years, William was still a closed book to her and Iliya needed to accept he would never change. He would never put her first, would never consider her feelings before his own. 
 
    At that moment, Iliya doubted if William was capable of loving anyone other than himself.   
 
    “I’d say,” Henry muttered, switching his gaze to the books on the shelves. 
 
    Iliya turned to him with confusion. “But I thought you didn’t know him.”  
 
    “I don’t. But—I don’t know if you know this, but I just finished writing Morena’s memoirs.” 
 
    Understanding clicked. “A book. You’re a writer.”  
 
    Henry nodded with a mixture of pride and modesty. 
 
    “That would be quite the story,” Iliya mused, her heart sinking. Another writer. Another Del with grand aspirations and talent to succeed, if it weren’t for Iliya the albatross around his neck. “William is in the book?” 
 
    “Yes, but she insisted I don’t use his name. He’s referred to as W.” 
 
    Iliya huffed a sigh of relief. “I think it’s a good idea not to use his name. For your sake, and Morena’s, it would be better not to call attention to his connection. William has a lot of friends and likes his control.” 
 
    “He likes to control you.” Henry flushed as Iliya looked at him with a questioning stare. “Sorry, it’s just last night…it was obvious that he wanted you to be with Jack and you went off with Alex to spite him.” He swallowed. “You could have spited him with me.” 
 
    Warmth replaced annoyance when she saw the expression in his eyes. “I was tempted to,” she admitted.  
 
    “So it wasn’t only me? I know it wasn’t much but…we didn’t even make love,” Henry continued. 
 
    “Make love,” Iliya scoffed. She didn’t know what it had been last night with Alex, but it hadn’t been making love. And Richard…she shook her head to rid her mind of the image. “It’s been a long time since I’ve made love. I have sex. I fuck. Not make love.” 
 
    “I’d very much like to make love to you,” Henry said in a low voice. 
 
    Iliya caught her breath. She had to turn away before she said something wrong, something that would make Henry stop looking at her with the light in his eyes. Her gaze fell on Del’s book and without thinking, she pulled it from the shelf. 
 
    “Have you read that?” Henry asked eagerly. “It’s one of my favourites. Delancey Ecker is a brilliant author.” 
 
    “Of course he is,” Iliya sighed, sliding the book into its space. “He’s my ex-husband.” 
 
    “You were married to Delancey Ecker?” The light in Henry’s eyes that had entranced Iliya had changed to awe and wonder. 
 
    “That’s usually what happens before they become an ex-husband.” 
 
    “Wow. What happened?” 
 
    “I happened.” With that, Iliya turned to walk away.  
 
    “Wait—what?” She felt the scrabble of fingers around her wrist but she pulled away. “You can’t just walk away.”  
 
    “I can do whatever I want.” 
 
    “But we were talking, getting to know each other.” 
 
    “Trust me, Henry, you don’t want to get to know me. I’m not good to get to know. You’re a writer. I destroy careers.” 
 
    Henry stared at her, bewilderment etched across his face. Then he laughed. “That’s the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard. It’s fine if you’re not interested, if what happened in the woods was just a mistake, some fling to make your boyfriend jealous. But don’t give me an excuse like that.” 
 
    Now it was Iliya who reached out to grab his arm as he turned to walk away. “Del wrote the book before he met me. It was amazing, won lots of awards, but he couldn’t write another word while he was married to me. Not one. And now we’ve split up and he’s with someone else, he’s working on another book. You can’t say that I’m not what sucked up his inspiration.” 
 
    Henry shook his head. “Lots of authors have a second book slump. It’s pretty common. You can’t possibly think you’re the cause.” 
 
    “I do think, though. I think a lot of things, most of them pretty crazy. I don’t know why you’d want to bother with me.” 
 
    “But I do,” Henry admitted. “I’m not exactly sure why, but I do. Maybe it’s because of the way you fit in my arms yesterday. I liked the way you felt against me. I liked holding you.”  
 
    Footsteps sounded and both turned to see Morena enter the lobby with a man in jeans and a baseball cap.  
 
    “Who’s that?” Henry muttered under his breath. 
 
    “Why are you asking me?” 
 
    Iliya pretended not to watch as Morena led the man to the door leading to the garden. She turned to Henry. 
 
    Sweet, nice Henry. It was a novel concept, her being interested in a nice man. Del had been the one and only man she’d been with who she’d ever describe as nice.  
 
    Who said she was interested in Henry? 
 
    She was something, and it was something she wasn’t used to feeling. With another man, Iliya would already be making plans to have him naked and in her bed in under ten minutes. With Henry… 
 
    What would it be like to make love with Henry? Not fuck him, or have a session where he paddled and probed until she begged for more, but to make love with him? 
 
    She thought it might be very nice. 
 
    “You were saying?” she asked as they heard the faint sound of the door shutting behind Morena. “What else did you like about yesterday?” 
 
    Henry’s attention drew back to her, focused entirely. “I really liked how you moaned against my mouth, and that I was the reason for that sound.” 
 
    Maybe a quick fuck would be nice too… 
 
    No. Henry was different. He deserved better. 
 
    “Do you know what I really want to do?” she whispered, leaning closer and touching his arm. His skin was warm like he’d been lying in the sun.  
 
    “What?” Henry asked, licking his lips. 
 
    “See the Bay of Fundy.” 
 
    Henry drew back with confusion and Iliya laughed. “I can hear the water and the birds but I’ve never actually seen it and it sounds really interesting with the tides and everything.” 
 
    “You want to see the Bay of Fundy?” His voice, his expression, the slump of his shoulders all screamed disappointment, and Iliya smiled.  
 
    “I do. I thought it might be a nice way to get to know each other. And then after, maybe we could come back here because I bet you know exactly where Morena hides the snacks. You know I’ve been dying for potato chips for weeks now. We could have a snack and then you could tell me exactly what’s so fantastic about Del’s book.” 
 
    Henry’s face creased into the widest smile Iliya had ever seen.   
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    Morena smiled at the sound of the voices in the lobby. Henry and Iliya. She would never have imagined feeling protective of William’s latest, but something about Iliya was growing on her. 
 
    She reminded her of herself. 
 
    Maybe that’s why she warned her about William. Not that the younger woman needed it. From the sounds of things, Iliya had been with William long enough to know exactly what he was like. 
 
    And she was still with him. 
 
    That should warn Morena not to invest any energy in warnings or predicting, but she’d seen a vulnerable side to Iliya, a side she suspected Iliya didn’t show to many.  
 
    A knock on the kitchen door broke her out of her reverie and Morena wiped her hands on a towel before answering it. 
 
    “Morning.”  
 
    Jed stood at the door with a grin as bright as the sunlight pouring through the windows. 
 
    Morena stood speechless for a long moment before giving herself a shake. What on earth was he doing there? “I think it might be the afternoon already,” Morena corrected, trying not to show how pleased she was to see him. “Can I help you with something?” 
 
    “Well,” Jed said slowly, folding his cap in his hands. His stubble was longer today, caressing his cheeks and jaw. Morena had an urge to see if it was as scratchy as it looked. “I’d heard so much about this place that I thought I’d take a drive over to see it for myself.” 
 
    “What exactly have you heard about it?” Morena asked warily. 
 
    Jed’s smile grew wider. “There’s no scaring me off, you know. I’ve heard the rumours and I see what you’ve done. Seems like a fine business venture. The couples stuff.” 
 
    “You know—a business venture? Is that what you think this is?” 
 
    “Isn’t it?” 
 
    “Well—yes. I suppose it is.” 
 
    “Now that’s settled, are you going to show me around? Or am I catching you at a bad time? I was over at your neighbour Lord someone or other and he thought this might be an okay time for you to take a break. He said you needed a break.” 
 
    Morena smiled. “He did, did he?” 
 
    “Is he really a lord?” 
 
    Morena laughed. “His name is Michael Lorde, but everyone calls him Lorde.” 
 
    “Good, so I didn’t have to curtsey to him or anything.” 
 
    “Definitely never curtsey.” 
 
    She smiled at Jed, enjoying his casual confidence. He had only walked in the door, but already he seemed to fit into her kitchen. The cap, the jeans spoke of an easy—going attitude, something that had been missing from Morena’s life for quite some time. 
 
    “So? You going to show me around?” Jed demanded.  
 
    “If you have time,” she demurred. 
 
    “Oh, you’ll see I have quite a lot of time for certain things.” 
 
    As Jed followed Morena to the lobby, she became conscious of how she looked in her jeans and loose tunic. It was far from the most flattering outfit but it was comfortable when she had a lot of work to do to ready the inn for another evening.   
 
    Did it make her look old? 
 
    There were the odd mornings where everything ached when she crawled out of bed, but overall Morena was comfortable with the slow march of age. It was rare that she compared herself to the lithe young things that she saw in town. She had been like that once, but usually, she was happy where she was today.  
 
    Having Jed drop by unannounced somehow made her feel every one of her fifty-seven years. Fifty-seven wasn’t even old. It was only that Morena doubted Jed was even thirty-six. 
 
    What was he thinking of visiting an old woman? 
 
    She wasn’t that old. 
 
    She wasn’t young, either.  
 
    Morena began the tour with half a heart, distraction by her inner wrinkles promising more to come. She was pleased with Jed’s exclamations over the beauty of the woodwork but felt self-conscious that Iliya and Henry were in the library. 
 
    What did they think, seeing Jed with her? 
 
    What would William think? 
 
    It was that question that snapped Morena out of her reverie. It didn’t matter what William thought because he had no right to think anything about her at all. Last night was one thing—Morena knew there wouldn’t be a repeat performance.  
 
    She would make sure of that.  
 
    Until William appeared demanding her attention, forcing a confrontation, a decision, Morena would focus on Jed.  
 
    Jed was…Jed was a farmer and Morena had met her share of farmers since she moved to Nova Scotia. As they talked, as she asked questions about him, Jed seemed different than the quiet, stoic men she was used to. He was like a city boy transplanted to the rural neighbourhood and talked about cranberries like vintners spoke about wine. Smart, funny…attractive.  
 
    Very attractive. 
 
    She held the door to the gardens open for him just so she could check out his backside. 
 
    Very attractive indeed.  
 
    “So is this place packed every weekend?” Jed asked as they strolled through the gardens. Morena kept away from the path leading to the forest and the cabins. She wasn’t sure exactly what Jed knew about what went on during the weekends but if she didn’t have to explain about why there were cabins in the woods, the better. 
 
    “Most of the time.” 
 
    “Do folks just get it on wherever when they come here?” he asked with a grin.  
 
    Inwardly, Morena groaned. “Not exactly.” 
 
    “I’ve heard about stories about what goes on up here. I didn’t really know what to expect.” 
 
    “Well, this is the garden. Not much happens here.”  
 
    Jed couldn’t help but notice the tightness in her voice. “Did I offend you?” 
 
    “Not at all. I’m very proud of my business. Proud of myself for building it up the way I did. People are often ignorant about things they don’t understand, or that may scare them, and make snap judgments.” Morena looked coolly at Jed. This conversation, the one she didn’t want to have, was hanging between and she knew it was about to make or break them. 
 
    Was there already a them? 
 
    They walked quietly for a few moments as Morena wondered how to break the uncomfortable silence. Was he going to make another comment? Would he understand why she hosted such weekends? Would he understand her past? 
 
    Morena suddenly wished he would understand everything. 
 
    “I guess I should tell you,” Jed said, his words escaping in a drawl. “I’m not exactly ignorant of the lifestyle I think you’re referring to. The swinger lifestyle, I mean. That’s who you have up here for these weekends, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes,” she said in a clipped voice. 
 
    “When I was living in the States, I met a girl. We had an open relationship for about a year. And then she introduced me to my next girlfriend—my next two girlfriends, actually since the three of us did…a lot…together.” 
 
    Morena closed her eyes as relief poured over her like she was having a hot flash. “Is that right?” 
 
    “That’s right.”  
 
    She opened her eyes to find him staring at her with a smile. “What about now?” 
 
    “Now? Now I’d say I’m single and currently looking. For a nice woman, but I wouldn’t be opposed to a little variety if that was what she was into.” 
 
    “Is that right?” she asked, her voice a little less tight. 
 
    “You seem like a nice woman,” he said. 
 
    “I am a nice woman.” Morena had to stop herself from sounding too giddy. “But I can be a bit naughty, too.” 
 
    “I bet you can.” Jed gazed down at her, with a smug smile and a hopeful expression in his eyes. Morena gave him a wide smile. For once, all of her worries seemed to magically disappear. 
 
    And then she saw a man walk around the side of the house. He was wide, rather than tall, and wore the dark blue uniform of the Wolfville police department. Her heart sank as soon as she saw him. 
 
    “Morena Raspilliare?” Morena recognized the officer from her trips into Wolfville. He was fresh—faced and seemed nervous, his gaze skirting the garden like he expected one of the garden gnomes to come to life. 
 
    And no doubt start fucking another one. 
 
    “Yes? What can I do for you?” Her first thought was Lorde or Elizabeth and the girls, but as the officer stood before her with a disapproving frown, she knew with a sinking heart what he was here for. “Is this about Todd Thompson?” 
 
    The officer seemed relieved at her question. “Mr. Thompson has filed assault charges against you, yes.” 
 
    Morena heaved a sigh. She’d never regretted anything more than agreeing to go out with that ass. Douche, as Jed had called him.  
 
    Jed. He had a confused expression on his face. “What’s going on here, Brent?” he asked the officer, obviously familiar with him. 
 
    “It’s about the other night,” Morena tried to explain. “When I…how you met me.” 
 
    “You’re shitting me! Look, Brent, I was there! I saw the whole thing. This guy started groping Morena and she made him stop. If there are charges to be made, she should be charging him.” 
 
    Brent shook his head. “I’m afraid she’s going to have to come with us.” 
 
    “You can’t be serious!” Jed exploded. “You’re not taking her to the station like some common criminal. She did nothing wrong!”  
 
    Morena rubbed her forehead, trying to think things through, decide what needed to be done. It was early afternoon; surely this wouldn’t take long. She could clear this up and get back here in time for dinner. “I need to make a call first. I have an inn full of people expecting me to be at dinner. I have to cover that.” 
 
    Jed whipped his phone out of his pocket. “Use this. And I’ll come with you. You’re not staying one minute longer in the police station.” 
 
    The officer escorted Morena out of the garden, with Jed following behind. 
 
    And she’d told him she was a nice woman.  
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    Lorde hung up the phone, his forehead creased with worry.  
 
    “What happened?” Elizabeth demanded. 
 
    “Morena. She’s just been arrested. Thompson pressed charges.” 
 
    “I knew it! How could he?” She began pacing the kitchen, her short strides making quick work of the long room. “What can we do?” 
 
    He ran his hand through his hair. “You—not much. She wants me at the inn tonight for dinner. Just to oversee things,” he added quickly. “She doesn’t think she’ll be long. Something about a witness.” 
 
    “I’ll come too.” 
 
    “No way.” 
 
    “Yes, way. This is my fault, Michael. Todd would never have pressed charges if Alan hadn’t told him to, and he wouldn’t have done that if I hadn’t left him for you.” She mirrored his gesture, running a hand through her long hair. “I can’t believe he was just here and didn’t say anything about this!” 
 
    “What’s he supposed to say? I got Morena arrested because I’m pissed off at you.” 
 
    “See, it is my fault!” 
 
    “It’s not your fault. Thompson’s a dick, and Morena put him in his place. She did nothing wrong, and neither did you.” 
 
    “I want to help,” Elizabeth pleaded. 
 
    “Sure, but not this.” 
 
    “Why not? You don’t think I can?” 
 
    Lorde looked at her with amazement. Where did this feisty creature come from? It wasn’t just in the bedroom; Elizabeth kept changing day to day, showing him different sides of her personality. Gone was the little mouse he’d fought to protect. 
 
    She was perfectly capable of protecting herself, just like Morena. 
 
    Maybe Morena was rubbing off on her.   
 
    But still, taking her to Morena’s for dinner… 
 
    “It’s not that you can’t do anything,” he tried to explain. “But you don’t have to. Those people—the men –” 
 
    “You’re afraid I can’t handle myself.” 
 
    “They’ll eat you up! They’ll want to eat you up.” 
 
    “And you’ll be jealous.” She moved before Lorde, put a tiny hand on his chest and gazed up at him. “I can go for dinner, nothing else. It’s not like I’m going to sleep with anyone, right?” 
 
    Was that a touch of disappointment in her voice? 
 
    “Right—no, you’re not. And neither am I. Morena just wants me there.” 
 
    “Then I’ll go too. The girls are still with Alan. He’s not bringing them back until ten. Dinner will be over by then, if not, I can slip out. What’s the problem?” She leaned into him. “I want to see what it’s like, Michael. This was a big part of you. Let me see. Please.” 
 
    How could he say no to that? 
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    “Sure you have to go back to your room?” Henry asked, a trace of wistfulness in his voice. “We could go for a quick walk into the woods.” The wistfulness quickly turned to sly cajoling and Iliya laughed. She knew he had no desire to walk anywhere. 
 
    “I’ve spent the afternoon with you and now you want to go for a walk?” The memory of being up against the tree, his hands all over her, was tempting.  
 
    “I was occupied before.” 
 
    “Yes, by me.” 
 
    It was so easy with Henry. They were quick to settle into a simple banter full of flirtations and innuendos that were as uncomplicated as it was undemanding and sent Iliya’s heart racing every time Henry made her laugh. For the first time, Iliya didn’t feel the need to act a certain way with a man.  
 
    And they hadn’t even had sex. This was the first time a man liked her without carnal knowledge of her body. Yes, they had fooled around yesterday, but compared to her past, that was nothing for Iliya.  
 
    Something deep inside her told her to keep it like that, at least for now. 
 
    Iliya pushed away the temptations and fought the urge to lean forward and kiss him. Instead, she flicked his nose with her finger. “I have to get myself ready. It takes time to end up like this.” She gestured to her body with a wiggle of her hips. 
 
    “You look pretty,” Henry said shyly. 
 
    Pretty. Her mother used to tell her she was pretty. Men told her she was stunning or sexy or delicious, but no one had said pretty in years. 
 
    The word seemed to open a door to warm space inside her. “Thank you.” 
 
    “Will you sit with me at dinner?” 
 
    Iliya’s smile widened. “You sound like you’re in grade school. ‘Will you sit with me at lunch?’” 
 
    “Will you?” 
 
    “I like grade school Henry. Yes, I’d love to.” 
 
    “Then it’s a date.” 
 
    Now it was her turn to sound wistful. “I haven’t been on a date for so long.” 
 
    “Well, it’s sort of an extension of this.” 
 
    “Is that what this afternoon was? A date?” 
 
    “I guess. You can do that here.” Henry’s face seemed to fall as quickly as Iliya’s heart as they both remembered William. 
 
    “I’d better go,” she said softly, turning back to the double doors of the inn. 
 
    “Iliya,” Henry called. “I’ve really enjoyed getting to know you.” 
 
    “I don’t know when I’ve enjoyed anything more,” she said with a last smile as she climbed the stairs leading to the double doors. 
 
    She was still smiling as she entered the lobby. A few guests milled around, but William was nowhere in sight.  
 
    Not that she expected him to be. Iliya hadn’t seen him since he crawled into bed beside her last night. She hadn’t even really seen him—she’d refused to open her eyes, even when he whispered her name. 
 
    Had Richard and Jack told him what had happened? Of course, they had. 
 
    William would undoubtedly be pleased how the evening had turned out for his friends. 
 
    Liliane met Iliya as she headed to the stairs. “Have you spoken to William?”  
 
    Iliya fought the urge to tell the woman speaking to William was the last thing she wanted to do right now. “Not since—no, I haven’t. Why? Is something wrong?” 
 
    “Morena’s been arrested.” 
 
    “What? How? Why?” She pictured Morena being led off in handcuffs and wondered what she had done. 
 
    Henry would want to know.  
 
    “I don’t know the details yet,” Liliane admitted. “The chef told me.” 
 
    “William will want to know,” Iliya realized with a sinking heart. He would no doubt want to run straight to Morena’s rescue. 
 
    But Iliya wondered if Morena wanted to be rescued by him. And who was the baseball cap cowboy who had been with her earlier? Did he have any part of this?  
 
    “Maybe William can help,” Liliane was saying, her distress sounding sincere. “I’ve tried calling Brian but he’s not answering. None of them are.” 
 
    “I’ll try William,” Iliya told her shortly as headed for the stairs. 
 
    He’d better take her call. 
 
    It took a few rings, but William finally answered. Iliya gave a huff of relief. “Liliane’s been trying to call,” she explained. “Apparently Morena’s been arrested.” 
 
    “Yes, I know,” he replied curtly. “We’re at the police station now. I’m going to take care of it and get her out of there.” 
 
    “You’re going to take care of it? Shouldn’t you find out what she’s done first?” 
 
    “She hasn’t done anything.” 
 
    “You don’t know that.” 
 
    “Iliya, I don’t have time for your jealousy right now.” She could hear a car door slam, voices in the background. 
 
    “This isn’t jealousy!” Was it? Was she upset that William was running to the rescue to Morena? 
 
    “I’m not jealous,” she said, her voice quickly losing the hysterical tone. “I’m really not. I hope she’s all right.” 
 
    “Er—I’ll be back soon.” William seemed as mystified at her sudden switch as she was. “I’ll talk to you at dinner. And Iliya, Jack would enjoy your company this evening.” 
 
    “Ok.” What else was she supposed to say? She hung up without another word. 
 
    She saw her dress hanging from the closet door, the jewelry laid out on the table. Her makeup was ready for her in the washroom, along with a new supply of bath salts. William had everything ready for her. 
 
    What else did he have planned for her? It wouldn’t just be Jack. What would they do to her? 
 
    For once, the thought didn’t lead to anticipation, to the excitement. 
 
    Did they want to make love to her? 
 
    Iliya fingered the fabric of the dress. It was the softest silk, a bright green that would go well with her hair and her colouring. William always made sure Iliya looked her best. 
 
    She glanced down at the shorts she was wearing, the thin sweater. Henry had liked her just fine in these clothes.  
 
    Henry liked her. 
 
    That made her excited.  
 
    Leaving the dress where it was, Iliya left the room. 
 
    

  

 OceanofPDF.com


   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Morena 
 
      
 
    Morena had never been arrested before. 
 
    Jed stayed with her the entire time. 
 
    Once, back in the 1990s, she’d been at a party that was raided by the police. The man she’d been with had hustled her out the back door and into a waiting car. That had been the closest she’d ever been to being on the wrong side of the law. Her record was spotless, save for a parking ticket she’d gotten because the machine was broken. Not even a speeding ticket.  
 
    And now she was being hauled into the police station by a nervous young pup.  
 
    At least Jed seemed to know him, calling him Brent and even going so far to make a joke at his own expense. 
 
    “How do you know him?” Morena whispered. Officer Brent had taken Morena in the police car, while Jed had followed them with his pickup. Once in the station, he sat beside her on the bench at the back of the station, patting her knee to reassure her, and even squeezed her hand. The officer sat at a desk opposite them, filling out paperwork that would either send Morena to a holding cell for the night or release her. He’d already asked her questions, and Jed had given a statement, corroborating what she had told him.  
 
    She wasn’t sure what was going to happen. 
 
    “My sister dated him for a few months when they were in high school,” Jed said in his regular voice. Officer Brent glanced at him and Jed raised his hands. “I’m not telling secrets, dude. She just asked. And you did date Penny. I have no idea why…” 
 
    “Your sister was hot back then,” Brent said with a grin.  
 
    “And she's not now?” 
 
    “I haven’t seen her in years. How’s she doing?” 
 
    Jed chatted with the officer as Morena looked at him incredulously. Who was this man who squeezed her hand and was chatting up the police officer who arrested her? 
 
    Jed glanced down at Morena after Brent bent back to his paperwork. “You have a sister,” she said, looking for something to say. 
 
    “I actually have three of them. Only one of them dated him, though.” 
 
    “And your parents?” 
 
    “Still kicking on the farm. For now. I’ll be taking over soon.” 
 
    “How old are you?” 
 
    This was the question Morena had been wanting to ask him since he stopped by the inn. She held her breath, not wanting to hear, but needing to know. 
 
    This might be a very short trip to the police station for Jed. Why would he want to hang out with a woman her age? 
 
    “How old do you want me to be?” he threw back playfully. 
 
    Morena smiled sadly. “You’re not as old as you need to be.” 
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” 
 
    “Do you have any idea how old I am?” 
 
    “Older than I am, based on the hair colour. Which is really cool, by the way. I don’t care how old you are.” 
 
    “How can you not care? I must be twenty years older than you are!”  
 
    Jed leaned over and rifled through Morena’s purse, pulling out her wallet.  
 
    “What are you doing?”  
 
    He ignored her, fingering through the cards trying to find her license. “Not quite twenty,” he said with a smile, holding the card between two fingers.  
 
    “How many years older?” she demanded. 
 
    “Nineteen,” he admitted.  
 
    Morena rolled her eyes. “Just as bad. Look, Jed, thank you for –” She never finished her sentence because Jed leaned over and kissed her.  
 
    Softly. Sweetly.  
 
    Their lips broke apart and Morena opened her eyes to see Jed smiling at her. “What…?” 
 
    “You were going to tell me to go home. I stopped you.” 
 
    “But you should –” 
 
    He kissed her again. “Are you finished making a fuss about this age thing?” he asked when they broke apart. 
 
    “Not really,” Morena said, partly to see if he would kiss her again. And sure enough, Jed leaned forward but Morena held up a hand. “As much as I enjoy sitting here kissing you, I don’t think it’s a good idea.” 
 
    “I don’t care how old you are. I like you. I think you like me. Let’s see where this can go.” The firmness in Jed’s voice sent blazing warmth through Morena.  
 
    “Can it go somewhere other than a police station?”  
 
    Jed’s eyes lit up, his face broke into a smile. Giving a quick glance at Officer Brent who was on his second coffee break, and the other detective who sat with his feet on the desk and his cell phone to his ear, he shrugged. “It’s a Saturday afternoon at the cop shop. I don’t think anyone will mind.” 
 
    This time it was Morena who leaned forward to capture his lips with hers, sliding a hand behind his neck and feeling his curls between her fingers. 
 
    His mouth was delicious.   
 
    He moved closer and the hand that had patted her knee slid around her waist as his tongue swept through her mouth. Morena pressed herself against him, forgetting for a moment where they were. When was the last time she’d been kissed like this and if – 
 
    “Morena.” 
 
    Morena dragged her mouth away from Jed and opened her eyes, to find William standing before her. She blinked. 
 
    “William?” 
 
    She’d never seen such an expression on his face—horror, and anger, with resignation and was it lust? Fighting the urge to shiver, Morena detangled herself from Jed and stood up. 
 
    “What are you doing?” William demanded.  
 
    “What does it look like we’re doing?”Jed muttered, standing up beside her. “A little privacy might be nice.” 
 
    William turned scornful eyes to Jed. “Who the hell is this?” 
 
    In all their years together, Morena had never once heard William curse. She stepped in front of Jed. “This is a friend of mine.” 
 
    “Jed Ayers.” He sidestepped Morena and held out his hand. “And you are?” 
 
    William ignored Jed’s outstretched hand and turned to Morena. “We’ll talk about this later. I’m here to get you out of this place.” 
 
    For the first time, Morena noticed Richard, Brian and Jack hovering behind William, still in their golf clothes and looking very much out of place. “I’m fine, thank you,” she said shortly.  
 
    “Of course you’re not fine,” William snapped. “Will you stop being so obstinate and finally agree that you need my help? You’ve been dragged down to this god—forsaken hole like a common criminal, by idiots who have no idea how to treat a woman like you and–” 
 
    Officer Brent cleared his throat behind William. 
 
    “Great timing, buddy,” Jed said to him as Brent stepped around William. “Another second and you’d have to arrest me for plowing this guy in the face.”  
 
    “Ms. Raspillaire,” the officer said, ignoring both William and Jed. “You’re free to go.” 
 
    “Well, it’s about time,” William huffed. “You need to apologize to her for this incompetence. And you’ll be hearing from my lawyer.” 
 
    Brent gave him a sideways glance. “Ma’am, your friend here is about to make things difficult for you, so I’d advise you ask him to leave.” 
 
    “William—leave,” Morena ordered. “Now. I do not need your help.” 
 
    If there was even a hint of vulnerability in his expression, Morena would have softened her voice, but William’s face was dark and stormy, his eyes almost black with rage. He looked exactly what he was—a man used to get what he wanted being denied.  
 
    “Not now, or not ever again,” Morena added and saw William’s sharp intake of breath.  
 
    It was done. She was done, and only the tiniest flicker of regret flared as he turned and stormed out the door of the police station without another word. 
 
    “So who was that?” Jed asked. 
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    Elizabeth sat at Morena’s seat at the head of the table.  
 
    Lorde sat at the other end, watching her nervously.  
 
    If he was nervous, Elizabeth seemed anything but. He’d never seen her look so beautiful–long blond hair swept off her face, slight body poured into a black velvet dress that was a few years out of style, but he wasn’t complaining. 
 
    All Lorde could think about was getting her home and out of that dress. 
 
    Liliane sat beside Elizabeth. It could have been worse. Lorde knew at least half of the guests that weekend and didn’t trust any of them within a fifty—foot radius with Elizabeth.   
 
    “It’s nice to finally meet the woman who has our Lorde’s heart,” Liliane said to Elizabeth. “We’ve wondered about you for a long time.” She nudged Heidi beside her. Haven’t we?” 
 
    “I wondered if you were real,” Heidi said with a rueful smile. 
 
    “I do exist.” Elizabeth glanced down at her plate. “But I’ve really come back to life this last month with Michael.” She caught his eye at the end of the table and Lorde thought his heart might burst with love for her.  
 
    He couldn’t believe she was all his.   
 
    The table wasn’t as full as it could have been. Morena had called and apologized, told him everything had been straightened out. Lorde had felt so guilty at dragging her into his issues with Alan that he assured her it would be no problem overseeing dinner. 
 
    “Elizabeth is coming too,” he added, his voice hesitant. 
 
    “Really?” Morena asked with delight. “Won’t that be fun? She’ll be fine, Lorde. Put her next to Liliane, she’ll take care of her. I’m not sure when I’ll be back.” 
 
    “But you’re not at the police station?” 
 
    “No, no, that’s finished. I had a witness who backed me up. He’s –” 
 
    “That Jed guy?” 
 
    “Well, yes…” 
 
    “Tell him thanks for me. And that he should take you out for dinner. It’s been long enough since you’ve had a meal where you didn’t have to do anything.” 
 
    Lorde had made excuses for Morena, and with Heidi’s help had steered the conversation to other things. He didn’t have the gift of gab that Morena had, but he knew who did and how to use them.   
 
    Along with Morena, Iliya still hadn’t come to the table. And Henry was nowhere in sight. Lorde could tell William was agitated about her absence.  
 
    He wasn’t sure what bothered William more—Morena not being there, or Iliya. 
 
    Lorde didn’t like the man. He didn’t like him sitting by Elizabeth, watching over her with a predatory smile. He would do nothing to reassure him about Iliya’s absence, and if he asked about Morena, Lorde was prepared to tell him to mind his own business.  
 
    He didn’t like William’s type of man. 
 
    Drew came into the dining room, but instead of a platter of some delicacy, he held an envelope. “This was dropped off for Morena,” Drew said into Lorde’s ear. “I thought you should have it.” 
 
    “What now?” Lorde muttered, ripping open the envelope. 
 
      
 
    Morena, the letter began. 
 
    Sorry to miss dinner. But I thought this was more important.  
 
    I’m with Iliya. We’re in Halifax at the airport. I’m flying back 
 
    to Toronto with her tonight. She wanted to clear some of her 
 
    things out of her house before William got back. 
 
    Sounds like she’s leaving him. 
 
    If it’s all right with you, I’ve invited her to come back to stay  
 
    with me in the cabin until she figures out what to do next. 
 
    Will return Sunday. 
 
    Henry 
 
      
 
      
 
    Lorde hid his smile as he met Elizabeth’s questioning expression down the table. Who would have thought of that? Henry up and stealing William’s woman.  
 
    Not that Lorde suspected Iliya was anyone’s woman but her own. Maybe he’d get a chance to see for himself if she was going to be staying here. 
 
    With Henry. 
 
    Lorde chuckled. Who would have thought? 
 
    “What was that about?” 
 
    Lorde glanced up to find William’s dark gaze on him. The man did have an intimidating stare, but it wasn’t working on Lorde.  
 
    “None of your goddam business,” Lorde growled. 
 
      
 
      
 
    The End 
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    No Vacancy 
 
      
 
    William watched the group in the bedroom. 
 
    The two-way mirror separated him from the activity, one of the many renovations he completed years ago. His private office led into the bedroom, the expansive space more for play than sleeping. Hidden speakers allowed him to hear every sound in the next room. He could close his eyes and visualize what was happening if he wanted to. 
 
    William preferred to watch.   
 
    He placed a hand on the glass, leaning closer. The men in the room weren’t as skilled as he was. But the sound of the woman’s scream tightened the smile on his face. 
 
    William had wanted a playroom; every toy and tool that could be used for pain and pleasure was found in the room. While William was skilled at providing both, he would admit that he enjoyed causing pain a bit more than pleasure. 
 
    His own private Red Room. He’d wanted a space where he could wield complete control and like always, William had gotten what he wanted. 
 
    Those using the room were required to do everything he demanded. 
 
    There were four of them in there now. The lithesome Serena lay on the bed, her wrists restrained in the padded cuffs. One of the men crouched between her legs, teasing her into a torment with a vibrator. Another knelt beside her, and as William watched avidly, he thrust his cock into Serena’s mouth, holding her head with a firm grip.  
 
    The third man stood back and directed the action. He had no idea William was watching as well.   
 
    As William watched Serena’s feeble tugs on her restraints, his thoughts turned to Iliya, whose excitement would quickly reach a fever pitch when he tied her up.  
 
    Iliya. How he adored her. In bed and out. There was nothing she wouldn’t have let him do to her. Let anyone else do to her. She accepted it all, everything he had ever devised. Enjoyed it. Loved it. 
 
    He missed her. William had heard nothing from her in months, not since she’d run off with that writer of Morena’s. William missed her, but he knew Iliya would come back to him. She always did. She would always submit to him.   
 
    Unlike Morena.  
 
    Now Morena had been one of his women who disliked to be tied up. If she did, it had to be on her terms. In all the years William had known her, in all the times they’d been together, Morena had never once submitted to him, not fully.  
 
    Maybe that was what kept drawing him back to her.  
 
    Iliya was a younger Morena, but without the spark. Iliya had a dangerous edge to her, one that suggested as much as she liked to be used, she’d always get the upper hand in return.  
 
    William’s thoughts turned to the party downstairs. His friends had begun their play in his games room before he suggested they move upstairs. He had intended on joining them but had gotten caught up watching them instead.  
 
    Three other guests were still downstairs, caught up in their own devices. William enjoyed hosting parties, appreciated the adventurousness of his friends. They knew what was expected of them when they arrived at one of William’s gatherings.  
 
    That they had been invited to entertain, to do whatever William wanted. However he wanted it. 
 
    If William wanted to see two women together, they would do it. If he wanted to fuck someone on his pool table, there would be a lineup before him waiting to take part. If he wanted a man to go down on his best friend, then it would happen. 
 
    If he wanted to watch a woman get tied up and used by three men…that was what he was watching.  
 
    William Burgess was rich and powerful and was in control of his world.  
 
    Serena screamed as she came, the sound piped into his office as clear as if he was in the room, her body writhing on the bed. It wasn’t over. It had only begun, and there was plenty of time for William to join in.   
 
    He would go down to check on the others, before joining in the fun in the playroom. He knew what Serena liked, and her partners weren’t providing it.  
 
    A sudden pain clutched at his heart. 
 
    He drew a shuddering breath. That was…no, it couldn’t be? Heartburn or a pulled muscle… 
 
    The next pain was sharper and ripped the breath from his lungs. William’s eyes widened, his mouth gaping. His hand slapped feebly against the window before he dropped to the floor.  
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    Gemma 
 
      
 
    “I’ve been there,” Callie announced. 
 
    Gemma hoped the awe and admiration in her gaze weren’t obvious to everyone. It was like having a crush on Brad Jacobson in eighth grade–she couldn’t stop looking at him whenever he spoke, and even when he didn’t.  
 
    It was like Gemma had a crush on Callie. A girl crush. 
 
    It had been that way since Callie had joined their Dirty Books Book Club, and now at their second meeting, it had gotten substantially worse.  
 
    “You’ve been to Halifax?” Gemma asked, willing to forgo her attempt to tell the others about Jasper’s convention in Nova Scotia to listen to another one of Callie’s stories. They were outrageous and somewhat over the top but Gemma wanted to hear everything about Callie’s life. Callie had lived and loved–maybe not loved but certainly had slept with a variety of men.  
 
    It sounded like such fun to Gemma. 
 
    “It wasn’t too far from Halifax. I went to this bed and breakfast for a weekend.” Already Gemma could tell by the gleam in the woman’s eyes that Callie was about to reveal something wildly inappropriate.  
 
    Not that Gemma was against inappropriate. Far from it. After all, wasn’t that what this book club was about? To be able to read books with a little bit of spice? Steam? Sex that didn’t involve incest or rape or some other life-altering, traumatic experience? 
 
    The four of them, Gemma, Nia, Emmy, and Malcolm, had decided to leave the book club they were in after Gemma requested an easier read. 
 
    “This was pretty heavy,” she had said the last meeting, hefting her copy of Moby Dick. 
 
    “It’s a classic.” Penelope, the so-called “leader” of the club dismissed her with a sideways glance. Gemma had seen glances like that before and they never served to intimidate, only infuriate.  
 
    “It’s a boring classic,” Nia had said under her breath. 
 
    “You’re in this club to enrich your mind and soul reading classic literature,” Penelope proclaimed, with a sweep of her arm that almost took out her cup of tea. 
 
    Tea, not wine. What kind of book club met on a Thursday evening and served tea?  
 
    “I’m here to make friends,” Emmy had said, meeting Gemma’s gaze with a smile.  
 
    “What about that Book Club movie,” Gemma said, staring at her book. “The one with Jane Fonda where they read Fifty Shades of Grey. What about reading something like that? There are so many good books out there.” 
 
    “From this century,” Nia muttered.  
 
    Apoplectic faces greeted Gemma’s suggestions.  
 
    “We do not read works of that…” Penelope’s mouth worked like she was a fish gasping for air as she searched for the right word. “Filth!” 
 
    “Garbage!” 
 
    “Smut.” 
 
    “We just don’t read such things,” Penelope finished.  
 
    Gemma looked around. She’d been in the group for a year and a half, and the only thing she got from the books were the headaches from trying to read the small print. “Well, I do.” She stood up. “So maybe I’ll find another book club. Anyone feel like joining me, feel free.” 
 
    Nia was right behind her, and then Emmy. And then, surprise of all surprises, Malcolm joined them. 
 
    Gemma was all about inappropriate. At least she wanted to be. 
 
    She wanted to be more like Callie.  
 
    When Nia had asked about bringing her sister-in-law to the meetings, Gemma had agreed, thinking the mysterious in-law would be like Nia; long and lanky and a bit on the negative side. 
 
    Instead, the blond bombshell that was Callie erupted into the group, and Gemma’s life was changed forever.  
 
    “I’ve never stayed in a bed and breakfast,” Gemma admitted, leaning forward to pour herself more wine, this month’s book selection still sitting untouched beside her. “Jasper likes having his own washroom when we stay someplace.”   
 
    “The place I went to was a different sort of B & B.” Callie paused before she bit into a spring roll. “It was for swingers.” 
 
    Nia whipped around to glare at Callie with such force that Gemma suspected whiplash. “You’re a swinger?!” 
 
    “I’m whatever you want me to be,” Callie replied with a lazy smile. “In this place, couples and singles go and during dinner–although they also give you this awesome breakfast–people start hooking up. There’s this guy there–Lorde.” She gave a lascivious shiver. “So fine. It’s a great place; so much fun. You should go there with your husband, Gemma.” 
 
    Gemma shut her mouth which had been hanging open. “I–really? People go and have sex with each other? Just like that?” 
 
    Callie laughed and snagged another spring roll. She even held it suggestively before dipping it into the plum sauce. “There’s a little more to than that. You talk to people, find out who attracts you, what they’re into. You understand what swingers are, right?” 
 
    Gemma’s face flushed. “Of course.” 
 
    Even though she really didn’t. She’d heard the word, had a vague understanding of the concept, but to actually meet a woman who referred to herself as a swinger was almost unbelievable. Didn’t swingers wear leopard print, too-tight clothes and excessive make-up? 
 
    Emmy glanced at Gemma with wide eyes. “Really?” 
 
    “Not really,” Gemma admitted. “I thought it was like couples who have sex with other couples in the same room, and they have parties with keys and orgies–” 
 
    “Sort of,” Callie said.  
 
    “But you’re not a couple.” Gemma drew back. “I mean, you might be, but I was under the impression you weren’t.” 
 
    “I’m not one for monogamy.” She held her glass out for Malcolm to pour her a refill of wine and winked her thanks. “Which makes me perfect for couples who want to change things up a bit. Add a friend.” 
 
    “You…you do threesomes?” Emmy asked, eyes growing even wider.  
 
    Callie glanced at Nia, who was staring at her sister-in-law with an astonished expression and shrugged. “You said this book club was to widen horizons, find out what’s out there. Well, I’m telling them so they don’t have to do so much reading. Yes, I’ve done threesomes and foursomes and every other somes you can think of. It’s fun.” 
 
    Malcolm cleared his throat. “Fun.” 
 
    Callie gave him a cheeky smile. “It can be. But back to the B & B; I think you should visit,” she said to Gemma. “Couldn’t hurt.” 
 
    “It might,” Nia muttered.  
 
    “Every marriage needs a little excitement,” Callie continued, ignoring Nia. “You just have to find what you’re into.” 
 
    Gemma gave a shaky laugh as she reached for her wine. “I don’t know if I’d be into that. Or Jasper.”  
 
    “Could you do something like that?” Emmy pressed. Gemma couldn’t tell what her friend was thinking. She’d known Emmy for a few years. She considered them good friends without getting too in-depth about serious subjects like marriage and sex.  
 
    The list of friends that Gemma could talk to about things like that was a big fat zero.   
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    Gemma was at a loss for what she wanted if anything. Her marriage was fine. Good. Great. She’d been in love with Jasper from the very first day she’d laid eyes on him at university. The math genius had been nothing like the boys from her tiny Western Ontario hometown. She was a country girl, through and through and had somehow ended up with city boy Jasper. 
 
    Gemma didn’t regret Jasper one little bit, but after turning thirty a few months ago, she had begun to wonder about her lack of experience. She’d only known one man, and while Jasper satisfied her completely, she was beginning to wonder about what else was out there. 
 
    Callie didn’t lack experience; Gemma could be sure of that.   
 
    “My wife was into that,” Malcolm offered. Nia’s head swivelled to stare at Malcolm. “Being a swinger. Since we’re being open.” 
 
    “I didn’t think we were being that open,” Nia muttered.  
 
    “Isn’t that the whole point of reading these books?” Emmy pointed to her copy of Outlander. “So we can open up our sensuality?” 
 
    “That’s what I signed up for.” Callie helped herself to more wine, topping up Gemma’s glass as well.  
 
    “I don’t think you need much help,” Gemma said weakly. 
 
    “Do you? You’ve been married how long? If you don’t mind me asking.” 
 
    Gemma didn’t mind her asking but felt that Callie wouldn’t care even if she did. Callie was the sort of woman who went after what, or whom, she wanted.  
 
    Gemma wanted to be that person. 
 
    “I don’t think my marriage needs help. We’ve been together six years and things are still…fresh.” 
 
    “Fresh, like a new loaf of bread, fresh? We’re talking steamy, spicy. How are things in the bedroom? Would you go for a trip like this?” Callie grabbed her phone out of her bag and while Gemma was wondering how best to answer, quickly tapped out something. “Here.” Callie passed her the phone.  
 
      
 
    Adults Only 
 
    Overlooking the Bay of Fundy in 
 
    picturesque Nova Scotia, Mrs. Robinson’s Bed and Breakfast 
 
    is the perfect spot to relax, to be refreshed and to reflect 
 
    on the adventure of life. 
 
      
 
    Emmy leaned over her shoulder. “Wow. But it doesn’t say it’s for swingers.” 
 
    “Look down in the comments. Would you go to someplace like this?” Callie asked Emmy. 
 
    “In a minute,” Emmy laughed. Callie turned to Malcolm.  
 
    “It might have helped my marriage,” he admitted.  
 
    “But my marriage doesn’t need help,” Gemma pointed out. 
 
    “Everyone’s marriage needs help,” Nia said knowingly.  
 
    “You should call,” Callie urged. “Since you’ll already be in the area. Morena, the woman who runs the place, is amazing. She’s over fifty and the sexiest woman I’ve ever met.” She gave a catlike smile. “Which is saying a lot.” 
 
    Gemma looked at Callie and glanced back at the phone again. The idea was intriguing, but the concept so foreign that Gemma wouldn’t even know how to bring it up with Jasper. How would she possibly tell him she wanted to have sex with another man. 
 
    Or woman. 
 
    “I don’t know what Jasper would say,” she said finally, unwilling to commit. It was a big step just talking about it.  
 
    Callie shrugged. “Don’t tell him.”
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    Morena slapped her hand on Jed’s chest as she rode him. Her white hair fell across her face and she pushed it back impatiently. 
 
    Jed cupped her breast. “God, you’re beautiful when you do that.” His eyes closed as he huffed out a breath, opened again to smile at her. 
 
    “Do what?” Morena had the rock and the rhythm down perfectly, setting the pace and speed, taking what she wanted from him.   
 
    “Fuck me like you do. I could watch you go all day.” 
 
    “And I could do this all day.” Morena slowing her frantic pace enough to rise up more, keeping the tip of Jed’s cock inside before she impaled herself with a low cry.  
 
    “So could I. Which is why we’re perfect together.” 
 
    “If you say so.” Talking was becoming difficult, especially as Morena fought to reach her peak. Knowing she was close, Jed reached between her to give her clit a casual rub. At her gasp, he continued, helping her along.  
 
    Morena tossed her head back, conscious only of the sensations running through her body. At the beautiful man under her, at his cock inside her. She loved his body, how he made her feel…she loved him…   
 
    Jed thrust up; once, twice to push Morena over the edge. She flew over the cusp with a cry, her body arching as she came. Jed clutched her hips, his fingers biting into her skin as he joined her.  
 
    ~ 
 
    Morena lay curled up against Jed, warm and snug against his body. Morena had never been one to cuddle before Jed, preferring to give and take her pleasure before leaving for the comfort of her own bed. But Jed gave her no choice, wanting to keep her close, to prolong the intimacy.  
 
    If he had his way, they would be living together by now. 
 
    Morena had never wanted to live with a thirty-eight-year-old, even when she had been thirty-eight. Now at fifty-six, Morena liked her own space, her routine and couldn’t fathom the idea of changing things. 
 
    They had been together for a few months now, ever since Jed had come to her rescue when she had been dragged down to the police station for assault. It had been especially helpful that Jed had been there when the alleged assault had taken place. Thanks to Jed, the police quickly realized it had not been an assault, but only Morena defending herself against unwanted attention. She’d punched a potential date in the nose after he’d insulted her and gotten too handsy with her. When he’d slunk off, Morena had thought it had been the end of it.  
 
    But unfortunately, small minds in small towns did more talking than what was good for them. The recipient of her right hook was none other than a friend of Alan’s, Elizabeth’s manipulative husband.  
 
    Alan thought that by hurting Morena, it was a prime way to get revenge on Lorde for Elizabeth’s defection. Morena would make sure he thought differently. And this time Morena wouldn’t need Jed’s help.  
 
    Jed lazily stroked her back, bringing her back to their cozy, warm nest. His house may not be much, spartan in décor with a man’s sense of style, but his bed was one of the most comfortable Morena had ever had the pleasure of lying in. It was a giant, king-sized, with a carved wooden headboard that Morena had gripped more than once. His sheets were the best quality, his duvet, thick and warm. And the pillows… 
 
    If they ever made the step to live together, she would make sure he kept his bed.  
 
    She closed her eyes at the well of emotion surging within her. 
 
    She loved Jed. Was it time to tell him? Take the next step? It had been three months since they started seeing each other. Dating.  
 
    Having sex. 
 
    And the sex was incredible. 
 
    Morena had never known a man to be so in tune with her body. Jed knew what she wanted a moment before she did. He was considerate and giving and the stamina… 
 
    She was happy with him, but there was no way Morena was about to call Jed her boyfriend. The term seemed so juvenile to her ears. 
 
    “You still in there?” Jed murmured. 
 
    Morena sighed as she stretched against him. “Mm-hm. Just basking.” 
 
    “I’m all for basking.” 
 
    Silence between them, enough that Morena could hear Jed’s heart beating, strong and true. Did he love her with that heart? 
 
    “Morena?” Something in Jed’s voice caught her attention and she lifted her head. Was this it? Was he about to tell her how he felt? Could she? “About your next weekend here…” 
 
    Morena shifted away to pull the sheet over her bare breasts.  
 
    This didn’t sound like true confessions time. 
 
    They had been dancing around the issue of what went on at the inn for the entire time they’d been dating. Once a month, Morena hosted a weekend for like-minded couples and singles to enjoy each other. 
 
    Swingers weekends. She ran a bed and breakfast that catered to swingers.  
 
    Morena herself used to call herself a swinger. She’d been part of the community, happy with the lifestyle. There had been times during her marriages where she had pulled away, but there was something about the freedom and friendship of the community that kept drawing her back in.  
 
    But since Jed had come into her life, Morena had pulled away again. She still hosted the weekends but didn’t take part in the after-dinner events. And she kept Jed separate from that part of her life. 
 
    So far. 
 
    “Which is next week,” she said. “There are people coming next weekend.” 
 
    “Which means no Morena for me this weekend,” Jed added, the mournful tone in his voice making her smile. “Unless…” 
 
    Morena caught her breath. “Unless what?” 
 
    “Unless you wanted to play too.” 
 
    Morena tucked her arm under her head and studied Jed. He was tanned year-round from working outside on his cranberry farm, and the way his blue eyes crinkled when he smiled was making lines at the corners of his eyes. It would age him, but not enough to catch up to Morena.  She took a deep breath to push down the sense of foreboding. “Do you?” 
 
    Jed shrugged. In his last relationship, Jed had told Morena he’d had a friend who used to join him and his girlfriend. They had touched on his involvement in the swinger community, but since Jed had recently moved back to Nova Scotia from the States, their circles didn’t overlap. 
 
    “Am I not enough for you?”  
 
    The question slid out in a whisper before Morena could stop it. She hadn’t wanted to ask, didn’t want to seem that vulnerable, needy or even insecure. But being with a younger man did strange things to her sometimes.  
 
    Jed hugged her close. “Don’t be silly. That’s not it and you know it. You’re more than enough for me. I just thought, don’t you miss it? Having someone new? Not that I don’t love being with you.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “Do you?” 
 
    Morena looked into his blue eyes, so serious for once. “Yes. I like what we have, Jed, and I hadn’t thought of changing things.” 
 
    Jed rolled onto his back. “Fair enough.”  
 
    Morena mirrored his move and the two lay staring at the darkened ceiling, with the circle of light from the bedside lamp. The only sound in the room was the whisper of air breezing through the window. Morena needed a cool room and usually left the window open a crack to cool the room and her frequent hot flashes. 
 
    “It doesn’t mean I hadn’t thought of what it might be like.”   
 
    Morena heard the rustle of sheets as Jed turned to glance at her. She stared straight up, not wanting to meet his gaze. “You being with another woman…I don’t like the thought of it but…” She paused to collect her words. “I have to admit, it’s kind of exciting to think about it. How you would touch her?” 
 
    “Like I touch you?” His hand ran along her hip, burrowed between her legs to cup her. Morena felt another surge of excitement. She couldn’t get enough of Jed. “Would you want to watch something like that?” 
 
    “I’m not one for just watching, though.” 
 
    “I’d like to watch you with another woman.”  
 
    Morena heard the arousal in Jed’s voice, shivered as he began to stroke her again with strong fingers. “What about another man?” 
 
    “I like to watch you come.” The admission thrilled something deep inside Morena. “I’d rather it be me that made you come, but if there was to be anyone else with us, I’d want to watch. If you were okay with that.” 
 
    “What about a swap, but in the same room?” Morena suggested, cringing at the technicality of the question but needing to set the boundaries.  
 
    “Do you think you’d be okay with that?” 
 
    Morena smiled ruefully. “It’s been a long time since I’ve done something like that. Usually, it’s more of a one-on-one, or threesome type of thing.” 
 
    “I’m okay with that too.” 
 
    She gently slapped his chest. “Of course you are. All men are.” 
 
    “Have you ever been with two men?” 
 
    “Yes.”  Morena’s voice was clear. There were many things in her past that she regretted but none that she was embarrassed about. “More than a few times.” 
 
    “Men that like to be with each other too?” 
 
    “Once or twice.” She looked at him carefully. “Have you?” 
 
    “Once or twice.” He paused, choosing his words. “I have a friend.” 
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    Gracie clutched the hands of Lorde and Elizabeth and swung, tucking up her legs so her feet wouldn’t drag on the ground. Cara had run ahead, holding the huge stuffed Pikachu Lorde had won for her.  
 
    If anyone had asked him a year ago what a Pikachu was, he might have thought they were talking about a new breed of monkey rather than a character from a video game. Things had changed a lot for Lorde. 
 
    It had been less than six months since Elizabeth had left her husband, Alan, and moved in with him, but for Lorde, it seemed like they had always been there. He was in love with Elizabeth but maybe more so with her girls, Grace and Cara; hopelessly, devotedly in love with them. In the short time he’d had them in his life, Lorde’s world already revolved around them.  
 
    The last-minute decision to visit the fall fair in nearby Wolfville had been Lorde’s suggestion, one he had been particularly proud of. He’d lived within twenty minutes of Wolfville and had never been at the fair. Never wanted to, even as a child himself. The rickety amusement rides that left riders clutching their stomachs were as bad as the grease-laden attempts at burgers and fries. And the games along the concession stands were there for the sole purpose to rid wallets of money.  
 
    Lorde had lost track of how many times he’d refused to go to the fair with his friend Meredith, or even with Elizabeth, way back in their youth.  
 
    Throw in the love of a child and Lorde was a new man.  
 
    “Up, up!” Gracie urged. It didn’t take another cry to have Lorde lifting the eight-year-old high into the air, her kicking legs threatening his manhood.  
 
    He would do anything for the smile to stay on her face.  
 
    The four of them had settled into family life in his rambling farmhouse. Solo nights in front of the television were a thing of the past since the girls had their routines and forced Lorde to stick with them. School drop-offs, dance classes, and weekend birthday parties were the new norm. The sounds of Dora the Explorer and countless Disney sing-alongs took over the former silence of the house. Bella the dog had no complaints and seemed to enjoy the extra treats, picking up after the girls’ snacks. 
 
    Life was good for Lorde, leaving little for him to brood about. 
 
    “Michael.” The smile on Lorde’s face faltered as he glanced over to where Elizabeth gestured. They were leaving for the evening, heading towards the gates of the fairground. “Is that…?” 
 
    “Fu–” Lorde bit back the curse that rose up at the sight of the well-dressed man striding through the gates. “I believe it is.” 
 
    “Daddy!” Cara’s shriek of delight caused Gracie to rip her hand out of Lorde’s and race ahead to greet her father.  
 
    Elizabeth sighed. “Why did he have to show up here tonight?” 
 
    Lorde couldn’t think of an answer that didn’t portray Alan as even more of a monster than he was and took Elizabeth’s hand instead.  
 
    It was a measure of Elizabeth’s strength and her love for her daughters that the girls had no idea of the abuse their mother had endured at the hands of their father. His only saving grace, Elizabeth had said, was that he loved the girls more than life itself and would never do anything to hurt them.  
 
    Lorde had tried for months to get Elizabeth to press charges against Alan, but she’d demurred again and again. 
 
    “The girls would suffer. It’s such a small town; people would talk. I don’t want them to have any part of it.”     
 
    The girls were the only reason Lorde hadn’t gone himself. There was nothing he could do to make up for what Elizabeth had gone through, but at least he could make sure nothing like that happened again. Alan must have been aware Lorde watched him with eagle eyes.  
 
    Lorde tightened his grip on Elizabeth’s hand as they approached, knowing Alan still made her uneasy. A woman stood with Alan, and Lorde watched the girls being introduced to her. 
 
    “Who’s that?” Elizabeth murmured. 
 
    “No idea.” Studying the tall blonde, Lorde at first felt disgusted that such a pretty woman would allow herself to be caught up in Alan’s fake charm, but then a seed of recognition began to grow.  
 
    “Well, hello!” Alan boomed the greeting as they stopped. “Funny meeting you here.” 
 
    “Funny, indeed,” Lorde muttered. 
 
    “It’s good to see you both, especially since I wanted to introduce Beth to the girls.” 
 
    Lorde felt Elizabeth stiffen beside him. Her name was Beth? Blonde, pretty and named Beth? Lorde felt pretty sure he knew the dread Elizabeth felt since he felt it too.  
 
    “Michael, Elizabeth, this is my new friend Beth,” Alan continued.  
 
    At the sight of her smile, things started clicking into place for Lorde. A few years ago, there had been a Beth who had worked for Morena. The jeans and sweatshirt fogged his memory of the statuesque woman in the tight, black dress who had helped pour drinks and serve dinner at Morena’s weekend retreats, as well as help entertain the guests.  
 
    Lorde wondered if Alan knew how many times Beth had seen the inside of the cabins in the woods surrounding the inn. 
 
    “It’s nice to meet you both,” Beth said. Instead of avoiding Lorde’s gaze, she met it head-on, giving him a strange smile and a hint of a wink. 
 
    “Daddy, Daddy, come see!” Gracie cried, tugging at Alan’s hand. Alan smiled apologetically at Beth and let himself be led away.  
 
    “It’s nice to see them together,” Beth offered. “He was so happy to see them here.” 
 
    “He used to be happy to see me too.”  
 
    Lorde’s gaze swivelled to Elizabeth, surprised at the acid in her voice.  
 
    “Did Alan tell you how happy he used to be when he saw me?” Elizabeth demanded. “When I did something he didn’t like or forgot to do one of my chores? He would get so happy that he used to push me into a closet. Or once he punched me in the arm. He’d never let the girls see, but they were in the house so I couldn’t really do anything about fighting back. But I should have. And I should tell you to stay away from him so he doesn’t do the same thing to you.” 
 
    Lorde had to give Beth credit; the woman didn’t bat an eye. Her only reaction was to glance over her shoulder. “Alan and the girls are coming back.” 
 
    “Do you not understand what I said? It’s bad enough that I let it happen, but I can’t let you be as blind as I was.” 
 
    “I’m not blind, Elizabeth.” Beth gave her a wide, friendly smile. “Hey, would you say hi to Morena for me?” 
 
    Grace and Cara swarmed Elizabeth, talking of games and prizes and it was a few minutes before Elizabeth could get them to leave. She stalked ahead with a frown on her face, leaving Lorde to carry a whining Cara to the car. 
 
    “What did she mean by that?” Elizabeth asked as they were buckling the girls into the car.  
 
    “Couldn’t tell you.” But Lorde had liked the wink Beth had given him and made up his mind to ask Morena what she was up to.    
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    Gemma 
 
      
 
    Gemma served Jasper a breaded chicken breast, smothered in tomato sauce and cheese. Her cooking was tolerable at best, at least if she stuck to basic Canadian dishes or the odd Italian. Spaghetti was her go-to meal, but tonight she’d combined it with the chicken for a change. 
 
    Change was good.  
 
    “This looks nice,” Jasper praised, pouring her a glass of wine. 
 
    Gemma loved their quiet dinners together. For so many years of their marriage, they’d eaten on the run; Jasper too busy with his rising financial career to stop for a proper meal, and Gemma too consumed with her website History by the Map. While she had been working on her masters’ degree in French history, she’d come up with the idea for an online site that showed a march through history with a series of changing maps. Using her artistic skills and memory for details, she’d grown the website into a teaching aid. 
 
    Her idea had paid off last year when she’d sold the site for a cool million dollars. 
 
    Now they had more than enough in the bank for romantic dinners out, but Gemma liked being home with Jasper.  
 
    She liked their life together. 
 
    “Are you all packed for this weekend?” Jasper asked as he helped her clear the table after they’d finished. “I think it’s a great idea that we go a few days early. The bed and breakfast you found sounds perfect.” 
 
    Gemma kept her head down and eyes averted. After a long day of deliberation after their book club meeting, she took Callie’s suggestion and booked a weekend at Mrs. Robinson’s before Jasper’s conference began. They were leaving the day after tomorrow.  
 
    She hadn’t told him everything about the inn.  
 
    She told herself that he’d be fine with it; be surprised but happy to try something new. But some part of her kept doubting the decision. Would he think he wasn’t enough for her, that she needed something extra in their marriage? 
 
    Did she? If not, why the sudden desire to have sex with other people? 
 
    Gemma didn’t know the answers and had stopped trying to figure it out. She only knew that she was excited about the thought.  
 
    Since the book club meeting earlier in the week, Gemma had read everything she could about swingers, including a couple of very R-rated novels.  
 
    She still got excited when she thought of what she had read and wondered if she might suggest the book club read them.   
 
    Gemma cleaned the counter while Jasper did the table, the two of them working well together like they always had. Six years of marriage and they were still compatible. 
 
    She was rinsing the dishcloth when Jasper’s hand slid onto her backside.  
 
    “I like these pants. Are they new?” 
 
    “I’ve had them for a while.” 
 
    He didn’t reply as his hands roamed over her curves. Gemma liked her body, liked she had curves and an ass, and a fine set of breasts, according to Jasper. She liked that her husband still found her attractive.  
 
    Still wanted her.  
 
    Jasper stood behind her close enough that Gemma only needed to lean back slightly to touch him. Close enough to hear his breathing, feel his breath on the back of her neck. His hands slid down her legs, and she felt their warmth through the thin yoga pants she wore.   
 
    “I have basketball tonight,” Jasper said in a low voice.  
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “You’ll be asleep before I get home.” 
 
    “Probably.” She paused as he pushed aside her hair, his lips brushing the side of her neck.  
 
    Just where she liked to be kissed.  
 
    “Unless you want me to wait for you,” she said hopefully.  
 
    “You need your sleep.” 
 
    She winced with disappointment, the grimace replaced by a smile as Jasper slid his hands up and under her thick sweater to cup her breasts.  
 
    Sex was no longer daily in the house, but it came pretty close.  
 
    Gemma leaned back against Jasper’s chest as he cupped her breasts, toyed with her nipples. The world viewed her husband as quiet, serious and smart, well-spoken, cool and calm.  
 
    She knew a different side of him.  
 
    Gemma sucked in her stomach as one of his hands slid down, down, right under the waistband of her pants. Sucked in her breath as those wandering fingers met up with the elastic of her panties, and kept moving down.  
 
    She closed her eyes as he cupped her. 
 
    “Is this okay?” he whispered. 
 
    Gemma made a noise that was part moan, part chuckle. “You don’t have to ask.” 
 
    “I want you to ask.” 
 
    The whimper escaped at his words. Each night was something different; Gemma was in awe of Jasper’s creativity. Some nights he was rough, the next, so gentle Gemma would demand more. One night he tied her up and kept her on the verge of an orgasm for what seemed like hours; another night he took her without any consideration for her needs.  
 
    “Please.” 
 
    “Please what?” 
 
    “Touch me. Make me come.” 
 
    His fingers moved, finding her ready and willing. “Do you like it when I make you come?” 
 
    “I do…” She trailed off with a gasp as his finger found the sharp nub sending a burst of sensation through her.  
 
    “I like to hear you.” 
 
    There was no way Gemma could be quiet as Jasper stroked and strummed her, meeting her needs an instant before she realized them. Her husband was very generous, she knew, reaching back to clutch a fistful of khakis as her head lolled back against his chest. He knew what she liked and what she didn’t, what she was willing to try and what was beyond her comfort zone. 
 
    And he could make her come quicker than she could herself. Plus, he enjoyed doing it.  
 
    Gemma knew Jasper was smiling as he frantically rubbed her nub, enjoying her cries and moans as she fought to reach the edge. And then with a simple flick, he pushed her over, holding her upright as she shuddered to a close.  
 
    Without another word, Jasper had her pants down in a few quick moves. He pushed her head towards the counter, hiked her hips back against him. Jasper could be fast when he wanted, but he also knew when to take his time.  
 
    Tonight Gemma was in for a quickie.  
 
    She groaned as he slid into her, feeling the stretch, feeling the length of him. Closed her eyes as he began thrusting inside her.  
 
    Gemma loved being married to Jasper for many reasons but none seemed as important right now as the feel of him inside of her.  
 
    She clutched the counter as he took her harder, pulling out until just a tip was left, before slamming back inside. His hands held her hips tight as he thrust, again and again, and again.  
 
    “Oh…” The whimper became a moan, turned into a full-blown cry as he thrust harder, faster. She was back at the edge again, ready to tumble over again, when he suddenly stopped.  
 
    “No!” she cried as he pulled out. Then hands turned her, lifted her up. 
 
    “We haven’t tried the counter in a while,” Jasper said with a grin.  
 
    Gemma huffed a laugh as she took him in again, the granite cool under her backside. He held her legs and thrust inside as she fought to keep her balance. But the change wasn’t enough of a distraction to keep her from getting closer and closer. 
 
    With a quick move of his hand, Jasper reached down to rub her clit. It was all Gemma needed to fall over the edge once more. And with a cry, Jasper joined her. 
 
    She held him against her until his breathing slowed, until she felt steady enough to stand.  
 
    “Have fun at basketball,” she whispered. 
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    Despite Jed’s attempts at persuasion, Morena didn’t stay the night with him. She left by midnight, making the quick and quiet drive back to the inn. 
 
    Living together would solve the problem of leaving a warm bed to make the cold drive home, but there were too many reasons not to make the jump.  
 
    Even though Morena wouldn’t admit it to Jed, his age was top of her list.  
 
    As a fiftysomething woman, Morena was beyond proud she could still attract a man like Jed. Good-looking, decent, great in bed… 
 
    But deep down, the niggling fear wouldn’t quiet. That Jed was only with her for a bit of fun. An adventure to put on his bucket list. He’d made no concessions about how he was adventurous and always looking for fun. A relationship with an older woman, especially one with her past, would be quite the coup. 
 
    She did her best to tell those fears to shut up but hadn’t been successful yet. And she knew they were the reason she hadn’t told Jed that she loved him. Jed was interested in her past, not intimidated by it. She’d never met a man who hadn’t felt threatened by her in some way.  
 
    William hadn’t been threatened by her, but that was because he wanted to possess her, body and soul.  
 
    Morena had eventually learned that about William Burgess, but that still didn’t make it easier to get him out of her thoughts. 
 
    And she’d been thinking about him more and more lately. Maybe it was because things were so good with Jed. They were in sync with everything, on the same wavelength, despite their age. The age difference was Morena’s only concern.  
 
    That, and Jed’s request that his friend join them on the weekend.  
 
    She hadn’t expected that. 
 
    But it wasn’t a concern, just a surprise. Even though it shouldn’t be. Jed may not have the colourful a history as Morena’s, but he’d been part of the swinger lifestyle for most of his adult life. It was one of the things that had brought them together.  
 
    No, there was nothing wrong with her relationship with Jed. But despite this and the time they spent together, Morena still held back. 
 
    She’d never told him she loved him. Never examined herself to see if she did. Every time Morena had taken out the question, poised to find out what she truly thought about Jed, the thought of William loomed over her. Not only William but the memories of her husbands. 
 
    She’d made many mistakes with the men she’d cared about. Men she loved. She didn’t want to do the same thing with Jed.      
 
    Now Thursday morning before a busy weekend, Morena had a list of things to finish before the guests began to arrive the next day. She also wanted a chance to think about what Jed had suggested.  
 
    Baking always helped clear her head. Morena checked the bread dough that she’d left out to rise, kneaded it and left it again before mixing a batch of cinnamon raisin cookies and one of chocolate chip. 
 
    Morena had an ache in her back before she’d even started on the batter for the muffins. She’d been running the inn for almost twenty years now, and each year she received a new ache or pain for her troubles. But she did it for love of Fallen Gardens, of pride of her property because she certainly wasn’t making that much money from running the B & B. It was too far out of town to get the tourist traffic. Unless people knew about it from word of mouth, her little place by the river was easily overlooked.  
 
    The swinger weekends were the only thing keeping her afloat these days. 
 
    Which was ironic, Morena thought as she measured batter into the muffin tins. Her past helped make her business a success, whereas when she had bought the tired old inn, she had been married to Bram, who had preferred to pretend his wife was as pure as the driven snow.  
 
    She always thought that was the reason Bram had run off with Lorde’s mother. Bram hated knowing she’d been with other men; he’d accepted that she’d been married twice before, but refused to acknowledge or accept she’d been part of the swinger community.  
 
    She wondered if Bram would read the book Henry had written about her, chronicling her life and loves.  
 
    Henry, the son of friends, had grown up on the fringes of the community his parents belonged to. He knew all about swingers and other alternate lifestyles and wanted to write a book about it. He picked Morena as the focus of his book, and Morena had surprised everyone when she had agreed to the idea. 
 
    Morena had found talking about her past had been difficult at first, but the more she grew comfortable with Henry, the easier it became. When they reached the end of her story, leaving out her relationship with Jed, Morena found it cathartic and inspired her to think about the future. 
 
    She also grew quite close to Henry, even inviting him to live in one of the cabins where he had stayed while writing the book. He stayed at Fallen Gardens, living there with Iliya.  
 
    Both Henry and Morena had made the choice to leave Iliya out of the book, even with the numerous connections she had with Morena. None had been as significant as Iliya’s life-changing relationship with William Burgess. Iliya and William’s involvement had mirrored Morena–younger woman, older man looking to possess and dominate. To control. 
 
    After she had met Henry, Iliya had been able to put William behind her, a difficult achievement, as Morena well knew.  
 
    It had been over thirty years since she met William, but the man still kept tendrils entwined in Morena’s life. She was sure it was the same with Iliya, but the younger woman seemed well-equipped to deal with the control-hungry William.  
 
    Morena wondered if it was time to tell William the book would be released soon.  
 
    Then she thought better of it. William Burgess was a private man, content to reign supreme over his sphere of influence, without letting the rest of society know about his proclivities. He would hate knowing there was a book published where he was mentioned, even though Morena had refused to use names. Such was William’s vanity that he would assume readers would instantly know it was him who was being referenced.  
 
    There was no doubt William would be ready for a fight whenever he discovered a book about Morena was out there. Morena needed to be ready as well.  
 
    But not today. Today she had enough work to do to get ready for the guests to arrive. Almost a full house as well. It had been a while since Morena had so many reservations. She almost felt giddy with relief.  
 
    It was easier to focus on the relief rather than the extra workload of more people. 
 
    Morena started preparing more batter.  
 
    Morena was still deep in thought as she pulled a tray of muffins from the oven when the kitchen door swung open.  
 
    “Iliya.” Morena only spared her a quick glance before turning to set the muffins on the cooling mat. Then she looked up again, this time catching Iliya’s pale face and staring eyes. “What’s happened?” 
 
    “It’s William,” Iliya whispered. 
 
    Morena frowned. William Burgess was her past, kept there by sheer willpower and knowing Iliya shared a similar history. Especially now they were friends. Friendly. Morena knew Iliya wasn’t one for making friends, but she was sticking it out, for Henry’s sake as well as her own. “Is he trying to make you come back to him?” 
 
    “He’s dead!” 
 
    Time paused for Morena, slipped sideways. Suddenly it was months ago, and she was in the kitchen cleaning up after a dinner. William had been there with Iliya for the weekend but had come to see her with an ulterior motive. 
 
    He always had a motive.  
 
    “Don’t you love Iliya?” Morena had persisted. William had wanted her back, even with another woman in his life, in his bed. “Does she mean anything to you?” 
 
    “Not as much as you did,” William muttered, slowing his onslaught. “No one has ever been you.” 
 
    It was the absolute vulnerability in his voice that had done it. Allowed Morena to reach out for him, to press her mouth against his, be swept back to the past. 
 
    That weekend had been the last weekend she’d seen him. And although the temptation had been strong, she’d said goodbye to him at the door. 
 
    “Dead?” Was that her voice? So distant and calm. 
 
    “Richard just texted me. They texted me to say he’s dead. William–” Iliya’s face crumpled and Morena pulled her into her arms. 
 
      
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    Richard had the courtesy to call Morena but had to resort to leaving a message when Morena refused to answer. If she didn’t hear the news from him, maybe it wasn’t true. She could disregard Iliya’s emotions, but if Richard, William’s lawyer and friend, told her the news… 
 
    It was hours later that Morena finally took a phone call. “Tia,” she said in greeting when she recognized the number on the phone. 
 
    “Have you heard?”It had been Tia whom Morena ran to after her breakup with William, all those years ago. It was Tia who had always been there for her. 
 
    Morena closed her eyes, breathed deep. “How did it happen?” 
 
    “In his house. A heart attack. Funny–how many times did I suggest that he lacked a heart?”  
 
    Morena inhaled sharply at both the inappropriateness of the comment as well as the anger in Tia’s voice.  
 
    But she didn’t respond, only sat down on the edge of her little desk in the kitchen. Her to-do list was almost finished; most of the baking she liked to do for the guests was complete, and the only thing left to do was to go through the rooms one last time to make sure they were perfect for the guests. “He was here a few months ago.” 
 
    Now it was Tia who inhaled sharply. “I didn’t know that.” 
 
    “Iliya’s here. Do you know her? Of course you do.”  
 
    “Morena, our circles are small and overlap a great deal. So that’s where she went. I heard she just disappeared. It must have driven William crazy.” 
 
    “She was here with him when she met Henry.” Morena doodled on a pad of paper, never-ending circles, and spirals. She’d sent Iliya back to Henry earlier, hoping he would be able to comfort Iliya more than she could. 
 
    Morena couldn’t be trusted to provide comfort to anyone until she figured out what she was feeling. Right now she was numb like her emotions had been wiped away with an eraser. 
 
    “Ah, Henry.” Morena pictured Tia nodding her sleek head. “An odd couple but it could work.” 
 
    “They seem to be happy together.” And because she as thinking about love, Morena began drawing hearts entwined.  
 
    “How are you, Morena?” Tia’s voice lost its anger, became gentle and caring as usual. “William was–” 
 
    “Part of my past,” Morena interrupted in a firm voice. 
 
    “Yes, but an important part.” 
 
    “But still, the past. He wanted more and I said no. I said–” Where had the tears come from? And the lump in her throat. William was her past. 
 
    “Morena?” 
 
    She fluttered her hand, sniffed quickly. “I’m fine. It’s just a shock.” 
 
    “Come to me. You shouldn’t be alone.” 
 
    Morena thought of the guests arriving tomorrow. “I won’t be alone.” 
 
    “Do you have people staying there? Are you having a weekend?” 
 
    “Check-in is four o’clock.” 
 
    “I’m coming to you. No, don’t argue–” Tia said over Morena’s attempted protests. “You know I’ve been wanting to come for a visit for a while. This is the perfect time. I’ll come for the weekend.” 
 
    “I don’t need help,” Morena said feebly. “I have Lorde and Henry’s here…Iliya…” 
 
    “Who won’t be any help at all. Don’t even try to argue. I’m online with the airline now.” Morena could hear the click of the keyboard in the background. “There’s a flight that gets in at noon. I’ll be on that.” 
 
    “Tia, thank you,” Morena said in a rush, feeling her shoulder sag with relief. She didn’t need help but the thought of a visit with Tia helped raise her spirits more than anything could. 
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    Lorde strolled through the kitchen, his usual greeting hushed by the sight of Morena on the phone. He snagged a freshly baked cookie and headed for the lobby to stock the bar. Even though his participation in Morena’s weekends had diminished with Elizabeth’s arrival, he still continued to help out as much as he ever did. 
 
    He just didn’t sleep with the guests any longer. 
 
    It had been the perfect solution while Elizabeth had been married to Alan. She had had Lorde’s heart clutched firmly in her hand, so there had been no point in trying to meet anyone. He’d gone on a grand total of three dates in the years she had been married, each one more disastrous than the last.  
 
    Relationships were out of the question for Lorde, but a man had needs. 
 
    Morena’s weekends were the perfect solution. An inn full of eager and excited women ready to experiment with a new partner, no strings attached. Most men would have thought they’d died and gone to heaven in that situation. 
 
    Lorde had enjoyed those years, enjoyed the women, but nothing could compare to the life he shared with Elizabeth now. 
 
    He was stocking the bar fridge with a bottle of champagne and wine when he noticed Morena at the kitchen door. 
 
    He was at her side in an instant. “What’s the matter?” 
 
    She sighed deeply, her eyes red-rimmed like she’d been crying. Morena never cried. “I’ve had a bit of bad news.” 
 
    He stared at her as she walked past him to the bar. It wasn’t like Morena to show emotion, or be dramatic. He could picture little Cara flouncing past him refusing to answer him, but not Morena. 
 
    “What is it?” he demanded as she pulled a bottle of Scotch from the bar. 
 
    “William passed away.” 
 
    He was at a loss for only a moment. “William–William, William?” 
 
    “Yes, the bane of my existence,” Morena said with a humourless chuckle, splashing a healthy pour of spirit into a glass. “You know, I was just thinking about him while I was doing the baking, wondering if I should tell him that the book was coming out. Then I thought–no, I wouldn’t, because I knew he’d be angry. Furious, and I wasn’t in the mood for a fight. I guess I don’t have to tell him now.” She drank deeply, and Lorde, who had never learned to appreciate the burn of a good Scotch, winced at the speed she emptied the glass. 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    Morena poured herself two more fingers. “Heart attack. Yes, apparently, he did have a heart. It was the first thing Tia said. That’s who I was talking to. She’ll be here tomorrow. I’m sure she’d be on a flight right now if she could find one.” 
 
    “That’s good.” What else could he say? Lorde wasn’t an emotional man. Sometimes he wondered if that was what drew him to Morena. They were friends, more like mother and son, and more alike than most people realized. He knew Morena would talk if she wanted to talk, and if so, he’d be there for her. 
 
    “It will be good to see her.” 
 
    He’d met Tia only a few times, but the way Morena talked about her friend made Lorde feel like he knew her.  
 
    “Tia’s always good to have in a crisis,” Morena said, already halfway through her second drink. “Not that this is a crisis. I’ve lost track of the times I’ve run to her in times of trouble. Or heartbreak. If I didn’t have an almost full house, I’m sure I’d be running to her this time too. That reminds me, I should check to make sure I have room for her. Wouldn’t that be horrible if I didn’t?” 
 
    “She could stay with me. 
 
    She met his gaze, acknowledging his offer without saying a word. Letting him know she appreciated him being there for her. She rifled through her reservations ledger. Lorde found it strange for a woman with all the latest technologies, Morena preferred to go old-school with her reservations. She had a website for people to book rooms, but when they arrived, she signed them in using pen and paper.  
 
    Lorde liked that about her.  
 
    “Two rooms left. Can you believe it? Almost a full-house. I don’t know how long it’s been since we’ve had that many here for a weekend.”  
 
    “I’ve got the cabins ready.” 
 
    “Thank you, Michael. You’ll be at dinner? You and Elizabeth? I know what you’ve decided.” She paused, not wanting to discuss something so intimate with him. “But I like having you here.” 
 
    “I’ll be here. Do you need anything else?” He didn’t know what to say about her evident grief. Elizabeth would be better equipped to deal with this. Women were better with emotional things. 
 
    Anyone was better at it than he was. 
 
    “I’m not sure what I would need.” Morena lifted her shoulders limply. “He was part of my past, but that’s all. I’m not sure what I should be feeling.” 
 
    “You should feel grief and sadness. Regret that your last meeting with him wasn’t as you’d hoped. No matter how you left it with him, I’m sure you’ll feel regret about something.” 
 
    “I do,” she admitted, swirling the liquid in the glass. 
 
    “You can feel anger and remorse. And maybe even a bit of relief.” 
 
    “I feel all those things.”  
 
    “I think that’s normal.” 
 
    “Then I’m behaving normally? Even though I want nothing more than to drink enough of this Scotch to be able to blot out everything I may be feeling?  Whenever I start to feel something, that is. Right now I’m numb.” 
 
    “Again, that’s normal.” 
 
    “Normal,” she scoffed, draining her glass. Lorde picked up the bottle and poured a refill, hesitating a moment before he added the last finger. “Normal was the last thing William was. I can’t even call him a good man. He was generous when he wanted to be, but he could be cruel. Even in…” 
 
    Lorde knew she was referring to William’s proclivities in the bedroom and glad she didn’t elaborate. 
 
    “William needed to control his environment, and that meant every person in it. For years, I didn’t realize what he was doing but when I did, I thought I could change him.” Morena heaved a sigh. “I thought I could make him a better man.” 
 
    “You couldn’t,” Lorde said, his tone blunt and no-nonsense.  
 
    “No, I couldn’t.” She sighed sadly. “No one can change a person if they don’t want to be changed. I wasted many years thinking I could. Too many years.”  
 
    “It wasn’t a waste.” 
 
    “How can you say that? You have no idea about the relationship between us? Some days I wonder if I knew anything about it, and I was part of it. William was…complex. Confusing. An asshole at times.” 
 
    “Maybe so, but being with him made him you who you are. Everything in your past has helped make you the person you are today. If you didn’t survive William, who knows if you would have been strong enough to get through Bram leaving, and creating this.” Lorde waved his hands to encompass the lobby. “He made you who you are–the good and the bad.” 
 
    Morena stared into her glass, the smell of Scotch wafting up Lorde’s nose. He disliked the smell of it, but still, he stood there with her.  
 
    After a few moments of the tableau, Morena looked up as if surprised to see him still there. “You can do what you need to do, Michael. I’m fine.” 
 
    “I know, but I want to make sure.” 
 
    She smiled fondly. “You’re very good to me, you know.” 
 
    His heart shifted in his chest, the same feeling he always got whenever they let their guard down. “I think it goes both ways.” At her nod, Lorde drew a deep breath. “There’s something else I wanted to ask you about. We saw Beth the other night.” 
 
    Morena’s expression transformed from melancholy to guarded happiness. “How is Beth?” 
 
    “Beth is with Alan. But you knew that, didn’t you?” Morena swirled the last of her Scotch instead of answering. “What did you do?” 
 
    “Nothing. Yet.” 
 
    “Morena, you know what Alan is like. What he did to Elizabeth.” 
 
    “Michael, you know I adore Elizabeth. But the only thing I can’t comprehend is how she let him get away with treating her like that. I know she won’t press charges in case the girls are caught in the crossfire, but there has to be some way. And then I wondered what would happen if he tried that on someone else?” 
 
    “So you set up Beth to date him? Why would you do that? He’ll hurt her.” At the thought of Beth at the mercy of Alan, Lorde’s frustration had him balling his fists. 
 
    Morena gave a tinkle of laughter. “Beth can more than take care of herself. Do you know that she has a black belt in karate? As well as having taught her own self-defense class? I told her about Alan and Elizabeth, and I think she wants Alan to try something like that as much as I do.”  
 
    Lorde stared at her, wanting to argue, to demand Morena stop this insane plan, but part of him marvelled at Morena’s deviousness.  
 
    “Just leave it be, Michael,” Morena said in a quiet voice. “No harm will come to Beth.” 
 
    “You can’t be sure.” He worried about Beth, but if she was that capable, it might be worth it to see Alan get his comeuppance. “How can she stand to be with him?” 
 
    This time Morena laughed loudly. “That’s the best part. Beth was also an actress in Charlottetown. You honestly didn’t think I was about to let that man get away with trying to get me arrested, did you? As well as what he put poor Elizabeth through?” 
 
    Lorde gave her a grudging smile. “You’re a bit of a badass, aren’t you?” 
 
    Morena patted his hand. “You’ve no idea.” 
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    Gemma 
 
      
 
    As they stepped off the plane in Halifax, Gemma was filled with a mixture of excitement and foreboding. They had arrived early for Jasper’s conference and were renting a car to drive to the little town of Wolfville on the edge of the Bay of Fundy where Mrs. Robinson’s Bed and Breakfast was located. 
 
    Gemma still hadn’t told Jasper about the swingers. That they were going to spend their romantic weekend away with other couples who liked to swap partners. 
 
    She had no idea what she was going to do. How to tell him, and when she did–because he really deserved to know–how to react to his reaction? Whether it be anger and disappointment, an insistence to leave, or if he was happy and excited that she had booked the weekend for them. 
 
    Gemma honestly didn’t know what would be worse.   
 
    She’d never kept anything from Jasper, not even the time she ran into the pillar in the underground parking lot and dented his car. It would have been so easy to blame it on an unknown person doing a dent and dash, but Gemma was an honest person. She valued honesty and communication in her marriage.  
 
    So why didn’t she tell Jasper she wanted to have sex with another man tonight? 
 
    “Wow,” Jasper said as they got their first glance at the inn. 
 
    “It’s beautiful,” she agreed, drinking in the sight of the three-story, century stone farmhouse set high on a hill. Wings stretched wide on either side of the double doors, with a wide, covered porch running the length. A copse of trees circled the inn with a hint of water in the distance. 
 
    Jasper reached over and squeezed her hand. “This was a good idea. We can head to Halifax Sunday for the conference, but it’ll be nice to have a couple of days just us together.” 
 
    This was the perfect time to confess, to admit what she had planned. 
 
    “Together,” Gemma echoed, her voice sounding a little strained in her ears. Maybe they could be together–have sex with strangers together. Gemma had no idea how things would work. If they would even work. Jasper might well turn the car around when he found out.  
 
    It was a delicate balance telling your husband that you wanted to bring someone else into the marriage. 
 
    Darn Callie for suggesting this. Or maybe, yay for Callie. 
 
    Gemma had no idea what was about to happen in the next five minutes. They were here.  
 
    Jasper parked the car, turned to her with a grin. “Let’s go check-in.” 
 
    “Jasper…” He paused with the car door already open, looking every inch like a man raring to get in and find another sex partner. Gemma shook her head. “Never mind. This will be fun.” 
 
    She carried one of her bags, while Jasper took the other one along with his suitcase, briefcase, and laptop. Trailing after him, Gemma tried to still her knocking knees as they climbed the steps onto the porch. Colourful Muskoka chairs were set in conversation areas against the side of the inn, each grouping set up with wool blankets and a portable fireplace to keep out the chill.  
 
    Huge double wooden doors led into the lobby. Inside, wood-panelled walls, dark hardwood floors, and bursts of colour provided by chairs and couches scattered throughout the space. Abstract pictures hung on the walls.  
 
    A roaring fire completed the picture, along with the giant Christmas tree standing in the centre of the lobby as if waiting to be decorated. 
 
    To the right of the double doors was a bar set into the brick wall, complete with rustic wooden beams, leather padded stools, and shelves holding bottles of every shape and size and variety. 
 
    “Welcome to Fallen Gardens,” the woman behind the bar said with a welcoming smile. Her long white hair and perfectly etched lines on her face only improved her features, transforming her from an attractive older woman to a stunning one. “I’m Morena.” 
 
    Gemma felt both intimidated and caught up in the thrall of a powerful girl crush as they walked towards the bar.  
 
    “I thought it was called Mrs. Robinson’s?” Jasper asked, setting his bags down. His gaze roamed the lobby, taking in everything, but it wasn’t until he turned back to Morena that his eyes widened with appreciation.  
 
    “The property was named Fallen Gardens when I bought it, oh, quite some time ago. But everyone thinks of me as a bit of a Mrs. Robinson, so that’s what it’s called.”  
 
    Gemma’s mouth was as dry as a desert. “The Mrs. Robinson from the movie? The one with the younger man?”  
 
    What on earth was she thinking of bringing them here? This was completely out of their league. 
 
    “That’s the one.” Morena smiled knowingly at them. Gemma wondered if this would be when Jasper called foul, but he was looking at Morena with as much interest in his eyes as Gemma was. “But to tell you the truth, age isn’t really a big factor for me.” 
 
    “That’s good,” Gemma said for lack of anything else. ”It’s nice to be inclusive.” She stared around the lobby with terror in her heart as Jasper checked them in, waiting for the moment that Morena asked them about their history as swingers. Did they prefer a full swap, or just to add a partner? Were they supposed to book an extra room or use the one they were sharing? 
 
    “What brings you here?” Morena asked. As the paperwork was finished, she pulled out a pitcher and a bottle from the fridge. Gemma watched Morena partially fill two glasses with the pink liquid before she expertly uncorked the sparkling wine and topped up the glasses.  
 
    She desperately needed a drink because as soon as they went upstairs, she was going to have to tell Jasper what was really going on in this place. 
 
    “I have a conference in Halifax next week,” Jasper explained. “We thought a weekend away beforehand would be nice.” 
 
    “Perfect. A little fun before you get down to work.” She pushed the glasses before them.   
 
    Jasper glanced down at Gemma. “Something like that.” 
 
    Gemma took a welcome suck from the straw. Tart sweetness exploded on her tongue. “What is this?” she asked, more to change the subject than real curiosity. 
 
    “Cranberry cosmopolitan with a splash of prosecco to make it bubbly. I thought it was a nice lead-up for the holidays. I’m putting everyone to work tomorrow.” She motioned to the tree looming over the lobby. “Tree-trimming party.” 
 
    “Sounds perfect,” Jasper said with a smile. “And there’s a dinner tonight?” 
 
    “Our sit-down dinner, yes. It’ll be a little more formal than tomorrow night. And we’ve got a full house this weekend so there will be plenty of others to keep you interested. A few first-timers like yourself, but there’s plenty of couples who have been here before who will be happy to show you the ropes.” 
 
    There it was. Gemma held her breath and readied for the outburst. 
 
    “What kinds of ropes?” Jasper asked, in his matter-of-fact way. 
 
    “Well, you can find silk scarves in every cabin and I think there might be some cable ties–” 
 
    “Maybe we’ll just head up to our room,” Gemma interrupted, clutching Jasper’s arm. 
 
    “Of course. Let me just give you a key.” Morena looked up as the front door opened, her face softening into an expression of such happiness that Gemma felt her own heart twist with joy. “Tia. And, oh–Jacey and Dominic.” Without another word to Gemma and Jasper, Morena rushed out from behind the bar to hurry toward the door. 
 
    Gemma watched as the four exchanged heartfelt hugs. 
 
    “Should we wait?” Jasper whispered. 
 
    “We don’t have a key,” she hissed. So close–she was so close. 
 
    “I’m sorry. That was rude,” Morena called, returning to the bar with the threesome in tow. “It’s just that these are my very dear friends who I haven’t seen in so long. Gemma and Jasper, this is Tia, Dominic, and Jacey.” 
 
    “Jacey and Jasper? I think we need to do something with that.” The tall woman with the riot of curls gave a belly laugh. Gemma didn’t know where to look first–Jacey’s hair or her piercing eyes, or the chest with enough cleavage flashing to drown a small child.  
 
    “Definitely.” Jasper gave a hearty chuckle and Gemma gasped. Did Jasper just finagle an assignation with the woman? Just like that? 
 
    “Maybe we could meet in the hot tub after we check-in?” Jacey suggested, prompting a grin from Dominic.  
 
    “You don’t waste any time, do you?” 
 
    Jacey rolled her eyes. “What’s the point in that?”   
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    Morena watched as Jasper and Gemma climbed the stairs. “I don’t think he has any idea what he’s in for this weekend.”  
 
    “Isn’t that the fun of it?” Jacey asked, twining her arm through Tia’s. “He’s cute. I was completely serious about the hot tub. Ever since Wendy and Jackson put one in, I can’t get enough of the things.” 
 
    Morena smiled at the younger woman, still as forthcoming and honest as ever. “It’s so good to see you, Jacey. Both of you. All of you.” She felt the prickle of tears in her eyes as she met Tia’s gaze. “I’m so glad you came.” 
 
    Tia reached out to squeeze her hand. “No place we’d rather be.” 
 
    “When Tia told us her plans, we thought that was a perfect opportunity for another visit,” Dominic said. “Sort of like a chaperone.” 
 
    “Like that’s the last thing Tia needs,” Jacey scoffed. “She’s a grown woman. Tough as nails.” 
 
    “Why, Jacey, I never knew you cared,” Tia teased and smiled and Jacey’s cheeks flushed a pretty pink.  
 
    Morena had gotten to know Jacey and Dominic during their first visit to the inn and had kept in touch with the couple since then. She knew Tia was quite fond of both of them and didn’t feel slighted they had joined her for the trip. 
 
    Dominic touched her arm. “We were so sorry to hear about your friend.”  
 
    “Thank you,” Morena said automatically. 
 
    “That’s why I let him deal with the important, personal stuff,” Jacey announced, reaching for three glasses on the bar and filling them with the cranberry cosmopolitan mix. Morena topped them with the prosecco. “I don’t get what you’re supposed to say when someone dies. I never could understand it. I would end up saying something like “Oops, he’s dead.” 
 
    Morena blanched as Dominic rolled his eyes and Tia chuckled. They were well aware of Jacey’s idiosyncrasies. And Morena knew Jacey didn’t mean any harm, but the word dead rang in her ears. 
 
    Dead dead dead. 
 
    “Were you very close to him? Is that better?” Jacey asked apologetically as if she sensed Morena’s distress. For someone who often missed obvious social cues, Jacey was very perceptive about a person’s emotions.   
 
    “He was a big part of my past,” Morena said firmly, hoping to change the subject.  
 
    “Who else do we have joining us this weekend?” Tia asked, her eyes searching Morena’s face, who smiled sadly, letting her know that she was okay. 
 
    Of course she was okay. William was her history, nothing more. She had made that perfectly clear the last time she saw him. 
 
    Morena pulled her reservations book across the counter. It was old school, but she liked seeing the list of names every weekend. The book was also kept in her safe in her main office. As Henry pointed out when he was writing her memoirs, those lists of names could be worth a whole lot of money if it fell into the wrong hands. 
 
    The swinger community was tight-knit, but far-reaching and contained several surprises that the general population would find more than interesting.  
 
    “The fab foursome is back again,” Morena said to Tia. She and Tia had been close to Brian, Liliane, Richard, and Heidi in their youth. “They were booked even before we heard about William. Apparently, Richard is his power of attorney…was. He was his power of attorney, so we’ll be able to find out more.”   
 
    “What else do you need to know?” Jacey asked bluntly. “How he died?” 
 
    “Jacey,” Dominic hissed.  
 
    Morena stared at Jacey. She knew Jacey, knew her quirks and wasn’t offended. It was a good question, for what else did Morena need to know about the death of a man from her past.  
 
    “If he was alone,” she finally replied. “I hope there was someone with him.” 
 
    Jacey opened her mouth to speak, but Dominic elbowed his wife. The move brought a smile to Morena’s face. She could only imagine what Jacey was about to say.  
 
    She continued to read off a few names from her list with Tia nodding acknowledgement of a few.  
 
    Tia had a finger in everyone’s pie. 
 
    “And Lorde?” Jacey asked, eagerly enough for Dominic to cock an eyebrow in her direction.  
 
    “He may join us for dinner,” Morena explained. “But that would be it. He keeps Elizabeth fairly close.” 
 
    “I’m glad it worked out for him,” Jacey said. Another eyebrow from Dominic. “What? I am! He’s a nice guy. I want him to be happy.” 
 
    “And you’re not a little bit disappointed that he won’t be happy in your bed?” Dominic chided.  
 
    Jacey’s reaction was to throw her arms around her husband. “Will you listen to him? How weird is it that my husband is teasing me about another man?” 
 
    “And I’m glad this lifestyle has worked out for you.” Morena smiled. “But I don’t think Michael is quite there yet. Elizabeth is very precious to him. But there is someone for you to meet. My friend, Jed.” 
 
    Jacey’s jaw dropped. “Seriously? You want me with your guy?” 
 
    “Jed’s friend will be staying with us,” Morena finished with a wide smile. “I haven’t met him yet. You’ll have to give me your impressions.” 
 
    “You and Jed and the friend?” Jacey asked with an approving gleam in her eyes. 
 
    “I didn’t–I don’t–” Morena stammered. 
 
    “Two guys and one girl,” Jacey marvelled. She turned to Tia. “I used to want to be like you when I grew up, but after hearing about this, now I’m not sure. I think it’s a tie between the both of you.”  
 
    “And with that, I think we’ll head up to our room,” Dominic said. He took a protesting Jacey by the arm, appeased only by a bottle of champagne and promises to meet in the hot tub shortly.  
 
    Morena watched the couple head up the stairs. “She hasn’t changed.” 
 
    “I think she might be getting more sociable with the others,” Tia admitted. “They seem to be rubbing off some of her rough edges. But of course, I wonder if that’s really a good thing.” 
 
    Morena laughed. “Jacey is a wonder, and Dominic has the patience of a saint.” 
 
    “Thank goodness he doesn’t live as one.” Tia winked at Morena, before sliding around the counter to engulf her in a hug.  
 
    Morena relaxed in her embrace, never realizing how much she needed a friend until Tia was here.  
 
    “How are you?” Tia demanded in a gentle voice. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. I’m fine–really. But I can’t get my head around that William’s gone. It’s such a shock. And, well, the way I left things with him. It feels unfinished somehow.” 
 
    “You weren’t going to take him back, Morena, so stop thinking like that. He suggested; you refused. Politely, I’m sure, which was more than he deserved.” 
 
    Morena pulled away at the harsh tones, unspoken questions on her lips. 
 
    “You’re right. I did not like the man. I know it’s wrong to speak ill of the dead, but Morena, watching what he did to you? To Iliya? You know I’m not one to judge people’s proclivities, and I’m not. It’s his behaviour outside the bedroom that I disliked. He was control hungry; he needed to possess everyone he was involved with.” 
 
    “He was a Dom,” Morena defended him. 
 
    Tia tapped her nails on the counter like she was searching for words. “I’ve known my share of Doms, and William was much more,” she said finally. “He was a sadist, but there was a cruel streak to him in real life. That’s what I never liked. I knew what he was like as a businessman, and I was so afraid he would take that ruthlessness to the bedroom. I didn’t want you to be hurt.” 
 
    “He never hurt me,” Morena said, then paused. “Not like that. Not much.” 
 
    “He would have tried to block the publication of your book. You know that, don’t you?” 
 
    “Which is why things were so quiet. I asked for no advance publicity just in case. It’s funny,” she mused. “I had just been thinking that I should tell him before I got word. Things will be starting to heat up in about six weeks, but I kept putting off telling him. And now I don’t have to.” 
 
    “If William knew there was a book being published that would demonize him in any way, trust me, the man would have stuck around.” 
 
    “You’re probably right.” She sighed.  
 
    “Of course I am. Now, on to bigger and better topics. When am I going to meet this man of yours?” 
 
    “At dinner.” The smile was across her face before she realized. It seemed impossible for her to smile moments after discussing William, but somehow even the faintest thought of Jed lightened her mood.  
 
    “Oh, Morena!” Tia clapped her hands with delight. “You’re in love with him.” 
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    Lorde lingered in the kitchen. He’d come to help Morena with the guests, any mundane task she wanted to give him to do. He didn’t know any other way to help her with her grief. 
 
    Was she grieving? What had William been to her? Lorde knew they had once been close, but his relationship was such with Morena, that Lorde never asked details. 
 
    The thought made him squeamish, much like thinking of his mother being with another man.  
 
    Lorde wondered if that man was still Bram since they had run off together in the dead of night when Lorde had been seventeen.  
 
    But Lorde didn’t want to think about Morena or his mother, or any other female right then.  
 
    Because as he peered through the tiny window in the door leading out to the lobby, he saw that Jacey was here.  
 
    Jacey was back, standing right by the bar, almost in the same place that she had been when he last saw her. 
 
    After they… 
 
    They what? Spent the night together? Made love? Had some of the best sex in Lorde’s life?  
 
    And now she was standing right there, not ten feet away from him.  
 
    He waited, watched through the little window and felt like a stalker but couldn’t bring himself to go and greet her. There was something about Jacey that had gotten under his skin.  
 
    And into his pants as well.  
 
    How could he think of another woman when he was so in love with Elizabeth? Lorde didn’t want to remind himself that he’d been in love with Elizabeth when he’d slept with Jacey the first time.  
 
    As well as a variety of other women.  
 
    Lorde leaned his head against the door, desperately thinking of something, anything that would relieve the stiffness in his cock. Seeing Jacey made him remember what she felt like–the softness of her skin, the touch of her hands. 
 
    The sounds she made.  
 
    “Hey, man!”  
 
    Lorde whipped around at the sound of the voice. Jed grinned as he stepped into the kitchen, bringing in a gust of cold air as well as another man. “You okay?” 
 
    “Good,” Lorde said as he stepped away from the door. “Just…thinking for a sec.” 
 
    Jed glanced at him curiously. “It happens.”  
 
    He glanced at the other man, tall and blond with movie-star good looks. Even Lorde, without any attraction to men, could admit this guy was something.  
 
    Not that Jed wasn’t anything to write home about. Lorde liked Jed. He was a decent man and good to Morena. Of course, if he hadn’t been, Jed wouldn’t have lasted long. He admitted the age difference had been a little jarring at first, but Elizabeth had reminded him again and again that Morena’s happiness was all that mattered.  
 
    “Listen,” Jed toed off his boots and padded across the floor in vibrantly striped socks. “I want you to meet a friend of mine. Coulter, this is Lorde; Lorde, Coulter Wylde. I’ve known him since–how long has it been?” 
 
    “Too long,” Coulter said with a good-natured grin. “Is that what the ladies call you?” 
 
    “If they want me to answer. Michael Lorde,” Lorde conceded. “But no one calls me Michael.” 
 
    “Except for his ladies,” Jed said. “Elizabeth and Morena.” 
 
    “Where is the lovely Elizabeth?” Jed asked, glancing towards the kitchen.  
 
    “Seeing the girls off. I’ll bring her over for dinner later.” 
 
    “Lorde’s wife. But she’s not your wife, is she? Seems like it, you playing house with her,” Jed began. 
 
    “Hope to be soon enough.” Lorde’s guard was down; the only reason he let any mention of his dream slip out. 
 
    “Really?” Jed whistled. “That’s cool. Make an honest woman out of her. And with a better man than last time.”  
 
    Jed knew as much as Morena did about Elizabeth’s marriage to Alan.  
 
    “Elizabeth is the prettiest little thing–just a sweetheart,” Jed continued. “I love her to death.” 
 
    Lorde hid his smile. He wondered if Jed’s adoration of Elizabeth would change if he knew Elizabeth had woken him that morning with his cock in her mouth, demanding he fuck her. She might be a sweetheart, but she was sexy one at that, with a mouth like a trucker when she wanted him.  
 
    Elizabeth wanted him. The smile slid over his face at the thought.  
 
    “You can see her at dinner,” Lorde said to Coulter. 
 
    “And after dinner?” Coulter asked. “Isn’t that the plan here? A nice dinner and even nicer dessert?” 
 
    Lorde’s smile slid right off his face. “We go home after dinner.” 
 
    “That’s a shame,” Coulter said lightly.  
 
    Lorde’s face warmed. If he didn’t know better…He noticed Jed’s smirk. It had been several years since a man came on to him, but at least he still recognized it when it happened.   
 
    Coulter raised his eyebrow in a perfect Jack Nicholson impersonation. “So I thought Morena was your lady?” he asked Jed.  
 
    “Lorde’s known her longer, since he was a wee little boy.” 
 
    “Ah.” Coulter gave a nod of his blond head. “Mother issues.” 
 
    “There’s no issues,” Lorde said angrily.  
 
    “’Course not. Coulter’s just pulling your chain. He does that.” Jed slapped a hand across his friend’s chest. “Stop it.” 
 
    Coulter responded by sticking out his hand. “Mr. Lorde. It’s a pleasure to meet you.” 
 
    Lorde battled by handshake, squeezing tighter than Coulter.  
 
    “So who’s out there?” Jed asked, taking Lorde’s spot at the window.  
 
    “Tia and…” Lorde glanced out, relief pooling in his stomach. Jacey was gone, as well as Tia. “Tia. I was giving them time to talk before I burst in.” 
 
    “Well, let’s burst because my lady is all by her lonesome.” Jed gave Coulter another backhand across the chest. I can’t wait for her to meet you.”   
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    “This place is great,” Jasper said as he dropped their bags on the floor of their room. It was painted a silvery blue with a white dresser and desk, with a huge bed covered in a white quilt and mounds of pillows. 
 
    Gemma wished she could bury herself under the pile of pillows and not have this conversation. “Jasper, there’s something I have to tell you.” 
 
    “Look at the view,” he marvelled. “You can see the Bay of Fundy from here.” 
 
    She quickly glanced out the window, noticed the silver streak of water leading to the Atlantic Ocean. It was a pretty view, one she might have appreciated if her stomach hadn’t been tied in knots. She sat down on the bed, tucking her cold hands between her knees. “Jasper, those people downstairs–” 
 
    “She was amazing looking,” Jasper swung around to see her seated on the bed. “Not that you have to worry, because there’s no way I’d have a chance, even if I wanted to.” His brow furrowed. “Although it kind of seemed like she was flirting with me, as unbelievable as that sounds.” 
 
    “What if you did have a chance with her?” Gemma asked weakly. 
 
    “Like that’s going to happen.” Jasper prowled into the bathroom. “This is great too. I’m so glad there’s an ensuite because I hate when you have to go out into the hall to–” 
 
    “Jasper!” Gemma’s voice was tinged with desperation, which made Jasper poke his head out of the washroom. “I’m trying to tell you something.” 
 
    “About the woman downstairs. Because you know you don’t have to worry about it, don’t you? I love you, Gemma and only you.” 
 
    “It’s about the woman, but I’m not worried. Jasper, this place is for swingers. She is a swinger. They’re all swingers–maybe together, maybe not, I don’t know.”   
 
    Jasper gave a bark of laughter. “Swingers? How would you know that?” 
 
    “Because this place is a resort for swingers. A swinger’s resort. People come here to swing.” Gemma heaved a sigh of relief that it was done but now was the hard part. Jasper’s reaction.    
 
    “What do you mean, this is a swingers resort?” Jasper demanded. “Like a singles resort, but for swingers?” 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    “What exactly is a swinger?” 
 
    “A person who engages in group sex or swaps partners,” Gemma recited. “At least that’s what Wikipedia says.” 
 
    “Group sex? Swapping? And you brought us here?” Jasper sat down heavily on the bed. “Gemma, what’s going on?” 
 
    “I thought you’d like some excitement,” she whispered. 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    “We’ve been married six years and you know what they say about the seven-year itch? I wanted to try and head it off, make you so happy that you wouldn’t think of–” She was babbling, she knew she was babbling but she couldn’t seem to stop.  
 
    “I am happy with you, Gemma. This is…” Jasper shook his head. “Are you serious?” 
 
    “Would you want to?” she asked desperately. 
 
    “Would you?” 
 
    “That woman…that Jacey downstairs…she was looking at you.” 
 
    “Is that what she meant? Is that what she wanted?” Jasper had a stunned expression on his face, one that would have had Gemma bestowing kisses on his adorable face if the situation hadn’t been so tense. “Really?” 
 
    “I think so. I don’t really know. My friend Callie told me about this.” 
 
    “Is she one of these swingers?” 
 
    “I don’t really know. I don’t know her all that well.” 
 
    “Wow.” He looked at her, searching for answers in her eyes. “Is this what you want, Gemma?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” she said quickly. “Maybe.” 
 
    “Am I not enough for you?” 
 
    “Jasper, no. You’re so giving and generous and sexy, and you’ve got the best cock–” 
 
    “Gemma…” 
 
    “No, really, you do. You’re such an amazing lover and we’ve always had fun with trying new things. Remember when you tied me up with your tie, and then that time with the ice cube –” 
 
    “Gemma!”  
 
    “I love you, Jasper, so much. But I thought this might be fun to try.” 
 
    The words hung between them. Jasper reached up and pushed an errant curl behind Gemma’s ear and sighed. “Fun to try.” 
 
    “We don’t have to if you don’t want to. But…I’ve never been with anyone else.” 
 
    “It’s not like I’m a man of experience. I count two before you.” Another sigh. “Maybe we should go find this hot tub.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    He held up his hand. “I’m not promising anything. I can’t, because I don’t know what’s going on. I’d like to talk to people, before… I’d need to talk to them.” 
 
    Her heart was beating wildly. Was he serious? Were they really going to do this? “Of course. I don’t think we jump in and start doing it.” 
 
    “What exactly would we be doing?” 
 
    “I think that’s up to us, and the others…other couple…other person.” 
 
    “It could be us and someone else?” 
 
    “Another man, yes.” 
 
    “Why not another woman?” Jasper asked quickly.  
 
    “I–uh, I guess…Whatever you want. I wouldn’t know what to do, though.” 
 
    “And you think I do?” 
 
    “I think you can handle yourself with another woman,” Gemma assured him. 
 
    Jasper stared at her with disbelief before pulling her in for a hug. “I don’t believe you.” 
 
    “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you.” 
 
    “How is that even possible? You tell me every time you find a sale at Loblaws.”  
 
    “It was really hard,” Gemma said, her voice muffled by his shoulder. His strong, sexy shoulders that he was going to show to another woman. Gemma pulled back. “Are you sure about this?” 
 
    “I’ll say it again. Are you?” 
 
    “We don’t have to do anything. We can just go down and meet some people.” 
 
    “I can meet people. I’m good at meeting people.” 
 
    “You’re very good at meeting people.” 
 
    There was a pause as Gemma asked herself if this was what she wanted. Finally, Jasper exhaled in a huff. “Well, let’s do this if we’re going to. Do you think we wear bathing suits in the hot tub?” 
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    Morena watched Tia climb the stairs. 
 
    It was so good to see Tia. Morena was comfortable spending her free time with younger women like Elizabeth and Iliya, but it was nice having a friend her own age in the house.  
 
    And for Jacey and Dominic to join her.  
 
    “Did I miss her?” 
 
    Morena’s smile widened as Jed walked in. Jed, and a blond, blue-eyed, very tall drink of water. Her eyes flicked back to him as the two approached followed by Lorde. “Tia? Yes, but she’s looking forward to meeting you at dinner. Lorde, did you see who joined her? Jacey and Dominic are here as well.” 
 
    “Are they now?” 
 
    “They came with Tia as a surprise. It’s lucky I could still find them a room. It hasn’t been this busy for a long time.” 
 
    “Have many of your friends come because of him…William?” Jed asked.  
 
    “Just Tia, and now Jacey and Dominic. Brian and Liliane were already booked, but Richard and Heidi changed their plans to come.” 
 
    “Morena lost a friend a few days ago,” Jed explained to Coulter.  
 
    “If you could call him that,” Lorde muttered under his breath as he headed for the fireplace to check the burning logs. Morena frowned after him, watching as he left out the door leading to the woodpile. 
 
    “Could this Tia be interested in meeting me as well?” the blond said, pulling her attention away from the brooding Lorde.  “I’d love if my arrival made you that happy.”   
 
    “I can’t say if she’d be pleased,” Morena replied, even though her internal thoughts were screaming yes. There would be many happy women at the table that night with him sitting across from them. “You’d have to ask her yourself.” 
 
    “I might just have to do that.” He smiled at her, a blinding white smile with the perfect teeth only years of orthodontist work could provide.  
 
    He had dimples, dimples deep enough to lose a finger in. 
 
    Jed cleared his throat, and Morena tore her gaze away from him with more than a twinge of guilt. “Are you about finished?” 
 
    “Not even started,” he replied, giving her another toe-tingling smile. 
 
    Who was he? 
 
    “Morena, this is Coulter,” Jed said, slapping a hand on his shoulder.  
 
    From a distance, the two could be brothers with the tousled blond hair and blue eyes. But with a closer inspection, the differences were there. Jed’s hair was tousled by the wind and his hands, while Coulter’s ‘do looked as if it was produced by countless minutes by the mirror and several hair products. 
 
    It didn’t make him any less good-looking.  
 
    Never before had Morena been conscious of how much Jed looked like a country boy. She loved that about him, appreciated the faded jeans that hugged his narrow hips, and the stomach flattened by years of manual labour. But Coulter, with his tapered pants and fine cotton shirt, was all city compared to Jed.  
 
    She took the hand Coulter offered, felt the strength, the faint calluses of his palms. 
 
    What would a hand like that feel like on her body? 
 
    She shocked herself with the thought. It had been a long time since Morena had been to church, but she had to admit Coulter had a face like an angel. “It’s nice to meet you.” 
 
    Coulter squeezed her hand, practically bowing over it. “I’ve heard so many things about you.” 
 
    She glanced at Jed. “And I’ve heard…really nothing about you.” 
 
    Coulter laughed, the sound as sexy as expected. “You win. Jed’s always a bit close-mouthed and hasn’t told me much either. Only that there is a woman, as sexy as hell. He said something about an age difference, but it’s no more than a couple of years, is it?” 
 
    “Oh, you’re good.” She tried to pull her hand away but Coulter’s grip was firm. 
 
    “I hope you’ll be finding out just how good.” 
 
    Another glance at Jed, who shrugged. “Coulter’s a little direct.” 
 
    “More like, when I see something I want, I go and get it. And you, mystery woman, I decided I wanted you as soon as I walked in here.” 
 
    “Maybe you should meet the rest of the guests.” Morena’s gaze flickered again to Jed. Were they really doing this? Other than the quick mention the other night, they hadn’t talked at all about it. Jed had tried last night, but Morena had been overwhelmed with the news of William’s death and hadn’t felt like talking about anything. 
 
    Jed slapped a hand on Coulter’s shoulder. “We’ll have a good night.” 
 
    They were doing it.  
 
    She glanced at Coulter who grinned at her. She couldn’t get over those dimples. And the mouth between them–full, sexy lips demanding to be kissed.  
 
    Jed was watching her with a hopeful expression on his face.  
 
    Two handsome men for her for the night? There were worse things. 
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    By the time Lorde returned with an armful of firewood, the lobby was deserted. He guessed that Morena had gone with Jed to show Coulter to his room.  
 
    He wondered what else she’d be showing him. 
 
    Lorde gave his head a shake. Where did that come from? Morena was a grown woman, capable of making her own decisions. Who she wanted to spend her time with, in whatever capacity, was no business of his.  
 
    He finished stacking the wood when the gust of cold air behind him announced the arrival of more guests. 
 
    “Well, aren’t you a sight for sore eyes!” 
 
    Lorde straightened up in time for Liliane to come barrelling into him, throwing her arms around his waist. 
 
    “Hello to you too,” he said awkwardly. The woman was practically squeezing the life out of him. He glanced over the top of her head. “Richard.” 
 
    “Hello, Lorde.” The older man glanced around the lobby. “No Morena?” 
 
    “Showing a guest to his room.” 
 
    “Was he a cute one?” Liliane asked as she released him.  
 
    “Depends on your definition of cute.” 
 
    “No one is as cute as you,” she said, reaching up as if to pinch his cheeks. Lorde stepped quickly out of her reach. 
 
    “Leave the boy alone,” Richard demanded in a good-natured voice, following Lorde to the bar. “What’s she got out for us to drink today?” 
 
    Lorde gestured to the pitcher of pink still left on the counter. “Some girlie drink.” 
 
    “Some of us like girlie drinks,” Liliane said, perching her toned ass on one of the stools. “Fill’er up, bartender.” 
 
    Lorde wondered if Liliane had been filling up on her way there. He poured her a drink, added ice and prosecco like Morena had instructed him, then found a beer for Richard.  
 
    “Cheers,” Richard said, raising his glass. “So, how is our girl?” 
 
    “Morena?” Lorde frowned. “She’s fine.” 
 
    “Fine?” Richard scoffed. “She lost the man who could arguably be called the love of her life. She’s not fine.” 
 
    “She seemed fine,” Lorde retorted, keeping his tone mild. “She was upset when she heard, but she’s handling things.” 
 
    “Of course she’s handling things. Hasn’t she said anything to you?” Liliane asked, well into her drink. 
 
    “I’m not sure what she’d say to me. I’m under the impression that she doesn’t know much about how it happened.” 
 
    Richard waved his unasked questions away. “Emotional, though? Tears? Tantrums?” 
 
    Liliane snorted. “From Morena? Please. She’s keeping everything inside, just like she always does. I’ll talk to her.” 
 
    “Tia is here,” Lorde offered. “I think she came for support.” 
 
    Richard’s shoulders seemed to relax. “Good. That’s good. I haven’t seen Tia in years,” he mused.  
 
    “And the last time she didn’t seem too inclined to see you, so don’t get your knickers in a knot,” Liliane said scornfully. “Who else is here?” 
 
    “I’m here,” said a voice. Lorde turned. The stiffness he’d felt in the kitchen while spying on Jacey in the lobby returned in full force because there was Jacey gliding across the floor with a smile on her face, wearing nothing but one of the inn’s thick robes.  
 
    “Well, yes you are,” Richard boomed as he took a step towards Jacey, gathering her in his arms. Lorde wasn’t aware they were such good friends, but maybe Richard was taking advantage of giving an almost naked woman a hug.  
 
    She probably wasn’t naked. There must be a bathing suit under the robe.  
 
    Had to be. Because he was going to explode in his pants if there wasn’t. 
 
    Liliane stepped up to greet Jacey next and then there she was, right in front of him.  
 
    “Hello, Lorde,” Jacey said with a hint of a smile. 
 
    “Hello, Jacey.” 
 
    “Is this all the hello I get?” 
 
    “What else were you looking for?” he asked with a hint of his own smile, details of their time together coming back to him in very clear images.  
 
    “Was I loud enough before?” she asked, biting her lip as she slowly moved up and down along the length of him. 
 
    Lorde shook his head. “More.” 
 
    “That’s what I said.” 
 
    “Then that’s what I’ll give you.” Grasping her waist, he lifted her up so only the tip remained inside her, and then pulled her onto him at the same time he thrust his hips up.  
 
    Jacey cried out as his cock slammed against her g-spot. 
 
    He lifted her again. “More?” he asked with a raised eyebrow, easily holding her steady even as she squirmed for the feel of his cock again. 
 
    “More,” she panted. “Please…fuck me like that again.” 
 
    “If you like.”  
 
    He held her tight, wouldn’t let her move against him. He controlled the thrusts, the depth, and intensity, and Jacey was powerless against his strength.  
 
    She gripped his shoulders and pleaded for more, eventually begging for him to make her come. The slow, controlled thrusts were good, hitting every inch of her insides but it wasn’t enough. She needed more, friction against her aching clit, desperate for release.  
 
    And then he moved his hand between them, his thumb barely grazing her clit, and Jacey screamed. She kept screaming as yet another orgasm raced through her body, and Lorde released her hips and let her hips take what she wanted. 
 
    Finally, her body satiated, she slumped against him. 
 
    “We’re not done yet,” he told her, wrapping his arms around her waist. 
 
    “Please,” Jacey whispered. 
 
    “Yes, I heard you begging,” Lorde said. In a well-practiced move, he shifted, lifting her from his lap, to turn and lay her on the bed. His cock remained buried inside her. “It’ll be over soon.” 
 
    Jacey groaned as he reared back on muscular arms and began thrusting into her, deep and hard and taking what he wanted from her. 
 
    She whimpered as he pulled out, leaving her empty. He pulled her legs up to rest on his shoulders, and driving back in, harder than before.  
 
    He thrust in, hard and fast, relentless in his quest keeping his eyes on a point above her head, his shoulder muscles straining. Without a word, without a sound, he fucked her; the only way Jacey could tell he was close to coming was his breath, coming in panting gasps.  
 
    And then with a staccato of thrusts, Lorde exploded inside her. His eyes closed, and with a murmur, “Elizabeth,” he collapsed on top of her, releasing her legs so they fell on either side of him. 
 
    Jacey left him there, his head cradled on her breasts until his breathing slowed and he began to stir.  
 
    “That was the best sex in the shortest amount of time I’ve ever had,” she told him quietly.  
 
    Lorde raised his head. “Sorry about that,” he said, looking anything but. 
 
    “I’m not complaining.” She laughed. “And because we don’t know each other very well, I’m not about to get upset that you said another woman’s name when you came. But I think while we wait for round two, you can at least tell me more about her.” 
 
    “Round two?” Lorde’s eyes were wary, from the demand for answers rather the request for more sex. 
 
    “You’re not getting off that easy.” 
 
    Lorde chuckled as he rested his head on her breasts again. “You sure did.” 
 
    Jacey raised an eyebrow, and Lorde chuckled in response, knowing that she was thinking the same thing he was.  
 
    “It’s good to see you,’ he conceded.  
 
    “It is,” she agreed with a toss of her head, the curls caught up in a clip at the top of her head. “Well, I’m off to the hot tub if anyone cares to join me.” With a lingering glance at Lorde, she sashayed to the door. 
 
    Lorde heard Richard’s sigh. 
 
    “I see you’re still happily in love with Elizabeth.” Lorde turned to Liliane with a question in his eyes. “If you weren’t, then you’d be after that girl like a fat kid on a Smartie,” she finished with a chortle. 
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    Gemma’s stomach was tingling with nerves as she made her way down the stairs with Jasper. They’d had a heated discussion about whether to wear a bathing suit; their consensus was to wear one with the possibility of taking it off if that was the norm. 
 
    “I’m sorry if this turns into a complete nightmare,” she whispered as they reached the lobby.  
 
    Jasper squeezed her hand. “We won’t let it. Just remember that I love you. And you love me. No falling in love with anyone else.” 
 
    “We fall in like,” Gemma vowed. “Sexual like. That’s it.” 
 
    “Is that even a thing?” Jasper wondered. “Maybe lust?” 
 
    “Like doesn’t sound as dirty,” Gemma whispered as they headed across the gleaming wood plank floor to the bar. The smell of the Christmas tree and the fireplace filled the air with a heady aroma.  
 
    “If you’re not looking for dirty, I think we’re in the wrong place,” Jasper whispered back. 
 
    “Hello, you two,” Morena called from behind the bar. “Headed for the hot tub? Care for a drink to take with you?” 
 
    “That would be great,” Gemma said too quickly, and Morena smiled knowingly. 
 
    “Liquid courage is a lovely thing. I’ll fix you another cranberry cosmo. Jasper?” 
 
    “Again–great. Thanks.” 
 
    “Maybe a beer for me,” Jasper admitted. “In a really big glass.” 
 
    “Liliane took out a couple of bottles of wine, so you’ll be fine for refills,” Morena said, filling their glasses. “You’ll like her. And you met Jacey, Dominic, and Tia earlier. They’re already soaking in the bubbles.”  
 
    “Great,” Jasper said. Gemma could tell Jasper was nervous by his voice, his posture–ramrod straight–like he expected an attack from behind him. She was tense as well, but at least she had a few days to get used to the idea. She’d thrown it on Jasper only moments ago, and he was doing pretty well for that fact.  
 
    “Here you go.” Morena pushed the glasses across the counter, only to hold them firm as Gemma reached for it. “I like to remind my guests that they’re here to have fun and meet new people, but most of all, relax. No one will judge you for what you might or might not do. The choice is yours. I hope you enjoy yourselves.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Gemma said gratefully. She turned to Jasper, glass in hand. “Let’s do this.” 
 
    “Lead the way.” 
 
    It was the longest walk of Gemma’s life. Not only was the air crisp and cold, but every step felt like there was a weight attached to her foot rather than the cheap flip-flops. Looking around, looking anywhere besides the gazebo straight ahead that housed the hot tub, based on the rising steam and the laughter, Gemma thought that the gardens must be beautiful in the spring. The ground was covered with a thin layer of snow, with the path cleared of any puddles of slush. 
 
    “Hey, there!” A glance showed a waving arm from the water. Jacey. And getting closer, Gemma was relieved to see she was wearing a bathing suit.  
 
    “Any room for us?” Jasper called in a hearty, booming voice, unlike his usual tone. 
 
    “Right beside me,” Jacey replied. As they climbed the steps, Gemma noticed how Jacey was smiling at them. She felt her stomach tighten.  
 
    You wanted this, she reminded herself. Of course women would want to be with Jasper. What did you expect–that he’d be sitting on the sidelines? 
 
    Gemma steeled her back as she slipped off the robe and set it on a nearby chair. Jasper already had a foot in the water but held out his hand to her to help her step in.  
 
    “Welcome.” The older woman beside Dominic smiled at them as Gemma found a seat beside Tia. “Good idea to bring drinks, but Morena makes sure we have lots of wine. I feel like a third wheel since you all know each other.” 
 
    “We met when we were checking in,” Jasper explained, settling into a spot beside Jacey with a nervous grin pasted on his face.  
 
    “We’ve never been here before,” Gemma added, before taking a gulp of her drink.  
 
    “And you know what to expect?” Jacey asked carefully, turning to Jasper.  
 
    He raised his eyebrows at Gemma. “I do now.” 
 
    “But not really,” Gemma added. “First time for anything like this. Am I allowed to say that?” 
 
    “You can say anything you want,” Dominic assured her. “Communication is key.”  
 
    “Then I should say I’m really scared,” she admitted, hunching her shoulders. “And completely clueless.” 
 
    Tia brushed her shoulder against Gemma’s. “Don’t be scared. No one expects you to do anything you don’t want to.” 
 
    Jasper nodded. “That’s what Morena said.”  
 
    “She is the expert,” Liliane said, reaching out of the water for the wine bottle that was just out of reach. Dominic stood to get it for her, and Gemma couldn’t help but admire his dripping torso. Stocky but tight, without a hint of a middle-age paunch. She guessed his age to be mid-to-late thirties, at least several years older than her. 
 
    Tia was harder to estimate. She was a beautiful woman with catlike brown eyes, and a perfectly shaped reddish-brown bob hanging sleek and straight even with the heat of the water. There were faint lines around her eyes, but her skin was pale and smooth, like she rarely saw the sun without a hat. At least fifty, Gemma decided. And she didn’t seem the type to be a swinger. 
 
    Not that Gemma had any idea what a swinger looked like, but if she did, it wouldn’t be Tia. Tia looked…uptight. Sexy, but severe. 
 
    Maybe that was the turn-on. She looked like a headmistress, stalking naughty students with a ruler and a frown.  
 
    Gemma turned away, shocked at how the image brought a thrill between her legs.   
 
    Liliane looked like a swinger, Gemma decided–laid-back and attractive, with a hand holding her wineglass propped on the edge of the hot tub and the other hidden under the water. From the way Dominic kept shooting glances at her, Gemma wondered if he knew the location of the missing hand.  
 
    “So you’ve never done anything like this before?” Jacey asked again. Gemma shook her head forlornly. 
 
    “It’s not a bad thing,” Dominic hastened to assure her. “Everyone has a first time.” 
 
    “When was yours?” Jasper asked.  
 
    “Yes, what was your first time?” Liliane echoed. “I’ve never asked.” 
 
    “Tia has parties,” Dominic explained. “And she invited us to one soon after we moved into the neighbourhood. It was…interesting.” 
 
    Tia raised an elegantly sculpted eyebrow. “That’s what you call interesting?” 
 
    “It was great.” Dominic laughed. “She does the key thing–takes a woman and then picks a man’s keys out of a bowl, so it’s random.” 
 
    “Sort of random,” Jacey cut in. 
 
    “Mostly random,” Tia agreed with a sideways glance at Jacey.  
 
    “So that first night–?” Dominic spluttered. 
 
    “Dominic, really? It was my party. I got who I wanted to.” 
 
    Gemma gasped with laughter at the expression on Dominic’s face. Was this what it was like? They seemed like such good friends. Is that what happened when you had sex with someone? 
 
    “I feel like a virgin,” Gemma confessed suddenly. 
 
    “Touched for the very first time?” Jacey grinned as Gemma recognized the words from the Madonna song. “Oh, thank god. I wasn’t sure how old you were.” 
 
    “I just turned thirty. Jasper is two years older.” 
 
    “And you’ve never been with another man? Or a woman?” Tia asked gently, with a glance at Jacey. 
 
    “Er…no.” 
 
    “You’re very beautiful, you know.” Tia lifted a wet hand to stroke Gemma’s cheek. “I love the curls.” 
 
    “It’s…all frizz now.” Gemma wished she had thought to pull her hair up like Jacey since the ends of her blonds curls drooped into the water.  
 
    Tia smiled, pushing an errant curl behind her ear.   
 
    “I think so,” Liliane said from the other end of the hot tub. “Might as well.” 
 
    Gemma felt her eyes grow bigger as she looked from Tia to Liliane, to Jacey who had a smug smile on her face. “Might as well, what?” 
 
    “Gemma…would you like to know what it’s like to be with a woman?” Tia asked in a gentle voice. 
 
    “A woman…you?” Her throat had suddenly closed up so her words were little more than a squeak. “Here?” 
 
    “Or in one of the cabins. But I thought here…so you and Jasper could experience it together. It’s so warm here in the water.” Tia cupped her cheek, drew her forward. “We can start with a kiss. Just a kiss.” 
 
    And then Tia kissed Gemma, her lips light and soft, wet and warm from the water. So gentle. Gemma opened her lips, felt Tia’s tongue slide in, felt the touch echo between her legs like a lightning bolt had struck. 
 
    Tia pulled away, leaving Gemma unable to form a coherent thought. “Oh.” 
 
    “Oh.” Tia smiled into her eyes. “What did you think of that?” 
 
    “I thought it was nice.” 
 
    Jacey laughed. “Never tell a man it’s nice. Just a bit of advice.” 
 
    “Not nice. Okay.” 
 
    “Jasper?” Tia turned to Jasper, who was staring with his mouth hanging open. Gemma recognized the expression from when she had once underdressed in front of him, slowly, with a slow swing of her hips. 
 
    She would bet money that under the water, Jasper’s cock was hard as a rock.  
 
    A frisson of pride began inside of her.  
 
    “Is this all right with you?” Tia asked Jasper. 
 
    “Uh huh.” Jasper’s eyes were still wide and staring, and with a laugh, Dominic clapped him on the back. 
 
    “First time, bro, first time. There’s nothing like it.” 
 
    “Would you like to take off your bathing suit?” Tia asked. “Liliane, maybe you could help her.” 
 
    Gentle hands assisted and soon Gemma was divested of her suit, sitting naked and a little uncomfortable in the water. The water was warm and the bubbles hid all of her parts, but what exactly did Tia want her to do?  
 
    Tia wanted to kiss her breasts.  
 
    Her hand found the warmth between her legs. Gemma instinctively spread her legs, allowing Tia’s fingers to press and probe. She rose from her breast, kissing her lips as she explored Gemma’s heat.  
 
    Gemma gasped against Tia’s mouth as her finger slipped inside of her. Softly, slowly, Tia thrust inside, her thumb hard against her nub.  
 
    Gemma spread her legs even farther apart.  
 
    This weekend was starting to be a really good idea.  
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    “Are you watching this?” 
 
    Morena turned from the window at the sound of Iliya’s voice, her face flushing with guilt. She did her best to let her guests do what they wanted to without chaperoning or giving her opinion. She never interfered in their choices, other than to sometimes give couples a nudge at times, always subtly. She never watched, even when something intriguing was going on. 
 
    Until now.  
 
    “I shouldn’t be,” Morena confessed, stepping away from the window looking out to the back gardens, giving a perfect view of the hot tub. “I never do.” 
 
    “You should. Iliya laughed. “This is hot! I’ve never seen anything like it.” 
 
    Morena gave Iliya a sideways glance. “I sincerely doubt that.” 
 
    “Well, maybe…once. But I didn’t take part.” 
 
    “Feel free to join them now.” 
 
    “No, I think they’re doing well enough on their own.” 
 
    Iliya stepped closer to the window standing to the side so she wouldn’t be visible to anyone looking in. Morena reluctantly joined her. 
 
    “Look at her face,” Iliya marvelled. “I know exactly what Tia is doing to her under the water.” 
 
    “She’s adorable.” Morena had been struck by Gemma’s freshness when she first met her, worried by Jasper’s obliviousness about the inn, but she was happy to see he had figured things out. 
 
    Watching your wife get fingered in a hot tub by another woman would do that. 
 
    “Looks like the other one’s getting in on the action,” Iliya said in a hushed voice as Jacey took one of Gemma’s nipples in her mouth.  
 
    “Jacey doesn’t like to wait.” The hot tub under the protective gazebo roof was just close enough for her to be able to distinguish faces, but her eyes weren’t as good as Iliya’s to allow her to see expressions. She could only imagine the look on Gemma’s face. 
 
    “That’s Jacey? And Dominic? I’ve heard of them.” There was no eagerness in Iliya’s voice, only a slight resentment. Morena knew her well enough to realize Iliya had a selfish streak that led her to collect as much attention for herself.  
 
    Morena suspected Iliya and Jacey would not get along. “Tia is quite fond of them.” 
 
    Iliya made a soft noise in her throat. “Henry’s mentioned them a few times.” 
 
    “Yes, I believe his parents know Jacey.” 
 
    “It’s so mixed up.” Iliya sighed. “Everyone knows everyone else. Almost incestuous.” 
 
    “Thankfully, it’s not,” Morena said grimly.  
 
    “That’s definitely something I’ve never been into,” Iliya agreed. She glanced at Morena briefly, before turning back to the action out the window. “Speaking of connections, how are you doing about William?” 
 
    “I should be asking you.” 
 
    Iliya waved her hand. “It’s strange; as soon as Henry and I got together, it was like any pull I had towards William disappeared. I didn’t want to contact him. I never thought of him and I never saw him again.” Her face fell. “The last time I saw him, I was angry with him. I don’t like that. I wish I had time to explain why and what I had been thinking.” 
 
    “He wouldn’t have understood,” Morena said in a quiet voice. “No matter what you may have tried to say, he would have gone on believing that you’d be back.” 
 
    “I always went back to him,” Iliya admitted, her hand reaching out to clutch the sheer curtain. “Even with Del, and that was a good marriage. I treated Del horribly.” 
 
    “I’m sure he’s forgiven you.” 
 
    “I talked to him, the last time Henry and I were in Toronto. He wanted to meet Del–had a total fangirl moment. It was cute.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t Henry have a fanboy moment?” 
 
    “It doesn’t sound as good. But they’re friends now, helping each other with their writing. Very strange. Especially since Kenna can’t really look me in the eye.” 
 
    Morena gave her a sideways glance. “Del’s wife? That’s too bad.” 
 
    “I’m glad she’s happy with Del, but the lifestyle wasn’t for her. Now this one.” Iliya leaned closer to the window as Jasper helped Gemma perch on the edge of the hot tub, water streaming from between her naked breasts. “Is that it? No–bathing suit’s already gone. That’s going to get cold pretty fast.” 
 
    “I don’t think she minds,” Morena murmured. “Gorgeous.”  
 
    “The husband’s a looker too. And he’s all over the little–Do you see that cock?” Both women focused on the member straining under Jasper’s swim trunks. “That boy is going to be popular tonight.” 
 
    “I think you’re a little late,” Morena pointed out as Jacey abandoned Gemma for Jasper. “And look, Dominic is getting in on this.” 
 
    Dominic stood up, his muscular back streaming water and cupped Gemma’s cheek. The younger woman looked nervous as Tia moved before her, parting her thighs. “Oh, she’s not. Right there? Go, Tia!” Iliya cheered as Tia bent her head between Gemma’s legs. “Stop kissing her, Dominic, I want to see her face.” 
 
    Dominic obeyed, even though there was no way he heard Iliya from inside. He began kissing his way to Gemma’s breasts, rosy-tipped with both the cold air and the excitement. Gemma herself closed her eyes, leaning back on her hands as she pulled one of her legs out of the water.  
 
    Morena felt a tug between her own legs as they watched them, Tia’s head bobbing as she licked and sucked.  
 
    Even with the window closed, Morena could tell when Gemma cried out with pleasure, one of her hands resting on Tia’s head.  
 
    “She’s a lucky girl,” Iliya said in a hollow voice.  
 
    “Yes, she is.” 
 
    They watched in silence, so focused on the X-rated action outside, neither one of them heard Lorde approach from the other side of the lobby. 
 
    “What’s that you’re looking at?” he asked. Morena leaped back from the window. 
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    “Holy–wow.” Lorde’s eyes widened as he glanced out the window to see Gemma in the throes in what was apparently a powerful orgasm.  
 
    “I bet she’s a screamer,” Iliya said smugly.  
 
    “I don’t…need…to know that.” Lorde turned away from the sight of Gemma with difficulty. He’d always liked to watch women come, even when he wasn’t the one helping with it. 
 
    Despite his best intentions, Lorde turned back to the window, well aware of the tightness in his pants. It wasn’t right to watch something so intimate, but he couldn’t help himself. Especially when Jacey was right there in the hot tub, the water moulding the swimsuit against her full breasts. She straddled one of the guests, kissing him on and on.  
 
    Lorde had dreamed about those breasts. But he’d never kissed her. He’d always thought kissing too intimate an action to do with a woman other than Elizabeth. 
 
    “Goodness,” Morena murmured, her gaze focused on Gemma as Tia lifted her head and kissed her on the mouth.  
 
    “I think it’s going to be a good weekend,” Iliya said, pushing away from the window. “I need to find Henry now.”  
 
    Morena laughed as Iliya hurried away.  
 
    “That doesn’t usually happen.” Lorde gave the action out the window one last look and reluctantly and turned away. “And so quick. They only just checked in.” 
 
    “I guess they didn’t want to wait. I’ve noticed things have gotten a bit frisky a few times out there.” She smiled at Lorde as the phone rang, hurrying back to the bar to answer it. 
 
    Lorde took another peek to see Gemma red-faced and smiling shyly at her audience in the hot tub. It was her first time here, and in another life, Lorde would have been the first in line to make her visit a memorable one. But he had Elizabeth now. 
 
    Would Elizabeth ever want to join in? 
 
    The thought made him jump like he’d been hit with an electrical current. He turned to find Morena standing there. She’d touched his shoulder, giving him a shock. 
 
    “Sorry,” Morena said, her hand over the cordless phone. “I have to take this. Could you watch the bar for me?”  
 
    “Sure.” He shook his head as Morena hurried across the lobby. It was a sign that he shouldn’t be thinking of other women. He had Elizabeth–the only woman he’d ever wanted. 
 
    The only woman he’d ever loved.  
 
    To be truthful, he’d wanted his fair share of women–one who was now currently in the hot tub. Lorde watched Jacey separate from Jasper, with a smile on her face and hair that he could practically feel between his fingers. 
 
    Elizabeth. Elizabeth, Elizabeth… 
 
    “Do you miss it?” Elizabeth had asked him one night a few weeks ago as they were getting ready for bed. “The other women?” 
 
    “How could I miss anything when I have you?” he had replied.  
 
    And it was true. Elizabeth was everything Lorde had ever wanted in a woman. There was nothing he couldn’t find with her. 
 
    But at times, the lure of a new body was tempting. The door to the back garden opened, wrenching him away from his thoughts. “Oh,” Gemma said with surprise. “You’re not Morena.” 
 
    “I’m not. Lorde.” He moved behind the bar. “Can I get you anything?” 
 
    “I came back for more of that cranberry cocktail.”  
 
    “I’ve got something you might like better.” She was pretty with heavy blond curls, delicate features, and a wide smile. He might have thought the pink cheeks were from the cold run into the inn, had he not seen playtime in the tub. “I see you found your way to the hot tub.”  
 
    “I…” Lorde tried to hide his smirk as Gemma’s eyes widened, so blue and so big, almost like one of Grace’s dolls. “Did you see?” 
 
    Lorde inclined his head an inch. “Saw what?” 
 
    “Oh!” Gemma slapped her hands on her cheeks, and Lorde chuckled. “You did see me…and her. Them. Oh, gosh.” 
 
    “There’s no point being embarrassed. I’ve seen lots of things going on here.” 
 
    “Really? Like what?” Gemma said quickly. 
 
    “I’m not one to peek and tell.” 
 
    “Do you kiss and tell?” 
 
    “Can’t say I’m inclined to do that.” He poured her a drink slowly, wanting to keep the conversation going. He had Elizabeth, so there was no possibility with Gemma, but he had to admit she was adorable, and there was nothing wrong with talking to an attractive woman.  
 
    “That’s what Callie said,” Gemma said. 
 
    Lorde frowned. “Callie?”  
 
    “Callie Champlain. She’s a friend of mine. Maybe not a good friend yet, but she’s the one who told me about this place, so maybe I should make her a better friend because things are going pretty well so far.” 
 
    “Callie…” Lorde pictured the voluptuous blonde, recalled sitting beside her at dinner, poised to ask to join her in a cabin.  
 
    He’d been thisclose with her, and then Elizabeth had been there, and any other woman had been forgotten. “I remember Callie,” he admitted. “How is she?” 
 
    “She’s good. She’s part of my book club.” 
 
    That prompted a laugh. “Can’t say I can see Callie in a book club.” 
 
    “Oh, it’s kind of a dirty book club, so she fits right in.” 
 
    “That she would.” 
 
    Lorde studied Gemma as he fixed her a drink. The blonde hair was unkempt from the water and Tia. 
 
    Tia and Dominic both. And in public. For a first-timer, Gemma was going to fit in very well here. 
 
    For a moment Lorde felt a pang of regret that he wouldn’t be the one to consummate her first visit. Lead her out to one of the cabins and lay her on the bed, slowly take off her clothes before tying her wrists to the headboard. He liked to do that to the more nervous of the women to take away their control and any doubts they might have. 
 
    He had liked to do that. Not now. Now he had Elizabeth, and there would be no tying up nervous women with their big blue eyes staring at him–  
 
    “What’s in that? Lorde?” 
 
    Lorde blinked, realizing Gemma had spoken to him. “Uh, whiskey. Peach schnapps and peach juice with a bit of iced tea. It’s sweet.” 
 
    Like you, he wanted to add.  
 
    “I don’t usually drink whiskey,” Gemma said. “But there’s a first time for everything.” She stared at the drink, at the tiny umbrella he’d added for her. “I guess there’ll be lots of firsts for me this weekend.” 
 
    “That’s what this place is for.” Lorde handed her the glass. “Enjoy.”  
 
    The door swung open and Liliane blew in with a gust of icy air. “Oh ho, I should have known what was keeping you, Gemma. Lorde here keeping you occupied?” 
 
    “He’s making me a drink. With whiskey.” Gemma sipped through the straw, fixing those blue eyes on him.  
 
    Lorde felt something stir inside him. “Just a drink.” 
 
    “Oh, I know. Elizabeth is a lucky woman.” Liliane winked. “Would you mind finding me another bottle of wine? We’re still going strong out there. Coming, Gemma?” 
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    “I can’t believe we did that!” Gemma giggled for the tenth time since she and Jasper had returned to their room to get ready for dinner.  
 
    “I didn’t do much of anything,” Jasper said. Was that disappointment in his voice? “I mean, Jacey was there and she…” He trailed off with a sheepish grin. “I don’t know what I’m supposed to say.” 
 
    “Dominic said we needed to communicate for this to work,” Gemma reminded him as she shrugged off the robe, standing naked in the room. There had seemed little point in putting on a wet bathing suit after Tia had helped her take it off, and the robe was thick and warm and hid everything.  
 
    Talking to Lorde while naked underneath had been interesting. He was so good-looking in a hunky, brooding way. So different than Jasper, but Gemma felt her toes begin to curl the more they talked. If Liliane hadn’t interrupted them… 
 
    “And you want this to work?” Jasper asked. “It seemed like you did, but I want to make sure.” 
 
    “People saw me,” Gemma whispered as she pulled back the quilt. 
 
    “Are you planning on going to bed?” Jasper asked. 
 
    “I’m trying to warm up.” 
 
    Jasper nodded. As she watched from beneath the warm quilt, he slipped out of his own robe, peeling off his swimsuit and crawled in after her. Gemma curled up beside him, grateful for his warmth. “And yes, quite a few people did see you. I have to say, Gem, I never would have thought you’d do something like that.” 
 
    “Are you mad?” She scuttled away from him, gazed at him with horror. 
 
    “No! No, of course not. Whatever you want. Whatever you feel comfortable with.” 
 
    “I didn’t know I would have–that they…Tia…” She swallowed. “I don’t know how to say it.” 
 
    “I know what she did.” Gemma was relieved to see the smile on Jasper’s face. “I was there through the whole thing.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “It was hot,” he confessed in a low voice. “Sexy.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    Jasper nodded, his hair wet against the pillow. “When you came…I was…with Jacey.” 
 
    “What did you do to her?” Gemma was more curious about what he had gotten up to under the water than she expected to be. “And what did she do to you? Did you come?” 
 
    Jasper shook his head. “I made her come, with my fingers. At least I think I did. She was quiet.” 
 
    “Unlike me. But you didn’t come?” Gemma snaked a hand down Jasper’s chest, his taut stomach to find a semi-hard cock. She was surprised at how much she was bothered with Jasper not being satisfied.  
 
    “Not in the water,” he said awkwardly. 
 
    “Probably a good idea. But now…” 
 
    “Now we’re supposed to be having a shower and getting ready for dinner.” 
 
    “But there’s still time.” She pulled away from him, slid farther down under the covers. “It’s really warm under here.” 
 
    “Gemma…” 
 
    She grasped his cock, so long and thick. Her husband really did have a magic member. And he knew what to do with it. For the first time, the thought of him being with a woman, him being with Jacey, perhaps, didn’t leave her with a tinge of terror. 
 
    She felt pride now, at the thought of how he could pleasure a woman. While Gemma was being pleasured by someone else. 
 
    “Do you really want me to stop?” Her words were muffled by being under the covers and without waiting for his answer, Gemma took his cock in her mouth.  
 
    She heard his answer as if from a distance. “Not really.” 
 
    Gemma wasn’t about to stop, even if Jasper wanted her to. He rarely asked her for a blow job, but she knew he enjoyed them. 
 
    And what man would say no to his wife taking him in her mouth? 
 
    Gemma used her tongue to explore Jasper while she kept her hand firmly around the base of his cock, sliding it up and down as she licked him like her favourite flavour of ice cream cone.  
 
    He tasted clean, albeit smelled a bit like chlorine.   
 
    She liked doing this to him, liked it better that he rarely asked. Because it wasn’t often, Gemma thought of oral sex as a treat for Jasper. He was always so appreciative.  
 
    “Gemma, wait.” Cool air bit her back as Jasper yanked the blankets off to the side. She glanced up at him with big eyes, still with his cock in her mouth. “I want to. I saw what Tia did, and I think I should practice.” 
 
    She pulled her head back, but still kept her grip. “Practice what? Oh!” 
 
    Always so appreciative.  
 
    Jasper pulled Gemma on top of him so that her hips straddled his shoulders. Without another word of explanation, he pulled her down to him, so that his tongue could explore her secret folds…folds Tia had already explored earlier. 
 
    Gemma didn’t mind the repeat. “Ohhh,” she gasped as Jasper licked the length of her, before probing her with his tongue. 
 
    His tongue was almost as talented as his cock. She cried out.  
 
    Maybe more so.  
 
    She leaned over to take him in her mouth again as his hands gripped her hips.  
 
    “I won’t take long,” he warned, his voice muffled by her thighs. 
 
    Neither would she.  
 
    Gemma tried to concentrate on his cock–licking and sucking and doing everything she knew Jasper liked, but it was difficult with the sensations he was bringing to her. And every so often, he groaned, the sound sending vibrations through her.  
 
    They hadn’t done this in a very long time.  
 
    They should do it more often.  
 
    All too soon, Jasper began thrusting his hips, forcing himself deeper into Gemma’s mouth. She continued to keep her rhythm, bobbing as she took him as deep as she could before drawing him out with a lick around the tip and a suck as she took him back in. At the same time, Jasper was devouring her, the talent of his lips and tongue producing cries and moans, choked back by his cock. 
 
    Gemma had thought it had been exciting with Tia, but this…It was like she hadn’t come in days. Weeks. Sensations roared through her, causing her entire body to clench. She stopped herself from grinding herself on Jasper’s open, eager mouth. She wanted more…more of his mouth…that tongue inside her. Flicking against her clit, only stop to suck, sucking so good it was almost painful. 
 
    She came quickly, her back rounding as Jasper grasped her hips to keep her down on him, his tongue working to bring her to another climax.  
 
    The second one was just as swift, her cries cutting off as Jasper joined her, coming in her mouth with thrusting spurts.  
 
    After a moment, she rolled off him. “You really can’t do this gracefully,” she complained as she awkwardly crawled back under the covers. “I think that was a good practice.” 
 
    “I agree,” Jasper said as he drew her close to him. 
 
    “I think this might work out okay.” Gemma snuggled closer. 
 
    “I agree.” He kissed the top of her head.  
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    It was a well-dressed and boisterous group who gathered at the dining room table that night. Morena had come late to the pre-dinner cocktail party, but she was proud to find Lorde and Elizabeth reigning over the group, Elizabeth looking beautiful in a flowing black dress, showing a considerable amount of cleavage for her. 
 
    Brian stood tall beside her, and Morena caught him glancing at Elizabeth’s breasts more than once.  
 
    Elizabeth only smiled and shook her hair back, knowing exactly what Brian was doing. 
 
    She liked the attention, Morena had realized a few weeks ago. And she was eager to spread her wings. There was no doubt that Elizabeth was madly in love with Michael, but the woman had an itch as well. A need to explore, find herself. 
 
    And Lorde did as well. Morena caught sight of him at Jacey’s side, the two talking quietly together. The chemistry was obvious between the two of them, but neither Dominic nor Elizabeth seemed to mind. 
 
    Dominic had all but glued himself to Gemma’s side.  
 
    Gemma and Jasper, who had come in late to the party, even after Morena arrived, both flushed and smiling, leaving no doubt in anyone’s mind what they had been up to in their room. She hoped playtime in the hot tub had eradicated any fears in the couple. 
 
    They seemed to be enjoying themselves.  
 
    “I was beginning to worry that you’d miss the party,” a voice in her ear said quietly. 
 
    Morena turned to see Coulter beside her.  
 
    Jed had taken him back to his house that afternoon, returning just before the party began. Morena had been busy with a kitchen emergency and hadn’t had a chance to speak to him. As Coulter smiled down at her with those dimples on full display, she couldn’t help but wonder what would happen after dinner.  
 
    “It couldn’t be helped,” she said. “But I’m glad to see it hasn’t slowed anything down.” 
 
    She felt his gaze on her as she surveyed the group and finally turned to face him when it got mildly uncomfortable. 
 
    “You’re stunning,” Coulter said. “And that’s not part of a pick-up line. You honestly take my breath away. I don’t know how Jed handles it.” 
 
    “I think he handles it quite well.” 
 
    “My friend is in love with you. You know that, don’t you? Maybe not,” he added as her eyes widened. “I haven’t seen him this smitten in years.”  
 
    “Smitten isn’t love,” Morena corrected. 
 
    “Oh, it’s love. I’m sure of it.” 
 
    “How long have you known Jed?” Morena asked him. She glanced around for something to drink–her wait staff should be circulating. 
 
    “Let me get you a drink,” Coulter offered, taking her arm and leading her to the bar.  
 
    “I can–” she began, and stopped as Coulter slipped behind the bar.  
 
    “I used to be a bartender,” he admitted. “I miss it at times.” 
 
    “I’m sure the tips were well worth it.” 
 
    “Definitely.” Coulter laughed, the sound lessening the tension in Morena’s shoulders. The chaos in the kitchen had caused a stressful few hours. She’d had to deal with spoiled meat; the pork roast Louie had picked up that morning already smelling foul when he had opened the packaging.  
 
    Like every other of the misfortunes that had happened in the past few months, Morena suspected Elizabeth’s ex-husband was behind it somehow. His cousin owned the butcher Morena used. 
 
    For the last time, she vowed.  
 
    Luckily, she’d been able to send Eric, one of her new helpers, out to pick up chicken breasts, which Louie had converted to a delicious-smelling chicken marsala. 
 
    Morena had been looking forward to the pork roast, though. She was still angry at the spoiled meat.  
 
    “What can I get you?” Coulter asked, rubbing his hands together.  
 
    “There’s another bottle of champagne just waiting to be opened.” Morena pointed to the fridge hidden under the counter. “But before that, would you mind pulling out the bottle of Scotch I hid over there? I could use a mouthful.” 
 
    This would be for William, Morena decided as she watched Coulter pour her a glass. Without asking, he helped himself to several fingers of the expensive Scotch. “Nice,” he said, inhaling his appreciation. “So what are we toasting to?” 
 
    Morena had planned on having a private toast to William before dinner, but the problems in the kitchen had prevented it. She had planned to say a few words before dinner since many of the guests had been friends of William’s.  
 
    She held up her glass. “To old friends.” 
 
    Coulter clinked her glass with his. “And new ones. I hope we can be friends.” 
 
    “Why wouldn’t we be friends? We have Jed in common.” 
 
    “We do. But I have the sense you’re not warming up to me as quick as I’d like.” 
 
    “I just met you!” Morena gave a half-hearted laugh. 
 
    “Yes, but you seem to be holding back.” 
 
    She looked at Coulter, studied his perfect face, how his lips rose in a smile that could literally make her heart stop. He was right. She was holding back. But Morena knew now that it hadn’t been because she disliked Coulter–it was the opposite. Knowing what Jed had planned, what he hoped would be happening tonight worried Morena that she might end up liking Coulter too much. 
 
    Her relationship with Jed was still so new, so fresh, and Morena couldn’t bear the thought of something she said or did–or someone she was with–causing any confusion with their feelings.  
 
    But there was no way she could say such a thing to him.  
 
    “I’m not holding back,” she said softly. “I’m being cautious.” 
 
    “You’re not normally a cautious person, though.” 
 
    “How on earth would you know that?” 
 
    Coulter shrugged. “I used to be a bartender. I can get a good read on people.” 
 
    “And what do you do now that you aren’t a bartender?” Morena skillfully turned to conversation back to Coulter. 
 
    “Little bit of this, little bit of that.” When Morena continued to gaze at him, waiting for him to continue, he gave another shrug. “I’m between jobs.” 
 
    “You’re a little old for a millennial. Aren’t they the ones who don’t feel the need to keep a stable job? Although I’m never sure about the ages these days.”      
 
    “It’s not like that.” There was a stiffness in his voice that made Morena hold back any further comments.  
 
    “What’s it like, then?” she asked gently. 
 
    “I have a…friend…who likes me to…be available. Whenever she has need of me.” Coulter dropped his head as he sipped the Scotch. 
 
    “I see.” 
 
    “Do you?” 
 
    “I once found myself in a similar situation.” Morena hadn’t thought of that part of her past in months, not since Henry had dragged the details out of her when he had written the book. Of living with Simon, an older and extremely wealthy man who had enjoyed having her at his beck and call. He had covered all of her expenses but had offered her no freedom.  
 
    Morena had enjoyed the first few months, had suffered through a few more before she had escaped to Montreal.  
 
    “Are you happy?” She looked at him searchingly, suddenly feeling her heart open to him. A kindred spirit of some sort. 
 
    “I told her I was visiting my parents,” Coulter admitted in a low voice. 
 
    Morena lifted her glass and clinked it against his again. “Well, then, let’s make sure to give you a wonderful weekend, just in case she finds out.” 
 
    “Will that wonderful weekend include you?” 
 
    She sipped her Scotch, gave him a ghost of a smile. “I believe it will.”  
 
      
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    When they finally took to the table for dinner, Coulter sat at Morena’s right, with Jed several seats away. Morena could feel both men’s gazes on her as she stood up, wineglass in hand.  
 
    “I’d like to say a few words before we partake in yet another delicious feast by my most brilliant Louie.” Morena extended her hand towards the chef, who stood at the kitchen door flanked by her help for the evening, Erin and Eric.  
 
    “Drink for Louie,” Heidi cheered, lifting her glass. The rest of the table followed suit.  
 
    “I’m so glad to have such a full table tonight. Some of you are here looking for excitement. ” She nodded towards Gemma and Jasper, who smiled with embarrassment. “Some are here because this is like a second home to them.” 
 
    “That’d be us,” Liliane said, hanging her head. 
 
    “And some are here because we recently lost a dear friend.” 
 
    Morena had planned out what to say about William and had scrapped every draft. Instead, she decided to speak from the heart.  
 
    “William Burgess was a difficult man to love, but one I was very close to. This was, of course, a long time ago, but William really can be credited with creating the woman I am. At least he’d want to be given the credit for it.” 
 
    “Yes, he would,” Iliya muttered loud enough for Morena to hear. 
 
    “I’m not going to stand here and list all of his accomplishments, because it’s easy enough to Google that. I’m also not going to try to convince you that he was a saint of a man, because he most definitely was not. More like the devil. But regardless of William’s faults, there was something about the man that drew him to us. His spirit or his sense of self–he did throw great parties,” she said ruefully. “And that’s another reason I’m so glad to see so many of you here. We haven’t had a full house in a while. My bank account thanks you, William.” Morena lifted her glass. “To finish, I’d like to say how our lives were touched in many ways by William Burgess and he will never be forgotten. To William.”  
 
    “To William,” echoed around her.  
 
    “Enjoy your dinner, and play safe,” she finished as she sat down, finishing her glass of wine in several mouthfuls.  
 
    Coulter held the wine bottle for her as she set down her empty glass. “That was lovely,” he complimented as he gave her a healthy pour. 
 
    “I hate speaking in public,” she admitted under her breath. 
 
    “Could have fooled me.” 
 
    “It stems from being forced to stand up in class every time I answered a question,” Morena said, shaking her napkin before setting it on her lap. “Grade five was especially horrible with Mrs. Ferguson. She’d make you keep standing if you got it wrong. I’m dating myself, aren’t I?” 
 
    “It’s like a mini-history lesson,” Coulter teased, with his heart-stopping grin.  
 
    “I’ll remember that.” She laughed. 
 
    “So tell me about this William fellow. Notice I used the term “fellow” rather than the more contemporary ‘guy’.”  
 
    “You just keep on with this age thing,” Morena marvelled. 
 
    “You’re the one who makes a big deal about it. I’ve never been with a woman of your experience and the thought of it turns me on.” His eyes twinkled when he smiled. And his dimple was so deep that Morena felt tempted to stick her finger in it. 
 
    “Are you telling me I turn you on?” she asked carefully. 
 
    “I’d be happy to show you.” 
 
    Morena turned away from him. “Maybe later.” 
 
    “Promise?” 
 
    “You’re relentless.” 
 
    “You have no idea.” Morena laughed as he wiggled his eyebrows. “Seriously, though. Tell me about this William. Jed told me you were close to him.” 
 
    “I used to be.” 
 
    “So he must have been a good dude.” 
 
    “Dude.” The word prompted a laugh from Morena. “I don’t know anyone who would consider William a dude. No, he was a cruel, manipulative, possessive control freak.” 
 
    Coulter leaned back. “Wow. Maybe it’s a good thing you left that out of your little speech.” 
 
    “I thought it best.” 
 
    “So…are you saying you’re not into men who are manipulative, cruel freaks?” 
 
    Morena sighed into her wineglass. “Not anymore.” 
 
    “At least that means I’ve got a chance with you. I’m a nice guy.” Coulter smiled guilelessly at her. 
 
    “You know, I believe you are,” she murmured.    
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    Lorde tried to keep his attention on Elizabeth during dinner, but they were seated too far apart to talk. 
 
    She looked so beautiful in that dress, with the necklace he had given her years ago gleaming against her throat. Lorde remembered the day he had given it to her. The hour. The minute.  
 
    It had been the last time he had seen her before he was shipped overseas, where he had spent four years fighting the war in Afghanistan. And back home, Elizabeth had been told that he had been killed by an insurgent’s bomb, rather than critically injured. He had lain in a hospital in Germany for months, fighting for his life, only to finally make it back home to find Elizabeth married to Alan and expecting his child.  
 
    He had buried his anger under his love for Elizabeth, but at times it flared out. He vowed to keep a tight rein on his emotions tonight, as he watched Brian smother Elizabeth with compliments and flowery words. 
 
    Elizabeth didn’t need flowery words, but maybe she liked hearing them now and again.  She certainly seemed attentive to Brian. 
 
    Beside him, Richard had to call his name twice before he was able to pull his attention away from Elizabeth. 
 
    “I’m worried about Morena. How has she been since hearing the news?” Richard asked as the salad was set down before him. Unlike Brian across from them, Richard’s gaze wasn’t fixed on Elizabeth’s cleavage.  
 
    Lorde shrugged. He disliked gossip and talking about what Morena might be feeling was just as bad. But Richard was one of Morena’s oldest friends. “You asked me that earlier. I think she's as well as can be expected.” 
 
    Richard sniffed. “So she hasn’t said anything to you?” 
 
    “Not really, no. I asked,” he finished defensively. 
 
    “I was there, the night he passed away,” Richard said under his breath. “I haven’t told them yet. Not sure I will. I was in his game room downstairs. He’d gone up with a group to…you know.” 
 
    “Play?”  
 
    “That’s what he called it. But he wasn’t playing this time. Sometimes he liked to watch.” Richard took a long sip from his wine. “He was in his private office watching when he had the heart attack. No one knew. The group finished and came back downstairs. We started wondering where William was.” 
 
    “And he was…” Lorde may not have liked the man, but he wouldn’t wish to die alone on anyone.  
 
    “Dead. It sounds like Serena was his latest–she tracked down his housekeeper and got the key to his office. I can’t help but think–” 
 
    If they had gotten there sooner, would William still be alive? “Don’t,” Lorde interrupted. “It’s not worth it.” 
 
    “No.” Richard took a deep breath and another sip of wine. “Anyway, that’s what happened.” 
 
    “I don’t think either Morena or Iliya need to know the details. Unless they ask. Even so…” 
 
    “You’re right. Let’s do what we can to protect them since god knows William put them through the wringer over the years.” 
 
    “I thought he was a friend of yours.” 
 
    “One of my best friends. Doesn’t mean I don’t think he was a bastard at times. And he didn’t always treat women like he should have. Anyway, I didn’t mean to get into that with you. There was an envelope with your name on it with his papers.” 
 
    “You know this because…” 
 
    “I’m one of the executors of his estate.” 
 
    That surprised Lorde. “I didn’t know that. You’re a lawyer?” 
 
    “A very successful one, thanks to William. Which unfortunately is another reason why I didn’t open my mouth enough about his treatment of Iliya. Morena too.” 
 
    “Are you trying to apologize? Because I’m not the one you should be giving that to.” 
 
    “I know. Anyway, I’ve got the envelope for you. And a bit of information.” 
 
    “About?” Lorde had no idea what was in the envelope or how Richard could have any information that would be worth his time.  
 
    “A purchase that William made. An insurance company here in Wolfville. Morena asked William to buy it.” 
 
    “Gibbens Insurance?” Lorde guessed. He shook his head at Morena’s deviousness. It was the company Alan worked for. Had most likely been hoping to rise up through the ranks. 
 
    “Anyway, William left it to Morena in his will.” 
 
    Lorde laughed aloud. Morena now owned the company Alan worked for. She’d like that. “What’s in the envelope?” 
 
    “It’s confidential of course, but I can tell you that William had me do a search a few months ago. For a Bram Raspellaire. And an Elena Lorde.” 
 
    Lorde’s throat was dry.  
 
    When William had been at the inn a few months ago, he had mentioned to Lorde about the possibility of finding Lorde’s mother. Lorde had dismissed his claim, knowing William wanted to know everything, to control everything about Morena more than help him find a mother he hadn’t seen in years.  
 
    Who had abandoned him when he was seventeen, as she ran away with her lover, the man who had been married to Morena.  
 
    “I don’t want to know,” he said firmly.  
 
    He hadn’t given a thought to the woman who gave birth to him in months. He didn’t need her in his life. Morena was more of a mother to him and had been since she’d taken him into her home when Bram and Elena had stolen away in the middle of the night.  
 
    The slow revenge she was enacting on Alan only proved Morena’s bond with him. Yes, Morena would want Alan to pay for trying to ruin her reputation with the alleged assault, but Lorde knew it was just as much for Elizabeth, and therefore him. Morena protected those who needed it, just like Lorde did. 
 
    Across the table, Elizabeth gave a peal of laughter, drawing Lorde and Richard’s attention to her. 
 
    “You’ve got a beautiful woman there,” Richard said, a forkful of salad poised. “You’ve made a good life for yourself.” 
 
    “I have,” Lorde agreed. He picked up his glass, gave the ruby liquid a swirl. Once normally only a beer drinker, he’d come to appreciate a nice red wine because of these dinners. Because of Morena. He was the man he was because of her, not the woman who called herself his mother.  
 
    He drank deep from the glass. 
 
    “Which is why I need you to burn the envelope,” he added. “If what I think is in it, it would only destroy things. She would destroy things, just like she did before.”  
 
    “Unfortunately, I can’t do that,” Richard said. “I made a promise. But I can keep it safe so that if you ever want it, you need only ask.” 
 
    “I won’t,” he said, his voice harsh. 
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    Gemma 
 
      
 
    “Do you know who this William was?” Gemma asked Jacey. She was glad Jacey had taken the seat beside her. She would have been happy to have Dominic sit there, but she was nervous about the night to come, and for some reason having Jacey beside her was comforting.  
 
    So was the very nice wine she kept drinking.  
 
    “I’ve heard of him, but never met him,” Jacey whispered back. “I think we might be the only ones who didn’t know him.” 
 
    “Morena and Tia and Iliya…and Liliane and Heidi…does that mean they all knew him. Like…you know, knew him, knew him? In the biblical sense?” Gemma tried to keep her jaw from gaping open at the thought but failed miserably.  
 
    Jacey’s face split into a grin. “I can’t believe you used the words ‘biblical sense’ at this table!” 
 
    “You know what I mean.” 
 
    Jacey raised her glass of wine and glanced down the table at Lorde. Gemma wasn’t sure what had happened between the two of them, now or in the past, but from the glances they kept sharing, something must have gone on. “I know exactly what you mean. You get used to you and your friends knowing the same people so…intimately.” 
 
    “You do this a lot, then.” 
 
    Jacey leaned forward with another cheeky smile. “As often as I can.” 
 
    Gemma was amazed at how casual Jacey was about the matter, as well as how proud. Like swapping partners was a normal part of marriage. 
 
    But she was right. At this table–this group of swingers–it was.  
 
    After she and Jasper had enjoyed each other in their room, they had cuddled, and in the warmth and loving arms of her husband, Gemma had fallen asleep. Jasper woke her up, but it hadn’t given her enough time as she would have liked to get ready. After the quickest shower ever, Gemma had gotten dressed in record time.  
 
    Being rushed had definitely helped with the nerves. Or it might have been the playtime in the hot tub. If she could lose her inhibitions enough to enjoy being…fondled…in public, then swapping partners for a few hours would be easy. 
 
    Gemma discreetly adjusted her bra strap. In her rush, she had put on the wrong bra. It made little difference under her purple dress, but she had bought the lacy pink bra and matching underwear especially for tonight, and it remained upstairs in her suitcase. 
 
    At least the panties were still unworn. She’d use them tomorrow night. Because from what she and Jasper had learned that afternoon, they would be doing the whole thing again tomorrow night, but with different partners.   
 
    “And your marriage?” Gemma asked cautiously. She had so many questions for Jacey. “How is it? Dominic seems great but doesn’t it…wouldn’t you…?” 
 
    “My marriage is amazing,” Jacey told her firmly. “Seriously. No problems with this or this doesn’t cause any problems. It’s not like we had any major issues before, but starting this, swinging, swapping, sharing, whatever you want to call it, has done wonders for our marriage.” 
 
    “It doesn’t bother you, knowing Dominic…It doesn’t bother him?” That was what Gemma was desperate to know. How this worked for a couple like Jacey and Dominic? Young and attractive, in love. 
 
    How it might work for her and Jasper. 
 
    If they were to pursue it. Pursue the lifestyle, as everyone called it.  
 
    Maybe she should just focus on one night at a time. 
 
    “You need to be honest and open-minded, and shut the door to jealousy or it won’t work,” Jacey said.  
 
    “I have no idea if this is going to work at all. That hot tub might have been a one-time thing.”  
 
    A handsome, dark-haired man dressed in tight black pants that accentuated all of his assets winked at Gemma as he set a plate before Jacey.  
 
    Gemma stared at her plate that he set before her next. Her meal looked restaurant quality–the chicken breasts in some sort of sauce, tiny roasted potatoes and sautéed carrots and Brussel sprouts plated like the top contestant in Master Chef had been working in the kitchen.  
 
    “This looks amazing,” she said aloud. 
 
    “The food is the second-best reason to come here,” the man who served Gemma said over his shoulder.  
 
    “Look at the ass on him,” Jacey murmured, craning to look over her shoulder. “He’s new. I’d remember him.” 
 
    “How many times have you been here?” Gemma asked after taking a quick glance herself.  
 
    “Just the once, but we’re talking about making it a regular getaway. Not as often as Liliane and Richard, though.” Jacey jerked her chin to where the older woman was regaling Jasper with stories. “I think they’re pretty close with Morena, though.” 
 
    “She seems to know almost everyone here but us,” Gemma said, sounding a little forlorn.   
 
    “She’s great and so easy to get to know. It’s only your first time and the first night. Plus, she’s a little preoccupied with her friend dying.” 
 
    “The mysterious William. Were they together, do you think?” 
 
    “A long time ago. He must have been something if Jed is anything to show for her taste.” They both shifted their gaze to Jed, seated beside Iliya. Jed was good-looking in a country-boy type of way, with his easy smile and tanned face, but Gemma was mesmerized by the woman beside him. Iliya was stunning, her model-like face suggesting a few different nationalities in her background, her hair, long and full, with colours ranging from basic blonde to a warm cognac. She looked as exotic as her name. “But what I want to know is, who’s Jed’s friend?” Jacey murmured.  
 
    Gemma hadn’t paid much attention to Coulter that evening because he seemed transfixed by Morena beside him, and because he was too pretty for words.  
 
    “He’s cute,” she said in a low voice, hoping the conversations around them would block their discussion.  
 
    “Dominic is cute. Coulter is–it’s like comparing Tom Cruise and Tom Hanks. Both attractive men, but Tom C. is a little bit more.” 
 
    Jacey raised her glass and sipped. Gemma couldn’t help but stare at her lips, wondering what it might be like to touch them. Jacey had kissed her in the hot tub–at least Gemma thought she did. Things had gotten a little fuzzy when Tia, when her hand…and then her tongue… 
 
    It must be the wine giving her those thoughts. But Gemma glanced down the table where Tia was seated on the other side of Iliya.  
 
    As if they were aware of her thoughts, both Tia and Iliya turned to smile at her. 
 
    Gemma averted her eyes, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment. What if they thought she was staring at them? She turned back to Jacey as the woman touched her arm. 
 
    Jacey was just as beautiful as the other women at the table, maybe even more so with her caramel-coloured skin and piercing green eyes, not to mention the masses of dark curls now cascading down her back. Jasper had been very complimentary about her.  
 
    “Dom and I were talking before dinner. What about giving it a try with us?” Jacey said, sounding so casual, that Gemma took a moment to realize what she was suggesting.  
 
    “You? You and…Dominic?” She was so surprised that her voice raised loud enough for Dominic to hear her down the table.  
 
    “No?” Jacey asked her own surprise evident in her voice. 
 
    “Yes! I mean, sure. I mean, okay…really?” 
 
    Jacey shrugged and took another sip of her wine. “As much as I’d like to give Coulter a try, I also like the thought of being your first. First couple, that is. Dominic said as much earlier. Earlier, Jasper seemed like he’d be open–” 
 
    “Oh, he’s open!” They both glanced down the table at where Jasper was sandwiched between Liliane and Heidi, with another woman leaning over Heidi to touch Jasper’s arm. His expression was a combination of excitement and fear. 
 
    Gemma thought fear might have been winning. 
 
    “I think he’d enjoy that.” 
 
    Jacey clinked her glass against Gemma’s. “I’m sure we all will.”

  

 OceanofPDF.com


   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Morena 
 
      
 
    Morena drank more wine at dinner than she usually did. Coulter sat beside her, attentive and affectionate, touching her as often as possible. Without talking to Jed, Morena knew Coulter would be joining them that night, and she needed the extra wine to figure out how to deal with it. 
 
    The logistics didn’t bother her. After dinner, after the others had paired and partnered up and took themselves to the private little cabins in the woods, she and Jed, along with Coulter, would take themselves to the last cabin on the path, set far into the woods.  
 
    Never her room. Morena entertained Jed in her room, and he stayed with her occasionally, but Coulter was a guest, and she never allowed guests in her private space. 
 
    It was one thing to share her home with paying guests, but Morena’s suite of rooms was her haven, the only place she could escape from being the owner of Mrs. Robinson’s B & B. In her rooms, Morena could be Morena, owner of Fallen Gardens, a really big house, and nice gardens.  
 
    It wasn’t the logistics of the tryst that was disconcerting.  She had been with too many men to count. More women than she could remember; threesomes, foursomes, groups…but never had the man she was in love with been willing to share her.  
 
    Morena had been part of the swinger community since her early twenties. She’d been married three times, and each time she had made a commitment to a man, she had withdrawn from the lifestyle.  
 
    Jed would be the first. 
 
    He hadn’t told her he loved her, but she thought he might. They’d never said the words to each other, but Morena suspected that was more her fault. She’d never given Jed the opening, changing the subject during the few times Jed had brought up emotions. Feelings. Where the relationship was going. 
 
    That had been his latest question to her.  
 
    Morena had no idea where the relationship was going after it went to the little cabin in the woods with Coulter. Would it change things?  
 
    Jed wanted this. He wanted to share her with someone, a close friend. Jed might be in love with her, and he wanted her to be with someone else.  
 
    A first. 
 
    During each of Morena’s marriages, sharing, swapping, or swinging would not have been an option for her three husbands. As strong and independent as Morena was, her previous relationships had been with men with insecurities, who had taken her love for them and had tried to smother her with it.  
 
    Even William hadn’t loved her. He might have used the pretty words to manipulate, to make her pretend his feelings were real, but the only person William had truly loved was himself.  
 
    Maybe he’d loved Iliya. Maybe a little. 
 
    “You look deep in thought.” Coulter snagged the bottle of red wine from the middle of the table and refilled the glass Morena hadn’t realized she’d drained.  
 
    She smiled apologetically. “Maybe a little.” 
 
    “Can I help?” 
 
    Morena bit back her normal response, which would have been that she was fine, that she didn’t need help. Coulter was only being kind. Despite how she wanted to keep him at arm’s length, the pretty blonde with the dimples was growing on her. “Thank you. Why don’t you tell me about yourself to distract me from my deep thoughts?” 
 
    “Are you thinking about your friend again?” 
 
    “No,” Morena said firmly. “I’m really not. So tell me how you met Jed.”   
 
    “I’d rather talk about you. Jed hasn’t told me much.” Coulter leaned in close. “He said you were amazing and beautiful and sexy as hell.” 
 
    “Jed might be prone to exaggerate.” 
 
    “But he never mentioned the good things, like are your inner thighs sensitive? Or what does it take to make you scream.” 
 
    Morena took a much-needed sip of wine to moisten her suddenly dry throat. “That’s something between Jed and me.” 
 
    “And me too.” He raised his eyebrows. “I hope.” 
 
    “Is that so?” 
 
    Coulter picked up her hand. “He’s told you about me?” 
 
    “Enough for me to wonder why you’re bothering talking to me. You could have anyone at this table.” 
 
    “I know.”  
 
    Morena drew back and Coulter smiled. “I’m not that much an ass. I’m new to your group here and I’m single. Plus, I have many interests. And your Lorde over there is off the market, so I’m it for this crowd. But I want you.” 
 
    “Because of Jed? Because he got me first?” She hadn’t meant to sound so blunt. 
 
    “You really must think I’m an ass.” 
 
    “I don’t know what to think about you. I know two days ago I didn’t know anything about you, and now you tell me you want to sleep with me?” 
 
    He leaned in again. “I don’t think there’ll be much sleep going on. But yes,” he said, pulling back and picking up his wine. “You intrigue me, Morena, with your sad eyes and all that gorgeous hair. And I like to be intrigued.” 
 
    She stared into his eyes. “I’ll do my best.” 
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    Midway through dinner, Lorde left the table to get a few more bottles of wine. The servers were busy in the kitchen and Lorde needed a break from the conversation.  
 
    He’d been to many of these dinners and had grown to enjoy them, but down deep, Lorde was a loner and often needed a few minutes on his own to make it through the meal.  
 
    He was pulling out the bottles when footsteps sounded behind him. Standing, he saw Jacey walking towards him.  
 
    “Can I help you?” From the wide smile on Jacey’s face, Lorde thought that might not have been the best question to ask. 
 
    “I came to see if there’s any of that cosmo left,” Jacey said lightly, her gaze studying his face. “The wine is nice, but…” Her smile faltered as she trailed off. “Actually, I saw you leave and decided to follow.” 
 
    “You followed me?” Lorde set the bottles on the counter, leaned against it. Jacey’s hair hung down her back in a wave of curls, her eyes bright and green. She was a beautiful woman, maybe more so than what he remembered.  
 
    He remembered what her body looked like after he took off all her clothes. What she sounded like when he touched her, when she came… 
 
    “I did. I heard you’re not here to play. Just to observe?”  
 
    The hint of a smirk on her face made Lorde wonder if she knew of his watching the action in the hot tub earlier. “I’m here for dinner,” he said awkwardly. “Just that.” 
 
    “Too bad.” They stared at each other, her thoughts evident on her face. She was thinking of their time together, just as he was.  
 
    But he shouldn’t be.  
 
    “Why’s that?” he asked, inwardly groaning as the words popped out of his mouth. Walk away, he ordered. Why are you doing this? 
 
    “Why do I think it’s a shame that you’re not partaking in the availability of the cabins as well as the availability of the guests who would be interested in you?” Lorde nodded. “Because I would have made myself available to you.” 
 
    Lorde chewed the inside of his cheek. “Is that so?” 
 
    “It is. I’ve thought a lot about you.” 
 
    Jacey wasn’t the first woman to tell him that. Lorde had enough confidence in his prowess to know women enjoying being with him. He always left them satisfied.  
 
    But not a lot of them had crawled under his skin like Jacey.  
 
    “I think about you when I’m alone.” Jacey’s voice was low and slightly breathless. “Sometimes at night. Once or twice when I’m with other men. I make myself come by thinking of you.” 
 
    Suddenly Lorde had difficulty swallowing.  
 
    “I came out here to make sure I heard correctly. That you’re off the table. That there’s no way I’m going to get another chance with you. Because I’ve got things planned for tonight, but I’d take a pass on them for you.” 
 
    Her honesty touched him, as well as hardened his cock. 
 
    “I–I’m with Elizabeth,” he said shortly. 
 
    Jacey nodded. “That’s too bad. Not for you. I’m happy for you. But I wish…” She smiled at him. “It doesn’t matter now what I wish.” 
 
    “No.” He scanned the room, looking anywhere but at Jacey because if he looked at her, he was going to vault across the counter and grab her and pull her back behind the bar with him. His cock was too hard to be comfortable and the only thing that would help was… 
 
    “I’ll get you a drink,” he offered.  
 
    “Thank you,” she said.  
 
    She watched him silently as he made her a drink. His movements were jerky, self-conscious under her scrutiny. Finally, he pushed the glass across the counter, hoping she wouldn’t try to touch his hand. Because it was bad enough that she was close enough for him to breathe in the smell of her. A touch might… 
 
    “Just so you know,” Jacey began as she picked up the glass without any contact. “How good it was between us the last time? Because it was good, you have to admit.” 
 
    Lorde gave a brief nod.  
 
    “If we were to…again…it would have even been better. So much better. And while I am happy you’re happy with Elizabeth, I’m not used to getting turned down.” 
 
    “I’m not turning you down,” he protested. 
 
    “It certainly feels like you are. But I wanted you to know what you’re missing out on.” Jacey touched her breast. As Lorde watched, dry-mouthed, she slid her hand into the neckline of her dress.  
 
    Her nipples tightened as she fondled herself.  
 
    “Maybe you shouldn’t…” he stammered. 
 
    “Maybe you should do it for me?” 
 
    “Lorde?” 
 
    Jacey whipped her hand out of her dress as Lorde looked up guiltily to see Erin in the doorway from the dining room, a smirk on her pretty face as her gaze flickered from Lorde to Elizabeth. “Morena was wondering where the wine was.” 
 
    “I’m bringing it in now.” Snatching up the bottles, he tripped over his own feet to get away from Jacey.  
 
    “Thanks for the drink,” Jacey called after him.       
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    Gemma 
 
      
 
    The knot in Gemma’s stomach seemed to grow tighter as dinner came to a close. She noticed heads tilted close together as assignations were planned and plotted.  
 
    “You okay?” Jacey asked as she noticed Gemma pushing her dessert around her plate. 
 
    “A little nervous,” Gemma admitted. 
 
    Jacey reached for the half-empty bottle in the middle of the table. “Have some more wine. And don’t worry, Dom and I will take it easy.” 
 
    “As opposed to…not easy?” 
 
    Jacey leaned closer. “Some like to play a bit. Tying up, a bit of pain. We’re not really into that. I mean, I don’t mind being spanked now and then, but it’s not something I go for.” 
 
    It was difficult for Gemma to find the words to respond to that. “We’re…I don’t think…pretty sure we’re not into that.” 
 
    “A straight swap, then.” Jacey nodded her head.  
 
    “I guess.”  
 
    Never before had Gemma felt so clearly out of her league.  
 
    She caught Jasper’s eye at the other end of the table. His eyebrows were raised in an unspoken question. Gemma tilted her head towards Jacey and raised her own brows, showing him four fingers. 
 
    Jasper nodded energetically and Gemma smiled.  
 
    It was planned. Now all she had to do was go through with it. 
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    “Are you cold?” Dominic asked solicitously as he led the four of them through the woods to the tiny cabin.  
 
    “I’m okay,” Gemma said through chattering teeth. Didn’t anyone wear coats around this place? 
 
    “It’s right here. We’ll get you warmed up,” Dominic promised.  
 
    There was no leer accompanying his words, nor anything in his voice that suggested anything but concern. That one little sentence managed to unclench the knot gripping Gemma’s stomach.  
 
    This was going to be all right. 
 
    Dominic unlocked the door, and Jacey and Jasper bustled in after them.  
 
    “It’s sweet,” Gemma exclaimed as she caught sight of the tiny room, with the queen-sized bed pushed in the corner and covered with a white comforter. Everything was white except the walls which were painted a grayish-blue, giving the space a sense of peace and tranquillity.  
 
    At least the room gave Gemma that sense. 
 
    “You’re cute,” Dominic said, dropping a kiss on the top of her head.  
 
    “She really is, isn’t she?” Jasper beamed with pride. “And she came up with this idea all by herself.” 
 
    “You didn’t talk about it at all?” Dominic asked.  
 
    “No,” Gemma confessed. “I didn’t even tell him where we were going–that it’s a place for swingers.” 
 
    “That’s what I thought when we were checking in,” Jacey said. 
 
    The four of them stood by the end of the bed, crowding the tiny space. Gemma felt frozen. She had no idea what to do or who to do it to. 
 
    After an awkward moment, Dominic took charge. “So, ready to go? No cold feet?”  
 
    “My feet are actually really cold,” Gemma giggled. Nerves were making her giddy and the last thing she wanted to do was burst out laughing when– 
 
    Jacey stepped forward and kissed her. 
 
    Tia had kissed her earlier in the hot tub, but Gemma had been shocked into stillness when her lips had touched her. This time, when Jacey bent her head, Gemma told herself to relax, to enjoy it. 
 
    As her lips moved under Jacey’s, Gemma felt her dress being unzipped, slowly being pushed off of her shoulders. She wanted to open her eyes to see who it was undressing her, but she was afraid to find out.  
 
    Jasper was close; she could hear the quick intake of breath that meant he was excited. Was Dominic…? 
 
    Jacey trailed kisses onto her neck, and Gemma risked taking a peek. Jasper was behind Jacey, possibly undressing her and Dominic… 
 
    Dominic’s hands were on Gemma’s breasts. 
 
    She had a fleeting moment of regret that she wasn’t wearing her new bra before the bra was unhooked and Dominic helped her take it off.  
 
    Then she stood there, with only her panties still on.  
 
    That was all she knew until she was on the bed.  
 
    A tangle of limbs, hands, mouths. Touching–soft and tentative at first. Deliberate. Could she touch there? Could she look at that? Gemma knew she was stiff and tense because it was painful when Dominic massaged her shoulders when Jacey was kissing her.  
 
    “Are you okay?” Jasper whispered. “Is this okay?” 
 
    Another man had his hand between her legs, and when she opened her eyes, Gemma saw Jasper’s mouth inches above Jacey’s breast. 
 
    “Yes,” she murmured just loud enough for Jasper to hear.  
 
    And then it was okay–then it was good, and Gemma’s nerves vanished. She was touching everything, looking everywhere, loving being there with them. Soft murmurs became gasps, breathing became loud in the quiet room, mixed with the sounds of kissing, sounds of wetness. Dominic’s fingers inside of her, Jacey taking Jasper’s cock deep in her mouth.  
 
    It was the best foreplay ever.  
 
    And then the frenzy settled and the mood shifted. Jacey lay on the bed between Gemma’s legs, kissing her way down her torso. Gemma knew where this was going, knew the fingers were going to be replaced by her mouth, and she sucked in her stomach in anticipation.  
 
    In excitement. 
 
    She was panting by the time Jacey’s mouth found the centre of her heat. Her fingers sunk into Jacey’s hair and she tried not to push down. Her mouth–oh, her mouth…and her tongue… 
 
    “Oh…yes…yes…” 
 
    “Oh, god,” Jasper said in a strangled voice. “Look at them.” 
 
    Gemma arched her back as sensations raced through her at a breakneck pace. She’d always been sensitive, with plenty of erogenous zones for Jasper to play with, but he’d never hit them all like Jacey was doing. Her fingers thrust inside of her while her mouth…oh, her mouth… 
 
    “I’m coming,” she cried. “I think…I think…” 
 
    The wave crashed and crashed again as Jacey continued thrusting and sucking and sending Gemma in a whirlwind over the edge. 
 
    Finally, she lifted her head, and Gemma flopped onto the bed like a rag doll. “Your turn,” Jacey said to Jasper, beckoning him closer. “I want you in my mouth.” 
 
    Jacey lay down beside Gemma. “Don’t get up,” she instructed. “We’re not done with you yet.” 
 
    She rose on her side as Jasper, naked and fully erect, stood beside the bed. Gemma heard the moan of approval in her voice. 
 
    “He’s got a beautiful cock, doesn’t he?” Gemma asked. 
 
    “He does.” The rest of Jacey’s words were muffled as Jacey took him in her mouth, but the sound of her moan came loud and clear, as Dominic knelt between her legs.  
 
    “We’re not forgetting about you, now,” he said, reaching over between Gemma’s legs.  
 
    Dominic’s fingers were slower than Jacey’s but more adventurous than Jasper’s. Gemma was panting in no time. She wanted… 
 
    Moving quickly before she lost her nerve, Gemma leaned over and kissed Jacey’s breast, licking the soft skin until she reached the puckered nipple and took it in her mouth.  
 
    She’d never touched a woman’s breast before, hardly ever seen one, and now she was doing this? 
 
    “Fuck me,” Jasper muttered.  
 
    “Just give…me a minute,” Jacey gasped. She pushed Dominic’s head deeper between her legs, and he responded by rubbing Gemma’s clit. 
 
    Gemma glanced up to see Jasper watching her, the heat of lust in his eyes. She smiled and bent to her task.  
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    It had been several years since Morena had been with two men, but she remembered very well what to do. 
 
    Or what they were going to do to her. 
 
    There were hands on her at all times. Lips somewhere on her body. Voices telling her she was beautiful, sexy, hot; that they both wanted her.  
 
    Morena tried not to compare them, but it was difficult not to. Jed’s touch was more assured, while Coulter’s almost tentative at the beginning. His kisses were demanding, though, wanting every bit of her mouth. Firm and wet, tongues exploring, bringing a heat to Morena’s core that broke through her inhibitions. 
 
    She could have kissed Coulter for hours, lying on the bed, pressed against him. 
 
    But it wasn’t just her and Coulter in the room. Jed made his presence known, his hands on her body, her breasts, teasing between her legs until she cried out against Coulter’s mouth.  
 
    As if it was a signal, Coulter leaned away from her, reached for Jed. Morena watched as the men kissed. 
 
    Jed’s hands tightened on her ass as Coulter deepened the kiss and Morena felt a surge between her legs.  
 
    She didn’t know if it was arousal or jealousy.  
 
    Morena kept watching as they broke apart, watched Jed’s eyes as he turned to look at her. She reached for him with hungry eyes, wanting them both for herself.  She pulled Jed close, took his thick, jutting cock in her hand. 
 
    This was hers. She didn’t want to share. 
 
    Jed growled as she took him into her mouth, smoothed a hand down her back as she rolled into him. Coulter’s lips rained kisses down her neck, his hands gripping Jed’s hips to bring him closer. He laid behind her, his own cock hard against her as he covered her hand holding the base of Jed’s cock with his own.  
 
    And then Coulter’s hands were on her body, pulling her leg up so he could reach between her legs, his fingers gentle as they probed the slick heat.  
 
    Morena pushed back against him as a wordless plea for more as she took Jed deeper.  
 
    And then Coulter was gone, the cool air against her back from where his warm body covered it. Morena still lay on her side, one of her legs propped up–open and inviting. Jed reached over, his fingers searching for her nub. 
 
    There was a faint rip of paper and Coulter was back. Holding up her leg, he slid inside her, slowly, carefully like she was a delicate flower he didn’t want to damage.  
 
    As soon as Morena felt the length of him, she wanted to be damaged. 
 
    She wanted to be probed and plundered. 
 
    Coulter rocked against her back, thrusting cautiously into her. She moaned with frustration at the pace, the noise muffled by Jed’s cock.  
 
    “Don’t hold back with her,” Jed advised, his hands tightening on Morena’s shoulders.  
 
    “Are you sure?” Coulter kissed Morena’s shoulder, bit it gently.  
 
    She pulled away from Jed. “More,” she gasped. “Harder. More.” 
 
    “I’m going to have to move you.” Without another word, Coulter was off the bed, tugging her roughly towards the end, so her legs dangled off the edge. “Tell me if it’s too much,” he warned, with a gleam in his blue eyes.  
 
    “How can it be too much?” Her words were cut off with a gasp as Coulter thrust into her. At that angle, his size filled, stretched, satisfied. He lifted her legs, pressed them against her chest and fucked her. 
 
    “It can be a bit much,” Jed said as if from far away. 
 
    Morena lay back and closed her eyes as the sensations took over her. Coulter was…this was…she felt… 
 
    She couldn’t think, couldn’t form the words. She could only feel.    
 
    Jed’s mouth was on her breasts, his hand between her legs. For once Morena didn’t need the extra stimulation as each thrust from Coulter brought her closer to the edge. She was panting, moaning, crying out without realizing it. With each cry, Coulter seemed to expand, thrust deeper.  
 
    She’d never been with a man like Coulter. Morena gripped fistfuls of the blanket as with a scream, Coulter flew her over the edge.  
 
    “Oh my god,” she said weakly after she’d stopped quivering after Coulter had pulled his magic cock out. Like some kind of drug, Morena already wanted more. 
 
    It was as if Coulter could read her thoughts. “Oh, we’ve got lots more for you.”  
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    Lorde sat silently through the rest of dinner, refusing to glance at Jacey, even though he was desperate to drink in the sight of her.  
 
    Morena was the last to leave the table like she usually was. Lorde wondered if it was because she wanted to make sure things were handled smoothly for those uncertain of the logistics. Erin and Eric had already cleared the table, leaving the kitchen in order before heading out to cabins with Richard and Heidi.  
 
    Lorde noticed the new couple, Gemma and Jasper, had gone off with Jacey and Dominic.  He looked up to see Jacey give him a coy glance over her shoulder as she left, holding Gemma by the hand.  
 
    Elizabeth tugged his hand. “I don’t want to go home,” she admitted. Her eyes glittered from the wine she’d drunk; no more than usual, but the alcohol seemed to bring out some devil-may-care attitude tonight.  
 
    Maybe it had been all the attention she received during dinner. 
 
    “Where do you want to go?” 
 
    Elizabeth shrugged shyly. “Let’s go into the woods. I want to see where everyone goes.” 
 
    “You’ve seen the cabins.” 
 
    “Never when they’re in use. Please Michael, just a little walk. It’s not like we’d been spying or anything.” 
 
    He couldn’t refuse her and let himself be led out the door towards the garden. From there it was easy to follow the path, the low-lying lights providing enough light for them to see.  
 
    “Look at the stars.” Elizabeth’s head was flung back as she gazed at the dark sky. “I love living here. I can’t imagine not being able to see the stars like this.” 
 
    Lorde glanced down at her and fought the urge to kiss her.  
 
    Elizabeth led the way past the hot tub, the water now still and covered. An image of Gemma flashed before his eyes. Lorde hadn’t mentioned to Elizabeth what he had witnessed, how he had watched the action.  
 
    He’d never done that before. Never known the rush of excitement that drove through him as he’d watched Tia pleasure Gemma. Watched Jacey and Jasper. 
 
    He could barely look Gemma in the eye tonight, but he hadn’t been able to keep his gaze off Jacey.  
 
    The leafless trees closed over them, the branches blocking out the stars. Moonlight streamed through any gap in the trees. The path was still lit by tiny lanterns in the trees, lit earlier by him. He’d checked every cabin for Morena, made sure they were safe and secure for a night of pleasure. It was one of his usual tasks, and he always managed to block all thoughts about what happened in those tiny rooms, never giving a thought. 
 
    Until tonight.  
 
    Gemma, with her wide eyes and beautiful smile, was even now with Jacey and Dominic. Which one of them would pleasure her first?  
 
    What would she sound like? If she had been with Lorde for her first time, he would use the silk scarves to tie her up, and then take his time learning every inch of her body. He’d discover the sounds she made, and what he needed to do to her to get her to make them. He would– 
 
    Lorde shook himself. He was walking hand in hand through the woods with the love of his life, and he was thinking of another woman.  
 
    At least he wasn’t thinking of Jacey.  
 
    If Jacey was with Gemma…Lorde was so deep in thought that he didn’t realize Elizabeth had slowed her steps. Stopped between two cabins closest to the path.  
 
    “Listen,” Elizabeth said in a low voice. “Can you hear?” 
 
    “What am I listening to?”  
 
    “There. Shush.”  
 
    Lorde heard a loud cry. A cry of pleasure. 
 
    Elizabeth led him off the path, closer to the cabins. The soft crunch of their footsteps on the fallen leaves blocked all sounds. But when they stopped, closer to the first cabin, he heard the cry again. Louder. 
 
    Elizabeth reached on her tiptoes, to whisper in his ear. “What do you think they’re doing?”  
 
    The warmth of her breath against his neck made his cock stiffen. Or maybe it was the low growl from the cabin. 
 
    He didn’t recognize the voice. Didn’t want to. He preferred not to have a face to go with what he was imagining happening in there.  
 
    He pictured a woman on the bed, a man above her, driving into her. Her legs wrapped around his waist, her wrists pinned to the by strong hands. 
 
    Lorde realized Elizabeth was watching him. Could she tell what he’d been thinking? The slow smile she gave him suggested she did.  
 
    So did the hand reaching for his belt buckle.  
 
    “What are you doing?” he hissed as with a quick move, she had his belt undone in record time. 
 
    “What do you think I’m doing?” 
 
    “But…here?” Her hand was down his pants, the thin fabric of his dress pants doing nothing to keep out the chill from the air. If Elizabeth’s hand was anything to show for it, she should be freezing in her dress, the breeze whipping the skirt around her legs.  
 
    Legs wrapped around his waist… 
 
    “Why not here?” She gripped his cock with a cold, but firm hand.  
 
    “But–” 
 
    “Do you want me to stop?” 
 
    Lorde could only shake his head, which prompted a satisfied smile from Elizabeth. Still with her hand wrapped around his cock, she tugged him farther into the woods and positioned him with his back against a tree, hidden from view of the path, but still within hearing distance of the cabin. 
 
    Where things seemed to be heating up. 
 
    The cries rang through the trees at regular intervals. Lorde leaned against the tree, the bark rough through his shirt, as Elizabeth stroked him.  
 
    What was she doing? Did she bring him out to the woods with this planned or did hearing others’ lovemaking turn her on as much as it did him?  
 
    He had no idea it would have excited him this much. 
 
    In the cold, darkness, her hand warmed as it slid up and down his cock. Did she think–What was she thinking? 
 
    Without a word of warning, Elizabeth unzipped him fully and bent her head, taking his cock into her mouth. 
 
    Lorde drew in his breath with a hiss.  
 
    Warm and wet; she kept her hand on the base of his cock as she licked and sucked, bobbing her head slightly. Lorde breathed deeply as the feel of Elizabeth’s mouth blocked out the cold and dark. Blocked out everything.  
 
    Except for the cries from the cabin.  
 
    There were more than two voices. Lorde couldn’t help but picture Gemma and Jacey. Both of them together…watching Jacey pleasure Gemma as Lorde drove into her, gripping her hips tightly.  
 
    Whoever it was, they were vocal. And demanding. 
 
    “More. Please…more.” 
 
    He touched Elizabeth’s head, her blond hair falling in sheets over her face. With a sweep of her arm, she pushed her hair back, gripped his cock a little tighter.  
 
    Lorde pictured thrusting into Gemma, her tightness gripping him as strongly as Elizabeth. A cry rang through the night and another.  
 
    It was as if Elizabeth was being urged on by the unseen cries. She took him deeper, her tongue circling his tip, and Lorde stifled his own groan. He arched into her, fought the urge to push her head, for her to take him even deeper.  
 
    She moaned, and Lorde’s eyes rolled back into his head.  
 
    Thoughts of Gemma and Jacey and any other woman faded as he gazed down at Elizabeth, thought of how lucky he was. 
 
    Lorde could hear his own breathing as Elizabeth brought him closer. So close…so good. With a deep groan, he came into her mouth, without hearing the last harsh cry of pleasure from the cabin.  
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    Gemma 
 
      
 
    Gemma lay curled on her side and watched Jasper as he slept.  
 
    His lashes were long enough to brush his cheeks, the envy of all women who knew him. 
 
    Now, another woman knew him. 
 
    She closed her eyes as the image of Jacey and Jasper invaded her thoughts. Gemma had looked over only once as Dominic made love to her–twice. Jacey had been astride Jasper, riding him like a racehorse. Jasper had been staring up at her with lust in his eyes and his hands full of her breasts, so much bigger than Gemma’s. 
 
    Lust, not love, Gemma reminded herself. Just because he made love to someone didn’t mean he loved her.  
 
    Could it be called making love? Maybe calling it sex was easier. They slept together, even though Gemma had been the only one to fall asleep. 
 
    They had fucked. 
 
    Gemma inwardly cringed. She hated the word but had to admit, it was a good fit. Dominic had fucked her; Jasper had fucked Jacey; Jacey had fucked Gemma while the boys had watched.  
 
    There had been a lot of fucking going on last night. Maybe she should get used to the word.  
 
    What would happen that night? Would they go with Dominic and Jacey again? Would it be someone else? 
 
    Jasper shifted in his sleep. Gemma leaned closer. She had been waiting hours for him to wake up, so she could talk out the thoughts whirling in her head.  
 
    They had fucked other people.  
 
    “Wake up,” she whispered. Obediently, Jasper’s eyes fluttered, blinked open, closed again. He reached out with a long arm to pull her close. 
 
    Then stopped, his hand resting on her hip. His eyes flickered opened. 
 
    “Are we okay?” The urgency was evident in her hushed voice. 
 
    Jasper closed his eyes, and with a smile, pulled her close. “I think we’re fine.” 
 
    “Did you have fun?” 
 
    His eyes opened fully. “That’s almost as silly as me asking you if you had fun.” 
 
    “I guess so.” Gemma rested her head on his chest, feeling his heartbeat as she stared across the room. Morning sun eased through the curtains, falling to the floor in ribbons. Slowly, Jasper’s breathing deepened. 
 
    “You can’t go back to sleep,” Gemma said, giving him a poke.  
 
    “Why not?” he muttered. 
 
    “Shouldn’t we talk about this? Compare notes. Find out how we’re feeling?” 
 
    “I’d like to go back to sleep.” 
 
    Gemma reared back with exasperation. “Jasper!” 
 
    Jasper shifted and with a yawn, blinked his eyes open. “Gem, we can talk if you need to, but I’m fine with this. It was something you wanted to try.” 
 
    “We,” Gemma corrected sharply. “Don’t say it was just me.” 
 
    “I’m trying to give you credit. It was your idea, and it was fun. A lot of fun. More fun than I could have ever imagined, and that’s because you were brave enough to book this place. And I’m fine with it all. If you have a problem–” 
 
    “I don’t. I have to make sure you don’t.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t. Except I’m really tired, and I’d like to get more sleep before we get up and do the whole thing again.” 
 
    “You really want to do it again tonight?” 
 
    Jasper smiled at the eagerness in her voice. “As long as you’re fine with it. Of course, if you’d like we could stay holed up in our room all night.” 
 
    “No,” she said quickly, too quickly. Jasper chuckled.  
 
    “That’s what I thought. But maybe we could take a break from the hot tub? I’m never going to be able to be in one without thinking of you…” 
 
    Gemma smiled and cuddled closer. Neither was she.  
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    Morena watched Jed sleep, his lashes so long and fair that they grazed his cheeks. He lay on his stomach, his face turned towards her, the covers having slipped down to leave his muscular back bare. Morena was tempted to pull them back up to stave off the cool morning air but didn’t want to wake him. He would have to be up and back to his farm for early morning chores soon enough, but she wanted to let him sleep just a little bit longer. 
 
    They had come back to her room last night, leaving Coulter at his door on the second floor. Morena was glad to have some distance between them.  
 
    The cabin had been good. There had been no doubt about that. Coulter was…talented in many, many ways. Morena awoke sated and with a smile on her face. 
 
    But now watching Jed beside her, so warm and content with him in her bed, Morena had a different sort of smile on her face. 
 
    As if he knew her thoughts, Jed’s eyes fluttered open. A sleepy smile crossed his face, and he reached out an arm for her as he rolled onto his back. In one easy move, he had her tucked into his side. 
 
    “I love you,” he said in a sleep-clogged voice. 
 
    “I love you too.” There was no reaction from her words for a moment, and then Jed’s eyes popped, fully awake. “I love you,” Morena repeated in a whisper. 
 
    It was the first time she had said the words. 
 
    Jed closed his eyes and snuggled her closer. “I’m glad.” 
 
    “That’s almost as bad as thank you.” 
 
    Jed chuckled. “Which is how you responded the first time I said it.” 
 
    “I was hoping you’d forget.” 
 
    “Never.” 
 
    The whirr of the ceiling fan was the only sound in the room. “I have to ask,” Jed began. “Why say it now, after a night spent with my best friend?” 
 
    Morena bit back her giggle. “Seems inappropriate,” she admitted. “But it was time. Last night just showed me that.” 
 
    “How was it for you?” Jed asked hesitantly. 
 
    “Do you really have to ask?” 
 
    “I mean…you didn’t…You seemed unsure when I first mentioned it.” 
 
    Morena considered her words. “I don’t want to share you.” 
 
    Jed craned his neck to look at her. “What exactly does that mean?” 
 
    “It means I don’t want to share you with anyone. In the past, and you know my past, I’ve never been in a relationship with a man I truly cared about, and I think it’s because I don’t want to share. If you want to do this, that’s fine, but not with me in the room.” 
 
    Jed frowned. “I still don’t understand.” 
 
    She smiled, shifted so she could look at him. “I wouldn’t be able to handle you with another woman. Watching it. Last night when Coulter kissed you, I couldn’t even enjoy how sexy it was because all I could think was that I should be the one kissing you. So if it happens, fine. We can try that. But not together. You with someone, and me with someone. Separately.” 
 
    “Okay, okay. I get that. But is this what you want?” 
 
    She sighed. “I may love you, but I don’t know if that means I’m ready for a monogamous lifestyle. I tried that with all three of my husbands and it never worked out. I thought that when you love someone, you should forsake all others. Maybe with you, maybe I shouldn’t. Maybe it would make this last.” 
 
    “I’d like this to last.” 
 
    “I would too.” 
 
    Jed rolled on top of her, his hand pulling up the bottom of her nightgown. “I’d like this to last too, but I don’t really have time. Plus, I can’t stop thinking how sexy you were last night. 
 
    She smiled and spread her legs as she felt his hard cock against her thigh. “We have lots of time for that.” 
 
      
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    Morena was tired as she took her usual spot in the kitchen to help Louie serve breakfast. Not everyone showed up; the fact that Fallen Gardens was called a bed and breakfast was an anomaly. Dinner was the most important meal at the inn, as that was where the action happened.  
 
    The action happened in the cabins in the woods, but dinner was where it usually started. People grew comfortable with one another, made their choices. 
 
    Would Morena have chosen Coulter last night if she had had a choice? Because the option had been taken out of her hands when Jed had expressed a desire to join in the festivities. That had been one thing, but when he said he had a friend… 
 
    Morena arranged the warm muffins in a basket, set it on the counter. She was acting like she didn’t have a good time last night. Coulter had been... 
 
    She closed her eyes and turned away from Louie. There was no way he could tell her thoughts, but if he could… 
 
    For the first time, Morena wondered what Louie thought about all of this. That he worked at an inn where sex was a free-for-all. Louie was happily married. If not, Morena wondered if he would be interested in joining in, like the girls did. And Eric, her latest find.  
 
    Morena glanced up as Coulter walked into the kitchen, looking as fresh and rested as if he got a full eight hours sleep last night. 
 
    He didn’t. Not even close. 
 
    Coulter slid onto a stool at the counter and smiled at Morena. Something melted inside Morena at the sight of his dimples. “Morning.” 
 
    “Good morning, Coulter,” she replied primly. 
 
    “Good morning,” he echoed, his smile widening. “And how did you sleep last night?” 
 
    “Just fine, thank you.” He smirked. “And you?” 
 
    “Like a baby.” 
 
    Maybe it was his age. Morena could remember nights in her twenties and thirties when she had fallen asleep just before dawn was breaking, only to wake up hours later, raring to go. 
 
    Oh, to be young again. 
 
    As Louie made pancakes for Coulter, other guests began to slowly drift in. Most settled in the dining room and Morena spent most of her time running between the two rooms, ferrying plates and coffee refills. She felt Coulter’s eyes on her every time she returned to the kitchen, tightening the anxious knot inside her. 
 
    Why was she reacting like this? She’d been with men as good at pleasuring her as Coulter had been–some even better. Why was Coulter getting under her skin, like a rash she itched to scratch? 
 
    She’d never shared someone she was in love with. 
 
    The realization came about halfway through the breakfast rush and literally made Morena come to a full stop in the kitchen.  
 
    “Are you okay?” Coulter had been watching her again, noticed the expression on her face.  
 
    “Fine,” she said shortly. Why hadn’t she thought of that earlier? In all of her three marriages, Morena had never once been involved in a swap with her husband. And serious relationships had been few and far between in recent years, as Morena preferred to keep things simple by joining in with established couples.  
 
    Would this work with Jed?  
 
    She’d find out after tonight. 
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    Lorde and Elizabeth spent most of the day at home. It was quiet with the girls being at Alan’s, and Lorde missed hearing their voices. 
 
    “What do you think they’re doing?” he asked for the fourth time as they were dressing to go back to the inn.  
 
    “They’re having a great time,” Elizabeth assured him. “As much of an ass Alan was to me, he was a good father to the girls.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “Did you ask Morena about Beth?” Elizabeth asked as she fit a dangling earring in. She wore a short, fitted velvet dress that left her shoulders bare.  
 
    Lorde’s breath had stopped when he had first seen her. 
 
    “She won’t admit to anything,” Lorde said. “She pretended to be surprised when I told her we’d seen them together, but not upset about it. Which tells me she knew about it.” 
 
    “But…why? Do you think she somehow set them up? And why? She knows what he did to me, doesn’t she?” 
 
    “That’s the whole idea,” Lorde exclaimed. “I can only think Morena is trying to set up Alan, and using Beth to help her. It makes sense. Beth looks a lot like you and even has the same name. If Alan has a type, it would be her.” He pulled his shirt from the hanger and put it on. 
 
    Elizabeth stilled as she fumbled with the clasp on her necklace.“For me?” Elizabeth whispered. 
 
    “Of course for you. But for her too. She’s still mad about that mess with being dragged into the police station.” Leaving his shirt unbuttoned, Lorde moved behind Elizabeth and fastened the necklace.  
 
    He took a moment to breath in her scent, floral with a hint of citrus.  
 
    “Which Alan was responsible for,” Elizabeth continued, smiling her thanks.  
 
    “We don’t know that.” 
 
    “Oh, yes we do,” Elizabeth said grimly.  
 
    “Okay, we do. Morena doesn’t take things like that lying down.” 
 
    “I never knew she was so vindictive.” Elizabeth shivered with delight. 
 
    “I don’t know if I’d use that word. She likes to take care of her own.” 
 
    “She’s like a mother to you.” 
 
    Lorde turned away. “More than my own was.” 
 
    Elizabeth moved into the ensuite washroom, once so bare and stark, but now filled with creams and lotions, most of which Lorde had no idea what they were for. It even smelled like Elizabeth. 
 
    “You looked like you were having an intense conversation with Richard at dinner last night,” she called to him, rummaging through a drawer.  
 
    “Mm-hmm.” Lorde fingers fumbled with the buttons. He had hoped Elizabeth wouldn’t ask, hadn’t notice, but he should have known better. Elizabeth didn’t miss much at Morena’s dinners. 
 
    Elizabeth stood in the door to the bathroom with a mascara wand in her hand. “Is that all you’re going to say about it?” 
 
    “Nosy, aren’t you?” 
 
    “You have no idea.” 
 
    “It was about William,” Lorde admitted with a sigh. “I had no idea he was William’s lawyer.” He paused, uncertain about how much he could tell her. It was Morena’s business, and as much as he loved Elizabeth, he did have loyalty towards the older woman. 
 
    “I don’t have to know if it’s about Morena,” Elizabeth said quickly as if she sensed his indecision.  
 
    “It is, but…there’s stuff about Alan too.” 
 
    “Alan?” 
 
    “William was very…protective towards Morena. After that mess with Todd Thompson and Alan’s connection, it seems like William was looking for a little revenge.” 
 
    Elizabeth’s eyes were wide. “What did he do?”  
 
    Lorde searched her for anger, for indignation, but found amused satisfaction. “Apparently he bought Gibbens’ Insurance.” 
 
    “Really. He bought the company Alan works for. That seems a bit suspicious.” 
 
    “And left it to Morena. So now she owns the company.” 
 
    “That Alan works for,” Elizabeth finished gleefully. “That’s priceless. She can have him fired in a minute.” 
 
    “Sure, but what’s that going to do to you? We worked hard to get the separation agreement signed.” 
 
    “That’s true.” She heaved a disappointed sigh. “What’s Morena going to do?” 
 
    “I don’t even know if she’s heard. She told me the reading of the will wasn’t until next week. I think she and Iliya are going back to Toronto for it.” 
 
    “It might be fun for her to hold something over Alan’s head.” 
 
    “Fun for you, you mean.” 
 
    Elizabeth grinned at ducked back into the bathroom, standing before the mirror to touch the mascara wand to her fair eyelashes. Lorde followed her in, watched intently as she finished with her eyes, choosing a lipstick from the selection cluttering the drawer. 
 
    Why did she have so much makeup? She was beautiful enough without it.  
 
    “William knew something about my mother,” Lorde blurted out. 
 
    Elizabeth’s gaze met his in the mirror. “Your mother? How?” 
 
    “Because of Morena. I’m sure he tracked Bram down, probably without her knowing.” 
 
    “If Morena knew where your mother was, she would have told you. She wouldn’t keep that from you,” Elizabeth was quick to assure him. 
 
    “It wouldn’t have made any difference. My mother wanted nothing to do with me. That was clear when she left without a word.” The bitterness was still there. Muted, and distant, but still there. 
 
    “Michael, have you ever wondered if maybe she couldn’t have come home?” Elizabeth asked in a quiet voice. “To leave without a word–to never come home? Maybe…maybe she couldn’t. Maybe something happened to them.” 
 
    Lorde stared at her reflection, mulling over Elizabeth’s words. It had been something that had crossed his mind once or twice, pushed away by his anger, by his need to blame his mother. He needed to hold her responsible for abandoning him.  
 
    “It doesn’t matter,” he said finally. “She’s dead to me.” 
 
    She turned, touched his shoulder. “You can’t say that.” 
 
    “I can because it’s true. I don’t want to talk about it.” Gripping his emotions with an iron fist, he turned back to the bedroom. “Talk about something else.”  
 
    Elizabeth gives a strangled laugh. “The only thing I want to talk about is something you won’t want to, so we might as well finish this.” 
 
    Lorde shook his head. “There’s no point. Really–I’m fine. I’ve lived with the fact that my mother left me for over half of my life and there’s no sense wondering about it now, especially when things are going so well with us. I don’t need her, not that I ever did.” 
 
    “I don’t believe you, but okay.” 
 
    He tucked in his shirt, standing so he could watch her apply lipstick, a creamy rose colour that made her lips seem fuller. “What’s this that you want to talk about that I don’t. How do you know what I don’t want to talk about?” 
 
    A quick change of topic was best. Distract Elizabeth so she wouldn’t start to press, to probe. 
 
    “How many women have you been with?”  
 
    Lorde blinked with shock. That was the last question he’d expected.  
 
    “A lot, right?” Elizabeth continued as she stepped back into the bedroom. “I can only guess. I’ve only been with two men in my life. Do you think that’s fair?”  
 
    “I’m not sure if fair is the right word. I’ve never been with any men, if you want to look at it that way.” 
 
    Elizabeth frowned. “Don’t joke about it.”  
 
    “It’s not a competition.” Lorde paused to rethink his words. “Do you want another lover?” 
 
    “No, of course not.” 
 
    “Then what?” 
 
    “I don’t want a lover, like an all-the-time, lover. I only want to be with you. But at Morena’s, what everyone does over there–” 
 
    Lorde’s heart stopped. 
 
    “I’m curious.” 
 
    He turned so she couldn’t see his expression. How could something make him so fearful and yet fill him with excitement and longing? “Is that the same fear of missing out on things that people have about Facebook?”he asked, trying for casual. 
 
    “No. Maybe.” She paused long enough for him to turn back to her. “Am I missing out?” she whispered. 
 
    “I can’t answer that.” 
 
    “I want to know. I think I might be.” 
 
    Lorde sat down on the bed, shoulder slumping. Why did he feel this was the beginning of the end? Elizabeth had always been curious, but this seemed more, and he loved her to much to stop her. “I don’t think I could handle knowing you were with another man,” he said honestly. “I know it’s selfish and sexist and a bunch of other things, but Elizabeth…knowing you were with Alan all those years…it nearly did me in. If you were in a cabin and I was right across the path–” 
 
    Elizabeth jumped at his words. “What if you were in the cabin with me?” 
 
    “I think that’d be worse.” 
 
    She was silent as she ducked into the walk-in closet that he had cleaned out for her when she moved him, getting rid of years of clothes and shoeboxes to make room for Elizabeth’s things. Lorde wanted to heave a sigh of relief. Elizabeth wasn’t going to push it, wasn’t going to make him make a decision that night, not when Jacey and Gemma would be at the table, both tempting him in their own ways.  
 
    “What if it wasn’t a man with me? What if it was a woman?” Elizabeth’s voice drifted out from between the clothes. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I’m curious about that too.” 
 
    His throat dried out as he pictured the scene. “You want to be with a woman?” 
 
    She poked her head out of the closet. “Maybe. I don’t know. I know I want…I don’t know what I want.”  
 
    Lorde couldn’t answer and with a rueful sigh, Elizabeth returned searching in the closet. 
 
    Another woman. Lorde had been with two women more time than he could count. Seeing Elizabeth with a woman would be… 
 
    “Maybe that would work.”  
 
    Silence greeted his words. Slowly, Elizabeth backed out the closet, shoes dangling from her hand. “Really?”  
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    Gemma 
 
      
 
    “I love Christmas!” Gemma exclaimed. “I can’t believe we get to decorate this gorgeous tree.” 
 
    “I can’t believe there aren’t more people down here.” Dominic handed her a glittery ball.  
 
    “More decorations for us,” Coulter said. 
 
    Jasper was still in their room, but Gemma was too excited to wait. Last night–yesterday–had been more than she could have ever imagined, and she couldn’t wait to see what the night held. She had dressed quickly but with care, her choice being a dark red fitted dress that swirled around her knees. 
 
    She felt pretty and desirable as she went down the stairs, even as her stomach clenched when she saw Dominic with Coulter in the lobby next to the huge Christmas tree. 
 
    Gemma had had her share of big Christmas trees, all found and cut by her father, but none had reached the twelve-foot height of Morena’s tree. 
 
    “How are we supposed to reach the top?” Gemma wondered as she reached the bottom of the stairs.  
 
    “I’m going to put you on my shoulders,” Coulter said with a grin. Gemma’s stomach unclenched and proceeded to flip over. 
 
    Coulter was the best-looking man she’d ever seen, a mixture of Chris Helmsword, Chris Evans and Chris Pratt–all of her favourite superheroes. His blue eyes sparkled like the lights on the tree. 
 
    “I don’t think I’m dressed for that,” she said in a shaky voice. 
 
    “Oh, I think you’re dressed perfectly.” Coulter laughed.  
 
    “Even better for climbing a ladder,” Dominic pulled out the step ladder hidden beside the tree. “We can look at those sexy legs up there.” 
 
    “Why do I have to be the one to climb the ladder?” 
 
    Coulter and Dominic shared a glance. “So we can watch you,” Dominic said with a wink. 
 
    She relaxed at the wink. Gemma hadn’t seen Dominic since they had walked back to the room. It was strange to talk and laugh with a man who had seen her naked–more than seen her naked. Who had touched her, and watched her with his wife, and knew what she felt like. 
 
    His cock had been inside of her last night, and this was the first time she had seen him today. Would it be easier if she didn’t see him? 
 
    Had Dominic liked having sex with her? 
 
    “But first, a drink.” Coulter headed to the bar and Dominic smiled at Gemma.  
 
    “How are you today?” 
 
    “I’m good, thanks. And you?” 
 
    “Everything okay after last night?” he probed. 
 
    “Oh, that. Sure, everything’s fine. I’m sure it’s no big deal for you; you and Jacey do that all the time.” 
 
    Dominic frowned. “Of course it was a big deal for me, especially when it was your first time. I wanted to make sure –” 
 
    “Did you like it?” she blurted out. Did she really say that out loud?“Did you like having sex with me?” 
 
    That made it even worse. 
 
    But Dominic didn’t laugh, didn’t look offended. He stepped closer and cupped her cheek in his warm hand. “It was amazing,” he said in a low voice, staring into her eyes. “One of the most enjoyable nights of my life.” 
 
    “Are you just saying that?” She held her breath. Take a compliment for once, Gemma, she begged herself. 
 
    “Of course not.” Dominic leaned closer. “You were amazing.” 
 
    “I was? So were you,” she hastened to add. 
 
    His hand slid to her waist and he pulled her closer. For a giddy moment, Gemma let herself believe she could feel his hardness against her thigh. “Do you know what, Gemma?” 
 
    “What?” she whispered. 
 
    He glanced up. “There’s mistletoe up there.” And then he kissed her, not a chaste, friendly kiss but one with heat and passion. One with open mouth, with tongue and which made Gemma’s toes curl inside her pointy-toed shoe.  
 
    “What’s going on over here? I was just gone for a minute and you move in on my girl?” Coulter’s voice broke them apart, sending Gemma staggering backwards at the surprise of the interruption. Dominic reached out to steady her. 
 
    “Just taking advantage of the seasonal perks,” Dominic said easily, giving her a wink as he took a glass of champagne from Coulter’s hand. 
 
    “Ah, mistletoe. Don’t mind if I do.” Coulter set down the glasses and swept her into his arms.  
 
    Gemma caught her breath at the swiftness, at the intensity in Coulter’s gaze. But when he lowered his lips to hers, it was to press gently against her mouth, and then he pulled away.  
 
    “I forgot to ask if I can kiss you,” Coulter whispered.  
 
    “You don’t have to ask,” Gemma said in a shaky voice. 
 
    “I do. So–yes?” 
 
    “Yes…please.”  
 
    And for the second time in as many minutes, Gemma was thoroughly kissed.   
 
    Kissing Coulter was a revelation. His mouth moulded to hers and took control. Her lips parted, his tongue plundered. He dominated her. 
 
    Coulter kissed her on and on, and Gemma forgot about Dominic until he cleared his throat.   
 
    “Okay, we’ve got a tree to decorate. More kissing later,” Dominic said with a slight edge to his voice. 
 
    Coulter kissed her one last time, softly, sweetly and pulled away with a smile on his perfect face. “Promise?”  
 
    Gemma’s whole body was tingling as she helped Coulter and Dominic begin to place the ornaments on the great tree. Dominic did make her climb the ladder to place baubles on the upper branches, both him and Coulter taking the opportunity to slide playful hands under her skirt.  
 
    Coulter kept refilling their champagne glasses, so by the time other guests came down to help, she was buzzed with a smile that wouldn’t go away. 
 
    “Having fun?” Jasper asked with a grin.  
 
    She hadn’t seen him come down the stairs.  “I am. I–” She didn’t know how to express how she was feeling to her husband, didn’t know if she should. 
 
    Jasper leaned forward to kiss her. “Coming here was a good idea, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “It was,” she agreed with a wide smile.  
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    Morena dressed with care that night. 
 
    Not that she didn’t every night, but that night she wanted to make an impression. So the little black dress came out of the closet, the one with the diamante strap that slashed over one shoulder and left the other bare, the one with the ruching that both clung to her curves, yet hid everything that needed to hide. Her I feel sexy dress. 
 
    She did feel sexy. She’d had fun last night and was looking to do so tonight. Only it wouldn’t be with Jed and Coulter again. 
 
    No, tonight Morena was picking a man for herself.  
 
    Jed would be paired off with someone as well. Morena knew there was no denying that the females in attendance at tonight’s dinner would be lining up for him, salivating at the thought. This would be his first cabin visit without her. 
 
    Morena pushed any envious thoughts out of her head and focused on how a little excitement with others would no doubt help their relationship.  
 
     Not that their relationship needed help. She’d made sure of that this morning. 
 
    Morena fastened her dangling ruby earrings when the knock came at her door. She was almost ready to join the tree decorating party in the lobby, on time for once. 
 
    She opened the door to find Richard, impeccably dressed in slim-cut black pants and a dark grey shirt at her door. “Richard! And Iliya.” Iliya stepped from behind Richard, dressed like Morena, in black. 
 
    On Iliya, with her hair and lovely figure, it looked far sexier than Morena’s reflection in the mirror.     
 
    “You look lovely as always,” Richard said smoothly. “Can we have a moment before you go down?” 
 
    Morena frowned, matching the expression on Iliya’s face. “What’s going on?”  
 
    Richard sighed as he glanced from Morena to Iliya, pushing his way into the room. “It’s nothing bad, but I’d rather not have this discussion in the hallway.” 
 
    “Sounds serious.” Morena closed the door behind them, noticing as they glanced around her suite of rooms with wonder. One of the first things Morena did when she set up the property as a bed and breakfast was to make a space for herself, for privacy and somewhere to escape from the guests in her home. Other than the weekends booked for the crowd, most of her business came from tourists eager to explore the Maritime provinces. For those guests, she provided a bed and a full breakfast, but other than that, her time was her own for the rest of the time they stayed at the inn. Rather than be underfoot for those touring the gardens, reading in the library nook in the lobby or strolling through the woods, she escaped to her rooms.  
 
    A small living area with television and an office space, with shelves and shelves of books; a small kitchen area for when she couldn’t be bothered to head down to the kitchen and finally a huge bedroom, with floor-to-ceiling glass, giving her third-floor room a perfect view of the Bay of Fundy. A sliding room led to a terrace as large as her sitting room.  
 
    “This is incredible,” Richard marvelled with his gaze fixed on the view. “I’ve never been up here.” 
 
    “No, I like to keep this private,” Morena said pointedly, moving forward to sweep her rejected jewelry back into the velvet-lined boxes that held it, and then back into the safe in her closet. 
 
    One couldn’t be too careful when one had people wandering through one’s home. Morena kept the door locked, but after one curious guest showed up in her room one afternoon with the pretense that they were exploring, Morena had kept anything special to her locked up.   
 
    “I can see why.” Iliya’s attention was on the bed; the wide, vast expanse of white looking like an island against the never-ending blue of the room. Pillows were stacked against the white satin headboard. “It’s beautiful.” 
 
    “Thank you. Why are you here, Richard? I need to be downstairs to see to the party. After missing most of it yesterday with the kitchen escapades…” 
 
    “Of course.” Richard turned from the window with apparent reluctance. “It’s about William.” 
 
    Morena stared at him, wondering what could be so important for Richard to come here, to invade her rooms. Couldn’t they have this conversation downstairs, in a quiet corner of the lobby, with a drink in hand? In the back of her mind, she was cringing at the thought of William still attempting to control her, even from the grave.  
 
    “You know I was his lawyer.” 
 
    Iliya snorted. “Is that what you call it?” 
 
    With the scorn in her voice, Morena had no doubt Richard had been privy to at least some of William’s playtimes starring Iliya. Richard was a good man but easily led. What had he done to her, under William’s guidance? 
 
    Richard ignored Iliya’s tone. “I’m looking after his will.” 
 
    Morena gave a hiss of frustration. “He only passed away a few days ago. Surely you aren’t ripping apart his estate yet?” 
 
    “William Burgess was a powerful man in the business world, with companies under his control that need to be stable to keep running.” He grinned ruefully at them. “We’ve got our work cut out for us.” 
 
    “We?” Iliya echoed.  
 
    “Yes. That’s why I’m here rather than downstairs trying my hand at that adorable Gemma. I’m one of the executors of his will. Other than bequests to staff, and some long-lost nephew I’ve never heard of, he left everything to the two of you. With William’s death, the two of you are very wealthy women.”     
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    When the tree was finally finished, as well as the eggnog and most of the champagne, Lorde found himself beside Tia at dinner.   
 
    “It’s nice to finally meet Elizabeth,” Tia began, draping her napkin on her lap. “Morena has told me so much about her. She’s lovely.” 
 
    “I like her,” Lorde said gruffly. While he might love Elizabeth with all of his heart, body, and soul, it still didn’t make it easy to talk about. Lorde found it difficult to express his feelings about life in general and almost impossible to talk about his love for Elizabeth.  
 
    Tia hid her smile behind her glass of wine, the ruby colour matching her lips. “I see that you do.” 
 
    Lorde was content to let the conversation at the table swirl around him. He watched Elizabeth like always, covert glances mainly to reassure himself that she was really there. There was no possession in his gaze, only pride and if anyone looked closely, a mixture of joy and relief that she was really his.  
 
    Tia spoke to everyone around her, giving her full attention with her easy smile. She was a headmistress of an exclusive private school in Ontario, so dinners like this would be part of the job, Lorde decided. She was used to dealing with every walk of life, from entitled, snot-nosed kids to those scraped off the streets by the generosity and luck of a scholarship.  
 
    Coulter would have been one of those snot-nosed brats, Lorde thought to himself. There was something about the man that rubbed him the wrong way, in his expensive clothes and shiny shoes. He was surprised to see him and Jed laughing together. Morena had explained they were old friends, but Lorde couldn’t see the connection. Jed was down-to-earth, a farmer with a laid-back attitude and easy smile. Coulter was a city slicker with a wariness in his eyes that he tried to hide by those toothpaste smiles.  
 
    It was the dimples. Lorde couldn’t trust anyone with dimples that deep.  
 
    “What’s troubling you, Michael?” Tia asked gently as Erin and Eric brought in the salads and began to serve.  
 
    Lorde didn’t correct Tia on the use of his first name only because she was such a good friend of Morena’s. Only Morena and Elizabeth were allowed to call him Michael.  
 
    His mother had called him Michael, and he wanted no reminders of her tonight or any other night.   
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    He wasn’t about to tell Tia how he pictured Elizabeth and Coulter together, and the image felt like a vat of acid had been spilling on his insides. Elizabeth was curious. He knew that. He didn’t like that, but he knew her interest in weekends like this was because she had a curiousity that wasn’t being sated by him alone. 
 
    Lorde could satisfy her completely, but she wanted more. She wanted to even the score, although no one should be keeping track. 
 
    “How are Elizabeth’s children adjusting?” Tia asked. 
 
    Lorde felt his face soften at the question. “Great. Good. They’re both amazing girls.” 
 
    “You love them.” 
 
    “I don’t know how anyone could help it. It’s the only thing I admire about her arse of an ex-husband–that he helped create those two angels.”   
 
    “Angels. You are smitten.” 
 
    “I love them more than life itself,” he said, surprising himself by his admission. 
 
    “Do you think you and Elizabeth might have more children?” 
 
    “We’ve…talked about it.” 
 
    “Talking’s a good first start.” 
 
    “Actually…” Lorde leaned closer. A noisy dinner table wasn’t his first choice for a conversation of this nature, but he didn’t have a choice. “Elizabeth would like to have another baby, but there are a few things she wants to do first.” 
 
    “Divorce her husband, I would imagine,” Tia said. 
 
    “That’s already in the works. And so far, so good. He knows it’s best for her and the girls to be with me.” Lorde didn’t intend to sound threatening, but it often just happened when he talked about Alan. “No, it’s a little different.”  He lowered his voice, dropping his chin into his neck. “Elizabeth isn’t that…experienced.” 
 
    Tia raised her eyebrows but said nothing. 
 
    “These weekends have really shown her what she’s missed out on. Not that she’s missed anything, or needs to have these experiences because it’s fine that she’s only been with two men…” He trailed off with a miserable expression. 
 
    “I know what you mean,” Tia said gently. “It’s a common emotion for those who have gotten married early or found themselves late bloomers. I think our new friends Gemma and Jasper feel the same way. They love each other, but they’re interested in what else is out there.” 
 
    “That’s how Elizabeth feels.” 
 
    “What are you going to do about it? Because knowing you, Michael–Lorde,” she corrected. “I know you wouldn’t be eager for her to express her curiousity with another man.” 
 
    “No,” he said shortly. Lorde took a deep breath. Now only to ask. “But a woman…” 
 
    “Ah. She’s curious about that too.” 
 
    “Maybe more than men. Which is fine.” 
 
    “I imagine it would be for you.” Tia smiled gently at him.  
 
    Tia looked so poised and contained; her intelligence shone out of those catlike eyes but there was more to her than her outward appearance. Lorde would know; he’d had a very memorable night with Tia years ago, another with Tia and another woman. 
 
    Because of that, he knew Tia would be perfect for what he was asking.  
 
    “I want to invite another woman to be with us,” he said in a rush. “I want you. I want it to be you.” 
 
    Tia was older, experienced. She could show Elizabeth what she needed–to give her the knowledge and maybe the skill, plus she was attractive enough to arouse even a woman who’d had no other partner like that. 
 
    “Would you…?” Lorde trailed off, not know what else he could say to show Tia what he was asking. 
 
    “I’d like nothing more,” Tia said.   
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    Gemma 
 
      
 
    Gemma sat beside Coulter, his hand resting on her leg under the table 
 
    He had fed her drinks as they decorated the tree, got her a plate of cookies so the alcohol wouldn’t go to her head. 
 
    “I want you to remember every moment of tonight,” he told her, those blue eyes gazing deep into hers. Like he was burrowing into her soul. 
 
    She’d never met a man more attractive. Dominic was good-looking in a friendly way, but Coulter looked like a sorority girl’s wet dream, if sorority girls had such a thing. He looked like a football player, a fireman, and one of the contestants on The Bachelorette, all rolled into one.  
 
    Gemma couldn’t take her eyes off of him. 
 
    She finally had to drag her attention away when Liliane sat beside her. “Having a good time, new girl?” 
 
    “Are we the only ones who haven’t been here before?” She glanced around the table, turned a questioning glance back at Coulter. 
 
    “I’ve never been here.” Coulter raised his glass and touched it to hers.  
 
    Liliane smiled knowingly. “Yes, but you know all the rules of the game.”  
 
    “There are rules?” Gemma asked, turning from Liliane to Coulter.  
 
    “That it’s just a game. This is fun. We don’t let emotions get involved.” 
 
    Gemma frowned. Was this too good to be true? Was there something she and Jasper had missed? “I don’t understand.” 
 
    Coulter’s attention was diverted by Heidi on the other side of him and Liliane took the opportunity to lean closer to Gemma. “I see the way you look at him, and I don’t blame you. He’s a sexy one, a real pretty boy, but that’s it.” 
 
    “He’s nice,” Gemma protested and Liliane laughed. 
 
    “Of course he is. But he’s only here for sex, same as you. You have to remember that, with all his sweet talk and trying to sweep you off your feet, Coulter only wants to get you into bed. And in the morning, you’re going to be back with your cute little hubby, and he’s going to move on to his next conquest.” 
 
    “I’m just a conquest?” Gemma was surprised how much the revelation stung. 
 
    “Of course not. Not tonight. Tonight you mean everything to that boy. Have fun with him. If he looked at me half like he’s looking at you, I’d jump in there and give him a tumble. But be smart about it. Think with that–” Liliane pointed to her lap.”–and not this.” She touched her chest. “Much easier that way.” 
 
    Gemma glanced at her own lap. “I don’t know any of this.” 
 
    “And isn’t it fun figuring it out? I can remember my first few times; if it wasn’t for Morena’s advice, I’d have fallen head over heels in love with him. Such a charmer and he made me feel like I was the only girl in the room, even when I wasn’t. But I realized soon enough that I didn’t need to feel love to have fun with him. And actually, it was more fun when I didn’t.” She leaned even closer. “One of my favourite times was with a man I didn’t even like.” She grinned at Gemma. “Be smart. Don’t think with your heart.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Gemma said tremulously. 
 
    Liliane brushed her lips with her own. “Such a pretty thing. You’ll have to come back for another visit.” 
 
    “I think I’ll wait to see how the rest of this weekend goes first,” Gemma said. 
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    Morena watched as the guests left the table in pairs and groups.  
 
    Jasper was one of the first, led out of the room by a beaming Heidi and Iliya.  Gemma blew him a kiss before turning her attention back to Coulter, but Morena was worried about Jasper. Taking on even one of those women would be a challenge to most men, but both of them? She hoped he was up for it.  
 
    Richard looked unhappy as Coulter and Gemma got up from the table together. Gemma wore a wildly excited expression on her pretty face, and Coulter gave Morena a wink. He held Gemma’s hand as they left the table. 
 
    If it wasn’t for their talk that morning, Morena would be more worried about Gemma than Jasper. But after getting to know Coulter a little better, she knew he would take care of Gemma.  
 
    Two by two, or three by three, the table emptied. Even Liliane found a partner, escaping with Eric the waiter and the last bottle of champagne. 
 
    It was only Dominic at the table. Jed had given Morena a rueful smile as he and Jacey had left. 
 
    Morena turned from watching Liliane and Eric to find Dominic watching her at the other end of the table. “I’m surprised you’re the last one here,” she said lightly. 
 
    “I’m not.” The legs of his chair scraped against the hardwood floor as he pushed his chair back. “I was waiting for you.” 
 
    “Were you?”  
 
    “If you’d be so inclined,” he added with a bashful smile. “I was waiting for the right opportunity to present my case during dinner but couldn’t see my chance.” He moved down the table and stood beside her chair. 
 
    She’d always liked Dominic. He was attractive with his solid body and curly dark hair, playful and sweet. He was a good husband to Jacey. 
 
    Morena’s face fell. “Is this because of Jacey and Jed?” 
 
    Dominic took her hand and helped her stand. “It’s in spite of that, actually. Last night was one of the few times Jacey and I swapped with a couple. Both of us prefer to go off on our own. And I’ve always had a bit of a crush on you, Morena.” 
 
    Morena smiled as she followed Dominic to the door.   
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    Being with two women was every man’s fantasy, and Lorde had had the real thing more than he could count. At times, the women had played with him, two mouths, four hands until he couldn’t help but drive into one and then the other.  
 
    Sometimes, he had pleasured one with his mouth, while the other pleasured him.  
 
    At times he had watched the women together before joining in. 
 
    But never had he watched like this–standing stock-still with a rock hard cock, unsure of exactly what to do.  
 
    Tia took charge, as Lorde had known she could. That was why it had to be her, someone experienced, gentle, and knowing. For his first time with Elizabeth, it had to be special.  
 
    Like the first night after Elizabeth had left Alan and come to him. He had wanted to woo, to seduce, to take his time with her, to show Elizabeth how much he loved her.  
 
    Elizabeth hadn’t wanted to woo, to be seduced. She’d wanted him to fuck her.  
 
    There was nothing he wouldn’t do for her. Including organizing this with Tia, because Elizabeth wanted to know what it was like.  
 
    He didn’t expect this.  
 
    Lorde held his breath as Tia helped Elizabeth lay down on the bed. 
 
    He didn’t know what to expect from this; if he could hold on to his jealousy. Because it was jealousy that reared up as Tia slowly undressed Elizabeth.  
 
    Another person was touching Elizabeth. Lorde had suffered through years of imagining Alan’s slathering body crouched over his Elizabeth, and it had just about killed him.  
 
    And now here he was, allowing Tia full access to the woman he was in love with.  
 
    He didn’t expect it to be so…hot. 
 
    Lorde could tell from the tenseness in Elizabeth’s body that she was nervous. But there was no mistaking the soft sighs and moans for anything but excitement. Pleasure. As Tia moved down Elizabeth’s now naked form, kissing and touching and caressing every bit of it, Lorde grew hard as he watched.  
 
    He stood at the end of the bed and watched Tia making love to Elizabeth.  
 
    First with fingers–gently exploring, softly probing Elizabeth’s heat until Elizabeth began to move; arching her hips, demanding more. She grabbed a fistful of sheet and Lorde wondered if that was to stop herself from pushing Tia’s head deeper between her legs.  
 
    He’d never seen her look more beautiful–legs spread, with Tia curled up between them, body arched with pleasure. Eyes half-closed, lips parted and the sounds… 
 
    Elizabeth was usually vocal, but this, watching and listening while not being caught up the moment, was new.  
 
    It was sexy as hell. 
 
    She cried out, and Lorde shifted in an effort to release the pressure in his pants.  
 
    “Lorde?” Tia murmured, lifting her head. It might be even more enjoyable if you and I–” 
 
    Lorde didn’t need to be asked twice. Freeing his cock from his pants, he grabbed a condom and quickly had Tia on her knees, still with her mouth between Elizabeth’s legs. 
 
    As he slid into Tia’s wet warmth, he groaned aloud. 
 
    Elizabeth’s eyes flashed open. “Are you–?” she stammered raising her head from the pillow. 
 
    “No, not if you don’t–” 
 
    “Do it.” She collapsed with a low cry. “Do it at the same time. I want to watch. I want to–oh my god, this feels so good.” 
 
    Tia moaned, and Elizabeth let out a tiny shriek. “That–do that. Make her do that again, Michael. Please.” 
 
    Lorde had no idea what he had done, but he thrust hard into Tia, gripping her hips tightly, while he stared at Elizabeth.  
 
    At Elizabeth, eyes closed, face full of pleasure, so close to coming. 
 
    Lorde thrust harder, Tia moaned and Elizabeth cried out again.  
 
    It wasn’t going to take him long either.      
 
    She was so warm, so wet. Muscles clutched at him, pulled him deeper inside.  
 
    He reached around Tia to caress Elizabeth’s breast, toying with her nipple, rosy red and hard to the touch.  
 
    As hard as his cock.  
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    Gemma 
 
      
 
    “So why are you here?” Coulter asked after he shut the door to the cabin behind her. 
 
    Gemma’s skin prickled as she heard the click of the lock. Not that she was afraid or nervous. 
 
    Maybe a little nervous. 
 
    “I thought it would be fun.” Gemma tried to for offbeat, casual. Relaxed, even though that was the last thing she was.  
 
    She’d tensed up when Coulter had first touched her leg during dinner, and she hadn’t relaxed one little bit.  
 
    “And are you having fun?” A lamp in the corner created shadows in the little cabin. It was smaller than where they had been last night. Gemma didn’t care about the size, but she was glad it was a different cabin. Last night was… 
 
    She wouldn’t soon forget it. 
 
    Tonight would be different, and honestly, she wasn’t expecting much. Not because of Coulter but because she knew nothing would ever be better than yesterday. The hot tub, and Jacey, and Dominic… 
 
    “I am.” Gemma watched as Coulter sat easily on the bed, right in the middle against the pile of pillows.  
 
    “Now, or were you having fun? Because you seem a bit nervous.” 
 
    “I’m not nervous.” Her voice was too high-pitched to be truthful.  
 
    “Good. Then come and sit down with me so I can get to know you.” 
 
    “You want to get to know me?” 
 
    “Of course. I want to find out what makes you tick, what makes you giggle.” That made her giggle, just enough to sit on the edge of the bed. “I won’t bite, you know. Unless you want me to.” 
 
    “Why are you here?” Gemma asked as she kicked off her shoes, drawing her legs under her for warmth. The walk from the inn had been quick but cold, especially on bare legs.  
 
    “You’re cold.” 
 
    “I’m fine.” 
 
    “I don’t understand people who don’t accept that they’re cold when their lips are blue. Gemma, you are cold. Come get under the blanket.” Coulter pulled down the white duvet, patting it invitingly.  
 
    Another shiver convinced her it might be a good idea.  
 
    “But your dress.” Coulter frowned. “You’ll wrinkle it if you keep it on.” 
 
    “Is this a way to get me undressed?” 
 
    “Oh, I’ll be getting you undressed, don’t you worry about that.” Coulter’s drawl dove straight between Gemma’s legs.   
 
    Holding her breath, she stood before him. “Will you unzip it for me, please?” 
 
    “With pleasure.”  
 
    How were his hands so warm? And how was it possible to unzip so slowly? It was a challenge for Gemma to stand still as Coulter ran a hand down her back. 
 
    It wasn’t that she was afraid–she wanted him. She may be nervous about what was going to transpire between them, but that didn’t mean she didn’t want it to start to transpire.  
 
    Once the dress was undone, the fabric gaping at the back, Coulter slipped his fingers under the edges and began easing it down her arms. “You’re getting goosebumps,” he whispered against the back of her neck.  
 
    “I don’t think that’s because I’m cold,” she said in a low voice. 
 
    “No? That’s nice.” His lips pressed against her shoulder. Was that his tongue? Gemma stifled the gasp, feeling the flash of heat between her legs. “Is that nice?” He drew his hand around her waist and pulled her against him, his mouth French kissing her bare shoulders. 
 
    “Yes,” she sighed. “Very nice.” 
 
    “Imagine what I can do with the rest of you.” With a final kiss, Coulter drew away. “But let’s get you warm first. Dress off, under the covers. Right now.” 
 
    Gemma slipped out of her dress and handed it to Coulter as she slid under the covers, the sheets cool under her suddenly overheated skin. She watched as he neatly placed her dress on the chair facing the bed. “Are you going to take off your clothes?” 
 
    “Do you want me too?” 
 
    Gemma shrugged. “It’s only fair.” 
 
    Coulter caught her gaze and held it as he began unbuttoning his shirt. Slowly. Did the man do anything quickly? 
 
    Gemma couldn’t wait to find out. 
 
    Especially not if his body looked like that. She caught her breath as Coulter took off his shirt, toyed with the button on his pants. His chest was chiselled and smooth. Gemma stared for a long moment after Coulter had stepped out of his pants before she pulled down the blanket, inviting him.  
 
    “This is warmer,” he murmured. He lay on his side, an arm propped under his head and looked at her. Gemma dragged her gaze away from his chest. “So. Why are you here? Because you thought it would be fun. Are you looking for more fun?” 
 
    “Who isn’t?” 
 
    “Lots of people, actually. Some people are quite content being unhappy, never wanting to challenge themselves, never moving outside their comfort zone.” 
 
    “Is this outside your comfort zone?” Gemma asked. 
 
    “No, I’m pretty comfortable.” Coulter reached out and drew a finger where the blankets met her skin. “I like touching you.” 
 
    With a hand on her shoulder, Coulter turned Gemma to face him, letting his hand slide to her face. “You’re so beautiful.” 
 
    “You’re just saying that.” 
 
    “I say a lot of things. And I mean every one of them.”  He kissed her then, softly, his lips barely brushing hers before pulling back. “I should have asked to kiss you.” 
 
    “I think we’ve moved past asking for consent.” 
 
    “I want you to remember me as a gentleman.” 
 
    “Are you?” Gemma asked, her throat dry with anticipation. 
 
    Coulter gave her a wicked smile and kissed her again. This one lasted longer. Gemma wanted it to last forever. Never before had a kiss invaded her very core. She arched against him, wanting his body pressed against hers. 
 
    His hand curved over her breast, dipping into her lacy bra to roll her nipple between his fingers. A jolt of heat arrowed between her thighs.  
 
    Gemma stifled the whimper of disappointment as Coulter pulled away from her lips, but the whimper soon turned to delight as he kissed his way down to her breasts.  
 
    Somehow her bra was unhooked, sliding off her shoulder without Gemma realizing what was happening. 
 
    Anything could happen in the room and she wouldn’t realize it, not when his mouth was tracing patterns on her breasts, when his lips fixed on her rosy red nipple and suckled. Not when his hand slid its way down her ribs, to her belly. 
 
    Coulter bit her nipple and Gemma gasped a scream.  
 
    He raised his head and looked at her with a sinful smile. “Too hard?” 
 
    “Ah…no…”  
 
    “I think you like it dirty. You look like such a good girl, with the hair and those eyes, but this…this body tells me you like it rough.” 
 
    Gemma gasped as Coulter thrust his hand past the waistband of her panties and found her nub, already swollen and sensitive. He rubbed and she spread her legs, pushing at her lacy panties at the same time. 
 
    “These are pretty but they have to go,” Coulter said. With a strong tug, the scrap of fabric on the side broke. 
 
    Gemma gasped. “You broke my underwear.”  
 
    Coulter gazed at her like he was daring her to complain. Like he might punish her if she said another word. 
 
    Gemma bit her lip, breathing hard as he jumped off the bed, and yanked down the remaining fabric like it was offensive.  
 
    It was offensive. Gemma wanted nothing impeding Coulter. 
 
    “I need to taste you now.” 
 
    He grasped her legs and pulled her down the bed, before flipping her over onto her stomach. Strong hands on her ass–kneading and stroking, dipping down between to find the wetness that beckoned.  
 
    He helped her onto her knees, still with hands all over her ass. And then without a word, his mouth found her pussy. 
 
    He licked and sucked. He used fingers and lips and tongue–oh, his tongue. He nipped at her clit, sending a rush of sensation flooding through her. 
 
    Coulter invaded. He plundered. 
 
    His tongue licked the length of her, lapping every inch, toying at her puckered rosebud, before starting over again, and again. 
 
    Gemma buried her face in the pillow as her cries became louder. She couldn’t take it. She couldn’t stand it. It felt so good and… 
 
    And Coulter stopped. 
 
    He lifted his head from between her legs and Gemma could have wept with disappointment. “Gemma?” he growled. 
 
    “Yes?” Her voice was shaky, no more than a squeak. 
 
    “I want to hear you.” 
 
    “You–okay.”  
 
    “I want you to be loud. Don’t put your head in the pillow. I need to hear you enjoy this. Are you enjoying this?” His hand roamed her ass, warm and controlling. 
 
    “Yes,” she whispered.  Anything, if he would only keep going. 
 
    “Yes, what?” Suddenly his hand cracked against her ass, so quick Gemma didn’t know what had happened until a flame of pain made her gasp. “Is that okay?” His fingers dipped back between her legs, his thumb finding her clit.  
 
    “Yes.” He’d slapped her. Spanked her. 
 
    Jasper had never tried that. 
 
    “Can I do it again?” Coulter asked in a low voice, his finger now thrusting inside her. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Instead, he returned to her pussy, licking and sucking, plunging his tongue, his fingers inside of her so that there was no part of her that Coulter didn’t explore. Even her ass–first his tongue, then his finger, then his thumb was inside her most private part. 
 
    Jasper had never done that either.  
 
    This time when Gemma cried out, she turned her face to the side so Coulter could hear how much she was enjoying it.  
 
    “Good girl,” he soothed his hand back on her ass. She only had a moment to enjoy his touch before he spanked her again, rubbing away the sting as he plundered her again with his tongue.  
 
    Again and again and again, until Gemma’s cries were almost a continuous scream as Coulter brought her closer and closer to the edge until she was begging for release, begging for him to make her come. 
 
    “Please! Oh, god, don’t stop!” 
 
    And he didn’t, licking and sucking her nub, fingers everywhere until Gemma crashed over the edge with a scream. 
 
    She was still shaking when Coulter stood up and plunged inside of her. 
 
    Gemma gasped at the size, the swiftness, the animalness of his thrusts. It was like her orgasm wouldn’t stop–couldn’t stop–as he fucked her roughly, finger biting into her hips. 
 
    She pitched forward at the power of his hips and grabbed fistfuls of the covers to steady herself. 
 
    Another slap only added to the intensity. It had never been like with Jasper. Never had she felt this…her body craving more…reaching for it. 
 
    “I’m coming,” she shrieked as she barrelled toward the edge once more.  
 
    Her body arched as she came, harder than before, her mouth open in a wordless scream, trailing off into panting gasps as she shivered and shook. 
 
    “You’re fucking beautiful,” Coulter grunted as with a groan that seemed to come from deep inside, emptied himself into her.  
 
    “Next time I’ll be a little more gentle,” he promised as she lay spent on the bed. 
 
    “Again?” she asked with a weak smile.  
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    Morena 
 
      
 
    There were no words. 
 
    Once they got to the cabin, Morena turned to Dominic and began unbuttoning his shirt. She knew what she wanted, and she was about to take it.  
 
    But so was Dominic. When his shirt hung open, exposing the smooth skin with the smattering of dark hair, he drew Morena close so her body fit tight to his and then kissed her. 
 
    Gentle at first; soft kisses like polite chitchat over dinner and for a moment Morena wondered if she’s made a mistake.  
 
    And then Dominic took matters into his own hands.  
 
    He shifted, running warm hands down her arms, twining his fingers with hers as his lips parted and his tongue darted into her mouth.   
 
    He kissed her so thoroughly that Morena’s knees began to weaken.  
 
    Morena had always liked Dominic. Always thought he was attractive. But she’d always been mildly obsessed with Jacey, and so Dominic had become a mere sidekick to Jacey’s adventures.  
 
    With that first kiss, Dominic made the leap from sidekick accessory to leading man status. 
 
    He released her fingers to slide a hand around her head to deepen the kiss, his tongue tangling with hers. Morena held his shoulders, her hand in his curls. A soft noise escaped as Dominic began walking her backwards.  
 
    The bed hit the backs of her legs.  
 
    And then they were lying on the bed, with both still fully dressed. Lips, tongues, hands beginning to wander. They lay on the bed for long minutes, touching like frantic teenagers afraid of getting caught by parents.  
 
    Dominic’s hand slid under her dress, smoothing her bare skin, sliding off her satin panties with a quick movement. Morena thought of stopping things, to take a moment to undress, but she didn’t want to spoil the moment. Didn’t want to stop when Dominic’s fingers were doing such delicious things to her.  
 
    She kissed him on and on, even as she cried out against his mouth, hips thrusting against his hand.  
 
    And then his hand was gone, but his cock was there, pushing against her, and she spread her legs, wanting him inside her, wanting him now, not willing to stop and take a moment. He moved inside her, they moved together; slowly at first until they found their rhythm and then Dominic took control. 
 
    He tucked his hands under her, buried his face in the side of her neck as Morena’s cries rang out into the quiet room.     
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    Lorde 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t until Lorde and Elizabeth were back at the house that he found the words to speak. 
 
    “Is that what you wanted?” 
 
    “I wanted…” Elizabeth stood by the end of the bed, still in her dress. “I didn’t know I wanted that. I didn’t know what to expect.” 
 
    “I thought Tia…” he began gruffly. 
 
    “You’d been with her before?” 
 
    “Once. Long ago. Not like that.” 
 
    “Was it…Was it okay for you?” she asked, her voice soft. Lorde only shook his head. “Was it?” 
 
    “You have to ask?” 
 
    With a smile, Elizabeth slid off her dress, replaced it with a nightgown before pulling back the covers. “Did you like it?” 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    “What about seeing me with Tia?” 
 
    Lorde followed her into bed, fighting the urge to take her in his arms again. “Do you really want a recap?” 
 
    “I do. I’ll tell you anything you want to know.” 
 
    “I don’t know what I want to know.” 
 
    “Do you want to know that as exciting as that was, it’s still better with you. Just you…and me.” 
 
    Lorde dropped his eyes. That was exactly what he wanted to know.    
 
    “Do you want to know there was nothing sexier than having you make love to me last night? Tia was–Tia is–amazing. Really. I’ve never been with a woman before. It was new.” 
 
    “And…” Lorde prompted. 
 
    “And it was exciting and sexy and it felt really good. But it doesn’t mean it was better than you.” 
 
    “I’m not asking that?” 
 
    “No? You’re a man, Michael, but that doesn’t mean you still can’t be a little insecure after you’ve watched a woman give me two orgasms.” 
 
    “Two?” Lorde’s stomach sank. “I thought it was just one.” 
 
    “Two. The first one was so quick but the second…” Elizabeth grinned mischievously. “Want to see if you can make it three?” 
 
    “You’re incorrigible,” Lorde grumbled as he rolled on top of her. 
 
    “And you love it.” 
 
    “I love you,” he said against her lips. 
 
    “And I love you too. Just you. But I might want to try something like that again.” 
 
    “We’ll talk about it later.” Lorde began kissing his way down her body. “After I finish three.” 
 
    Elizabeth gasped with delight as Lorde disappeared under the covers. 
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    Gemma 
 
      
 
    Gemma still wore the thick robe when the knock sounded on the door. Jasper had already gone down to breakfast, after waking up ravenously hungry.  
 
    Gemma would have been concerned had he not already made love to her before he left. 
 
    It had been different from what it had been with Coulter because the two men were nothing alike. Jasper was quieter and reserved than Coulter with all his laid-back charm. 
 
    She opened the door to find Jacey standing there. 
 
    “I saw Jasper go down but not you so I came to check in,” she said, brushing past Gemma without waiting for an invitation to come in. 
 
    “I was going to get dressed and…” Gemma stared as Jacey perched on the bed, sheets still sleep rumpled. 
 
    “I won’t be long. Morena’s breakfasts are my second favorite thing about this place.” 
 
    “What’s your favourite?” Gemma asked. Jacey cocked her head and raised her eyebrows. “Oh. Right. The sex?” 
 
    “The sex with other people,” Jacey agreed. “Not that I don’t do that at home, but it’s nice to have a bit more variety.” 
 
    “You really…you’re in a group of swingers?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t call them a group…there are about five couples and Tia, and sometimes Tia has friends. And we swap.” 
 
    “Wow. How often does this happen? All at once or one at a time?” Now that Jacey was here and talking, Gemma didn’t know what to ask her first. “And your marriage? It seems fine but–” 
 
    “It is fine. My marriage is great. Dominic understands I need a little extra sex. And he gets to do it too, but it’s kind of more for me. We’ve decided I have a very healthy libido.” 
 
    “Healthy libido,” Gemma repeated.  
 
    “You should meet my friend Melissa. I think she wants it more than I do. Her husband…” Jacey trailed off with a shiver. “Unbelievable.” 
 
    “He’s that good?” 
 
    “His tongue.” 
 
    “Ah.” Gemma wondered what an unbelievable tongue was like. Was it better than Coulter? 
 
    She couldn’t stop the stirring between her legs.  
 
    That was why she didn’t rush down to the kitchen with Jasper. They were leaving today, never to see these people again.  
 
    Jacey and Dominic, Coulter and even Morena had changed her world, and Gemma needed a few minutes to figure out what that meant. Was this going to be a one-time thing? Would it be ongoing for her and Jasper? Maybe they could make it a yearly event. 
 
    But deep down, Gemma knew that as much as she loved Jasper, she wasn’t going ot be able to handle a one-time thing, or even yearly. 
 
    She wanted more.  
 
    “I hope you meet them.” Jacey paused. “That’s why I’m here. We were wondering if you and Jasper would like to come to one of Tia’s parties.” 
 
    “Her key parties?” 
 
    Jacey nodded. “The others would love you. Tia and I were talking about it yesterday. She wasn’t sure you would be into it, but after the first night…” Jacey gave Gemma a catlike smile.  
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really. I think it’d be fun. You said you wanted excitement. This is pretty tame compared to a few of the clubs out there.” 
 
    Gemma shook her head. “Oh, I couldn’t do that.” 
 
    “You’d be surprised what you could do. Did you ever think you’d spend the weekend at a swinger resort?” 
 
    “Not really, no.” 
 
    “Well, then.” She stood up. “I’m going to get some of that French toast before it’s all gone. I wanted to ask you about this first. Think about it.” 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    As she closed the door behind Jacey, Gemma knew she would be thinking of nothing else. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 OceanofPDF.com


   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Morena 
 
      
 
    Morena waved as the final car drove away, and then sighed.  
 
    Another successful weekend. This one was more emotional than usual. And Morena knew it wasn’t just William’s death. She hadn’t even touched on the emotions she felt, especially learning William had left everything to her and Iliya. It made her feel guilty, but she wasn’t sure why. And Morena couldn’t deny the relief the thought of what the money could do for her. No more worries about the inn.  
 
    But it was more than that. Having Coulter here made things different with Jed. Having Jed take part made things different. 
 
    Morena wasn’t sure how she felt about that. 
 
    She’d enjoyed herself with Dominic last night, but knew she didn’t need him. She would have been content to end her evening after dinner. 
 
    The thought of Jed with Jacey wriggled at her subconscious like a worm burrowing into the dirt.   
 
    Jacey and Jed had sex, just like she and Dominic had. And Morena didn’t begrudge Jed or Jacey for it, but she wished she had an easier time accepting it. 
 
    As she turned into the house, Morena heard the sound of an approaching car. It was a moment before she recognized Jed’s truck.  
 
    She waited on the porch for him. Jed had left soon after lunch with Coulter, taking him back to his house where Coulter was spending a few days. 
 
    Morena wasn’t sure what she thought about Coulter being under the same roof as Jed. Knowing the two had been together caused mixed emotions. Jealousy, as well as a bit of arousal. The sight of the two men kissing had been a bigger turn-on than Morena had realized it would be.  
 
    But… 
 
    Morena didn’t want to share Jed. Not with Coulter, not with Jacey. She wanted him all to herself. 
 
    The realization sank like a stone to the pit of her stomach as Jed stepped from the truck. 
 
    He was so beautiful, so long and lean, and fun. Fun to be with, fun to play with. And so young.  
 
    “Everyone leave you?” Jed called as he loped up the stairs. 
 
    “I think that’s a good thing.” She sighed. 
 
    “Even me?” His arms circled her waist automatically and Morena leaned against him without being conscious of it. They fit together so naturally, so nicely. The age difference wasn’t a big thing when Jed was holding her.  
 
    She loved him holding her. 
 
    She loved him. 
 
    “Never you,” she said in a low voice. 
 
    “It was a good time,” Jed said, dropping a kiss on the top of her head. “Coulter kept talking about coming back for another weekend.” 
 
    “He is…” She wasn’t sure what she thought of Coulter. Like a puppy? Like a sexy movie star, women dreamt about? Like an amazing man who held a piece of Jed’s heart?  
 
    “He is that,” Jed agreed to her unspoken comments. “I hope you liked him.” 
 
    “I adore him. It’s hard not to,” she admitted. “What about you?” 
 
    Jed pulled away enough to meet her gaze. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you about him. We haven’t talked a lot about our past. I thought that’s what you wanted.” 
 
    “I’m not sure what I want.” 
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” Jed asked quickly with a worried frown. 
 
    “I don’t know–Oh, no! Nothing like that.” Morena was quick to reassure him. “I want you. I want you all the time.” She swallowed her fear, her uncertainties. “I love you, Jed.” 
 
    Jed’s smile was brighter than the afternoon sun beating down on them. “You do, do you?” 
 
    “I know you’ve already said it to me.” 
 
    “I was waiting until you were ready. I don’t mind waiting, especially not for you.” 
 
    “You shouldn’t have to. This age thing just gets in my head.” 
 
    “What age thing?” Jed asked innocently and Morena laughed.  
 
    “Just wait another couple of years until I’m getting a pension.” 
 
    “It only means you can get cheaper movie tickets when I take you out. Seniors discount you know.” 
 
    Morena slapped his shoulder and Jed laughed as he hugged her closer. “I love you Morena Raspillaire, however old you may be. And however old you get won’t change things either.” 
 
    For once Morena decided not to agree, but believe what Jed was saying. 
 
    “I was thinking about Coulter,” she hedged.  
 
    “Good or bad or dirty?” 
 
    “It was…fun with him,” Morena began.  
 
    “I thought you did have fun, but right now it doesn’t really sound like it.” 
 
    “I did…but…” 
 
    “There’s that but. Look, Morena, that can be a one-time thing. Coulter doesn’t have to come to visit again, or if he does, we can keep it out of the bedroom. He’s my friend, and we’ve had a few laughs, but it doesn’t mean I’m pining for him.” 
 
    “Are you sure? Because if that’s something you want–?” 
 
    “I want you to stop trying to make everyone happy, and start being selfish,” Jed said. “If you don’t want to be with Coulter again, we won’t.” 
 
    “I don’t want to be with anyone,” Morena said in a rush. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Anyone else. I only want to be with you, Jed. These weekends are fun, but now I have you–now that I love you, I don’t want–I want it to just be the two of us. No sharing.” 
 
    Morena held her breath as Jed looked at her searchingly. “I can handle that.” 
 
    “If it’s not what you want…” 
 
    “I want you,” Jed interrupted, his fingers pressed against her lips. “However you want me. If it’s only to be me and you, so much better.” 
 
    He kissed her then as they stood on the porch, the kiss warming Morena even more than the sun.  
 
      
 
    The End  
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