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Chapter 1: The View
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The Florida sun was relentless that Saturday, hammering down on the condo complex with the kind of brutal intensity that made the asphalt shimmer and the pool water look like liquid sapphire. Zoey had claimed the best spot on their balcony, a worn lounge chair she'd dragged into the sliver of shade cast by the unit above, and she wasn't about to give it up for anything.

"Babe, you want another iced tea?" Norm's voice drifted out from the open sliding glass door, muffled by the hum of the AC unit struggling to keep up.

"Please," she called back, not bothering to open her eyes. She was stretched out in a high-waisted bikini the color of ripe watermelon, a floppy straw hat balanced on her face, her tan legs crossed at the ankle. The balcony was small but theirs, the first place that had ever felt like a real home. Six months in, and she still caught herself smiling at the little things. The way the morning light hit the kitchen tile. The sound of the pool splashing below. The fact that she and Norm had actually pulled this off.

It was an older building, seventies-era construction with beige stucco and wrought-iron railings, but they'd made it their own. Fresh paint. New counters. A couch that had cost way too much but felt like a cloud. The shared pool had been a sticking point during the walkthrough. The realtor had actually warned them that some buyers were turned off by the noise factor. Kids screaming, drunk neighbors, the endless thump of music on summer weekends.

Zoey had loved it instantly.

Water, she'd thought, standing on this very balcony six months ago, watching the late-afternoon light ripple across the surface. I could wake up to that every day.

And she did. Most mornings, she'd pad out here in Norm's oversized T-shirt, coffee in hand, and just watch the water. It was peaceful. Calm. Everything she'd never had growing up in a series of cramped apartments with thin walls and sketchy neighbors.

Today, the pool was mercifully quiet. A few retirees bobbed in the shallow end, and a mom with a toddler was camped out under an umbrella. Zoey had the balcony to herself, the distant buzz of a lawnmower the only interruption to the heavy, humid silence.

"You want the big glass or the little one?" Norm's voice again, closer now.

"The big one," she said, lifting her hat just enough to squint at him through the glass door. He was shirtless, wearing a pair of faded board shorts, his lean frame backlit by the dim interior. Dark hair, kind eyes, a smile that had made her fall for him in the first place. He was handsome in that approachable, boy-next-door way, not the kind of man who turned heads, but the kind who made you feel safe.

"Coming right up." He gave her a wink and disappeared back toward the kitchen.

Zoey let the hat fall back over her face, settling into the familiar rhythm of the afternoon. The heat was thick enough to chew, the air so heavy with humidity that her skin felt permanently dewy. She loved it. She'd take this over a Midwest winter any day.

She was just drifting into that hazy, half-asleep space when she heard it.

Voices. Deep, laughing, carrying across the courtyard like the first warning rumble of thunder.

She lifted the hat again, curiosity getting the better of her, and peered over the railing.

Oh.

The group that had just spilled through the gate was impossible to miss. Three of them, all tall, all ripped, all black, striding toward the pool like they owned the place. They were shirtless, glistening with sweat, their bodies carved from hours of gym time and presumably good diets. One carried a massive beach ball tucked under his arm. Another had a giant pink flamingo floatie balanced on his head, its long neck drooping comically over his shoulder. A third was already fiddling with a Bluetooth speaker, some premium model that looked like it could rattle windows.

Zoey watched the ‘Speaker Guy’ in particular. His chest was smooth, his abs ridiculously defined, and he moved with an easy, rolling confidence that made her stomach do something she wasn't prepared for. He was laughing at something one of the others had said, his head thrown back, and the sound of it, low and warm and genuine, drifted up to her balcony like a physical touch.

Zoey's mouth went dry.

She told herself to look away. She did. She looked at the beach ball. She looked at the flamingo. She looked at the speaker that was now pumping out a lazy R&B beat that seemed to sync with her pulse.

But her eyes kept drifting back to him. To the way his shoulders moved as he tossed the beach ball to one of his friends. To the way his shorts sat low on his hips, revealing that sharp V of muscle that dipped below the waistband. To the way he scanned the pool area, his gaze casual, unhurried, like he had all the time in the world.

She watched him drop his towel on a lounger. Watched him stretch, arms above his head, his back muscles flexing in a way that made her breath catch. Watched him dive into the deep end with barely a splash, his powerful body cutting through the water like it was made for it.

When he surfaced, shaking the water from his hair, he looked up.

Not at her. Not exactly. But in her direction, his eyes sweeping the balconies with idle curiosity.

Zoey froze. Her heart hammered against her ribs. She should have ducked. Should have pulled the hat back down and pretended she'd been asleep the whole time.

But she didn't.

She held her breath and watched him push his wet hair back from his forehead, water streaming down his face, across his chest, catching the afternoon light like tiny diamonds.

Get it together, she told herself. You have a boyfriend. A good one. He's inside making you iced tea.

But her eyes stayed fixed on the pool.

One of the other guys, the one with the speaker, cranked the volume. A woman's voice, sultry and slow, poured through the courtyard. The big one in the pool laughed, splashed his friend, and the whole group erupted into good-natured chaos. Beach ball sailing through the air. Flamingo floatie being wrestled into the water. The kind of effortless, joyful energy that made Zoey's chest ache with something she couldn't name.

She watched them for another minute. Then two. Long enough that the retirees gathered their things and shuffled inside. Long enough that the mom with the toddler had picked him up and carried him off, after having packed up her umbrella.

Zoey didn't move.

She was still watching when Norm's voice cut through the haze.

"Hey, you okay out here?"

She turned, heart racing, to find him standing in the doorway with two tall glasses of iced tea, condensation dripping down the sides. He was smiling that easy smile, completely oblivious, completely trusting.

"Yeah," she said, her voice coming out a little too high. "Yeah, I'm fine. Just... zoning out."

Norm set the glasses down on the small table between their lounge chairs and leaned in to kiss her forehead. His lips were warm, familiar, the kind of kiss that had once made her melt.

Now it just felt like a reminder.

"You want to go down to the pool later?" he asked, settling into his own chair. "Get some real sun?"

Zoey glanced back over the railing. The group was still there, louder now, more raucous. The big one had climbed out of the pool and was shaking off like a dog, water flying everywhere while his friends howled with laughter. His skin gleamed. His smile was wide.

"I don't know," she said slowly. "Maybe."

Norm shrugged, already reaching for his glass. "Suit yourself."

Zoey picked up her own iced tea, the glass cool against her palm, and took a long sip. The sugar hit her tongue, the mint a sharp, clean note beneath it. Norm had made it just the way she liked it. He always did.

She should have felt grateful. She should have felt lucky. And in a way, she did.

Still, she found herself watching the pool again. Watching the men. Watching the way the sun painted Speaker Guy’s skin gold and the water beaded on his chest and the easy laughter that seemed to come so naturally.

Without a word, without a sound, she rose from her chair. Norm was already scrolling through his phone, oblivious to the shift in the air, to the tension coiling in her shoulders, to the way her eyes kept straying toward the courtyard.

"I'm going inside," she said. "Getting a little too hot out here."

Norm nodded, not looking up. "Don't blame you. It's brutal today."

Zoey stepped through the sliding glass door and pulled it shut behind her, the cool blast of AC hitting her heated skin like a shock. She stood there for a moment, back against the door, heart pounding.

Through the glass, she could still see them. Still see him. Laughing. Splashing. Living like no one was watching.

But someone was watching, she thought. And she couldn't seem to look away.

She turned from the window, walked slowly toward the bedroom, and let the door click shut behind her. The sound of the pool faded to a distant hum, muffled by walls and glass and the steady drone of the air conditioner.

But the image stayed. Burned into her memory like a brand.
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Chapter 2: Imagination
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Zoey didn't go back to the balcony.

She stood in the bedroom, the door cracked just enough to give her a sliver of a view through the sliding glass door. Norm was still out there, stretched out in his lounge chair, phone in hand, iced tea sweating on the table beside him. He hadn't noticed she'd gone inside. He hadn't noticed much of anything, really.

She told herself she was just checking on him. Making sure he was comfortable. Being a good girlfriend.

But her eyes weren't on Norm.

They were on the pool. On him. Speaker Guy.

He was out of the water now, standing at the edge with his back to her, talking to one of his friends. Water dripped down his spine, tracing the deep groove between his shoulder blades before disappearing into the waistband of his shorts. His back was a map of muscle, broad and tapering to a narrow waist, and Zoey found herself tracing the lines with her eyes.

Stop it, she told herself.

But she didn't stop.

She leaned against the doorframe, her pulse humming in her ears, and let her mind wander somewhere it shouldn't go.

She imagined herself walking down the spiral staircase that led to the courtyard. Slow. Deliberate. Her hips swaying just a little more than usual. The sound of her sandals clicking against the concrete.

Speaker Guy would look up first. He'd see her coming, and that easy, lazy smile would spread across his face. He'd nudge one of his friends, and they'd all turn to watch her approach.

"Hey there," he'd say, his voice low and warm. "You live here?"

She'd nod, stopping at the edge of the pool. "Fourth floor. Right above you."

He'd tilt his head, studying her with those whiskey-dark eyes. "I noticed you up there. Watching."

She wouldn't deny it. She wouldn't look away.

"Maybe I was," she'd say.

He'd step closer, close enough that she could smell the chlorine and the salt of his skin. Close enough that she could see the water beading on his chest, the way his muscles shifted with every breath. His hand would come up, slow and deliberate, and brush a strand of hair from her face.

"You want to come in?" he'd ask. "Water's perfect."

She'd look past him at the pool, at his friends watching with knowing smiles. At the flamingo floatie bobbing gently in the deep end. At the beach ball that had drifted to the edge.

"I don't have a suit," she'd say.

His smile would widen. "That's a shame."

And then he'd take her hand, warm and calloused, and lead her to the edge. His friends would whoop and holler, and she'd laugh, and the next thing she knew she was in the water with them, her clothes completely soaked through, her hair plastered to her face.

Speaker Guy would be right there, his hands finding her waist under the water, pulling her close. His grip would be firm, possessive, and she'd feel the heat of him even through the cool water.

"Told you," he'd murmur against her ear. "Perfect."

She'd wrap her arms around his neck, her fingers tangling in his wet hair. His friends would be splashing around them, laughing, the music still pumping from the speaker on the pool deck. One of them would toss the flamingo floatie at them, and they'd both go under, surfacing with matching grins.

And then he'd kiss her.

Not a gentle kiss. Not a tentative one. A real kiss, deep and hungry, his hands pulling her flush against him under the water where no one could see. Her legs would wrap around his waist, and he'd carry her to the shallow end, pressing her against the tiled wall, and—

Zoey jerked back from the doorframe, her face burning.

What the hell is wrong with you?

She pressed her palms to her cheeks, feeling the heat radiating off her skin. She was supposed to be inside cooling off. She was supposed to be a loyal girlfriend. She was supposed to be normal.

Instead, she was standing here like some kind of pervert, fantasizing about a complete stranger while her boyfriend sipped iced tea fifteen feet away.

She peeked through the crack again, just to make sure Norm hadn't somehow developed psychic powers.

He hadn't. He was exactly where she'd left him, scrolling through his phone, completely oblivious. The retirees were gone. The mom was gone. The pool belonged entirely to the three men now, and they were taking full advantage.

Speaker Guy had climbed back into the water and was wrestling the flamingo away from one of his friends. They were laughing, splashing, the beach ball arcing through the air between them. It was all so... effortless. So joyful. Like they didn't have a care in the world.

Zoey watched them for another minute, her breath shallow, her heart racing.

And then she let herself imagine again.

This time, she was already by the pool. She'd come down on her own, claiming a lounge chair on the opposite side, telling herself she was just getting some sun. But Speaker Guy had spotted her. Of course he had.

He'd swam over, resting his arms on the edge of the pool right next to her chair.

"Mind if I join you?" he'd ask.

Before she could answer, he'd hoist himself out of the water, and suddenly he was standing over her, dripping wet, his shadow falling across her face. She'd look up at him, shielding her eyes, and he'd smile that slow, devastating smile.

"You've been watching me," he'd say. Not a question. A statement.

"I don't know what you're talking about."

He'd crouch down, bringing himself to her level. His face would be inches from hers, water dripping from his chin onto her chest.

"Liar," he'd murmur.

And then he'd lean in, his lips brushing her ear. "I saw you up there. On your balcony. You couldn't take your eyes off me."

She'd shiver, and not from the cold.

"What do you want?" he'd ask. "Tell me."

She'd open her mouth to answer, but nothing would come out. Because what she wanted was too much. Too dirty. Too everything.

He'd read it on her face anyway.

His hand would find her thigh, his thumb tracing a slow circle on the inside of her knee. "I can give you what you want," he'd say. "All of it."

And then his hand would slide higher, higher, his fingers finding the edge of her bikini bottoms, and—

Zoey yanked the door closed and pressed her forehead against the cool wood.

Oh my God.

She was sweating. She was actually sweating, and not from the Florida heat. Her skin was prickling, her thighs pressed together, her breath coming in shallow gasps.

She was a terrible person. A terrible, terrible person.

And she couldn't stop.

She opened the door again. Just a crack. Just enough to see.

Speaker Guy was floating on his back now, arms spread wide, eyes closed. The flamingo floatie was drifting nearby, abandoned. His friends were sitting on the edge of the pool, legs dangling in the water, passing the beach ball back and forth. They were talking about something, their voices too low to hear from up here.

Zoey watched the rise and fall of Speaker Guy's chest. Watched the way his abs caught the sunlight. Watched the water ripple around him like he was the center of the world.

And she imagined one more time.

This time, she wasn't on the balcony at all. She was in the pool with them. All of them. Their hands on her, their bodies surrounding her. Speaker Guy's hands on her hips. One of his friends kissing her neck. The third one touching her waist, pulling her close.

She was between them, surrounded by muscle and heat and the scent of chlorine and skin. Music pounding. Laughter echoing. The water sloshing around them as they moved together.

She'd tip her head back, let the sun warm her face, let their hands roam wherever they wanted. She wouldn't hold back. She wouldn't be shy. She'd be the version of herself she'd never had the courage to be.

And when it was over, she'd float in the water, weightless and satisfied, while they all watched her with hungry eyes, wanting more.

Wanting everything.

Zoey backed away from the door, her legs shaky, her heart pounding so loud she could barely hear the music from the pool anymore.

She needed to sit down. She needed a drink. She needed to scrub her brain with soap.

She sank onto the edge of the bed, her hands trembling, and stared at the closed door.

Hello, Missy! You have a boyfriend, she reminded herself. And a damn good one, remember? He's right outside.

But the image wouldn't leave. The fantasy clung to her like the humidity outside, thick and suffocating and impossible to shake.

She could still feel imaginary hands on her skin. Could still hear imaginary laughter in her ears. Could still taste the phantom kiss on her lips.

She closed her eyes and let out a shaky breath.

It's just a fantasy, she told herself. Just a silly, harmless fantasy. Everyone has them. It doesn't mean anything.

But the knot in her stomach said otherwise.

And the fact that she was already planning to peek through that door again said even more.

Outside, Norm called out to her.

"Zo! You want me to bring your tea in?"

She flinched, guilt crashing over her like a wave.

"I'm fine!" she called back, her voice cracking. "I'll be out in a minute!"

She heard him settle back into his chair, oblivious.

Zoey sat there for a long moment, staring at the door. At the sliver of light coming through the crack. At the distant sound of laughter and splashing and music.

And despite everything, despite the guilt and the shame and the voice in her head screaming at her to stop, she found herself getting up.

She found herself walking back toward the door.

She found herself peeking through the crack one more time.

Just to see him.

Just to see what she was missing.

Just to imagine what it would be like if she let herself have what she wanted.

Just for a little while longer.
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Chapter 3: Hi
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Zoey stepped onto the balcony, her legs still unsteady, and grabbed her iced tea from the small table. The glass was far warmer now, condensation pooling around the base, but she didn't care. She needed something to hold onto. Something to ground her.

Norm looked up from his phone, his brow furrowing the moment he caught her expression. "You okay? You look... flushed."

She bit her lip, the taste of copper and guilt on her tongue. She couldn't do this. She couldn't just pretend everything was normal. Not after what she'd been imagining. Not with the sound of laughter still drifting up from the pool.

"Can we go inside?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. "I need to tell you something. Privately."

Norm's eyes searched her face for a moment, but he didn't argue. He set down his phone, rose from his lounge chair, and followed her through the sliding glass door. She pulled it shut behind them, the cool blast of AC hitting her heated skin like a splash of cold water.

"Okay," Norm said, crossing his arms. His tone was cautious, curious. "What's going on? You're freaking me out a little."

Zoey set her iced tea down on the kitchen counter and turned to face him. Her hands were trembling. She pressed them against her thighs to still them.

"Remember those conversations we've had?" she started. "About... bringing someone else in? The theoretical ones?"

Norm's eyebrows shot up. "Yeah. I remember."

She took a breath. "I know we've talked about it before. I know we've both been curious. But it was always abstract. Always just talk."

"Zo, what are you saying?"

She gestured toward the balcony, toward the pool. "The guys down there. The three black guys. I've been watching them. I can't stop watching them. And I want to flirt with them. I want to see where it goes."

Norm stared at her. His expression shifted from confusion to surprise to something she couldn't quite read.

"All three of them?" he asked finally.

She nodded, her cheeks burning. "I know it's a lot. I know it sounds crazy. I've never even been with one black man before, let alone three. But I can't get them out of my head. Every time I close my eyes, I see them. Every time I hear their laughter, I want to be down there with them."

Norm was quiet for a long moment. Zoey's heart pounded so loud she was sure he could hear it.

"You never said anything," he said slowly. "About wanting to be with a black guy in particular. Or even a group of men. I had no idea this was a thing!"

"I didn't know I wanted it until I saw them," she admitted. "I didn't know I wanted any of this. But now I can't stop thinking about it. About what it would be like. About what it would feel like to have their hands on me. To be... wanted like that."

Norm ran a hand through his hair, exhaling slowly. "Jesus! This is a lot to take in, Zo... I don’t know how I feel about it."

"I know." She stepped closer, reaching for his hands. "I know it's a lot. But you said we could explore this. You said you were open to it. And I'm not asking for everything. I'm asking for permission to flirt. Just to see what happens. I'll do whatever you say. Whatever you allow. You're in control. You set the boundaries, and I follow them. I promise."

Norm looked at her hands, then at her face. His jaw tightened, and she could see him wrestling with it. The surprise. The jealousy. The curiosity.

"You'd really do that?" he asked. "Follow my rules?"

"Anything," she said. "I swear."

He was quiet again. The only sound was the hum of the AC and the distant, muffled thump of music from the pool.

Then, slowly, he nodded.

"Okay," he said.

Zoey's breath caught. "Okay?"

"Okay, you can flirt. But you do exactly what I say, when I say it. No going off script. If I tell you to stop, you stop. If I tell you to walk away, you walk away. Got it?"

"Got it," she breathed.

"And we set ground rules after. Before anything goes further, we talk about it. All of it. Boundaries. Safe words. Everything."

She nodded, her heart soaring. "Of course. Whatever you want."

Norm studied her for a moment longer, then let out a shaky laugh. "I can't believe I'm saying this."

Zoey threw her arms around him, kissing him hard. He kissed her back, his hands gripping her waist, and for a moment she felt like she was floating.

When she pulled back, she was smiling so wide her cheeks hurt.

"Thank you," she whispered. "Thank you, thank you, thank you!"

"Go on," he said, nudging her toward the balcony. "Before I change my mind."

She didn't need to be told twice.

She stepped back into the Florida heat, her heart racing, her confidence surging. The screen door slid shut behind her, and she heard Norm settle onto the couch inside, ready to watch.

Down at the pool, the three men were lounging on the edge now, their legs dangling in the water. Speaker Guy was in the middle, his arms stretched out along the concrete, his head tipped back. One of his friends was tossing a tennis ball against the wall, catching it on the rebound. The other was scrolling through his phone, music still pumping from the speaker.

Zoey leaned against the balcony railing, letting her hips sway just a little. She lifted her hand, fingers spread, and gave a slow, deliberate wave.

Speaker Guy noticed first. He tilted his head, a grin spreading across his face. He nudged the guy next to him, the one with the tennis ball. That guy looked up, smirked, and nudged the third one.

Three faces turned toward her. Three sets of eyes traveled up her body, taking in the watermelon bikini, the bare legs, the smile she was trying to keep from turning into a full-blown grin.

And then, in unison, three hands raised in reply.

She got three smirks in return.

Three slow, appraising waves back.

Zoey's heart soared. Her stomach flipped. Every nerve in her body was alive, electric, buzzing with the sheer thrill of it.

She'd done it.

She was doing this.

She was standing on her balcony in her bikini, waving at three impossibly hot men, and they were waving back. They were interested. She could see it in their eyes, in the way they leaned forward, in the way Speaker Guy's gaze lingered on her like she was the only thing worth looking at.

She bit her lip, letting them see her watching them back.

And then she gave one last wave, slow and teasing, before turning to walk back inside. She didn't want to give too much away at once. She wanted to leave them wanting more.

But as she reached the sliding door, she glanced back over her shoulder.

They were still watching her. Still smirking. Still interested.

Zoey smiled to herself, a flush of pride warming her chest. She'd never felt so bold. So powerful. So desired.
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Chapter 4: Come On Up
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Norm was waiting for her inside, his expression a mixture of awe and unease.

"Happy?" he asked.

She grinned. "So happy."

And she meant it.

The image stayed with her as she stepped inside and let the door close behind her. Three men. Three smirks. Three waves.

And her, standing in the middle of it all, finally letting herself want something she'd never dared to want before.

But as the adrenaline began to fade, a new thought took its place. A bolder one. One that made her stomach flip in a way that had nothing to do with nerves and everything to do with possibility.

She turned to Norm, her eyes bright. "I want to invite them up."

Norm's head snapped back. "Already? You hardly even flirted!"

"I know. But this way, if they say no, I don't have to walk down there and embarrass myself. And if they say yes..." She glanced toward the balcony. "You're here. It's safer."

Norm ran a hand through his hair, clearly struggling. "Zo, we talked about flirting. We didn't talk about inviting them up. I haven't agreed to that. You said you’d only do things I’d agreed to."

She crossed the room in three quick steps, her hands finding his chest, her eyes locking onto his. She held his gaze, steady and unblinking, letting him see how much she wanted this.

"Please," she said, her voice soft but insistent. "I know how much I'm asking. I know it's crazy. In fact, it's insane. I know that. But do this one thing for me today, and I'll do anything you want. I promise."

Norm's eyes narrowed, a flicker of interest cutting through his hesitation. "Anything?"

She leaned in closer, her lips brushing his ear. "Anything."

She watched his expression shift. She could practically see the gears turning in his head, the possibilities racing through his mind. She knew him. She knew what he was thinking. He wanted his own threesome, or possibly even more than that. He was going to ask for something kinky, something she probably would have said no to before. Something that made her blush just to think about.

And for this, she decided it was worth it.

Norm studied her for a long moment, his jaw working. Then, slowly, he nodded.

"Fine," he said. "Go ahead."

Zoey threw her arms around him, kissing him hard. "Thank you, thank you, thank you!"

She pulled back, already heading for the balcony. Her hand was on the screen door before she could second-guess herself.

She pushed it open and stepped out into the heat. The three men were still there, still lounging, still laughing. She leaned over the railing, catching their attention.

"Hey!" she called down. "You guys want to come up?"

They looked at each other, then back at her. Speaker Guy pointed at himself, then at his friends, a questioning look on his face.

The guys seemed a little bit confused.

Zoey nodded to reassure them, a slow smirk spreading across her lips. She waved for them to come up again, more insistent this time.

Speaker Guy laughed, a deep, warm sound that carried all the way to her balcony. "Unit number?" he called up.

"402!" she shouted back.

The three of them scrambled to their feet, grabbing their things. The beach ball. The speaker. The giant pink flamingo floatie, which one of them tucked under his arm like it was the most natural thing in the world.

They were laughing, shoving each other, heading toward the building entrance.

Zoey watched them go, her heart pounding, her palms sweaty.

They were coming up.

They were actually coming up.

She stepped back inside, the screen door clicking shut behind her, and turned to face Norm. Her smile was wide, her eyes wild with anticipation.

"Get ready," she said.

And she meant it.
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Chapter 5: One Drink


[image: ]


"What do we do? Serve them drinks?" Norm asked.

"Yeah, I don't know. Something like that! I've never done this before."

"Neither have I!" Norm confirmed, as if she'd somehow thought he was the expert.

Zoey laughed, a nervous, breathless sound that did nothing to calm her racing heart. She could hear them in the hallway now, their voices echoing off the walls, footsteps growing closer. Three sets of them. Three men. Coming to her door.

She smoothed down her bikini top, suddenly self-conscious. Was this too much? Too little? Should she have changed into something else?

Before she could spiral further, the knock came.

Three sharp raps.

Zoey looked at Norm. Norm looked at her. Neither of them moved.

"Zo," Norm said, his voice strained. "You're the one who invited them."

Right. She was.

She crossed the living room, her hand trembling as she reached for the doorknob. She took a breath, pulled it open, and there they were.

Speaker Guy stood in front, his grin wide and easy. Behind him, the other two crowded the narrow hallway, beach ball and flamingo still in hand. Up close, they were even more intimidating. Even more gorgeous. The kind of men who made you forget your own name.

"Hey," the one in front said. "We brought the floatie."

Zoey blinked, then burst out laughing. The tension broke, just like that.

"Come in," she said, stepping aside. "All of you. And the floatie."

They filed in, filling her small living room with their presence.

"So," the one in front said, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. "I'm Amir. That's Malik." He pointed to the one with the flamingo. "And that's Isaiah." The one who'd carried the beach ball.

"Zoey," she said. "And this is Norm."

“Nice to meet you,” they all said to one another, some lagging only slightly.

Isaiah dropped the beach ball on the counter. Malik propped the flamingo against the wall like it was a guest of honor. Amir made a beeline for the couch, dropping onto it like he'd been invited a hundred times before.

"Nice place," he said, looking around. "Cozy."

"Thanks," Zoey managed. "Can I get you guys a drink? We have beer. Wine. Some whiskey."

"Beer's good," Amir said. Malik and Isaiah nodded in agreement.

Norm moved to the kitchen, grabbing bottles from the fridge. Zoey followed, her hands still shaking.

"One drink," Norm murmured, low enough that only she could hear. "We get through one drink, and then we see where things go."

She nodded, her throat too tight to speak.

They carried the beers back to the living room, handing them out. The guys cracked them open, taking long, appreciative swallows. Zoey and Norm settled on the love seat across from them, the space between them feeling both too small and too vast.

The conversation that followed was stilted, awkward. They talked about the building. The pool. The weather. How long they'd all lived here. Normal things, delivered in voices that betrayed their nerves.

But Zoey couldn't stop watching Amir. The way his fingers wrapped around the bottle. The way his throat moved when he swallowed. The way his eyes kept finding hers, warm and curious and full of promise.

She finished her beer faster than she'd intended. So did Amir.

"Another?" she asked, already standing.

"Maybe later," Amir said, setting his bottle down. "Right now, I'd rather just..." He trailed off, his gaze dropping to her lips.

Zoey's breath caught.

She crossed the room without thinking, her body moving on instinct. She stopped in front of him, close enough to feel the heat radiating off his skin.

"I'd rather that too," she said.

Amir reached up, his hand finding her waist. His grip was firm, possessive, exactly like she'd imagined. He pulled her down onto his lap, and then his mouth was on hers.

The kiss was everything she'd fantasized about. Deep. Hungry. His tongue sliding against hers like he'd been waiting all day for this. His hands roamed her back, her hips, pulling her closer.

She heard a sound behind her. Norm, clearing his throat. She broke the kiss, breathless, and turned to look at him.

He was watching her, his expression unreadable.

"Okay," he said slowly. "Okay."

Amir's hand found her chin, turning her face back toward him. "Focus on me," he murmured. "We'll get to him later."

Zoey shivered. She felt Malik's hand on her shoulder, warm and heavy. Then Isaiah's on her thigh, tracing lazy circles on her bare skin.

She was surrounded. Wanted. Caught between three sets of hands and three hungry gazes.

And she'd never felt more alive.

Norm rose from the love seat, walking over to where they were. He stood behind Amir, watching Zoey with an intensity that made her stomach flip. Then he reached down, his fingers brushing her cheek.

"Having fun?" he asked.

She nodded, unable to form words.

"Good," he said. "Because we're just getting started."
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Chapter 6: The Start
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Amir's lips found her neck, trailing hot, open-mouthed kisses along her collarbone. Zoey's head fell back, a soft moan escaping her throat. Malik's hand had migrated from her shoulder to her lower back, his fingers tracing the curve of her spine. Isaiah's thumb was still drawing lazy circles on her thigh, each pass creeping just a fraction higher.

She was surrounded. Drowning in them. And she never wanted to come up for air.

"Zoey," Amir murmured against her skin. "You're so fucking beautiful."

Before she could respond, Malik's other hand found her hip, pulling her closer. Isaiah leaned in, his lips brushing her shoulder. They were everywhere. All of them. Their hands, their mouths, their heat. She'd never felt so consumed.

Then Norm cleared his throat.

Not the nervous sound from before. This was deliberate. Measured.

Zoey opened her eyes, finding him standing a few feet away, watching the scene unfold with an intensity that made her stomach flip. His hands were shoved in his pockets, his jaw tight.

"I have an idea," Norm said slowly.

Zoey blinked, trying to focus. "What?"

"Stay right there," Norm said, already backing toward the bedroom. "I'm going to get the camera."

Zoey's eyes went wide. Her cheeks flushed a deep, burning pink. The camera. The one they'd bought months ago for a vacation they never took. The one that had sat untouched in the back of the closet.

"Norm!" she called after him, half-laughing, half-horrified. "Are you serious?"

But she was smiling. God help her, she was smiling.

"You told me anything," Norm said from the hallway, his voice carrying back to her. "Remember?"

She remembered. She remembered exactly what she'd promised. And she knew exactly what he was going to do with that footage.

Her blush deepened. But so did the thrill racing through her veins.

She turned back to the men, her eyes bright, her lips parted.

"Don't stop," she said. And then, louder, toward the bedroom: "Hurry up and get it!"

Amir pulled her back to him, his mouth claiming hers again. Malik's hands roamed her sides. Isaiah's fingers curled around the back of her thigh.

She let herself fall back into them. Let herself be surrounded, wanted, claimed.

But her ears were tuned to the sound of Norm's footsteps. To the soft click of the closet door opening, then closing. To the quiet thud of dresser drawers.

He was really doing it. He was really getting the camera.

And she couldn't wait to see what happened next.

When Norm emerged from the bedroom, camera in hand, she barely glanced at him. She was too busy kissing Amir, too lost in the feel of Malik's lips on her shoulder and Isaiah's hands on her hips.

"Ready when you are," Norm said, his voice steady, controlled.

Zoey broke the kiss, breathless. She looked at Norm, then at Amir, then at Malik and Isaiah. Four men. All watching her. All wanting her.

She stood, her legs shaky but determined. The men rose with her, flanking her on all sides. Amir's hand found the small of her back. Malik's fingers tangled with hers. Isaiah walked close enough that his arm brushed hers with every step.

They started moving toward the bedroom.

Zoey's heart pounded so loud she could barely hear anything else. The camera whirred softly as Norm fell into step behind them, capturing every moment.

Halfway there, Amir's free hand found the string of her bikini top. He tugged it, slow and deliberate, and she felt the knot loosen. The fabric sagged, just slightly, barely staying in place as she walked.

Her breath caught. Her cheeks burned. But she didn't stop it. Didn't tell him to stop.

She walked into the bedroom, her bikini top clinging by a thread, and let them lead her toward the bed.

The air in the bedroom grew thick with anticipation. Without a word, strong hands guided Zoey to the center of the room. Norm positioned himself in a corner, camera already rolling, ready to capture every moment.

Amir, Isaiah, and Malik finally stripped her, removing the final scraps of bikini from her body.

“Wow, she’s so hot!” Amir teased, turning to smile and look at Norm.

“I know,” he nodded nervously in agreement, though he was proud of his woman.

The guys helped her down, and soon, Zoey knelt on the plush carpet, her nude form a canvas in the soft lamplight. The first man, Amir, stepped forward, his impressive length already hardening as he approached. She took him in her mouth, working with practiced enthusiasm, her tongue swirling around his shaft.

"Good girl!" someone praised from the side, just as another man positioned himself beside her, his hand tangling in her hair to guide her mouth to his waiting erection.

It was Malik next. Zoey didn’t have to move much, simply pulling back from Amir, and sucking Malik over on her left hand side.

“Mmm, good slut!” Malik proudly proclaimed. Norm felt a pang of jealousy, but also a strong throbbing sensation in the front of his shorts.

“My turn,” Isaiah stated staunchly, as he grabbed Zoey by her beautiful hair. She gasped as she was pulled backwards, lips from Malik’s cock, now over to Isaiah.

“Mmmm!” she moaned as she tasted Isaiah for the first time. His face wore the world’s proudest grin.

Over in the corner, Norm was catching all of this. Every second of it. And he knew that Zoey would be eager to watch this back with him.

His mind couldn’t help but wonder: Would she suck him as they watched it together?

He was snapped out of it by the groans and grunts going on in front of him.

The men passed her between themselves like a prized possession. One moment she was pleasuring Isaiah, the next she was back over to Amir. Then Malik again. Then Amir. Isaiah protested, but after about 30 seconds or so of sucking, he stole her back from Amir. Every single one of them was loving this.

Hands roamed her body, smacks echoed across the room as reddened handprints bloomed on Zoey’s ass cheeks.

Her saliva dripped down her chin, coating her breasts in a glistening sheen. She tried to keep up, to satisfy each man's demands, but they were insatiable. Just as she found a rhythm with one, another would pull her away or position himself differently.

"Look at her," someone grunted appreciatively as she worked between two men at once. "Can't get enough!"

“What a perfect little slut,” Amir grinned down at her, as Zoey slowly kissed his tip.

Her jaw ached, her knees burned against the carpet, but something primal drove her onward. By the time they paused, all three of the men stood around her, their erections throbbing in the orange light coming through the curtains. This was the largest collection of cock she'd ever witnessed, each one impressive in its own right.

Her face was a mess of saliva and smeared makeup, strands of hair plastered to her cheeks. Through hazy eyes, she lifted her gaze, finding Norm behind the camera lens. His expression was near unreadable, with his jaw dropped slightly open as he filmed her disheveled, spit-covered face looking up at him in disbelief at what was going on in their home.

At what she was doing. What she wanted. After all, this was Zoey’s idea.

Though, she got a feeling she wasn’t the one loving what a slut she was becoming.
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Chapter 7: Used


[image: ]


Norm adjusted the camera, making sure the red recording light stayed steady. "On the bed, Zoey. Now," he said, his voice low and firm.

Zoey felt a fresh wave of heat flood through her body at the command. She climbed onto the king-sized bed on all fours, her ass raised high and her back arched. The white sheets felt cool against her flushed skin. Her nipples were already tight and aching. She looked back over her shoulder at the three men watching her with raw hunger in their eyes.

Amir moved first. His powerful frame loomed behind her as he gripped her hips with strong hands. He rubbed the thick head of his cock up and down her soaked pussy lips, teasing her entrance until she was whimpering and pushing back against him desperately.

"Please," she begged, her voice shaking with need. "I need you inside me."

Amir chuckled, deep and rough. "Beg louder, baby. Tell us what you want."

"I want your cock," she moaned. "Please fuck me hard."

“Good girl,” Amir said with a smirk, gripping one of her cheeks before entering her.

Then, with a strong thrust he buried himself deep inside her. Zoey cried out as he stretched her wide, filling her completely. “Take it, like that!” Amir said with amusement, loving Zoey’s whimpering sounds.

It didn’t take long for Amir to pick up the pace. He set a brutal rhythm right away, his hips slamming against her ass with loud, wet smacks. The bed creaked beneath them. Her full breasts swayed heavily with every punishing stroke.

“Oh! Oh fuck! Amir!”

Norm’s hand instinctively went to his crotch as he filmed. Malik and Isaiah watched Zoey, too, stroking their own thick cocks. Malik stepped forward and grabbed a fistful of Zoey's hair, pulling her head up.

“You ready, baby?” Malik asked. Zoey simply nodded in response. Then, he fed his heavy erection into her open mouth, sliding it across her tongue until he hit the back of her throat.

"That's it," Malik groaned. "Suck my dick while Amir wrecks that pussy."

Zoey moaned around his shaft, her eyes watering as she tried to take him deeper. Isaiah knelt beside her on the bed and reached underneath to squeeze and slap her swinging tits, pinching her nipples hard enough to make her jolt.

“Mmm! Uhhhh!” Zoey groaned onto Malik’s cock. That only seemed to make him more excited.

They used her like this for long minutes, passing her mouth back and forth between Malik and Isaiah while Amir continued pounding her from behind. Her saliva dripped messily down her chin and onto the sheets. The wet, obscene sounds of flesh slapping flesh and her muffled moans filled the room.

Norm circled them slowly with the camera, capturing every filthy detail: the way her pussy stretched around Amir's thick cock, the strings of spit connecting her lips to the two cocks she was servicing, the red handprints already blooming on her ass.

Amir finally pulled out with a wet pop and flipped her onto her back. Isaiah took his place immediately, hooking her legs over his broad shoulders and driving into her soaked pussy in one smooth stroke. He’d waited too long to start off slowly. He fucked her deep and steady, grinding against her clit with every thrust until she shattered.

Zoey's first orgasm hit her hard. Her back arched off the bed and she screamed around Malik's cock, her walls clenching tight. Isaiah kept fucking her through it, drawing it out until she was shaking.

“That’s it! Cum for us. Good girl!” Amir encouraged her, teasing her breasts as his friends continued to use Zoey.

They did not let her rest. At least, not for more than a few seconds.

Malik pulled out of her mouth and took his turn in her pussy next. He was rougher, gripping her throat lightly as he slammed into her. Amir moved to her head and fed her his cock, still slick with her juices. She tasted herself on him and moaned even louder.

Isaiah watched with a wicked grin before he climbed onto the bed and positioned himself behind her while she was still being fucked by Malik. Isaiah motioned for his friend to put her onto her side. He wanted access. Helpfully, Malik obliged. 

Then, Isaiah pressed the thick head of his cock against Zoey’s tight asshole.

Zoey tensed for a second, but the overwhelming pleasure made her relax. "Do it," she gasped when she pulled Amir out of her mouth for a breath. "Use every hole. Please."

Isaiah was very pleased with this response. “Wow. What a lady! Such a good little slut!”

Isaiah pushed forward slowly, stretching her virgin-tight ass open around his girth. The burn was intense at first, but it quickly melted into a deep, dirty fullness that made her eyes roll back. Norm couldn’t believe what he was witnessing. But, he had evidence, having caught all of this on film.

Soon both Malik and Isaiah were moving inside her, fucking her pussy and ass in a perfect rhythm that had her sobbing with pleasure.

Amir stood over her face, stroking his cock before sliding it back between her lips. All three of her holes were stuffed full at the same time. She was completely used, surrounded, and owned.

“Take it!”

“Good slut!”

“Fuck, that feels good!”

“Holy shit!”

“Fuck yes!”

The men cried out many phrases as they continued using Zoey. And Norm had no choice but to listen to it all. Even though she couldn’t really look at him anymore, Norm knew, she absolutely loved hearing the guys’ affirmations.

The three men continued to fuck her relentlessly. They rotated positions again and again. Sometimes she rode one while sucking another and taking the third in her ass. Sometimes they had her on her side, one in her pussy, one in her mouth, one stretching her ass. They spanked her, pulled her hair, called her their perfect little slut, and asked her if she was their eager white whore who craved black cock.

Of course she nodded and attempted to groan out a yes.

All that came out was “Mhmmmm!”

Zoey's orgasms came one after another until she lost count. Her body was slick with sweat. Her makeup was ruined. Drool and tears streaked her face. The sheets were soaked beneath her.

"Time to make us cum, baby," Amir growled as he took her pussy again, pounding her hard. "You don't stop until all three of us have filled you up."

Zoey nodded desperately, her voice hoarse. "Yes. Cum for me. Use me until you cum,” she said, before returning to sucking vigorously.

Malik was first. He had her on her knees again, fucking her face roughly until his cock swelled and he erupted down her throat. “Fuck, baby!”

She swallowed as much as she could, the rest spilling from the corners of her mouth and dripping onto her tits.

Isaiah took her next. He bent her over the edge of the bed and fucked her ass deep and fast until he buried himself to the hilt and pumped her full of hot cum. Zoey felt every pulse as he emptied himself inside her.

“Oh my God!” Isaiah cried as he finished.

“Holy shit,” she laughed, never having experienced someone finish in her ass before.

Amir saved the last for her pussy. He flipped Zoey onto her back, pinned her legs wide open, and fucked her with long, powerful strokes while looking straight into her eyes. Norm moved in close with the camera, filming the exact moment Amir roared and flooded her tight little box with thick ropes of cum.

Zoey lay there afterward, trembling and leaking cum from her pussy and ass, her face and chest covered in it. She looked directly at the camera, eyes glassy with satisfaction, and smiled.

Norm kept filming, his own cock straining painfully in his shorts.

The three men stood around the bed, still half-hard and admiring their work. Zoey was a beautiful, well-fucked mess. And she had never felt more alive.

"How do you feel, baby?" Amir asked with a lazy grin, already stroking himself again.

Zoey licked her lips and nodded, before sighing with pleasure. "Amazing. I don’t think I’ve ever felt better."
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Chapter 8: The Mess
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The sun was just beginning to set, painting the living room in soft oranges and pinks, when they finally walked the three men to the door. Zoey stood wrapped in a silky robe, her body deliciously sore and still tingling. Norm stayed close beside her, one arm around her waist.

Amir pulled her into a warm hug first, his big hand rubbing her back gently. “Damn, Zoey. That was incredible. You are something else, girl. Thanks so much again for inviting us over.”

Malik stepped up next, flashing that bright smile. “For real. You were amazing. Hope we made your fantasy everything you ever wanted.”

Isaiah gave her a quick but sincere squeeze. “You good, Norm? We don’t want any weirdness. You two seem solid.”

Zoey blushed but nodded, leaning into Norm’s side. “I’m more than good. This was perfect. Thank you guys... for everything.”

The men shook Norm’s hand one by one, clapping him on the shoulder with easy respect. “You got a hell of a woman, man,” Amir said with a grin. 

“Take care of her.”

“I will. For sure,” Norm replied, smiling.

They exchanged final goodbyes and a few laughs before the door clicked shut behind them. Silence settled over the apartment, broken only by the distant sound of waves and the soft hum of the evening breeze through the open window.

Zoey turned to Norm, her cheeks still flushed. The living room was a mess of empty drinks, discarded towels, and the overwhelming scent of sex that lingered in the air. Zoey felt sticky, exhausted, and utterly satisfied.

Norm pulled her close, kissing the top of her head. “You okay, baby?”

“Better than okay,” she whispered, nuzzling into his chest. “That was... everything I imagined and more.”

He tilted her chin up so he could look into her eyes. “Good. Because I’ve been thinking... you remember my fantasy, right? My own threesome someday?”

Zoey smiled softly and nodded without hesitation. “Of course! I promised you anything. When we’re ready and we’ve found someone, we’ll make it happen. I want that for you too.”

Norm’s face lit up with pure happiness. “Good,” he said, his voice warm and excited. He leaned down and kissed her deeply, slow and full of love. When he pulled back, a big playful grin spread across his face. “Now... wanna go watch that back with me?”

Zoey let out a delighted little giggle, her eyes sparkling. “Absolutely, I do!”

They decided to spend the next half hour cleaning up together, before going to bed and watching their homemade video. They wiped down surfaces, tossed empty bottles, and straightened the bedroom. Zoey changed into one of Norm’s soft t-shirts while he grabbed two glasses of water. By the time they were done, the apartment looked almost normal again, except for the faint pink flush still on her cheeks and the secret little ache between her thighs.

Norm took her hand, threading their fingers together. “Come on, beautiful.”

Hand in hand, they walked back into the bedroom. The camera sat on the dresser, waiting. Norm plugged it into the TV while Zoey climbed onto the bed, pulling the covers over her legs. She patted the spot beside her. Norm instinctively nuzzled up.

As the first clips started playing—her on her knees, surrounded by the three men, then the intense scenes on the bed—Zoey curled into Norm’s side. His arm wrapped around her shoulders, holding her close.

They watched together in the soft glow of the screen, replaying every moan, every thrust, every moment of her being thoroughly used. Norm’s hand stroked her thigh gently. Zoey’s breath hitched at the filthiest parts, but she felt nothing but warmth and closeness with the man she loved beside her.

This was their night now. Just the two of them, wrapped up in each other after the wildest adventure they had ever shared.

And yes, Zoey did in fact give Norm the oral of his dreams that night.
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If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review on Goodreads or the platform you purchased this book from! It really helps small artists and creators like me to better understand my readers. I sincerely appreciate your time reading this book, and humbly ask you for an honest review. Thank you <3

-Ms Naughtee
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        Winona has a fantasy she's never dared to speak out loud. Jack has noticed the way she looks at his friends. And one quiet afternoon, with the rain fresh on the Portland streets and a burgundy nightgown slipping over her skin, she finally asks him the question that changes everything: "Are you really okay with this?"
What happens next is not what either of them expected. The rules are clear. The boundaries are set. But the moment Bill and Tony walk through the door, the air in the room shifts. Hands find hips. Eye contact lingers. And Winona discovers something about herself she never knew she wanted: the thrill of being on her knees, the heat of being wanted by more than one man, and the electric charge of her boyfriend watching every second of it.
You'll feel the nervous laughter, the hesitant touches, the way a single smirk can turn three friends into something rawer and more honest. You'll watch Winona take control, push limits, and serve in ways she's only ever dreamed of. And you'll wonder right alongside Jack: How far will this go? Because the fantasy doesn't stop at once. And the last chapter is just the beginning.
If you're ready for a story that balances tenderness with taboo, nervousness with nerve, and love with lust, scroll up and grab your copy of The Blow Bang today. Just be warned: you may never look at your friends the same way again.
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