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The sedan took the corner into the beckoning garage far too hard. The driver’s side mirror snapped off the frame and clattered to the concrete as Jayce slammed the brakes, the car skittering to a stop the last few feet. Canted at that crazy angle, he had no room to get out his door, so he rolled down the window and jerked himself up and through it as Sarai jumped out of her side.



“The door, the door, the door,” she shouted.



“Shit,” Jayce growled, and slid back into the car, fumbling for the garage door opener. He clicked the button and the door rolled down lackadaisically, as though it didn’t know the pair weren’t in the biggest fucking hurry of their lives.



Outside in the distance, sirens pierced the quiet suburban bubble. Sarai ran to the side of the door as it slid down, peering out a small window set to the side. A .45 hung loosely by her side, but it wasn’t loaded. None of their guns had been – or so Jayce thought. He’d been an idiot for not checking them himself.



One of the sirens neared. Jayce slid out of the car again and joined her. He hadn’t bothered taking his own 9mm out of the car. What was the point? The cops had them dead to rights, and that’d be very literal if he or Sarai raised a gun around them. He joined her at the window, standing behind her so closely he could breathe the intoxicating scent of her sweat.



“Fucking Gene,” she muttered, her whole body tensing as the siren drew nearer and nearer. “Fucking asshole.”



The siren was so close it made Jayce’s breath catch, but then it was going away again, drawn elsewhere. He exhaled, unaware he’d been holding it in, and reached out to clasp Sarai’s arm loosely. She twisted, a reflexive snarl on her beautiful face, but he’d been trained well and plucked the gun from her fingers.



“We didn’t shoot anyone. That’s all on Hester and Gene. That means we get caught, we get maybe ten years in if we don’t do anything stupid. At most. With overcrowding, I’m betting we get out in five,” he said, amazed at how calm his gruff voice sounded. Even then, torn between fury and grief for her batshit brother Gene and his equally gonzo lover Hestor, Sarai was the sexiest thing he’d ever seen. Running and the heat of the day left her lightly tanned skin with a sheen he wanted to lick off, and her smoky eyes, usually contemptuous and a little cocky, now burned and set his cock throbbing.



Sarai glared at him a minute longer, her toned shoulders tensing like she might punch him. Her huge breasts under the black tank top heaved with her every jagged breath, but finally her gaze softened by a degree and she nodded slightly before turning back to the window. “Fuck, you’re right. I hate it, but you’re right.”



He tossed the gun away. “Come on. Staying in here isn’t going to do us any good and I want to take a look at that cut before it gets infected.”



“He might have gotten away.”



“Sarai…”



“He could have!” she shouted. Her voice was harsh, thick, but she didn’t cry. Sarai and tears weren’t exactly pals.



“Not shot in the knee.” Jayce hated how clinical his voice sounded but there was no getting around it. There had been other gunfire when he and Sarai escaped. Gene and Hester were either dead or arrested by now.



She punched him. Sarai could have been a bikini model, but there was muscle behind that hit and she connected solidly with his jaw, rocking his head sideways. Without much emotion, Jayce twisted back towards her and grabbed her arm on the second swing. Strong as she might be, his body was rock hard from endless hours of working out, and he twisted her arm behind her, pulling her close. She stayed like that, shuddering, snarling nonsense, trying to kick him, to free herself. But then something stopped her. Something hard.



She glanced over her shoulder, surprised, still angry, but too shocked not to let it tear down her defenses. Jayce released her arm and she turned, glancing down, then back up. She said nothing until she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “Yeah. Okay. Inside.”



Wordlessly, he followed her in, taking one last glance backwards at the Infiniti before he shut and locked the door leading into the house.



* * *



First they checked all the windows again to make sure the blinds were drawn. They’d done this yesterday too. After they had come up with the plan to rob the bank five towns over, Gene came down here one weekend to scope the city out. When he found this place, close to the bank but secluded enough not to draw a whole lot of eyes, he’d given the owner enough cash for a month’s rent. It was a real shithole. There was one small bedroom tucked away in the back, a tiny bathroom with a badly leaky shower ringed in mold, and a kitchen not even separated from the living room. The only appeal to it was the connected garage.



Once they checked everything, Jayce limped to the cupboard kitchen cupboards and pulled out a bottle of whiskey. The limp was old, the wound from a different life. With the hand gripping the neck of the bottle, he spun the cap off and sent it flying across the kitchen floor. He drank deep, and headed for Sarai who paced the floor near the front door.



“Okay, okay, okay,” she muttered, swiping her forehead. “We give it five, and then we go for the van.”



The van was hers, and parked a block and a half away at a grocery store. The plan had been to ditch their cars here at the apartment and go for the van when it was safe. That had been before the cops showed up and Hester and Gene went full-on Bonnie and Clyde. Jackasses.



“Drink,” Jayce said simply, holding out the bottle.



She glared at him but didn’t argue, taking an even deeper pull than him.



“Sit,” he said next, gesturing at the ratty old couch.



“Don’t give me orders, Jayce,” she said.



His pointer finger moved in the direction of the makeshift compress on her lower back. She’d taken the cut doing a baseball dive behind a desk when Hester started shooting and the cops returned fire. Something had caught her shirt, snagged on her skin, and ripped a footlong divot across her back. Not deep, but it looked like it hurt like hell. She was riding too hard off adrenaline to feel it yet, but she would.



“That broke open again. Until we get it cleaned and you into some fresh clothes, we can’t go anywhere.”



Sarai stared at him a while longer, then finally nodded. “Yeah. Okay.”



Jayce headed for the bathroom and the medical kit they’d left on the sink. That had been one of his ideas. Convincing Hester and Gene to follow his plan had been difficult, but this, not so much. They knew the chances about as well as him of this going perfectly. Back in the living room, Sarai was trying to lift her shirt off her head and grimacing. He caught a look at those magnificently rounded breasts in the sports bra straining to contain them, and then the tank top was off. She caught him staring again and stared right back challengingly.



Without a word, Jayce brought over the medical kit and knelt down in front of her. Sarai turned to give him better access, and he cleaned the wound as fast as he could while still being thorough. As he worked, she looked at him over her shoulder.



“You never gave me a hint you wanted me before,” she said.



“Thought you caught me looking a few times,” he grunted.



“Every guy looks.” There was a pained smirk on her face. She was right, though. A man would have to be swinging for the other team not to stare at her if they saw her coming. Even now, focused on her wound, Jayce was still hard.



“Yeah, well. What does it matter now, right?”



“If we get away from here, it matters.”



His lips worked but he said nothing as he continued cleaning out the long cut. Finally, he said, “The van’s a bust.”



“Bullshit. If I run, I’ll swing back and-”



“Listen,” Jayce said.



She frowned. “What?”



He pointed a finger up at the ceiling. It took her a long, long moment to realize the thrumming she heard wasn’t the electricity running or a swamp cooler.



“Damn it,” she muttered. “They got here fast.”



“Yeah.”



“Then… what?”



Jayce shook his head. “We wait.”



“Fuck!”



“Yeah.”



* * *



Sarai didn’t bother putting on a fresh shirt. Both of them took one more pull of the whiskey, but it didn’t keep either interested for long. Whatever was coming for them, they didn’t want to be drunk off their asses. After her second swig, Sarai started coughing, a deep, hoarse sound that wracked her whole body. He’d listened to that cough countless times now and it still made him cringe.



Finally, she asked, “Regretting hooking up with us now?”



Jayce, who’d settled onto the couch next to her, said, “No.”



She glared at him. “That’s it? No?”



He shrugged, and furious, she got to her feet. She stepped in front of him, leaning over just far enough to show off her cleavage, and grabbed his chin with two fingers and her thumb. “What, are you, like, in fucking love with me or something?”



Jayce shrugged again. “Yes.”



That stopped Sarai. She let go and stared at him, utterly confused. “You… what?”



“I am. In love with you.”



She laughed. It wasn’t a cruel sound, but a disbelieving one, quickly masked when she pressed the back of her wrist to her mouth. Then, finally, she muttered, “Bullshit. How long?”



“El Enano’s Drink.”



Sarai blinked at him. “That was the…” …
 first day we met
 , she didn’t need to say.



Jayce shrugged. “That was a good night.” And it had been, too. Though only a few months ago, Gene had seemed like a different person then. Not quite stable – neither brother or sister was at all that – but definitely more balanced than he became when Hester came back to town. The three of them met at a fight night in a big car garage in Timmerman. All of them fought for cash that night, and each one of the three dominated their opponents. The victors, including a dozen others, drank at Enano’s afterwards, a big cowboy bar a dozen blocks away. There Gene had approached Jayce, and a thorny friendship began. But it hadn’t really been that night Jayce had fallen in love with Sarai. That had come the morning after, when she nudged him awake to have him drive her to the hospital. Not for herself, but for the ones they’d beat to hell. They picked them up one by one from shithole apartments, shithole houses, shithole flophouses, and driven them all to the free clinics to get the worst of their wounds and broken bones looked at. Other than directions, Sarai and Jayce didn’t say more than twenty words to one another, but he felt attuned to her. Maybe it was wishful thinking but he thought she’d felt it too.



“That was a good night,” Sarai agreed, and coughed again. She leaned over, snagged the bottle, took one more sip, and overturned it. “For my brother.”



“For your brother.”



When it was emptied, she threw the bottle at a wall, and lunged for him. Jayce half-rose, thinking she was attacking him, and he wasn’t entirely wrong. Sarai grabbed his upper lip between her teeth and bit down, not hard enough to tear the meat away, but definitely hard enough to draw his blood. He snarled into her mouth, his hands already going for the back of her sports bra. She helped him with the arm on the unbandaged side of her body, and when one of her voluptuous breasts was revealed to him, he leaned in to suck a big, dark nipple into his mouth.



“Yeah,” she moaned, settling down with one leg on either side of his right leg. She pressed her breast tighter to him, reaching around to grasp his head as she slowly began to rock. Her pussy ground into him through the fabric of their pants as he slid one hand around her back on her good side, and the other around to her round, ample ass. How he’d burned at night thinking about that ass, those magnificent tits, and now they were his, if just for whatever time they had left together. The guilt could wait.



Spurred on by the thought of the quickly diminishing clock, Jayce took her nipple between his teeth and bit down, not hard, but enough to make it hurt. She hissed her pleasure, rose up off him, and slammed down again, bouncing her pussy against him. She rode him like that hard and fast, and he loved it, even if he couldn’t hold her nipple in his mouth. Jayce stared up at Sarai as she hammered her pussy against his leg, her teeth drawn back either in a grimace or lust – or both. Her fingers made claws and lowered to his shoulders, digging into his skin, drawing more blood. She stopped bouncing and leaned down to kiss him. There was nothing sweet or kind about the gesture. Sarai shoved her lips against his, invaded his mouth with her tongue, drew his breath from him in sharp gasps.



“Fucking… sexy,” he groaned.



“I know it,” she said, and kissed him one more time before she rose off him. “Get those pants off.”



The thrumming was growing louder, but neither of them cared much as they stripped. Jayce unbuttoned his pants, lifted his ass off the couch, and slid them and his boxers down his thighs. Sarai, in the midst of hopping out of her own clothes, stopped to stare at him, her eyes widening.



“Jesus, if I’d known…”



“Hurry up,” he growled at her, staring at a pair of panties that matched her sports bra.



She snickered and dropped the pants and panties in one go. A dark thatch of hair pointed a line to her gleaming pink pussy. She wasted no time in rejoining him on the couch, hovering over him with one hand on his dick. “Fuck, that’s big,” she muttered, and lowered herself down onto him. She was tight, unbelievably so, but she was so wet he slid deep without much effort. Jayce clamped his hands onto her ass, staring up at her with eyes lost somewhere between lustful and adoration. Sarai reached behind her head and freed her long, dark hair from the ponytail, and it fell down her back so far it nearly brushed her hips. He grabbed a handful of it on her next downstroke and jerked her head back. The effort not only left her gasping and cursing, but thrust her breasts at him. He sucked at a nipple again, flicked at it with his tongue, teased it. She shoved him back against the couch and leaned forward, bouncing harder on his dick now. So hot. So drenched in her need.



“Smack my ass,” she growled, and he did, his hand cracking off her flesh. She moaned deep in her throat, and he did it again with the other cheek. She drove harder against him, rolling her hips with every upstroke, his cockhead barely staying within her. Their movements lacked any rhythm, just a roaring need to finish. She came first, fast and hard without warning, stuttering out soft jagged breaths. Jayce didn’t let her calm down, his hips thrusting up at her as she shook, pounding into Sarai, but he couldn’t get a good angle to properly fuck her, not slouched like that, so he sat up with her still coming down, still gasping for air. He clamped onto her ass again and stood up, his bad leg shaking with the effort. She clasped her arms around him and nipped his shoulder, not drawing blood this time but eliciting a throb from his cock in response.



Jayce spun with her and laid her down on her shoulders on the couch cushions. Sarai’s long legs kicked at the air near his head. He grabbed them and rested them on his shoulders before he retracted his cock almost all the way out of her, its length glistening. He drove it hard back into her, sirens close now, so fucking close.



“Jayce…” Sarai murmured, her eyes unfocused.



“I know.”



He fucked her harder. It was a race now. There were men outside shouting, and the thrumming from the helicopter was so close it rattled the windows. He snarled wordlessly, taking in the image of the woman beneath him. She’d figure most of it out soon enough. Not all of it, though. Not why he’d done this.



“Close,” he muttered. “Where…?”



“In me.”



He hesitated, thinking of what might happen if they had a kid together and how it’d likely be torn away from her, but he was there, right there, driving into her as someone hammered on the door and shouted for them to open up. With one last grunt, Jayce unloaded into her, his cock pulsing, coming, coming, coming. Then the cops burst through the door, guns raised, shouting, the realization of what they were seeing not quite hitting them until Jayce glanced at them, grinning, Sarai snarling. Someone rushed towards them, handcuffs in hand, and Jayce held his wrists together behind his back even as he was still inside her, the love of his life, the woman he’d burn for.



* * *



He saw her again, hours later, as Sarai was guided past his holding cell on her way to a women’s facility. Jayce rose from a steel bench affixed to the wall and limped to the steel bars. She stared at him with dull, contemplative eyes.



Shit
 , he thought.
 She knows.
 Or was about there.



Sarai stopped, and the cop behind her snapped at her to get moving again. But she ignored him and stepped closer, her expression changing, darkening.



“How’d they get to the bank so fast, Jayce?”



He said nothing, shifting his weight from foot to foot like a lion studying its prey.



“How’d they know? Tell me it was Hester. Tell me… tell me it was Gene.” She grabbed the bars and shouted, “Tell me, you fucker!”



Still Jayce was silent. He couldn’t admit the truth, that there was no way they could have paid for the surgery she needed with cash stolen from the bank. But inside… inside she stood a chance at real medical care, even if it was behind bars. Inside she might get treated. Inside, she’d live. So Jayce had called the cops, and things had gone bad, fucked all to hell, and he could never fix that. But to save Sarai, he’d do it all over again, no questions asked.



“I’ll find you,” she said quietly, a grin sliding into place even as she started coughing again. “I’ll…” She hacked hard into her arm. “I’ll find you, and I’ll gut you. I swear to God.”



Sarai laughed, a wheezing thing that died quickly when her cough overwhelmed her. The cop thought she was faking it and pushed her forward again. She stumbled away from Jayce, that cough echoing down the hallway in memory long after she’d actually left the building.



Jayce sat back down on the bench, lifting his shaking hands to his face, and wondered, for about the thousandth time, if he’d actually done the right thing.













Film Studies



 



Contains: M/F, anal, oral, F/M/F/F, about all the variations you can think of with those letters, exhibitionism, exploration of a polyamorous marriage



 



“Theo,” Lizzie whispered frantically from the window. “Come here. Take a look at this.”



Laying on the bed with his legs crossed, Theo barely glanced up from the video on the tablet in front of him. Like most the country, he was obsessed with the hilarious, kinda hot news from halfway across the nation about the bank-robbing bandits who’d been caught holed up in a house screwing the moment the cops busted in the door. The newscaster, herself a stunningly beautiful blonde, was even a little noticeably red in the face telling the story.



“Just a second,” Theo said. “They’ve got the first responders on in a minute.”



“Honey. Pause it. Trust me.”



Irritated, Theo did that, and stood up, not bothering to hide the massive bulge in his underwear. The news hadn’t been shy about showing videos and photos of Sarai Halberg lifted from her social media pages, many of which were delightfully risqué. The woman was a stunner, no doubt about it, and Theo had every intention of holding onto the mind candy as he made fervent love to his wife later.



He strode around the bed, his cock bouncing in his boxer briefs obscenely. He’d go full nude when it came time to actually go to sleep, but found the skivvies more comfortable when he was just lounging with Lizzie. She was dressed comfortably in a thick pink robe. Lizzie was a pink freak, and would have decorated the whole house in her most beloved color if Theo hadn’t stamped his foot down emphatically. As it stood, she’d still managed to make their laundry and game rooms into devoted temples to all things roseate. He joined her at the window, but had no good angle to see what she was staring at.



“See?” she hissed.



“Nope,” he said mildly, and started back towards the bed.



Lizzie grabbed his arm and pointed. Sighing, Theo wrapped his hands around her and hoisted her in the air. She tried to muffle a yelp as he spun and dumped her on her feet behind him, and swatted his backside as he turned back towards the window.



“Couldn’t see past your ginormous head,” he said, and she gave an indignant humph.



Lights were on at the old LaTray place. That in and of itself wasn’t surprising – the LaTrays had worked hard this last year at renovating and updating the interior to turn it into a high-end rental. What was surprising were the two young women walking the length of the blue-lit big oval pool. Theo and Lizzie’s bedroom rested a few feet higher than the fence that afforded the house next door its privacy, and they had a perfect view of the flesh on display. Though they were too far away to make out the details, Theo could see one of them was statuesque and dirty blonde. Nice legs, taut thighs. Her breasts were goodish sized but nowhere near his wife’s. The other could have given Lizzie a run for her money though, with breasts that spilled out of a bikini top a size or three too small. This one was a darker brunette. He couldn’t be sure at that distance but it looked like maybe she had some blonde highlights in there too. Neither of them wore much more than what was necessary to cover their breasts and pussies, and his already half-hard prick saluted the glory of their bodies.



“Jeeee-zus,” Theo breathed. “This is a terrific day for the spank bank.”



Lizzie swatted him again. “You perv. They can’t be more than twenty-one.”



“We’re only thirty, babe.”



“I know, we’re practically their grandparents.”



Theo snorted at that and returned his attention to the window. “So we’ve got some neighbors with hot daughters.”



“Um… I don’t think they’re sisters. Unless they’re really, really close.”



“What?”



“They were kissing.”



Theo’s nose bumped into the glass, and he backed up hurriedly as though they might have heard it. “They… what?”



“They. Were. Kissing. And not exactly on the cheek.”



Thought fled Theo. He stared hungrily down at the two young women as they dove into the deep end of the pool. The blonde was an excellent swimmer but the brunette mostly half-assed it. To be fair, she really didn’t need to be as good as her partner. Her breasts could probably have saved the Titanic.



“Thought you’d find it interesting,” Lizzie said. She reached around her husband and slid a hand up and down his chest, his stomach. She brought it up again, then dipped it even lower, down to the thatch of hair along his tight stomach, then lower still to the elastic of his boxer briefs.



“What are you doing?” he asked, grinning even if she couldn’t see his face.



“What? I know you love to look. I don’t mind. I know you’ll always come home to me.”



“Damn straight.”



Lizzie kissed the back of his neck. “Mmm. Are you liking the show, baby?”



“You know I am.”



Her slim, long fingers drew down the waistband of his underwear and he grunted pleasurably when she circled his thickness with her fingers. Her lips pressed against his neck again, and she began stroking him agonizingly slow as below them, the blonde reached the shallowest end of the pool. For a second, Theo thought maybe she’d glance up and see them, but her focus didn’t rise that high and she kicked off again with those long, tanned legs.



“Mm, imagine those wrapped around your head while you ate her out,” Lizzie murmured.



His cock throbbed in approval. Since the earliest days of their relationship years and years ago, Theo had never been shy about checking out beautiful women and Lizzie loved to tease him like this on occasion. Sometimes he reciprocated when she saw a cute guy, and her orgasms afterwards were usually loud and long.



Goddamn, he loved his wife.



The brunette, at least half the length of the pool behind the other, touched off the shallow end and began a slow, easy journey back after her friend. “Doggy paddling?” Lizzie asked, her breath hot on his ear. Her fingers reached his tip, and a nail stroked a sensitive patch of skin. “Kinda reminds me of doggy style. What do you think? Fuck the brunette while she eats out her friend, maybe?”



“Damn, baby,” Theo groaned.



Lizzie laughed throatily. Her downward stroke was faster, though not by much. They watched the blonde corkscrew off the far end again into a backstroke, leaving her breasts on full display. The brunette stopped to splash her friend as she passed, and as Lizzie let go of Theo to spit into her palm, the young woman lazily began swimming again, saying something they couldn’t hear.



With a little more lubrication, Lizzie had an easier time jerking Theo off. She began trailing her tongue along the hard-edged muscles of his neck and shoulder. A sous-chef who loved food far too much, he threw himself into morning jogs and nightly workout sessions to keep himself fit. Lizzie was much more laid back but joined him for cardio, leaving her body soft in all the right places and relatively fit. She loved the feel of him like this, tensed, primal, half a step from roaring over to the house next door and throwing those two women onto a chair and fucking them senseless. Theo was a goofy, kind man out of bed, but he was a beast in bed. She nipped at the taut muscles in his neck, He jerked, surprised at the act, and she laughed softly into his shoulder length hair.



“Bite me, and I’ll bite you back.”



“Mmm,” Lizzie murmured. “Yes. Do that.”



With that, the spell over Theo was finally broken, and he turned, his hard prick standing tall between them. His boxer briefs fell the rest of the way to the floor as he grabbed the edges of her robe and parted it for his hungry eyes. Lizzie let it slip down her arms and slide to the floor, and then he was pushing her backwards towards the tall, sturdy desk she used for her laptop and books. Before he could swipe the thousand-dollar computer off and break it in his need to fuck her, Lizzie turned, grabbed the laptop and stuffed it into a drawer. That gave Theo access to her ass, and he pounced. A hand on her upper back pushed her down onto the desk’s surface, her breasts squashing against the wood grain, and Theo was there, right there, his cock sliding through the valley between her cheeks. He grabbed one of her hands and pinned it behind her back, and she gasped at the forcefulness of him, at the need. It was so fucking hot.



His other hand slid down to her sex, two of his fingers spreading her wide. “Wet already?” he asked her, and though she couldn’t see it, she could practically hear the grin on his face. “Someone else was enjoying the show too.”



Before Lizzie could answer, Theo rested his thick cockhead at her entrance, and with one hard thrust, plunged deep into his wife. Lizzie gasped, “Oh, fuck, oh baby…”



He was not gentle. Lizzie’s shoulder ached from the way Theo held her arm in place, and he didn’t bother seeking her pleasure first. He didn’t need to. Theo knew her body better than his, knew that when his wife was primed, she’d orgasm far faster than him. Lizzie was so sensitive, so easy to turn on. He could make her come in minutes, and right now, he seemed to be in a rush to beat his previous record, much to Lizzie’s enjoyment. His thick cock filled her again and again and again. Her core wasn’t the only thing getting pounded, though. With every thrust, he was rocking the desk back on two legs, making it hit the wall. There would be hell to pay with the drywall, but Lizzie’s rational mind waved bye-bye as her husband drove her towards an orgasm.



She loved the feel of the rough grain against her nipples and breasts, but it was the slap of skin on skin she really enjoyed. Aural sensations drove her wild during sex, and she loved to hear the little grunts and gasps of her husband, loved to make them herself. She was hugely vocal, and began to whimper her pleasure, adding to the sensations of the rough, hard sex.



“Oh God, Theo, baby, fuck me hard, yes, just like that. Did you like looking at those little fuckdolls over there?”



He slammed deep into her and she didn’t have to hear his response to know he did. “Yeah,” he growled.



“Maybe we should, oh, oh, Jesus, you’re so deep, invite them over for, ah, some fun and games.”



He let go of her arm and slid his hands around her waist, lifting her halfway up from the desk. Lizzie spread her legs wide as Theo groaned his desire into her neck, his breath hot on her skin. She slammed back against him now with his thrusts, meeting him halfway. She knew how her husband loved to look at her ass when he fucked her.



“Th-Theo…”



“Close, baby?”



She nodded frantically, unable to speak as he kept his pace. His hand slid down her waist to her sex, joined a moment later by her own as they both played at her folds. When he brushed her tiny throbbing clit, Lizzie squeezed her eyes shut and yowled wordlessly. It was far louder than she intended, almost a scream. Her body quaked, and Theo didn’t slow, didn’t stop as she came, and came, and came. Boneless and unable to help, she was a ragdoll in his hands as he kept pounding into her. Her breasts bounced with every slap of his thighs against her ass. Her orgasm subsided but never quite disappeared, little aftershocks leaving her trembling in his arms.



Theo was close too, but didn’t want to finish that way. He drew out of her with a sharp, slurping plop as her pussy tried to hold onto him. Lizzie nearly fell, so he picked her up in his arms, her whole body still trembling from the aftereffects of the orgasm. That must have been one hell of a powerful one, he mused to himself, grinning as he helped her to their bed. Despite the force of his fucking, he didn’t manhandle her onto the soft pillowtop, but guided her gently down until she was resting with her head on the pillow. With two fingers, he twisted her chin in his cock’s direction, and her mouth opened instinctively. Lizzie took him deep as she moaned softly around his cock, the first real sign of life from her. He loved her pussy, but there was something downright fucking magical about Lizzie’s mouth, like it was made to glove his cock. Even more so than the occasional times he came in her tight ass, he loved to finish in her mouth.



Too spent to do much, she nursed him, the golden spill of her hair almost blocking his view. He reached down to brush it out of her face, and caught the fully pleased glaze of her beautiful eyes. Her mascara ran a little, from tears or sweat, he wasn’t sure, and though it sent a pang of regret for the way he’d used her, Theo thought the sight was one of the hottest things he’d ever seen. He slid deep into her throat, groaning, then nearly back out again, her tongue flicking his tip each time. Theo bent over just far enough to palm one of her breasts. She moaned around him, still responsive to his touch, still twitching. She spread her knees wide, her slit gleaming with her juices. She reached down to stroke herself idly, her manicured nails sliding across her lips as she sucked him harder. The sight and sensation was enough to drive him to the edge, and Theo slid halfway out, letting her tongue push him the last inch.



“Coming,” he grunted, and she smiled around his prick. He was never one to come gently, and this was certainly no exception. Rope after rope of salty cream filled Lizzie’s mouth until she was gagging on it, but even as she pulled off him, coughing, her hand rose up to stroke him as he finished on her lips. She milked him for every last drop, swallowed once, twice, and grinned up at him, the mascara-stained eyes twinkling.



When he finally could speak, he said quietly, “I didn’t hurt you?”



“A little. In a good way.” She cupped her breasts and stared down at them. They were chafed a bit from the desk but not badly. “These will be a little sore tomorrow.”



“Sorry.”



“Why? I’m not. You know I love when you get physical.” She sat up and cocked her head at him, still smiling. “Theo, I trust you. I always trust you. If I didn’t feel safe, I would’ve told you a long time ago.”



He leaned down to brush her cheek with a kiss, taking the opportunity to slide his hand down between her parted thighs. “Good.”



He stroked her tenderly, staring into her eyes. This was the other part of Theo she loved, the sweet one who lost himself in her. The first time she’d ever seen this dazed look of adoration from him, she’d fallen in love. The sex up to that point had been fun, but it was the complete and total openness of his eyes and soul that had made her love him.



She clasped his wrist in her hands as he sank three fingers into her. His middle digit sought out her spot instinctively, and she gave a deep, satisfied moan from the base of her throat when he slid across it. He kissed her, softly, urgently despite the flaccidness of his cock, and she responded in kind, whispering a string of sweetness to him, calming that part of him that always worried he’d gone too far with their fucking no matter how many times she told him she loved it.



“I love you,” she whispered, “I love you, Theo, my sweet husband.” She hissed with the pleasure of his fingers. He tilted her chin up to him and this time his kisses were longer as though he were tasting her mouth, feasting on it. He guided her back down on the bed and knelt between her legs. He withdrew his fingers, but she knew the loss wouldn’t be for long and he didn’t disappoint. After he swept his long hair to the side, he leaned forward to kiss her cunt, making it a point to touch upon every compass point. Her left lip, the base of her slit, his breath hot on that sensitive swatch of skin between her pussy and her bud, the other lip, and finally her clit. As he began to lick, to please her again, his fingers rejoined with her body, sliding back up into her with practiced ease. She leaned up on her elbows, watching him work, watching him worship her. So many years together and still he made her feel like the luckiest woman in the world.



This time, when she came, she whispered one word, over and over and over again until she came back down.



“Theo.”



* * *



They slept in late, not leaving much time for breakfast together in the morning. Theo didn’t have to go into the restaurant until noon, but Lizzie had to be to the hospice administration building by eight-thirty. She was one of the youngest branch managers of the massive medical provider’s chain, and had at one point been the actual youngest, a fact she and Theo had celebrated deliriously when they got her first paycheck. Not that he didn’t earn a good wage too, but her position now saw her bringing in well over six digits in a year. Even now, neither of them could get over the shock of their young success.



The house had been one of their first major purchases. They’d thought at first about a condo, but once they started factoring in the various fees, they figured that this was a better move, at least for the short-term. It was a two-story in the heart of Beckfield, a burgeoning hotspot for young men and women thanks to a reasonable cost of living and its proximity to fun touristy places nearby like Mt. Boothe, the Langzini River, and Mossley, another up-and-coming sister city. They liked the house okay, but they’d been some of the youngest owners on the block by at least a decade and rarely felt like they really belonged there. That was difficult, especially as they loved being social, but they both had plenty of friends elsewhere in the city and were developing some new hobbies to find more when they had the time.



As Lizzie swirled her spoon around to collect the last bit of yogurt from a little cup and he slurped milk from what was left of his cereal, they ran down the shopping he needed to do that morning. Theo scratched out her requests on his phone, only stopping rarely to interject with an idea of his own. They usually planned out seven dinners in advance. Both enjoyed eating out often, but Theo loved cooking for his wife, and each of them had grown up in households where money was tight, leaving them ingrained with the desire to save a bit of money where they could. They still ate well, but a steak by his more-than-capable hand was a far sight cheaper than some overcooked, overpriced badly cut slab brought to their table.



“I was thinking I’d pick up something special for dessert,” Theo said. “Harvey’s been doing more taste-testing for his grand opening and he found this bakery on the east end, Crowne’s Bites. If Simone didn’t have him completely locked down, I swear, I think he’d propose to the baker. She’s new in town, but he says she’s phenomenal.”



“If Harvey says to try it…” Lizzie said, flicking her earlobe without realizing she was doing it. Theo noticed the gesture and grinned. His wife had always had a tiny bit of a crush on the barista. Wisely, though, he said nothing about it.



“I know, right?”



“Have you thought any more about his offer?”



Theo finished off the milk in his cereal bowl before he responded. “Nah.”



“Nah, as in you decided against it, or nah as in you haven’t thought about it?”



“The first one,” Theo said, and shrugged uncomfortably. “I like Harvey, and that’s maybe why I don’t want to go into business with him. I think he’s right, we’d do great, but I don’t want to… dread him, if that makes sense.”



Lizzie stepped over and kissed his cheek. “I do. He’ll be disappointed but I think he’ll understand.” An idea struck her and she grinned. “Oh, so long as you’re picking us up something, see if they have a nice cake or pie or something for the new neighbors. I think it’s the least we could do considering the, ah, fun they helped us have last night.”



Theo returned her grin. “Sounds like a good plan to me. When I get off tonight, I’ll come with you.”



She gave him a salacious wink and murmured, “Phrasing, sweetheart.”



Theo chuckled. “Get out of here. You’re going to be late.”



She checked her phone, and winced. “Shit. I am. Love you, baby.”



“Love you too.”



Once Lizzie flew out the door and Theo had a chance to shower and dress for the day, he headed for the bakery. His sixteen-year-old Porsche was a labor of love. Back when he’d started as a sous-chef, in the earliest stages of dating Lizzie, he’d bought the thing used for what he thought was a song and a dime, but found out quickly it’d need some serious aftermarket work on its bearings. He did the work himself over a long week one August, sweating it out in his garage with the car propped up. He had to replace the bearing three times before he was confident he got it right, then paid to have a mechanic come out to take a look at it anyways. Turned out he’d done okay. It was a fun ride, the sort of car that called for a guy to go for a drive at all hours of the night, and he and Lizzie had made a whole lot of memories in the thing.



He took it around the outskirt of the city, sticking to an old frontage highway. The sexual charge from last night still hadn’t left him and cops were less likely to nab him going ninety down those roads. He might have even pushed into triple digits, but only for a minute. Maybe two.



His grouchy old GPS unit directed him to Crowne’s. He eased into a spot on a corner and hopped out, jangling his keys in his hand. The bakery took up the first floor of a cream-colored three-floor building. Not far away on its left was a hardware store and on its right a bar and grill. The area wasn’t far off from where he’d been raised, but all the shops were new to him, or so unfamiliar as to be new, anyways.



Bells tinkled overhead when he entered. Immediately his eyes closed and he inhaled the magnificent scent of a dozen different homey baked goods. Some he could identify – someone had definitely been making banana bread and chocolate chip cookies – but others, rich and earthy or light and citrusy, were unfamiliar to him. All he knew was judging by the first smell, he wanted to try everything in the bakery.



Behind four long glass counters were three women hustling to meet orders. The line was six deep when Theo stepped in, but a man finishing off what looked like a beignet saw the newcomer and rose hastily to his feet to cut in line ahead of Theo. That spoke volumes about the quality.



As he waited through the swift-moving queue, Theo studied the three women. Sisters, maybe, or cousins, but there could be little doubt they were related. One of them was young and traditionally beautiful, with curly blonde hair and a healthy bustline hidden away by a simple red shirt and apron. The oldest of the three was more severe and thin than the other two, but when she smiled at her customers, she approached the youngest’s beauty.



The third seemed to be the baker of the bunch, and kept ducking away to check on things in a back room. She was heavier than her sisters, not quite fat, but plump in a way that really worked with her winning smile and her soft eyes. Her hair had been dyed a lustrous red, kept back with a baseball cap.



She and her coworkers laughed often and easily, each as different as their looks, but in a funny way it was almost melodic. Theo realized before he’d even seen inside the glass cases he really liked the place. As he neared the counter, he warmed up his best smile and the youngest smiled back. Once he explained the place had been recommended to him by Harvey from Incandescent Brew, her smile widened even further and she helped hook him up with a limoncello cake for himself and Lizzie, as well as a box of four assorted hand pies for their new neighbors. Before he could escape, the young woman convinced him to buy a shortbread bar for himself on his way out. She tried to call it a custard bar, and when he asked, amused, if it was the same as a Bienenstich, the redhaired head baker eeped her surprise and delight that someone had come into her store and heard of the pastry. She introduced herself as Holland, and her sisters as Karlee and Jewel. Though the press of people around them didn’t leave them time to talk, Theo promised he’d be back sometime, and meant it. The sisters seemed as sweet as the baked goods they were offering.



* * *



Lizzie usually liked a good comfy pair of sweats when she got home from work, with date nights as the exception. For those, she preferred something sleek and sexy, sometimes classy, sometimes with an eye towards giving Theo the easiest possible access to what they both wanted. That night she was having trouble deciding. She wanted to give a great first impression to the beautiful young women next door, but some tiny part of her wanted to flaunt what she had a bit too. Not that she thought Theo would ever cheat, but she was feeling competitive.



Her cell buzzed on the end table and she waltzed over to it, pondering five or six choices before her. It was Theo.



“On my way, babe,” he said.



“Hey, what are you wearing tonight?” Lizzie asked.



“Uh… shorts? Why?”



“To go meet the neighbors?” Lizzie asked, frowning even if he couldn’t see it.



“Yeahhh?” he asked, stretching the word out.



Lizzie rose to run her finger over some of her party dresses. “I want us to look good, you know? Kinda sexy but not trying too hard.”



“We’re just dropping off those pastries and introducing ourselves.”



“Exactly.”



“Sweetheart, I love your crazy ass and will do whatever pleases the queen of my household. Whatever you pick for me will be fine.” He sounded somewhere between amused and exasperated.



“You can’t just shuffle it off on me. I was asking because I don’t know what I’m going to wear.”



“Ahhh, so because you can’t decide, you’re getting irritated-”



Lizzie cleared her throat dramatically, and cut him off. “Love of my life and my pants?”



She knew his self-satisfied smile would have been painted all over his face. “Yes?”



“Choose your next words very carefully.”



“Uh huh.” Theo barely hesitated before he said, “Your white skirt. Not the long one, and not the super short dancing one. The one you wore to Cecily’s wedding. And one of your spaghetti string tops. Let them know what you’re working with up top and keep it classy down below.”



“You are a genius,” Lizzie said. She genuinely took pleasure in him picking her outfits for her sometimes. Not always – he was terrible at color coordinating anything with a pattern – but she loved him taking charge like that. It stemmed, she thought, from the control she had to exert over her professional career. Lizzie loved her work, but she had to be on her game 24/7, to play an authoritarian role for so many hours during the day that it felt amazing to free herself for a little while at home. She wouldn’t have loved it so much if she didn’t trust Theo completely, but she knew the dominance she craved from him from time to time didn’t affect his – or her -feeling that their marriage wasn’t just about being best friends, but about being partners. He’d always respected her, and she, in turn, felt safe with him in a way she didn’t with anyone.



Dressed apart from her planned mid-length heels, Lizzie decided to add a bottle of wine to the small pies as a gift. When Theo pulled into the garage, she was just browsing the collection in their pantry, her fingers tapping bottles as he came in.



“What do you think would go well with the pies?” she asked over her shoulder as he hung his keys for the Porsche on a hook on the wall.



“Baby, they’re maybe twenty years old. Do we even know that they’re legal to drink?”



“Good point,” she said. “Oooh, we’ve got that gift bag of coffee your parents sent us.”



Theo grimaced. “Ugh, yeah, perfect. Get that garbage out of the house. Plus, they’re young enough they won’t know good coffee from bad.” He moved behind her, wrapping his arms loosely around her belly and kissing the side of her neck gently. “Mmm. I don’t know that I even want to go over there tonight. You look so sexy, maybe I’ll just have some pie here.”



“That’s the worst line you’ve ever given me,” Lizzie said, but she had to fight to hold back a snicker.



He kissed her neck again. “All right, all right, I’ll just be a minute in the shower. Seriously, though, babe, you look great. The skirt makes your butt pop. And when we get home tonight, that top isn’t surviving unless you get it off before I get my hands on you.”



She turned in his arms and reached around to pinch his butt. “Go. Before I get all distracted by your muscly muscles.”



Now it was Theo’s turn to groan, and he walked away, shaking his head. While he showered and prepared, Lizzie fetched the coffee from the far reaches of the cabinet above the coffee pot and microwave. When Theo came back out, he was dressed in a pair of khaki slacks and a blue plaid shirt opened over a crisp white tee. He combed his long hair with his hands as he came back into the kitchen, leaving it with a part to the right that left him looking both a little messy and stylish at the same time.



“You style your hair better than I do,” Lizzie said. It was an old joke between them and he ignored it.



They gathered up the gifts for the new neighbors, and started over. Theo instinctively walked with a hand on Lizzie’s lower back. Neither of them were hand holders, but he liked this particular gesture and, if she was honest with herself, she liked the possessiveness of the hand on her, at least away from her office.



Music played from one of the open windows to the new neighbor’s house, and Lizzie saw an MX-5 pull into the garage a half hour ago, so they knew the young women were home. But when they rang the doorbell, nothing but silence greeted them for a long minute. Eventually, from the open window, the blonde leaned out and called, “Hey there! Can we help you?”



Lizzie stepped away from the front door and gestured to their own house. “We’re your new neighbors! Just brought you by a little something to welcome you to the place.”



“Oh!” the blonde chirped. “We’ll be right down. Just give us a minute or two.”



Theo and Lizzie waited, and the blonde bounded downstairs and opened up. Up close she was as much a stunner as she’d been at a distance. Her tiny chin formed the base of a heart-shaped face. Her eyes were just a bit asymmetrical, her left a touch higher than her right, but the soft sea-green color made both Lizzie and Theo take notice. They were stunningly soft and kind, though her smile seemed almost like a smirk, sly and lopsided.



“Hello, hello, come on in. Sorry to keep you waiting.”



“Oh, no need to apologize at all,” Lizzie said, and stepped inside when the young woman gestured and stepped out of the way. “I’m Lizzie, and this is Theo.”



“Hey there,” Theo said, reaching out a hand that dwarfed the young woman’s by comparison. It didn’t escape his notice that her eyes darted up and down, taking him in. He couldn’t exactly get upset because he was doing the same thing. The long dirty blonde hair and beautiful face were just the start. Her too-large band tee hung off her neck far enough to display a terrific amount of cleavage, while her denim shorts rode up sky high, emphasizing her long legs and terrifically tight ass. He’d love to spread apart those thighs and eat her out while she wrapped her legs around his back.



“I’m Cassidy, and my girlfriend Brooklyn’s upstairs. She’ll be down to meet you in a minute.” Cassidy’s eyes crinkled as she smiled and reflexively Theo clinched his gut a little tighter, even if he didn’t need to.



“Oh, I hope we’re not interrupting anything,” Lizzie said.



“No, no, not at all. Here, let me take that box from you. And is that coffee?”



“It is!” Lizzie confirmed, returning the young woman’s megawatt smile. “And there are little pies in the box. Theo just picked those up this morning.”



“We were going to bring you by a bottle of wine too,” Theo said, “but we weren’t sure if you were legal.” Catching himself, he quickly amended, “Uh. To drink.”



Cassidy cracked up, and Lizzie couldn’t help but join in after she jabbed Theo good-naturedly with her elbow. The young woman said, “The coffee and pies are perfect. And yes, we’re, ah, legal. To drink, that is.” She winked at Lizzie and led them through the living room to the kitchen.



The living room was lined with still-taped boxes. It looked like very little had actually been moved in, apart from a small scarred kitchen table and four mismatched chairs. “We just got the keys two days ago,” Cassidy said over her shoulder. “All our stuff’s in a truck in Wisconsin. Hopefully it should be here in a few days.”



“Well, if you need some help moving it in when it gets here, give us a call. Or a knock,” Theo said, and Lizzie nodded.



“Oh, that’s so nice of you. And we might have to take you up on that. Looks like you could lift our couch with your pinky,” Cassidy said, that twinkle in her eye growing even more merry.



“Not even a minute in, and I’ve already lost you to our cute neighbors,” a voice said from the hallway leading to the kitchen. The brunette stepped into the kitchen. Her smile was softer and fainter than her girlfriend’s, but no less striking because of it. Theo and Cassidy’s eyes were drawn to her luscious curves. Her tiny waist flared to hips barely encased by a pair of sweats adorned by cartoon characters. A twill blouse with ruffled sleeves couldn’t do a damn thing to hide the firm, round breasts underneath. Her dark eyes swept across the newcomers and she blushed slightly under their returned scrutiny.



“Hello,” Lizzie said, holding her hand out. Theo noticed a little hesitancy on her part, and was that a blush in her cheeks? It was. Huh.



“Theo,” he said, holding out his own hand to shake hers. They made another round of introductions, and Brooklyn came to stand next to her girlfriend. Cassidy’s hand wrapped around her waist instinctively, and Brooklyn seemed to melt into the gesture. It wasn’t hard to immediately tell who dominated the relationship. They opened up the box of pies, and insisted on Theo and Lizzie having one with them along with a cup of coffee. While Brooklyn set about brewing a pot, the other three took up chairs at the dining room table.



“These will go, eventually,” Cassidy said, gesturing at the table and chairs. “We were so excited to have an actual dining room that we ended up buying the table yesterday at a secondhand store.”



“Plus we didn’t have anything else to sit on,” Brooklyn added.



“Do you need any bedding or anything? We have a spare mattress we’d be happy to loan you for a few days,” Lizzie said.



“Ah, no, but thank you,” Cassidy said. “A bed was our first purchase when we got our keys. Have to have the essentials.” Brooklyn’s cheeks colored at that, but Theo and Lizzie both attributed it to their relationship.



All four of the pies were damn near heavenly, and they wound up splitting each one with the others around the table. The coffee was as terrible as Lizzie and Theo remembered, but Brooklyn really seemed to genuinely enjoy it. When asked what brought them to Beckfield, Cassidy told them they were attending graduate school there in the city.



“Wildlife biology for me,” she said. “I’d like to eventually do conservation work. I think I’m leaning towards taking a job at a hatchery in Washington, but we’ve got time to think about it.”



“And you?” Theo asked Brooklyn. She’d been avoiding his looks all night, and her blush reappeared any time he focused his attention on her. Cassidy was a hard read – playful, but gave no indication of being attracted to him. Brooklyn, though, was obviously affected by his presence and he tried to make her as comfortable as possible.



She smiled at him faintly, her eyes still averted. “Mm. Agricultural studies. Plant pathology, specifically. I may go for my doctorate.”



“That’s impressive!” Theo said.



This time, her smile was more genuine, and Brooklyn’s eyes came up to meet his. “Thanks,” she said. “How, um, how about you two?”



Lizzie and Theo talked a bit about their own jobs, and when they learned Theo was a sous-chef, they made promises to come by the restaurant sometime. Lizzie wondered idly how they made their money. Probably one – or both – came from a wealthy family, she supposed, but she didn’t ask.



“We’ll have you over for dinner sometime,” she said.



“Hey, that’s a great idea,” Theo agreed. Under the table Lizzie’s hand brushed the crotch of his slacks, She was wildly unsurprised to find him mostly hard, and hid a smile behind her other hand. “How’s about we make a day of it? If you want some help moving your stuff in when it comes, we’ll pop over when we can and after, I’ll toss something together.”



“Oh, we don’t want to take advantage of you like that,” Brooklyn protested.



“We wouldn’t volunteer if we didn’t want to,” Lizzie said. She squeezed Theo’s prick and he jumped minutely. Her hand slid back to her lap before she caused more mayhem. “Right, babe?”



“Right,” he said, managing to sound serene.



“Well, then, thank you,” Cassidy said, and Brooklyn nodded.



“And on that note,” Lizzie said, rising. Theo shot her a murderous look but followed suit, leaning over just a little bit to hide the obvious bulge in his pants. He turned quickly for the door and Cassidy led them out.



Out on the front porch, she said to them, “Thank you again for the pies and the coffee. We’re really looking forward to living here and it’s nice to know we’ve got such nice neighbors.” She hugged them each in turn, Lizzie first, then Theo. When she backed away from him, her eyes sparkled again. “And maybe have her help you take care of that, huh? Seems like a big problem.”



“Ah,” Theo said, “I suppose it’s a handful.” He grinned sheepishly.



“By the way? Whatever it was you two got up to last night, I hope it was as good for you two as it was us,” Cassidy said. She winked at Lizzie. “Brooklyn heard you two and it was… mmm. Let’s just say it was a pretty great night.”



Lizzie stammered, “Uh. I. Ah.”



“Peek at us anytime you want. We don’t really mind,” Cassidy said, and giggled as she headed back inside, shutting the door gently behind her.



Theo and Lizzie stood on the sidewalk for a long moment, then he leaned in and whispered into her ear, “I’m going to need to fuck you now.”



* * *



He kicked the door shut behind him hard enough to rattle the walls. Lizzie barely noticed, the heat of the moment driving all the other thoughts out of her mind. Her fingers jammed into the hem of her blouse and she jerked it free. She only undid a few of the buttons before his hands were on her, helping her lift it up and over her head. Lizzie grabbed one of Theo’s hands and guided it to her zipper. He freed her of the skirt and it fell to the floor. Her paisley panties came down a moment later. He jerked down his pants and she helped him with his shirts, stopping to kiss the hard pecs underneath with light brushes of her lips along his hard lines. Lizzie pushed him back towards their couch, and he fell onto it, staring up at her with a hunger and a fire that left her already-wet pussy practically dripping. She fell to her knees before him, sucked him down hungrily, twirling her head side to side as she stared up at him, this husband of hers. Five more times she took him like that, her fingers between her legs, sinking deep. When her mouth popped free, she rose to her feet and knelt over him.



“Which one did you want?” she asked, reaching below her to grip his thick cock, still wet from her mouth. Though they’d never acted on them, this was not the first time they’d mentioned their day-to-day fantasies during sex. It was a huge turn-on for both of them.



“Fuuuuck,” he groaned. “Both of them.”



Theo leaned forward to take one of her nipples into his mouth, but Lizzie pushed him back against the cushion, her smile sly. “Nuh uh. I want your mouth free to tell me what you’d do to those little sluts.”



She slid down his length, and his hands came around to clasp her ass as he stared up at her with a grin to match her own. “Someone is as turned on by them as me.”



Lizzie blushed. She’d done some adventurous things in college with other women, and her husband knew it, but she hadn’t acted on those urges since they started dating. Their verbal fantasies had always just been that – fantasies. With Cassidy’s tease at the door, this somehow seemed more tangible.



She rose nearly off him, drove back down, and leaned in to whisper in his ear, “I wouldn’t mind a taste of Cassidy.” His cock surged within her and she laughed throatily.



“I want Brooklyn,” he said, squeezing her ass hard on the next roll of her hips.



The thought of her husband with that incredibly endowed young woman – not much more than a teenager, really – should have made her jealous, and it did, a bit, but the thought of him fucking her the way he had been doing to Lizzie the night before excited her, and she cupped her breasts, stroking her nipples with her fingers. “Mm, what would you d-do to her?” Lizzie asked breathlessly.



“I want to fuck that sweetness right out of her,” he said, gripping Lizzie’s ass and thrusting up at her. “I want her on her hands and knees. I want her eating you out.”



Lizzie gasped and bounced on him harder, their bodies making wet “squick” sounds as their hips met over and over and over again.



“And I want that Cassidy riding your face. I want to see you licking her pussy while I’m fucking her girlfriend.”



“Fuuuck, baby,” Lizzie moaned.



“What do you want?”



Lizzie’s hands fell from her breasts to his chest, steadying herself as her feverish mind worked through a dozen scenarios involving all four of them. “I want to s-s-see you take Cassidy’s ah-ass…” She did, too. Would his cock even fit into her tight little butt? Lizzie had no idea, but she was dying to find out, to see that hot lithe blonde speared at the end of his cock, her little rosebud spread out obscenely by his fat prick. Her need turned into a sharp whimper and she could speak no more. Pleasure overtook her, driving out her ability to speak about the images playing in her head. Theo spreading that little blonde’s ass wide. His slick fingers lubricating her, getting her ready for him. Lizzie would slide underneath Cassidy and spread her own legs wide for the young woman to lick her, suck her clit as Theo prepared himself.  Then his cockhead would slowly breach her tight ass, and she’d gasp with the pain and the pleasure.



Brooklyn, where would be Brooklyn? In a chair, maybe, watching, playing with herself. “Yessss,” Lizzie hissed, her eyes closed, still imagining it, the scene playing itself out in her mind. Theo was doing the work for her now, thrusting up at her while she fantasized. He sucked at one of her nipples, unimpeded now by her fading need for him to vocalize his desires, and his tongue and lips felt so good, she was so close, her whole body trembling as she thought about that sexy brunette fingering herself to Theo claiming her girlfriend’s ass while Cassidy slurped on Lizzie’s pussy.



“…fuck her, fuck h-her tight little ah-ass so hard…” Lizzie whispered, unaware she was even speaking out loud. Theo sucked harder, his cock throbbing now. He might finish before her but she was so close anyways it didn’t matter. Lizzie could bring herself off with a few flicks of her clit. One of her hands left his chest but he had the same idea, and Theo’s fingers slid down the vee of her mound to where their bodies connected, seeking out her little spot expertly, and she hissed when he teased her clit.



There were no words when she came. Lizzie went silent, tensed, her whole body not moving, and then the wave from head to toe in a long, long orgasm that washed over every erogenous zone on its way. His mouth at her nipple was heaven, the cool air on her other just as much. The strands of hair over her lymph nodes, the rough feel of his hand on her ass, the leather cushions under her knees, all of it was suddenly far more vivid, far more there, and she felt everything as Lizzie came and came and came.



And when it was done, her breathless silent whimper turned into a howl, an expulsion of her thoughts and need into one verbal cry. The orgasm only lasted seconds but it left her crying for her husband to come deep inside her.



“In me in me in me,” she managed to say coherently.



His mouth came off her nipple and he grasped her waist, his cock hammering up at her, his teeth bared as he focused on finishing. There were no more words between them. In her eyes he saw his lust reflected, and Theo raced to the edge. His wife was so beautiful, so sexy, so raw in that moment he couldn’t last long. When his release came, he buried his head between her breasts and clasped her to him, amazed as always that he could still be so deeply, madly in love with this woman.



* * *



After they’d showered and Theo prepared a light dinner of lemon dill salmon and wild rice, they ate together quietly in the dining room. Both of them were lost in the pleasant afterglow of two nights of amazing sex, and they kept things bright and cheerful, avoiding the topic of their neighbors until Theo topped off Lizzie’s wine glass after they’d pushed aside their plates.



She leaned forward and said, “Theo.”



“Hmm?”



“About what we, um, fantasized about.”



He splashed a little wine in his own glass. Not much – he wasn’t really much of a drinker – but enough to give him a taste. “You really don’t have to worry. I’m all yours, babe.”



Lizzie nodded, and took a small sip, her eyes locked on his hands. “Um. What if… what if I was… okay with it?”



Theo’s eyes went wide and he cleared his throat noisily. He licked his lips and cocked his head curiously at her. “What?”



“Please don’t get mad, okay? I’m just saying, hypothetically, what if we were… um… given the opportunity, and we took it?”



“You’re talking about us actually sleeping with Cassidy and Brooklyn.”



“Yes.”



He leaned back and blew out a long breath. “Jeez. Um.”



“We’d have to set some boundaries. I’m not comfortable with us sleeping with just, you know, whoever. But let’s face it, we’re both drooling over them. We’re never going to have a chance for something so… so…”



“Debaucherous?” he suggested. Lizzie nodded, her cheeks burning. “We don’t even know that’s something they might be into.”



“I know. I’m just saying… maybe we don’t say no if the chance comes along.”



Theo thought for a good long while, and decided maybe he’d have a lot more wine than just that splash. When he’d downed a glass, he said quietly, “We’re only talking about sleeping with them?”



“Yes. That’s okay, right? You don’t want to run off with Florence or anything?”



Theo grinned. Florence was a sixty-something hostess at the restaurant and a shameless flirt with him and just about every other man that came through the doors. “No. You are the only woman I need in my life. But I need to know you feel the same way. Am I enough for you?”



She reached across and took his free hand in both of hers. “Yes,” she whispered. “Always. And if it makes you uncomfortable, we never talk about this again.”



He stood up abruptly, and for a moment, she thought he was angry. But his hand stayed entwined with hers, and he told her, “Come to bed with me.”



Lizzie did, and they made love this time, slowly, mostly silent save kind whispers to each other. After, Theo held her, stroking her belly as he spooned her, and he murmured into her ear, “Yes.”



* * *



A week passed before the movers showed up in a pair of trucks. In that time, the two couples bumped into each other frequently, but all four of them were so busy it rarely constituted more than a quick hello and a few conversations about how Brooklyn and Cassidy were settling in. Classes wouldn’t start for them for another couple weeks. When he took off for work, Theo usually caught them coming back from the same local gym they attended. The two young women were religious about their workouts in the morning and swam intensely for half an hour every night. Lizzie loved watching them, and twice that week Theo fucked her from behind as she stared out at their nubile bodies, Cassidy slicing through the water expertly, Brooklyn more or less floundering.



Twice they saw the young couple with a camera and a tripod in the backyard. Brooklyn hooked up some professional looking equipment to take short, quick videos of the two of them together saying something to a camera. Theo mused that maybe they had a sugar daddy who sponsored their house and education, and maybe the videos were for him. It was as good a guess as any Lizzie had.



The timing of the moving trucks couldn’t have been better. Both Theo and Lizzie were off that weekend, and meandered over after breakfast and a quick change of clothes to something they were more comfortable getting dirty. Theo chose an old pair of gym shorts and a tee shirt, while Lizzie opted for a pair of khaki shorts, a tank, and an opened plaid shirt. Theo couldn’t stop staring at her ass as they walked over, to Lizzie’s amusement.



It was obvious right away the movers were a mixed bag. A big Latino man hustled a handcart off the end of one of the trucks while the other three men stood around in the midst of a barely-muted conversation.



“…that blonde one, man, I bet she’s fucking wild in bed,” one of them said. He was a bald guy just this side of pudgy.



The guy next to him dug in his shirt pocket for a battered pack of cigarettes and tapped one out into his palm. As he lit up, he said, “I want that busty bitch.” The third man, a squat black guy with a beer gut and a long droopy beard held up two fingers in an upside-down vee and made a slurping sound, and the other two snickered.



“That ‘busty bitch’ is our friend and neighbor,” Lizzie said. Her voice was light, but brittle. All three men turned, and Cigarette Guy sucked in a lungful of smoke into the wrong pipe. As he coughed it out, Theo stepped forward behind his wife and crossed his thick slabs for arms.



Instead of looking guilty, the three guys blatantly stared at Lizzie. The black guy blinked and said, “Jesus Christ, what is this, a street for supermodels?”



Bald and Pudgy stepped forward. “Relax, honey. We’re just… you know… doing locker room talk.”



“The fuck did you call her?” Theo asked mildly. Lizzie saw the dangerous grin on his face and stepped aside. Theo wasn’t afraid to throw a punch now and again and she definitely didn’t want to stand in his way. Worry about him lost out to a delighted lustful roar in her soul at her man defending her like this.



“Hey!” came Cassidy’s voice from the porch. “What’s going on here?”



The movers turned, save for Cigarette Guy. The black man said, “We were just, uh, talking.”



“There some kind of problem?” Cassidy asked Theo and Lizzie.



“Is there?” Theo asked the Cigarette Guy.



After a long moment, the guy flicked his cigarette into the street and turned too. “Nah. No problem.”



“Good,” Cassidy said. “Then get your asses moving. I’m not paying you to stand around and talk.”



The movers finally started doing their jobs. The Mexican made a reappearance, frowning at his comrades but saying nothing as he hustled again to the first truck. Theo and Lizzie joined him. He introduced himself as Dan, and together, he and Theo made hauling around several boxes of books look easy. He was a speed demon with that hand cart, and within a couple hours, they had most of that truck emptied. The others barely had a start on their own truck.



Brooklyn showed up in her Mazda convertible shortly after Dan took over the bulk of the work from the other three. They stopped again to ogle the curvy young woman as she stepped out of the car, a pair of vintage round sunglasses hiding her eyes. She was dressed down in a pair of jeans and a loose-fitting tee. Even combined with the sunglasses, the ordinary clothes couldn’t hide how beautiful she was and the movers whispered among themselves with the same kind of fervor as when Lizzie and Theo showed up.



Brooklyn stared at them, her mouth quivering, and she muttered, “I can’t do this today.”



Lizzie rushed over to her and wrapped an arm around her shoulder. She guided Brooklyn into the house and to the dining room. Cassidy, who’d been unpacking some kitchen items, saw them and joined her girlfriend and her neighbor, kneeling down next to Brooklyn to take her hand.



“What is it? The assholes outside?”



“No. Yes. Kind of.” Brooklyn sucked in a shaky breath and looked at her hands. “Someone on campus recognized me.”



Lizzie arched an eyebrow at that. Recognized her? From what? Cassidy’s reaction was immediate and visible, her eyes going stormy and her fists clenching. “Shit. That was fast.”



“Yeah,” Brooklyn agreed. “He followed me. Got pictures. I hid my face as best I could, but word’s going to get out.”



“Goddamn it. Less than a week,” Cassidy muttered.



Voices down the hallway. The movers were bringing in a loveseat. Lizzie glanced in their direction and then asked quietly, “Are you two in some kind of trouble?”



“No. Nothing like that,” Cassidy said. She waited until the voices were outside again. “We’re…”



Brooklyn murmured, “Cass…”



“Better they know so if we have any creepers…”



Her girlfriend thought about that and finally sighed. “You’re right.”



With a glare of defiance, Cassidy looked up at Lizzie. “We’re… um… kinda porn stars.”



* * *



Dan watched as Cassidy scribbled her name on the sign-off sheets. He smiled at her warmly, and said, “I’ve got a girl about your age. It’s nice to see young women so successful. Gives me hope.”



Cassidy grinned at him. “Thank you, Dan. I’m sure if she’s half as hard working as her dad, she’ll be the CEO of some big company very very soon.”



His chest puffed up with pride from the compliments from the gorgeous young woman and Dan took off. The door shut behind him firmly and was locked up tight, Cassidy rounded on Lizzie. “Please. Please, do not say a word to anyone.”



“Say a word about what?” Theo asked, confused. His wife hadn’t told him yet the big revelation.



“You can trust me. And him, too,” Lizzie said quietly.



“We like this street. But word gets out, and we’re going to be outcasts, if they’ll even let us rent here anymore.”



Theo glanced between Cassidy, Brooklyn, and his wife. “Are you two in some kind of trouble?” he asked, echoing his wife’s earlier question.



“No,” Brooklyn said, then sighed. “Well… in for a penny. We’re camgirls.”



Theo frowned as he puzzled it over and then it finally dawned on him. “Like… um…”



“We… ah… do a bit of porn. With each other,” Cassidy said. She settled onto a black leather couch and patted the seat next to her. Brooklyn joined her, and Theo and Lizzie took up spots on the loveseat. “It’s usually just stripping down, dancing, that sort of thing. During our livestreams, if we have enough big spenders, we may go a little further.”



“Ohhhh,” Theo said. An image of the two of them locked in a sixty-nine while a camera rolled filled his mind, and his brain fucked off to fantasy land for a while as Lizzie listened to their story.



“We were roommates our freshman year of college,” Brooklyn said. “Up in Wisconsin. We both realized how much it was going to cost us in student loans to graduate and it was, well, pretty intimidating.”



Cassidy nodded. “And on the side, all we could get was minimum wage jobs. That’s when we weren’t working as slave labor for the college. So we were going full-time to school, picking up two hours at a minimum each day in the cafeteria and the student life office, and working at a bar and grill besides. Our rent was as much as we’re paying now for a studio apartment in a really shitty part of town. We couldn’t keep going like that.”



Brooklyn took her hand. “A friend of ours was dating a very rich guy. His father owned one of the biggest dairy farms in the state and they were old, old money. He offered us a thousand dollars for a little photo shoot. We laughed him off, but…”



“The idea stuck,” Cassidy said, squeezing Brooklyn’s thigh. “We’d, um, fooled around a bit by that point so we were okay with that aspect. But we thought we had other options. As it turned out, we ended up having a bad month. Someone broke into our cars and repairs cost more than what we had. We finally thought, well, why not? We negotiated for fifteen hundred, but it was no longer going to just be us doing some photos together in provocative poses. We were going to have to fuck. On film.”



Theo’s cock was hard as granite by that point, and he shifted to relieve the pressure. The movement didn’t go unnoticed around the room, and Brooklyn blushed madly. Lizzie took it in stride, reaching for one of the end pillows in a box next to the couch and dropping it on his lap. The two young women chuckled at that, and continued their story.



“We were so nervous at first,” Brooklyn said. “But it was a lot of fun, too. Having a camera on us, it’s like… everything felt bigger. We had to kind of act it up for the guy, really get into it, and eventually, it wasn’t acting anymore. We loved it.”



“The guy’s next girlfriend found the footage a few months later. Vindictive bitch that she was, she leaked the footage on a porn site. It got a ton of views. I mean… tens and tens of thousands in the first month,” Cassidy said.



“How’d the college take it?” Lizzie asked.



“If they knew, they never confronted us,” Cassidy said. “I think our friend, the guy who filmed us, may have had something to do with that. An olive branch, maybe. He wasn’t a bad guy, actually. Just needed to surround himself with better people. Anyways. We were horrified at first, because that’s something so private. But we saw that a lot of people wanted more. And when I started looking into how much camgirls made, well…”



Brooklyn nodded. “Two girls like us, the girl next door types, can make anywhere from fifty to a hundred bucks an hour. That’s alone. Together…”



“Well, let’s just say Brook and I do very well,” Cassidy said, smiling fondly at her girlfriend. “We’ve already paid off most of our college loans. That was always the focus. We wanted to come out of college as debt-free as possible to have the best future we could make for ourselves. And we’ve done that.”



Brooklyn returned her girlfriend’s gaze and her blush returned, though this time it seemed more out of love and fondness than embarrassment. “Once we’ve made sure our footing’s secure here, we’re going to stop the live shows. We’ll still do occasional paid videos for the porn sites, because those… well, they’re fun and they’re good earners now that people know our Internet names. But we’re ready for the next step.”



“Plus, it’ll be great to not have to worry about diet and exercise twenty-four seven,” Cassidy said, grimacing.



“That’s… that’s kind of amazing,” Lizzie said, her own cheeks burning. Theo noted her spread thighs, and had little doubt she was as turned on as he was. “You two took a terrible situation and made it into something… well, professional and, honestly, hot.”



“Thank you,” Brooklyn said softly.



“We had to get out of Wisconsin, though,” Cassidy said. “Too many people knew who we were and the area in town we lived in. We moved around a lot, but a bunch of creepy bastards thought they deserved a chance at us for being mega-fans. So we moved here.”



“And what do you know?” Brooklyn said bitterly. “We get recognized much faster than I thought. I know we chose this life, but…”



“Hey, never an excuse for assholes being assholes,” Theo said, and Lizzie nodded.



“It’s too bad we couldn’t hire you as our bodyguard or something,” Brooklyn said. Her despondency broke in favor of a slow sunny smile.



There was a quiet for a while, a good companionable silence. Cassidy rose up to grab them all a beer from the fridge. Brooklyn curled up on the couch, her dark hair falling across her face. “I kinda thought…” she started to say, then fell silent.



“Thought what?” Lizzie asked her, feeling more than a little ready for a nap herself.



“Mm, that you might be a little more… judgmental.”



Lizzie and Theo glanced at each other and she shrugged. “What you do doesn’t hurt anyone. I have about a thousand questions but judgment? No.”



“I feel the same way,” Theo said.



“Besides,” Lizzie said, “like I said, it’s crazy sexy. I hope that’s not too weird to blurt out.”



Brooklyn beamed at that. “Nope. We make our money by people saying exactly that.”



Cassidy rejoined them, a six pack in tow. She doled them out all around and there was a universal popping of tabs and deep drinks. She contemplated Lizzie and Theo, and said, “You know, just food for thought, but you two would make a killing doing it too.”



Theo laughed, thinking she was making a joke, and Lizzie tentatively chuckled. “Oh, nobody would want to see our old butts on film.”



“Old?” Brooklyn asked. She sat up and gestured with her beer at her neighbor. “You’ve only gotta be, what, thirty at the most?”



“Spot on,” Lizzie said.



“You look eight years younger than that. You’ve got an incredible body. Women your age are extremely in right now anyways,” Cassidy said. “Honestly, I think you’re one of the most attractive women I’ve ever met, Liz. God’s honest truth.”



“Well, thank you,” Lizzie said. Her thighs parted even wider and Theo didn’t fail to notice the flick of her lymph node. “Um… you two are too.”



“And Theo,” Brooklyn said, staring at his knees, “you’re… um…”



“We had a very, very fun online session this week where she did some naughty things to herself thinking about you,” Cassidy said.



“Cass!” Brooklyn gasped.



If Theo had been drinking at that moment, he doubtless would have spit it out. Instead, he croaked, “Oh yeah?”



“Don’t worry,” Cassidy said, winking at Lizzie. “No names were mentioned and we’re not going to steal him away from you.”



“What, um, what did you do?” Lizzie asked.



Cassidy leaned forward, her elbows on her knees. A lioness hunting down a wounded gazelle wouldn’t have looked so predatory as her. “Tell you what. We keep backups of all our sessions. If Theo’s still interested in cooking, I’ll get a copy started and show you some, ah, highlights while I’m at it. And while we do that, I’m sure Brook would love to help him… cook.” Brooklyn glanced away, that shy smile on her face again.



Lizzie glanced at Theo. She wasn’t looking for permission – they’d talked about this – but she wanted to know it wasn’t going to cause a problem, or maybe to give him one last chance to back away from this. Whatever was going to happen, his yes right now would be the event horizon for whatever came not just for their immediate fun with Cassidy and Brooklyn, but for whatever was to come long-term for their marriage. Thinking about what that might entail almost gave him vertigo. Would he be enough for Lizzie, despite her reassurances? Where did this end? What happened if one of the young women fell in love, or worse, what if Lizzie did? Hell, what if he did?



A thousand questions like that flitted through his mind even as his gaze flicked to Brooklyn, who was now meeting his look with a naked hunger of her own. It came down to trust, he supposed. Did he trust Lizzie? He always had, without question. Why should now be different? But a second question needed to be asked and answered – did he trust himself?



In that regard, he realized one simple truth – it would always, absolutely and forever, be Lizzie he wanted to come home to. If they had their fun, it didn’t change that simple fact. She was his lifeblood, his reason for waking up content and going to bed the same way. Take sex out of the equation together and his wife would still be his everything. She was not a stupid woman. She knew these risks as well as he did and she would not have come into this without trusting him as completely as he did her. And that gave him the faith in himself to make the very small, simple next move.



He nodded.



* * *



They decided to split up. Lizzie would stay with Cassidy and check out the two young women’s latest online escapades, and Theo would head back to their place to grab everything for a late lunch or early dinner, depending on how they looked at it. After a few words to Cassidy about meeting her upstairs, Lizzie came over to whisper in Theo’s ear, “Have fun.”



“You too,” he said, and gave her a quick kiss.



Cassidy waited three stairs up, her head cocked and smiling like a fox given the keys to the henhouse. Lizzie joined her as Brooklyn followed Theo out the door.



“Everything good?” Cassidy asked her.



“Mm hm,” Lizzie said, her eyes locked firmly on Cassidy’s trim waist. “Everything’s great.”



They headed upstairs, and at a closed door Lizzie remembered as a bedroom, Cassidy said, “This is where we, um, work.”



It was the one room that had been off-limits to the movers, Theo, and Lizzie. That had been made very clear. “Can I see?”



“Of course.”



Cassidy pushed the door open and gestured inside. Dominating the room was a brand-new king-size bed, stripped of its bedding apart from a simple set of sheets. A trio of tripods lined one wall, accompanied by a pair of black cases and a complicated array of sound equipment hanging from swivel arms.



“This looks a lot more technical than what I was expecting,” Lizzie said.



Cassidy nodded. “We used cheaper equipment at first, and the sound was just awful. Eventually I’d like to put up some baffling in here, but the acoustics for now are surprisingly okay.”



Lizzie didn’t know what sound baffling was, and figured it was something she could ask about later. “So you do your live shows, what, every week?”



“Three times a week. We have tiers of rewards for our viewers. As they drop us more tips, we go a little further. Some nights when it’s slow we might not even get completely naked, but those are pretty rare nowadays. Usually it escalates to us at least showing off our tits and our asses. We’ve got a lot of people who like solo play, so we split up the three nights between us. One night is me, one is Brooklyn, and the last is for our top-tier subscribers. That’s a show we do together.”



Lizzie stepped towards the bed and ran her fingers along the sheet, imagining the lithe blonde writhing there, Brooklyn between her thighs, their eyes flicking now and then towards the camera. She shivered, and turned. “Show me,” she whispered.



“Come on.”



Cassidy showed her into the other upstairs bedroom. Much like the previous tenants, Cassidy had turned it into an office. Against one wall were two impressive computers and four monitors, all of which were resting on folding tables. A pair of desks had been brought up by the movers, but Cassidy and Brooklyn hadn’t yet taken the time to shift the computers over to them. Cass grabbed two rolling office chairs and pushed them towards one of the computers. She patted one’s seat, and Lizzie joined her. After a long password had been entered, Cassidy navigated to a file folder and brought up an hourlong video.



Lizzie’s chest rose and fell with quickening breaths. She wondered just before the video started what Theo and Brooklyn were doing. Cassie glanced at her sidelong, and reached a hand out. Lizzie took it in one of hers and squeezed it before letting it rest on her thigh.



The video started on Brooklyn in a pair of Capris and a camisole top with a loose, opened blouse over it. She winked at the camera, and blew it a kiss. “Hey guys and gals, this is Amorous Hart. Welcome to my weekly show!”



Gone was the shy young woman from downstairs. This Brooklyn – or Amorous Hart – was a bubbly, playful creature who didn’t so much walk around as prance. Her every move seemed calculated to best show off her curves or the slightly heavy makeup she wore. There was a brief two-minute preamble on where viewers could find her online, along with Cassie’s information too. Apparently the latter’s handle was Aly Night, which made Lizzie groan. Cassie’s eyes crinkled with a silent laugh and her fingers drifted higher on the other woman’s lap.



When the necessities were out of the way, Cassie – or Aly – said off-camera, “Tell them what’s got you excited this week.”



“That’s kind of a running thing,” Cassie said to Lizzie after she paused the video. “Sometimes when we have a good idea for a scenario we don’t directly interact with the viewers. Other times we’ll chat with them while we’re streaming. Usually that’s me while she plays, or the other way around.”



Lizzie nodded. “Sounds fun.”



“It is. The holidays are the best. We love dressing up.”



She started up the video again, and Lizzie barely paid attention to what was happening on screen as she thought momentarily about the two young women dressing up in some kind of sexy red and white Christmas outfits. She shivered pleasantly, and her fingers stroked the back of Cassie’s hand.



On camera, Brooklyn tapped a finger against her lips, pretending to think about it. “Mm. I really shouldn’t talk about it.”



“Don’t be shy now.”



“Well,” Brooklyn said, stretching it out. “I’ve been thinking about… Mr. Neighbor.”



“Theo,” Lizzie murmured, her cheeks flushing.



Cassidy eyed her. “Hey, if you want to stop…”



“No,” Lizzie said, and her voice was very small, very quiet. “Skip ahead.”



“Good things come to those who wait,” Cassidy said playfully.



“Cassidy, I’m so wet right now my good thing’s going to come whether I like it or not.”



Cassidy laughed. “Oh, that’s bad. We’re definitely going to have to use that sometime.” But she obeyed, and skipped ahead about half an hour. “This is when the tips really started to hit and where she heats up.”



Onscreen, Brooklyn had dropped the blouse and her Capris, leaving her in the camisole and a pair of playful matching black panties. She rested on her side on the bed, a pillow under one elbow, and her fingers traced her amble breasts. It was easy to see why Theo was so taken with her. Brooklyn screamed sex. She was still young enough that her full, ample, and surprisingly natural breasts barely needed any support, and her shapely ass and thighs were made for a man’s hands to hold onto during a good, long fuck session. Lizzie licked her lips, and her thighs parted. Cassidy’s fingers slid up to the last bit of flesh exposed under the shorts, so near to Lizzie’s sex that she couldn’t help a pleased shiver.



While Brooklyn continued to tease the camera, Cassidy murmured, “Did you like watching us in the pool?”



Lizzie glanced away from the screen. Her whole face was flushed, and she said, “You know I did.”



Cassidy skipped the video forward by another ten minutes, and now Brooklyn sprawled against a stack of pillows, her breasts bared, her nipples standing thick and puffy with her need as she stroked herself through her panties. Lizzie saw none of it. She stared at Cassidy, and the two leaned towards each other as one. There was no hesitation in their kiss, no doubt. They both knew what they wanted and they were going to take it. Cassidy’s lips were thin and small, her tongue long and playful. Lizzie explored that mouth delightedly, her lips meeting Cassidy’s faster and faster, their breaths coming hard. Cassidy’s hand found one of her breasts, slid under it, palmed the weight of it.



When they broke for gasps of air, Cassidy said, “Get your shorts off.”



Lizzie stood up, shucking off the khaki shorts, leaving her in a stretchy thong that had been wildly impractical for moving things but which she was grateful for now. Cassidy stared at it like it was a treat, and helped her drop those too to the floor.



“Christ, your pussy’s beautiful,” she breathed, and brought her chair closer to kiss the mound of flesh above Lizzie’s hood. “Sit back down. Spread your legs.”



Lizzie obeyed, keeping her butt on the edge and leaning back, giving Cassidy better access. The blonde knelt between her legs, gripping her knees for support. Those green eyes glimmered with the knowledge of her control, of Lizzie’s submission, and she leaned forward to kiss her lips, taking her time. Lizzie jumped with each brush of Cassidy’s mouth, staring between her and the screen, where Brooklyn was now sucking on two of her fingers while she played at her panty-covered cunt. Her eyes pleaded with the camera to fuck her, and Cassidy, as if on cue, flicked her tongue against Lizzie’s folds.



“Ohhhh, shit,” she gasped. “Cassidy…”



Cassidy gave a low, pleased chuckle and slid her tongue along the length of Lizzie’s left pussy lip. She stopped at her clit and slurped it, sucked at it. It sent ripples of pleasure through Lizzie and her back arched so hard she damn near came out of the chair. Cassidy followed it with another long lick on the other side and stopped at the strip of flesh between Lizzie’s glistening pussy and her delicate asshole. She kissed that too, and murmured, “Every inch of you is beautiful.”



Lizzie blushed at that. Cass returned her attention to Lizzie’s pussy and slid her fingers along the mound above her clit. Lazily those fingers strayed across her flesh while she alternated between kissing Lizzie’s pussy with little flicks of her tongue or long licks. She didn’t stay at one spot long enough to help Lizzie finish, and it drove the other woman wild.



“S-such a tease,” she murmured.



Cassidy grinned at her entrance, her chin slick with Lizzie’s need. “Mm hm.” She grabbed the sides of the chair and leaned up to kiss the other woman. Lizzie loved the taste of herself on Cass’s lips, the dirtiness of it. Their tongues met, and met again, and she slid a hand down to Cassidy’s breast, still clothed. There was enough there to palm, and when she found the hard nub of Cass’s nipple, she circled it with her thumb.



“I want you naked,” Lizzie whispered.



“What else?”



“I want you in on that bed. I want to fuck you where she does.”



“Naughty girl.”



Cassidy stood up, and helped Lizzie to her feet, keeping her hand in her own and guiding her out of the room where the video was still playing and back into the bedroom. Quickly they rid themselves of the rest of their clothes. Lizzie stopped to admire the other woman’s toned body. No trace of tan lines marred her breasts or the lovely shaved skin around her pussy. Her breasts were larger than Lizzie had anticipated, the nipples a cute pink shade that matched her areoles. They weren’t yet touched by age, and stood proud and ready for adoration, so Lizzie adored them, leaning over to kiss each one in turn, taking her time about it as she guided Cassidy back towards the bed.



“This was supposed to be about you first,” Cassidy moaned as Lizzie sucked one of her small nipples into her mouth.



“Do you really mind?” Lizzie asked when she let the nipple go, grinning.



“Hell no.”



Lizzie mounted the bed beside her on her hands and knees, and kept up the soft kisses and licks of Cassidy’s breasts. She stopped now and then to kiss the other woman. During those kisses her hand traveled further and further south, teasing the beautiful young blonde until she could finally take no more and grabbed Lizzie’s hand, sliding it where she wanted. Delighted to find Cassidy already wet, Lizzie slid a finger in, slow and deep. Cassidy blinked hard a few times and nodded, and another finger joined in on the fun.



“You’re good at this,” Cassidy said breathily, watching her work.



“Had some, ah, experience in college.”



“With Theo around?”



“No. This is… our first time going a little, um, extramarital.”



“Never cheated?”



“No. Never.” Lizzie reached underneath herself with her free hand and slid her fingers across her still-wet slit. “This was… something we talked about after we met you. If w-we had the chance…” Her fingers slid deep inside herself and she rocked backward to meet her hand, even as the fingers inside Cassidy began to glide in and out.



“Who brought this up?” Cassidy said, amused. “You or him?”



“M-me,” Lizzie whispered. “I wanted you so bad.”



“Come here.”



Lizzie did, bringing her mouth down to kiss Cassidy again. It started as gentle, but Cass clasped her head between her hands and held to it, injecting the long, deep kiss with something more soulful, passionate. Lizzie shuddered with need and mewled into her mouth, and Cassidy broke the contact. “I said come here.”



“I… did…” Lizzie moaned.



“Nuh uh.” Cass’s hand found Lizzie’s bottom and squeezed. “I said come here. I want to lick that pussy again. You taste so sweet.”



Cassidy crawled backwards further up the bed, and Lizzie’s fingers popped out of her. She sucked on them as she followed the younger woman, spinning around so she was mounted on Cass with her head facing the young blonde’s pussy. Slowly, as she sank down onto the other woman’s heavenly lips, Lizzie leaned down herself to lap at Cassidy’s sensitive cunt. By now, both of them were so turned on that every touch, every lick threatened to send them rocketing towards an orgasm. Lizzie resumed rocking, meeting Cassidy’s every flick of her tongue. Her ample breasts slid along Cassidy’s skin, the contact electric for the both of them. The young woman’s legs spread wide, almost doing the splits laying down, and Lizzie worked her tongue against the other woman’s clit. There was no more foreplay, no more fooling around. They each wanted to come, and more importantly, they each wanted the other to come first.



It was a bit unfair, though. Cassidy had experience and a head-start. Her skilled tongue drove Lizzie wild. She’d tease the lips or the sensitive flesh inside for a few moments, then return to deftly flick and lick Lizzie’s button. With Lizzie on top, she also had her hands free, and used them to stroke the other woman’s hips, occasionally drifting a fingernail down to the back of her knees. Much like Brooklyn, the little extra added stimulus blew Lizzie’s mind, and soon she was panting and gasping into Cassidy’s pussy, unable to keep up her end as her pleasure roared up and out of her.



“Cass, oh, sweetie, I’m… I’m…” Lizzie’s eyes rolled up as Cassidy’s warm, wet tongue struck her button again and again, unrelenting this time. Lizzie sucked in a deep breath and wailed, “Ohhh!”



Her whole body jerked with the force of her orgasm and she nearly fell sideways as she clutched at the sheets on the bed. Thought fled her, and in that moment, there was just the magnificent tongue of the sexy young creature underneath her, in the same bed where so many naughty things happened almost every other night. Her orgasm didn’t want to end, didn’t want to release her, and another thought struck her, that of Theo fucking Brooklyn from behind, that huge cock of his spreading her wide as she slammed back against him, those breasts gyrating with every thrust. Lizzie tried to suck in air so she could moan and scream and do all the things her lungs needed her to do, but her pussy – and Cassidy – had other ideas, and she kept riding that high until she could take no more, quaking and falling forward, her nose mashing against Cassidy’s sweet tenderness again.



It brought her back. She inhaled that musky, lovely scent of another woman, and Lizzie grinned even as tears leaked out of the corners of her eyes from the immense pleasure she’d just fallen prey to. Cassidy kept licking, but it was gentle now, like she was working slowly at an ice cream cone. Lizzie tried to remember everything the woman just did to her and emulated it, teasing her folds, the soft thatch of skin below her pussy, and the delicate pink flesh within before returning to her clit. Her body back under her control, albeit shakily, she spread Cassidy’s pussy wide, and drove her fingers in, hard and sure. Cassidy’s legs jumped in surprise, and again, her knees spread reflexively wide. She must have been a gymnast or really fantastic at yoga, Lizzie thought to herself, grinning into the other woman’s intimate lips as she found a steady rhythm of licking and sucking.



“N-not far,” Cassidy murmured into Lizzie’s thigh. “You’re… you’re very good at this…”



Lizzie chuckled, and the sound’s vibrations added to Cassidy’s pleasure. She sucked at Lizzie’s skin while the older neighbor happily licked at her pussy, her mind split between giving this tremendous beauty pleasure and the undoubtedly hot situation playing out in her own home. She wondered if Cassidy was faking her orgasm, but the very real muscle twerks in her hips seemed to speak otherwise, and as Cassidy wordlessly moaned her pleasure, Lizzie hoped like hell her husband was having as good of a time as her.



* * *



Brooklyn walked beside Theo, eyes down, only occasionally glancing up at him. The damnedest instinct hit him to place his hand at the small of her back like he did with Lizzie.
 Mine
 , his body wanted to growl at all the houses around them. He smiled at the thought.



“Something funny?”



“I…” Theo shook his head. “Life just takes some funny twists.”



“It really does.”



He focused his smile on her, to help ease her self-consciousness. “The truth?”



“Sure.”



“I was thinking I already feel pretty possessive about you, even if we barely know each other. I do this thing with Lizzie, walk with my hand on her back, and I’ve damn near done it to you three times already.”



Her laugh was soft and pretty, and brought to mind the oddest thing – sheets drying on the line. It was a comfortable laugh, earthy and homey. Brooklyn tugged at an earlobe, and said, “Cassidy sorta does the same thing. Wraps her hand around my shoulder when she wants to let someone know I’m spoken for.”



“She’s possessive too?”



“Oh yes. I think we all wound up with the past or future versions of our partners.” The idea seemed to please her, and after a moment’s thought, he realized Brooklyn was absolutely right. Well… with the very obvious difference in his and Cassidy’s gender, that was.



Without more conversation, they arrived at the house, and Theo let them in. He gestured for her to enter first, and she did with a demure smile as he stepped in behind her, his hand at her lower back. She turned to look at him over her shoulder, and he murmured, “Too much?”



“No.”



They walked that way together through the living room, past the dining area, and into the kitchen. There, Brooklyn looked around, taking everything in, and turned again to him. “Your house is-”



Theo stepped in, his fingers rising to her chin to tilt her head up. His lips approached hers, and she sucked in a tiny breath, closing her eyes like a teenager. Her lips were soft and plump, and all the tension he hadn’t noticed she was carrying left her. Brooklyn melted into him, her arms wrapping around his waist loosely as his own hands found her shoulders, pulling her tighter to him. Her breasts brushed his chest, but he barely noticed as he broke away from her lips time and time again just to meet them again, a series of little hellos spoken only by their bodies.



“Open your eyes,” he whispered to her. “They’re too beautiful to hide away from me.”



She did, and Theo swam in the ocean of her soul exposed so freely to him. There was warmth there, and desire, but trepidation, too. Her eyes flicked back and forth between his, and for the first time, he noticed the tiny tremble to her hands.



“Brooklyn? Are you okay?”



She nodded, biting her lip. “I didn’t… I shouldn’t tell you this.”



“It’s all right. Talk to me.”



He released her, but she reached up to take his hands and place them right back on her shoulders. “I just, mm, I’ve only ever been with one guy. And he was… not a nice boy.”



“Oh,” Theo said. “Hey, we can do as little or as much as you like. No pressure here, Brooklyn. If you’d like, we can just get the food ready, and I’ll take you back home. No anger or frustration from me whatsoever.”



“Really?” she asked. “You wouldn’t be… you know, disappointed?” She seemed almost hurt, and Theo realized how he must sound. He tried on a reassuring smile.



“Disappointed? Absolutely. You are a gorgeous woman, and more importantly, in the short time I’ve known you, I’m finding you to be fascinating. But we owe each other nothing here, honey, and I’m just as content talking as-”



This time, it was her turn to quiet him with a kiss, and it was a greedy one. Her hands linked around his neck and pulled him down to her, her lips trapping his. His hands slid around her back, enjoying the softness of her. So much like Lizzie in that regard, supple in all the best ways a woman could be. His hands slid lower, drawing lines near her spine up and down, and she moaned into his mouth when he reached the top of her jeans and the beginnings of the swell that was her magnificent ass.



And oh hell, it was just as amazing as it looked, plump without a lot of jiggle. It was the sort of ass that made a faithless man find religion, same as his Lizzie’s. Theo clutched it in his hands and lifted her. Brooklyn wrapped her legs around him, holding on for dear life as he walked with her to the living room. Carefully he laid her on the couch, the same one he and Lizzie had just fucked on that week.



“You’re so goddamn beautiful it hurts,” he whispered to Brooklyn, and she chased him with a kiss. Every instinct told him to rip her clothes off right there and fuck her, taking her for his pleasure and his pleasure only, but somehow he knew that while she might enjoy it in the short term, this woman deserved better than that. She’d been hurt, and he could maybe help her past that, at least a little, by showing her there were good men out there, even if Theo didn’t feel particularly like being one.



Keeping one hand under her ass, he leaned down into her, kissing her again, their foreheads nearly touching. His free hand brushed away the strands of dark hair at her eyes so he could better look into them, and what he found there soothed that beast in him entirely. He tried to convey warmth to her, content to just hold her under him as they kissed, letting his hands stroke her through her clothes gently. Her hands stroked as much of his body as she could reach, from the back of his head down along his spine to his butt. She smiled when she reached there, and murmured, “I’m not used to someone with so many delicious little muscles. I want to kiss and lick all of them.”



He grinned. “I suppose I’d let you.”



She snickered, and slid her hands into the waistband of his gym shorts, her hands sliding around the inside of his thighs and finding his hardness. “Oh,” she whispered, her smile widening. “Oh wow. That’s as big as some of our toys.”



“And it’s all for you.”



Theo leaned down and brushed his lips against Brooklyn’s neck. She gasped when he found a sensitive spot and he flicked his tongue against the skin there. Then his hand found its way under her shirt, not to grope at her breasts, but just to feel the skin of her back directly. She wrapped a leg around him again, twining it just below the back of his knee, and began to arch up off the couch.



“Help me with my clothes?” she asked.



“Of course.”



He eased her shirt up along her body, kissing what was revealed to him. Brooklyn had the cutest dainty belly button he’d ever seen, and he made her giggle by licking it and its rim. When he brought her shirt up over the slopes of her blue bra, he stopped to kiss the tops of her breasts, not taking so much time that he obsessed over them, but making it clear he was very appreciative of what he saw. When her shirt was up and over her head, he didn’t lay her back down, but helped Brooklyn to her feet.



Theo knelt before her, working at the button of her jeans as he stared up into those beautiful eyes. He was so hard it was painful, but that was okay. He’d get there eventually. For now, this was all about her, and he was enjoying taking his time. He slid her jeans down, revealing a matching blue pair of panties with a deliciously notable wet spot darkening the junction of her thighs. She blushed, and tried to cover herself, but he moved aside her hand and kissed the damp cloth. “This is beautiful,” he whispered to her.



Her hips and thighs were meaty but muscular, like a gymnast’s in early adulthood. He kissed and licked every bit he could as he slid her jeans down her legs and off her feet, only pulling away to let her kick off her shoes, socks, and the jeans. Then his hands were at her panties, and he stared up at her. “Ready?” he asked.



“Mm hm,” Brooklyn murmured.



The panties came down slowly, revealing first a cleanly shaven mound before her thick, red lips were revealed to him. He stopped to breathe deep of her, giving her one gentle kiss on each pussy lip before he let her kick the panties away.



“Now you,” Brooklyn said, but Theo had other ideas. He gently grasped her knees and guided her at spreading them wider. Staring up at her, Theo leaned forward to explore her with his mouth and his tongue. “That’s… ahhh…”



He grinned against her. She tasted musky and tangy, and he lost himself in her folds, trying to memorize every inch of her in case this was the only time he ever got a shot at this stunning sexpot. She ran her fingers through his hair, murmuring his name. Using his thumbs, he spread her wide and dove straight for her clit. Even larger than Lizzie’s, it made for a terrific bullseye for his lips and tongue and she was already so responsive in his hands. His long tongue plumbed her depths at her base, sliding up through her folds to her clit, which he’d work and suckle at until her knees started shaking, and then start the process all over again. Her hands left his hair and he was vaguely aware of her bra coming loose above him and being tossed aside to join its kin elsewhere in the room. He reached up with one hand, and she grasped it to her breast.



They were as weighty and full as Lizzie’s, with just a little more lift from youthfulness. His thumb brushed along the length of her nipple. They were impressively long, and he hungered to take one in his mouth, to suck at her tits. The thought made him bold, and he shook his head against her pussy lips. She liked that, and her hips widened even further. Her hands found his hair again and she crushed his head to her cunt, gasping as she rocked on her heels, trying to get him even deeper with both the fingers inside her and his tongue against her clit.



“Don’t stop don’t stop don’t stop…” she wheezed, her body trembling against him. He had no intention to, and Theo stroked her nipple as he tongued her. She gave one last gasp, and then she was coming, her knees nearly buckling as she clamped hard on his hair, jerking his face forward. He might have believed it was an act, so wild were her moans and her cries, but the body can’t lie, and hers was uncontrollable. Her hips shook, her back popped, and her toes, pressed against his knees, actually curled. She came and came, a little splash of warm juices hitting his tongue, and he lapped them up, loving the taste of her, loving this moment.



Thank you, Lizzie
 , he thought to himself.



When Brooklyn finally came down, she grinned down at him as he leaned back on his knees. “Oh my God, you’re as good as Cassidy. And she’s fantastic.”



He rose to his feet. “Thank you, thank you.”



She kissed him softly, her hands coming around to rest on his still-clad butt. “That was nice. But it’s your turn now, mister. Would you like me to, um…?”



“If it’s all the same,” Theo said, and didn’t bother finishing the sentence. He turned and gestured for the stairs, and she skipped ahead of him – very literally skipped, and he was entranced at the sight, her breasts bouncing up and down, her perfect bubbly ass flexing.



She bounded ahead and he followed her as fast as he could manage, shucking off his clothes. His hard dick danced a merry tune up those stairs and into their master bedroom. She took in the bed, the nightstands, the little signs of their lives together, and she turned, suddenly shy. “Is it… okay in here?”



“Trust me, Lizzie wouldn’t have it any other way. We talked about this maybe happening.”



Brooklyn’s eyes went wide. “Really?”



“It was her idea, actually, yeah.”



She laughed freely at that, and wandered over to the bed to run her fingers along their down comforter. “Mmm. Okay, how would you like me?”



He stepped up to Brooklyn and kissed her again. With his hands, he guided her until she fell back onto the bed. She crawled backwards up towards the pillows, staring at him with a mixture of trepidation and excitement. He felt much the same. Theo climbed on the bed after her, stroking his cock. Her body was enough to keep him nice and hard, but he couldn’t help himself gazing upon Brooklyn. She adjusted the pillows so she was centered and practically sitting up, He nestled between her legs, kissing her pussy again before he brought his lips up her body, nuzzling every few inches until he met her lips again. She grasped his cock, sighed pleasurably, and stared into his eyes as she lined him up at her folds.



“Ready?” he murmured.



“Mm hmm.”



And like that, he slid into his hot young neighbor. She was about as tight as Lizzie, maybe just a hair more, but Brooklyn sheathed him like he belonged there. He groaned softly as her hands rubbed his abs. She was so warm, so wet. He sank slowly into her, kissing her every now and again, watching her eyes to see what the limit was she could take. Her hand pressed against his chest as she smiled at him. “About there, tiger. Any more of you and I think you might break me.”



“Perfect,” he murmured, and leaned in to nuzzle just below her earlobe. She liked that, liked it quite a bit, and let him know with a low, appreciative moan.



“Oh, you are nice,” Brooklyn said, and he chuckled.



He eased back, just enjoying the moment and taking it slow. Brooklyn’s knees rose, her feet planted on the comforter. He ran his hands along her thighs and the backs of her knees as he slid back into her again. Brooklyn’s smile went from nervous to easy and satisfied, but as he reached her depths the second time, he realized his stupidity.



“Shit, a condom.”



“You’re clean?” she asked.



He nodded. “Lizzie too.”



“Us too. And I’m on the pill. For medical reasons.”



“You’re sure it’s…”



“Yes,” she said, blushing again. “I’d like it if you… um, finished inside me.”



“Well,” he said, pretending to be put out, “if I must.”



She laughed, and the tension of the moment passed. With a pat on his chest, she said, “Now please me, Mr. Neighbor Man.”



“You know, I really do want to check out that video sometime.”



“You could, um, come watch one of our shoots. You and Lizzie.”



The idea made his cock throb. Theo could think of no response to that he couldn’t say better with his body, so he began to buck his hips again into her. Her laugh fell into a breathy sigh, and she reached up to caress his face as he built up a steady, slow rhythm. “So handsome,” she murmured. “I love Cassidy, but… I need this too.”



He leaned down to kiss her again, their lips meeting every time he reached her depths. With his hands behind her thighs, he rocked back and forth into her, content to take his time. The world was easy for a while. There were no worries but the motions of their bodies, their needs joining in a slow building wave. Brooklyn showed him how she liked to play with her breasts, and he whispered lovely things into her ear as he rolled her nipples softly with his thumbs, stopping now and then to nibble at her earlobes. When she came, it was almost a surprise, given how vocal she’d been downstairs. She shuddered, drew in a deep lungful of air, and let it out in several small bursts. Her hips jumped once, twice, three times, and only then did he realize she was utterly breathless, her eyes wide and staring at the ceiling until she came down.



“You’re beautiful when you come like that,” he murmured into her ear, and she shivered against him, her hands finding the taut muscles of his back.



Theo couldn’t take much more of the slow, gentle punishment, but his need to come was interrupted by the crash of the door downstairs and the giggling of two very satisfied sounding women. “I think they’re upstairs,” Lizzie said, and soon there was the tromp of footfalls coming up.



“Uh oh, busted,” Brooklyn said, grinning.



“Wonder if we’ll get spanked,” Theo pondered, and she laughed softly.



Lizzie led the charge into the bedroom. She held Cassidy’s hand, and both their faces were flushed with that unmistakable “just well and properly fucked” glow. They took in the sight before them, and Lizzie’s hand rose to her mouth. Theo thought at first she might call it off, but instead, she slipped the nail of her thumb between her teeth, grinning at them. From behind Cassidy wrapped her arms around Lizzie’s waist and kissed her neck.



“Looks like they’re having fun,” she murmured. Her hands slid up and into Lizzie’s blouse, and Theo’s wife moaned.



“Mm hm,” Brooklyn said from the bed, staring up at Theo with wide, adoring eyes. “He’s been good to me. But he hasn’t come yet and I think we can help him along with that.”



“Oh?” Lizzie said, grinning.



“Come here,” Brooklyn said, “and give me a kiss.”



“That’s an, ahhhh, excellent idea,” Lizzie said, sliding her own hands up to pull away Cassidy’s. They loped over to the bed, freeing themselves of their tops. Neither of them had bothered putting back on their bras, leaving them nude from the waist up. Lizzie’s big, beautiful breasts bounced gently as she walked, and Cassidy’s smaller – but still surprisingly big – ones stood high and firm without a trace of jiggle, leaving Theo feverishly trying to decide which sight was hotter. Lizzie stopped to kiss her husband deeply and murmur her love to him in his ear. He responded in kind before returning his focus to the gorgeous Brooklyn.



She curled a finger first at Cassidy, who crawled beside her love and laid there, stroking her belly before kissing her deeply. Theo’s cock surged, and he plunged into Brooklyn as his wife copied Cassidy. Her breasts pressed against Brooklyn’s arm and her lips met the young woman’s in a deep, long kiss. Theo grasped Brooklyn’s hips as Brooklyn stared up at him shyly.



“Are you close, Theo?” Cassidy asked, reaching out to stroke her girlfriend’s breast. She leaned over and took Brooklyn’s nipple in her mouth before letting it pop free. “Do you want to know what I did to your sexy wife?”



“I came and came, baby,” Lizzie murmured. “I screamed when she ate me out.”



His cock thrust in and out of Brooklyn faster and faster with loud slurping noises and he stared into her eyes, almost wishing it was still just the two of them. He knew that was what she’d wanted, but she seemed supremely fond of this too, that honest, pleased smile fixed in place.



“Can you handle us all?” Brooklyn asked him, her hands straying down to his ass. “Can you make all three of us satisfied?”



“Yes,” he groaned, so close. “Yesss.”



“Come for her,” Lizzie implored him.



“Show her how you need her,” Cassidy said, reaching out to stroke his back.



Brooklyn spoke no words. She just stared up at him, smiling, and he leaned down to kiss her one more time, sure this would be it, sure that once this ended it would be the last time he ever got a chance to do this. He came as his lips sought hers out, his breath sinking deep into her lungs, and she sighed with him contentedly, his warmth spreading deep inside her, and when his lips finally broke from hers, she murmured his name over and over. “Theo, oh my Theo, thank you.”



Lizzie smacked his butt. “Good game, slugger. Holy shit, good game.”



As Cassidy leaned down to suck hungrily on Brooklyn’s nipple, Theo grinned at Lizzie and leaned in for another kiss. Still buried in Brooklyn even as his cock slowly decided to admit a temporary reprieve was in order, he reached up to cup his wife’s chin. “Was it everything you wanted?”



“Oh my God, baby, you have no idea.”



Brooklyn’s nipple popped free of Cassidy’s mouth and she turned up her face to the married couple. “Let’s show him. Get down here and help me get Brooklyn nice and clean.”



“Mmm, that sounds delicious.,” Lizzie said.



Theo’s cock slowly pulled free of Brooklyn’s inner walls. Her pussy lips still occasionally jerked as though she were still in the aftershocks of an orgasm. Maybe she was, and she almost certainly would be again soon. Before he pulled all the way out, he leaned in to give her one more soft kiss.



“That’s what you deserve from any guy, Brooklyn.”



She stroked his cheek and favored him with a fond look as he slid the rest of the way out. His come and her fluids flowed out of her, but Lizzie and Cassidy were there to suck and slurp it all up. Their lips and tongues explored Brooklyn’s tender pussy, and the busty young woman spread her thighs wide to give them better access.



“Tastes so good,” Cassidy moaned. “It’s been forever since I sucked a guy off.”



“I kinda get off on it,” Lizzie said in between long flicks of her tongue. “He’s perfect at finding that sweet spot between forceful and appreciative.”



“Mm,” Cassidy purred, and her tongue flicked out to lick up a particularly heavy dollop of warm salty cream. “I’ll have to find out for myself.”



Theo wasn’t sure how Lizzie would respond to that. If she was going to call an end to this sort of fun, now would be the time. That was clearly a line from Cassidy meant to give her a door out of… well, whatever this would be. But instead of letting Cass off gently, Lizzie instead leaned her head in closer and flicked her own tongue against the young woman’s.



“And I can’t wait to watch,” she breathed. “But let’s give your friend the attention she deserves, shall we?”



“Mm hm,” Brooklyn moaned delightedly, and Cassidy snickered into her thigh.



Theo slid off the bed behind Cassidy. He stared at the incredibly tight ass before him and reached a hand out, his fingers stopping just inches away from the tasty flesh there. “Cassidy, may I…?”



Cassidy broke away from a long lick of Brooklyn’s pussy lips, and glanced over her shoulder, grinning. “Carte blanche, so long as your wife approves.”



Lizzie, who’d dove into Brooklyn’s pink, wet lips with gusto when Cassidy lifted her face, reached out and gave him a thumbs up. He laughed and spanked his wife’s ass to her delighted moan.



Carte blanche, huh? That could mean a lot of things. Carson glanced down at his flaccid cock, and promised it more fun in a bit. For the moment, though, he knelt behind Cassidy, taking in her gleaming pussy.
 Lizzie was just licking this
 , he thought with a long, slow shiver of pleasure. Deciding to follow in her footsteps, he leaned in to take his first taste of her, and he was instantly in heaven. She must have grabbed a quick shower (or maybe not – time had gotten away from him while Theo was making love to Brooklyn), because she tasted fresh and clean, with no trace of sweat or musk from the day’s hard work. He ran his hands up the back of her legs as she squirmed backwards against him, struggling to stay in place and help Lizzie lick her girlfriend to another orgasm but wanting to feel his tongue deeper within her. Theo obliged, and scooted forward, not wasting any time thrusting his tongue deep into her folds.



“Mm hmmmm,” Cassidy moaned.



Lizzie took a moment to pull back, flop her hair out of her face, and glance over her shoulder at her husband. His nose and mouth were buried in the young dirty blonde’s sex. She reached out and stroked the back of his head. He pulled back with a wet smack of his lips, his chin glistening with Cassidy’s juices already. His fingers met hers, and in the moment Lizzie held most dear to her after that day, he kissed her fingers one by one slowly, smiling at her with such fondness it melted her heart. She mouthed an I love you to him, and he mouthed it right back before returning to Cassidy’s pussy with a mock snarl.



Lizzie chuckled and turned back to Brooklyn. Cassidy had taken up much of the available real estate, going for her girlfriend’s pleasure spots, and Lizzie harrumphed. Cassidy glanced aside at her and winked.



“You snooze, you lose. I’m sure you can find some other way to keep yourself entertained.”



“Evil little thing,” Lizzie muttered, but her grin didn’t match her words. “Honey?”



Theo didn’t look up this time. Cassidy’s tiny pussy was so jumpy and responsive. “Mm?”



“Punish her a little bit for me, would you?”



“Mm hm.”



“Thanks, babe.”



“Mmfelcome,” he mumbled into Cassidy’s folds, making her giggle as she in turn ate out her girlfriend.



Before she made her next move, Lizzie leaned back on the edge of the bed to survey the tableau of pleasure before her. Brooklyn, so very much like a younger, darker-haired version of herself, sprawled halfway up the bed, her thighs spread wide, butt up off the bed and balanced on her toes. Her eyes were closed and little gasps of pleasure emitted from her now and again. These were softer than those Lizzie saw in the taped performance from earlier that week, and she had little doubt Brooklyn really was that turned on at the moment. Between her legs was the gorgeous Cassidy, her dirty blonde hair swept over one shoulder to keep her face clear for the tonguing she was giving her girlfriend. Lizzie was already deeply fond of the young woman, and suspected this wouldn’t be the end of their neighborly fun. Or hoped not, anyways.



And behind her, on his knees exploring Cassidy’s sex just as she had not so long ago, was Lizzie’s sexy hunk of a husband. She had never felt closer to him than in that moment, the raw earnestness of their desires laid bare. This was
 fun
 , plain and simple. No hesitation. No reservation. This was a hot, sweaty excursion for them, a vacation from their marriage. Except… would it be, really? It wasn’t so much that Lizzie worried about her marriage after this foursome, but she did wonder what came tomorrow, next week, next month, next year. It hadn’t escaped her notice that Theo came inside Brooklyn. Was she safe? Were they safe? She didn’t know, and the thought should have bothered her. But the uncertainty, the dangerousness of it, it thrilled Lizzie. She wondered if he hadn’t impregnated the buxom young woman. She wondered what Brooklyn would look like, her belly swelling with Theo’s child, her breasts so full of milk and ready to be sucked dry. The thrill within Lizzie took very real shape, and she reached down between her legs, whimpering at pregnant Brooklyn on her knees before them, getting fucked so hard by Theo while Lizzie and Cassidy, his other two personal sluts, lay underneath her, suckling at those massive breasts.



As if Brooklyn could read her mind, the young woman turned her head and smiled at Lizzie. “Want some help?” she murmured.



Lizzie nodded. She crept forward along the bed on her knees, and Brooklyn reached above her for one of the pillows to place under her head. Lizzie lifted one leg up and over Brooklyn’s head, and settled on her knees over the gorgeous woman’s face.



“Oooh, someone’s excited,” Brooklyn said, pleased.



“Uh huh,” Lizzie said, and there was no more response from the woman underneath her besides a deeply satisfied hum as Lizzie settled her pussy on the other woman’s mouth. Where Cassidy had been bold and nuanced in her oral skills, Brooklyn was gentler and took her time. Combined with the visual feast in front of her, Lizzie knew she wouldn’t last too long without coming yet again. She reached down with one hand to play at her own clit, while massaging one of Brooklyn’s breasts with the other, drawing out a moan from the other woman. Between Brooklyn’s legs, Cassidy glanced up with those green eyes and grinned against her lover’s sex, Lizzie tipped her a wink, and began rolling her hips back and forth along Brooklyn’s fabulous mouth.



Theo’s tongue flicked and whipped Cassidy’s tasty, tiny pink treat. Above him somewhere, his wife started to murmur little oohs and ahs, and he pulled back from the tight ass in front of him long enough to watch his wife ride Brooklyn’s face. She saw him looking, cupped her own breasts, and brought the nipples up to her mouth. Her long tongue darted out to tease the hard points, and she let them fall back to her chest, grinning at Theo.



“Fuck, I’ve never loved you more,” he groaned. Her chuckle was dark and throaty, and he dove back into Cassidy’s pussy. The image stuck with him, though, and his cock began to show a great deal of interest much earlier than even he was anticipating. He reached down and gripped his half-hard cock, stroking the first few inches as he painted little circles around Cassidy’s entrance with his tongue.



When he was ready, Theo slurped on Cassidy’s warm, wet center one last time and rose to his feet, wiping at his mouth with the back of his hand. She glanced back over her shoulder, grinning at him as he lined up his cock with the crack of her ass. “Not on the pill like Brook. Be careful, okay?”



“Do you one better,” Theo said, and hustled over to his side of the bed to grab a package of condoms. He slid one on as he returned to Cassidy’s waggling backside. For a while, Theo contented himself with sliding his cock between her cheeks, his balls brushing against her sex as he tore open the condom. Satisfied with exploring the cleft of her ass – at least for the moment – Theo slipped the condom on, and brushed the young dirty blonde’s entrance with his cockhead, letting her know he was there and ready.



As he pushed in, Cassidy leaned forward reflexively, mashing her mouth and nose into Brooklyn’s delicate flesh. She moaned deeply into her girlfriend, clutching at Brooklyn’s ass as Theo sank deep into her, slowly but firmly. “Fuck, he’s big,” she said against Brooklyn’s flesh, and the brunette nodded under Lizzie’s pussy.



“Is she tight, baby?” Lizzie asked Theo.



“God, yes,” he grunted, sliding his dick halfway back out before thrusting in again.



“They’re beautiful, aren’t they?”



“So are you, honey. So sexy riding her face like that.”



“Mm,” Lizzie purred, rolling her hips harder along Brooklyn’s seeking tongue. “I think I’m fond of our new neighbors.”



Cassidy’s tight walls and Theo’s thick cock squelched on his next push into the young blonde, and he heard her snicker against Brooklyn. He ran his hand across her belly and down to her clit, and her snicker turned into a sharp moan. Back to his wife, Theo said, “I think we’ll keep them around.”



Lizzie watched him thrust in and out of Cassidy. The hand that had been cupping her breast rose to her lips, and she slid a fingernail through her teeth as she began to buck harder on Brooklyn’s face, timing her motions to every pump of Theo’s hips. Despite the two beautiful women below him, it was his wife Theo watched intently. As though they were fucking each other, he would push deep into Cassidy while she rolled back, her breasts rising and falling like waves. She tossed back her hair and made a show for him of playing with her clit, the finger rubbing furiously as she mouthed his name over and over and over again. The hand at her mouth fell again, this time to her breast, to her side, then behind her to her ass. She rested it there, humping Brooklyn’s face harder, harder, her breaths coming sharp and fast now. She was close, Theo knew, and she would get there a far sight faster than him.



The force of his thrusts brought Cassidy up and out of her girlfriend’s wet pussy. She whispered, “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,” squeezing her eyes shut.



“Harder,” Lizzie urged Theo. He obliged, but first, he grabbed Cassidy’s arms and pulled them behind her back. Bent over the bed like she was, it gave him complete control over her body as he pinned her in place, and it drove her wild. Theo wasn’t gentle like he was with Brooklyn. With Cassidy, he fucked her, and he fucked her hard. Her eyes turned up to Lizzie, who winked at her as she began to try to buck back against Theo, his balls slapping a merry tune against her flesh.



“Jesus… Christ… is it… this good… all the time?” Cassidy gasped.



“You have… no idea,” Lizzie replied, breathless herself. “We had the nasty… nastiest little fantasy about… him and you.”



“Oh, ohhh fuck, he’s so deep,” Cassidy moaned, her eyes rolling up.



“Wanted him… to fuck you… wanted him…” Lizzie faded out, both her fingers finding her clit. “So good, it’s so good… fuck, this is better than I c-could have i-imagined…”



“Tell me.” Cassidy’s breaths were coming in higher and higher, like she was running out of air. Theo slammed into her, his cock so big, so very fucking big, and it was all she could do to hold on. “Tell me, b-baby, oh, ahhhh, fuck…”



“W-wanted him… to bend you over… and t-take that tiny little ass…”



“Fuuuuck!” Cassidy wailed, and this time, she couldn’t hold on. Her breath went even higher, turning into a keen, and she came, her body seizing up, her mind seizing up, filled with that image, filled with that sudden, irrepressible need, and her voice was matched by a second wail, Lizzie’s, as she came too, their bodies somehow aligning in that glorious moment of pleasure so extreme it almost hurt, and as she came down, Cassidy realized she wanted it to hurt, wanted that image locked in her mind. She formed the words before she could change her mind. “Do it,” she gasped. “Do it do it do it do it.”



“Wait,” Theo said, finally slowing. “What?”



“Fuck my ass, fuck my ass, fuck my teeny tiny ass, oh God, Theo, do it, please, no one’s ever done it before.”



Brooklyn pinched Lizzie’s ass and she shakily slid backwards, letting the young woman finally have some air. “She’s serious, no one’s ever done it before to her. We’ve put some toys up there so it shouldn’t be too bad, but… be careful, Theo.”



“Baby-?” Theo was starting to ask, but Lizzie, despite her shaking body, was already diving for her side of the bed and the nightstand. From a drawer she withdrew a bottle of lube, dropped it back inside on accident, and managed to pincer it a second time before tossing it to Theo.



“Get the condom off,” Cassidy said. “If you’re going to do it, I want to feel it. All of it.”



“You’re sure?” Theo asked, but he was already pulling out with a wet plop, his cock raging red and standing as firm and tall as it ever had.



“Yes, fuck yes, this is how this thing needs to end,” Cassidy said, nodding fervently. She braced herself on the bed as he slathered up his middle finger. Gently he coated her entrance, and when he slid his finger in, Cassidy leaned down to kiss her girlfriend’s pussy one last time for the foreseeable future. “Sorry, baby. I know I didn’t get you there again.”



“Trust me, watching this will be so hot, I don’t think I’ll have any trouble taking care of it myself,” Brooklyn said. She sat up and scooted closer to Cassidy to give her a deep long kiss.



“Hey now, I can help too,” Lizzie said, a cute little pout to her voice.



Brooklyn glanced back over her shoulder, her smile devious. “Oh?”



Lizzie reshuffled all the pillows into two big stacks and leaned against them, her legs spread wide. “Come here,” she said, patting the space between her legs. Brooklyn obeyed, and twisted so Lizzie could wrap her arms around her waist as they both watched what Theo was about to do to Cassidy.



He leaned in and whispered into the sexy blonde’s ear, “Ready?”



She nodded. “If I’m ever going to be, it’s right now.”



Theo slid his finger out of her, and poured a little more lube into his hand. He greased up the length of his cock with one hand and palmed one of Cassidy’s round cheeks in his other. When he was ready, he lined up his cockhead with her bud. His cockhead dwarfed the hole he was about to plunge into, and he hesitated at the last moment, catching his wife and Brooklyn’s eyes. It was the latter who surprised him with the hunger on her face. As Lizzie’s hands stroked Brooklyn’s pussy, the young brunette murmured, “Do it,” and Theo eased forward.



Cassidy’s ass was so tight he thought at first he couldn’t even breach her entrance. But with a tiny bit more force and an actual, audible wet pop, his tip pushed past her resistance and he immediately froze. Cassidy’s eyes went huge, and she reflexively arched back, gripping the comforter on the bed.



“Easy, easy, easy,” she gasped. “That’s the biggest fucking thing that’s ever been in there.”



“Tell me when,” Theo murmured.



“Oh my God, you’re in her ass,” Lizzie breathed. Her fingers strummed Brooklyn’s pussy gently, and she leaned her chin on the other woman’s shoulder. “I thought this was just going to be a fantasy.”



Cassidy laughed shakily. “Oh, it’s real. Feels… different. It’s good, just gonna take a minute.” She glanced over her shoulder. Sweat was actually beading on her forehead, leaving her hair sticking to her skin in strands. “Okay, big guy. Ease on in there.”



Theo gripped her waist, and slowly pushed forward. Cassidy’s back arched even harder. One of her fists balled and she hit the comforter. He had to stop several times for her, but soon, he was an inch deep in her. Two inches. Three. She was so unbelievably tight, and warm, and with the lube, slick. When she held up her hand to stop him, Cassidy was stuffed with an impressive amount of his cock, maybe even more than Lizzie could take. For her first time, that was insane.



“Okay,” Cassidy finally said. “Okay. That’s about as deep as I can handle you, got it?”



“Yup,” Theo said, grinning. “Want me to keep fucking you?”



“Yeah,” Cassidy said, and exhaled slowly as he started to ease back, taking his monster of a cock with him. She closed her eyes and dipped her head towards the bedspread when he neared her entrance. “Jesus, I’m not going to walk right for a month.”



Theo chuckled, reflexively sucking in his non-existent gut with pride, and began to push slowly back into her. It was easier the second time – Cassidy’s body was opening up to him, and his wife’s stimulation of Brooklyn’s pussy held her attention now too, helping with the pain of his intrusion. The first few slow strokes after that were at much the same pace, and he didn’t think Cassidy was enjoying herself. But then her grip on the comforter loosened, and her back slowly started to relax as she reached a hand down across her stomach to her clit.



“Do you like it, baby?” Brooklyn asked.



“It’s… a different kind of full. Feels good. You need to try this too sometime.”



Lizzie kissed Brooklyn’s neck as their fingers brushed her clit together. “You haven’t…?”



“No,” Brooklyn said, blushing again. “Theo is only the second guy I’ve ever, um, been with.”



“Oh my God,” Lizzie said, and her breath was so hot against Brooklyn’s throat. “We’re going to corrupt you so much.”



Cassidy laughed breathlessly. “Porn stars, remember? We’re the ones who are going to be corrupting you. Won’t be long before… ahhhh… Theo’s doing this with a camera in his hand.”



“Ohhhhh, hell, that’s hot,” Lizzie said. That drew a shocked look from Theo, and Lizzie shrugged, now blushing herself. “What? I saw one of their videos. It’s… not something I’d be opposed to.”



“Working our black magic already,” Cassidy said as Theo eased back to her entrance. “Okay, big guy. You can go a little f-faster. If you wouldn’t mind helping me with your hand though?”



“My pleasure,” Theo murmured, and returned his attention to her. Lizzie wanted to shoot a tape of them together? That really
 was
 hot. And if they could involve the two others…



He slowly began to build up a faster rhythm as his hands slid down to join Cassidy’s at her other entrance. She gripped his hands in hers and guided his fingers to her pussy lips, while she took her own clit, stroking it gently, trying to find a good pleasurable match for his thrusts. She finally found it when she stroked her clit as his cock retreated backwards, and when she did, it changed everything.



“Hell, that’s good,” Cassidy murmured.



Her pleasure turned Brooklyn’s dial too, and the buxom brunette leaned back harder against Lizzie, urging her with half-moaned words to finger her faster. Lizzie obliged, her eyes never leaving the sight of her husband fucking that lithe little blonde as she bent over their bed. This fantasy had been one of the more intense of her life and it had become real, so very real. She didn’t even mind that she wasn’t playing with herself. This scene before her was going to forever be indelibly marked in her mind, never to be forgotten. Her own pleasure to it could come later. For now, she watched, and she took care of the stunning woman in her hands, nibbling at her shoulder, kissing her neck, murmuring hot little nothings into her ear as she squirmed and wriggled against their combined fingers.



Brooklyn came.



It was a subtle thing, marked mostly by a deep intake of breath and a short, choked cry. By that point her body was just too exhausted, too pleased, to give much of a rousing cheer, but when she relaxed in Lizzie’s arms, she’d never felt more content, more at peace than in these two relative strangers’ beds. Except they weren’t strangers anymore, not really. As Theo drove into Cassidy’s ass, his fingers strumming along her pussy as she rubbed circles around her clit, Brooklyn realized that this couple was hers and Cassidy’s future. Maybe they’d only be around a couple years, or maybe this would blossom into their permanent home. She wasn’t sure. But in that moment, she knew there was nowhere else she wanted to be, nowhere else she wanted to belong than in this house and the place next door.



She came, and she was content.



Cassidy looked up at her through the strands of sweat-slick hair and gave her a trembling smile. “You f-feel it?”



Brooklyn nodded slowly. “Yes. You?”



“Y-yes,” Cassidy said. She reached out a hand shaking so badly she almost couldn’t grip her girlfriend’s fingers when they stretched to meet hers. “I love you, baby.”



“I love you. Take her home, Theo. Please.”



Theo nodded at Brooklyn, and see-sawed his cock into her girlfriend. Two of his fingers slid along her pussy lips one last time, then up into Cassidy’s slick, waiting warmth. Her body went completely rigid at the double penetration, and her eyes, already wide, strained as she stammered out her lust, her pleasure.



“Oh, God, full, full, full, so full, Theo…”



“Come for him, Cassidy,” Lizzie urged her. “Come for us.”



“Yesss,” Cassidy hissed, her ass clenching and unclenching around his girth. “Going to… so close…”



Theo worked his fingers in and out of her, pushing in when he drew back his cock. The effect was immediate and loud. Cassie wailed wordlessly, humping at his fingers, her eyes finally shutting. Her orgasm hit her not like a wave, but like a tsunami. The extra stimulation from her ass, the hand at her pussy lips, the fingers within her, her own at her clit, it was all so much, too much, and she came, and came, and came, until her voice was hoarse from gasping and crying out their names.



When it was out of her system, Cassidy fell forward onto her elbows. Theo almost withdrew, but Brooklyn shook her head at him. “She wanted to feel it.”



“Cassidy?” he asked, unsure, but his need growing.



“Yes,” she moaned. Whispered, more like. “In me. Please. I can take it.”



Brooklyn slid down the bed to rest near her girlfriend. She held Cassidy’s hand as Theo began pushing back in again. “Was it good, baby?”



“So good,” Cassidy whispered.



“Stay with me,” Brooklyn murmured, running her hand all over Cassidy’s bare backside. “Feel it, honey. That’s what you wanted.”



“What I w-wanted,” Cassidy agreed feverishly.



Lizzie slid down the bed too to stand next to her husband. “I’ll help you,” she murmured into his ear, and kissed him long and hard when he turned his head to look at her. Just the feel of her tongue slipping into his mouth was enough to draw an animal-like growl from him. She broke away and kept talking, mostly for his benefit. “Finish for her, baby. You’ve fucked them both so good.”



His eyes were wild, but he controlled himself, only thrusting in as far as Cassidy could take, his breaths coming hard and hot and fast like a bull’s. Theo was gone temporarily and in his place was a creature meant to fuck, meant to make women adore him, worship him. She kissed him again, and again, their tongues meeting each time. She reached down and encircled what she could with her own fingers, stroking the inches not sinking into Cassidy. The added stimulation was great, but it was the look of love and lust in his wife’s eyes that finally, mercifully did it for Theo. He had to pull his lips away from hers to growl out his pleasure, and sank deep one last time, coming in Cassidy.



When he could manage it, Theo pulled slowly out of her with a loud, lewd plop that made Lizzie and Brooklyn giggle. Both he and Cassidy were too spent to pay it much mind. The young blonde’s knees buckled, and she collapsed nearly to the floor before Theo caught her, wrapping his arms around her waist and pulling her up onto the bed. His come leaked out of her ass and all over the comforter. It was a damned sexy sight.



After Lizzie fetched some towels and hot water, they spent a few minutes helping Cassidy clean up before tending to the bed and the floor. “Sorry we made such a mess,” Brooklyn said.



“I’m not,” Lizzie assured her. “Hottest. Day. Ever.”



“Agreed completely,” Theo said.



By that point, Cassidy was able to ease herself to her feet. They helped her gingerly walk to the master bathroom. Kisses all around and murmurs of pleasure and gratitude broke out, but the couples needed a moment of time to be together. She and Brooklyn stepped into the shower together to come down, while Theo and Lizzie took to the guest bath downstairs. Theo sat on the toilet while his wife washed up, the shower curtain drawn open so they could speak freely.



“Are you okay with all this?” Lizzie asked him as she lathered up a loofah.



“I’m much more okay with it than I thought I would be, if I’m being honest. You?”



“Same.” She began to scrub herself down, and turned to face him while the spray hit her side. “I want to do this again.”



“With Brooklyn and Cassidy, I agree. If you mean someone outside that… I don’t know. I guess we’d play it on a case-by-case basis.”



She stared at him. “You’re serious?”



“I am.”



“I’d like that too.”



He rose and leaned in to kiss her one more time for that afternoon. “I love you more than life itself, Liz. I’m glad you were the one to take the first step here. This was… more than amazing.”



“Am I crazy for thinking this feels right?”



Theo smiled. “No. Not crazy at all.”



From upstairs came a thumping beat. Cassidy or Brooklyn must have discovered the music player in their bathroom. Lizzie glanced up, then back down at Theo, grinning mischievously. “Now… about us making that sex tape…”













Bites



 



Contains: M/F romance, some light food play.



 



Holland loved nothing so much about her day as hearing the jangle of bells when she opened the door first thing every morning at Crowne’s Bites. It was a pleasant, jingly reminder of her amazing fortune, of being so young and so blessed. And most of all, it reminded her of the kindly old friend who’d made all this possible. After spending so many years as a child and a teen miserable, she’d found her way to an amazing life.



Holland was content.



After she flicked on the lights and set about checking all the appliances and equipment to make sure they were clean and ready for the day, she put on some music to match her mood, bubbly pop hits she sang along to as she prepared the dough and fillings for the morning rush. In two hours, her sisters would arrive to help with the rest of the morning’s setup, but Holland loved this little time to herself, going through the rituals she’d honed over a decade and change. She was one of those lucky few who actually liked her job, and so she reveled in the quiet of the morning, dancing and weaving between the big mixers and the supplies, singing to the songs she knew, humming to the ones she didn’t.



Her voice wasn’t nearly as honeyed as Karlee’s, nor as hauntingly aching as her older sister Jewel’s. Those two, come Christmas and Easter, put on shows for various church events and extended family gatherings that would bring people to tears. Not so much Holland. Her teenage shyness and awkwardness meant she didn’t really like to participate in choir the way her sisters did, so she was untrained and her voice, she thought, sounded much like an old dial-up modem getting strangled by a bullfrog. She’d come a long way, self-esteem wise, but that was one self-deprecation her sisters couldn’t free her from.



As she prepared a chocolate custard for doughnuts later, Holland’s mind drifted back towards last night’s date. Howie had been such a nice guy when they interacted through the dating site a friend had recommended to her, but – shocker – when she arrived at the restaurant, the cracks in his façade became immediately apparent. He’d quoted Rumi to her in one of their first messages together, and when she sidled up to the table to shyly introduce herself, she spoke a line from that same poem. Howie stared up at her with a blank, inquisitive smile on his face, and she realized straightaway he didn’t know a thing about poetry like he’d pretended to.



Holland spent the first few minutes trying to convince herself maybe Howie had just forgotten that one particular poem, but after they’d ordered drinks and a red pepper tapenade with pita chips, Holland asked him with her best smile if he’d read any good poetry lately. Howie, who was quite a bit older than his profile picture had suggested, leaned forward and told her with his own winsome smile that he’d told her that he liked Rumi just so he could get a foot in the door to meet her.



Holland didn’t like being lied to, and she knew in that moment, there was nothing there for her. She tried to enjoy the rest of the evening for what it was – thankfully, the food was superb and the mint juleps absolutely to die for – but in her heart, she felt a little bad for the man across from her. He tried so earnestly throughout the night to win her back from that early faux pas, but by the end of the night, his shoulders slumped and he paid their bill with a resigned sigh before trying to walk out of there with as much dignity as he could muster.



The dating scene was hard for Holland. As a young teen, the boys in her class hooted at her for being fat. When she later started to appreciate herself and her body more while shedding some of the excess pounds, they began to see her for the beauty she really was. The sudden shift left her grateful in some truly unhealthy ways, and she trusted the wrong guys to treat her nicely. As it turned out, all they wanted was in her pants, but Holland was not so easily fooled, and kept her virginity proudly until her college years, when she gave it up shyly to a Master’s student. Unfortunately, there had been no future there. He was off to Utah in a few months to study for his doctorate, and though their parting had been amiable, he left her wounded and wanting something more special from all the guys who came after. Then in her third year of college, the opportunity to open Crowne’s Bites became not just a someday fantasy, but a very real, very tangible opportunity, albeit at a heartbreaking cost – losing one of her very best friends and her dearest mentor.



After that, Holland tried to occasionally date again, but the business had to be her focus first and foremost. She moved cities to join forces with Jewel, whose business degree and experience managing an ice cream shop came in handy when it came time to figuring out the logistics. Karlee was a late addition to the trio, once she’d decided she wanted to be closer to her sisters and go to college in Beckfield to study performance arts. She’d arrived just a week before the store opened its doors. A whirlwind of joy, tears, and lots of sweat later, and the grand opening went terrifically well and Holland could finally breathe again, even if she still took on the bulk of the day-to-day operations of the bakery despite the help of her sisters and the other employees.



Now, months later, she was back trying to find someone special. Holland firmly believed in love and all the mushiness of romance. She was okay being lonely for a little while if her search led her to the right man, the one she could spend the rest of her life with. That guy was out there, she was sure of it, and any day, he might just sweep her off her feet. If that was tomorrow, awesome. If it was twenty years down the line, oh well. She was happy and satisfied working her little corner of the world with the two most wonderful sisters a woman could ask for.



* * *



The basketball looped up lazily, reaching for the hoop. But no, it never stood a chance, and fell back towards the glossy hardwood floors, only to be snatched out of midair by Duncan, Javier’s coworker and possibly his best friend.



“We don’t even need to guard him,” Duncan crowed. “Let this motherfucker just shoot air all day and run down the clock.”



Well… maybe not his best friend right at that moment.



 “Yeah, yeah,” Javier gasped. He was in great shape and had come in the top one hundred in a big Beckfield marathon just that spring, but he’d been laid up with a broken leg up until just a few weeks ago. Even dumber, he gassed out early, thinking he was back to a hundred percent when he should have known better. Now sweat was dripping down his face in little rivers and he could barely jog, let alone sprint back and forth across the court.



“You need a nap, cupcake?” another coworker, Moira, asked. She was a tiny thing, over twice Javier’s age, and she could outshine him on the court even on his best day. She’d gone to college on a basketball scholarship and ran rings around most everyone on the court.



“Maybe a massage,” another tossed out. They were all employees of Glass-Cooper Analytics in one form or another, and this was a regular thing for them twice a week. The bigwigs in charge of the company were health freaks, and not only gave gym memberships as part of an employment package, but offered up a bounty to employees who took advantage of it. If employees gutted it out regularly at the gym or the associated basketball court for a full year, in June they were rewarded with a midyear bonus of a hundred dollars. If ten employees per team managed it, that team would receive a surprise bonus in the workplace. Javier had only been there two years, and so far, he and the rest of his team had already won an air hockey table for the break room and stylish leather bomber jackets. This year’s mystery bonus was rumored to be a weekend trip to an amusement park sixty miles away, complete with a party bus. “Healthy employees are happy employees” was a sign in the break room, and Javier was inclined to actually agree.



“Rub it in, rub it in,” Javier groused. He tried to lope after the others back down the court, but it was a halfhearted attempt at best, and he swiped more sweat from his brow as Duncan made an easy layup to end the game.



Duncan trotted back as everyone else disbursed towards their gym bags on the sidelines or the locker rooms. If his grin was any wider, it could have fit around the basketball in his hands. “I believe that’s doughnuts on you, champ.”



The bets were an informal thing between the employees. Everyone took turns winding up the butt of the bet, which was usually impossible to overcome, like doing a mile run in under a minute. One time, Javier beat the system when he proved he could really do two hundred pushups, and the rest of the team wound up buying him lunch for a week. But usually, the loser of the impossible bet would buy coffee, doughnuts, or bagels for the crew, depending on everyone’s whims and today it was Javier’s turn to suffer. The other members of his analytics team chose basketball today because they knew he was still stiff from his recovery and wouldn’t be able to run hard.



He groaned as he laced his hands behind his head and stretched this way and that. “All right, where do you guys want me to buy them from?”



“Prize Pastries,” Duncan said immediately, and Paul, another coworker, threw the basketball at him. “What?”



“You are literally the only one who likes that place,” Paul said, mopping at his forehead with a sports towel.



“That’s true,” Moira called. She guzzled water from a sports bottle. At least Javier wasn’t the only one who was seriously sweating that day.



“All right,” Duncan grumbled. “Where do you two foodies suggest?”



Moira and Paul glanced at each other. Paul shrugged, and Moira said, “There’s a new place on the east end. Uh… King’s. No, that’s not right.”



“Crowne’s,” Paul offered. “She’s right. It’s fantastic.”



“If it winds up costing me five bucks for a doughnut…” Javier said.



“Nah, they’re a little bit pricier than the usual places, but trust me, it’s worth it,” Paul said. Javier was inclined to believe him. With five kids and a staggering rent payment, he had to be smart with his money, so when he said a place was worth it, a wise man followed his direction.



“All right, but no whining when there’s not the super specific bacon shrimp mustard seed bear claw you’re after, you jerks,” Javier said. All three men stared pointedly at Moira.



“Oh come on,” she protested. “I did that, like, once.”



“The sweet potato bagels,” Javier said.



“The Montreal bagels,” Duncan said.



“The fruity cereal doughnuts,” Paul said.



“The buttered coffee,” Javier said, grinning at the other two guys.



From across the gym, another guy yelled, “The turkey sausage breakfast burritos!”



“Thank you and shut up, Rich,” Moira shouted back. To her three immediate cohorts, she muttered, “I hate all of you.”



“We love you too,” Javier said, turning and trotting for the men’s locker room. “See you guys at work.”



Behind him, Moira squirmed and finally blurted, “But if they have them, grab me-”



“No!” Javier said over his shoulder.



“Jerk,” Moira grumbled.



* * *



“Well, thanks, sugar,” Karlee said, giving her best smile to the twitterpatted giant who’d just tipped her five bucks on a ten-dollar order. “I think you’re even sweeter than those doughnuts.” The man giggled – actually giggled – and stepped away with a straighter back and a gut sucked in as tight as he could manage pushing three hundred pounds.



When he was out of earshot and the next customer in the long line stepped forward, Jewel raised an eyebrow at the youngest of the Crowne sisters. “Sugar? What are you, a Southern belle, now?”



Karlee gave her a mischievous grin. “Why, I do declare I do have an audition tonight that requires a certain sort of charm.”



“Oh Lawd, save us all,” Jewel said.



The customer slid up to the counter, and ordered four pieces of coffee cake and two regular black coffees. From behind the two sisters at the tills, Holland said, “I got the coffee if you’ll get the cake, Karlee. And you’ll be the best belle of the ball there.”



Karlee hustled to grab the order and said to her middle sister, “Why, thank you, my wonderful, sweet darling Holland.” To Jewel, she stuck out her tongue, returned in kind before they both cracked smiles.



Holland rolled her eyes and poured the coffee. It was a good blend, recommended to her by the owner of Incandescent Coffee, a small downtown shop they partnered with. The shop was closed at the moment, but Harvey was due to reopen any day now. He was a nice guy, and his coffee was beyond amazing, so when he recommended a blend she could buy in bulk, Holland jumped on it. It had paid off handsomely, particularly combined with Jewel’s crafty marketing move at keeping the coffee to a buck while charging a mildly high price for the baked goods. Get them in the door with the promise of cheap coffee, and let the smells and satisfied customers draw in the rest of the sales, she’d argued, and Holland was glad she’d listened.



They served up the coffee cake and beverages, and Karlee gave the customer another simpering smile. If Jewel was the financial wiz and Holland the baker, then Karlee was definitely the face of the business. There wasn’t a straight guy – and more than a few women – who came into the place without drooling on her register. Both she and Jewel were classically beautiful in their own way, but Jewel had a tendency to give off a cooler first impression, particularly combined with her sarcastic, dry sense of humor. Karlee was breathlessly energetic and friendly, and most everyone who had a choice between the registers chose hers. The older sisters knew they wouldn’t have her for long. Karlee would have a career in entertainment somehow, and had dreams of Broadway or working as a backup singer in Vegas. They’d be lucky to have her.



Lost in such pleasant thoughts, Holland gave her youngest sister a squeeze around the waist and kissed the side of her head. “What’s that for?” Karlee asked curiously.



“Oh, nothing. Just love you two to pieces. Thanks for doing this crazy thing with me.”



“Don’t know about her, but I’m just here until I can figure out a way to burn the place down and collect the insurance,” Jewel said.



Holland laughed and gave her a peck on the cheek too. “Love you too, Jewel.”



“Yeah, you’re all right,” Jewel said, and waved forward the next round of customers.



Holland darted to the back to grab a restock on some of their faster moving doughnuts and Danishes. Opal, the assistant baker she’d plucked from a local grocery store for the more mundane baked goods they offered, gave her a cursory nod before returning her attention to pulling a batch of lemon raspberry cookies from the oven.



“How’s it going, Opal?” Holland asked the older woman, almost wincing as she did so. Opal was… less than friendly, and extremely set in her ways. If she had it her way, the only cookies they’d make at Crowne’s were chocolate chip or oatmeal.



“I have no idea if I folded the raspberries in right,” the baker said flatly. “They probably turned out like garbage.” Holland darted over to take a peek once she’d removed the pan from their oven. The cookies looked fantastic, and she said as much, but Opal seemed less than mollified.



Holland wasn’t going to let her spoil the mood, and grabbed the waiting doughnuts “When you get a chance, we’re going to need another batch of chocolate glazed.”



At that, Opal seemed almost relieved. Chocolate glazed were within her realm of the bakery basics. They were not strange or unusual in her eyes, and therefore, not disgusting abominations she had to make to draw a paycheck. “I’ll get started on them right now.”



“Thanks!” Holland said brightly. She bounced out to the cases, and restocked the doughnuts with practiced ease. Through the glass case, she saw someone open the front door to the place and step inside. The details were a little fuzzy through the glass, but he was youngish, maybe in his mid-twenties like her, and wore tan slacks and a white button-down. He glanced around at the long line, rubbed at his closely trimmed beard, and checked a watch on his wrist. Holland straightened as he turned back around and headed out the door.



Crap, she hated losing customers that way. She grabbed a small to-go box, snatched a few of their cream cheese and raspberry puffs, and headed towards the counter flap as Opal stepped out with a plate of the lemon raspberry cookies. The older woman frowned when Holland grabbed a couple of those too.



Karlee glanced aside at her, amused, as Holland lifted the counter flap and stepped through. “You taking off early, boss?”



“Be right back!”



Holland raced between the customers and the door as best she could manage, almost tripping over one woman’s chair when they pulled back unexpectedly. It felt like she was trying to push through a wall of jelly, so slow was her progress, and she was sure the guy would have already taken off. But when she popped out into the sunshine with the box tucked under her arm, the guy was just getting into a slightly older Cadillac.



“Wait!” she shouted as his door started to swing shut.



The man glanced over, surprised, and stopped the door halfway. He stepped back out, his loafers crunching on the gravel. “Can I help you?” he asked uncertainly.



Holland stopped a few feet away and thrust the box at him like it was a weapon. “Here,” she said. He took an involuntary step backwards at the sudden forcefulness of it. “Oh, I’m sorry, strange woman throwing things at you, that’s, um, that’s really charming.”



The guy already had her flustered. Holland liked the crispness of him. His crew cut was slick either from hair product or he’d just gotten out of a shower. His beard was cropped clean and cut close to his face, unlike a lot of the trucker-style beards that seemed to be popular right now. With the slacks and Oxford, he managed to look both casual and professional at the same time. His black hair complimented his soft brown skin nicely, but it was the eyes that drew her in. Warm, inviting, already twinkling with good humor. They were good eyes. Eyes a woman could dream about.



“It’s all right. I just startle easily. Least manly thing you’ll hear all day, I’m sure.” He gestured at the box, his good humor fading into a quizzical look. “But I didn’t order ahead or anything. I think you have the wrong guy.”



“No, I don’t. I saw you eyeball the line and decide to leave.”



“Oh, yeah, no offense meant. Always a mark of a good bakery when the line’s that long. I just gotta get to work.”



“No offense taken,” Holland said, hoping her smile wasn’t too desperate. Was she showing too much teeth? Oh dear Lord, what if she had a piece of something stuck in there? She clacked her teeth together shutting her mouth. “But I hate losing business, so I figured I’d bring you a little sampler in the hopes you come back sometime.”



“Oh wow, that’s… that’s pretty great,” the man said. He took the box and offered his free hand. “I’m Javier.”



“Holland.”



They shook. His fingers were long and delicate, his skin smooth and warm. She stared dumbly at the meeting of their flesh until he finally pulled his hand away gently, and she blushed again.



“Well, I will definitely give this a shot.”



“You’ll have to pop in sometime and let me or my sisters know what you think,” Holland said, her smile returning, this time shy and furtive.



“Um. I will. Yeah. Definitely.”



They stared at each other, trapped in one of those awkward silences neither was sure how to break. He finally jolted like someone had poked him, and slid back into the car again. She waved as he pulled out of the parking lot, and headed back for the bakery.



“What just happened?” Holland breathed to herself.



* * *



“What just happened?” Javier asked himself. The lingering memory of the red-haired woman filled his mind, and he shivered with pleasure. Beautiful was accurate, but it wasn’t enough. She was voluptuous, the swells of her hips and breasts barely concealed behind a plain tee-shirt, slacks, and an apron. More than that, she was vibrant. That bright red dye job brought attention to her best feature, that remarkably kind, sweet face and the smile that seemed to shift and morph with every word out of her. He hardened thinking about those beautiful lips, the smoky blue-gray eyes.



Even if the pastries or whatever she’d brought him sucked, Javier would definitely be returning to Crowne’s Bites. No question. That woman was far too intriguing not to know more about her.



Glancing down at his crotch, Javier grinned. “Easy, fella. Woman like that probably has a boyfriend or ten.”



He reached across and opened up the box. Mostly by feel, he found a few ball-shaped pastries and popped one into his mouth. The outside was flaky and buttery, and the inside was filled with a thick, soft cheesecake filling, accentuated by a squirt of a berry. Heaven, Javier thought. He was in heaven. Everything was delicious, and he finished off the baked goods far too quickly, almost pulling a U-turn to go back and stand in line again. But regretfully, he realized he really didn’t have the time, and wound up popping into a grocery store instead for a dozen dry-looking pre-boxed doughnuts.



Glass-Cooper Analytics took up most of two floors in the guts of an imposing stone and glass structure straight out of the fifties. The whole building had been remodeled and updated sometime in the last decade, leaving the interior feeling modern, fresh, and with its general blue aesthetic, cool like a swimming pool. It was a startling contrast, but he liked the place. A parking garage a block away was the domain of the building’s cars along with a smattering of other offices and businesses up and down the block. This street, he was told, was one of the oldest in Beckfield, and had seen a renaissance of late, though it wasn’t as trendy as some of the areas deeper downtown. That was fine by him. He liked the relative quiet of this street.



Javier found a spot on the second floor of the parking garage and hopped out with the doughnuts. That woman from the bakery distracted him still, and he didn’t even notice when the parking attendant said hello to him. Would tomorrow be too soon to go back there? Would she care? Javier was probably just another customer to Holland.



Holland. What a fascinating name. It rolled off his tongue without him even realizing it. “Holland,” he murmured again, and grinned.



His phone rang, and it burst the fanciful images dancing in his mind. Shit. She was probably taken. He was probably getting all moony for nothing. So distracted still, Javier didn’t even remember making the walk to the office building, or passing through security to head upstairs. The next moment he was back in the waking world was only when he passed by Duncan’s desk and the other man glanced up with a frown.



“Ah, no Crowne’s?” he asked.



Javier glanced aside at him. “Uh. Yeah. No. Kinda. I…” He ran a hand over his face and laughed softly. “Sorry, D, just distracted. The line was crazy. I didn’t have the time to wait. I’ll grab something there some other day.”



“Well, hit me,” Duncan said, and Javier made the rounds around the office quickly. No one was thrilled about the grocery store doughnuts, but free food was free food.



When he returned to his desk after tossing the last few doughnuts in the break room, Javier settled in and began to check his schedule for the day. Meetings with two clients, one of which would see him mostly saying nothing, since their online presence was minimal and they were mostly looking for ways to cut down on warehouse and transportation costs. The other, though, was a thirty-year old company just starting to spread its wings into social media advertising, and their broad shotgun approach was causing them to hemorrhage money. It would be his job to show them how their money was being spent, but the client’s people were the sort who liked to believe they were doing everything right and the analytics should show that. At least once a week there was always a client like that, someone who wanted to hire their company to provide hard data about how their money was spent without having to see how it was also being misspent. Oh well. No sweat off his back. Javier was doing the job his company had been hired to do.



The day moved interminably slow, and three times he had to be roused out of daydreams about a beautiful woman with red hair running after him. The third time, it was Duncan who caught him daydreaming, and he had to clap his hands to get Javier to focus.



“Jesus, it’s like you fell in love or something.”



“What?” Javier asked. He felt like someone had doused him in cold water. At no time had he mentioned the woman from Crowne’s, right? He frantically tried to think back through the day. “Love? With who? Huh?”



“Every few minutes today you’ve had this little stupid grin on your face. Who’d you take home last night? The blonde from the library?”



Moira, who sat just two desks away, watched this whole exchange. “It wasn’t Helen, was it? Please don’t tell me you slept with her again.”



Helen was a coworker and an unfortunate early hookup in Javier’s time at the office. She was a firecracker, someone he thought was a lot of fun, but there was a wild streak to her that scared the ever-loving hell out of him. Once, she’d told him to slap her right in the middle of a frantic tryst in a shady hotel room, one of her fantasies. That had been enough to make sure he never, ever wanted within ten feet of her again.



“Good God, no.” Javier shrugged uncomfortably. “I don’t want to talk about it.”



“Yup,” Moira said dismissively, and turned back to her computer. “Getting some.”



“Uh huh,” Duncan said. “Fine. Don’t tell me. I’m gonna find out who, though. They need to be told about your half-inch penis if they haven’t found out already.”



Javier nodded solemnly. “Probably for the best.” What he had between his legs was a far sight better than half an inch, but early on during their time at the gym, one of the guys noticed Javier was packing what mostly resembled an elephant trunk, and ever since then the running joke at the office was that he was really, incredibly small down there. Helen had made sure the entire female staff knew the truth. In great, lurid detail. She had to report to HR for that one.



Duncan’s words stuck with Javier, even when he’d left and headed home to his one-bedroom apartment. There, he twisted the top off a beer and crashed on one of a pair of wicker chairs on his spacious balcony. It was the feature that had sold him on the apartment, despite the interior’s relatively small size. He loved coming out there and relaxing, sometimes with his laptop, sometimes with a book, always with a beer or a cup of coffee.



“In love,” he muttered to himself, and chugged half his beer.



That was insane. He and Holland barely spoke to each other. He was being crazy. He’d go back there, try to have breakfast again, say hello and thanks, and that would be it. Maybe he’d ask her out, maybe he wouldn’t. Whatever he imagined had been there in their brief conversation was all in his head. He’d met someone attractive and who could provide him with amazing baked treats. Of course he was feeling a little lustful.



But love?



No. No no no.



* * *



The day ended with a bang for Holland.



On her feet since well before dawn, she spent the last hour of her shift seated at one of their tables, reading over the latest financials Jewel had drawn up a few days before and nursing a glass of sweet tea. Real sweet tea – if she didn’t make it that way, her old friend Andi would rise from the grave just to give her one of her patented, exasperated huffs.



As she sipped on the sweet tea and mused about when they could afford to update some of the light fixtures in the bathrooms, the business phone rang. Jewel answered it and headed into the back to talk to whoever it was. Aside from one woman finishing off a cup of coffee and a scone discounted due to the late afternoon hour, the bakery was devoid of customers. Opal was already nearly finished with cleanup in the kitchen and would be heading out soon, followed by the sisters not all that much later.  Despite coming in so early all the time, Holland usually stuck around until closing. She loved the bakery and her sisters’ company in equal measure.



Jewel stepped back out, her mouth set in that near-frown she wore when she was deep in thought. She popped into the dining area, and Holland turned to glance at her quizzically. “Everything okay?”



“Yes, terrific. It’s a man from the computer training center down the street, Bryan Bolinger. He’s interested in hiring us to cater an event.”



“What? Really? That’s outstanding,” Holland said, grinning.



“Hear him out first. It… might be a little much for us to take on,” Jewel said.



Holland nodded and reached for the phone. “On hold?”



“Yes.”



“Thanks.” Holland cleared her throat, and punched the hold button. “Crowne’s Bites, this is Holland.”



Somewhat exasperated at having to explain himself again, Mr. Bolinger outlined in a deep, rusty voice that his training center would be hosting a workshop for three days to train a number of physician’s assistants and doctors on a new patient charting program. His usual caterer was unable to provide breakfast the first day, and he’d heard tremendous things about Crowne’s. At first, Holland was thrilled, but then he told her the sheer number of people who’d be attending, and she understood Jewel’s hesitation. Staffed as they were at the moment, she didn’t see a way to provide meals to that many people.



But this was a huge opportunity. These people were some serious movers and shakers, and she could basically name a price. It was not a thing she could turn down lightly, and so, with a rolling stomach, Holland asked for a day to think about it. The man agreed but warned her he couldn’t take much longer than that. She promised him she’d make a decision by that time tomorrow, and hung up.



 The last customer got up and thanked the ladies for the excellent food. Holland thanked her in turn, but it was perfunctory and distracted. If they all worked lots of overtime, maybe this could work, but Opal would almost certainly balk and her sisters had their own lives outside the store. She tapped the phone against her chin, thinking hard.



“It’s a tough one, isn’t it?” Jewel asked from behind the counter.



“Yeah,” Holland said, finding her smile again. “I mean, it’s not life or death, but…”



“Doctors.”



“Exactly.” Holland sighed. “Well, I told him we’d give him our decision tomorrow.”



Wiping her hands, Karlee chimed in, “We’ll help if we can. You know that.”



“Of course we will,” Jewel agreed.



“Thanks, you two. I’ll think about it.”



They eventually closed up, and followed Opal out to the cars in the lot. As the assistant baker took off, Holland and Jewel made plans to go catch a movie, and wished Karlee good luck on her audition. As their youngest sister pulled out, she honked and waved, and Holland was struck for a moment with the memory of that handsome guy from earlier that day. Shoot, she’d forgotten his name, but to her credit, it had been a really busy day. He’d been cute, though. She hoped he came back.



Jewel came around the car and gave her a one-armed hug. “Weird day.”



“Weird day,” Holland agreed. “But a good one.”



* * *



Javier dreamed of red.



She guided him up a barely-beaten track between a pair of pine-dotted mountains. A pair of cargo shorts could do little to hide her shapely butt and thighs, and he longed to pull them down, to take her there among the pines. She turned as if she could read his thoughts, that long, luxurious red hair wind-blown off her shoulders.



“Not far now,” she told him, and he wondered if she meant the campsite ahead or the impending collision of their lives. In the dream, he could not remember her name, and that was okay, because a soul didn’t need to know another’s name to belong together. She reached out, and he took her hands, letting her guide him back towards a tent and a scarred wooden table.



There, she planted him, and he could swear he felt the actual wood under his butt and the tang of the trees in the air. She straddled him, knees on the bench seat, and his face was level with those mouth-watering breasts, but those weren’t what he stared at. It was that face, that beautiful, open, honest face, that smile, the warm eyes. She reached behind him, and produced a slice of watermelon. He was naked now, and the red-haired stunner trailed the fruit along his cheek to his lips. He tried to take a bite, but she pulled it away at the last minute, those eyes twinkling. She trailed it down his chest, the cool juices making him shiver. Where she traced, her tongue followed, and their gazes danced as she worked lower and lower, tossing her hair back.



He was hard, so hard, and she was so close. The watermelon met the vee of flesh pointing the way to his shaft, and there she stopped, staring up at him, gentle wistfulness written across her face before she traced the length of his cock with the watermelon slice. Her free hand gripped him, aimed him where she wanted him, and tugged him with achingly slow strokes.



He was so close though, and he murmured a name, her name, and the spell was broken.



Javier woke up gasping, his chest and forehead slick with sweat. His cock jabbed at the sheets and the comforter, demanding he finish the story his mind started. After he spat into his palm, it only took a few strokes to finish, a beautiful baker’s face on his mind.



When he recovered, he rolled over and stared at his alarm clock. The dim blue light read four in the morning. He settled back and closed his eyes again. A few more hours. A few more hours, and he’d go by the bakery again. There was no question now if he should. It was just a matter of when.



* * *



In the back of the kitchen hid a cramped office. Despite Holland owning the place, it was usually Jewel’s domain, as she was better at the financial aspects of running the business. A stubby desk was stuffed with reminders of her everywhere – nibble marks on the pencils and pens, a frizzy-haired plastic toy she’d kept from childhood as a good-luck charm all the way through adulthood, and a few photo frames of the sisters, their parents, and their extended family back home. Well, their old home, anyways. All three sisters began to think of Beckfield that way, and were settling in to their own lives there.



But now Holland sat at the desk, a notepad with a local videography business’s letterhead at the top. She frowned at the scribbled names on there, crossed out one of them, and leaned back, sighing. As successful as their business was, they really knew so few people in town, and Holland was beginning to think there was no way of pulling off the catering job.



Only one name on the short list really stood out to her, and that was Harvey from the coffee shop. Even his name felt like a stretch, and she knew calling him she’d come across like a crazy person. But then again, she thought starting up Crowne’s Bites was crazy too, and it was going swimmingly. She turned on the computer, waited patiently for it to load up, and found the Incandescent’s number. Her hand trembled as she dialed, and she thought briefly as it rang that she should have practiced this pitch first. No time for that. Harvey answered on the second ring.



“This is the Incandescent Brew, future home of your favorite coffee in Beckfield. Harvey blathering on here.”



Holland smiled. “Hey, Harvey! This is Holland. Um, Crowne.”



“Well, hey, Ms. Crowne! I was going to call you later today. We had to push back the opening a couple weeks. We’ve got some electrical and plumbing problems we couldn’t have anticipated until we ripped open the walls.”



“Oh my gosh, I’m sorry to hear that. I hope you’re still considering us when you do open?”



“Are you kidding me?” Harvey asked. “After those pretzel croissants and eclairs, I’m going to beg you every time I get the chance to do business. Long-term, I really would love to hook something up with Bites.”



That warmed her heart. “When I’ve got more bakers on staff, we are definitely going to make an amazing tag team. But funny enough, that’s… kind of why I’m calling.”



“Talk to me,” Harvey said cheerfully.



She explained the opportunity to cater to the event, and what it could mean for Bites long-term. He listened, and offered no comments until she wrapped things up. “So what I’m hoping for is a few extra hands very short-term. If you know some people who have worked around food and I can trust, I’d just need three or four, tops. If I can direct traffic, we’ll be able to knock out the prep the night before, and I can handle the baking in the morning.”



“Why not just ask me?” Harvey asked, amused.



“I… um… I know you’ve got your business to work on, and I didn’t want to presume…”



“Relax, Holland. I’d be happy to help. Gonna be a while before I can do much here anyways. And I’ve got a friend, he’s a sous-chef here in town. Let me give him a call, and we’ll see who else we can round up.”



“Thank you,” Holland breathed. “Thank you so much. I’ll pay you, whatever you think your time is worth.”



“Forget the money, but I tell you what. I’m gonna need someone to do up a wedding cake for my fiancé and I very soon. You free up your schedule for that and knock off a few bucks, and I’ll free up my schedule for this.”



Holland blinked back happy tears. “You really are the best, you know that?” They said their goodbyes, and she hung up. Holland didn’t so much walk her way past Opal in the kitchen as dance. When she came out to the bakery’s storefront, Jewel glanced over at her from her till and grinned. “Good news?”



“The best news! Our friend from the Incandescent is going to help us out with our prep work, and he knows a sous-chef in town who might be able to pop in too. If we can round up two or three more people, I think we can actually do this.”



A customer in front of the till coughed politely. Jewel glanced over and gave him her best smile. If it looked a little impatient, she had to be forgiven. “Yes, sir, sorry, we’re just a little short-handed today.” It wasn’t like Jewel to blow off a customer like that, and Holland soon knew why when she turned back to her. “I may have netted you a third. There’s a gentleman here to see you.”



“See me? Why?” Holland frowned. “An inspector, maybe?”



Jewel studied her sister, opened her mouth, shut it again, and finally said, “You know what? Just go talk to him. He’s sitting near the door.”



* * *



Javier forewent the gym that morning, deciding he’d hit the treadmill that evening after work in favor of spending a little extra time grooming. He tried to convince himself he wasn’t a vain man, but he did take pride in his appearance and kept his cost of living well within his means, so he splurged from time to time on hair product, cologne, and aftershave. Moira sometimes half-jokingly called him the Male Model, as in, “That’s not my department. Go see the Male Model.” He took the ribbing in stride, but secretly, he was proud of it.



He carefully trimmed his beard, spending an extra few minutes examining his neckline and deciding it was high and tight enough as it was. Most mornings he’d be satisfied just running his bread trimmer over the bulk of his beard, but that day, he wanted precision, so he used a combination of scissors and a comb to fine tune it. Finally satisfied with that, he set to work on his hair, opting for a simple, slicked-back look with gel. After realizing he was dilly-dallying out of a sense of nervousness, Javier finished things up with two slight dabs of a mildly expensive minty cologne he favored when going out.



Finally, he headed back to the bedroom to his closet and slung on a pair of dark blue jeans, a black button down, and a gray blazer. The blazer was the only part of the outfit he had to really think about. Usually he wasn’t a blazer guy, but Javier wanted to go a little extra that day. His one concession to comfort were his brown walking shoes



When he pulled into Crowne’s Bites, he checked himself again in the mirror, and heaved a deep breath. “It’s just a thank you,” Javier told himself. “Just go say hi, and if it feels right, ask her on a date. You’ve done this before.” That didn’t make him feel any less like cutting and running, but he got out and headed into the bakery.



And she wasn’t there behind the counter. Of course not. Only the older cashier from the previous day was working up front, occasionally assisted by an older, dour looking woman. Disappointing, but Javier got in line anyways. At least he could have breakfast and ask when Holland would be in again.



The eight customers ahead of him mostly stuck to the doughnut offerings, but Javier made up his mind on a sourdough cinnamon roll. Or maybe a hazelnut croissant. Or… possibly a pair of scones. All right, so he thought he’d like to sample everything, but when he got up to the counter, Javier’s mind went blank as the tall, thin woman greeted him.



“Hey there, what can I get for you today?”



“Uh. Uh.” Javier frowned, and tried to focus his words. “Um. A… ah.”



The woman turned towards the glass case beside her, tapping her lip. “An ay-uh. Hm. I don’t think we’re baking those today.” Her words might have been sarcastic, but the glimmer in her eye and her light tone helped him chuckle.



“Um. Sorry. It’s only my second time here. Coffee and… let’s try a sourdough cinnamon roll.”



“Good choice. Comin’ right at you.”



The woman hurried to grab his order, and as she poured black goodness into a ceramic mug, he tried to sound casual. “Uh, I was actually hoping to speak to your sister.”



“Well, Karlee’s out today, hon, but you come in a couple of days and she’ll be around. Never misses the weekends. Best tips.” She turned her head and gave him a wink.



He laughed again. “No, ah, I was actually, ah, hoping to speak to, um, Holland. Is she out today too?”



That got her attention. “Holland? No, she’s in the back, but I’m afraid she’s on the phone at the moment.” She turned around with the coffee in hand and settled it on a saucer. “Careful with that, it’s going to be hot. Is there something I can do for you instead?”



Javier reached up and tried to run his hand through his hair. His fingers practically bounced off the gel, and he wondered just why he’d put on so much. “Um. No. I. Ah. I was here, and she ran out to give me a free sample when she thought I was frustrated with the place’s service. I… wanted to thank her and ask her… uh…. tell her… um…”



Her hands rested at her hips and she contemplated him. “Oh. Ohhh.”



Javier’s eyes opened wide. “Oh, no, it’s not… I mean, it is, but… she’s not even here and she’s got me flustered,” he muttered, rubbing his chin. As the cashier grabbed his cinnamon roll out of the case, Javier chuckled. “Christ, she’s got me feeling like a teenager again. Look, I thought Holland was a beautiful, intriguing woman. I was just hoping to say hello again to her, and thank her for the samples.” He drew in a deep breath and blew it out. “And now I look like some crazy stalker guy. Doing great here.”



But the woman’s contemplative look turned into something warmer. She slid the cinnamon roll onto a plate and added a fork and a napkin, then removed one of her disposable gloves and reached a hand across the counter. “I’m Jewel.”



He shook with her. “Javier.”



“Javier, I tell you what. If you have the time, eat slowly. Holland shouldn’t be terribly long, and when she’s done, I’ll try to get her out to say hello to you. And if you’re interested, I might know a way the two of you could get acquainted with one another.”



“Oh?” he asked, digging out his wallet.



She rang him up. “Yeah. We’re looking for some very short-term help for an upcoming catering event, and Holland’s going to need anybody she can get.”



He handed over a bill, and as she got him his change, Javier said, “I don’t really know much about baking.”



“Can you take directions?”



“Absolutely.”



“Then you’d be perfect. Trust me.” Jewel handed over his cash, and gave him a strange smile that looked just the tiniest bit sad. “Thank you.”



“Oh hey, thank you. Looks delicious.”



“Not for that,” Jewel said, and nodded to the next customer in line.



* * *



Holland couldn’t remember his name and felt instantly like crap.



It was the same guy from yesterday, the one who had walked out of the bakery. His good looks and smile sent her into a tailspin then, and now she was hurtling towards the ground happily, trying not to stare at the guy. God, but he was handsome. A thin, almost beautiful face, an athletic frame, and so neatly trimmed it looked like he’d been modeling for a magazine that morning. She swallowed and grinned.



“Herrow’s it going?” Holland asked, and immediately wanted to strangle the words in her throat as they bunched up. He glanced up at her. “Let me try that one more time. Hey, I’m glad to see you back!”



His laugh was soft and friendly and she wanted to relax in it like a warm bath. He half-rose and held a hand out. She shook it tentatively. “Glad I did, Holland. And, ah, thanks for the free samples yesterday. I was sold on trying the place before, but you made up my mind about coming in early today and giving it a real shot.”



“Mind if I sit with you?” Holland asked.



The man’s smile widened. “Of course. I mean, that is, no, go right on ahead. Boy, my tongue is hell-bent on not working for me today.”



Holland pulled out the chair and sat, wishing she was wearing anything but her dowdy work clothes. Coveralls or a prison outfit would have been sexier. She blushed. “Um, I have to admit something, and I feel horrible about it.”



“Forgot my name.”



She reached up and hid her eyes behind her hand, nodding even as she grinned. “I’m the worst, I know.”



“It’s all right,” he said, laughing again. “We met for just a minute. Javier.”



“Holland… but you already knew that. I’m amazing at this talking thing.”



“You should have heard me stuttering to your sister a few minutes ago.”



Oh. Well. Of course he’d be attracted to Jewel. She was beautiful, and sweet once you saw past the jaded exterior. And she deserved the world, and certainly this handsome guy. Holland still felt a little foolish and tried to fix her smile in place. “Yeah, she, ah, she does that to people.” Hastily, hoping to hide her disappointment, Holland said, “So you tried the sourdough cinnamon roll? What did you think?”



“Oh, amazing. Just sweet enough, I think. It was hard to make up my mind. Everything you folks make looks incredible. Coffee’s great too.”



Her smile felt a tiny bit more genuine. “Good. Glad to hear it.”



“Jewel mentioned you might be needing some volunteers for some short-term work? We didn’t have time to talk about the details.”



“Oh, yes.” Holland told him about the possible catering opportunity and their quickly-approaching deadline.



“Well, the last time I did any serious baking was with my mom for Thanksgiving, but if you need an extra pair of hands, I’m more than happy to chip in.”



“Oh my gosh, thank you,” Holland said. “What we’ll probably do is set up several mixing, blending, and kneading stations, so all you’d have to do is one certain job.”



“Doesn’t sound too difficult.”



“It really shouldn’t be. We’ll close around three and get started afterwards, so just pop by any time between then and, oh, let’s say nine-ish. Park around back. There’s a side door that leads right to the kitchen. Does that work?”



“Definitely. If we don’t have any clients that day, I’ll pop out a couple hours early.”



Holland’s heart melted. Jewel was going to be such a lucky woman. “Oh, you really don’t need to.”



“Hey, it’d be my pleasure, and I’ve got PTO I need to use anyways.”



“Well,” Holland said, rising. “I’ll leave you to your breakfast then. Want me to top off your coffee while I’m at it?”



“Hey, that’d be great. Thank you.”



She gave him her best smile, the one Karlee said made her feel like it was Christmas. “No, thank you, Javier. And good luck with her.”



A questioning look crossed his face, but she was already walking away, trying to smile reassuringly at her sister.



* * *



The day of the catering prep work, Javier was utterly useless at work. He caught himself daydreaming about Holland at least a half dozen times. During a morning meet-and-greet with a potential new client, he zoned out when everyone was introducing themselves and stared blankly at his laptop when it was his turn. When Duncan nudged him none too discreetly under the desk with his foot, he finally realized he was supposed to say hello and hastily apologized.



After the meeting, going over some of the latest results from another client’s online ad campaigns, Moira roamed over with two cups of coffee. She plunked one down beside him and pulled over her computer chair. “Spill,” she said.



“Hm?”



“This woman, whoever she is, has you walking into walls, Javi. We’re friends. Talk to me. Tell me who it is that’s got you this nutty.”



Meaning to brush her off, Javier opened his mouth, but he realized he really did need to tell someone about it. And Moira had proven herself to be discreet on a number of occasions, like the time she found out he was dealing with the loss of his grandfather and didn’t want anyone else to hear about it, or the time she accidentally walked in when Helen was giving him head in the supply room. Both times she kept his secret, and in the case of his grandfather, even brought him by a six-pack of beer and a pizza at his apartment. Telling Duncan was out of the question. As good of a guy as he was, tell him a secret or something you want to keep quiet, and he was blabbing it within an hour.



“We are friends, right? I mean, not just work buddies, but…”



“Of course,” Moira said. “Talk to me.”



“I feel like I’m going a little crazy. You remember that bakery you sent me to? Bites?”



“Yeah. Sure.”



He explained his first run-in with Holland there, and the undeniable spark he thought he felt. “Except… it feels like more than a spark,” Javier said. His shirt collar felt too tight. “I keep thinking about her smile. How kind she was. Her laugh. And I know I’m projecting what I want as opposed to what actually might be there. So I went back to talk to her, thinking I was just… building things up in my head, you know? I’d say hi, thank her, and hey, if she seemed attracted, I’d ask her to dinner.”



Moira nodded. “And did you?”



“Yeah. And this… thing I’m feeling for her, it’s just grabbed hold of me tighter. I’m not this guy, Moira. I’m not this obsessive type. I don’t mean I’m stalking her or anything, but…”



Moira glanced around and leaned in closer. “You think you’re in love.”



Javier melted into the chair and closed his eyes. Slowly he nodded. “I think I am. And I know that’s really damn crazy.”



“Why is it crazy?”



He opened one eye. “What?”



“Why should that be crazy? Is there a prerequisite amount of time you need to spend together before you fall for her?”



“Well, yeah, kind of? I mean… we should at least have had a date or something.”



She shrugged. “Moms and dads fall in love with their babies on first sight.”



“This is not the same thing. Not even close.”



Moira grinned at him and patted his knee. “Well, keep telling yourself that.”



“What do I do? I’m seeing her in a few hours. It’s why I’m taking off early.”



She shrugged. “Be you.”



“Thanks,” he said drily. “Helpful.”



“Look, Javier, you’re a great guy. You walk in there, you say, ‘Hey! You and I are gonna go to dinner, woman!’” He laughed, and she grinned. “Or, you just tell her, ‘Look, I’m quite attracted to you. I hope to convince you to feel the same way, if you’d like to go to dinner with me.’ The rest of it? That’ll sort itself out. I guarantee you, you be yourself, this woman’s not going to stand a chance. If I wasn’t committed to Elton, I’d be over here practically humping your leg.”



He reached out and squeezed her shoulder. “Thanks, Moira. I owe you.”



“Buy me a beer when you throw the engagement party.”



* * *



Opal, as expected, wanted neither the overtime or to spend a minute longer than she had to at Crowne’s. The three sisters watched her flee the building before they turned to each other.



“I don’t even understand why she works here if she’s that miserable,” Karlee said.



“You’ve got me,” Jewel agreed.



Holland wiped her hands on a towel. “I think she’s under the illusion this place will go to her if we die in a car ‘accident.’”



Jewel nodded sagely. “Smart plan.”



“Say, uh…” Karlee said, “who does get the place if, you know, you were to accidentally fall on a pile of cobras that found your way into your bed? Just… you know, asking for a friend.”



Holland punched her shoulder lightly and Karlee stuck out her tongue. They cleaned up after the day’s work quickly and efficiently, and Holland set up a few workstations around the kitchen. As she started to write out instructions for the first, someone knocked. She glanced up sharply at the door, heart pounding despite knowing Javier would be there for Jewel, not her.



Her older sister caught the look and grinned slyly. “Looks like someone’s excited for their date.”



“What?” Holland asked, genuinely confused.



“Javier. You.”



“I need to meet this guy,” Karlee said. “Don’t need someone hornswaggling in on my life insurance money.”



“Hypothetical life insurance money,” Jewel reminded her.



Holland headed towards the back door. “Jewel…”



“What? We’re just teasing you about the insurance thing. We’ll stop.”



Holland stopped just before the door as whoever it was knocked again. She circled back to talk to Jewel quietly. “You know I love you and I’m happy for you. Please don’t be cruel like that, okay?”



“Cruel like…?”



Karlee muttered, “Oh for the love of God, I’ll get the door.” She rushed over.



Holland had just enough time to murmur, “He was interested in you, Jewel.”



Karlee opened the back door on Harvey, a gorgeous woman with light brown skin and a million-dollar bob cut, and a hulking handsome guy that tickled a distant memory in the back of Holland’s mind. She thought he’d been a customer at some point.



Harvey himself was a charming, boyishly good-looking guy with some of the kindest eyes Holland had ever seen. He sucked in his gut as he introduced his fiancé Simone, who had to be one of the top ten most beautiful women Holland had ever seen. Fine-boned, soft black skin, and with curves she couldn’t hide behind a pair of faded jeans and a long-sleeve band tee, she immediately warmed Holland’s heart when she presented a lovely bottle of wine and a welcome card.



“Harvey’s done nothing but praise you three to the moon. I’m so sorry I haven’t had much of a chance to get down here yet,” Simone said, holding out the bottle.



“Oh, you really didn’t have to. That’s so sweet,” Holland said. Jewel was still frowning at her, but Holland ignored it.



“Hello again,” the big hulk of a guy said, grinning a bit madly. His long hair had been tied back in a manbun, possibly the only time Holland had ever seen the look successfully pulled off in real life. “I came to your place and ate here a while back. Don’t expect you to remember me. I’m Theo.”



“Wow,” Karlee breathed, staring at him. “You’re… wow.”



He turned his grin on her. “You’re pretty wow yourself.”



Karlee giggled, something Holland never heard her do, and took a step back, blushing furiously. “Can we keep him? We’re keeping him.”



“His wife might object to that,” Simone said.



Holland was the only one who could hear when Theo muttered, “You’d be surprised.” She wondered what that meant, but didn’t have time to contemplate it as someone else knocked on the door.



“I got this one,” Jewel said. She hurried through the newcomers to get to the door, and there was Javier, dressed down – for him, anyways – in faded jeans and a long-sleeved tee shirt that clung to his torso. “Oh hey! Come on in.” She turned and glared at Holland pointedly.



“Thanks,” Javier said, glancing around as he stepped foot inside. “I-”



“Hey,” Jewel said, cutting him off. “My sister and I were just having a little bit of a spat. Was it me you wanted like Captain Dipwad seems to think, or was she misreading things and it was really her?”



Javier froze, his eyes huge. As though he were carefully trying to crawl between two live wires, he took in the room. “Er. I.”



“Should we give you all a minute?” Simone asked.



“I’m not going anywhere. This is gold,” Theo said, leaning against a counter.



Javier glanced cautiously at Holland. “Maybe we could… step out of the kitchen for a minute?”



She stared at the floor, her cheeks as red as her hair. “Sure.” Holland led the way out into the main serving area, and Javier trailed her. They picked a table far enough from the kitchen that no one could overhear their conversation, but neither of them sat down. Javier reached out with a tentative, shaky hand, and held her shoulder.



And for the first time, Holland realized the truth.



Javier stopped and started speaking at least three times. On the fourth, he finally asked, “Will you go to dinner with me sometime?”



Holy. Shit. Shocked didn’t begin to describe Holland’s state of mind. It felt like someone had just fired a bazooka in her skull. Her response was pure instinct. She was surprised she could talk at all. “How about tomorrow night? My catering thing will be done early in the afternoon and I’ll probably need a nap, so… maybe seven?”



“Okay,” he said simply.



“Okay,” Holland said. The tension in the room immediately seemed to fizzle and die, and she grinned at him tentatively. “You’re going to have to excuse me for a moment. I’m about to do something crazy.”



“Huh?”



Holland took three steps back, and swung her arms and shimmied her hips in a fast, crazy victory dance. Javier stared at her for a long moment, then muttered, “Now how am I not supposed to fall for that?”



* * *



Most everyone was fairly inexperienced at baking save for Holland and Theo, but they managed to make do. For the first hour, she wandered among the stations, helping correct measurements and giving out pointers. Harvey was a fast study and barely needed any help, and once they had a few batches under their belt, Simone and the sisters picked up the pace. Javier wasn’t so sure of himself, despite the relative simplicity of his job mixing flour, water, and yeast. Every time he measured out the ingredients, it didn’t quite settle right or he didn’t quite fill it far enough.



Simone was in charge of a few simple oatmeal blends that could be baked early in the morning into cups. Harvey worked with her at first because one third of the oatmeal cups would require brewed chai tea and that was definitely his area of expertise. In between bouts of mixers going off, their lively chatter helped fill up the room, and it was clear to Javier they were newly minted in love and deeply, deeply mired in it.



Theo worked with Karlee and Jewel to first make up batches of a decadent cheesecake bar, some loaded with fruit, others plain. Ideally, Holland explained, these would be made up the next morning because they were better fresh, but there was no way she could make up that many bars and not interfere with the store’s morning schedule. Halfway through the night, they swapped out the cheesecake bars to make muffins. The three of them handled the bulk of the work that night, despite Karlee’s obvious blossoming crush on him.



That left Holland and Javier to make bagels. While Holland was obviously sure of herself, Javier felt like he was slowing things down the first hour – mostly because he was. With only three ingredients to mix what she called a sponge, he knew he should have been faster, but he never quite felt confident in his measurements, double and triple checking the yeast and the flour until finally Holland caught his hand.



“It’s okay,” she told him, smiling gently. “That’s the consistency you want.”



“It never seems the same twice,” Javier said.



“It took me years to get a routine going,” Holland said. “Years and years. My mentor Andi used to cuss me out for taking half an hour to blend something that should take me five minutes. That was three years in, so don’t sweat it.”



“Three years? How long did you work for her?”



Holland’s smile seemed a little sad. “Eight years, off and on.”



“You can’t be that old.”



She chuffed out a laugh. “A lot of that was throughout junior high and high school. She… she took me under her wing when I really needed it.” Holland glanced back over her shoulder and noticed the rest of the room had fallen silent. To Javier, she said quietly, “Well talk more later.”



“Sure.”



“Awww,” Karlee murmured. “You were just getting to the good stuff.”



“Do I need to twist some arms to get some mixers going?” Holland asked, but there was no malice in her voice. She turned her attention back to the bagel mix, and Javier went back to unsteadily mixing.



* * *



They finished shortly after nine-thirty. As they started cleaning up, Theo received a text message that left him slack-jawed and flushed. “Uh. I gotta… go… see the missus about something,” he said to Holland. “You good?”



“Oh yeah.” She gave him a hug and a peck on the cheek. “You sure I can’t pay you?”



“Nah. I’ll swing by here with my wife sometime and you can treat us to a doughnut or two, how’s that? She’s been dying to meet you after the cake and pies I bought.”



“It would be my pleasure.”



Karlee took off next, since she had classes in the morning. Jewel, Simone, and Harvey hung around to help wash dishes and clean countertops. When Holland asked the engaged couple how they met, they launched into a lovely story about him being a barista at Incandescent and her coming in to seek shelter from a stalker ex-boyfriend. There had been some kind of altercation, and after that, Simone and Harvey began dating.



“It was a whirlwind thing, but when you know, you know,” Simone said, smiling at her man.



Javier had never wanted to cough more in his life than at that very moment.



Simone tugged her fiancé’s arm. “I think we should probably head home, don’t you?”



“Well, we should still mop and stuff,” Harvey said, confused.



“Hon. I think they have it,” Simone said.



“I… oh. Right. Early day, and all that,” Harvey said, faking a yawn until his jaw cracked. His hand shot up and he rubbed it furiously. “Ow ow ow ow.”



“Aw, come on, Harvey. I’ll kiss it and make it all better,” Simone said. She winked at Holland. “It was so nice to meet you.”



They said their goodbyes, and then it was just Jewel, Holland, and Javier. Holland rushed over to her sister and hugged her. “It really should be her you’re attracted to, Javier,” Holland said. “She’s so sweet and smart and-”



“Hush,” Jewel said gently. “You have no idea how happy I am to see you going out with someone good for a change.”



“I mean, I could be a psycho,” Javier said.



Jewel studied him and shook her head. Again, he thought there was a hint of deep-rooted sadness there, but she hid it well. “No,” Jewel said. “I think you’re a good man, Javier. You cared tonight. Now just… take care of her, all right?”



Javier came over to shake her hand, but she opted for a hug instead. Holland pecked her cheek and accepted one in turn, and then she was out the door. But before Holland closed it, she stopped. “Holland. I love Karlee to death, but… I’m happy it’s you. You deserve this.”



“See you in a bit?” Holland squeaked out.



“You bet.”



And then they were alone.



“This…” Javier started, but was cut off when Holland darted to him. Her lips found his chin first, then his neck as he stared at her in surprise. Then his body caught up to what was happening, and his hands circled around her back. She was soft, and beautiful, and his lips tried to chase hers, but she was kissing his neck still, finding little hollows of flesh he didn’t think anyone had ever explored. “Holland… Holland…”



She pulled away, but not so far that his hands couldn’t still roam along her back and shoulders. “I wish… we had time tonight.”



“Tomorrow,” he told her, his heart drumming a rock beat against his ribs. “I can’t believe… I thought for damn sure you’d have a boyfriend.”



“No. I’ve had some bad dates here and there, but no one serious since I came to town.”



“Well, at the very least, I can promise you I know a great place to eat.”



She smiled. “Perfect.”



This time, when Javier moved to kiss her, her lips joined with his. The press of their flesh barely even registered to him. All he could think about was the way her gaze seemed to peel away all the layers of him that didn’t matter and laid him bare for her. He thought he could stare into those slow-blinking eyes forever.



Finally she broke away, sighing happily. “I need to finish up, or else I’m gonna let you drag me home and then I’ll never be able to function in the morning.”



Javier ran a hand through the long red hair before stepping back and leaning against a counter to watch her mop the floors. They talked of little things, mostly about what her process would be like in the morning, and before too long, she was putting the mop away and checking the locks and the alarm in the front room before following him out into the pleasantly cool evening. He walked her to her car, and they kissed one more time.



“Good luck tomorrow,” he told her. “I’m excited to hear how it goes for you.”



“I think even if I burned everything in the morning, tomorrow’s still going to be a spectacular day,” Holland told him. He ran a thumb along her cheek and kissed it.



“All right, go. Before I haul you over my shoulder and make off to my man cave.”



“Mm, so tempting. All right, see you tomorrow night.”



As she reversed out, her lights caught him as he walked towards his own car. He turned, and did his own version of her happy dance.



* * *



The three-bedroom house Holland rented with her sisters lay in the outskirts of town near the site of what would soon be six identical duplexes. Though the enormous piles of dirt and the excavators were pretty ugly, Holland liked the relative emptiness of the land around their property. It felt a bit Wild West-ish, even if the new house they lived in spoiled the image.



She and Jewel pretty much split the expenses down the middle. Karlee was focused on school and was helping out at the bakery in exchange for free rent. Their parents sent her a small stipend for fun and necessities too, which helped keep their youngest sister from complaining too much. Jewel, for her part, earned an okay salary with Holland, supplemented by work she did in the spring for a local accountant.



The attached garage held her sisters’ cars, so Holland pulled up into the driveway instead. She hummed as she stepped out of the car and locked it. Today had been so… unexpected. And happy, and weird, but also a little sad, too. She wanted Jewel to be happy too. If that had meant Javier wasn’t interested in her, well… she would have been okay with that. Hurt, but her sisters came first, always.



She entered to the smell of buttery goodness being fried on the kitchen stove. Jewel flipped a grilled cheese as Holland entered. “Good timing,” Jewel said. “Want one?”



“Please. I’m starving.” Holland wrapped an arm around Jewel’s waist and leaned her head against her shoulder. “Karlee go to bed already?”



“Yeah. By the way? Not so sure that Theo guy didn’t slip her his number. You okay?”



“No.” Holland nestled her head even tighter against Jewel. “It should be you.”



“Stop, emo girl.”



“What? It should be.”



Jewel pulled away and swatted her butt with the spatula. “I’ll find someone. He’s not really my type anyways. Too pretty.”



“Oh my God, right? He’s beautiful. I’ve never seen an actual beautiful man that wasn’t, like, playing an elf.”



“Now, if that Harvey was available…”



Holland laughed. “You always did like the ones you couldn’t have.”



“Guilty. You worried at all about tomorrow?”



“Nah. I don’t know how well the bagels will turn out, but we’ve got that covered with how much other stuff we’re bringing.”



Jewel flopped the sandwich onto a plate and began fixing another. “You know that’s not what I meant.”



Holland thought about it. “You know…” she said ponderously. “I don’t think I am. We kissed tonight.”



“Ohhhh, and I’m just now hearing it? You buried the lede, hon. How was it? Was he a good kisser?”



“Amazing, and yes. I, um, may have started it first.”



Jewel turned to her, eyes twinkling like her namesake. “Good for you. Get up to anything else?”



“No, but… I wouldn’t be opposed to it tomorrow.”



“You text us, and if need be, we’ll open for you the day after.”



Holland blushed. “Thank you. For everything, Jewel. I’m sorry I snapped at you.”



“Stop that. Be happy. I sure am.”



Holland finished off her sandwich, took a nice, long shower so she didn’t have to in the morning, and turned in. Barely had her head settled on the pillow than she was asleep, her dreams full of a crackling, nervous energy. Sometime in the early hours, she thought there was a man sleeping next to her, and she murmured Javier’s name, reaching out for him as though she already expected him to be there. When her alarm went off, she rose, expecting to feel exhausted – and that would come when she had the ovens at Bites up and running. But mostly, Holland felt ready to meet the world.



Catering never came without some problems, Andi told her more than once when they hauled breakfast or lunch to police stations, firehalls, or countless adult education facilities, and for Holland, that moment came when she realized just how many items she’d need to wrap as the first of the baked goods started coming out of the ovens. She knew she was sunk, but then a pleasant surprise came yawning through the door in the form of her youngest sister. Once Holland tried to chastise Karlee about the necessity of putting school and her personal needs before the bakery, she just eyed Holland crossly and asked if she wanted help or not. Holland couldn’t help bursting out laughing, and together, they managed to get most of the work done by the time Opal showed up and helped finish off the wrapping.



Opal rode with her in Holland’s SUV, and together, they arranged a nice, clean-looking spread at the back of the training facility. Mr. Bollinger ambled over and piled a plate high for himself, nibbling on an edge of a cheesecake bar to test it out right in front of them. His eyes widened in surprise, and he hastily set the plate down.



“I’m sorry, is something wrong?” Holland asked.



“No, no, this is… well, this is amazing,” the client said, and stuck out his hand. Holland shook it, knowing her whole body was trembling with excitement.



They’d done it. They pulled this off. This time, she managed to successfully refrain from doing a happy dance until she made it outside, and even Opal grinned.



* * *



The dress Holland wore made his lungs feel like someone used them for punching bags. Air didn’t feel right in his chest when he saw it on her. Just a shade higher than her knees, it was mostly black save for a long cream-sash like strip. A cutout under her neck revealed a taste of the expanse between her breasts, and it molded to her curves. She completed the look with a set of black stiletto heels and a tiny handbag swinging against her side. Her thick waves of red hair saw some extra volume that night, and she’d tousled the ends, leaving it looking slightly wild and incredibly sexy. She hadn’t been shy with the makeup, either, emphasizing those dreamy, sweet eyes and making sure his eyes were drawn to those lustrous lips.



Javier swallowed so hard he was sure it was audible. “My God, you’re the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen,” he said, his voice so low it almost growled.



Holland blushed. “Thank you. You look… I don’t have the words to tell you how handsome you are. Are you sure you’re here for me?”



Javier adhered to a simple first date rule – aim for the middle mark between casual and dressy. Combining the two that evening, he kept to a tight, light sweater maybe a touch too warm for the slow-cooling night air and a sport coat left unbuttoned combined with a pair of black slacks and leather shoes. He’d gone with a lot less product in his hair, aiming for a more natural, breezy look.



He laughed, still trying to get his lungs to listen to his mind’s orders to work right, and stepped forward to grasp her arm just above the elbow. Javier leaned in to kiss her, drawing a pair of “oohs” from the sisters he’d completely forgotten even existed. “I am so very, very sure,” he murmured.



As her eyes fluttered back to life, Holland said, “Um. Um.” Finally she shook herself and turned. “Did one of you two rent him for me or something? This can’t be real, right?”



“Hm. If we were renting him, I think we’d keep him for ourselves,” Jewel said, a twinkle in her eye. “Go have fun.” Then, to Javier, “Be sweet to her.”



“If you’re not,” Karlee added, “they just laid down a nice thick slab of wet concrete next door. You really don’t want to find out if I’m joking.”



Holland turned back to Javier. “I probably shouldn’t tell you what happened to my last boyfriend.” She realized the word she’d just used to describe their relationship and slapped a hand over her mouth and shut her eyes tight. “Ohmygod,” she muttered, her words muffled. “I can’t believe I just said the word boyfriend.”



Javier reached up and gently pried her fingers away from her mouth. She opened one eye just wide enough to peek at him as he closed in for a second kiss. “I’m fine with it if you are,” he murmured, only loud enough for her to hear.



“God, yes,” Holland murmured back. To her sisters one last time, she said, “All right. Um.”



“Go!” both Jewel and Karlee chanted.



So they did.



Javier’s Cadillac was so roomy she could have played a game of soccer comfortably up front. When he started the car, the radio kicked out a turn-of-the-century rock song, and he turned it off. As they started to pull out of the parking lot, Karlee jogged down to the street, clutching something.



Holland rolled down her window. “Did I forget something?”



“Nope, but just in case,” Karlee said, and chucked in a handful of condoms at Javier.



When she’d rolled up the window again at her cackling sister, Holland glanced over at Javier. “I am absolutely positive by the end of the night you’re going to run away screaming. You date me, you kinda have to deal with them as a whole package deal. And that’s not even factoring in our parents, and they’re kookier than us.”



“I’m up for the challenge,” he said, grinning.



“Ohhhh, just wait,” Holland said. “Date’s not done yet.”



As he directed the Cadillac towards the Interstate, Javier asked, “So? How was the catering?”



Holland squeezed her eyes shut, kicked her feet gently against the floorboard, and pumped her fists with her elbows half-cocked. “So good. So so good.” She went over the morning’s trials and highs with him. “Even Opal was happy, and I’ve never seen her even approach a good mood. Sign of the apocalypse, I tells ya.”



“That’s fantastic!” Javier said, grinning. 



Impulsively, she unbuckled and leaned over to kiss his cheek. As brief as it was, the contact of her skin against his jumpstarted his heart all over again and he figured he’d be lucky if his body temperature didn’t jump ten degrees. “And it’s thanks to friends.”



“No, hey. Do not take that credit away from yourself. We helped, but you were amazing. Are amazing.”



Her hands fell to her lap. “Your cologne is making me feel like I’ve already been drinking.”



“Hopefully in a pleasant glass or two of wine sort of way and not half a bottle of whiskey.”



Holland laughed, but there was a nervous edge to it. “Yeah.”



“I like your perfume too. Airy. Cheerful. I think it matches you perfect.”



Her smile was much more genuine. “I can’t believe how nervous I am around you.”



Javier glanced aside at her, eyebrows sky high. “You’re nervous? I’ve been walking around the last few days wondering if I was being, uh, stalkerish.”



“Whaaaat?” she asked, and her laugh was such beautiful music.



“Seriously! I came in that first day, you know, the one where you ran out and gave me the free samples, and you were all I could think about. I kept debating with myself if I should wait a few days to come by again, if I’d seem too desperate or weird.”



“Oh come on, you’re putting me on.”



He removed a hand from the steering wheel and placed it over his heart. “God’s honest truth, Holland. I swear. My coworkers even picked up on it. Gave me hell.”



“That’s adorable.”



He laughed. “Adorable? Ooof, my manliness just took a hit.”



“Adorable,” Holland confirmed. “So where are we headed?”



“Ahh, have you ever eaten at Skye’s?”



“Oooh, I’ve heard of it. It’s a fusion restaurant, right?”



“Yes, exactly. It’s a limited menu and they swap it out every couple weeks.”



Holland nodded excitedly. “I do something similar at the bakery. I mean, we’ll always have the staples like the doughnuts and the scones, but I’d go crazy if I couldn’t make a few oddball things here and there.”



“That’s why I figured you’d like it. No idea what they’re serving tonight, which makes it doubly fun.”



As it turned out, though, the universe had other plans for them. As they started off the Interstate, a fire truck with its lights at full tilt sprinted through the intersection, heading in their restaurant’s direction.



“Oh jeez, I hope that isn’t Skye’s,” Holland murmured. Then guiltily, she added, “Not that I’d like it to be somewhere else or anything.”



“I gotcha,” Javier said, squinting after the truck. “Definitely headed in the right direction.” Minutes later, they found out the worst – the truck really had been headed to Skye’s.



As they spun around in a U-turn, Javier scratched the back of his head. “Well… uh… that’s probably not the best start to a date.”



Holland glanced back over her shoulder again. “No kidding. But hey, we’ll salvage it! I believe in us. Go team Hollier! Wait… team Javiland? No, that’s no good either.”



“I don’t know, I’m kind of fond of Javiland.” He rubbed his jaw. “Well, this is going to sound like a line, and feel free to say no. My apartment isn’t all that far from here and there’s a grocery store close by. I could grab us a couple steaks, and maybe whip up some twice-baked potatoes or something similar. If that sounds good?”



Holland considered that for a while, long enough that Javier began to worry it really had sounded creepier than he intended. But finally she said, “That sounds ah-mazing, but only if I can pick up some things for dessert.”



“That sounds like a deal to me. Really, though, if it’s too forward-”



“No,” Holland said, a strange, secretive smile flitting across her face. “No, it is a great idea.”



* * *



They split up and worked their way through the grocery store quickly. Javier finished up first and met her at the front of the store when she was done, but Holland wouldn’t let him in on the secret of what she had planned for dessert. That intrigued him.



His apartment was just four blocks away in a newer building in an old section of town. It made for a nice contrast among the 1920s era Craftsmen, and she liked the neighborhood on sight. They parked around back with the other residents and he showed her to the stairs.



“It’s a little on the small side,” Javier explained as they made their way up, “but for a single guy, I think it’s perfect. Plus the view just really sells it.”



“I like our place,” Holland said, her free hand skimming the bannister as she trailed behind him, “but I think Jewel’s going to move soon and Karlee won’t be around forever. Don’t know if I’ll want something that big when they move.”



“Gotta be interesting living with your sisters.”



“No joke. A couple years back I think we would have all strangled each other. Karlee was a hellraiser and Jewel back then was managing an ice cream shop whose owner never wanted to update the building or fix anything the proper way, and yet he was always angry at her for no one coming in. She’s so much happier now. Or… well, I hope she is, anyways.”



“She seems like it.” The conversation took a momentary pause when they reached his landing and she followed Javier to his door. He set down one of the bags in his hand and dug out his keys. When he opened the door, he guided her in first with a grandiose gesture. “Your palace for the evening awaits.”



“Dork,” she murmured, but her smile and a kiss on his cheek softened the word.



Inside, Holland could see why Javier liked the apartment. The living room was narrow, leaving just enough room for a couch, two end tables, and a TV resting on a glass stand along with a game system and its accompanying accessories. At the far end of the room next to a huge sliding glass door was a kitchen table with half the leaves folded to give more room to three adjoining chairs. Pictures of Javier and people she assumed were friends and family dotted the walls along with a gorgeous painting of an old sloop above the couch. The whole place was kept neat in the half-assed way bachelors lived. Everything was just a little tousled, a little out of order, a little used, and it felt immensely homey.



They deposited their bags in a kitchen adjoining the dining area, and Holland took over the fridge, hiding away her purchases behind a makeshift wall of half-gallons of milk and juice. When asked, Javier pointed her towards the bathroom, where she hid one last purchase. He dug out a bottle of wine that’d been gathering dust in his pantry, uncorked it, and poured her a glass before grabbing a beer for himself. She leaned against the counter, sipping as he turned on the oven and dug out a cookie sheet for the potatoes.



“It really is a nice apartment,” Holland said, glancing around.



“Thanks! I’ve got my name on a list for the next two-bedroom to become available here, but that might be years. We don’t see a lot of people moving out.”



“Have you lived here long?”



“In town, or specifically here?”



“Either.”



Javier took up a spot beside her. “Well, my analytics team hired me right out of college two years ago, but I interned here for a couple summers. Moved to this apartment about, ohhh, three months after I came here. How about you? How did the lovely Holland Crowne manage to make her way to Beckfield?”



“Ah, that is…” Holland used sipping on her wine as an excuse to take a moment to think. “It’s long and a little bit of a sad story, actually. If that scares you off…”



Javier glanced at her with a faint smile. “Nothing about you is going to scare me off.”



“Oh, just wait until you find out I’m a serial killer.”



“Knew you had to have a dark secret.”



She smiled back at him. “All right.” Holland drew a deep breath. “When I was young, I was really overweight. I loved food. I mean… loved it. Still do. But back then I had a hard time making friends and I tended to live in my own little world. I spent all my time watching TV or reading or just sort of moping around. I had a beautiful sister I was so jealous of. Jewel always had a boyfriend, always had everyone eating out of her hand, and I felt like I was plain and ordinary beside her. If I’m being honest, I was probably depressed. My parents were so busy trying to keep the whole family above water they didn’t really notice how bad things were getting for me.



“Jewel was the one who got me out of the funk. Even when I was so horrible to her, she always encouraged me to get out and explore, to live. And I guess I finally started listening to her. I’d go on these little walks. Sometimes it was just once a week at first, but eventually it was every night. I got bored really easily and I’d try to go to new places every time. Sometimes it was to a bookstore, or a coffee shop for hot cocoa, or some restaurant where I’d sit in a little corner booth, me all of eleven or twelve, eating ice cream or whatever.” Holland smiled wistfully at the memory. “And one day, I stumbled into the cutest little bakery. Andi’s Nibbles.”



Javier had been raising the bottle to his lips but paused. “Crowne’s Bites. Andi’s Nibbles. Hm. Keep going, I’m just going to put these potatoes in.”



As Holland tried not to stare at his butt in those slacks when Javier bent over, she continued. “I liked the place. It was two miles away from home. A long way for me to walk back then, and I was pretty tired. She was nearly done for the day, so there wasn’t a lot left in the cases, but she had these amazing looking brownies and pastries. But all I had in my pocket was enough for a cup of tea. I tried to act cool, like that was what I was in there for, but Andi saw right through it.”



With the potatoes in the oven, they had some time to kill before he needed to get to work on the steaks, so they headed for the sliding door and the balcony. The view took Holland’s breath away. They could see over a great swath of the city, including a terrific view of a nearby stream and city park.



“Oh my gosh, I think I’m in love with this apartment,” Holland breathed.



“Right?” he asked, grinning. They sat down, and he leaned back, hands laced behind his head. “What was she like?”



“Andi? Oh, the sweetest. But… sad, too. She was seventy-ish, and her husband died a year before. I don’t know if she would have paid me any attention if she hadn’t been so lonely herself, but when I ordered that tea, she gave me this look that stripped me down, like she was seeing right past the walls I’d put up and digging deep into the real me. She told me, ‘You know what? I have some extra brownies here and I was just about to close up. You help me do some dishes in the back, and one of them’s yours.’ I said…” Holland laughed and rubbed her forehead with her hand, lost in the memory. “I said I might be really young, but washing dishes should earn me a lot more money than just the cost of a brownie. It took her by surprise and she howled with laughter.”



Javier grinned. “Cheeky.”



“Mm hm. So she asked me how much I thought I was worth, and I was being crafty, so I told her five dollars an hour. She put me to work washing dishes, and I walked out of there with a brownie in my belly and three bucks besides. I came back the very next day, but this time it was five minutes after opening. Andi didn’t even hesitate. She had me bussing tables and bringing out baked goods from the kitchen to fill out what was in the cases. She expected me to learn fast, and didn’t take any nonsense or laziness from me. If she was going to pay me, she wanted me to work.” Holland sipped her wine and smiled. “It became a weekend thing for me, and during the summer months, I was there practically every day. The first year, she wouldn’t let me bake. I had to learn how to clean, and I mean… clean. She had me scraping underneath tables, sweeping under machinery, cleaning toilets. My parents, when they found out, were pissed until they realized I was really enjoying earning my keep there and Andi was a good person. I was really happy. Despite the easy access to sweets, I was dropping weight from working so hard and walking, and Andi taught me so much about interacting with people. She never judged me. She wasn’t mean like the kids at school. And she taught me that once I endured high school, life would get a lot more comfortable.”



“Sounds like an amazing woman.”



Holland nodded, and her voice was soft, a little broken. “She was.”



“She passed?”



“Yes.” A thin line of tears spilled down her cheeks and Holland dug in her handbag for a tissue. “Sorry.”



“Nothing to apologize for.”



Holland dabbed away the tears, and cleared her throat. “Eventually, she taught me to bake, and more importantly, how to read directions and adapt recipes to my own style. ‘Keep the classics on hand,’ she told me, ‘but make sure you’re creating something for yourself too.’ Best advice for running a restaurant I’ve ever heard.” She drew a deep breath. “I went to college, and decided to go after a teaching degree. The school I could afford didn’t have a culinary arts degree. I thought I’d get a day job, and move somewhere I could study at night to be a baker and a cook. But one night, just a few days into my third year of college, I got a call. The call.”



Javier didn’t say anything, but he reached out and she took his hand.



“I knew she’d been fighting a nasty stomach bug. She was admitted to the hospital, but even when they pumped fluids into her, she couldn’t hold on. This is corny, but I think Andi was ready to see her husband again.”



“Not corny at all,” Javier murmured, and squeezed her hand.



“I’m big on romance. You’re going to find that out in a hurry.” She sniffed and smiled. “Andi… Andi left me everything. She had no other family, not close relatives anyways. And in her will, she told me to sell the store and her house, to carve out my own corner of the world. To find happiness. Her store, her house, they left me… well, comfortable. With Jewel and an accountant friend of my parents, we began to talk seriously about me opening my own place. I decided to drop out of college. My parents were surprisingly supportive. They knew this was what I wanted long-term anyways. Then Jewel signed on, and this town and Bites, they all came along so fast. I still can’t really believe it’s all happening. And it’s all thanks to Andi.”



“I don’t think you’re giving yourself enough credit there,” Javier said. “I didn’t know her obviously, but I’ve got to imagine for a lonely soul like that, eight years of companionship isn’t something to thumb your nose at.”



“Thank you,” Holland murmured.



Their talk shifted into lighter things, mostly about his work and their plans for the future. Both of them were content with the here and now, and Holland smiled when Javier described his coworkers to her. Eventually he rose up to began preparing the steaks, and she joined him, working on a salad while he scooped out the guts of the now-baked potatoes and added sour cream and the rest of the fixings before tossing them back in the oven for another fifteen minutes. In the meantime, he heated oil for the steaks and tossed them on, listening as Holland told him about Karlee’s acting ambitions. As he turned the steaks, some last wall of resistance within Javier crumbled, and he examined his emotions for the first time without denial.



He was in love with this woman.



They ate outside, but if he tasted the food, Javier never noticed it. His existence that evening belonged to Holland, utterly and completely, and he had a suspicion it would for as long as she’d have him. He took in every tiny bite of steak, every glance, and every smile. He listened to words that calmed the rising swells of his soul. She was so beautiful, inside and out, and he knew what he had to do.



As he cleared their plates and they returned to the kitchen, Holland said quietly, “Are you all right? You haven’t said anything in a while. Am I talking too much?”



“No. Not at all,” Javier said, trying to smile, and knowing how insane this was going to sound. Knowing she’d probably back away from him and run for the door. He couldn’t blame her. “I… need to tell you something. And it may push you away.”



“Is there… someone else?”



Someone else? As if anyone he’d ever meet could compare to Holland. Javier shook his head. He reached out with unsure hands to clasp hers. “Holland… it doesn’t even make any sense. We don’t hardly even know each other. But…”



She cocked her head, and a tiny smile played at her lips. “Oh.”



“Yeah.” He cleared his throat. “Um.”



“Say it,” she murmured, stepping closer. She let go of his hands and raised hers to stroke her thumbs along the side of his neck. Her lips neared his and her eyes twinkled. He leaned down to kiss her, but Holland slipped a finger around to separate their mouths. He kissed it. “Tell me,” she murmured, and he was burning so hot.



“I love you, Holland,” Javier murmured. “It’s a lot to-”



Her finger fell away, and her hands came together around the back of his head. She pulled him down to her, letting him kiss her, her eyes still so amused. Every inch of Javier roared its need for Holland, body and soul, and his hands roamed her back before pulling her tight to him. Her soft curves molded to his harder frame, and she moaned deep into his mouth, already so wet and waiting for him.



They broke the kiss just long enough for her to murmur, “I love you too.” His eyes widened, and she nodded, smiling. “If it’s crazy, at least we’re crazy together, Javier.”



He kissed her again, on the sides of her lips, then her cheeks and her forehead, showering her with brushes of his lips, eager to explore every inch of this beautiful creature. His hands slid down to her ass and he roamed those magnificent swells, squeezing, caressing as he pushed her back towards the counter. She thought of the “dessert” in the fridge and scooted sideways with him towards the appliance.



“What are you doing?” he growled. “Bedroom’s the other way.”



“Oh, we’ll get there,” Holland said. “But I think we need a snack.”



He pulled away confused until she opened the fridge and hastily shoved aside the milk and the juice. As she bent over, Javier could take no more and raised the back of her dress. She gasped at the cool air on her luscious bottom, and he knelt to kiss each bared cheek before nuzzling the pink nylon panties encasing her sex. He slipped his thumbs into the edges and jerked them down, and Holland’s beautiful, thick sex was revealed to him.



“Oh God,” she breathed, and his first kiss to her most intimate area nearly pitched her forward. “Get undressed. Hurry. Please.” He relented and rose back up, fumbling at the buttons while he stared at her purchases as she lined them up on the counter.



A container of mixed fruit. Whipped cream. Chocolate and caramel sauce. Most interestingly was a small tin of condensed milk. Now that was a new one to him. When she asked, he grabbed a piercing can opener, and an idea struck him. He grinned and stepped to the freezer. She watched him, a finger between her lips, suckling gently at its tip as he withdrew a carton of ice cream and a pair of popsicles. He found another cookie sheet and they assembled the food on it before hurrying through the living area to his bedroom. His bed was quickly stripped of its comforter, and they spread out a pair of old throws, covering most the bed and protecting it from the sticky, intense fun to come.



He cleared off a nightstand with a sweep of his arm, and she giggled as he grabbed the tray from her and nearly dropped it onto the table in his haste to return to her. When Holland reached behind her to unbutton her dress, he swatted her hands away and did it for her groaning as the creamy skin of her back was exposed inch by inch. Her bra matched her panties, and lasted all of about three seconds on her body once there was enough room to unhook it. His hands came around to her breasts, cupping them as he ground his hard-on, still encased in his boxers and pants, into her ass, groaning her name. Her breasts were as ample as he dreamed, and his hands slid along them until he found her achingly hard nipples, drawing a gasp from her. She grasped his fingers and glanced over her shoulder, her lips parted. Javier leaned into her harder and kissed her, his tongue meeting hers as he involuntarily thrust at her backside, his hardness calling to be freed.



“I’m already so wet,” she whispered.



“Show me.”



Reluctantly he let go of her breasts and she turned in a slow half-circle, ending with her legs parted. A tiny triangular patch of trimmed hair pointed the way like a beacon, and he placed his hands on her shoulders to guide her back to the bed. She sat down on the edge, and he brought her a pillow to lay back on while he played. First was whipped cream. He fired a few blasts along her breasts, her belly, and her thighs, avoiding her pussy out of fear that it would get too sticky. She must have sensed his consternation.



“I bought wipes, too,” she murmured. “So we can have some fun and it’ll help get clean after. That’s what I was doing in the bathroom. Hiding those.”



“You. Are. A. Genius,” Javier breathed. “I’m never letting you leave this bedroom.”



Her laugh caressed and refocused him on the task at hand. Next came caramel sauce, drizzled like tiny ropes of snakes near the whipped cream and nearing her entrance. At the dollop he placed on the hood of her nub, Holland bucked upwards. Even just that little sensation at her pussy drove her wild. As he reached out to grab the berries, he leaned down to flick his tongue along that little dollop. It wasn’t more than a tease of what was to come, but Holland clutched the throws between her fingers, trembling. He did it again, once, twice, three times, and rose up to select a blueberry from the container. Pinching it lightly between two fingers, he swirled it along a dollop of whipped cream and caramel syrup on her breast, inching it along her flesh as she let out a soft whimper.



“Mmm, Javier…”



He ran the morsel of fruit along the same patch of sugar-coated flesh again before placing it between his lips. As he brought his mouth up to hers, she leaned up, watching him, amused and so very aroused. Their lips connected around the berry and he crushed it with his teeth, letting the juices trickle into her mouth as his fingers slid down to her sex. She whimpered his name again as his middle finger sliced through her wet folds, collecting some of her natural juices. He tracked the finger through a swirl of whipped cream on her thigh and brought it up to her mouth, unsure if she’d actually want to taste herself and the treat on his finger. But Holland surprised him, grabbing his hand and bringing his finger the last few inches. She sucked it into her mouth, her eyes dancing as she slid her tongue along his digit.



“I kind of… need to confess something too,” Holland said.



“Mm?”



“I get a little bit… mm… wild in bed. I might be… kind of vocal. Don’t judge, okay?”



“Never. That’s fucking sexy, baby,” he murmured, and she grinned.



When she freed his finger from her grasp, he slid down her body, licking up the whipped cream and caramel, stopping frequently to grab a chunk of melon or another berry. These he found creative uses for, sliding them along her folds again, or teasing her sensitive, stiff nipples with them, flicking the fruit around. Usually these bites were split between them, but as he neared the real treat he wanted, he soon left off the fruit and opted instead for a popsicle. It had slowly started to melt and the plastic sleeve accumulated some of its juices. He tore it open, careful not to let any of the liquid escape, and pulled the popsicle out. First he lowered it to the tops of her breasts, and she jumped.



“Too cold?”



“No, just takes some getting used to.”



“Good,” Javier said, grinning as he slid the tip along the tops of her voluptuous breasts. Where the popsicle went, his tongue followed, and he slowly, lazily circled both breasts that way. He slid the popsicle’s melting tip along one of her nipples, but instead of chasing it with his tongue, he leaned down to suck her other nipple into his mouth, creating a delicious dichotomy of cold and warmth that shot through her like spikes. One of her hands slid over to her pussy, stroking herself as he alternated between nipples with his mouth and the cool treat, sometimes sucking at them, sometimes licking, always with that popsicle trailing icy goodness along her flesh.



Her fingers worked furiously as he trailed the popsicle down the valley of her breasts one more time. His mouth kissed where it went, and where it went was south. Intent on his purpose now, Javier stopped only to circle her belly button, sucking some of the accumulated whipped cream, caramel, and popsicle juice out of there.



Holland watched as the popsicle slid down her stomach to her thigh. It was cold, but pleasantly so on the hot summer night, and besides, his mouth warmed her right back up again. Still she wasn’t prepared for the icy tingle left in its wake when Javier finally slid the popsicle across her sex to meet her other thigh. The icy treat made her jump again, gasping. He seemed to understand it was too cool to continue that treatment for long, and played with the treat just long enough to draw it down her folds to the delicate flesh between her rosebud and her pussy. Then he drew it back up one more time before replacing it with his mouth, sucking up the residue and dropping the popsicle somewhere on the tray next to him. He grasped at the plastic sleeve with the juice and drizzled it around her clit, his tongue rising up to meet the droplets and collect them before he settled his mouth over her button, finally tired of his teasing.



“Jesus, Javi, that feels so good, please, please, please don’t stop,” she begged.



He sought out every little drop of sweetness along her folds. There would be no real way to clean all of her, of course, but Javier made a valiant effort anyways, slurping and licking up everything he could, exploring her depths as far as his tongue could allow. She went electric as he plunged deep, her hands shooting down to her pussy to spread herself wider for him. He dragged his tongue up and down her lengths, and reached under her ass for a better grip to go even deeper. Her moans turned ragged when his mouth returned to her clit, so large and throbbing and needing his touch. So he gave it to her, kissing it first before sucking at it, then flicking his tongue around and against it in a pattern that made Holland fly right over the edge. Her back arched up off the bed, her breasts bouncing as she thrust upwards and slammed back down in a dance of raw sexual release.



“Javvviiiii-ohhhhhh fuu-uuu-UCK!” she screamed, her thighs slapping against his cheeks, her feet rising and kicking at the air as she came and came and came. Tiny squirts hit his mouth, his chin, his tongue, juices he thought were somehow sweeter than everything he’d just tasted.



Javier wasn’t done yet with her pleasure, though. He rose up, running his tongue out as far as it could reach to lap up what he could and wiping the rest away with the back of his hand. Her eyes fluttered as her back finally relaxed, but they opened wide again when he slid two fingers into her shockingly tight pussy. Her folds encompassed his digits, welcomed them in, and her gasps came short and quick again.



“Oh God, oh God, oh God, Javi, my sweet Javi…”



He leaned down to engulf one of the nipples poking up through the mess of sticky sweetness left on her chest, sucking it as he curled his fingers into a hook, trying to find her G-spot. His other hand slid under her ass again and he marveled at the soft plentiful curves. If only they never had to leave this bed. He teased her nipple with his teeth, not quite biting it, but giving it a little nip as his fingers inside her explored. Either the nipping got her off or he’d found her spot, because her hips jerked against him, humping at his hand,



“So good, never felt this good…”



He finally, regretfully switched to the other nipple, and found it just as willing and responsive as its partner in crime. This one was still mostly obscured by whipped cream and caramel sauce, so he sucked some into his mouth and trailed his mouth along her breast, to the valley of her cleavage, then up to her collarbone, taking his time there where her perfume was strongest. Then, finally, he kissed her neck, her chin, her mouth. His lips parted and her tongue snaked in, tasting the shared sweetness. The sensations overwhelmed her and her eyes rolled up in her head as she hiccupped half-formed words and moans of pleasure against his mouth.



“Umm mm hmm fu-fu-fu… right… need you… Javi… oh… oh… shit…”



 He broke away from her lips and whispered into her ear, “You’re so fucking beautiful when you come.”



That did it. Her mouth snapped shut and just like before her body rose up off the bed, balancing almost entirely on her butt and her upper back. Breath left her, thought fled from her. All that was left was the pleasure and his hot breath at her ear, and Holland Crowne came again.



When she finally regained some semblance of thought, her hand fell on his with his fingers still in her. “C-can’t…” she murmured, pleading with her eyes for him to understand the words her mouth couldn’t form. He understood and gently pulled his fingers out of her. They were soaked, and he brought them up to his mouth, sucking each finger while she watched, her eyelids drooping so low he thought she might fall asleep. But slowly, carefully, she propped herself up on her elbows, a slow smile warming her face.



“Oh wow, baby. We haven’t even done it yet and this is already the best sex of my life.”



Javier chuckled. “Dessert was fantastic, by the way. I think I have a new favorite treat.” His hand lowered and he tapped the skin next to her thick lips.



“Mm. Give me a minute to recover and then I want a taste of my own.”



While she caught her breath, Javier jogged into the bathroom to grab the wipes she’d bought along with a hand towel, and into the kitchen for a glass of water for her. She accepted it gratefully, and leaned back as he slowly worked the wipes all across her body, trying to get her as clean as possible.



When that was done, she sat up and grinned at him. “Now… someone is severely overdressed.”



“Who, me?” Javier asked, reaching down to undo the button on his slacks. She watched, licking her lips as he unzipped and dropped them to the floor. He’d gone soft when he cleaned her up, but now with her eyes locked on his groin, Javier’s prick began to mount a comeback. Already she could see a bulge forming there, and when she slid down his boxers for him, her gasp was genuine.



“Holy Lord. And you love me?” She stared up at him, astonished. “I must have been a saint in a previous life to deserve you.”



“I feel the exact same way,” he said, chuckling.



Holland swapped Javier spots, and he piled the pillows high so she could crawl on the bed with him on her hands and knees while he lay on his back, watching his sexy, newly-minted girlfriend examine every inch of him.



“I think I could have cut my steak on your abs,” she said wonderingly, and leaned down to kiss the muscles being referred to.



“I’m hugely fond of your body too,” he said, grinning. “I was thinking if we never had to leave this bed, I’d be okay with that.”



“Same. Here.” She kissed him gently, and then picked through the items left on the makeshift tray on the end table. Holland first selected the can of condensed milk, and quickly punched two holes into it. Javier, amused, watched her with an arm folded under his head as she brought it closer and closer. She tipped it just far enough that the heavy sweat cream dripped slowly down his neck, his chest, his abs, and the vee of muscle pointing to his cock.  “I do love a creamy treat,” Holland murmured, and leaned down to lick up the mess she’d just made.



Where he reveled in the tease, Holland was so very ready to taste him. She worked quickly down his body, but made frequent stops for other little treats along the way. A wedge of honeydew she held between her teeth trailed most of his slim stomach and chest before she brought it up to his neck and popped it into her mouth, chewing softly as her hand slipped down to grab his prick for the first time. He groaned and thrust at her, trying to get her to finish him that way, but the playtime was still early and she had so many other plans. Her tongue painted him like a picture, ignoring much of the cream she’d poured on him in favor of tasting his skin. What blueberries were left she crushed in her mouth, dribbling the juice along that sexy vee of muscle under his stomach before slurping it all back up again and swallowing noisily. That brought him to rock hardness, and his heart damn near broke loose when Holland leaned down to examine his dick, so close he could feel her breath on it. Those sexy eyes were locked entirely on his member, but her trembling hand had no problem finding the chocolate sauce.



“I think I’m ready for a nectarine,” she murmured, finally glancing up at him as she worked at the cap of the sauce.



“I didn’t see any of those.”



“I do,” she said, and lifted his prick to give her better access to his heavy, painfully swollen balls.



He chuckled breathlessly. “That’s awful.”



“Says the man about to have his cock sucked.”



“Excellent point.”



It was her turn to chuckle. The chocolate sauce on his balls was a strange sensation to him, both erotic and tingly, not entirely unlike going down a sudden short hill in a fast-moving car. Holland sucked each testicle into her mouth, cleaning them with her tongue. He shaved himself clean, something she’d never seen from another man, and it made a world of difference to how much she enjoyed this. He was clean, and she could dirty him up again without an errant hair spoiling things.



She added a dollop more chocolate sauce to his prick, sliding it up and down with her hand, careful to avoid the head. She dropped the bottle off the side of the bed, missing the tray and not caring. The whipped cream was next, and Holland sprayed it liberally over his cock, his freshly cleaned balls, and a little extra on his belly. With her round ass up in the air, Holland’s lips met his flesh again, lifting her chin just high enough from time to time to glance up at Javier, grinning as she slurped away on the whipped cream and his flesh alike.



“You’re incredible,” he breathed. “That body, fuck, that red hair.”



“Mm,” she moaned against the pelvic muscle. “Tell me more.”



“All I’ve been able to think about is you, Holland. Your breasts, they’re so damn big and perfect. I love how much you liked me sucking on them.”



She squirmed with the pleasure of his words. “Dirtier,” she gasped, blushing hard. “I’ve never… um… had a man talk dirty to me.” At his worried glance, she smiled. “I trust you. It’s just bedroom talk.”



“Okay. Okay.” Swallowing hard and thinking about every fantasy since he met Holland, Javier reached down to stroke her hair. “Your tits, goddamn, do I love your tits. I love those big fat nipples. I want to suck them. I want to oil you up and slide my cock between them. I want to fuck them until I come all over your pretty mouth and your tits.”



Javier thought maybe he was going too far, but her hand reached underneath herself to play with her pussy, and he grinned, the confidence pouring into him.



“And your ass. Holland, Jesus Christ, you’ve got an ass made for my lips. I want to stare at it when I’m fucking you. I want to spank it.” He licked his lips, wondering again if this was going too far. “I want your pussy. That sweet cunt.”



She moaned audibly and reached down to grasp his prick. With one motion, she engulfed him, her warm, wet mouth sliding down his length as far as she could manage. When Holland came up off him, her face was smeared with a combination of chocolate sauce and whipped cream, and she looked like sex made flesh. His prick throbbed in her hand.



“Yes, baby, yes,” Holland gasped, “it’s all yours, anything you want.”



Then she was licking him, her tongue fervently seeking out all the sweetness along his length, staring up at him with those eyes he’d fallen so hard for. Now they screamed of need, of desire, and then she was taking him deep again, his cockhead hitting the back of her throat as she gagged on him.



“Suck my cock, Holland, suck it good, get it clean, because I’m going to fuck you into this bed until you’re screaming again.”



“Mmmmf!” she moaned, her mouth sliding back up until she was nearly off him again, then taking him deep again. And again. And again. Her tongue worked his base, her teeth occasionally slid across his flesh without tearing at it. Her fingers played at her entrance and she began rolling her hips with every deep suck of his cock.



Javier was close, but this wasn’t how he wanted to finish. “I want you,” he said, and there could be no doubt what he meant. Her mouth slid off him and she gave him a goodbye kiss on the tip before reaching over for the wipes. As she cleaned him before dabbing at her own face, he asked, “Too much?”



“No,” Holland said, smiling. “I don’t think I’ve ever trusted anyone else to say those kinds of things to me. I get vocal and it usually scares guys. With you…” she tossed aside the wipe and knelt over him, grabbing hold of his cock as she lowered herself gently. “…it’s fun.”



“Good,” he said, grinning. “Uh, condom?”



“Are you clean?”



“Yes. You?”



“Mm hm.” Holland opened her eyes. “Um. I’m okay risking it if you are. But I’d like you to finish in my mouth, if you can.”



“You’re sure?”



“Yes.” She slid along his length a few times, and she was already so very wet again. She stopped one last time with his cockhead at her entrance, and slowly, she dropped down onto the tip of his cock. “Oh. My. God,” she breathed. “That is… huge.”



“What’s huge?” he asked her, his hands rising to her breasts.



“Your…” Holland blushed, suddenly shy now that they were fucking and staring at one another. “Um.”



“Say it.”



“Your cock. It’s filling me up, Javi.”



And it was, too. She’d been tight around his fingers. Around his prick, she was barely able to fit him. But slowly, gamely, Holland took more of him into her until she hit her limit, closing her eyes and licking her lips, savoring the moment for a long, long time before she began to roll her hips. No one and nothing, not even her best toys, had ever been that deep inside her. She didn’t want to let him go, so instead of bouncing on his cock like she’d intended, she was content to ride him like a rolling wave, her hips doing most of the work while she balanced on his chest with her hands.



“I love you,” she murmured again, and leaned down to kiss him on the next roll.



“I love you,” he replied, and reached around to squeeze her ass. “I can’t believe this is real.”



“Believe it.”



With two screeching orgasms behind her, Holland didn’t expect to head for a third, but the way she rolled against him along with his thick veiny girth stimulated her G-spot. She grabbed one of his hands and slid it down to her clit. When he began rubbing his thumb along it, she let out a deeply satisfied sigh.



They connected like that for a long while, building a nice, easy rhythm. Javier ached to finish, but Holland’s body betrayed a slow buildup of steam and he desperately wanted her to climax while he was fucking her. His balls protested, but then again, they’d just been treated to a delicious tongue-lashing so their opinion could fuck off for a while. His free hand roamed her ass while his other one played with her clit. Her slow, lunging rolls soon turned into erratic shorter bounces, and her breaths came harder and harder.



The hand on her ass came around to her breasts, his fingers splaying across the plentiful flesh while his thumb sought out her nipple. They spoke no words, letting their bodies do the talking for them, and what a conversation they had. She couldn’t support herself upright any longer and leaned down, her breasts brushing his chest as he took over the work for her, thrusting his cock up into Holland with much the same pace as she’d set for them. Her breaths seemed timed to the connection of their flesh, but soon she was hiccupping out that delightful mix of half-syllables again, rushing towards an unbelievable third climax now.



“Baby, oh Javi, oh-oh-oh, f-fu.. shi… l-lo-lolo… want it… so c-clo…”



“Come for me, Holland,” he encouraged her, “So sexy right now. Sexiest thing I’ve ever seen. Your little pussy is taking me so deep.”



“So deep,” she repeated, eyes squeezed shut.



“We get to do this the rest of our lives, baby, me fucking you.”



A blissful, sleepy smile overtook her, and Holland gasped one last time wordlessly, her body shaking to a quiet, shuddering orgasm. She didn’t screech this time, but it was just as good as the first two. He pulled out of her, and Holland dropped beside him, rolling onto her back as he slid between her legs. Javier lifted them by the ankles and guided himself back where he belonged. She reached up to gently cup his cheek as he began to thrust harder and harder into her.



“Come for me, Javi, it’s your turn now, you’ve been so good to me.”



“I’ve wanted you so much,” he murmured back, and leaned down to kiss her again on his next hard stroke.



“We’re together now, and it’s the way it’s meant to be, and you love me and I love you.”



“Yesss,” Javier hissed. He built up a rhythm again, sweat rolling down his forehead, and he looked like he was in pain holding back his release. She traced his chest, squeezed his ass, kept whispering sweet little things he loved to hear until he could take no more. “Holland, I’m close.”



“Give me my last treat for the night,” she murmured, and he slid out of her, his cock wet and ready. He crawled up the bed in a hurry, and she opened her mouth wide. In went the tip, and his hand jerked up and down his shaft just a few times before Javier was coming, pouring out his tension, his need for her, and she swallowed, swallowed, swallowed until there was nothing left.



Never had either of them felt so sated. Though they were exhausted, they stayed up late that night, talking, laughing, finishing off the bottle of wine between them. In the late, late morning when they both woke from warm, satisfied dreams, they made love again before he drove her back to her house to collect a few personal odds and ends. In another week, they drove back there again, this time to gather up most of her clothes.



And in another month, Javier came into Bites on one of Holland’s days off to talk to her sisters, to ask them the most important question of his life. They gave him their blessing, and they cried, and there was laughter too when he told them his plan.



* * *



Holland pulled up to her usual parking spot out back, humming as she got out of the car. Even getting called in on her day off couldn’t ruin the good mood she’d been in. Javier had been so loving, so sweet the night before. Well… the first time, anyways. The second time, there was really no word that described it better than fucking. She loved him both ways, that kind, gentle side and that part of him that turned into a growling, needing beast taking her from behind while she shouted her pleasure into one of his pillows.



Their second week together, they’d talked seriously about kids, and where they wanted this to go. Both of them agreed without much hesitation they were absolutely okay with a big family, and neither of them wanted to wait much longer. He’d stopped bothering to pull out of her when he finished, and it was so much better for her that way. Given how often they’d done it, Holland harbored no doubt in her mind whatsoever she was already pregnant.



And while there came some trepidation with that, she felt like there could be no better man in the universe for her. Sure, they were still in the infatuated stage of their relationship, but the honest back and forth between them lead to some serious, deep conversations and she hoped they could always be open and communicative like that. She was ready. She was so very ready.



Holland knocked on the back door, still humming. Jewel let her in, grinning ear to ear. “Hey, Holl. Thanks for coming in.”



“Hey, Jewel. No problem. Which cash register is it that’s acting up?”



“My station. You’ll see it when you get in there.”



Opal leaned on the counter, an uncharacteristic smile on her face. Out by her register, Karlee glanced aside and grinned. But there was only one customer in the whole store, and the open sign had been swapped over to closed.



“Javi? What’s going on?” Holland asked, heart thumping in her chest.



“I came here to buy my beautiful, incredibly sweet, caring, hardworking girlfriend a pastry. Recommend anything?” Javier asked. He was dressed in a suit, his best one, charcoal gray with a black shirt underneath.



“Whaaat?” Holland asked, still confused, but knowing in the very back of her mind what was going on. Her heart beat harder still and she had a hard time not shouting the yes building up in her throat right there.



Karlee nudged her and pointed to the case. Inside was one single pastry, just a tiny little cream puff. Holland reached inside, grabbed it, and put it on a plate. She glanced back at Jewel. Her older sister was crying rivers, but grinning. Holland placed the cream puff onto a plate and slid around her baby sister, stopping just long enough to give her a hug and kiss the top of her head. “Thank you,” she whispered, then louder to Jewel, she repeated the same thing.



“No,” Karlee said seriously. “Thank you. You are the best sister in the world. Well, tied with Grumpypants.”



Jewel laughed shakily, but could say nothing. She just came to join her youngest sister, and they hugged each other as Holland slowly joined her boyfriend at a table with a single electric candle and a bouquet of roses. Javier pulled out her chair for her, and Holland sat down, still not quite believing this wasn’t some elaborate prank, but then she slowly bit into the cream puff, and it was there, the glint of a diamond ring, and Javier was kneeling beside her, on one knee.



“Holland,” he murmured. “I love you. I have from the very first minute. You are, without question, the kindest, most captivating person I’ve ever met. My world, my existence, is yours. Will you marry me?”



“Yes,” Holland whispered. “Yes, of course, yes.”



She withdrew the diamond ring from the remains of the cream puff, her own tears flowing now. In her trembling palms, it seemed both so tiny and so infinitely huge. And as Javier slipped the ring onto her finger, Holland saw something impossible, but clear as day. Through the front window, a woman walked by, gazing at the newly engaged couple. A friend Holland never had the chance to say goodbye to winked now and blew her a kiss before she disappeared again.











Epilogue



The Odd Case of the Caged Man



 



Contains: a callback to one of my previous short stories, The Erotic Hypnotic from the collection Delectable Fancies. Read it first if you like, but the long and short is a well-meaning man comes into the ability to control minds.



 



“You’re bored.”



Sweat dripping down his forehead from their morning jog, Declan glanced at his wife Sophie. Unlike him, with the fire in his lungs and his aching legs, Sophie still managed to look composed as she stretched a leg behind her. With children had come a complacency that led to a few extra pounds for both of them, but now that they’d hired a fantastic nanny, they had no excuses for not getting back into shape. Besides, they loved this time together. Not that they didn’t love their kids, but the chance to be alone together was a blessing they enjoyed when it came around.



“Stretch,” Sophie chided him gently. A hand fell to the fanny pack around her waist, and she dug out a bottle of water. “We’re going back in two.”



Declan laced his hands behind his head and groaned. Not that he was in bad shape when they met, not by a long shot, but she was much more disciplined about cardio than he was and was great at cracking the whip. “You’re an evil woman. And what do you mean, I’m bored? I love our jogs.”



“Not that. I mean you’re bored at home.” She uncapped the bottle and took a deep swig.



“Hey now,” Declan said, dropping his hands and stepping close so he could cup her cheeks. “Never with you and the kids.”



“That’s not what I meant and you know it.”



Declan shrugged. All right, maybe he was bored a bit. His hypnotic therapy clients were a good bunch, but it had been months since he had a fascinating case come along. Mostly nowadays it was couples who just needed a nudging back towards each other, something he was happy to provide, but it wasn’t very stimulating. “It’s just slow at work right now. Maybe with the long weekend coming up we could sneak away with the kids to California or something. Go see some amusement parks, hit the ocean, that sort of thing.”



“What about that prisoner in Florida? The one that had you so fascinated?”



Jayce Dionne. Now that really was a crazy situation. Four bank robbers botched a job thanks to one of them calling the police. Two escaped, namely Jayce and a gorgeous woman with cancer. They’d been found in a shitheap of a house fucking when the cops burst in. The intensity and movie-star good looks of the couple sparked a nation’s interest, and although the case was only weeks old, there was already talk about a movie with some very big names attached.



“What about him?” Declan asked, confused.



“Don’t you want to know what happened? The whole story?”



“Well, sure.” Declan scratched his chin. “Yeah, all right, I really do. But that’s no fun for the kids and you.”



She kissed his cheek. “Honey, I hear Florida has beaches and amusement parks too. The kids and I would be fine.”



Declan chuckled. “Yeah, I suppose they do. Besides, a trip to Florida would give me a chance to check in on Samuel and see how his college is shaping up.”



Sophie’s eyes twinkled. “You just want to scope out the hot teachers.”



“Mm, none of them would be as hot as my wife up there at the front of the class.” He wrapped his arms around her back and goosed her ass in her tight running shorts. “In a little short skirt and a blouse. Hair pinned up.”



“Oooh, I think we might have to play out that little fantasy,” Sophie murmured. She reached down to grasp his hardening prick through his basketball shorts. Neither of them minded much what anyone at the end of that cul-de-sac thought. Declan was more than capable of dealing with any trouble they might get into. Her darling, boyish husband might not have been intimidating, but he had been blessed with other talents thanks to a drug-testing program with unforeseen consequences.



“Hell yes,” Declan murmured. But this wasn’t the time for much more than a grope or two, and they reluctantly started home, keeping a more easy-going pace this time.



“Any idea how you’ll get in to talk to him?”



Declan thought about that and frowned. “It’ll be tricky, even for me. But Sienna’s been helping Samuel vet teachers and students at the school. She owes me a favor or ten for hooking her up with Barrett’s investment group. With her doing some work beforehand it would be doable.” Barrett was the financial backbone to many of the good works Declan’s inner circle tried to perform around the country and elsewhere, and outside of Sophie, he was Declan’s closest friend.



“Good. Glad you’ll have backup.”



As he focused, Declan squinted at nothing in particular in the distance. Meeting this Jayce would take a lot of work, and he’d need to be prepared. He wanted to know this guy’s history in and out, what he could find about him, because something had seemed tremendously off about the man’s face when they were arrested – not during the actual sex when the officers found them, but in the shots afterwards, when Jayce looked after his partner. Declan knew that face. He’d once ruined someone’s life, destroyed her mind. Though their pain could not possibly be the same, his own self-loathing recognized its kindred, and in Jayce, he thought he saw something real in his regret. A few ideas why that might be had been tickling the back of his mind since he watched the coverage of the arrest, but Declan wanted to research Jayce first to get an idea of who he’d be dealing with.



Beside him as their feet pounded a beat on the pavement, Sophie glanced aside at her husband and his look of concentration. She smiled to herself. Yep. Definitely intrigued.



* * *



 Jayce followed a guard to the visiting room. Trailed by two more, there was little doubt as to how dangerous they thought he was. There was no way of assuring them otherwise, so he didn’t bother. The truth would have made them laugh.



That he had a visitor wasn’t surprising. Jayce had been expecting someone from the military at some point or another. No matter what they offered him, though, Jayce wasn’t going back. He’d rot in prison before going back overseas.



This time of day, the visiting room was half full with other inmates and their guests. As he was still the newest belle on the block, all of them ignored Jayce as he was led to a table. A boyish-faced man with a fresh suntan half-rose to shake his hand. Not anyone he recognized. Seemed his old colonel couldn’t be bothered to make an appearance himself. Shocking, the way they’d ended things. Jayce almost snorted.



“Jason Hogue,” the stranger said, smiling.



Jayce said nothing, but shook the man’s hand on instinct anyways before settling down. It had been a while since he heard his real name.



“My name is Declan Malloy. I’m… well, that’ll come in a while. I’m here to talk to you. That’s it. It took me a hell of a long time to unravel your secrets,” the man said.



Jayce almost raised an eyebrow, but slammed his impassive emotional wall into place. Not from the colonel, then. Someone else. Someone that knew the man he’d buried to become this shell.



Malloy lifted a briefcase up off the floor and settled it on the table. It was another oddity, since they weren’t allowed in the visiting room. “Mr. Hogue, I’m going to talk for a while, because I’m vain and I’d like to think I figured everything out. At the end, you tell me how right and wrong I am, and then we’ll really have ourselves an odd conversation.”



Jayce said nothing while the man laid out a dozen photographs on the table. Jayce – or Jason, as he’d still been back then – was featured in the first few, but divided between the rest were pictures of the places he’d been overseas. Places where he’d left bodies. The last few were of Sarai, probably taken from her phone.



Quietly, Declan said, “Your family died in a terrible car wreck when you were sixteen. You tried to lie about your age to sign up for the military immediately afterwards, then applied two days after you turned eighteen. You obtained your GED instead of graduating high school, which might have limited your potential in the military. But you scored off the charts on the ASVAB and impressed your recruiter when he found out you’d been involved in five separate cases in just under a year of stepping in and either defusing potentially violent situations or physically stopping altercations from getting out of hand.”



Now Jayce was truly spooked. Those were sealed records.



“You were fast-tracked to highly specialized training. Within two years, you were given to the care of Colonel Larry Maravola. Under his command, you and a small team investigated and stopped private military companies from selling arms to dangerous enemies of the United States. Once I found that out, I had to come here and at least shake your hand and tell you thank you. If for nothing else.”



Jayce couldn’t help a confused blink.



“But the life overseas wore you down, especially when you found out a fellow soldier was taking bribes. He drew on you, you were faster. But you were done emotionally and spiritually and Maravola knew it. After a token argument between the two of you, he arranged to have you honorably discharged. Within another month, you’d undergone a change of identity to protect yourself from potential backlash and you were given a new life here. How am I doing so far?”



Jayce said nothing. The man did an odd thing with his hands, and words tumbled out of Jayce’s lips. “Gun running wasn’t the only thing we investigated, but it’s close enough. Why am I telling you this?”



Malloy shrugged. “I bring the best out in people. You wind up here. You land a job at a garage changing oil and tires for Gene Halberg. Your boss is a nutjob, but his sister… now she’s intriguing. Sarai.” Jayce stared at him, mute again. “She’s a whirlwind. You fall for her. Hard. As it turns out, though, Sarai has cancer. Gene knows a guy who can arrange for her to have surgery. It’ll cost a fortune in bribes, but it’d cost even more to have it done legitimately. Gene or Hestor, I’m not sure which, comes to you with a plan to rob a bank. Sarai thinks it’s for all of your sakes, but you know the truth. You’re doing this for her.”



Jayce stood up, but at a quiet command from Declan, he sat back down again. Something was very, very odd about this guy, and though Jayce had been in countless fights, a thrill of confusion and fear shot through him. This man was controlling him somehow. Actually mentally controlling him. Drugs, maybe passed through the skin by their handshake. Was that even possible? He had no idea.



“Now here’s where I had to start doing some guesswork. Cops found yours and Sarai’s guns weren’t loaded, and two more like it were in the car that I’m guessing were supposed to be Hestor and Gene’s. I saw the footage. You were shocked when they started firing. They brought other guns.”



Jayce folded his hands on the table, and for the first time in the conversation, he said something he meant to. “No one was ever supposed to get hurt.”



“Even when they weren’t loaded, someone was always going to get hurt swinging them around, Jason,” Declan chided him gently. “What did you expect the cops to do?”



Jayce hung his head. The guy was right. Of course he was right. Then his chin rose defiantly. “I did what I had to do.”



“To make sure she got the surgery, right?”



There was a long pause, then softly, “Yeah. Even if we pulled off the job, there was no way she was going to get it. The doc might have taken the money and run. Or worse. What kind of a doctor takes bribes like that? How likely is he to fuck up? Inside, she gets a shot at treatment from a legitimate doctor. I wish I could’ve talked her and Gene into a normal hospital, but they were right. The debt, it would’ve killed them more’n the cancer. I love her. Even if she hates me for this, I did the best I could for her. I just hope she doesn’t fuck it up when she gets out.”



Declan Malloy studied him for a while, and nodded. “That’s all I needed to hear.” He stood up, and offered his hand again.



“Who are you? What was all this?” Jayce asked, rising to his feet. He shook on reflex.



“Just a man satisfying his curiosity,” Declan said, smiling.



* * *



 Putnam, one of the guards in charge, came by his cell two weeks later. “Well, ain’t you a lucky dog, Dionne.”



Jayce put aside the tattered old thriller he’d been reading and sat up. “Huh?”



“Walk right in, walk right out. Get up. You’re going to talk to the judge.”



The talk with the judge and his attorney was brief, angry, and short. There had been a massive fuckup by one of the arresting officers. Nothing about the story made any sense. Jayce knew the officers’ names who’d arrested him, and the person the judge was talking about hadn’t been there. Nor did the story hold any water legally whatsoever. There was no way they’d let him go over misfiled paperwork. But both the judge and the attorney seemed to accept all this as though it were a common, everyday thing, and Jayce walked out of the courtroom a free man. There was even a ride waiting for him outside.



“You,” Jayce said to Declan Malloy.



Declan smiled faintly. “We have some things to discuss.”



They drove to a restaurant, and Declan watched Jayce eat as though he’d been in prison for years, not months. While the man polished off a heaping plate of chili fries, Declan pulled out his cell phone and brought up some pictures. Wordlessly, he held it up as the other man was hoisting a fistful of fries to his mouth. The fries dropped to the plate, and Jayce snatched the phone out of his hands.



The pictures were all of Sarai. In one, she was in a hospital gown, staring out a window. In another, an oxygen mask covered her face, her eyes closed. Yet another was a long shot of her surrounded by doctors or nurses or whatever in scrubs. The final picture was of a scar along her stomach.



Jayce handed the phone back with trembling fingers. “You?”



“Yeah.”



“Is she okay?”



“With cancer, there’s always a chance it’s still sneaking around in there. I can’t promise you the world, Jason. But the people I, ah, talked into this, they’re very good at what they do.”



“Can I see her?”



Declan drew a deep, deep breath, and Jayce’s heart broke. “No. I’m sorry. I genuinely am. The woman you knew, Sarai… I couldn’t risk her becoming a threat to innocent people again. She’s undergoing a series of treatments that will help her become a new individual. Given the depths of her fury with you, if she were to see you, there are mental blocks that would crumble. But who she is now… I can promise you this. She will be safe. She will be watched over carefully for the sake of her mental and physical health. She will be loved.”



Jayce rubbed his face with both hands, and finally, slowly nodded. “And what about me? Am I… going to lose myself?”



Declan kept his hands flat on the table. “Do you want to?” he asked quietly.



“What’s the alternative?”



“Jason, I exist to give people second chances. It’s how I can live with… some of the things I’ve done. What I never do is give someone a third chance at life. I’m willing to try, though. I think you’re a good man. I think you got swept up in a bad situation and you just didn’t think things through.” He gestured at the phone. “And I think I can’t take the memory of her away from you. If I didn’t remember my wife, it would eat at me the rest of my life. It did her, the time she spent not remembering who I am.” Declan finished off his coffee and leaned forward. “If you accept, Jayce Dionne dies today, same as Jason Hogue once did. You’ll be recognized everywhere. That can be fixed, but the surgeries will take a while. A year, maybe. I will front that and your living expenses. You’ll be out of the country for a while, somewhere safe and far more comfortable than a cell. Once we can bring you back, you’ll be working with me and my associates in whatever capacity we need you. Driver. Bodyguard. If we tell you to pick up a gallon of milk, you’ll do it. It will not be glamorous work, but I promise you, you will be helping out people trying to do the right thing in this world. You can keep your memories but there will be some limitations drilled into you. I won’t have you working with us if there’s a chance we might see you commit another violent crime. If you somehow find a way around my rules, your mind will be wiped. That’s not negotiable and there will be no more chances.”



Jayce grabbed the fries he’d dropped and thought about that. “I’ve had more of those than a man deserves. I can live with that.”



“You agree, then?”



Jayce nodded. “You promise me I won’t forget her or my family and that I can sleep in a real bed not locked behind steel bars, I’ll scrub your toilets the rest of your life and smile about it.”



Instead of shaking, Declan made that odd triangular shape with his hands again. Jayce could remember nothing of the conversation they had after. All he knew was that he blinked and the sun went from nearly above their head to settling over the horizon. Declan stuck out his hand, and dazed, Jayce shook it again. Outside waiting for Jayce was a car and a driver, and in the backseat was a suitcase specifically for him. He peeked inside and found an assortment of freshly purchased clothes, toiletries, and a picture of him and Sarai from the garage. He wanted to thank Declan, but the other man was already getting into his car. The strange man honked as he pulled away, and Jayce raised a hand in farewell.



The driver said nothing to him on the way to a small airstrip in the middle of nowhere, and Jayce said nothing to him in response, other than a mumbled thanks when they arrived. Another man standing next to a small private jet helped him board. In fifteen minutes, they were wheels up, the Atlantic glimmering in the distance. Jayce leaned his head against the window, the picture of Sarai and himself in hand, and he whispered, “Goodbye.”



 



* * * * *



 



Thanks for reading! Please consider leaving a review. It’s one of the best ways you can help a writer out. And if you enjoyed these stories, how about checking out some of my other erotic collections? You won’t run into any duplicate stories, though you might find some links between characters in the collections. See if you can spot them all.



 




Delectable Fancies




 




A general collection of erotic short stories and romances, Delectable Fancies includes stories about a wife’s discovery of her cheating husband, consensual mind control, a playful take on the rich billionaire genre, and a road trip ménage novella.




 




Neighbors




 



Featuring two hot and sweet novellas, Neighbors focuses on stories about the women next door. The first novella follows a blossoming romance between a young college student and a slightly older neighbor. The other novel, a personal favorite, follows a failed actor as he returns home and falls in love with the hard-on-her-luck neighbor next door.



 




The Wives




 



These two novellas and a playful short story feature a married couple falling in love with a female houseguest, a wife’s secret desire to have sex on a train, and a sweet romance about a male barista falling for a woman who will only agree to date him for two weeks after a failed marriage has left her bitter and broken.



 




Bites




 



A smaller collection of short stories, Bites features a hot and heavy couple discovering their lust for each other minutes before cops are about to break down their door and arrest them for a robbery. Another story follows a married couple as they fall in lust with their new neighbors, a pair of sexy webcam girls. And a third long and sweet novella follows the proprietor of a new bakery falling for a junior executive, leading to a hot and sticky food play scene.



 



 




Wisps





Four women are vacationing on Rahu Island for wildly different reasons. Some for love, some to get away from it all, and some to have the wildest time of their lives. Four intertwined stories of love and lust await!



 




Bodies of Knowledge




 



Seven short stories and novellas about hookups between the sexiest teachers and students (all over nineteen!) at Hudwell Academy await readers in this lengthy collection. Featuring super-hot gangbangs, wild orgies, and sweet romantic one-on-one scenarios, this one has a little bit of everything for those who enjoy college fantasies.



 




Ginger Bred




 



On a quiet Christmas Eve in New Bainbridge, twelve men and women are about to be given gifts of love and lust in this steamy holiday collection. Featuring everything from ultra-sweet one-on-one romances to raw, frenetic orgies, there’s sure to be a present under this particular tree to satisfy your Christmas cravings.
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