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“Look at that thot.”

That “thot” was Everett’s best friend Miranda. She bent over to press her RFID chipped bracelet to the arcade game’s front panel, showing off her terrific ass and long tanned legs in a pair of high-cut khaki shorts.

The douchebag who made the snide comment sat at a table right next to Everett’s. He was with two other guys, none of whom were going to be up for any gentleman of the year awards. Everett fought down the urge to push away from his table and kick their asses. Instead, he sipped his beer and swirled another spicy chicken eggroll around in a sweet and spicy sauce, and took a bite as Miranda picked her character in a game of Big Brawlas.

“Goddamn, I want to see that ass bouncing on my dick,” another one of the guys said.

The third one sneered. “I bet you a beer she loses the first round.”

Everett had enough. He turned his head, and said quietly, “You guys play?”

One of them snorted. “Yeah, man, we play.”

“Took third in the last tournament they had in town,” another said. He was a tall guy with a full, untrimmed beard and a bowler hat Everett wanted to knock off his head and toss in a dumpster. “What do you think?”

“I think…” Everett dug out his wallet and flipped through the bills, making sure the guy got an eyeful. “…I’ll bet you fifty you can’t beat her.”

The guys started laughing, but Bowler Shitkicker’s smile faded quickly. “You’re serious.”

“Yup.”

“Fuck yeah, I’ll take that bet.” The guy stood up and chugged what was left of his beer.

“I want to see your money first,” Everett said.

The giant asshole frowned, but dug in his wallet and muttered, “Let me hit the ATM.” He walked away for a few, and came back with three twenties in hand. Everett agreed to make it an even sixty, and the douche sauntered over to Miranda. She glanced aside at him as he waved his own RFID bracelet at the game panel, leaning in annoyingly close to her legs and her ass and making sure Everett and Miranda both caught him staring.

“Your boyfriend just bet me sixty bucks I can’t beat you,” he said.

“Yeah?” Miranda said, glancing at Everett. She rolled her eyes, then turned her head to the dickweed. “Make it eighty and I’ll even let you pick my character.”

For the first time, the guy hesitated, sensing he was being made a fool of before he’d even played. But his friends were watching, and Everett guessed – rightly – he was the type of man who wouldn’t back down from some brag when people’s eyes were on him. Finally he grunted, and said, “Yeah, all right, fuck it.”

Of the eighteen fighters in the game, Cheroot was generally considered the worst because of her short reach, and Bowler Shitkicker had Miranda pick her for that reason. Everett didn’t bother to get up to watch the match. Miranda stayed out of the competitive fighting game tournaments these days, but back when she was a teenager and they were just a couple of goofy kids learning how to stream, she took tenth in a national tournament and first in countless local ones.

She never let the Bowler have a chance. He went straight for his character’s best combo right out of the gate, no doubt thinking he’d impress her by memorizing a string of button presses, but Miranda clearly had his number, and blocked the combo before letting loose with one of her own. To his credit, he did get in a nice sixteen-percent combo midway through the round, but it was his only real offense. Miranda took him that round, and the second ended in a completely one-sided victory, the only damage done to her character through a couple light strikes.

“Fuckin’… fuckin’… this is bullshit!” Bowler Shitkicker shouted, hitting the buttons in frustration.

“Hey, don’t be a prick of a loser,” Miranda said, and now Everett did stand up. If the guy was hitting the machine, he might hit her, and that would make Everett go ballistic. He started towards the pair as the Bowler’s friends stood up too, looking around uncertainly. One of the bartenders across the big bar arcade noticed the trouble, and started towards them, but he wouldn’t get there in time if the asshole decided to throw a punch.

“Fuck you, bitch!” the Bowler said. He threw the four twenties at her, and Everett was there, putting a firm hand on Miranda’s shoulder and stepping between her and the angry asshole.

“It’s done,” Everett said calmly. “All right?”

“You cheat and set me up like this? Fuck no it’s not done!”

“Then what are you going to do?” Everett asked as Miranda picked up the money. “Hm? Want to take a swing at me?”

“There a problem?” the bartender asked.

Miranda turned to him. “No, Morris, no problem. We’re okay.”

“You can’t be betting like that in the bar,” Morris said, but no one was paying him any mind. Bowler’s friends came up behind him and put a hand on his shoulder, trying to pull him away, but instead, the asshole did it. He took a swing at Everett.

Everett saw him tense, saw the fist come up, and tucked his chin instinctively. The punch bounced off his forehead, hurting Bowler Shitkicker’s hand worse than he hurt Everett. Everett could have jacked him in the jaw or kicked him in the balls. Either target was wide open. Instead, he glared at the other guy.

“You done?”

Bowler gaped at him. The bartender shouted, “Hey, knock that shit off and get out of here!”

The guy’s friends grabbed his arms, and he allowed himself to be hauled backwards towards the door. “I’m going,” he snapped at them, and mercifully, they did.

* * *

Miranda didn’t live all that far from the arcade bar. There was a chance the asshole might be waiting to jump her, so Everett walked with her. They split the twenties, and he felt pretty good, all things considered. Forty bucks for a shot to the skull. That was a decent trade.

Miranda didn’t say much, but as they hit the sidewalk on the last block, she started snickering. “’You done?’” she intoned, trying to talk as gruffly as Everett.

“Didn’t know what else to say.”

“That’s pretty good. Your forehead okay?”

“Yeah. Sorry about that guy. I wouldn’t have made the bet if I knew he was that explosive.”

She grinned. “Don’t worry about it. You just bought me new lingerie.”

Hm. Now didn’t that just bring his cock to attention.

He’d known Miranda for going on seven years. They kept bumping into each other at the same gaming and streaming conventions, and struck up a companionable friendship, albeit a relatively long-distance one. Everett moved to Miranda’s hometown, New Bainbridge, in the last few months after a disastrous break-up with his ex-girlfriend left him wanting a change in scenery. That Miranda was there too was a massive cherry on top. They’d been hanging out more and more, and he had a feeling they were heading towards something. But he didn’t want to presume, and besides, he was enjoying the nights like this, save for when guys tried to cold cock him.

“Want to do some impromptu streaming tonight?” she asked him. “I kinda want to tell that story to my followers. Great way to weed out some assholes.”

“Yeah, sure, I could stick around a while if you think my car will be okay.”

She waved dismissively at that. “We’ll go grab it and bring it back here. Besides, I want some drinks so we can do this up right.”

Miranda rented an L-shaped house straight out of the seventies with a big bean shaped pool. Everett’s streaming income was respectable, but he still needed a part-time job in the mornings to pay his rent. Miranda, on the other hand, made a considerable amount more. Not a fortune by any means, but she was comfortable. Plus, Miranda was making smart inroads into other video ventures, the most promising of with she called the Ponytail Triumvirate. For a slice of two local streamers’ profits, Miranda took them under her wing and got them started with her, and they often did joint videos and streams that drew in tons of viewers. In a year or two, it would probably take over her primary streaming channel in terms of income, a fact she was pleased about because, as she said, a rising tide raised all ships.

Her terrier mix Brisco yapped excitedly at them from the top of the couch as he peered outside. Before he’d been abandoned in the woods by his previous owners, Brisco had been severely burned and left with several broken teeth and a cracked jawbone. The vets did what they could, but even now his mouth sat ajar at a crooked angle, half his teeth on full display, making him look far meaner than the sweetheart he actually was. Before they left to grab Everett’s car and some alcohol, Miranda ducked in for the dog and his leash, but Brisco raced out, ignoring her and jumping right up on Everett’s leg. He reached down and scooped the dog up so it could give him kisses.

“You teach him so many bad habits,” Miranda said, sighing for the theatricality of it, but she had yet to seriously chide Everett for the bits of food he was always sneaking Brisco or the way he coddled the pup whenever Everett saw him.

“Gonna get him started on cigarettes and rum next week,” Everett said, holding the dog out so she could hook his leash to his collar. The little guy would stick right with them – he worshipped Everett and loved his adoptive dog mom – but there had been complaints from neighbors about unleashed dogs.

They waited for Brisco to do roughly six figure eights before he settled on a place to do his business. Miranda cleaned up after him and tried to coax him back inside, but Brisco stared up at her with his sweetest grin and she sighed.

“All right, you can go, but Everett’s holding you in the liquor store.”

They opened up the garage and hopped into her Eclipse. The convertible was old and cranky and drove about as fast as they could walk, but somehow, when Miranda was driving, it fit her. Cars had a funny way of doing that sometimes. They could be the biggest rust heap on the road, but put the right person behind the wheel, and it became as great a pairing as cheese and apples.

They kept the top down, and Miranda dug out her cat-eye sunglasses. They did wonders to accentuate her strong facial features, especially framed with her black, flowing hair. Everett had dreamed countless times about running his hands through her long locks. Her hair always seemed like Miranda herself – almost on the edge of wild.

The rest of her brought about just as many fantasies. Her mix of Italian and Middle Eastern looks gave her an exotic tinge, but her body was classic bombshell. Everett knew her before her breasts had fully developed and when her ass was more bony than ripe. Back then, Miranda always thought her teeth would never grow into her face right, but even from day one, Everett knew he was very likely never to meet someone as beautiful as her. So far, he’d been proven right.

Everett thought he did a pretty good job keeping his lust for her stored away. Miranda caught him looking a few times, just as he caught her occasional glances at him. Everett’s focus outside of games streaming was a freebie channel dedicated to working out at home or on a budget. His following was small compared to hers, but the workout videos were consistently drawing more and more viewers to his profitable gaming streams and videos, so that helped. He had some vague ideas about branching out into cooking videos too, but he’d like to get some professional lessons under his belt first. Plus it would make for a good hobby, he figured.

In any case, Everett knew he had flaws. His nose was too big for his face and when he let his beard go more than a week, it became awfully apparent he could only grow it in rough boyish patches. He wasn’t fond of his birth marks either, thanks to his bullying brothers in his formative years. But once he was in high school, Everett discovered he really liked working out, and grew to love track and field. Once he got away from his parents and their insistence that carbs were the backbone of all meals, he dropped weight fast and started eating more of a protein-rich diet.  Now, at nearly six-four, his body felt right to him – though he did occasionally splurge like that night. Miranda was a bad influence in that regard.

Or maybe a good one. Everett loosened up around her. He always felt a bit closed off by himself, but with Miranda, life became more pleasurable. He might complain about the calories in things like the appetizer tray they got at the arcade pub, but the truth was, he liked that she insisted on him splitting snacks like that with her, or pints of ice cream, or whatever was on her mind. Not that she ate unhealthily as a rule, but around friends, Miranda was far more carefree than him and it balanced him out.

Now, she glanced over at him at a red light, grinning. “You’re in the labyrinth again.”

That was her term for when Everett was in his own head. He realized he must have been staring for a while, and turned his head to glance at the houses around them. “I need to work off the appetizer tray later.”

“Do an exercise segment with me. You, shirtless?” He glanced sharply at her, thinking Miranda was coming onto him. That would have been a first. They always kept things friendly. Sure, some of their hugs might go on long, and a few times he kissed her, always a peck, usually after they hadn’t seen each other for a few months or longer. But Miranda kept going, and if she noticed his discomfort, she didn’t say. “You’re going to drive my numbers up by the billions. Billions!”

He couldn’t help but laugh, and finally relaxed again. They arrived at the liquor store, and while he toted around Brisco, Miranda picked out a bottle of rum along with a few mixers. She paid, and they headed back to the car park for his Toyota Avalon. Brisco rode with him, his snout poking out the window, sniffing at all the wonders of the world until they reached Miranda’s again. At her front door, as she fumbled out her keys, Miranda glanced back at Everett and Brisco, and said something extremely odd.

“Do you want to be here?”

“Huh? Of course I do.”

She bit her lip. “Sometimes it’s hard to tell.”

“Hanging out with you is always the best parts of my week,” Everett said, hoping it didn’t sound like too much of a come-on.

Her eyebrows raised at that, and Miranda blinked. “I… yeah. Mine too. Sorry. I’m in my own head. Guess who has two thumbs and is on her period?” She made two thumbs and pointed them at her face. “This girl.”

He snorted a laugh, and she let them inside. Ten minutes later, as they were setting up for a two-person stream, he forgot the conversation even happened, and wouldn’t remember until late that night, on his back in bed, wishing he could sleep but drowning in his thoughts of her.

* * *

“And we’re checking volume, checking volume, checking volume,” Miranda said. “Say something to our fine-ass viewers at home, Shaggy Shade.”

The nickname was Everett’s oldest online name, a handle he still used offhandedly for website and stream purposes though he never called himself it in videos anymore. Everyone knew their real names anyways. “Hey, fine-ass viewers at home. How we sounding?”

They read through the comments together. In among the calls for more volume on Everett’s mic were a mix of delighted fans happy to see another Miranda and Everett combination, along with those mostly male viewers of Miranda’s who didn’t want to see a dude on her stream. Everett took it all in stride. That was the Internet for you.

They fiddled with the audio, and finally Everett’s mic was up to a reasonable volume. Miranda, still in her khaki shorts but now donning a flattering, vee-necked tee, started the official stream as she booted up the console version of Big Brawlas.

“We’re going to be playing Big Brawlas today, and there’s a reason for that. For those of you who don’t follow his Shaggy Shade videos – and for shame if you don’t. For shame! Anyways, for those who don’t know him, Everett’s a friend of mine and he lives here in the city now.”

The comments exploded as they always did when one of them sat in on the other’s streaming about if him moving there meant they were a couple now. Everett and Miranda both ignored the questions and speculation.

“We were out at a bar arcade, just hanging out. I was playing this.” Miranda blew through the intro scene to the game, and they picked the multiplayer battle option and started to select their characters. “At a table next to us…”

She related the story as they settled in to fight. Roleplaying, sports, shooters, and competitive card games were more Everett’s speed, and he knew he was doomed to lose every single match against Miranda, but neither of them cared. She related the story, and Everett taking the punch was met with good-humored laughter and more than a few snide comments that a real guy would have kicked the stranger’s ass.

“The moral is, guys, don’t be the asshole who judges a woman by her looks. Yeah, I like to dress a little sexy when I’m out for dinner or whatever. Fuck you and keep your comments to yourself if you can’t take that. And if you’re a real man, like Everett is, you step in and you do something when another guy says some shit like that. Stand up for people and don’t look down on women. Lift each other up.”

Everett had been mostly quiet the whole time, and added, “And for your sake, never ever play Miri Hotcakes at Big Brawlas.”

The chat room erupted into laughter and cheers at that, and they soon swapped to a different game. Big Brawlas was fun, but it was older and out of favor. If they stuck with it much longer, they’d start to lose viewers, so they shifted to a new loot-shooter that had just come out. That lasted another half hour before Miranda, working on a pretty good buzz, leaned in towards the camera and winked.

“Now, you notice Everett hasn’t been drinking much. No, he’s not pregnant. But a lot of you know he does workout videos along with his game streaming. So this burning hunk of man meat is going to give us all a lesson today.”

“Burning hunk of man meat?” Everett asked, sighing and grinning.

As he shut off his mic and set up, Miranda entertained her viewers by jumping into the chat and answering their questions out loud. “About… mmm… six three, RowfKatie? …probably play some Ray Grinders next, I think. I’ve seen a lot of good things about that... ooh, here’s a good one. Does Everett have hobbies other than games and working out?”

He came back into the shot with a couple of Miranda’s dumbbells. “I was just thinking earlier about cooking classes.”

“There you have it, ladies, he’s hot, he’s a gentleman, and he’s thinking about becoming a cook. You are now completely okay to drool.” Miranda licked her lips theatrically. “And he’s about to get shirtless. Hope you’ve got spare batteries for when the archive goes up. I know I’ll need them.”

“Jesus, Miranda,” Everett said, choking on a laugh. It didn’t seem like she’d been drinking that much. But here she was, being as flirty as he’d ever seen her. It was confusing, but damned if he didn’t like it. “This is pretty one-sided. Good thing I’m not daring you to show them your bra or anything.”

“Oh, that sounds like a deal. If you can do, let’s say, mmm, twenty burpees in a minute, I’ll flash them my bra.”

The mask of bland cheerfulness Everett usually wore for streaming fell away and he blinked at her. “Miranda…”

“Come on. It’s just a sports bra.”

He cleared his throat and said, “Uh. Okay. Yeah. Yeah, I can do twenty burpees in a minute.”

“Buuuuull crap.”

Now his body was catching up to the shock, and he grinned. “I absolutely can. Get off your mic and let’s get these chairs out of the way.”

They did, and after Miranda readjusted the camera and set up a timer on her phone, Everett stripped out of his shirt. The comments exploded again on her video, and she grinned as she caught several screenshots for later. Everett lined up and did a test burpee just to make sure he had enough room. When he finished, he glanced at Miranda and she winked.

“All right, three, two, one, go!” she shouted.

Everett had to force himself not to fly through the exercise and hurt himself. He kept his motions clean, mechanical, and smooth, not aiming for speed, but consistency in movement. Miranda called out the count to him and her viewers, but it was quickly clear he’d hit the twenty and then some – twenty-six.

When he stopped, Miranda was already looking away, back towards the camera. He wanted to tell her she didn’t have to do this. It was instinct, but this was her decision, not his. He watched as she silently gripped the hem of her shirt and lifted it for the briefest of seconds. Everett could see nothing except a brief flash of skin along her back. He’d seen her in more revealing bathing suits, and yet somehow, this moment was the single most charged, electric, and sensual of his entire life, despite having slept with other gorgeous women.

The moment was over, and Miranda said quietly, “Okay. Back to your regular scheduled streaming.”

* * *

That night, back at his place, Everett watched a looping clip someone made of Miranda showing off her bra. His dick was so hard it hurt, and he came as fast as if he was a teenager again, watching her lift the shirt, revealing a sports bra nearly demurer than her top earlier that night at the bar.

Miranda called him almost immediately after he cleaned himself up, as though she knew what he was doing. Her voice was low, quiet. Not upset, but focused.

“Everett.”

“Yeah?”

Silence, then, “Can I come over tomorrow night? I don’t want to live stream. I just want to play a game or something.”

“Yeah. Okay. I’ll make dinner.”

“Okay. Did you, uh, watch it?”

It was his turn for silence, and then, “Yeah.”

Her breath hitched in a funny way, and she said, “See you tomorrow.”

* * *

“Oh my God,” Tara said. It was early in the morning, and the Ponytail Triumvirate were seated around a table, drinking tea. She had her laptop open, watching the clip of her friend lifting up her shirt over and over again. At the angle she was at beside two brick walls, no one else was going to see what she was looking at. She leaned forward and grinned. “You finally make a move on him and it’s in front of the whole Internet.”

“Well, not the whole Internet,” Miranda said primly. She removed her steeping tea bag and warmed her hands around the mug.

Brie, a red-headed pixie with a notable following thanks in part to her own penchant for sexy reveals and cosplay during her streams, grinned. “Welcome to the Boob Club, honey.”

“What’s your next step?” Tara asked.

“Well, I think we should stream more Ray Grinders. That got a good response-”

Tara rolled her eyes and cut her off. She was a gorgeous, statuesque blonde, and at thirty, the oldest of the group. She was also a hell of a writer and an editor, but had been forced to shift to the streaming world when the gaming website she used to work for decided to enter the quickly-collapsing world of social media videos instead of meaningful content. “She means with Everett.”

“I… may have called him last night.” Miranda detailed the talk, brief as it was. “So yeah. I don’t know if I meant tonight as a date-date, but…”

“You need to talk to him,” Brie said.

“It’s not exactly easy for me,” Miranda said. “I like him, I do. But what happens when we decide it doesn’t work out? We’ve got such a good friendship, and to blow all that up…”

Tara finished a sip of her tea and settled it back down. “I’m not saying you jump him. But you test the waters. Have some fun with it. Look, you already know the two of you are compatible. You’ve been friends for years. If sex is going to destroy that, then that foundation was pretty weak anyways.”

“That’s…” Miranda thought about that, and sat back, stunned. “Huh. That’s actually pretty sound.”

“Don’t try to change who you are. Either of you. The two of you have lots of fun together. Use that. Channel it. Tonight’s a good first step.” Tara glanced at Brie. “What do you think?”

“I think your analytics for this are amazing,” Brie said.

Miranda snorted. “I’m not getting halfway naked again.”

“I’m not talking about that. I mean the whole video. But especially the parts where you two play off each other. Debate. Talk crap. Your comments go nuts every time. They love you together.”

“I’m not dating a guy because the analytics are good!” Miranda protested. “Now can we get back to the plan for this week’s streaming schedule?”

Later, in her convertible, Miranda thought about their words. Thought about Tara’s remarks that they should test the waters. And Brie’s comments about the analytics.

It wasn’t even close to bearing fruit, but a seed had been planted in Miranda’s mind.

* * *

She showed up just after seven. Everett answered the door in gym shorts and a tee, and Miranda was definitely glad she hadn’t dressed up for this.


Be yourselves
, Tara whispered in the back of her head. It had been good advice.

“Come on in,” he said cheerfully. “I’ve got breaded chicken baking. Figured we’d do that and a salad.”

“Cool,” Miranda said. Did she say cool? Had she ever? She was momentarily flustered following Everett in. The house smelled good, homey. He’d cleaned, but she was grateful to see it was fairly cursory. Not that Everett lived like a pig, but if it had been spotless, she might have run out of there and called the whole thing off.

Their tradition at his place was to play through the Last Jester roleplaying games. They were on a mission to finish all of them, playing through from the first to the last. Everett recorded these playthroughs, but it was game feed only, and they could talk freely without anyone listening in. Out of ten games, they were on the third. Miranda wasn’t as familiar with the earlier entries as Everett was, and usually found herself enjoying the crash course in throwback gaming history.

But that day she was mostly quiet and introspective. Everett sensed her mood and didn’t try to draw her out. When the chicken was done, they put the game and video on pause, and ate side by-side on his L-shaped couch. The food was great, but she could barely taste it, and declined seconds when he offered. He collected their plates, and washed up while she rested on her stomach, her head close to the TV, watching the short animated loop of the pixelated characters marching in place.

Everett came back out and started up the video recording and the game again. He sat beside her on the couch, and idly reached out to rub her calf. She said nothing, afraid he’d stop, afraid he’d keep going. She didn’t know which she wanted more.

“Want to talk about it?” Everett asked Miranda.

“Yeah.” She sighed. “But it means me going full girly girl on you and I’m really...”

Miranda went silent again, and Everett squeezed her leg before his fingers drifted to her ankle. An unexpected tingle shot through her. She never knew that spot was a turn-on for her, but Everett’s light brush – not more than an idle, distracted gesture – didn’t help the whirlwind in her mind.

“Would a beer help?” he asked.

“No.” She swallowed and kicked his hand away. If he kept that up, she’d come in about a minute, and that most definitely would not help matters much. Miranda sat up, and stared at him with such intensity he raised an eyebrow. “Why haven’t we hooked up?”

“Uh.”

“Because, look, Everett, I’ve seen you peek. You’ve seen me peek. We want each other, right?”

“Jesus Christ, we’re really just jumping into this with both feet?” he asked. She nodded and Everett stroked the back of his head. “All right. Yeah. You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever met, Miranda. Of course I want you.”

“If I’m the sexiest woman you’ve ever seen, then you need to get out more,” Miranda said, but she was blushing under his scrutiny.

“Oh, piss off with that self-deprecation. You’re hot and you know I’m not a liar. So let’s get past that part and jump into the section where you tell me what the heck it is you’re thinking.”

“So why haven’t we?”

“Because we’ve both said we like things casual. Because I thought it would wreck our friendship. You remember when we first met? The creeper who wouldn’t leave you alone? You asked me if I was going to try to fuck you if you asked for my help ducking the guy. It was kind of something I took to heart, Miranda.”

She stood up and paced in front of the television. “Okay. Say… for example, just go with it, say we were to hook up. I mean, we both know each other so well, it wouldn’t really wreck our friendship, would it?”

“Sex always changes things.”

“I know but… it’s not like we’d suddenly become other people. You’re not going to go from gruff, lovable Everett to fawning, doting sycophant overnight.”

“Sicko what?”

She waved a hand at that. “Never mind. You’re not going to become an asshole. I’m not going to become a bitch. And it’s not like I’m going to go full stalker on you.”

“We spend most nights together anyways, so I don’t know how you could,” Everett said, a sour note entering his tone, but his slight smile betrayed the truth.

“Exactly!” Miranda said.

“Careful, you’re going to bump into my equipment,” Everett warned.

She froze and backed away from the console and recording equipment. Her mouth opened, but the sight of the console stopped her up. The seed of an idea she had earlier that day suddenly decided to blossom in that moment, taking root in her mind and shooting towards the skies. Everett rose to his feet, and crossed the room to her. She glanced up as he reached out to grip her shoulder. She turned, and he came in for a kiss.

Until her hand against his chest stopped him.

“Not yet,” Miranda said, a grin slowly spreading across her face.

“Huh? I thought… I’m confused.”

“Do you trust me?” she asked.

He blinked. “Of course.”

“Good. Give me… I don’t know. A few days, at least. I have ideas.”

“That shouldn’t scare me, but it does.” He backed away, and her devilish smile drew out his own.

“This is going to be… mm… so much fun.”

* * *

Everett didn’t hear from or see Miranda for three days, and he had to admit, it worried him. Since they were eighteen or so, they’d at least texted or talked via a messenger service once a day. But she was posting on social media to her fans and friends and keeping to her streaming schedule, so he left her be.

His own week was agonizingly boring. He worked retail, he came home, he exercised or went for a jog, he played some games, he did some streaming. His workout videos got a nice jump in subscribers following his burpee experience with Miranda, but nothing really remarkable, not like her numbers. Her own streams had become a hive of gossip and comments good and bad. There was a ton of speculation about the two of them hooking up, good-natured stuff. But there were also a hundred dipshits who tried to shout Miranda into showing them her tits during her livestreams, keeping her moderators hopping.

The thought that Miranda wanted to be with him, at least casually, excited Everett. He felt almost primal, stalking around his house waiting to get the call for them to hook up. It was all he could think about, and when it came time to recording some voiceover ads for his videos, he had to start and restart at least six times thinking about her. When two friends called him up looking for a third for some street ball, Everett nearly snarled his approval. The physicality was just what he craved, if he couldn’t have Miranda yet. During the game, he didn’t quit, hitting twos and threes with an intensity no one else on the court could match. It was the best game of basketball he ever played and he was too focused on his gorgeous friend to notice.

The next day, two minutes after he finished a livestream of the first couple hours of a new roleplaying game, he got the call.

* * *

“You need to be flirty,” Tara said.

“Flirty?” Brie scoffed. “She needs to be sexy. Do your deep sleepy voice. It makes me wet and I’m barely bi.”

Tara squinted at her. “What does that even mean?”

Brie shrugged. “It means I’d do you bitches.”

“Thanks, babe,” Miranda said distractedly as Tara flicked Brie in the shoulder. She was staring at her phone and twirling it in her hands. All three were at her house, seated outside around her patio table, trying to keep cool under a big umbrella. “What if he says no?”

“What if he says, ‘oh God, Miranda, yessss!’” Brie said.

“She’s an idiot, but she’s got a point,” Tara said. “You’ve got nothing to lose. He knows you want him. He likes fun. This is fun. So why not go for it?”

Miranda blew out a breath, and punched in her phone’s code. “All right, here goes,” she muttered, and dialed up Everett.

“Hey,” he said when he picked up.

“What’d he say?” Brie whispered.

“Jesus Christ,” Tara muttered, and reached across to slap her hand over Brier’s mouth.

“Hey yourself,” Miranda said, aiming for sexy and sounding more like she had a bad throat infection. Trying again, she added, “Hey. So.”

“So. Uh. You want to grab dinner?”

“Yes, but…”

Tara jerked her hand away from Brie’s mouth, horrified. “She licked me!”

“Would you two shut up?” Miranda hissed.

“Sorry,” Tara muttered, and Brie said brightly, “No.”

Miranda stood up and took a walk around the yard as the pair behind her started in on a good old-fashioned slap fight. She thought Brie had always had a crush on Tara, and wondered if her boldness with Everett wasn’t inspiring her to finally make a move on the blonde beauty.

“Everything okay?” Everett asked.

“Yes, just the girls doing some embarrassingly girly fighting right about now.” She sighed, and said, “So yeah, dinner, but why don’t you come over here? I want to, uh, talk about some things.”

“Look, if you’re uncomfortable about the other night…”

“No,” Miranda said, smiling despite her nerves. Brie was trying to sneak up on her, but Tara was ninja-stalking the shorter woman. “No. Not at all. Nervous, but I’m still on board. If you are.”

“Yeah. Me too. Okay, uh… now good, or…?”

“Yeah. Yes,” Miranda said. Brie squawked as Tara grabbed her around the waist and dragged her towards the pool. “Make it here in a few, and there might even be two very hot young woman in very wet clothes wandering through my house.” Despite Brie’s bellowing, both of them tottered sideways and crashed into the pool.

“On my way now,” Everett said, laughing.

* * *

Everett knocked once and let himself inside. “Miran…?” he started to call out, but the living room stopped him short.

Half of Miranda’s furniture was gone, leaving only an old comfy armchair she liked to fall asleep in sometimes, and her big, equally comfortable couch where he’d fallen asleep twice since coming to live in New Bainbridge, usually with Brisco tucked in at his feet. In lieu of her television, its stand, the end tables, and a loveseat was a big marker board.

At the top, written in print decorated with doodles of flowers and explosions, were three words:

THE CASUAL GAMES

“Hey,” a voice said softly behind him. Everett turned, and if he ever stood a chance of not falling completely, madly in love with Miranda, it ended right there. There was also no chance in hell he was going to look at her eyes first, much as he might want to. The black shorts couldn’t have hugged her hips and ass tighter. And the high waist drew his eyes logically upward to her bared, taut stomach, where her hands crossed over the deliciousness of her tan skin. The low-cut crop top made his brain feel like he was being dangled over the edge of the Grand Canyon. Good God, but it was a marvel how her chest didn’t tear the fabric to pieces. Then, finally, he managed to yank his stare up to her face, his stunning, sexy friend for so long, biting her lip and trying with all her might to hide a smile and a twinkle in her sultry eyes.

“God. Damn,” he choked out. “I… Miranda. You are…”

She winked. “I wasn’t expecting literal speechlessness, but I’ll definitely take it.”

Everett couldn’t help himself. He crossed the room to her, his rough hands coming up to her cheeks. Her eyes fluttered, and she swallowed, hard.

“Whatever this is,” Everett breathed. “I have to kiss you. Right now.”

“So do it,” Miranda said back, her lips parting, her delicate pink tongue sliding between them. How long had he thought about this moment? They’d kissed before, sure, but as friends. Not with this open, blatant need arcing between them.

Everett leaned in to chase that tongue, and found her lips just as enchanting. They were soft, and full, and he spent a very long time exploring them before someone cleared her throat behind Miranda.

“You’re going to ruin the buildup if you two knock it out right now,” Tara said.

Miranda broke apart from Everett, and buried her head against his chest, fighting back giggles. He wrapped his arms instinctually around her, and she settled against him, humming deep in her throat.


I am in love with this woman
, Everett thought.


I am in love with this man
, Miranda thought.

“So what,” he said, trying to keep his hands from straying down to Miranda’s ass, “are the Casual Games, and why do I have the feeling I’m about to have the biggest case of blue balls ever?”

* * *

The Casual Games were Miranda’s idea, but the Ponytail Triumvirate helped her iron out the details.

Over the course of seven days, Everett and Miranda alone – with one exception – would compete in a series of games.

Not just video games. But board games, sports, and even a group game were included. Each game would escalate their relationship. That’s where things got tricky.

“So what are the prizes?” Everett asked, studying the board beside Miranda.

“We have two for every competition,” Miranda said. “If we record this, and I don’t see why we don’t, then we have a public bet. Say for example for each win, the loser has to donate fifteen bucks to a charity picked by the winner. Is that asking too much? I can spot you if you need it.”

Everett shook his head. “No, that’s doable. I like that idea. But the other prize…?”

“Oh, take a guess,” Brie said from the couch beside Tara. They’d both taken showers and were now dressed in a pair of Miranda’s shirts. Thanks to Miranda’s busty nature, the shirt hung on Brie’s much smaller frame, but on Tara, it was too short, revealing a tantalizing amount of skin. They had towels draped around their waists, but Brie’s towel kept somehow mysteriously slipping higher and higher, despite Tara’s valiant efforts to keep it tugged down modestly for her other friends’ sake.

“Wait. Sex?” Everett asked.

“Well, that’s not the end goal, but we’ll get to that,” Miranda said vaguely. “But yeah. First day, the winner gets to watch the other one masturbate.”

“I’m loving this idea. Continue,” Everett said.

Miranda grinned and slipped a hand down to his ass. “Second day is hand stuff. Third is oral. Fourth, team night. Fifth, sex. Sixth…” She drew in a deep breath, and blushed. “Anal if you win. If I win, you have to, um, do something for me.”

“What?”

“Never mind. We’ll cross that bridge when we get to it. Trust me, it’s something you’ll enjoy, and it’s not freaky. Well, I guess a little…”

Everett turned to her and kissed her cheek. He loved the scent of melon on her skin, and could have spent all day devouring her with his tongue. “I trust you.”

“Okay,” Miranda murmured. “Thank you. Seventh is the girlfriend or boyfriend experience. You have to treat the other person to a full day devoted special to them.”

“I like that idea,” Everett said. “And the overall winner?”

“Winner’s choice. Everything. Anything.”

Everett turned and glanced at Brie, the tiny, gorgeous redhead, and Tara, the tall blonde nearly as full-figured as Miranda. “What do you mean by team night?”

Miranda said, “Isaac and Gus, are they up for some fun?”

“Gus just got engaged, so he’s probably out. Isaac will be, I’m sure.”

Brie leaned forward, a predatory smile on her face. “What she wants to know is, do you know a pair of hot guys with donkey dicks?”

Tara sighed. “Do you need medication or something? What is up with you today?”

“We’ve been talking sex for, like, days,” Brie said. “I’m horny as hell.”

Everett gaped at them both, and Miranda shrugged. “Brie’s right, but a little, um, forward. Got another friend who might fit the bill?”

“Nooo…” But even as he said it, he was already reconsidering his words. “Wait. My friend Callum, maybe. He lives a few hours away, but for this, I think I could convince him to come down for a couple days. You know him, Miranda, he did those raids with us in Terminal Decimation and we had a beer with him in Wichita.”

She started to shake her head, then paused, and the lightbulb came on. “He had the, uh, purse thing.”

Everett chuckled. “Yeah, the messenger bag.”

“That’s not a promising start,” Tara said dubiously.

“No no no, he was cute,” Miranda said, as Everett dug out his phone. He pulled up a picture of Callum in his usual jeans, flannel shirt, and white tee underneath. He passed it around, and Brie nodded enthusiastically.

“Yes, he’ll do. I could ride me some cowboy face right about now.”

“Don’t know how hung he is,” Everett said. “I mean, it’s not like we have a dick database or something.”

“That’d be handy,” Tara mused, and Miranda and Brie both thought about that and nodded.

“Anyways, point is, he’s a good guy, he’s okay at games, and he’s pretty discreet. I’ve seen him pull in some attractive women at conventions and he’s never once said a word about them later, except politely. And most seem to like him okay afterwards, so…” Everett shrugged.

“Works for you two?” Miranda asked the others. They both nodded, and she grinned. “Good. Now we need to settle in and figure out the games.”

* * *

In the end, they came up with as even a playing field as they could. Multiplayer games neither of them had ever tried took up the bulk of the Casual Games. Both of them were passably good at shooting baskets, so they decided on Horse for their sports game. Team Night would mix things up with one-on-one competitions, with the final team score deciding the victors.

Isaac lived in New Bainbridge and agreed wholeheartedly to the plan when he saw a video of Brie in a Red Riding Hood costume. Callum’s schedule was trickier, but if they started the games a few days on, he could come down on the weekend. That gave Everett, Miranda, Tara, and Brie time to make some teaser videos, and they got the hype machine roaring full steam ahead. They sold it as a “battle of the sexies,” which drew a lot of digital groaning, but their subscriber numbers jumped a small corresponding amount and comments on their videos saw a significant bump.

Off camera, things were slowly starting to come to a simmer. The Ponytail Triumvirate were on the pill, but everyone agreed to STD testing just to make sure anyone involved in Team Night was clean. The tests came back okay, and that was one less worry. Other, less clinical preparations were made. Everett helped Miranda set up a nice big dog gate for Brisco when they needed it. The pup would have more room than they would, given the living room, kitchen, and laundry room. Even better, the days were supposed to be somewhat cooler that week, so Miranda planned to have her back door open for the little guy. Tara volunteered to take him at night that week if and when Everett stayed at Miranda’s.

The day before the Casual Games were to start, Miranda called Everett just as he was padding into the bathroom for some personal grooming. He put her on speakerphone.

“What are you up to?” Miranda asked. Her voice sounded different, muted. Like maybe she was in a tightly confined area or something.

Everett dug through a basket in his bathroom cabinet for his scissors. “You really want to know?”

“Tell me yours and I’ll tell you mine,” Miranda said.

“All right, then let me ask you a question. Trimmed, or shaven clean?”

“Huh? I like you with a clean…” She paused, and groaned. “Ohhhh.”

Everett snickered. “Yeah.”

“Hmmm,” she said after a long moment. “So you’re… um… naked?”

“Yeah.” Now he was curious, and he sat down on the toilet seat, listening with a grin. “Why? What are you up to?”

“Doing a little shopping at Wisps of You. Red, white, or black?”

“Sorry?”

Miranda giggled. Actually giggled. He hadn’t heard her do that since they met a particularly handsome voice actor at a big anime convention. “Lingerie. I told you I was picking some out with the money we won from that bet. Red. White. Or black?”

“Jesus,” Everett breathed. The thought of Miranda in lingerie, some skimpy thing barely hiding her sex or her tits, or stretched out across her magnificent ass…

“Does that get you excited?” Miranda asked. Her voice was barely more than a whisper.

“Yeah. It does. You look fantastic in sweats and a pullover. You in lingerie? Fuck.”

Her voice went even more quiet. “Are you getting… hard?”

Painfully so. “Yeah,” he said, his voice hoarse. “Does this do it for you, Miranda? Talking on the phone like this?”

She let out a breathy, “Mm hm. There’s so much I haven’t told you. About what I like. What I want to try.”

“Tell me something now,” he said, and reached for a bottle of lotion. He squirted some into his hand and leaned back, slowly starting to stroke himself to the thought of her. “Where are you at in the store?”

“Dressing room,” she murmured. “I like the idea of us having sex… where I can get… caught.”

He sat up straighter. “What are you doing?” Everett breathed. “Are you playing with yourself there?”

“Mm hm,” Miranda purred. “Do you know how long I’ve wanted you, Everett? How many times I’ve… thought about you coming over some night, storming into my place, and tearing my clothes off because you… just can’t take it anymore?”

Every breathy word she spoke made his cock desperate for more attention. He stroked it slowly, eyes closed, thinking about her. “Do you know how many times I’ve wanted to?”

“We’re… kind of stretching the casual, mm, part of it, aren’t we?” she asked, her breath coming shorter and faster.

Everett laughed softly. “I suppose we are.”

“Oh my God, I’m so wet. There’s a mirror and I’m looking at myself. Nev… never been this wet.”

“I want a picture,” he growled.

“Mm, not yet. I’ll take some, but I’m going to make you wait for it.”

“Then tell me what you’re doing.”

“I’ve got a teeny little bra on. Nothing else. And I’m stroking my… my lips.”

“God,” Everett groaned. “I have never been this fucking hard before.”

“What do you want to do about that? Tell me how you want to be, ahhhh, with me.”

“I love your ass. I want to see you on your hands and knees before I fuck you from behind.”

“Oh fuck,” Miranda whimpered. “I love doggy-style.”

“I want to watch that ass shake when I’m slamming into you. And I am going to fuck you, Miranda.”

“Yesss,” she gasped. “Fuck me, Everett.”

“I want to take you every way imaginable. When I’m done fucking you from behind, I’m going to flip you over and fold you in half.”

“Jesus, oh yes…”

“I want to see your face when you come for the first time. Then maybe I’ll drag you off the bed. Push you up against a wall and lift you up so I can fuck you even harder.”

“Mmmmmf…” she moaned. “Take me, use me like a whore.”

His cock jumped, and Everett was close, so damn close. “I will. I’ll tug your hair, bite you just enough to make it hurt. Then I’ll sit down on your chair and you’ll ride me. I want to see that hair let loose. I want to stare up at your sexy face with you dropping on my cock.”

“Eveerreeeett!” she gasped.

“Come for me, Miranda. Come in that dressing room thinking about the clerk wondering what the hell’s going on. Look in the mirror, baby. See how fucking sexy you are playing with yourself.”

“Oh God! Cooo-ming!” Miranda gasped. Her voice went high, then breathless, and he jerked his cock harder and harder, trying to imagine her coming to his voice, those gorgeous, lustful eyes upturned, her breasts thrusting back and forth as her fingers plunged in and out of herself. He leaned back, his legs spread wide, and he was so close too. It was her breathy, soft laugh that sent him over the edge when she came down, the dark, earthy chuckle he loved to hear so much.

It didn’t hit him until the last spurts of his cock dried in a twist of tissue that this was real. This was really happening. Miranda was serious about this whole thing. Win or lose, it didn’t matter. The games were already over before they’d started.

* * *

Day one, and all Miranda could think about was the day she met Everett.

Even as a teenager, he was scary big, over six feet tall when she met him there in New Bainbridge at their convention center. He was lean and powerful in a way that made her think of a hungry wolf. She’d seen him a few times that weekend around the convention floor, and hoped against hope he wasn’t as much of an asshole as the creepy twenty-something stalking her.

Everett was standing in front of the center’s gorgeous outdoor fountain, sipping on a bottle of water. He saw Miranda coming out of the corner of his eye and turned, expecting trouble but unsure where it was coming from. “Are you an asshole?” Miranda asked him, not daring to glance over her shoulder because the creeper would sense her play. She knew it.

“Uh. What?” Everett asked. Back then, tall as he might be, he hadn’t yet grown entirely into his growly adult voice, the baritone that could get her off just with a few minutes of conversation.

“If you’re not a stalker and you’re not going to try to get in my pants, I really, really need help.”

“What is it?” he asked immediately

“Take my hand like I’m your girlfriend. Then walk me anywhere.”

Everett didn’t ask her questions. He just did as Miranda asked, his long fingers trying to find the most natural combination with her smaller hands. They headed indoors for the food court, where he bought them each a way overpriced soft pretzel. They ate and talked, and she explained about the guy making her uncomfortable. They saw him skulking around the edges of the food court, and Everett started to rise up, his jaw clenched.

But Miranda’s hand shot for his, and she stared up at him. “No. Don’t.”

“But he…”

“No,” Miranda said more firmly. “He’s not worth it and I don’t like fighting. Well… not in real life.”

Everett stayed up like that, watching the other guy through the crowds of people until the stalker, like any good fucked-up predator, saw Miranda was with someone who could potentially kick his ass and humiliate him, and moved on to easier prey. Finally Everett sat back down, and said, “He’s gone.”

“Do you mind if I stay with you a while? Just to make sure?”

“Uh. No. No, not at all. See any fun games today?”

Miranda fell a little bit in love with him that day, and when she found out he had a girlfriend back home, she excused herself to have a good cry in the women’s bathroom. For the first few years they knew each other, it was always bad timing like that. Either Everett was dating someone, she was, or they both were. But all the while they kept up their easy long-distance friendship until the relationship question wilted. In retrospect, maybe that was good. With lust no longer driving them towards each other, they had time to reveal their best and worst to each other through a long and open friendship. Miranda watched as her friend’s struggles with anger issues in his late teens eventually smoothed out into the calmness Everett exuded now. She knew it was still an issue for him, but he’d found healthy, creative ways of channeling his anger and he hadn’t been in a fight in over seven years. The bar arcade incident proved to her once and for all Everett’s temper was, if not in the rear view, at least sedated. And for his part, Everett watched Miranda slowly find her self-worth after a string of nasty relationships in high school and her early adulthood.  Back then, she would – and often did – do anything for the guys she dated. She didn’t really find her own beauty until she was twenty, when she finally proved to herself and Everett she could say no to a dickhead partner.

Miranda suspected but had never really confirmed Everett eventually moved to New Bainbridge to be closer to her. There had been some trepidation on her part there, about what he expected, about what she wanted. But this was Everett. He never pushed. He might glance now and then, and she liked that. But he was never a jerk, never tried to demand anything of her or give her an ultimatum. He was a rock, and Miranda was certain right up until that year, she wouldn’t have realized a rock was exactly what she needed and wanted in her life.

Everett showed up at her door a few hours after he got off work in the morning. It was early yet, but they were both playing an unfamiliar game and allowing themselves one hour of practice time together before they went at the first competition for real. Everett let himself in, as he usually did. Brisco yapped and ran laps around his feet, and Miranda slipped out from the kitchen, smiling shyly, feeling like a teenager all over again.

“You ready to find out what it’s like for someone to go balls-deep up in your ass, digital style?” Miranda asked him, and Everett cracked up.

* * *

Brie and Tara showed up fifteen minutes before the event, both dressed casually and sans makeup. They weren’t going on camera, but were acting as judges for the event. In the planning stage, Everett gave a weak protest to that, something to the effect of wanting a member of his tribe in this, but they had boobs, and boobs were, not so secretly, Everett’s weakness when it came to intellectual debate.

“So… you two still haven’t slept together yet?” Brie asked Miranda as they checked the mics one more time.

“No, why?” Miranda asked. She settled the puppy gate down and locked it into place. Brisco barely noticed. He was snoring the afternoon away on a plush doggy bed near his bowl and his dish in the kitchen.

“Damn it,” Brie muttered, and dug in the pocket of her jeans for a crumpled five-dollar bill. She held it out to Tara, who stowed it away with a flourish.

“We’ve got some side action going on all this,” Tara said.

“Do we get a cut?” Everett asked. Miranda gave him the thumbs-up on his mic level.

“You’re probably going to be doing dirty things to Miranda’s butt in a few days, so… I think you’re already a winner, stud,” Tara said.

Miranda and Everett glanced at each other. She shrugged. “It’s a good point.”

“Fair,” Everett agreed. “All right, well…” He glanced aside at Miranda, and raised an eyebrow. “So looking forward to seeing you spread wide for me on your bed in a while.”

“This is so unfair,” she muttered. He had destroyed her in the practice rounds and it was definitely not looking good for a start to Team Miranda.

“This was your pick for a game!”

“I think you mind controlled me.”

He leaned back and rubbed his cheeks. “Yes. I mind controlled you into coming up with an absolutely insane games competition with a week of sex as a reward, and oh yeah, we’re going to play Gamma Eels. Because that makes sense.”

“I know!” Miranda said brightly. “That’s why you should just resign now and then I can watch you jerk your cock until you come all over me.”

He thought about it. He really thought about it. But then Miranda was whirling away towards her computer, grinning as she began to boot up the game and start the video.

A few minutes later, they both had a controller in hand, and Miranda was rolling. “Hello, my wonderful viewers, and welcome to… day one of the Casual Games!” She quickly recapped what the Casual Games entailed – leaving out what the real stakes of the competition were – and the rules. She gave over to Everett to talk a bit about Gamma Eels, and just like that, they were off.

From the outside, the game was a simple one. Two mutant electric eels chased each other around a series of environments trying to shock each other off the edge of various platforms. The tricky part came from random objects thrown into the game world that could either help or hinder them. It was a ridiculously fun game, made even funnier by the cartoonishly hideous visages of the eels in their various states of panic and glee.

With more practice, Everett had no doubt Miranda would have won. This was exactly her type of game, almost a fighter in a way, but she wasn’t as fast on her feet with the objects being thrown at them around every curve and it wound up winning the game for him. He beat her three-zero in almost a short a time as they took to set up the whole video.

“All right, all right,” Miranda said. “You win this round.” Her hands weren’t visible to the people watching at home, and she snuck one under the table to his lap. Her fingers traced his bulge, and it took her a long moment to realize he was that big. Her eyes widened, not so much that anyone watching would notice, but enough that on replay, Everett saw it and laughed later. Much later.

Since they finished early, they played a few games to make for an even half-hour video, and signed off with Miranda’s usual cheeriness. As soon as the video ended, Miranda chucked off her earphones and growled, “Tara. Brie. I love ya but you can’t stay here.”

“We’d join in and help, if you want,” Brie said, winking at Everett. He paid her no mind. His eyes were locked on Miranda and only Miranda.

Tara grabbed her arm and dragged her towards the exit. “You two kids have fun.” She hesitated, then glanced at Everett. “Treat her right. She’s cared about you for a long time.”

“Feeling’s mutual,” he said.

“See you two tomorrow,” Brie said.

Miranda laughed breathily. “Go.”

They did, and Miranda studied Everett for a long moment. “Come on,” she finally murmured, and took his hand to guide him to her bedroom.

Everett had never been in there, and as Miranda moved half her pillows off the bed and threw back the blankets, he took a look around. Pictures on the wall of her childhood and various people close to Miranda made him smile. A bumped-out seat near a bay window was her favorite nook for working on her laptop or reading. Bookshelf after bookshelf was filled not just with books, but mementos of her family, her friends… and of Everett.

A creepy teddy bear from a horror game was a birthday present from him one of the first years they knew each other, along with a box of chocolates. She even kept the box the candies came in, and it lay open in the teddy bear’s arms, holding some of Miranda’s innumerable pins. A framed picture of the two of them sat between photos of her and her family at a pair of local theme parks. A dozen tokens of their times together, freebies passed out at booths or trinkets she’d picked up along the way made him feel gut-punched, and when she stroked his back, Everett turned to Miranda, blinking.

She’d stripped out of her halter top, leaving her in a barely-there black bra that did little to hide away the curves of her breasts as they rose and fell with every deep breath she took. Her shorts were still on, but unbuttoned, showing off a hint of a matching pair of panties. Miranda took him in, chewing on her lip.

“You saved everything,” he said.

She smiled tentatively. “It’s all just casual.”

“Yeah,” Everett said, and brought a hand around the back of Miranda’s neck to pull her in closer for a long, heart-stopping kiss that left her breathless. With both their eyes closed, he breathed against her lips, “It’s just casual. If that’s what it is you really want, Miranda.”

A delicious shiver ran through her as Everett’s fingers danced across the skin of her neck and down to her shoulder blades under the thin wispy fabric of her bra. She nuzzled up against him as he undid the clasp. They were too close for the bra to fall, but he sensed her need for the contact and held her like that for a while, rocking with her. She sniffed, and murmured, “It’s all going to change. It has to.”

“I know.”

“I’m scared, Everett. I mean, really scared in a way I’ve never been with anyone else.”

“Hey,” he said softly, and held her out at arm’s length. Despite the bra finally falling and baring her breasts, his gaze didn’t leave her eyes. “No pressure. Absolutely none. If this isn’t what you want or if you need more time…”

“You really mean that, don’t you?” Miranda asked softly.

“I do.”

“Kiss me.”

He did, and it was a slow boil, the pleasure rolling from the very top of her skull, down through her flushed cheeks, her dry throat, the rise and fall of her breasts with her every breath, the hairs on her arms, the pads of her fingers against his muscles, the knots in her stomach, the dampness between her legs, the weak knees, the curled toes. She almost said it then, almost said the words she wanted to beg him to say too, but it wasn’t time, not yet.

It was still casual.

Miranda finally smiled again, and her fingers slid into the waistband of her shorts and panties. He caught her hands, and asked her, “Are you sure?”

“Yes. You?”

Everett nodded. “Absolutely.” He finally glanced down and a slow, easy smile crossed his face. “Let me,” he whispered, and his fingers joined hers. She pulled hers away, and he slid down to his knees with her shorts, staring up at her just inches from her sex, swelling with need for him. She used to be so embarrassed of the lopsidedness of her lips, but when Everett finally glanced down between her parted legs, past her tightly trimmed hairs to her lips, he glanced back up and said, “Beautiful.”

He leaned in, and she ached to feel his lips against her pussy, his tongue at her clit, his fingers inside her. And Miranda very nearly let him do it too, but the thought of torturing Everett for just a while longer made her nearly giggle, and she stopped him with three fingers against his forehead.

“Ah. Not until day three. If you lose,” she said, grinning.

“Ohhh, evil woman,” he said, grinning back at her. “I would never be so happy to get beat. But…” He stood up, and she let him kiss her again, his hardness poking against her stomach. His tongue slid between her lips, toying with hers, and he broke the kiss far too soon, grinning at her as she tried to chase him with her own. “But you saw how it went tonight. I’m just not going to lose.”

“Oh, you think?” Miranda asked, and swatted playfully at his chest. “Maybe I shouldn’t let you get undressed while I do this. Maybe I’ll just make you watch and you won’t get to, mm, play with yourself. By the way, you didn’t stuff a pipe or something down there, did you?”

For an answer, Everett undid his belt, slid it through the loops, and dropped his pants and his boxers. She gaped at the length of him as he shrugged. “Maybe?”

“…oh my sweet God why didn’t I make sex the first win and every win?” Miranda muttered to herself. “Um. Um. Take your, um, shirt, um, off. I’m going to… um… get my… um… cock. Vibrator!” she corrected herself, blushing.

Everett laughed, and complied, and again, her eyes bulged. Obviously healthy eating and daily workouts had done him a world of good. She’d seen him shirtless before, but it had been a while and he’d really packed on muscles. “That… is a part of the body I didn’t realize I ever wanted to lick before,” she said, staring at the vee of muscle pointing the way to his cock. She clicked her tongue. “I… am going to do that. Soon. Jay-suz.”

Everett settled into his chair, his hands on his thighs, smirking as he watched her bend over slightly to dig out her vibrator from the night stand. It was a classic big old massage wand, one with a little nub on the end she could rest against her ass. She had a thing for anal – Miranda really hadn’t been kidding or flirty when she told Everett she liked sex however she could get it – but nothing was like having her clit, her folds, and her delicate bud teased all at once, and Sweetie Dumplin’ was more than capable of doing all three.

Better keep the name of her vibrator a secret for another night. She thought it might spoil the mood.

His smirk slowly faded into raw hunger as Miranda crawled up into the middle of the bed and rested back against the pillows. She’d pulled too many off, and gestured at one on the floor with a raised eyebrow. Everett stood up and grabbed it for her, stuffing it under her head and taking the opportunity to give her a light kiss. It was a good thing Everett had the strength to return to his chair. If he’d touched Miranda, she might have begged him for more. She was already so close to doing so anyways.

It was still early in the evening, and the lazy light framed her every curve as Miranda began. The vibrator could pulse or rev like an engine. She set it to a slow pulse at first, and teased it first along her neck and her chin, watching Everett’s eyes as the vibrator rubbed against her tanned skin. She gave it a long, easy lick, mostly for show, and slid it slowly down to her collar, trailing it once, twice, three times like a pendulum. Everett shifted, his eyes locked on her tall, proud nipples and the natural swells of her breasts. She was already turned on, and a slight breeze from the window kept the room cool enough to tease her nipples to aching hardness. Everett’s mouth would feel so good on her breast, a little coolness where his tongue trailed, a suck, a bite. Miranda moaned at the thought, and her knees slipped apart as her free hand ran in slow widening circles on her stomach.

Her lips parted as she ran the vibrator through the valley between her breasts. Everett began to slowly stroke himself, watching her with his eyes narrowed, intensely focused on seeing Miranda pleasure herself. She paused just long enough to reach into her drawer again and tease out a bottle of lube. “Here,” she murmured, and tossed him the bottle. “When you’re ready… mmm… finish on me, okay?”

Everett nodded, unable to speak, and settled back down to squirt some of the lube into his hand and begin watching again. His face, always somewhat serious, now almost looked angry, and she liked it. Liked it quite a bit.

The vibrator ran circles around her nipples before Miranda stopped wasting time. She dipped it lower, and when the head brushed her mound, she arched her back, closing her eyes in pleasure. Every inch of her felt so sensitive, so alive. She crackled with lust, and she was sure if anyone touched her in that state, she’d pop with electricity. The thought made her smile, and Everett’s intensity vanished as he smiled reflexively too. And that was just fine, wasn’t it? Her body certainly seemed to think so, torn between which man she lusted for. The good-humored one he’d grown into, or the intense Everett of her teenage and early adulthood. Both were so tasty. She’d have to sample them before she decided.

Everett watched as her knees spread even wider. Her lips already gleamed with her need, and he longed to run his finger through the depths of her, to feel those pink walls, to taste her lips. So long he’d waited to see this. Had, in fact, resigned himself to this never happening, and that would have been okay. Painful, yes, but he’d rather have Miranda in his life and just be friends than push her away, but now that was moot. His gorgeous friend lay wantonly ready to show him how she came, and he ached for her release – and his.

Miranda watched him stroke himself. His sleek, well-muscled body struck one hell of a line between thin and muscular, and she could almost pretend he was some animal in his chair, waiting to pounce on his meal. The vibrator slid down, nearing her hood, and her free hand met her lips, a finger sliding in as she caught his eyes, sucking on the tip as she brought the vibrator across her clit.

Her desire to come was almost immediate. Miranda didn’t fight her body’s need to writhe, to feel everything, and as she sucked on her finger and played at her clit, her body shimmied side to side, driving down harder and harder into the mattress. “Everett,” she whispered around her finger. “I’m already so close.”

He licked his lips, his pace speeding up as the vibrator continued on its journey, and she twisted it in her hand now, the nubbin slipping across her folds, parting them ever so slightly on its way to the delicate stretch of flesh between her lips and her bud. Miranda’s back arched, and Everett sucked in a breath, thinking she was coming. The pleasure was there, right there, but she wanted to hold on a moment longer, and fought it, letting the finger slide out of her mouth so she could grip the sheets underneath her, crumpling them in her fist as the vibrator’s nubbin pressed against her bud and the head rested right on her clit.

“Ohhhhh my God, Everett, my p-pussy, it wants you so much right now…”

He stood up, his cock in hand, and had he made a move towards the bed, she would have thrown the vibrator across the room and spread her legs wide for him, but he refrained himself, watching her, his hunger going ravenous, his dick so angry and ready for release.

“Mmm, fuck, mmm, ahhhh!” Miranda moaned.

“Show me,” Everett told her, stepping closer. “Share it with me, baby.”

“Everett, I have to say it, I have to, I l-lo…”

He sensed it, sensed the desperation in her of trying to hold back the words, and he was there, leaning down, taking her lips, claiming them, “Not yet,” he whispered into her mouth. “Don’t say it yet. Casual.”

“Cas-ual!” Miranda agreed fervently, staring into his eyes, the vibrator pulsing against her clit and her asshole. “It’s good, it’s so good.”

He kissed her again and again, his hand hovering over her breast before he punched it right into the bed next to her, groaning his need into her mouth. She arched her back again, his name coming out of her in a wail.

“Ever-ett!”

Her thighs jumped and the vibrator fell away as she plunged two fingers deep inside herself with the first wave of her orgasm. Everett didn’t take his eyes off hers, and his lips met her in wild connections, his need made physical as he stroked himself harder and harder. He reached down, not to touch her, but to take her toy, and he glanced away just long enough to stare at the settings before flicking it to a full, constant rev. He stuffed the head back against her quivering lips and Miranda howled her pleasure as her orgasm, just starting to end, shot back through her.

“Ohhhh, fuck!” Her hands shot up and gripped the back of his head, his hair, and she pulled him back to her as he rubbed the vibrator along her length, keeping her cresting, keeping her over the edge of the world. How long she came, Miranda didn’t remember. A minute, maybe, or two. She’d never had an orgasm lasting longer than fifteen, maybe twenty seconds. But this one was so good she lost her voice, her breath. Her head rocked backwards, Everett’s finding her chin, her neck. Only when the pleasure nearly made her black out did she gasp, “Please, I can’t, no more…”

Everett pulled the vibrator away from her lips, and shut it off. He couldn’t help a long lick of the juices gleaming on its tip, and shivered uncontrollably. “You taste so good, baby,” he murmured. “You were so fucking sexy.”

“Come on me, come on me,” Miranda gasped hoarsely. She could barely speak. Had she been screaming her pleasure? Fog stretched through her mind and all she knew was Everett should come, needed to come. She reached down and squeezed him, purely on reflex, and he pulled her hand away with one of his, clasping it against her hip as his strokes grew faster and faster.

“Tomorrow,” he said, his voice a low growl. “Tomorrow we touch and we play.”

“Tomorrow,” Miranda agreed, wishing he’d kiss her again, and miracle of miracles, her wish was granted, over and over and over again as she felt him start to tense with ever jerk of his cock. “Are you close, baby? Where do you want to come?”

“Your ass,” he growled. “I want to come across your ass.”

Miranda flipped over, and rested on her stomach, watching him slide up onto the bed. He couldn’t help palming one of her cheeks and groaned with it. Almost immediately, warmth shot across her back. And again, and again, and again, landing on her lower back, her butt, the cleft of her cheeks. Maybe it was just the bias of love, but she thought she’d never felt so much come shoot from a guy. God, Everett just kept going, and going, and going.

Finally, spent, he squeezed her ass again, and flopped on the bed at her feet, gasping out, “Holy shit, Miranda.”

“Holy shit,” she agreed breathlessly.

* * *

Going back to work for both of them was strange, but real life had to settle in. Dazed, Everett fumbled his way through a four-hour shift, then headed home to try and edit his latest walkthrough video. It was nearly impossible to concentrate, though, and several times, he went back and watched bits and pieces of the stream with Miranda from the night before. The looks they were giving each other the whole time hadn’t fooled anyone, and rumors swirled that they were playing for something more than just charity.

But what did Everett want if he won? Anything. Everything.
 That was what Miranda said. He was sure she meant to say she loved him when they were in the heat of the moment the night before, and God knew he loved her too. What he wanted was to be together with her, always, but what that meant, he had to figure out.

If Everett was honest with himself, he’d never given marriage much thought. His parents were a complicated mess. They loved each other, and he knew they loved him dearly. But their relationship with Everett’s older brothers had been a different story. Reggie and Aaron were a year apart, but wound up in the same grade because Reggie was half a bubble off plumb. They were shuffled around to every public school in their city, pawned off every time one of them bit, kicked, punched, or in one particular case, pissed on a teacher or their fellow students.

The duo – and Everett’s – parents were stumped as to how to get their two oldest to behave, so they took the path of least resistance and didn’t bother trying. On a daily basis, Everett’s brothers bullied whoever was in their reach, including their youngest sibling. Especially
 Everett. They destroyed his toys, dropped his books into the toilet, and on a few occasions, kicked the hell out of him.

They were crafty, and kept his beatings to his stomach, his chest, and his back, where the bruises wouldn’t be visible to anyone outside the family. It got to the point where Everett wouldn’t shower with the other boys, ashamed of both the birth marks he was regularly teased for and his brothers hurting him so often. As was normally the horrific end result of bullying, Everett’s temper started to flare at a young age, and he came dangerously close to following in Aaron and Reggie’s footsteps.

What saved him was their graduation – and specifically, the nightmarish hours that followed. After their school had enough of the two, they were given the barest minimum GPA to graduate, and crossed the stage like a couple of grinning hyenas. Afterwards, at a party thrown by a classmate, they both drank far too much and decided to throw in a little meth on top for dessert. With barely any idea what they were doing, they stole a friend’s car, smashing into at least eight vehicles before the cops arrived. That didn’t end the night’s festivities, though. Reggie and Aaron led the police on a sixty-minute chase through suburbia and the countryside, sideswiping a police car hard enough that one of its pair of occupants broke his collarbone.

The jury and the judge didn’t think highly of the public defendant’s claims that they were just boys, and Reggie and Aaron were sentenced to nearly ten years in prison apiece. Despite everything, despite their horribleness, Everett bawled when he heard that. Despite being nearly a teen, he buried his face in his mother’s dress and sobbed so hard against her he didn’t hear his brothers’ quiet apologies as they were walked by.

The next day, as Everett’s mother took a medicated nap, the first of many in those early years while his brothers cooled their heels in prison, his father knocked on his bedroom door and let himself in. Everett rested on his back, playing silently with a pair of action figures – malformed because his mom had to glue them back together after Reggie broke them.

His father sat on his bed, and quietly invited him to lunch. It was the first time his dad ever asked him to go anywhere with him instead of telling him, and a decade and a half on, Everett could still quote him verbatim. “Hey, buddy. I need to feel like normal for an hour or two. You want to go get a slice of pizza or something?”

In that moment, nothing sounded better. Their house echoed with the ghostly voices of his brothers’ absence, broken only by the soft, muffled sobs he occasionally heard from his mother. Everett needed an escape as badly as his dad, and for a while, they pretended, splitting a sausage pizza and drinking two whole pitchers of soda just between the two of them. His dad laughed, his dad smiled, his dad seemed… happy. Genuinely happy.

If that had been it, if that had been the end of the day, it would have been an okay day, a start to Everett’s recovery. But his dad wanted to make a stop first on the way home at an office supply store. Father and son walked right to the computers and then right back out almost immediately, twelve hundred dollars they didn’t have gone for Everett’s first computer all to himself.

As he loaded up the boxes into the backseat, Everett’s dad let out the single strangest sound Everett ever heard from him. It was a laugh, strangled almost as soon as it came out, but a laugh nonetheless. Everett adjusted his mirror, and for a moment, he caught his father staring up into the sky, his hands laced behind his head, whispering two words. “Thank you.”

It took Everett years to realize on that day his father – and really his mother too – had been freed. And when he realized that, Everett vowed to himself to never be his parents. To never be such cowards. And in his heart of hearts, he feared he cared as little as they did, that someday his children would see him laugh in the mirror too.

* * *

Miranda sensed his mood early, and drew Everett aside as the other two members of the Triumvirate played the rhythm game they’d be using for that night’s competition.

“You okay?” she asked.

Miranda didn’t know a thing about his brothers. She did know his relationship with his parents was strained at best, but she’d never really pried. Thinking about them all day, about Aaron and Reggie, it sent him into a black mood that was only dissipating thanks to her. His mind calmed when he was around Miranda, much like when he did yoga or jogged. She was a mooring point in his life. Not his life preserver – Everett didn’t want to ever rely on someone that way and put that kind of impossible weight on their shoulders. But she grounded him, mellowed him out, and that was a nice feeling.

“I’m better. Long day.”

“Anything you want to talk about?”

Everett supposed they’d have to, if this relationship was going to go anywhere. But for the moment, he wanted to just bask in her company. He smiled, and kissed the tip of her nose. “I do, but not right now. Maybe later this week.”

“Our date night. That would be a great time.”

“Mm, I don’t know if I want to drag it down.”

“Hey,” she said, and gripped his biceps lightly. “Anytime I’m with you, I want to share in it all. Good and bad. And I’d hope you want to do the same with me.”

He couldn’t help wrapping his arms around her shoulders and bringing her in for a longer, slower kiss, one that left both Brie and Tara staring. “Casual, right?” he whispered into Miranda’s ear.

She grinned. “Casual,” she breathed back.

* * *

Though it had a cute anime aesthetic they both liked, the rhythm game was damn near unplayable. None of their controller presses synched up with the visual information on the screen, leaving them both cursing the game and their controllers during the practice rounds. The real competition could have gone either way, and they wound up playing the best of five to Japanese pop songs that would get stuck in their heads for weeks to come.

The first round barely went to Miranda, the second only fractionally better to Everett. They were both annoyed, and Everett decided to make it interesting. At the beginning of the next round, he muted their mics, and leaned in to whisper in Miranda’s ear, “I can’t stop thinking about coming on your ass.”

She blushed furiously and her eyes widened. Behind them somewhere, Tara groaned, “Oh, that’s going to make chat explode.” And though their audience couldn’t hear them, it did, but they had no time to look at the comments. Any hope Miranda had of staying competitive that round flew out the window, and Everett took the lead two to one. He cracked up, and she swatted his chest.

He expected retribution, but it didn’t come until halfway through the next round, and not from Miranda. Off in the corner of his eye, Brie crept into view, out of sight of the cameras on the pair playing in the Casual Games. Her fingers played at the hem of her blue tank, and slowly revealing an expanse of creamy skin and breasts whose size defied her slight frame. Everett’s eyes shot wide, and he hastily jerked his gaze back to the screen, where he promptly lost any chance of getting back into his flow.

He thought Miranda might be mad, but the smirk on her face when he lost the round was genuine.

Two two. Last round. Afterward, someone would be doing something to the other with their hands. Everett’s cock surged, and it didn’t escape him that Miranda’s thighs were parted and her breathing heavier and faster.

Tara crept up now too, and Brie slipped around behind her. The blonde was just as surprised as Everett when the redhead pulled down the spaghetti straps of her shirt one by one. Her breasts were nearly the size of Miranda’s, and her light gauzy bra did little to hide her nipples underneath. If Everett had been alone in his distractedness, he would have lost that round without question, but Miranda looked too and her eyes widened.

They both crashed and burned after that. Neither of them got much more than a few hundred points beyond what they already had. Everett took home another win, but neither of them felt like they’d lost.

“Aggggh, this is some bullshit!” Miranda cried out to her fans. “I’m telling you now, if Everett skunks me, I’m done. Done! Hanging up my streaming boots. I’ll become a nun in Philadelphia or something, I don’t know. But stay tuned, because we’re going to take a quick break, and then we’ll be back on.”

Everett tried to keep his surprise off his face. They hadn’t talked about streaming anything else, and he was so very much looking forward to his prize for the night. But when the stream was paused and the mics were off, Miranda glanced aside at him, grinning.

“Go make us girls some drinks, would you?”

“Uh,” he said eloquently. “Sure?”

As he busied himself in the kitchen, Miranda disappeared, and came back a few minutes later as Brie and Tara checked some cords and moved some things around. Everett didn’t know what to think of all that, and went back to fix a cocktail for himself. Everything was all set when he came back, and both Brie and Tara pulled up chairs off camera to watch and listen as the new video started up.

“Okay,” Miranda said, leaning forward with her forearms on her knees under the table. “We talked some in the lead-ups to the Casual Games about how we’ve been friends for about seven years and how we met, so I thought we’d keep that train going and talk about some of the best and worst of the conventions we went to at the same time. Remember Tucson?”

Still confused as to why they were doing this, Everett was slow to respond. “Uh. Yeah. I had the scorpion in my room and I flipped out.”

“Oh my God, yes!” Miranda exclaimed. “I forgot all about that. So Everett must have had a scorpion crawl onto his pack or his clothes or something…”

As she launched into the story, Brie slowly sank to her knees beside the table out of sight of the camera. Miranda deliberately didn’t look in her direction, but Everett did. Miranda pinched his hip and he brought his attention back to the cameras as a soft, almost inaudible giggle let loose under the table. Tara watched, grinning at the three of them from an armchair.

“-so he’s basically cowering in the bathroom when I come in,” Miranda said, and Everett rolled his eyes.

“I was not cowering-”

A flutter of fingers against his cock in his shorts. Miranda asked him to wear basketball shorts that day, and now he knew why – in case he won. Brie gripped him tight and goosed him, and he had a nearly impossible time not jumping.

“Ohhh ho ho, you were definitely cowering,” Miranda said, glancing aside at him with a twinkle in her eyes. “So anyways, I grab a plastic cup and a menu or something, trap it in the cup, and that’s that. But Mr. Muscles here, he stays in the bathroom until I’ve gone outside and dropped his new little traveling buddy into the rock garden.”

It was very hard to ignore his cock being stroked through the silky fabric of his shorts, but Everett managed. “I was not in the bathroom,” he said. He rolled his eyes at the cameras. “She’s exaggerating, folks.”

Miranda held up two fingers and made a pinching motion. “By this much.”

Brie’s fingers slid up to his waistband, and he sat up, shifting just ever so slightly so he could lift his ass up and Brie could pull down his shorts. Her gasp was thankfully not picked up by the mics.

He cleared his throat. “You want to talk embarrassing…”

“Uh oh,” Miranda said, wincing.

“…let’s talk about you meeting Calliope Beaumont.”

The hand drifted down to his exposed cock through the flap of his boxers before it disappeared.

“Just going to fire off the nuke first shot, huh?” Miranda asked.

Ignoring the question, Everett wiggled his jaw back and forth and stared upwards, pretending to be deep in thought. “I forgot, how many drinks did you have?”

A squicking sound, then silence again save for their conversation.

“I was twenty-one at the time, kids. Don’t get any ideas,” Miranda said, wagging a finger at the camera.

“Six drinks, maybe? I forget, you did so many shots with me and ZB Rabbit.”

Miranda buried her face in her hands and laughed. It also, conveniently, gave her an excuse to glance down as Brie’s hand gripped his cock again. He jerked involuntarily from the cold lotion on her palms, but on camera, it looked like he was just shifting in his chair.

“So we’re at this bar with our friend ZB, who used to be a streamer.” The hand worked the lotion up and down his length slowly, and to the side, Tara knelt down so she could look under the table and see his prick. Everett tried to continue. “It was the opening day of the con, and we’d just got back from a performance with Calliope Beaumont put on by one of the big game companies there. We’re just hanging out, drinking, talking, getting caught up…”

Tara began to walk on all fours across the room, slowly swaying her round, bubbly ass back and forth and Everett’s gaze jerked that way before returning to the camera as she disappeared under the table too.

“And in comes this beautiful woman wearing a wig and frumpy clothes. ZB, he picks up on who she is as she’s hustled to a VIP table behind a rope, right?”

The hand on his cock slid down to the base of his shaft and stayed there, jerking him slower now as another hand, warm and longer-fingered, slipped around his tip.

“Miranda, she’s, ah, thrilled. And like I say, very drunk. She rushed the table before I could catch her-”

The hands on his dick started stroking him at different paces, and two sets of fingers tickled his balls as Miranda didn’t bother to hide her smirk – and all the while kept her hands completely visible to the cameras.

“-and this security guy, built like a wall, stops her at the red rope. Miranda-”

The hands sped up, and hot breath teased his cock. For a moment he thought one of the pair was going to blow him, but they kept their mouths off, teasing him.

“M-Miranda comes back to the bar with me, but rather than letting it go-oh, she climbs up onto the bar. Or slides up onto it, anyways, and the bartender’s shouting at uhhh-us, and everyone’s drinks are getting kicked around-”

Miranda laughed and punched his arm. Conveniently, her hand fell down out of sight of the camera, and a trio of hands and fingers worked his cock. “Oh my gosh, you’re exaggerating so much. This is all a big, big lie, folks.”

“-and she starts belting out Calliope’s music. The poor woman looks up, and there’s this whole mob of people who realize who she is. They had to haul her out the back door, and we got banned for life.”

“Okay, that part’s kinda true,” Miranda admitted, squeezing his tip as he tried not to squirm. This was torture, sweet and pleasant torture, and Everett was going to come in record time if they kept it up. Which they did.

He lifted a hand to his mouth, and muttered, “Evil,” behind it.

Miranda pointedly ignored him. “What about, hm, your little costume malfunction in San Diego?”

“First off,’ Everett said, and someone added more lotion to the mix. Now a soft “wick wick wick” sound could be heard every time the hand in the middle jerked him. “I wouldn’t have even been in costume if it wasn’t for you.”

“It’s true,” Miranda said, teasing his tip with a curl of her finger along his underside, “Everett hates fun. I can confirm it.”

Chat was exploding with heart emoticons and comments about them being the cutest couple. No one was bothering to try to correct them. The cat was all but out of the bag, even that early in the week. Of course, none of them knew about the fun going on off camera.

“I’m ju-uh-ust self-conscious about costumes, that’s all,” Everett grumbled. He was trying valiantly not to think about how close to his dick Brie and Tara’s faces were, or Miranda joining them. He’d love to come on all three of them if he could. The thought left his throat dry and he swallowed, hard. “I, uh, you know, the whole process…”

“Uh huh,” Miranda said, blessedly giving him an out as his cock began to involuntarily flex and thrust gently into their hands. “Like you’re going to complain about me in my steampunk madame outfit.”

Everett let out an audible moan and closed his eyes. It was so unintentionally theatrical the chat room bought into it rather than realizing it was genuine. Holy shit, he was ready to explode. “Didn’t say I, ah, don’t like you in costume.”

Miranda snickered and rubbed the sensitive underside of his dick faster and faster. He bucked his hips, right on the verge. “For those of you who don’t know, there’s a video in my archive somewhere of it, but it was pretty great. Petticoats, a corset, the whole thing. Corsets are a pain in the ass, don’t get me wrong, but I do think they look good on me. What about you, Everett? Think they look good on me?”

Miranda in her corset, the long coat framing her bust. Unbidden, an image of her dropping the coat and kneeling in front of him to pull down the corset and fuck him with her tits rose in his mind. It was too much. His come rocketed out of him, hitting God knew what as he stammered, “Y-yeah. They looked, uh, God, good.”

Miranda turned and winked at the camera. “Must have been really good for a response like that. All right, I think that’s going to do it for us here- More stories to come later this week-”

A slurping sound, followed by another.

“-but we’ll be back tomorrow for the thrilling, chilling third day of…”

Everett had just tapered off, his mind still in an orgasmic fugue, and it took him a moment to mutter, “The, uh, the Casual Games.”

Miranda sighed, theatrically wistful. “Boy, my boobs really took him out of it. Well, goodbye, folks.”

She stopped the recording with her left hand and leaned back in her chair, grinning as she brought up her other cupped palm. Watching Everett, she lifted it to her lips, and said, “Thanks for saving me some, girls.”

“Nom nom nom,” Brie sang out happily from under the table.

“He ain’t bad!” Tara added.

“Evil. The three of you. Pure evil,” Everett muttered, watching Miranda open her palm. A pearl of his cum rested on her fingers, and she lifted it to her lips and winked.

* * *

Day three, and Miranda woke up feeling like a rock star. She stretched and then thumped her mattress with her hands rhythmically and kicked her legs.

“Oh my God, I am going to sleep with Everett,” she shouted up at the ceiling, laughing at her own silliness.

She pranced through a shower, pranced through getting dressed, and pranced all the way to her car and then again at the coffee shop. She loved the Triumvirate’s unofficial headquarters, and the staff loved them, as they were great tippers and always polite and friendly.

Tara was next to arrive, and after putting in an order for a latte and a mini-quiche, she settled into a chair opposite Miranda. “Sooo… anything more happen after we left last night?”

Miranda smiled. “We went to dinner. It was cute. He was trying to be so gentlemanly around me, and I’m thinking to myself, ‘Dude, we just jerked you off earlier.’” Tara laughed softly “How about you two?”

Tara busied herself with her laptop bag and asked, “What do you mean?”

“Don’t play innocent. I heard some definite kissing going on down there last night.”

Tara glanced up, blushing. “I… yeah, all right, there maybe was a little, um, moment or two. We didn’t do anything afterwards, though. I had to get to my spin class and she went dancing.”

“Oh my God, Brie is going to be the worst about this.”

Tara laughed as their barista brought her by her drink. “Right?”

Brie came in like a whirlwind, ordering an Americano and a slice of pie, and threw herself into her chair with a gruff “humph,” staring blackly at Tara. “I wanted to ride your face last night,” she growled.

Tara glanced around sharply, and hissed, “Jesus, Brie.”

“Well, I did. And ding dong over here’s all moony for Everett, so she’s taken now. So I’m grumpy.” She sighed again, this time happily. “But Team Night tomorrow. I’m gonna get some cock.”

“It is, isn’t it?” Tara asked. “Week’s flying by. Everett’s friends, are they…?”

“Oh, you’ll like them,” Miranda said. “Callum’s a nerdy sexy cowboy. Isaac’s a playboy. Programmer, I think, or something like that. He’s got money, too.”

“This sounds better and better,” Tara said.

The barista brought Tara’s quiche and Brie’s Americano.  Brie took a sip, waiting for the three to be alone again, and when they were, she eyed Miranda. “Are you going to be joining us for the festivities? Is Everett?”

“I don’t know. I guess I need to talk to him about that.” Miranda reached out and patted her hip. “Why? Do I know someone who might enjoy Everett having a little taste?”

“Wasn’t Everett I was hoping to have eat me,” Brie said brightly, and Tara choked.

* * *

The board game would be played in Miranda’s living room. She taped up wax paper in the windows, a strange necessity of the streaming world sometimes to keep stalkers from identifying her house. No matter how creepy you thought guys could get, there was always a whole other level of crazy and it paid to be cautious.

With his best buddy Brisco seated next to him, Everett set up the pieces. This was the only game they were allowed to research in depth before the competition, because they didn’t want to spend their time learning the rules in front of the camera, a stream-killer for sure. They wouldn’t exactly be experts, so there would be a level of trial-and-error for the viewers’ pleasure, but they hoped they understood enough that they weren’t fumbling over the rules.

“I swear, if you end up destroying me me in this damn competition,” Miranda growled.

Everett grinned as he put down another miniature of a space alien. The game was simple in concept – each player controlled both a character running from the aliens, and six aliens themselves. There were multiple ways to play, ranging from trying to scavenge items to fight the aliens off to making a beeline to the escape pods. The way they both secretly meant to play was the rescue mission, which involved repairing a distress beacon. It was generally regarded as the game’s best course of action for players.

“You can admit defeat now and we’ll square up with all my rewards tonight,” Everett said, scratching Brisco’s back.

“Mm, tempting, but no, I think I’d rather see you crying on camera about losing a two zero lead.” Her grin faded as she walked over and sat next to him. “Everett.”

“Hm?”

“Team Night tomorrow.”

“Oh yeah, Callum’s in town. He’s checking out the astronaut exhibit. Gonna be crashing at my house tonight.”

“That’s good,” she said, distracted. “Um. We should probably talk… boundaries and expectations.”

Everett glanced up. “That sounds anything but casual,” he said, smiling gently.

“I know. But let’s pretend this between us was heading towards a serious relationship.”

“Okay,” he said.

“How do we… handle ourselves tomorrow?”

Everett leaned back. “Well, not to put it on you, but you’re the one who came up with the idea. What were you thinking?”

“I guess I thought we’d play it by ear. You know? If it got hot and heavy, we could fool around a bit with whoever. But… don’t laugh.”

“No, of course not.”

Miranda clenched her hands together. “Brie and Tara are amazing. And I’m really afraid you’re going to want to wind up with them. I don’t mean to be jealous, but…”

“Isaac and Callum are great too. You worried you’re going to want to run away with them?”

“No,” she said, smiling softly. “No, you’re stuck with me. Casually, obviously.”

“Here’s my thinking,” Everett said, and took her hands to kiss them before he let them go again. “I’m not going to say what it is I want to say. Not yet. But you have to know what it is I’m thinking. What I’m feeling. And so long as we’re together, in the same space, a little fun with other people isn’t going to change that. Nothing will. So if you want to have fun with Callum and Isaac, you have my blessing. And as far as we’re casually going, I think that’s a pretty good rule in general. We don’t cheat on each other, we don’t do anything the other person isn’t involved in.”

Miranda gave him a tentative smile. “That sounds perfect.”

* * *

The board game, they agreed later, was probably the low point of the week in terms of the Casual Games. It was supposed to be a short game, but they both shifted tactics multiple times and it wound up pushing the game well past their planned half-hour stream. Their audience spent much of the time cooing in chat at Brisco, who never strayed from the couch. When Miranda’s last two aliens finally caught up to Everett’s fleeing avatar, it was a relief, and they ended the stream quickly thereafter.

“Finally,” she grumbled.

“Agreed. That would be a lot more fun with four players.”

“I’m not talking about the game,” Miranda said, grabbing his hand and tugging him up off the couch. “Come on.”

The game might have been forgettable, but Miranda’s outfit that day would forever be burned into Everett’s feverish imagination. The plunging neckline of her creamy white top was no doubt a treat for a lot of the male viewers who’d been watching, and her black skirt had him entranced with its occasional flashes of her legs. She guided him into the bedroom and stepped away to take care of Brisco and freshen up. He took the time to slip off his plaid shirt and drape it over the back of a chair. Slowly he worked himself down to his boxers, and lazed on the side of her bed, thumbing through a romance novel she had sitting there.

“Hi,” a sultry voice said from the door.

As heart-stopping sexy as she was in her streaming clothes, in this new outfit, Miranda could have been the woman to set nations at war. Sheer red stockings emphasized her long legs and led to a mouth-watering garter belt and a pair of equally sheer panties cupping her delicate sex. A corset gave her breasts a staggering amount of lift.

“Baby…” he murmured, stepping towards her, his eyes wide. “I thought tonight was your win. Holy hell.”

She laughed softly and gave a luxurious stretch of her arms, putting her breasts on even more of a display. “That bet helped pay for this, but I got a whole closet’s worth.”

“I can’t wait to see it,” Everett murmured, and then he was on Miranda, his hands going around her back and pulling her tight to him as he brought his lips to hers, hungry, so hungry for her. She gasped into his mouth and he turned with her back towards the bed, his lips still chasing hers, their eyes half-lidded. He slid one hand down to a bared cheek as he lifted her up and back onto the bed, chasing Miranda, his hardness rubbing against her barely clad sex.

Everett almost couldn’t help himself. He gripped her panties and yanked them down her legs, and she gasped as he sprang back up, his boxers dropping down and exposing his desire. He nestled his cock at her entrance, his eyes half-crazed, and Miranda’s mouth parted. She wasn’t sure if she wanted to tell him yes, God yes, do it, just do it now, or to tell him to wait, that it would be so delicious in a couple days. His breaths were already coming hard, and he rubbed his cock along her slick folds, but not entering her.

“My God, I want you,” he growled into her mouth.

“Everett,” she breathed, her back arching, on the verge of telling him yes, do it, fuck her.

But then, mercifully, he slid down just far enough to tug at the laces of her corset and pull the cups down to reveal her breasts. He leaned down and sucked one hard nipple into his mouth, greedy, needing. The outfit had definitely worked. Miranda gripped the back of his head, pulling him tighter to her breast, and slipped a hand down between her legs, playing with herself. His joined hers a moment later, sinking a pair of fingers deep inside her warm wetness as she moaned breathlessly.

His finger-fucking was hard and fast, and she rubbed her clit in tandem as she stared down at him sucking at her breast. He swapped to the other nipple, the cool air making the first ache, and he devoured it with the same passion. His free hand slid under her back, giving him more leverage to suck her nipple.

“Yes, Everett, yes,” she gasped.

His mouth popped off her long enough to look up. “Goddamn, I love your body, baby.” His attention returned to her nipple. This time, he dragged his teeth along it, making her jump and grip him tighter.

“Oh fuck, mm, yes, bite my nipple, oh fuck, just like that…”

His fingers plunged in and out of her and Miranda’s at her clit played it faster and faster, rubbing circles around it before flicking it hard, just the way she wanted it. Her hips thrust wide and Everett caught the motion as she started her slow slide towards a full-bodied orgasm. His fingers slipped out of her and she almost keened at him to put them back, but then his mouth was there, hot and moving against her lips, her clit, and he was throwing her legs over his shoulders, rocking back and forth on all fours as he ate her out.

Miranda grabbed his hair in her hands and jerked him down hard against her pussy. “Oh my God, oh my God, Everett, my clit, my clit, I’m so close baby please…”

He dropped his tongue against her clit, flicking it before he toyed with it between his lips and licked it again and again. Her ass bucked up once, twice, and she screamed, “Oh fuck, I’m coming, I’m coming!”

Her pleasure slammed into her, drove her breathless into the mattress. She gripped his head tight to herself, her feet kicking against his back as she came and came and came. Everett gave Miranda’s clit a few more jabs with his tongue, and slipped down to her folds, tasting the wetness dripping slowly down her thighs to her butt and the bedspread. His hands slid under her and he was hoisting her up, folding Miranda until she was resting mostly on her shoulders, her knees up near her breasts. Everett plunged his tongue deep within her folds, a man possessed by his need to make her come again. At this angle, she couldn’t reach him easily, leaving her arms with nothing to do but flail with the pleasure. She hit the alarm clock by her bed, knocked off two of her pillows, donkey-punched a poor stuffed animal Everett gave her once upon a time.

His mouth slipped away from her long enough to growl, “You taste so sweet, Miranda. I could do this all day.”

Her eyes rolled up as his tongue worked into her like a small cock and dragged through her folds to reach the base of her pussy again. Then he was up and moving, guiding her legs back down and flipping her over onto all fours as he shifted behind her, kissing her ass cheeks before burying his tongue into her pussy again, his nose pressed against her delicate bud. She gripped the blanket in her fingers, her head tossing and rolling with every long lash of his tongue.

“So good, so good,” Miranda whimpered.

Fingers slid back into her, but by that point, the added pleasure was redundant. She was running towards another orgasm, her heart free. Everett found her spot as he licked her folds, and she crushed her head against the mattress, breathless.

Her body went boneless with the second orgasm, her arms too badly shaking to support her. She collapsed forward, her pleasure escaping her lungs in a soft cry. Everett crawled up beside her, and gently pulled her onto her back, his furious need gone.

“Miranda. You okay?”

She stared up at the ceiling, the words taking a long moment to comprehend, and finally she nodded. “That was…” she croaked. She pleaded with her eyes for him to understand her, and he smiled and caressed her face. She wanted to reach down and take care of him, but he slipped off the bed and into the bathroom, coming back a moment later with a towel dipped in hot water. Slowly, tenderly, he cleaned her up, stopping now and then to kiss her thighs or her mound, places that weren’t so intensely stimulated. He helped her unhook the garter belt from her hosiery and finished undressing her. She was so achingly tired, so pleased and warm. When he crawled into bed with her and slipped the blankets up over them both, it wasn’t long before Miranda slipped into darkness, his hand on her hip, his lips pressed softly against her neck in a gentle rhythm.

* * *

Waking up next to Miranda was the dream. Maybe the sex was a fantasy, and maybe Everett was beginning to think about what came after the week, to want that next step of wherever this was going, but coming awake in the middle of the night with Miranda’s bare bottom pressed against him, he didn’t think there was any way he could have been more content.

He slipped away to use the bathroom, and when he came back, she was sitting up, blinking groggily against the soft spill of her lamp. She smiled blearily at him and whispered, “I thought you were leaving.”

“No,” Everett said, sliding back up on the bed.

She turned off the lamp again, and settled down onto her pillow. She turned over so her head rested next to his shoulder, and kissed his bared skin. “Good. Don’t ever want another night without you.”

Since they’d gone to bed so early, Miranda woke long before dawn to the feeling of his hardness against her hip. She smiled, and reached down to take him in her hand. Everett stirred, and mumbled into her hair, “That’s a nice good morning.”

She laughed softly. “Come on. Take a shower with me.”

“Might need some convincing.”

She squeezed him gently. “That do?”

“Yuuuuup.”

He used the toilet while Miranda took a quick detour to start up the coffeemaker. When she came in, he was bent over fiddling with the knobs to her shower. She took the opportunity to pinch his ass. “My mom’s going to be thrilled we’re hooking up,” she said. “She’s always had the biggest crush on you.”

“Really?” Everett asked as water blasted from the showerhead. “Well… it’s been fun.”

Miranda laughed. “Go grab us coffee. I’m still in the shy ‘I don’t want to pee in front of my boyfriend’ stage.”

He gave her a kiss, and headed out to do just that. In the kitchen, he mulled over her word choice. Boyfriend. Hm. Not that it wasn’t pleasing, but it brought back all the questions he had about what he wanted long-term. When he came back into the bathroom, Miranda was bringing the shower down from near-boiling to a sane person’s level of comfort. He handed her a mug, and she took it with a smile. But they never even so much as sipped from those cups. Instead, she settled her mug on the counter and reached down to grasp him again.

“Never did get a chance last night to get a taste test,” she murmured. Everett nearly dropped his mug beside hers in his haste to join her in the shower, making it slosh everywhere. Neither noticed. Neither would have cared.

He leaned back against the wall as Miranda knelt down in front of him, the shower’s spray cascading down her back as she gripped his half-hard member and first washed him slowly, rubbing his dick and his balls with a washcloth. Every inch she washed, she kissed, staring up at him with her dark eyes, looking for what he liked. She brought her lips back up the other side.

“I was a bad girl leaving you hard like this last night,” she whispered, and teased his tip with her tongue.

Getting the idea, Everett grinned down at her. “You were.”

“How can I ever make it up to you?”

“I think you know how, Miranda.”

“What do you want me to do?” she asked, his cock resting against her cheek.

“I want you to suck my dick.”

Her cheeks reddened, and she breathed out, “Okay.”

It didn’t take a genius to figure out Miranda liked this submissiveness, so when she opened her mouth to take him, he rested a hand on the back of her head. Her moan around his cock encouraged him, and slowly he pushed her face down. His thick cock surged as her tongue wiggled against the underside. Her eyes flicked between how much of him there was yet to go and his face, drawn in a frown of pleasure. He expected her to stop with a pinch or something, but she just kept taking more and more of him until his cockhead brushed the back of her throat.

Miranda held up a finger, and he nodded down at her, letting her breathe through her nose and get used to so much of him. Then slowly, staring up at Everett again, she slid further down his shaft, taking him into her throat. There was still a good amount of him left by the time she had to stop, but this was easily the most any woman had ever taken of his dick.

“Jesus, Miranda, that’s amazing.”

She held him for a long moment, her eyes tearing up, and then finally she pulled away, gasping for air when he slipped free of her mouth. She grinned up at him. “I told you. I like all of it.”

“I am enjoying finding that out first hand,” he said as she sucked his tip again.

Her shower’s hot water didn’t last long, and she guided him back out to the bedroom and pushed him down on the edge of the bed. The submissive nature gave way to a natural hunger for him, and she sucked him in earnest this time, taking control. Her head bobbed up and down, her slick hair pasted to her back. He placed his hands back on her head, but she did all the work now, and had him aching for every new flick of her tongue, suck, or tease of her lips. Watching her ass bounce back and forth and up and down was a visual feast only matched by the sight of her smile every now and then when she glanced up, knowing how in control she was.

It wasn’t long before he warned her. “Miranda. I’m close.”

She popped off him and jacked him with one hand, grinning up at Everett. “Mm. Breakfast.”

Her lips plunged back down, taking half his length before she slid back up to his tip, sucking and bobbing on his first couple inches with a feverish intensity until he tightened and started making small thrusts up. The first spurts she drank down greedily, but Everett kept coming and coming and she had to let some of it trickle out of her mouth and down her chin as she stared up at him, her throat working as she tried to keep up with him. When he was finally spent, she pulled off, gasping, and wiped the dollops of come off her chin and her breasts before sucking it down.

He helped her up and onto the bed beside him. He kissed her cheek, her neck, her shoulder. “Goddamn, Miranda.”

“Only problem is,” Miranda said, kissing his shoulder too before scooting up to the head of the bed and spreading her hips wide, “we both need another shower, and it’s going to take at least half an hour for my hot water to refill.”

He chased after her on his knees, staring at her slick pink lips as she brought a finger to her hood, playing with it idly. “So what do you think we should do about that?”

* * *

Everett had to leave Miranda to head to his morning job, but she sent him off with a heart-stopping kiss both to his lips and a certain other part of him as he leaned against the front door, trying to will himself not to throw her back on the bed for round two. The whole morning, he had a grin that wouldn’t leave his face.

Callum came by halfway through the shift, looking sleepy and pleased with himself. He was a big man, maybe six two and a rock solid two hundred pounds and change. He wasn’t bodybuilder buff, but the man had grown up tossing around haybales and wrangling calves, and he was easily the strongest guy Everett knew. With his nearly-bleached blonde hair and his goofy crooked grin, Callum was also, irritatingly, one of the handsomest guys Everett knew.

Though Callum had been in town since the night before, they had yet to see each other, and the big cowboy greeted him with a giant hug and hard thumps to Everett’s back he was sure might have caused some permanent damage. “Damn, brother, it’s good to see you again,” Callum said.

“You too, man, you too. The house okay last night?”

“Just fine, just fine.”

“Sorry I didn’t wind up making it home.”

Callum chuckled. “Don’t you apologize for that.”

“You excited for this afternoon?”

“I watched those lovely ladies again last night at your place, and let’s just say I’m very, very curious how the night’s going to go.”

Everett laughed. He was stocking shelves, and Callum pitched in as they threw cans up onto a shelf behind the older ones. “They’re excited to meet you too. My friend Isaac’s going to be there.”

“I know Isaac,” Callum said, exasperated. “Reno, two years back.”

Everett groaned. “Oh, right, the anime girl. Did you two…?”

“A gentleman never tells,” Callum said, but judging from his pleased grin, Everett knew the answer.

Everett’s manager approached them, his eternal frown even wider. He was a squat man who had never heard of a haircut other than a close-trimmed buzz. “Everett, you can’t have civilians helping you stock shelves.”

“Civilians?” Callum asked. “This the military?”

Everett choked off a snicker. “He’s a friend. Relax.”

“Besides,” Callum added, “you really going to turn down help? Here?”

The manager harrumphed, and stormed away as fast as his stubby legs would allow. Everett sighed. “I really need to get a better job.”

Callum took off not long after to meet up with Isaac. The plan was to do the recording at Tara’s, since she had the biggest living room out of the group. She needed some help testing everything and hauling furniture around, so the two men were headed over to meet with her, Brie, and Miranda. Everett finished up with his shift and headed back to his place first for a shower and a change of clothes.

At Tara’s, Everett let himself in, hearing a bunch of voices with no one answering his knock. Everyone was seated around her kitchen table over takeout salads and skewers. Miranda glanced up from a stack of games in front of her, and grinned.

“Hey baby,” she said.

In mid-sentence, Tara stopped and gaped at her. “Baby? Good God. We’ve lost you already.”

Everett leaned in to give Miranda a kiss and stole a piece of beef from her skewer. Isaac, a tall, muscular black man with a cool diamond pattern shaved tight against his skull, gave him a nod. For Isaac, that was pretty wordy. Some people thought his quiet manner meant he was aloof, but he was just one of those guys who didn’t need to say much to be one of the coolest people in a room.

“What shoes you got on today?” Everett asked him.

Isaac cracked a grin and pushed his chair out to stand up and show him. Everett came around, chewing on the spicy beef skewer. Isaac’s great vice, even more so than games, was shoes, and he owned more than most women Everett knew. Today he was wearing a pair of throwback high tops that looked almost space-age.

“Damn, I like those,” Everett said. “Good choice.”

“You fashionistas want to get down to business so we can get down to buizzzzzness?” Tara asked.

“Hush now,” Brie said, spearing a bite of egg from her salad. “You and the Cowboy can giddy up in a while.”

Callum groaned. “I don’t think I’ve ever actually heard someone say giddy up.”

“Ohhh, you will later,” Tara said, holding up her skewer to her lips and making sure every guy saw it.

Miranda patted the chair next to her and Everett took a seat. Brie slid over the one closed container of food on the table, and he took it gratefully. There had been no time to eat that morning and likely wouldn’t be that night, so he ate quickly. “Where we at with the games?”

Tara passed a notepad over to him. “Okay, we got it narrowed down quite a bit. Everyone’s played a little bit of something, so we’re kind of boned on no one being an expert.”

Callum nodded. “So we’re thinking about a random draw. Two names, male and female, and a game. Each team gets one veto.”

“I like that idea. So best of three, then?” Everett asked.

Everyone nodded or gave a variation on yes to that. They settled into whittling the games down to twelve possibilities from a pool of about thirty. Everyone’s best game was eliminated, but they couldn’t weed out genres, or otherwise there would be no games left.

“We have to trust each other,” Callum said when things seemed at an impasse. “So let’s keep it honest and make our own lists of everything we personally think we’d be too good at for it to be fair.”

“That’s smart,” Tara said. She really did seem to have a thing for Callum, judging from her batted eyelashes and the multiple times her hand disappeared under the table. He certainly didn’t seem to mind, and Everett was fairly certain he was returning the gesture himself, though he had the decency to be subtle about it.

That whittled the list down, but they still had quite a few games. “Still,” Miranda said, “that’s really not bad. We’re all represented here. Tara and Isaac are jacks of all trades. I’ve got fighting games locked down. Brie, rhythm. Everett and Callum are kind of the weighted ones here. Both of them are great at sports and shooters.”

Everett glanced at Callum. “We remove golf and Cyblat, it might even things out.”

Callum groaned. “Aw, man, Cyblat’s hot right now. We play that, we’re looking at a lot more viewers.” He sighed and shook his head. “But you’re right. Yeah, all right, cut it.”

Tara fixed the list, and passed it around. Everyone took a look, and agreed. It wasn’t perfect, but it was never going to be. As Tara wrote out the names on strips of paper to put them in a hat later, Miranda leaned forward. “We need to talk ground rules for the stream and afterwards. Nobody knows about the more, um, physical aspects of this except everyone in this room.”

Isaac piped up for the first time in a long while. “We won’t talk about it.”

Callum nodded. “Agreed. Besides, I like the charity idea as a cover. That’s real, right?”

The three women and Everett nodded. Miranda said, “Everett and I are going to pay up fifteen bucks for each night we lose.”

“Happy to toss in for that tonight,” Callum said.

“Me too,” Isaac agreed.

“Tara, Brie, no pressure on you two,” Miranda said.

“I honestly thought it was implied I was good with that too,” Tara said, and Brie nodded.

Everett smiled at all of them. “That’s cool. Thanks everyone. But about what comes after… if anyone has any boundaries, anything they specifically don’t want to do, there’s no judgment, okay?”

Everyone agreed. They stared around the table. Even Isaac, cool as a cucumber, seemed anticipatory. Brie leaned forward and breathed, “Holy shit. My first orgy.”

Callum held up a hand, and she high-fived him.

* * *

Because they had time, Tara decided to run an impromptu stream to play some of the games they had cut off the list. Everyone hung around and they swapped out games and competitors freely. Miranda ran the tables on them in a fighting game collection as well as a digital pinball game, while Everett schooled both the other guys in arcade football. It was a good time, and a nice getting-to-know-you situation that helped all of them get over their nerves over what was to come.

Once it was time for the real competition to start, they switched over to Miranda’s streaming account, since she had the biggest number of followers by far. Brie had set up some sports style introductions, including weight, height, likes, and dislikes in terms of games. Once they all said hello and talked about their own streams and social media pages so people could follow along, they dove into the rules. Brie was a natural fit for that, given her enthusiasm, and thanks to that stream, she’d get one hell of a boost in smitten followers.

Out came the hats full of games and names, and Tara drew first. “Isaac versus… me. In… ooh, Macheesemo.”

Macheesemo was beautifully designed rat race through labyrinths for cheese. The hook was that the labyrinths were tiny and could be navigated in ten or fifteen seconds, with the game throwing the players at a breakneck speed through wildly different environments. For a local co-op game, it was a perfect pick to start things off.

Tara offered her hand, and Isaac shook it, amused. She said, “May luck fart in your face, good sir.”

Isaac’s smile widened into a grin that made his already-handsome face seem almost boyish. “May you rest easy in the armpit of incompetence,” he shot back.

The game rounds were so short, they set it to best of thirty. Tara took an early lead while Brie called out a play by play. “Ooooh, Tara’s going for the Gouda Offensive, a risky tactic this early in the race, but Isaac’s countering with the Cheddar Defense, a solid pick… they’re neck and neck, folks, neck and… no, wait, actually, Isaac just walked into a wall, so it’s more like neck-and-toes… Ponytail Triumvirate’s in the house representing tonight, but Random Dude Organization is off to a promising showing for a bunch of guys about to get their asses spanked… oooh, and he’s gone back to the entrance, folks, proving once and for all guys cannot find the spot for the life of them…”

Isaac put on a good show, but Tara’s lead never quite diminished, and soon they were staring at a “WINNER!” screen. Tara did a victory dance, while Isaac hung his head in theatrical shame. Brie switched the shot to the handheld camera she was holding, and zoomed in on Isaac’s face. “Oooh, tough loss, Isaac. Got any post-round thoughts?”

“I failed men everywhere,” he said, sighing heavily but unable to keep a grin off his face. “I guess the old cliché is true. Today, a guy could not find his way while a woman knew the directions all along.”

Brie snickered and swerved the camera to zoom in on Tara’s nostrils. “Tara’s nose, what do you have to say about today’s win?”

The camera zoomed out, and Tara faked tears. “I’m just, you know, very grateful for today, and for God, and all the people on my team. Really it’s a group effort. I mean, not smoking Isaac like he’s a bowl of skunk weed, that was stupidly easy on my own. But in general, it’s a group effort. Lots of love. Let’s keep the victory train rolling.”

Next up was Miranda and Callum playing Orbit Blasters, drawing the girls’ single veto. On paper, the action shooter was almost a lock for the cowboy. They drew again, and this time it was the guys who vetoed since Miranda drew Paper Thugs, a fighter. With the vetoes gone, the next game might determine the overall winners.

Bowling. Simple, digital bowling.

Everett groaned. This was his jam, and he wasn’t in it. Neither Callum or Miranda had ever done much bowling in real life, let alone digitally, but she picked up on the nuance of curving the ball quickly and was rolling spares consistently while Callum barely broke a hundred in the two games it took to put him down.

Brie whooped and turned the camera on Callum. “What’s it like, being your team’s loser? The guy who rolled over and died so that the women could win early?”

“Hey, you know,” Callum said, imitating Tara’s earlier sports voice, “we got out there, we played our hearts out, and that’s all we can hope for. Was it disappointing? Yes. Will I cry myself to sleep later? I would anyways. But dang it, I’ll love and cherish that participation trophy forever.”

“Well,” Brie said, focusing the camera on Miranda. “You brought it home, babe. We won in two games. How’s it feel?”

“My only regret,” Miranda said, “is that I wish we had some real competition. Oh well.”

Brie grinned and focused the camera on Everett. “What do you say? Finish it out?”

“We’ll play through, even if the other guys couldn’t be bothered to wake up today,” Everett said.

“Boooo,” Callum said, swapping him spots. “Taking down your own teammates? Poor form.”

“So is laying down and dying,” Everett said, clapping him on the shoulder.

He and Brie wound up playing a weird match three puzzler and rhythm game hybrid named Bongos and Broomsticks. The aesthetic was insane, both cheery and joyfully dark all at once. The idea was to swap out blocks on a grid at the same time as a beat in the background to match up colors and shapes. On paper, Brie was the favorite to win, given her love of rhythm games, but Everett figured out some special moves early and eked out a victory. It was a great game none of them had ever played, and even after Everett won, everyone else joined in for a few rounds as a friendly send-off to the stream.

But things had to end, and once they’d all restated their channel names and relevant information to potential new fans, they signed off and shut down the streaming equipment.

Everyone stared at everyone. No one moved. “Well, boys,” Brie finally said, a slow grin spreading across her pixie-ish face. “You lost. So you’d better get started making it up to us.”

* * *

It took a while for everyone to get over their nervousness. Brie and Tara busied themselves by laying out several yoga mats and pillows from the bedroom, along with some lube, wipes, and bottles of water in case things got really crazy. Miranda and Everett fetched drinks for everyone, and snuck in a quiet moment together in the kitchen to reaffirm their commitment to the night and to each other.

“You’re sure about me with Brie and Tara?” Everett asked her.

She wrapped her arms around his neck. “So long as we always come home to each other. Casually. Obviously. You? I gotta admit, the boys are both pretty yummy.”

Everett grinned and gave her another kiss. “Have fun. They’re good guys.”

She started away, then glanced back, amused. “And remember, you can have all the fun you want to with Brie and Tara, but you and I can’t have sex until tomorrow night.”

He groaned, and she sashayed away, giving her butt a nice wiggle.

Tara set up some music, a hot and heavy party playlist, and Brie was already straddling Isaac’s lap, still fully clothed. Isaac’s hands reached around and squeezed her tight ass. Everett brought them a cocktail, and before he got away, Brie reached out to grab his collar and pull him in for an insistent kiss. Her lips were soft and tasted like watermelon, and she definitely wasn’t shy about her tongue. Everett thought with some amusement she was going for the back of his throat with the damn thing.

When she broke away, she said, “Miranda might get you for life, Everett, but tonight I’m going to have a taste.”

“Looking forward to it,” he said, grinning. She reached out again and gave his groin a good cop, letting out a pleased “hm” at the size of him.

Across the room, Callum took his drink from Miranda and slid around behind her, weaving with her to the music. “You mind?” he asked her. For a response, she glanced over her shoulder and leaned back against him, grinding her ass into his crotch

Everett grinned at Tara. He knew she’d been eyeballing Callum all night, but it wasn’t like she hadn’t been ogling him or Isaac, either. “Guess you’re stuck with me for the moment.”

“Eh, I don’t know,” she said, tapping her chin as she slinked towards him, already starting to lift her shirt and show off her creamy, taut stomach. Up the shirt went, over a pink and black satin and lace bra. Everett helped her with the rest and stole a kiss from her, loving the press of her soft, full lips. Though Miranda had always been his greatest fantasy, Tara and Brie were truly among the most gorgeous women he’d ever met, Brie with her slight frame and playful looks and Tara with her smoldering eyes and her bikini-model frame. He loved that she was nearly as tall as he was, and they fit together nicely as she dropped her shirt behind her.

“So,” Everett said, slipping out of his own shirt. “We lost. And that means we’re at your command tonight. What would you like first?”

“Mm,” Tara said, reaching down to help him with the buttons on his pants and his zipper. “Miranda was telling us all about how good you were with your mouth last night.”

“The best,” Miranda moaned. Callum’s hands disappeared down the front of her pants as he held her from behind, sucking at her neck and nibbling on her ear.

“How about it, fellas?” Brie asked, tossing aside her shirt. Her breasts were much smaller than Miranda or Tara’s, but considering her slight frame, they looked full and ripe on her body and Isaac wasted no time in helping her ditch her bra too. “Oral to start things off?”

“You don’t ask us tonight,” Isaac said. “You tell us.”

“All right,” Brie said, grinning down at him as he leaned forward to suck one of her nipples into his mouth. “The three of you. Eat us out.”

The guys helped their partners finish undressing. The three women stood together for a moment, enjoying the awestruck scrutiny of the guys. Miranda, in the middle, took Brie’s hand. The other woman glanced over at her, and Miranda leaned in to kiss her softly. Brie’s eyes went huge, but Miranda was already pulling away and looking towards Tara. The blonde shrugged and smiled, and Miranda leaned in to kiss her too.

“Fuck yeah,” Brie breathed. She pulled Isaac to her and sat down on one end of the couch, spreading her legs wide for him as he knelt down to admire her shaved pussy. He wasted no time driving his mouth down against her waiting lips.

Miranda was next, and Callum took a moment first to give her a kiss and a wink. “Have to do that before I give you back to Everett,” he said, grinning.

She patted her hips. “Show me what you can do, cowboy.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Soon both Isaac and Callum were licking and sucking their partners’ pussies, leaving just Tara and Everett the odd pair out. “You’re beautiful, Tara,” Everett said, taking her hand and guiding her down to the couch.

“Thank you,” she said, blushing. “Miranda, are you sure about this?”

For an answer, Miranda reached over and spread apart Tara’s lips. “Be good to her, baby,” she said, smiling gently at Everett.

“I can’t wait until tomorrow,” he replied, and slowly tore his gaze away from her to focus on Tara. The blonde spread her long legs and kept a hand on Miranda’s. Miranda looked surprised at that, but she slowly began to rub slow rings around Tara’s mound, drawing close and teasing her hooded clit as Everett leaned in to brush his mouth against her big pink lips.

On the other side, Miranda slid her other hand down to Brie’s pussy as well, and the cute redhead glanced up at her friend, her cheeks already flushed from Isaac’s enthusiastic tongue and mouth. “I didn’t know you were…”

“Bi?” Miranda smiled. “Mostly I like guys. But you… Tara.... I think I’d like to try it.”

Brie nuzzled Miranda’s shoulder and gave it a soft kiss. “We’re going to have so much fun tonight,” she murmured.

“We are.”

Then the talking was over for a good long while, save for occasional moans and gasped names.  Isaac was something of a playboy and had a reputation at his old job for sleeping with most of the available attractive women in the building. Of the three guys, he was the most experienced and proficient with his tongue. Combined with Brie’s natural sexual enthusiasm and he was far out in the lead to make her come.

But that wasn’t to write off Callum or Everett. Callum was a one-woman guy, generally, but his kindly nature made him an excellent giver when it came to oral. He also was the first to slide his fingers into his partner too, a double threat of pleasure that sent Miranda quaking. Tara was already immensely turned on and had been riding a high of anticipation in the last minutes of their stream. Her pussy was ready for attention, and Everett gave it to her with a relish unparalleled by the other guys.

And of course the women’s hands wandered too. Miranda helped the guys along by toying with Brie and Tara’s hoods, clits, and mounds. Truth was, she’d admit later to Everett, she’d only had one lesbian hookup her whole life, and that was back when she was nearly virginal and so unsure of herself. Now, though, she had the wisdom of experience, at least when it came to straight sex, and knew there really was no real wrong way to go about things. She focused on having fun, on teasing, on light pinches, on the gasps and pleased sighs of her favorite people in the whole world.

Brie would have loved to help Miranda out in turn, but she was sprinting gleefully towards an orgasm, her tiny body popping with every lick Isaac gave her. He had a firm grip on her ass and had her nearly bent over backwards on the couch cushion, her legs rising steadily higher and higher as he feasted on her delicate cunt.

“Mmm, fuck, Isaac, keep licking me, I’m close, I’m so close you fucking stud.”

Hearing that spurred him on, and he drove his tongue deeper into her depths as Miranda stroked her clit harder and harder. Brie’s knees kicked out, nearly hitting Miranda, and she let out a loud yip that stopped everyone who wasn’t Isaac as she started to come.

“Yeeeep! Eeee!  Isaac! Mmmm! Fuuuu-UCK!”

Her tiny body convulsed, and her pussy visibly quaked as she came, her juices dribbling out of her. Miranda swirled her fingers along Brie’s lips, and brought them to Tara’s mouth. The blonde hesitated, then sucked them down, staring into Miranda’s eyes as she tasted her friend.

The hotness, the naughtiness of it, spurred Tara on, and once she let Miranda’s fingers slip free, she threw her legs over Everett’s shoulders and crossed them on his back, lifting her butt and meeting his tongue and his mouth with sharp, hard thrusts. He slurped on her clit, and Miranda teased her nipples.

“Are you close, Tara?” Miranda whispered.

“Mm hm!” Tara moaned through tightly closed lips.

“Are you going to come all over my boyfriend’s mouth?”

“Mmm, Gawd, yesss…”

“I want to see him fucking you. And Brie. And maybe I’ll ride your pretty face while he’s doing it. Do you want that Tara?”

“Oh, shit, oh yes, ride my face, bitch,” Tara gasped.

“I like dirty names,” Miranda moaned. “You make me so wet sometimes, Tara. I think about just tearing your clothes off and making you mine. You and Brie.”

“Fuck,” Brie whimpered, still getting her pussy licked with slower and slower strokes of Isaac’s tongue.

“Uhhhh, yesss, yours,” Tara agreed feverishly. “Everett… my clit, my little clit, it needs youuuu…”

Everett obliged, sinking his lips down onto her clit and flicking his tongue around it. Bucked against his face harder and harder, and Brie came up off the couch and around to the other side, not saying anything, but sucking one of Tara’s big nipples into her mouth, staring up at her friend with flushed cheeks and dazed eyes. Tara stroked her cheek, and closed her own eyes, her back arching one more time.

“Ohhhh, shit! C-co-coming!”

Tara gushed all over Everett’s mouth, her hand clasped on Miranda’s knee and her nails digging into the soft skin. Just seconds later, she grabbed Everett’s shoulders and said, “Get naked and on the yoga mat.”

Everett wiped at his mouth with the back of his hand and nodded, his eyes blazing with his growing lust. He stood and stripped quickly, tossing aside his clothes in a heap. As Callum slid two fingers into Miranda and felt for her G-spot, Everett laid down on the mat and Tara shot down after him, straddling his face with her feet behind his head. She leaned down and wasted no time sucking his cock deep into her mouth, stopping nearly at his root. She could take even more than Miranda could orally, and the beautiful black-haired beauty was torn between a spike of jealousy and the raw sexuality of the moment.

She refocused her attention on Callum as Brie got up onto the couch beside her, on her knees. Isaac chased her, not wasting any more time. As Brie leaned down to flick her tongue against Miranda’s clit, Isaac dropped his pants and his briefs before he lined up behind the petite woman and drew his cock along her wet folds. She moaned and glanced behind her as he slowly sheathed himself in her.

“Oh my fucking God, that’s big,” she cried out, and turned her head to bury it against Miranda’s lap again.

Miranda was entranced by the sight of Isaac’s big dick sliding slowly into her tiny friend’s pussy. There seemed to be no way Brie could possibly take that much into her, and yet she did, her eyes rolling up with the delirious pleasure of it. The sight – and the expert tonguing and fingering from Callum and Brie’s hot breath and mouth against her clit – spurred Miranda towards her own orgasm.

“Callum, yes, right there, God, like that Brie, ohhhhhHHH!”

She came with just as much force as Tara, and Callum, much like Everett had the night before, sought to lick up every bit of her liquid pleasure. When she could work her hands, Miranda grasped Callum’s cheeks and told him hoarsely, “Her mouth. I want to see you fuck her mouth.”

Callum nodded, and helped pull her to the spot on the couch Tara originally occupied. He stood in front of Brie as Isaac began to bounce her back and forth on his impressive dick. All the while, Tara was happily licking and slurping on Everett’s cock while he ate her out again, her ass firmly clasped in his hands.

Brie licked her lips before slipping Callum’s tip into her mouth. The force of Isaac’s fucking made for a natural bob for Brie along Callum, and she contented herself with letting the tall, buff programmer do the work for her as she focused on what her tongue could bring to the party. Behind them somewhere, Tara popped off Everett’s cock with an audible slurp, and gasped, “Fuck her, Isaac, fuck her hard, she loves it.”

“Mm hm!” Brie agreed, loving the way Callum was stroking her hair and her cheeks, the hard strokes Isaac was giving her, the sights, the sounds. It was all so fucking erotic.

Tara watched for a moment, grinding her hips on Everett’s mouth and chin, her eyelids fluttering as she cupped her own breasts, squeezing them, playing with the nipples. Then she leaned down again and gripped Everett’s cock hard in her hand, jerking him against her cheek as she locked eyes with Miranda next. Miranda had her legs spread wide, idly playing with her glistening pink cunt until Tara crooked a finger at her. She stood up, grinning, and came over. Tara hesitated only for a moment before grasping Miranda’s hips and pulling her towards her face.

Tara was eager, and her mouth worked every inch of Miranda she could, but the angle was all wrong for both of them – Tara was going to get a cramp, and Miranda wasn’t getting any real pleasure out of it. Tara gestured at Everett’s cock and winked, and Miranda settled down on top of it, almost forgetting their promise to not fuck until her lips were just an inch over his tip. Realizing her near mistake, Miranda hastened backwards and took him into her mouth instead. Tara leaned down again, and Miranda gripped his base and pulled off him, licking his sensitive underside and pointing his cock at the sexy blonde.

Everett was in heaven. No one was really a loser that night. He got one hell of a treat in Tara’s slick pussy, and two stunning women were playing with his cock, driving him crazy. In the meantime, two of his best friends were fucking the beautiful Brie ragged. Nights didn’t get better than this – save for when he finally got to make love to Miranda.

And as charged as that moment was, the two women licking and sucking his dick with a ravenous appetite, it was that image that Everett focused on. The one he couldn’t shake. Miranda sprawled out on her bed, her dark hair in waves splashing down her pillows. Smiling. Whispering his name, the words he longed to tell her and the ones he wanted to hear from her when this silly week was over.

I love you.

Across the room, Brie stared up at Callum as Isaac grunted, “Want to swap, C?”

“Hell yeah,” Callum said.

Isaac leaned in and whispered into Brie’s ear, “You good with that?”

“Mmf!” she said, and gave him a thumbs up. He gripped her hips and pulled her back as he eased out of her, and she came free of Callum’s dick with a slick slurp. The men switched spots, and Callum eased into Brie’s well-used pussy with a deeply pleased sigh.

“Goddamn, you’re tight,” he groaned. He reached under her and fiddled with her clit while she guided Isaac past her lips. Only a third of his big cock could slide into her mouth comfortably, but that was more than enough for his pleasure. As for Brie, she liked the nastiness of her own taste on Isaac. Much like Miranda, she loved sex and all the fun that could be had with it. And judging from Tara’s increasing cries of pleasure as she sucked on Everett’s cock with Miranda, the sumptuous blonde was coming around on it.

And coming Tara did, for the second time. She let go of Everett’s dick, staring at Miranda with a need in her eyes, and Miranda was there, a hand on Everett jacking him off and keeping him hard while she brought her mouth to Tara’s, sucking her lip between hers, tasting her tongue, the life she was panting with every hard breath. With her free hand, Miranda reached down and played with Tara’s clit, and the blonde’s hand joined her, getting into it, rubbing it much harder than Miranda liked for herself.

“Mmm, f-fu… fuu…” Tara started, her head back like she might sneeze. She bounced up and down on Everett’s mouth, then ground on his tongue and his lips. His fingers disappeared back behind her ass and Tara’s eyes shot wide. “Oh my…” Her breath left her in a whoosh, and she cried out faintly, “C-coming again, oh fuck, Miranda, he’s playing with my ah-ah…”

She couldn’t complete the sentence as she came. Her hips jerked convulsively on Everett’s face, her eyes rolling up in their sockets. Miranda grabbed her friend around the back, still kissing her, and guided Tara down to the mats beside Everett as he gasped for air. Miranda’s lips left Tara’s for his, tasting her best friend before diving between Tara’s legs for a lick straight from the source. Tara clutched at Miranda’s hair.

“Still coming, still coming, more, keep l-lick…” the blonde gasped.

Miranda did, her ass rocking back and forth as she sampled Tara’s pussy and helped her friend ride out the orgasm as long as she could. Everett couldn’t take the sight of his sexy girlfriend bouncing like that and crawled on his hands and knees behind her, tasting her slick pussy again. He had enjoyed Tara’s taste. It was softer and less noticeable than Miranda’s, but Miranda’s was home. It was a flavor he wanted every night, and he took it now, waggling his tongue side to side in her cunt as Miranda gasped into Tara’s quivering folds.

The blonde could finally take no more, and pulled Miranda away from her. “Please let me return the favor,” she croaked, and Miranda nodded feverishly. Everett and Tara helped her up and into an armchair, and Tara dropped to suck and lick Miranda’s pussy. Wails of pleasure from Brie got their attention, and they watched, slack-jawed, as the tiny redhead shivered to a climax between Isaac and Callum’s cocks. Isaac jerked out of her and stormed across the room, dropping behind Tara and rubbing his cock up and down against her folds. Then he was sliding home into her, both Isaac and Tara groaning with the pleasure. Callum eased Brie down onto the couch to recover, and walked over to Miranda to get his cock sucked while Tara was licking her pussy.

Everett headed for the couch to check on Brie. She was recovering nicely, and sat up to eyeball his slick cock. “First a taste,” she said, and took him in her mouth. She could barely take a few inches of him, but oh Lord, he loved how tight and wet her mouth was. She popped off him and grinned. “And now for something a little bit… dirty. Get the lube.”

“Ohhhh, shit,” Callum groaned across the room.

Tara slid away from Miranda’s pussy and tossed a look over her shoulder. “I want to watch. Let’s take this to the other chair.”

“Better yet,” Brie said, grinning. “How about we go twinsies?”

Tara glanced down at Isaac’s huge dick and swallowed. “We… can try.”

Isaac laid a hand on her shoulder. “If it’s too much…”

“No, I want to.”

Miranda pulled off Callum and said, “Um, if it’s not going to disappoint too much, I’m going to maybe be trying anal with Everett later this week and I don’t really want to be too sore for that.”

“Miranda, if it’s all the same, I’d love to try out your pussy anyways,” Callum said. “Never been much of a fan of the ass stuff.”

“Perfect,” she said, giving him a dazzling smile. She stood up, and he sat down first. She settled on him facing the other girls, reverse cowgirl, and guided his cock into her waiting folds. “Ohhh,” she murmured, “that’s very nice.”

Everett watched his girlfriend get fucked by his friend, and complicated didn’t begin to describe his feelings. It was infuriating to watch another man take Miranda, and for her to derive such obvious pleasure from it, but on the other hand, she was so naked in her sexuality, in her freedom, that he couldn’t help but enjoy the sight. Strange to both want to punch a man for having his dick in Miranda, and to want to watch the same man hose her down with his come.

“Is it… too much?” Miranda panted, noticing his look as she rolled her hips.

“No,” he said firmly. “Is this too much?” he asked, gesturing at Tara and Brie as they grabbed the lube and had a quick, hushed conversation.

Miranda’s grin was slow and devilish. “Make her feel good again, baby.”

Brie sauntered over to Everett, while Tara took the lube to Isaac. The blonde leaned over him, kissing him hungrily as she ran her slicked-up fingers along his meaty dick. Brie gripped Everett’s cock.

“I want to feel you in my pussy first while they get ready,” she said. “Okay, Mimi?”

Though she felt a spike of jealousy much like Everett just minutes ago, Miranda nodded, her cheeks flushed, as she watched Brie straddle her boyfriend the same way she was straddling Callum. Brie was so light and lithe, and she settled right down on Everett’s cock with little fanfare. Tight like a vise, but wet, too. Not as wet as Miranda or Tara, but still a comfortable slide, especially after both Callum and Isaac fucked her. She pulled his hands around her lap and began to idly rock her hips and bounce as she watched Tara.

The blonde stepped in front of Isaac and turned so her ass was to him. He held the lube in one hand and ran his slick fingers along the cleft of her butt, his eyes narrowed and focused. At his urging, she bent over for him, her legs spread wide, staring at Brie and blushing. Isaac took his time preparing her, and when he finally slid a thick finger into her ass, she let out a breezy laugh. “You’re very good at this.”

Isaac grinned, but didn’t say anything as he worked his finger slowly in and out of her. He added more lube and a second finger, then a third. By that point, Tara was loving it, and couldn’t help rocking her hips back against his hand. Miranda was watching so raptly she forgot she was supposed to be fucking Callum, so the cowboy took over for her, rocking up into her pussy while he stroked her clit.

And Brie, sweet, insane Brie, was transfixed. Her fingers strummed her clit like it was a guitar, her legs thrown wide atop Everett. Her pussy slurped at his cock, tried to keep it deep within her, but neither of them noticed the lewd sounds as Isaac finally pulled his fingers out and gently grasped Tara’s hips to pull her back.

“Ready?” he asked the blonde.

She looked over her shoulder and nodded. The worry on her face didn’t stop her from reaching under herself and grabbing his dick to aim it at her delicate bud. She stopped just long enough to toss the lube to Everett, then she slowly, carefully, sank down until her opening rested against Isaac’s thick, bulbous head.

For a long moment, it didn’t seem like they were going to go further. Isaac let her control the pace, and Tara froze. But then, slowly, she eased him into her, hissing with the size of him in her ass.

“Oh holy shit, that’s tight,” she hissed.

“She’s doing it,” Brie whispered. “Oh my God, Tara, that’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

“Your turn, babe,” Tara said, her lip trembling. She had to be in at least a little pain, but she kept going, sinking so slowly onto Isaac’s cock it didn’t seem like she was making any progress at all. Brie nodded, trembling, and eased off Everett’s cock, spreading her own cheeks wide for him.

Meanwhile, Miranda was starting to reciprocate Callum’s thrusts. Her dark hair spilled down across her face and she tossed it back, gripping the arms of the chair as she watched her boyfriend begin the same process as Tara and Isaac. The rhythmic slap of their flesh formed the beat, and Tara and Isaac’s moans and hitched breaths the instrumentals.

Everett slid his fingers along Brie’s bud, and she shivered at his touch. She glanced over her shoulder and gave him an easy, winning smile. “Don’t be shy, now.”

He gave her a kiss as he slipped two fingers into her. Brie leaned back against him, her red hair tickling his neck. Her response to the slow exploration of his fingers was immediate. Everett wanted to go slow, but she pushed back against him insistently, her hips widening as she resumed stroking her clit and her pussy again. He withdrew only to add more lube. All the while, he watched Miranda get fucked by Callum, while Brie watched Tara with more and more hunger to her eyes.

Finally, Brie glanced over her shoulder again. “Ready,” she murmured, and Everett nodded. He eased his fingers out of her and guided his cock to her entrance. Miranda watched, her lips parted, her eyes glossy, as her boyfriend’s cock rested at one of her best friend’s entrances. She began to quake as Brie sank down slowly, taking him faster than Tara had with Isaac.

“You’re fucking her ass,” Miranda breathed. “Is she tight?”

“God, yes,” Everett grunted, and Brie really was. Her ass muscles clenched at him, trying to force him back out, but Brie was having none of it and relaxed slowly on his dick, letting out a wordless whimper as his arms wrapped around her and cupped her breasts.

On the other side of the room, Tara gaped at them, her blonde hair sticking to her forehead and her cheeks as she stared at Brie take Everett deeper and deeper. Within less than a minute, the petite redhead had Everett further up her ass than Isaac was in her own – and not because Everett was smaller. All three men were so roughly close in size that any difference was negligible. This was all Brie.

“Play with my clit,” Tara cried out. “Oh my God, I need to come watching this. Brie, that’s so goddamn sexy.”

Brie finally put her hands on Everett’s knees, stopping him as she slowly began to pull off him again. When she bounced back down, she cried out, “I love you, Tara. I love you, Miranda.”

“Love you too, baby,” Miranda gasped. Callum was gripping her stomach now, thrusting hard up into her, his face locked in hard concentration.

“I love you, Brie,” Tara wailed. “Oh shit, fuck, Isaac, just like that, keep fucking meeee…”

The race was on. Callum and the three women looked on the verge of coming. Everett wasn’t going to last much longer, not with Brie’s hot body taking his cock up her ass like it was no big deal. Miranda was revving up fast, and Tara wasn’t far behind her now that she was getting past her initial trepidation about Isaac in her ass. The three men worked clits, and nipples, and mounds. They flicked and played, and when the women leaned back, they kissed their necks or lips when they could manage it.

It was Miranda who came first. She tried to fight it, tried to be the queen, but visual and physical stimulation drove her loopy, and she pounded her fists against the arms of the chair, crying out with the force of it as she rocked and came on Callum’s cock. Then the big cowboy was slowly lifting her up, his cock sliding free so he could turn and deposit her comfortably on the chair before he strode across the room, his wet cock dangling in front of Brie’s face. She sucked him down, staring up at him, and he gave her a hard face fuck for a minute, panting before he pulled free and stormed over to Tara.

“Lean back, Tara,” he commanded her.

“Wh-what?” she gasped, her orgasm so close.

“I’m going to fuck you while he takes your ass.”

“Oh shit,” Brie breathed, quaking hard on Everett. “Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit.”

“You’re the sexiest, most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen,” Callum said. “if I don’t finish in you tonight, I’m gonna regret it.”

Tara blinked up at him, and slowly leaned back, her hips widening. Isaac gripped around her waist for balance as Callum lined up his cock with her pussy. Slowly, he pushed into Tara as Isaac pulled back nearly to her ass’s entrance.

And Tara howled
.

Her pleasure was not instantaneous. There was a long, shocking moment of fullness when she felt nothing at all, but then the sensation of two men inside her walloped her, and Tara’s hand slapped against her clit. She thrust herself down on Isaac, her eyes going wide. Pain and pleasure blossomed as one and she gasped, “Fuck me, oh my God, fuck me Callum, fuck me so good.”

The cowboy did, and Miranda came to Brie and Everett, watching, her mouth wide. Brie reached out idly to stroke Miranda’s ass, but she too was lost in the show as the men alternated thrusts deep inside their statuesque friend. Tara didn’t last long. Her orgasm made her shout, a combination of Isaac and Callum’s names, the word nonsense and yet still completely comprehensible.

And as she quaked on Isaac’s cock, the tall black man gripped her tighter and tighter, nuzzling her neck before he was coming too, gasping wordlessly. Callum lifted Tara up off his friend and duck walked with her to the wall, lifting her hips and slamming into her, his balls thwapping against her skin. Tara’s eyes rolled up as she bounced on his cock, her heels against his thighs.

Miranda dropped to her knees between Brie and Everett’s legs, and buried her face against her friend’s pussy as Everett’s pace picked up. But Brie was shaking her head furiously, and she gasped, “I want to eat Miranda, I want to eat Miranda, put me down on all fours…”

Miranda got the idea and laid down. Brie was on her in a moment, and Everett chased the petite redhead, lubing himself up for one last push. Brie buried her face in Miranda’s lips, puffy and red from Callum’s fucking and the night’s pleasures. Across the room, Callum grunted one last time, and his cock erupted into Tara, his come driving deep inside the blonde.

Everett watched his girlfriend’s eyelids flutter as Brie began to eat her out in earnest, and then his cock was back inside Brie’s delicate ass. At this angle, he could fuck her harder, and gripped her hips as he stared down and watched Miranda’s pleasure take shape. Tara stumbled towards them, almost collapsing, and then she was dropping down onto Miranda’s face, her pussy leaking Callum’s come right into Miranda’s hungry, waiting mouth.

They kept up a frenetic pace, Tara’s second or third wind hit her as she bucked on Miranda’s face, running her fingers through Brie’s hair. Miranda squirmed and cried out under Tara, her tongue slurping up every bit of Callum’s come before trying to bring Tara to one more orgasm. Brie was the first to burst, her head thrown back, her mouth wide as she cried out, “Everett, oh fuck, I’m coming, I’m coming!”

She did, and Everett thought to give her a reprieve, but she was still shoving back at him, still rocking her hips with his every thrust. So he kept going, watching Tara stroke her own clit hard, finally falling backwards, her knees up high in the air as a tiny orgasm passed through her, just a few quakes, It left Miranda staring up at him as he kept going into Brie’s delicate ass, and she smiled at him, tears of pleasure leaking out of the corners of her eyes and dribbling down to her ears. With one last plunge, he buried his cock as far as it was safe to go in Brie’s delicate ass, and he came, and came, and came.

* * *

The aftermath left them a mix of shy and saucy, the saucy mostly coming from Brie. Callum seemed particularly shy around Tara, who he’d clearly developed some feelings for. Once everyone had showered and redressed, Everett made dinner and they sat around the table, talking, doing more getting to know one another.

Callum needed to head out first. He gave all the women a hug and a kiss, but when it came to Tara, he stopped and scratched his head. “Tara, if you’d like, I’d sure enjoy coming back to the city and taking you out to dinner sometime.”

Tara smiled at him. “You have my number.”

“Is that a yes?” he asked hopefully.

She laughed softly and leaned in to give him another slow, luxurious kiss. “Absolutely. That is, if we make it to dinner.”

His grin made his lean face look ten years younger, and he left with a spring in his step. Isaac was much longer to leave, since he was a local. They played some more games, and as he was badly losing to Brie, he talked to Everett.

“Callum told me earlier you work retail and you might be trying to find a better job.”

“Yeah,” Everett said. “Hopefully something full time, but we’ll see what’s out there.”

“You know I’ve been a subscriber of yours for a while and I like what you do on camera. Let me talk to my boss, Julian. We just got bought out by a new programming company, and we’ve been short-staffed for a while. I think we could use someone doing PR and advertising. If you’re game.”

“Holy shit, you serious?” Everett asked.

Isaac shrugged. “Hiring’s not really up to me, but we’re a tight knit group. I’m sure if I put in a good word, Julian’s at least going to seriously consider it. Good people, too. You’ll like my friend Kevin. He’s a nerd too.”

Everett laughed and clapped his shoulder. “Well, thanks, man.”

* * *

That night, back at Miranda’s, after a long walk with Brisco, the couple soaked together in the tub. Miranda leaned back against Everett, nearly lulled into sleep by the hot water and his gentle touch as he scrubbed her clean.

“Regrets?” she asked softly. “I saw the way you looked at Callum when he was with me.”

“No, no regrets,” Everett said. He kissed the side of her neck. “I was jealous. But not angry. It was pretty hot.”

“Mm.” She sighed. “I just wish we’d reversed the days. I really wanted you to be the first of the group to sleep with me. And the last.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. This was my idea.”

“I feel… more okay than I thought I would.”

“Yeah. Me too. I don’t want to go full-on swinger, but I think I’m okay with us having fun now and then.”

“Agreed,” Everett said, and kissed her neck again.

“You ready for tomorrow?”

He brought her washrag to her hip, and slowly dragged it up towards her belly button. “I’m going to break character on the casual thing.”

She stretched back against him luxuriously, her foot rising up towards the hot water tap. “Go ahead.”

“Tonight, in the heat of it, tomorrow was what I was thinking about.”

She turned and blinked at him. “You’re serious.”

“Yeah. Tara and Brie were amazing. I’m never going to forget that. And the way Brie took me in the end…”

“Right?” Miranda asked. “I mean, that’s like shoving a pine tree up your butt.”

He laughed and kissed her neck as she twisted the knob with her toes to add more hot water. “I think you’re exaggerating.”

“Not by much.”

“Anyways, yeah. It was you I was thinking about. Us. I guess.”

“Mm. That makes me happy. And a little bit proud. I did think a couple times about what would happen if you wound up wanting them more than me.”

He swirled the rag in lazy circles around her stomach. “No. Never. But honestly, same.” They relaxed for a while, both of them content, and finally she shut off the water again. “I suppose we should get out sometime.”

“I guess.” She sighed. “It’s my turn to break casual too.”

“Go for it.”

“This is the happiest I’ve ever been. I don’t mean the orgy stuff. I mean right now. With you.”

“Me too, Miranda.”

When they slipped into bed later, she curled up against him, tucked in tight as she idly stroked his chest. Before Miranda could fall asleep, Everett asked, “Hey. The sixth day. What is it you want?”

Miranda chuckled against him. “Oh you’ll see.”

“What if I win?”

“Not a chance.”

* * *

Everett got up early to update his resume in case Isaac was serious about hooking him up with a job interview. Miranda kissed his cheek and watched for a while. He seemed quiet and withdrawn, not entirely unlike him at his moodiest, but troubling after the previous day’s fun. Eventually Miranda meandered away and toasted bagels for both of them. They munched as they talked about the plans for the evening.

Later, as he slipped on his shoes, Miranda stopped him with a hand on his shoulder. “Hey. You okay?”

“Yeah. I’m good.”

“Is it about yesterday?”

Everett shook his head. “No. It’s not you, I swear. It’s me. The stuff we agreed to talk about on our date night. It’s some things I never told you. That sounds way more dramatic than it is, but… it’s family stuff. Just shit I’m in my own head about.” He sighed. “I don’t think it can wait until after we have sex because it affects a lot about us.”

She bit her lip, nervous. “We’re not livestreaming tonight, just recording. Talk then, maybe?”

“Yeah. I think that would work.”

Miranda saw him off, and was troubled by his words. Everett rarely talked about his family. She met his parents when they came down for a weekend to New Bainbridge, and they’d been polite and nice enough, but distant. Everett tensed up every time they hugged him or showed him some kind of affection, and for their part, they seemed stiff and unnatural too. He mentioned at odd times, only a few throughout the years, he had siblings somewhere, but he never talked about them.

But Miranda knew her worry wasn’t productive, and since the Ponytail Triumvirate had a couple days off, she decided to splurge on a spa day for herself. Nothing major, just a massage a nice mani-pedi, and a blissful forty-five-minute facial, but she loved it. It brought her back to a calm, happy center.

She drove to a cousin’s afterwards to play with her toddler and give her cousin a reprieve. Not once that day did she do more than glance at her phone once or twice. No video games. No TV. No computers. It was a nice break. A reminder of the world around her.

And as she changed the toddler for the second time that afternoon, it brought about questions too. For the first time, Miranda really let herself think about what came after, not just that week, but what she wanted in six months, a year, five. As a teenager, she sometimes fantasized about marrying Everett, sometimes in a big church, sometimes just the two of them running away together and eloping like her own parents had. And she still had dreams along those lines, dreams of a family with him, of living with him, and yes, the occasional nightmare of walking up the aisle to find him gone or replaced by some stranger.

But this was the first time as a grown woman Miranda really allowed herself to explore the what-ifs. Did she love Everett? Yes. Of course. Yes. Did she want to marry him? Yes.


Yes
.

The thought was so absolute, so firm, Miranda couldn’t help a wash of emotions with it. She wanted to laugh and cry and most of all she wanted to be sitting next to Everett at that moment, wrapped up in a big blanket, talking, laughing. Just being together.

Children… children were a murkier question. Miranda wanted them. Absolutely. The question was when. Now? In a few years? Ten?

But did Everett want all this too? That was the million-dollar question. The one she needed to find out. Because Miranda did want to get married. She did want children. If Everett didn’t want that, she didn’t want to make him miserable by forcing it on him, but she also didn’t want to be with someone who didn’t have an interest in her life goals either. That was a conundrum, and it melted away the mellowness of the day, leaving her biting her freshly manicured nails on her way to change before she met up with the love of her life on the basketball court.

* * *

They both looked good and they knew it. Miranda’s metallic high-rise bicycling shorts were demure enough for the video recording of their game, but snug enough that Everett couldn’t stop staring at them or her crop-top tank. He was dressed in long basketball shorts and a tight tee that showed off the definition of his muscles nicely.

“God, I love you in a ponytail,” he said, making his first shot.

“You love me in anything,” she said.

“True!”

They tried to keep the game G rated, and since it was just Horse, that should have been easy. But Everett and Miranda’s bodies were destined to connect, and they both found every way to try and distract the other player with pinches, swats to the butt, and even once, a grope of Everett’s cock when Miranda was blocked from the cameras by his back. All of this could be edited down, since the video wasn’t live. But even cut down to a ten-minute video, there was enough evidence there on film of their attraction they knew the jig was up on their relationship if it already hadn’t been made painfully obvious to their viewers.

That was okay. It was nothing either of them said consciously, but by that point in the week, something in them had changed. Gone were Everett and Miranda, the friends, and in their place were two lovers fighting through the last shreds of their megrims to find happiness together.

Late in the game, with Everett leading, Miranda’s teasing and smack talk tapered off, and he finally noticed. “Time to talk?” he asked her.

She nodded, sniffing. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to let all this snowball. But I saw you worried this morning, and it made me worried, and I’ve been scared and thinking all day…”

He dropped the ball and it bounced away as he took her in his arms, liking the soft musk of her sweat through her deodorant and body wash. “No, it’s okay. I got in my own head. I didn’t mean to bring all this up for a while, but I guess it needed to be said sooner or later.” He sighed and held her out. “By now, you know how I feel about you. I don’t want to say the word out loud, because I’m having so much fun with the buildup.”

“Me too,” she said, smiling and dabbing at her eyes with the back of her hand.

Everett kissed each one of Miranda’s cheeks. “I think you feel it too. Right?”

“I do,” she murmured.

“Good,” Everett said. He rolled his head and stretched, needing to do something physical as he talked. “Then you should know about my parents. And my brothers. And why long-term relationships scare the hell out of me.”

He told her. Everett talked for a long time, and they played out the last of the game. He won, but it didn’t matter. None of the Casual Games really did. Miranda would go on camera later and pretend to balk about his victory, but the truth was, the only thing that was really important was that talk. And Miranda listened, and she cried some, and she held his hand, because that was all she knew how to do as she heard about the terrible places his brothers had gone, about the way his parents ended up dealing with it, about his own despair at their lack of care and love they showed for the two oldest siblings.

When Everett finished, she took him by the shoulders and kissed both his cheeks. “Take me home,” she whispered.

* * *

She showered first, and rested on the bed as Everett took his time in there. When he came out, he took in every inch of her slowly.

“Everett.”

“Yes?”

Miranda shifted on the pillows and tried to fight down the butterflies in her stomach. So long. They’d both wanted this for so long.

“Did you move to New Bainbridge to be with me?”

He came to the bed and slid up onto it. His hands took her foot and he lifted it to his lips, kissing her ankle. “Yes,” he murmured.

Everett settled her foot down against the mattress again, and lifted her other to kiss that too. “Do you know you have the answer already?”

“What do you mean?”

Miranda licked two of her fingers and dropped them down to her sex, watching him as he watched her, loving his attention, loving him.

“You care. You care so much about your parents and your brothers, and that’s the difference. You cared enough about me that you were willing to be friends the rest of our lives. A man who cares like that, you could never be a bad husband. Or a father.” She blushed. “If that’s what you want. Someday. When this isn’t so casual.”

He chuckled softly and this time he kissed her calves. “With you,” Everett said, looking over her sleek lotioned skin, “I can believe it.”

“Then believe it,” she whispered, her fingers playing, showing herself off for him.

Everett teased Miranda’s thighs, her hips. His mouth brushed her sex, but only barely, teasing her before he kissed her mound, then the softness of her stomach. She arched her back, content, sultry, loving his attention, demanding it. And he gave it to her willingly, joyfully. He would have pressed his mouth to every inch of her if her need hadn’t stoked his own. But her soft mewls of pleasure, his name whispered by those pouty lips, they were soon lost to each other.

His tongue traced her breasts, diving around the base of them. Her nipples were already hard, but now they ached for him, for his tongue and his mouth as he teased her. She did not urge Everett on, though. Miranda loved this, the slow wildfire. He had yet to really touch her pussy other than that brush of his lips, but she was already striding towards her own pleasure, and when he finally met her nipples, his mouth soft and insistent against her, his tongue so skilled in its playfulness, Miranda came for the first time that night, a soft, rolling sensation that left her shivering for more. He switched to her other breast, grinning, his fingers dipping low to take her wetness and feed it to her. She sucked his fingers down, watching Everett as he kept up the tease.

When she let his fingers go, he found her shoulders, her neck, then back down to the delicate bones. Miranda could take no more of the slow tease, and she whispered one word. That was all it took for Everett to make love to her.

“Please.”

He came to Miranda, his lips finally finding hers as he took her hands in his and brought them up over her head. His eyes were as calm and peaceful as she’d ever seen them as he pinned her wrists together with one hand and guided himself to her entrance with the other. She gasped as Everett entered her, her legs coming up instinctually as he found her depths with a slow, easy assuredness. And he fit her so well, their bodies meshing, meeting. She chased his lips and he chased hers, and they began to move together, beginning the first steps of leaving their troubles behind them and finally becoming one.

When Miranda came again, this time it was with a cry, and he sought her lips with a growing hunger, nipping, playful but his need growing within him. She freed her hands and pushed Everett over onto his back before she slid on top of him, riding him with hard thrusts. He met her energy with his own. She brought his hands to her breasts and threw her head back, rolling with the pleasure. Then she was falling, landing on her back on the mattress, laughing when she popped off him, and he was laughing too before he was there, kissing her neck, her chin, grinning against her smile.

Everett took Miranda again on her back, her hands wrapped around his neck, staring up at him as her laughter faded to a pleased smile. He brought her over the edge for a wonderful third time before he released into her a few minutes later, gasping her name at the last.

* * *

“You want me to wear a furry suit,” Everett guessed, his cup of coffee in hand as he watched Miranda dress.

It was the next morning. They made love again one more time late into the night, Everett spooning her, their hands together on her sex. They’d wanted to play that morning, but they slept in and Everett needed to get to work. The real world sucked. They were both loopy with emotions, and a four-hour break from each other was going to be sweet torture.

Miranda snickered, and threw a pair of socks at him. Thinking they were playing fetch, Brisco perked up and chased the socks. “No. Ass.”

“Oooh, maybe that’s it.”

“That’s what you get if you win. Which you’re not going to do.” She turned and winked at him. Dressed only in her bra and panties, it was about the millionth time Everett thought to himself Miranda couldn’t get any sexier. “I have a distinct tactical advantage.”

“Wait, have you played the game already?”

“Nope!” Miranda said, wiggling her legs into a pair of jeans.

“All right, but if I wind up in some sex dungeon ball gagged and bleeding from being switched…”

“Tempting, but you’re too pretty to hurt,” Miranda said. She zipped up her jeans and crossed over to kiss him and steal his coffee. “Thanks! I was needing that.”

He took the opportunity to grab at her ass, but she spun away, watching him with mischievous eyes over the rim of the mug. But unfortunately their play had to end, and Everett grabbed his wallet and his keys.

“Hey. Everett,” Miranda said as he tossed the socks towards the living room for Brisco to chase after.

“Hm?”

She sauntered up to him and ran a finger down the length of his shirt. “If you wanted to, say, casually bring over some clothes and stuff so you didn’t have to go home all the time when you got done with work, Brisco and I might be okay with that.”

He raised an eyebrow, frowning. “I thought you’d maybe move in with me, not the other way around.”

That got her, and Miranda blinked up at him. “I… I guess we… I mean, I thought…”

Everett snagged the mug out of her hand. “Casually speaking, you just got played.” He took a drink and gave the mug back before kissing her softly. “I’m really looking forward to wherever we go, Miranda.”

“Me too.”

* * *

The Ponytail Triumvirate came over early that afternoon. Everett was downtown, talking to Isaac and dropping off his resume. Miranda had touched it up for him and printed it off on a nice stock of paper. She hoped they considered him. A data protection firm was a huge step up for Everett, and she was so excited and proud of him for going for it.

“Batteries are all charged,” Tara said. “We should be good for about three hours.”

“Thanks for agreeing to this,” Miranda said. “I know it’s going to be a bit weird.”

“After the other night?” Brie asked. “Pfft. Babe, we owe you this times a thousand.”

“Agreed,” Tara said, giving Brie a strange, secretive smile. To Miranda, she asked, “But are you ready?”

Miranda nodded, biting her lip. This was one of her oldest fantasies about Everett, and one of her most powerful. The thought that it was in reach made her practically faint with excitement. “I am. And last night… we talked. About marriage. And kids.”

Brie’s mouth dropped. “That’s one hell of a way to bury the lede. Tell us everything. Now.”

“I can’t get into a lot of the specifics. But we’re definitely agreeing that we’d like to get married someday and we both want kids,” Miranda said, her voice very quiet, and very shy. She blushed when Brie let out an eep of joy, and Tara rushed her, grabbing her up in a hug and laughing.

“It’s about time,” Brie said when they finally pulled apart. She wiped wat her eyes with a tissue from her purse, and handed one to both the others. “You two have been dating forever.”

“We literally just started this week,” Miranda said.

Both her friends looked at each other, and Tara shook her head. “Uhhhhhh, no.”

“It’s been seven years,” Brie said. “You just got all the drama out of the way before you had sex. Which, by the way, how did my favorite dong treat you?”

“I don’t know, I thought Callum was, um, pretty good,” Tara said, blushing.

Brie rolled her eyes. “Country boy’s coming back next week for round two with her.”

“Oh, shut up,” Tara groused. “I’m going to go grab a glass of water.”

When she left the room, Brie’s smile faded and she stared after Tara. Miranda watched, but didn’t say anything. That drama was not hers to help play out, at least for the moment, but she hoped her friends saw the obvious in each other.

* * *

The game was Wingslap, and it was, hands-down, one of the most chaotically good times they’d had that week. A demolition derby but with planes, it relied heavily on wonky physics and power ups to keep the action frenetic and fast.

Everett remembered Miranda’s words about having an ace in the hole for the evening, but she seemed just as bad as he was at the game. Halfway through the first round, his phone buzzed. “Need to get that?” Miranda asked him.

“No. Thought I shut it off.” He had, but Miranda had turned it back on. Everett didn’t know that, and when it buzzed a third, fourth, and fifth time, he finally glanced down at it, confused. “Sorry. I’ll see who it is between rounds.”

“Sure.”

Miranda won that first one, and Everett grumbled to their audience good-naturedly as he reached down to check his phone. To his credit, in the video archive, he gave away almost nothing save for an arch of an eyebrow. But the truth was, Everett damn near dropped his phone and would have openly gaped at it if he didn’t know he was live at that moment.

The first picture was of Miranda. Very naked. Very much in that dressing room she’d talked about the day before the Casual Games started.

And she was playing with herself.

From that point forward, he stood no chance.

Interspersed with photos from that shoot were ones of Tara and Brie in various stages of undress. One that stayed with him for a long, long time was Tara leaning back against a wall, her fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties as Brie stood in front of her with her butt to the camera, also only in panties. Both women looked flushed, as though they’d already been up to something. It was artistically erotic.

Just as the next round started, Everett muted their mics and leaned in to whisper into Miranda’s ear, “I’ll just shut my phone off again.”

She turned to him and murmured back, “Do it and Tara deletes all the photos off your phone. Glance at them when you get a new one, and you get to keep all of them.”

The evilness of it astounded him, and frankly, made Everett damn proud Miranda was his girlfriend. Every time a photo came in, he glanced down at his phone. The audience in the chat room thought Miranda was doing something to him out of sight of the camera, but several times she raised her controller high enough that people could see it wasn’t her. She played it innocent, but far from sweet.

“I believe that’s… what is that… three zero?” she asked Everett. “I’m having a hard time reading the screen.”

“Yup,” he grumbled. “Rub it in.”

“Oh, I will. But hey, how about best of seven? Huh?”

They started up again, and his phone buzzed. And buzzed. And buzzed. He’d been outclassed and the game was over before it even began.

When the recording equipment had been shut down, Miranda hopped up and shook her butt at his face. “No booty for you, no booty for you, no booty for you…” she sang.

Tara and Brie high-fived her, and Everett leaned back in his chair, a mockery of grumpiness twisting his face. Truth was, he’d been curious all week to see what she’d win if she took that day and it was time to find out. “All right. No booty. What fresh hell did I sign up for?”

Miranda turned, her grin even wider. “Um. Well. Tara and Brie have agreed to… uh, if you want to, um, help record me make a sex tape. With you.”

“In,” Everett said, jumping to his feet.

“Don’t you want to hear-?” Miranda asked.

He grabbed her hand. “Nope. I’m good. Let’s do it. Let’s go.”

* * *

Since it was Miranda’s win, it did require some explanation of what she wanted, done quickly while Tara and Brie prepared their video cameras.

“Brie’s going to handle the editing,” Miranda said. “When she’s done with the files, she’ll give them back to us and won’t keep copies. I trust her completely.”

“Okay,” Everett said, practically bouncing on his feet.

“Baby, you need to listen to me. We have to go into this completely aware that it might get leaked. That’s the risk.”

“Yeah,” Everett said, glaring at Brie and Tara and wishing they’d hurry up.

Miranda stepped towards him and grasped his cheeks with her hands, turning his face to kiss him and look into his eyes. “Hey. This is a big ask.”

“No. It’s not. I mean, it is, but Jesus, Miranda, I thought you were going to ask me to, I don’t know, do something really freaky. This isn’t freaky. Couples do this a lot. And with you? Of course I want to.” He kissed her. “If you’re comfortable with the risk, so am I.”

“Okay,” Miranda whispered, finally satisfied. “Holy crap, you have no idea how long I’ve dreamed about this.”

Brie said, “All right, guys, we’re good to go.”

Ignoring her and still focused on Miranda, Everett asked, “Really?”

Tara rolled her eyes and made a rolling motion. Both she and Brie knew this train was about to leave the station without their direction.

Miranda bit her lip and nodded. “It’s my number one fantasy. Do you… do you remember what you said to me on the phone? When I was, um, at Wisps of You? About taking me from behind and then folding me in half?”

He kissed the corner of her lips, already undoing the buttons on her pants. “Yeah?”

“Yeah,” Miranda breathed, catching Tara give her a thumbs-up.

* * *

Before they got started, Miranda changed into one of her sexiest outfits yet. The gauzy g-string laughed at the idea of doing anything to cover her sex, and over the top of it, her matching black chemise did little to hide away her curves. She teased out her hair, added a heavy application of makeup, and dabbed on lotion to her legs and arms, giving her something of a glowing sheen when she stepped out to Everett waiting for her in the bedroom.

Brie and Tara recorded everything the moment she stepped out, holding small digital camcorders. The sound was going to be the biggest issue, but this was a first attempt and they would learn for the next time, if Everett wanted one.

Miranda was already tingling from anticipation as he stripped her down, his hands freely roaming all over her body. Unlike the tenderness of the night before, this time, he was quick and rough, and she loved it. His lips couldn’t stay away from hers as he walked her backwards towards her bed, finally settling his hands on her ass. He lifted her up and dropped her onto the mattress, leaning over her as she spread her knees wide, his hardness rubbing against her through his khaki shorts and the faint excuse for fabric covering her sex. He stopped to strip out of his shirt as Tara and Brie negotiated the room, seeking the best angles.

Miranda raised a finger to her lips and licked it as he slid his shorts down, leaving him only in his boxers. He leaned over her again and positioned Miranda so her legs were dangling off the bed, and they kissed again, hard, fast, their tongues dancing freely for the camera’s sakes. His fingers dipped down to her sex, and he stroked her through the sheer fabric to her pleased sighs and moans.

There was always something about the idea of doing this in front of a camera that drove Miranda wild when she fantasized about it. Maybe it had to do with her love of streaming games, or maybe it was just born from the realization she really wanted to see herself on film getting fucked fantastically well. Both, probably. Whatever it was, adding Brie and Tara to the mix definitely took the heat factor up to scorching. Even after everything they’d done together the day before, Miranda still felt shy and virginal around them – they were her best friends, and she doubted that would go away for a long while. But with the cameras on, she felt primal, like a sex goddess, here for the attention and for Everett and her friends.

Her boyfriend slid aside her panties, and Tara knelt down and got in close to watch what he was doing with his fingers as he slid them into Miranda. “Everett, move a bit to the left, there,” Tara whispered, and Brie shifted the standing lamp, illuminating Miranda’s groin and lighting up his fingers as they plunged into her. Miranda didn’t have to overact for the camera. Stimulated already by her fantasy come to life, her “ooooh” was completely natural, as was her sucking down one of her fingers as Brie caught it on film.

Everett for his part seemed really into it. They may have been deep in the dopey phase of their relationship but his satisfied grin was not unfamiliar to her, and she knew he was loving this. His mouth finally left hers, to travel to her chin, her neck, her breasts. The chemise did nothing to hide her nipple under its sheer fabric, and he circled his lips around it before teasing her with his tongue through the fabric as he kept up a fast pace with his fingers in her pussy. Brie brought her camera up to zoom in on Everett’s face, and he winked up at her as he teased Miranda’s nipple.

Slowly, though, his good humor faded into an intense need to make Miranda come, and he stopped teasing and began to finger her in earnest. He hooked his fingers inside her and found her spot. It wasn’t just him driving her crazy, or the cameras, but the feel of the lingerie on her skin, the cool air, the fabric underneath her butt. Miranda had never felt so hypersensitive, so keen on everything going on. Even her hair down to its follicles seemed to crackle with the same energy, and she began to rush towards her orgasm, her body swept up and carried along with every single sensation.

Everett brushed her clit with his thumb, and Miranda cried out, “Yes, right there, oh my God, Everett, I’m right there, baby.”

“Come for me, Miranda,” he said. Brie pulled back from the shot of Miranda’s breasts and covered both of the lovers. Tara was still focused on his mouth, her own cheeks flaming. “Come for me, baby.”

“Mmm, mm, Everettt!” Miranda wailed. Her thighs spread wide, and she bounced her ass up and down with her orgasm, her pleasure hitting her hard and fast and leaving her drenching the tiny wisp of fabric over her pussy. Everett leaned up to kiss her again before he crawled down the bed, pulling her panties with him, leaving her in only the chemise.

He drove his mouth down to her glistening wet folds, and sucked and licked her with a fervor. Tara said, “Everett, move your head just a touch to the right.” He didn’t, intent on drawing out Miranda’s pleasure as she cried out his name and grabbed his hair to push him harder against her quaking flesh. Tara eyed Brie. “We lost Everett.”

“I mean, look at him go,” Brie said, shrugging. “Man’s got skills.”

Ignoring them, he lifted Miranda’s legs, bending them up just enough he could lick the sensitive string of flesh between her pussy and her ass, and she let go of his hair to claw at the bed, her breath stuttering out of her in half formed gasps. “Oh my… yes… righ-righ… unnnngh… Evere….”

His mouth slid back up to her folds, and he drove his tongue in, flicking it left and right as he worked his way back up to her clit. That he sucked to her writhing pleasure.

“Roll over, baby,” he gasped against her, his mouth soaked with her need.

Miranda did, and he buried his tongue into her folds again as her ass lifted high in the air. “Fuck me,” she begged him, “please, I’m so close, I want it…”

Everett was there, dropping his boxers before he lined himself up behind her, standing on the ground while she scooted back to the edge of the bed. He gripped his achingly hard cock and brought it to her lips as her head tossed back, her eyes squeezed shut. Miranda cried out as he plunged into her, joyous, wordless, her need fulfilled. He grabbed her hips and pulled out nearly to her edge before sliding right back down to her depths, his balls thwapping off her skin. Tara took up a spot right beside him, getting a close-up first of his forceful first few thrusts, then his face, and finally lingering on his chest and his stomach flexing and clenching with every thrust and pull. Brie got up onto the bed with Miranda and laid down in front of her, shooting her face, catching Miranda bobbing backwards and forwards with a look somewhere between bliss and pain. Her eyes teared up as she stared straight into the camera and smiled, whispering for their future selves, “You’re fucking me so good, baby. I’m gonna come again already. I’m so wet for you. I’m always so wet for you.”

Her breasts swayed back and forth with every hard stroke and grunt from Everett, and the hard slaps of his skin against hers made for one hell of a sexy beat. Miranda’s smile widened and she stared into the camera again. “Here I am, Everett, coming again,” she murmured softly, so softly in that moment he couldn’t hear her. “I love you, baby. I’ve always loved you.” She bit her lip, her whole body rocking. She dipped her head low, and Brie thought that was it, that she was coming, but she brought her chin up one more time. “Miranda,” she whimpered to herself. “Never forget this moment. How happy we ah-are. Love h-him. For… forever…”

Her arms crossed and her ass went high as her head dipped low. She cried out into the mattress, “I’m coming, Everett, I’m coming, oh fuuuuck!”

Miranda quivered on him again, her ass slapping back hard one last time as Everett gripped her hips, his eyes wild. There was no directing him anymore. He was lost to his beautiful girlfriend, and once she came down, he was flipping her onto her back again, just the way she’d wanted it, bringing her knees up to her chest and plunging back into her cunt.

“Oh my God, this is the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen,” Brie breathed. She circled around the pair while Tara got some different angles of Everett, his cock driving in and out of Miranda’s pussy with wet squelches, or Miranda from what would be about his perspective, putting her camera over his head and pointing it down at her gorgeous friend as Everett fucked her silly. Miranda was gone too, no longer capable of making any intelligent sound except moans and gibberish. Her body jerked at random when he plunged deep into her, her nerves completely shot from the two insanely powerful orgasms.

Everett held nothing back but didn’t seem to be tiring. Brie nakedly played with herself as she shot the footage, her free hand sliding down into her waistband. Tara got a shot of that too, and Brie’s grin and shrug at the camera was one of the best tiny moments of the whole film. Tara herself was so turned on that if someone had so much as breathed on her clit, she would have come about a dozen times.

Everett took Miranda like some beast made precisely for this, his cock never relenting. He wasn’t hurting her, but he wasn’t slowing down, either. Miranda may have come a third time. Both Brie and Tara’s recordings showed her quivering and stuttering out a breath that might have been some mini-orgasm, but if she did, she had no recollection of it. Her pleasure was the ocean, and she didn’t see the start or end of it until Everett finally said, “I’m close. Baby, where do you want it?”

Miranda stared up at him, mashing her lips. She formed no words, just an “Unnnh, unnnh, unnnh.”

Tara made the decision. “In her, Everett. Brie, get both of them. I’ve got the close up.”

Brie nodded and hustled to get a good angle on both Miranda and Everett’s faces. Tara got an excellent shot from the side of Miranda twisting to look at the camera, one of her legs finally dropping. She held out a hand, and Everett joined her, his last few pumps going deep into Miranda as he took her hand and they grasped for their future selves. Then his gaze traveled back to her body and he leaned down, gentle in the last few moments as he kissed Miranda softly. She cupped his cheeks, and he pushed deep one last time, spilling into her, gasping her name.

Tara and Brie took another few minutes of footage. Everett pulled out of Miranda, and they both got shots of his thick cream spilling out of her reddened, puffy lips. Then he was dropping onto the bed beside her, resting on one arm as he kissed her over and over again, his hand cupping her mound, stroking her skin gently and avoiding her overstimulated pussy. There was a great final shot, of Miranda finally getting her second wind, her hand looping over his shoulders as she leaned her forehead against him, crying softly. Everett whispered to her, “It’s okay, it’s okay.”

Neither of them paid Tara or Brie much attention as they finished up and left. In that moment, despite the intensity of having just been on camera, there was only each other.

* * *

The last day. Everett took the morning off. Miranda made him breakfast, and they sat at her table, him in only his boxers, her in a bathrobe. Both of them were a disheveled mess, but neither of them cared. Brisco sat at their feet, giving them his best woe-is-me look.

Everett reached across and took Miranda’s hands. She smiled at him.

“I love you, Miranda,” he murmured.

“I love you too, Everett.”

* * *

The night’s game was actually three, drawn from a hat out of a bunch of possibilities to keep things random and spicy. Everything was all tied up, but both of them had stopped caring who won days ago. They knew where this was going and they were ready to be there.

First was Plucky, which wasn’t a multiplayer game at all, but a single-player endless runner about a man with a giant barrel of a belly and a tiny sword trying to rush towards the object of his affection, who definitely did not return his feelings and threw exploding barrels, spike traps, feral ferrets, and other random objects from the back of her cart for the player to avoid, jump over, or duck. The irony of the pick left them both laughing, and Miranda won pretty handily after Everett flubbed an early jump and never really recovered. Tara and Brie both were invited to take part too, and Tara smoked all of them with a run so good they eventually had to cut it short, or else the livestream was going to go on forever.

Up next was Pill Popper. All four of them could play that one split screen, so they did, laughing their way through four cartoonish pharmacists trying to fill as many prescriptions as fast as possible for a long string of elderly or crazy customers. Everett eked out a win over Miranda, keeping him in the Casual Games, but Brie won the game out of the four of them.

Tara held out the hat for the final pick, and Miranda smiled at Everett, her eyes twinkling. “Last game,” she said, her voice thick. He realized she was on the verge of tears, happy ones if he had to guess, and despite there being a camera on them, he cupped her cheek and leaned in to kiss her softly.

“No,” he said calmly, stroking her cheek with his fingers. “It isn’t.”

* * *

They went out that night, all four of them. Tara insisted on taking everyone to dinner, and somehow, unsurprisingly, they wound up where it all began, back at the arcade bar. The douchebags weren’t there this time, and they had a lot of drinks and even more laughs.

Brie and Tara disappeared with bottles of beer to play air hockey, and Miranda leaned her head against Everett’s shoulder, smiling at nothing at all. “Sooo…”

“So,” he said agreeably.

“You get the full boyfriend experience, Mr. Winner.”

“And everything I want for smoking you.”

She chuckled softly. “Come on. It was a close race.”

“It really was.”

Miranda hummed happily, and he took her hand in his. She turned to him and whispered in his ear, “So what is it you want?”

“Mm. You’ll find out soon enough.”

“Tease.”

* * *

Miranda wanted to treat him to the girlfriend experience the next day, but Everett asked for a week. It was obvious why, and her heart fluttered thinking about him proposing to her. That didn’t mean they had an uneventful week. She showed up at his work one day just as he was finishing up, and drove with him back to his apartment. There, Tara, Brie, and Isaac waited with dozens of empty boxes. Everett put up a mock protest, but within a day, they had the apartment emptied and the stuff he wanted to keep stored away at Miranda’s.

Her streams saw a massive boost after their onscreen kiss, and the archived video netted Miranda her biggest uptick in views ever. She took a few minutes to explain she and Everett had a bet going behind the scenes culminating in the winner getting a first-class date, which wasn’t exactly dishonest. That melted the Internet’s heart, and for a very short while, Everanda was trending on social media. Everett’s numbers saw a boost too, but Miranda was the star of their household, a fact he was completely okay with.

The company Isaac worked for called Everett two days before their date, and he came home from an interview hopeful. Nothing was set in stone, but his potential boss Julian liked him well enough. And more importantly, according to Isaac, Julian’s personal assistant Tiffani liked him too.

Not everything was perfect. Brie threw herself into her videos, editing, and costumes, and went into a funk neither Miranda or Tara could pull her from. Miranda suspected she knew the reasons, but she was too caught up in her own happiness to really notice how much of a rift was developing between her two best friends. Someday soon, the pair would have to confront their feelings – or lack thereof – but that was their life to figure out, not Miranda or Everett’s.

Or so Miranda told herself, anyways.

* * *

Everett woke to his girlfriend’s warm, slick fingers stroking his hardness. She rested on her pillow next to him, smiling softly, her hair tussled and mussed along her shoulders and her back.

“Morning,” she murmured.

“Morning to you too. Nice way to wake up.”

She laughed softly and he almost did it, almost reached for the box tucked away in a drawer in his end table. Isaac rode with him to look at rings, and when he found out Everett’s budget, he insisted on giving him an interest free loan to buy Miranda something a little nicer. Everett planned to repay every cent with interest.

“The girlfriend experience,” she murmured. “For one day, I’m treating you to everything.”

“Sounds nice,” Everett grunted. She had her fingers wrapped loosely around him, focusing on his tip, his pleasure. He was already hard as steel, and knew he was going to last long. “But I have one request for tonight.”

“Oh?” she asked, smirking. “What’s that?”

“That’s for you to find out. Shit, keep doing that right there. I’m close already.”

“You’d better not be. That’s not where I want you to come.”

Everett arched an eyebrow. “Oh really? Do I get to pick the position?”

“No. I do. Because you’ll try to come in my pussy, and that’s not where I want you either.”

“Oooh, a blow…” Everett caught onto what she was saying, and sat up. Her hand fell from him as she rolled over onto her stomach and stretched out on all fours languidly, her ass wiggling side to side.

“Best day ever,” he breathed, and she laughed.

Miranda had been up for a while, and prepared herself for him with a toy and a copious amount of lube. He pulled the plug from her gently, and probed her with his fingers to make sure she was good and prepared. When he slipped into her, Miranda gasped with both the strange pleasure of being so full and the not-inconsiderable discomfort of the size of him. Everett was gentle, though, and took his time. When her muscles finally accepted him on his fifth or sixth slow slide into her, Miranda began to truly enjoy it, rolling back to meet him. They had nowhere to be for hours yet, and took their time, loving one another, enjoying the newness of this.

Her tightness spurred him on eventually before her own pleasure, but Miranda knew her love and how Everett adored taking care of her. The feeling of his warmth deep inside her most forbidden area was, as always, a strangely pleasant one, both a little icky and delightful because of it. He rolled her over, and after he’d cleaned up his fingers in the bathroom, he brought her to a slow crash of a climax with just his thumb and his middle finger, another bet he won.

They took their time in the tub together, and she even dozed off, resting back against him. That ended up with them back in the bedroom, where Miranda surprised him with the very rough first editing pass of their sex tape. They watched it together, Miranda rocking slowly on his cock on the edge of the bed as he wrapped his arms around her. Both of them loved it, and Miranda barely made it past the point where she had her first orgasm in the video before she had a matching one right then. He watched, rapt and silent, as she admitted her love to him as he fucked her from behind on the video, and whispered the words in her ear now.

Lunch was dim sum from one of his favorite restaurants, followed by sorbet from one of hers. They went for a long walk with Brisco afterwards, winding through a city park, watching an old couple feeding the ducks, huddling together on a park bench, doing a little light petting when no one was looking. The box rested in Everett’s pocket. Three times his hand fell on it, almost doing it, almost asking her.

They made it back to her house for an early afternoon nap that wound up with them in each other’s arms again. They spooned together, tender at first, but it wasn’t long before Everett had Miranda on the edge of a kitchen counter, bucking back and forth as he pounded into her, her cries so loud he wouldn’t have been surprised if the cops showed up to find out if there’d been a murder. They fell back together into bed, and dozed into the earliest hours of the evening.

After they showered again, Miranda pushed Everett out of the bathroom so she could prepare for their evening together. Brie called during her time in there, asking if Everett had proposed yet, and Tara showed up to pick up Brisco and ask the same question. Miranda laughed them away, and eventually had to shut her phone off altogether. It was the last time it would be on that night. For once, there would be no cameras. No videos. No anything but the two of them. Everett agreed to that readily.

She went into the bathroom beautiful and came out stunning. Her dark hair had been teased out and fell down her back in waves. Her makeup was layered on to emphasize her dark, sultry eyes and her pouty lips, but it spoke of elegance too. On the edge of the bed, Everett watched her slip on a long black dress with a plunging neckline. It was as beautiful as he’d ever seen her, and she blushed as she told him he looked good in his slacks and button down. He knew he didn’t compare to her, but that didn’t matter, as drunk off her as Everett was.

They wound up at a supper club ten miles outside of New Bainbridge. Out on a veranda overlooking the nearby mountains, they ate crusted salmon and a steak before splitting a slice of cheesecake. In no rush, they leaned over the bannister, a beer for him in hand, a glass of wine for her. They talked, quietly, shyly. Miranda thought he would do it there, but he held off. She’d seen him play with the box a dozen times throughout the day, and by now, the anticipation was killing her.

After she paid their bill, Everett stopped her in the parking lot, smiling faintly. “I need to drive.”

“Okay,” Miranda whispered, and handed her keys off to him with trembling fingers.

They headed back towards New Bainbridge, maybe the longest ride of either of their lives. Everett lightened her heart by starting up a litany of stories, starting with one just shortly after they met.

“Do you remember our first text messages to each other?” he asked.

Miranda groaned. “Oh my God, I do.”

Everett laughed. “You sent me thirteen messages.”

“It wasn’t that many.”

“It was. I remember. I counted them a few times,” Everett said, his eyes twinkling as the fat, lazy sun began to settle over the horizon. “You sent me three telling me how nice it was to meet a guy who didn’t try to jump you, who was really nice and stood up for you. Then you worried when I didn’t respond. Then you worried that your worrying was too much. It was cute.”

“It was full-on psychopath.”

He reached over and took her hand. “It was a time in my life when I needed someone to care that much. You gave me that.”

“Everett… I was so in love with you. I knew it and I never said it.”

“Same.”

Miranda sighed. “But I don’t think we were right for each other until you moved here. I think… we had to get the bad in our lives out of the way.”

“There’s always going to be some of that. I’m still really worried about having kids.” He squeezed her hand and put it back on her lap. “But I also know with you around, I have someone to be scared with. And you make it okay to be afraid. I don’t feel so alone anymore.”

She bit her lip, trying not to cry. “I worried too. About showing you who I really was. About my, um… appetites. I thought you’d think I was a slut or something.”

“No. Never.”

They headed towards the downtown district. Traffic was thick but flowing nicely, and they caught a break on red lights. Miranda wondered where they were going until she saw the lights of New Bainbridge’s convention center, where they first met so very long ago. It was home to an art expo that week, but it was late enough in the evening the building was shut down. Her heart beat faster and faster as Everett pulled into a spot. When they parked and he shut off the car, he took her hand, and kissed it slowly, relishing the moment.

Then he was out and around the car, taking her arm as she stepped out. They walked together, her arm linked in his, and headed for the front doors. The convention center was a gorgeous feat of architecture, the stone and glass rising up out of the ground at angles like crystals, windblown and buried in the earth. They turned before they reached the front doors, heading for the fountain where they’d met.

He stopped fiddling with the box in his pocket and brought it out. And as he turned, Miranda whispered, “Oh my God, Everett, oh my God.”

“You had to know this was coming,” he said.

She nodded, her voice hoarse. “But here…”

“Here’s where I learned how to care for someone. It’s never been casual for me, but since I won the Games, you told me I can have anything. Everything. Miranda, you’re my everything.” He knelt, and opened the box. “Give me my prize. Marry me.”


Chance

Contains: FF, spanking, MF, orgy

Chance hated her name. Every prick out there tried a variation on the same line. “Take a Chance on me.” Ugh. And every guy (and some of the women) in college at the Hudwell Academy seemed to have his sights set on her.

That was why it was so nice to be headed home to Barnhart Heights. As a teenager, Chance fought to get away from the small town. It was the sort of place where the highlight of the year might be a new fast food place opening up on the edge of town, of which there were only two. A year ago, she’d been ecstatic to get away, and now she was ecstatic to be back. Back where people knew her, and only the old horny drunks made stupid lines about her name. Back where they actually had seasons, unlike Hudwell, where it was perpetually hot and muggy. Back where she didn’t feel so alone even among a sea of people.

And back with her parents.

Billy and Julie Goodwin were, in her estimation, the kindest people in Barnhart. When something needed volunteers or someone needed help, they tried to be front and center, unless they were busy working – which was all too often, unfortunately. He bartended, and she was the head of housekeeping at the local clinic. Her title was only a recent promotion. Growing up, Chance watched her mom come home from two jobs every day, physically burnt out but always willing to help her daughter with homework or her extracurriculars. That wasn’t always possible, given their schedules, and there had been a lot of pain on Chance’s part about her parents missing out on so much of her life, but now, a year out of high school, Chance realized everything her parents did for her.

They waited for her at the gate, along with all four of Chance’s siblings. She was the oldest. The rest were in elementary, junior high, and high school. The first out of the gate, they looked to her raptly for stories about life away from home, and she was so glad to see them now. Standing behind them, her mom waved at Chance as she came off the gangway.

“Honey!” she shouted, drawing an irritated look from Betsy, Chance’s oldest sibling, who was now in high school and far too cool for such shows of emotion. Chance remembered being in her shoes not all that long ago and grinned.

It was hard not to rush through the other passengers to get to her family, but the line flooded out quickly, and soon Chance was being bear hugged by her mom as her youngest siblings grabbed onto whoever and whatever they could. Julie cried, and that set Chance off as she grinned at her dad, who looked a little misty-eyed himself.

“Good to have you back, baby,” he told her, his voice thick.

Chance pried herself free from her mom and hugged her dad. “Thanks, Dad. Really glad to be home.”

She hugged all her siblings in turn. Even Betsy hugged her for a long moment, and Chance marveled at the change a year brought her. Betsy was still sort of mousy, but she’d grown at least two or three inches, and was going to overtake Chance in another year. She also seemed more at home in her own body, which was good for Betsy. She used to have the grace of a giraffe on ice, much like Chance herself at that age.

Her younger brothers and her other sister clamped onto her, and wouldn’t let her go even as they walked to the luggage carousels. “You look amazing,” her sister Linda said. “So pretty.”

“Thanks, sweetheart!” Chance said, giving her young sister a squeeze around the shoulders. “You’re looking great too. I like the new glasses.”

Julie shot Chance a grateful look. Linda had been struggling all year with a vicious little snit of a bully who teased her about her glasses and her big nose and everything she could. Linda needed every bit of self-confidence she could get, according to both their mom and dad, and Chance was only too happy to help.

They collected her suitcase – the rest of her clothes she shipped, since it was cheaper than the airline’s absolutely stupid fees – and headed for their big SUV. Barnhart itself was too small for an airport, so Chance had to fly into Elliston, about an hour’s drive. They stopped first for frozen yogurt as Chance told her brothers and sisters stories about college. About her teachers, and her friends.

“Are there a lot of parties?” Betsy asked. Their dad’s face knotted up pretty nicely at that one, and he buried his spoon into his cup with a vengeance.

“Some,” Chance admitted. For her parents’ benefit, she added, “But I never hang around them long. Between school and work, it’s hard to stay on track.”

“Uh huh,” Betsy said, unconvinced.

It was true that during the first semester the parties were… fun. But they really were a distraction, and Chance’s advisor called her in when her grades started to dip. As far as a lecture went, it was not the sternest, but one part haunted her enough that she changed her ways.

Her advisor Alison Bancroft, a gorgeous blonde woman with an eternal frown thanks to one of those faces, told her flatly, “A lot of people worked very hard to get you here, Chance. Maybe you want to rebel against your parents. I did. But they’re not the only ones you’d let down. Think about everyone in your family, in your community, who might look at you and say, ‘Wow, she really made something of her life.’ Or would you rather that line be, ‘Wow, she really messed up the best thing in her life?’”

It had been that comment about letting people down that stuck with her. She thought about her brothers and sisters, yes, but also about the vast majority of her classmates who didn’t have her incredible luck pulling in a full-ride scholarship. The Redman Memorial, started by the actor Elias Redman, one of the town’s bona fide huge breakouts, was an opportunity only given to a few students every year, along with two non-traditional hopeful students, usually single mothers or fathers. It was set up in honor of Mr. Redman’s parents, both of whom died when he was a young man breaking out in Hollywood. Every acceptance was accompanied by a letter from the actor and his wife Ava, praising the recipient for their accomplishments and adding a hope for their future.

So it wouldn’t just be Chance’s family she let down, but an entire community. She buckled down, and grew up a lot in the last seven months. Did she still go out on the weekends and have a beer with friends? Absolutely. But that was usually all it was – a beer, some friendly chatter and maybe some dancing or pool, and then she was back at her dorm, energized again.

On the way to Barnhart, Chance listened to stories from her siblings about friends and school and distant family, and settled back in her corner of the SUV, smiling faintly. It was good to be home. Good to be somewhere where her name meant something more than a pick-up line.

* * *

Man, but it felt good opening up the bookstore for the first time. After four years of working there, Andy finally earned his manager’s spot and now he had the keys to the kingdom in his hand.

The Barnhart Heights Books and More, as it was formally titled, was Andy’s favorite spot in the whole world, aside maybe from the library. Set in a two-story A-frame building that looked like an enormous house, used books and curios filled dozens of bookshelves and racks. With the rise of the digital age, the owner quickly realized she wasn’t going to be able to stay competitive, so she focused on used paperbacks, largely those that were out of print or hard to find. A big table at the center of the first floor was ringed with four comfortable armchairs, and behind the register at the counter was a coffee station with two types of roast strong enough to make a person feel like they’d been kissed by a thermonuclear explosion.

A lover of books through and through, even when Andy was working out, he wasn’t listening to high-intensity music to help him stay motivated, but books on tape. Same for his morning jogs. When he was in the bathroom, a book was always at hand. When he sipped his morning coffee, a book was never far. Books were his lifeblood and when the owner hired him on, he became one of those lucky few who could do what he loved, even if the wages were only so-so.

As a kid, he used to spend almost all his free time at the bookstore or the library, save for his other great – if secondary – love of sports. Andy was a fiend for baseball, basketball, and soccer in particular, but he’d sign up for anything if it meant he could get in there and feel that rush of athleticism. He wasn’t particularly great at anything – at his best, he was a pretty okay shortstop – but he loved the physicality of it all. He kept up that passion after his high school graduation, working out every day and keeping at his cardio.

The owner of the bookstore had walked him through this procedure off and on for a few weeks now, making sure Andy had it down to a science. Debra was a very hands-off owner if at all possible. She liked to spend her days RVing, preferably in places without cell service. This was the first day he was doing it completely alone, though she was on speed dial if he needed help with the register or anything. But it was a cakewalk, and soon enough he was flipping the CLOSED sign to OPEN and brewing a pot of rich dark roast for the morning customers.

Of which there were none. That wasn’t surprising. How Debra could afford to eat a loss on the bookstore’s meager sales, he wasn’t sure. His parents thought it had to do with her first marriage and subsequent divorce. Other people thought it had to do with her limp and a possible settlement. Andy didn’t really care. She was his friend, and she kept the business he loved most in the world going. That was all that mattered.

The bell above the door finally jingled an hour into the shift, and his friend Rodrigo darted inside, grinning ear-to-ear when he spotted Andy. Rodrigo was a short, excitable nineteen-year-old who was, thanks to Andy, moving past his teenage weight problems and into some pretty impressive muscles. His face was still somewhat thick, but he’d been cleaning himself up a lot lately and his finely trimmed beard and short crew cut worked well to disguise his blemishes. “Dude. Dude! Guess who’s next door?”

“At the tire shop?” Andy asked, confused.

“No, the gift shop. Chance Goodwin.”

Andy stared at him, still confused. Chance had been a few years younger than him in school, which would put her at something like… nineteen? About Rodrigo’s age, anyways. He heard she got one of the Redman scholarships. Good for her, but that was about as much as he knew about her. “I don’t… really know what that means?”

“Oh my God, have you not seen her in the last year or so? Girl has legs about a million miles long. And her boobs…” Rodrigo gestured at his own chest and held out his hands impossibly far away.

Andy shook his head. “That’s cool, man. I guess.”

“You guess. I swear, I think you’re missing your equipment.”

“Thanks for the concern,” Andy said drily. “You coming by for the games tonight?”

Rodrigo was part of a pen and paper group that played right there in the bookstore or the library, depending on people’s schedules. Andy participated when he could, and since he now had the eight-to-four shift, he could join in when he was done with work.

“Yeah, man. Gonna be cool.”

Rodrigo hung around another half hour, staring out the window, hopeful for a glance at the apparently leggy Chance Goodwin. Andy busied himself restocking the shelves, and laughed when Rodrigo yelped and scrambled away from the window.

“What is it? Did she turn and flash you?”

“She’s coming here, she’s coming here, she’s coming here!”

“Jesus Christ, Rod, sit down before you give yourself a heart attack.”

Rodrigo ran for one of the chairs to do just that. He shifted around, trying to act natural and winding up looking like he just really needed to remove a splinter from his ass. The door opened and the bell jangled again. Andy settled another used paperback on a shelf. He glanced over and said, “Hey, be with you in just one second.”

“Oh, that’s all right. Take your time.”

“Yip,” Rodrigo squawked out. “Hi, uh, hi hi hi, Chance. There’s, uh, coffee. In the pot. If you like coffee.”

“I do like coffee, thank you.” Her voice was soft and sweet, and Andy took her up on the offer of taking his time, finishing up with the last three paperbacks. Chance moved across the room to pour a cup, and Andy finally turned his attention to her. Her back was to him, and immediately, Andy understood what Rodrigo was talking about. Chance’s legs really were a country mile long, and a pair of silky gray pants did wonders to draw the eye to her terrific small ass. His gaze shot up past her sleeveless blouse as she turned, smiling.

Rodrigo might have liked her legs, but when Andy saw Chance’s face, he was left dumbstruck. Elfin, with ears that stuck out through her playfully teased blonde bob. Her eyes sparkled green and gray, and her smile was something he wouldn’t mind exploring in great detail.

“Hey there,” he said, swallowing down the lust rising up in him. “Chance, right?”

“Yes,” she said, and tapped a long fingernail against her lip. “Um. I know you, but I’m sorry, I don’t remember…”

“Yarg,” his friend mumbled from his chair. He didn’t move to get up or greet her in any other way. Chance looked at him, smiled distractedly, then directed her attention back to Andy.

“Andy. Mechoso.” He held out his hand, and she shifted her mug to the other hand to shake.

She smacked her forehead lightly and grinned. “Oh right, you played shortstop. I remember that.”

“Amazing memory, considering I was pretty forgettable.”

“Oh, I don’t know about that. All my friends had a crush on you.” Her eyes bugged out and she stammered, “Oh jeez, I can’t believe I said that.”

He laughed. “Ah, well… what can I do for you?”

“Are you the manager?”

“Uh. Yes. Why? Do you have a complaint?”

Now it was Chance’s turn to laugh, and she bobbed back and forth on her feet. “No, no, nothing like that. I was hoping I could drop off my resume. I’m home for the summer and looking for part-time work if you’re hiring.”

“We’re full up on employees right now, but I’ll definitely add it to our files, if that works?” he asked, unsure what to say if she actually said it didn’t.

She took a sip of her coffee and turned to settle it on the counter while she dug into her messenger bag and pulled out a manila envelope. “That’s perfect. Let me just grab a copy. Have you worked here long?”

“Four years. This is actually my first full day as a manager.”

She handed over the resume and gave his shoulder a friendly smack. “Congratulations. This was a fun store. I wish I came in more often.”

“Well, you’re more than welcome any time. And hey, if you like, come by this evening. Most nights, we get some games going, kind of an informal thing. It’s pretty fun.”

“I might do that,” she said, fixing him with a dazzling smile. “Thanks again, Andy. See you, uh…”

“Ro…” Rodrigo started to say again, then trailed off.

“Nice to see you too, Ro.”

Andy made it exactly ten seconds after she left the store before he started laughing so hard he wound up with a coughing fit. Rodrigo got up and whacked his back, probably with more force than was strictly necessary. “Ro… Ro… oh man, I am never calling you anything but that ever again.”

Rodrigo jammed his hands into his waistband and muttered, “Shut up. What do you suppose the odds are of her coming back tonight? Or any night?”

“Oh come on, man, don’t say sexist shit like that. We’ve had plenty of women roll through to play games.”

“I guess,” Rodrigo said sullenly. “But at least half of them were there for you.”

“All right, you gotta quit the day drinking. Come on. Grab a box and at least help me sort out the out of place books.”

“My cue to go, you putting me to work for free. Later, dude.” Rodrigo headed for the door, then sauntered back and gave a high, fake laugh. In a falsetto, he said, “Oh Andy. All my friends had crushes on you. You want to play a game? In my pants?”

“Get the fuck on out of here,” Andy said cheerfully.

* * *

“What do you know about Andy Mechoso?”

Chance asked the question with her strawberry limeade raised halfway to her lips. The sweet drink was an absolute must in the summer if she went into Chip’s Diner, and she was there now, sitting with one of her friends from high school, Sarah Pickles. That wasn’t a nickname. Her last name really was Pickles.

The resumes were all gone, and Chance had filled out a dozen interviews that day. A pizza place seemed like her most likely bet, but she sure hoped to get a call back from the gift shop. Not only did the manager seem nice, but it was right next door to that bookstore – and its tasty manager.

She felt almost bad for not recognizing him right away, considering he’d been one of the school’s fever dreams. It really was no joke that most of her friends really did have crushes on Andy, but then again, when he’d been a senior playing ball, most of them were of an age when just about any cute athlete was going to get their attention.

Now, as an adult, Chance had to admit he really was a handsome guy – and just as fit as he’d ever been. He had a lean, sleek look to him, and a smile that immensely lightened his dark broody eyes.

Sarah was a year older than her, and easily one of the most beautiful women in the whole town. Her bikini-model body was the object of a lot of guys’ fantasies – and if Chance was being honest, maybe one or two of her own as well. The only problem was, Sarah could be a hell of a snit sometimes, and almost as soon as the question was out of her mouth, Chance regretted asking it.

“The geek?” Sarah asked. “Oh honey. You can do better than him.”

“Why? What’s the matter with him?”

“Nothing’s the matter,” Sarah said, sounding put out. “But all he does is hang out in that bookstore all day. You really want a guy who’s got no future like that?”

“Not talking about marrying him. Just thinking a little summer thing. He invited me back there for some kind of games tonight at the shop. I think he’s pretty cute.”

“I guess? I mean, I see him doing a lot of running and he works out with my cousin Casey sometimes, but… honey… he’s a dork.”

“I’m a dork,” Chance said, kind of insulted. “You were too. We used to play those card games, remember?”

She wasn’t referring to poker, but collectible anime card games. Sarah sneered. “We were kids.”

“We were… what, fifteen, maybe? That’s not really kids. The only reason we stopped was because you wanted to date the running back.”

They finished off their drinks and headed for a big stone garbage bin. Three guys at a table stared at the two gorgeous women openly. Sarah complimented Chance well. Her hourglass frame was barely hidden by a tight tank and an opened blouse, and her khaki shorts rode so high they showed off the base of her tanned curvy butt when she bent over. Sarah didn’t care if anyone looked. They could stare. Everyone save a tiny sliver of humanity was a sexual non-entity to her, and those few who weren’t, she knew she could own with a simper and a brush of a finger against her full pouty lips.

Chance was definitely a sexual creature too, but where Sarah was a full-figured pinup, Chance was more of a sporty, playful blonde. She was still dressed for her job hunt, but a recent haircut left her with a messy-by-design bob that she thought fit the summer perfectly, especially with her retro sunglasses.

As they walked towards Chance’s bike, Sarah said, “You’re going there, aren’t you?”

Chance thought about that. “I think I am. What could it hurt?”

Sarah’s lips quirked, and Chance wasn’t quite sure if she was trying to smile or frown or both. “Well… give me a call. Maybe I’ll go with you.” She caught Chance’s raised eyebrow and shrugged. “I’m bored. What else am I going to do in Barnhart?”

* * *

Looked like it was just going to be Andy, Rodrigo, and Drew, the part-time evening helper. That was okay. Andy had some ideas about a narrowly-focused session and they could play around with it. He pulled out his book bag and dug out the character sheets for Trauco Wars, their current game obsession. It wasn’t widely popular yet, but the flexible setting was inspired by South American mythologies, giving it a flavor unlike anything else they’d played before. It didn’t hurt that the gameplay was reduced down to its most basic elements, making it easy and fun for a group to pick up and play in most any setting.

They settled into their chairs, a giant bag of pretzels between all of them. Andy spent a fair chunk of his afternoon coming up with the non-player character sheets, and had everything ready, so he watched and relaxed as the other guys rolled for their characters and set up their sheets.

The bell above the door jangled, and Drew started to stand up. “Keep going,” Andy said. “I got this.”

“Are we too late to sign up?” a familiar voice asked as he turned.

Andy smiled. “Hey again, Chance.”

She’d changed out of her slacks and sleeveless blouse into a pair of jeans and a long-sleeved white shirt with lacy cutouts along the arms and shoulders. It was somewhere between an elegant and comfortable look. Andy loved it. He knew the woman beside her, but couldn’t quite place her. She was short and divinely figured with a lot of curves to her hips, butt, and breasts. Those were put on full display under a pair of high and tight shorts and a flimsy tank under a checked blouse.

Rodrigo glanced up and gaped. “S-Sarah?”

The new woman – Sarah – raised an eyebrow. “It completely makes sense you’d be here, Rodrigo.”

Andy glanced at Rodrigo. The other man sank deeper into his chair. “She dated Maci.”

Maci was Rodrigo’s one and only girlfriend. The guy had lost his virginity to her, and days later, she dumped him. Andy had never managed to get the whole story out of Rodrigo, but the situation had done quite a number on his friend and left him with some serious self-esteem issues.

“Oh. Uh. I’m Andy.” He gestured at Drew. “And this is Drew.”

“Hi,” Drew said. He was a vaguely handsome in an affable college bro way. The best thing he had going for him was a nest of brown curls. Nice enough guy, but vanilla in every way he could be, and he had problems with being on time.

“I know who you are,” Sarah said. There was a bite to her words and Chance frowned at her.

The beautiful blonde turned her attention back to Andy. “So.”

“So,” he said, grinning. “Let me grab another chair. Go ahead and have a seat. Rodrigo will give you the character sheets you’ll need.”

“What’s a character sheet?” Sarah asked, settling into her chair with a huff. Drew and Rodrigo didn’t take their eyes off her.

“It’s a way to keep track of all your character’s information,” Drew said.

“Oh. I suppose I have to be some bimbo in leather armor that barely covers up my boobs and my butt?”

Chance rolled her eyes at Andy, and he shook his head. “No,” he said. “There are a bunch of character types you can be. Go ahead and dig through the book if you want to take a look. Otherwise I’ll come up with something fun for you. No twelve-year old male fantasy characters either.”

He dragged over a stool from behind the counter, and settled in as Chance flipped through the central guide to Trauco Wars. Her eyes widened. “This artwork is incredible.”

“It is!” Andy said. “It’s all based on South American lore and myths, and the head artist, I want to say she’s originally from Guyana, maybe? It’s all influenced by her family’s stories.”

“That’s really cool,” Chance said.

Sarah sniffed. “That’s a weird definition of cool.”

“Hey, if you don’t want to be here, Pickles,” Rodrigo said, “you don’t have to.”

It was maybe the ballsiest thing Andy had ever heard Rodrigo say to a woman before. Usually he was a kitten when it came to the other sex.

Sarah glared at him challengingly, then up at Andy. “Okay, you can pick for me. What character am I?”

“Well... what do you prefer? Magic, swords, or technology?”

Sarah sighed. “I don’t know. Uh. Swords and magic, I guess.”

Andy settled on the stool. “Swords and magic, you’d make a great Fantasma Hunter. You feed off the ghosts of your enemies to make yourself more powerful.”

Chance flipped through the book and held out a picture of Sarah’s character. “That’s pretty badass. And a minimal amount of stupid cleavage showing.”

Sarah shrugged. “Okay. I guess.”

“Cool, pick a name and we’ll get you rolling a character,” Andy said. “How about you, Chance? Anything catching your eye?”

“Well, I’m not too sure yet,” Chance said. “Anything where I get to whip around a big sword?”

Drew looked up at Andy and cleared his throat. “Maybe not a sword, but what about an Oxhead? It might fit pretty good with the party too.”

Andy grinned. “Hey, yeah, that works.’

Chance fixed Drew with a wide smile. “What do Oxheads do?”

“They’re experts with spears,” Drew said.

“So you want her handling a big old pole,” Sarah said. “That’s not at all kind of icky.”

“No, no!” Drew said. “I didn’t mean… I thought…”

Chance glared at Sarah. “It sounds pretty cool to me.” She took a character sheet and a pencil, and pored over it. “Name. Hm. On the nose, but how about Sharpe?”

“I picked Barbie,” Sarah said.

“Now you roll for your big stats,” Andy said. “You only need a six-sided die for this game. They wanted to make it accessible, which I think is pretty cool.”

They rolled pretty average scores, with Chance drawing a high on her athleticism, and Sarah rolling a one on her intelligence. Of course she got pissed about that.

“So I’m supposed to play some bimbo? Some ditz who can’t tell her sword from her gun?”

Rodrigo snickered. “That’d be pretty funny, actually.”

“It’s really not bad,” Andy agreed. “Sometimes it’s more fun to have worse scores.”

Sarah balled up her character sheet and threw it at Rodrigo. “Shut up. You’re playing a troll. That’s, like, the perfect character for you.”

“Sarah!” Chance snapped.

“Fuck this,” Sarah said, standing up. “I’m out. This is dumb.”

She stormed out as Chance stood up too, mortified. She glanced between each of the guys. “I’m…  oh my God, I’m so sorry.”

She ran outside to chase down Sarah, and back in the store, Rodrigo stood up. “I’m just going to go,” he muttered.

“Come on,” Andy said. “Let’s not let it ruin the night.”

“Forget it, dude.”

Andy walked Rodrigo out to his car just as Sarah and Chance pulled away in their own. “What happened?” Andy asked him.

“What do you mean? You saw it. She was being a bitch.”

“Not that. With her and Maci and you.”

Rodrigo settled into his seat and gripped the steering wheel, looking at the row of shops in front of him. Finally he sighed. “I have… a physical problem.”

“What?”

“Don’t laugh.”

Andy shook his head, baffled. “I won’t.”

Rodrigo shrugged. “I have a pretty big dick.”

“I… don’t see how that’s a problem?”

“Maci was a virgin too. When we had sex, it hurt her. A lot.” Rodrigo bit his lip. “I tried to be careful and I went really slow, but it was too much. Sarah convinced Maci to tell people I had the opposite problem. A really tiny dick.”

“Dude, you know you could get rid of that rumor pretty quickly.”

Rodrigo laughed, but it held no humor. “I guess. But I felt so bad about hurting Maci like that, I never said anything about it. Now I’m the tiny dick guy.”

Andy squeezed his shoulder. “Sorry, man. If I’d known, I would’ve kicked her out.”

“No, don’t. It’s obvious Chance likes you. Don’t fuck that up because of my crap. I just… wasn’t expecting to see her.” He put the key in the ignition, and shrugged. “I’m gonna get. Later bud.”

* * *

Chance woke up feeling like utter crap. Her first night home, and she’d already been a party, willing or not, to hurting a few good people. Sarah hadn’t even apologized. She listened to Chance’s angry rant in total silence, and took off immediately the moment Chance shut the door on her at her parents’ place.

After a long shower that did little to relax her, she plodded downstairs to find her dad cooking breakfast while her mom put together lunches for the three youngest kids. Her sisters were sitting at the table, both playing on their phones. She plucked Betsy’s from her hands.

“Mom and Dad would have killed me for playing games at the table,” Chance said.

Betsy slapped the table and shouted, “Give that back!”

“Who’s… Bartholomew and why does he want to see you twerk it?”

“What?” their dad growled good-naturedly.

Betsy shot to her feet and snatched back her phone. “You’re the worst!” she shouted, and ran for her bedroom.

“Betsy,” Chance called after her. “Hey, come on, I was just kidding.”

“You’re a bitch!” Betsy snapped back, and Linda finally looked up from her phone, shocked. “I wish you’d never come home!”

Their mom said, “Uh uh,” and stormed back to Betsy’s bedroom.

Chance sat down wearily and buried her face in her hands. “Swinging a thousand, Chance,” she muttered.

“What does that mean?” Linda asked.

“It’s a baseball thing. Means I’m batting perfectly.”

Linda scrunched up her face, and asked it again, “So… what does that mean?”

Chance laughed softly and reached out to pat her sister’s arm. “It means I’m doing a really good job screwing up.”

“Isn’t hitting a good thing in baseball?”

“Yeah. You know what? How about after we eat, you and I go for a bike ride?”

Linda grinned. “Okay.”

“Go get dressed,” their dad said to her. “You’re not going out in your pajamas.”

Linda slid off her chair and scampered for the room she and Chance now occupied. It was fun to have Linda in there with her. Chance would have hated it in high school, but the two had talked late into the night and bonded in a way they really hadn’t before.

Chance got up and headed for the fridge. She poured orange juice for her brothers and sisters, and her dad smiled distractedly at her. “Thanks, baby.”

“Oooh, potato pancakes?”

He grinned. “I don’t know anybody who likes them.”

Chance’s laugh felt forced even to her, and she wrapped an arm around her dad, leaning her head against his shoulder as he cooked up the pancakes, what looked like an army of sausage, and scrambled eggs.

“She’ll get over it,” her dad promised her. “Don’t take it to heart. You were that grumpy too.”

“I remember,” Chance said, and shivered for theatricality. “No, it’s not her.”

“Something you want to talk about?”

“Mm. Sarah treated some guys last night unbelievably badly. Like… everything Linda just said about me badly.”

“Guys?” her dad asked, arching an eyebrow.

Chance laughed softly. “Relax. It was just Andy Mechoso and a couple of his friends down at the bookstore.”

“Oh! Andy! I like him. He helped me find your mom a few romance novels last Christmas. Does he still play baseball?”

“Focus, Dad.”

“Right, right.” He flipped the sausages over with quick flicks.

“I dropped off my resume there earlier, and he invited me back to play some games last night, so I thought I’d pop in and be friendly, you know…”

Her dad started cracking the eggs and grinned. “And I’m sure it had nothing to do with the fact that he’s one of the handsomest guys around town.”

Damn her traitorous cheeks. Chance’s blush gave her away. “Annnnnyways. I invited Sarah, and it turned into this thing. I don’t know.”

Her brothers stormed out of their room, arguing, and ran right by, shouting at one another straight for the door and out. Both daughter and father looked after them, and he sighed. “Guess we don’t need four glasses of juice.” He kissed the top of her head. “Hey. You’re not Sarah’s keeper. But if you’re feeling bad about it, go talk to him.”

“That’s a good plan.”

“There’s a reason all of you are so smart,” her dad said, puffing out his chest. “Got that from my side.” He rubbed her shoulder. “You could do a lot worse than Andy, you know.”

Chance laughed softly. “Aren’t you supposed to talk me out of these things?”

“Oh, make no mistake. If he dirties my girl’s good name, I will burn down his bookstore with a Molotov and a smile.” His shrug and grin spoke differently. “But if I had to guess, I’d say Andy’s one of the good ones.”

“Thanks, Dad.”

“Good luck, honey.”

* * *

Andy peeled off the next label and applied it to the manila envelope. Five more to go for the day’s mailings. The store’s online sales outweighed their physical sales by at least a fifty-to-one ratio. Debra accumulated a lot of rare and out-of-print books, stuff that could hardly be called a collector’s item, but still valuable to those, say, willing to buy a second edition rather than a first, or for people looking for books from publishers who had since gone out of business. He liked the mailings. They were a peaceful, Zen-like way to start his mornings.

Speakers in the corners of the shop played some upbeat indie rock, and he was tapping his foot to the beat of a drum when Chance came in at almost the exact same time as she had the day before to apply for the nonexistent job.

“Oh,” he said, less than thrilled. “Hey.”

“Andy, I’m sorry.”

“If you’re here to try to make fun of me, I’ve gotta warn you, I don’t really give a good goddamn what you or Sarah think of me.” He finally looked up at her, his jaw working. “But what I do care about is my best friend being treated like he’s garbage just for liking a thing.”

“I know, I’m-”

“Sorry. That’s what you said. Sorry. But you were also the one who brought in Sarah.”

“Hey, she’s my friend too,” she snapped. “I won’t let you talk crap about her.”

“How can you defend someone like that?” Andy asked. “Jesus Christ, last night was bad enough, but the crap she talked about Rodrigo in high school?”

That brought Chance up short. She blinked at him. “What are you talking about?”

“When she started dating his ex-girlfriend, Maci, your friend told everyone they broke up because Rodrigo had a tiny dick.”

Chance gaped at him. “She what
?”

“Oh come on,” Andy said, slipping the next book into its envelope and adding the receipt and a business card. “You’re her friend. You know what she did.”

“We didn’t even hang out until we both graduated,” Chance snapped. “I didn’t really know her in high school.”

“That’s bullshit. It’s not that big of a town.”

“She’s older than I am. I didn’t know. I swear I didn’t know.”

Andy stared at her. If Chance was acting, it was a good performance. She looked lost and confused, and spoke a couple words under her breath. “You really didn’t.”

“No. I… I gotta go.”

“Yeah. See you.” He tried to make the words bitter and caustic, but the truth was, Andy really did hope she’d be back, much as it felt like betraying his friend.

* * *

Biking usually put Chance in a great mood. It was both her favorite means of exercise and her favored way of getting around both Barnhart and Hudwell. She had a driver’s license, but her first year driving, she’d been T-boned by a drunk and left with a broken shoulder and two fractured ribs. The experience soured her, and since she loved biking anyways, she was perfectly okay with riding her twelve-speeds everywhere.

Not that she didn’t love the bike she left back at Hudwell, but it was great to be back on her old one from home. It had required only a minimal amount of upkeep when she lived there, and even a year after she stowed it away in their garage, she only needed to air up the tires before it was good to ride again.

But Chance’s usual peaceful riding calm was shattered by Andy’s words. Had Sarah really been that horrible in high school? Her friend could be crass and sometimes brutally honest, but to be that deliberately mean? Then again, the way she’d acted the night before was all the proof Chance really needed.

She pulled up in front of the house Sarah used to share with another friend. The roommate left a note for Sarah six months ago saying she was going with a guy to Denver for the weekend. So far, her weekend didn’t seem likely to end, so Sarah sold all her stuff in a garage sale. Now she lived alone, though she was starting to feel the crunch of her financials.

Sarah’s car was in the driveway. Since she wouldn’t walk ten feet if it wasn’t on a treadmill, Chance knew she was home. She hammered on the door, and Sarah shouted from inside, “Who is it?”

“It’s me. Hurry up.”

A moment later, Sarah flung open the door. She was dressed only in a tee shirt that hung down barely past her ass. Judging from the mussed hair and the lack of makeup, she’d just woken up. Chance stormed past her, and Sarah muttered, “Come on in.”

When Sarah shut the door, Chance rounded on her. “You don’t get to be a bitch to me too.”

“Hey, what?”

“Last night. You were amazingly shitty, you know that?”

Sarah rolled her eyes and headed for the laundry room where the washer was half-full. “Not this again.”

“Is it true? That you told all the girls in your class Rodrigo had a tiny dick?”

Sarah snickered as she added a few more shirts to the load. “Yeah, that was pretty good.”

“Say you’re sorry,” Chance snapped.

“What?” Sarah asked.

“Say you’re sorry, Sarah.”

“All right,” Sarah said. “I’m sorry that geek got offended last night.”

“No, Say you’re sorry. Don’t add anything to it. Just tell me you’re sorry.”

“I’m not doing that,” Sarah said, and bent over to pick up the detergent.

The shirt rode up high, revealing her tanned cheeks in hot pink bikini briefs. Her sex was almost completely outlined by the panties, and her big bubble butt stared Chance right in the face. Why she did what she did next, she had no idea, save that she was pissed. Pissed that Sarah could be such a bully. Pissed that she’d been wasting her time being friends with such a bitch. Pissed that she hadn’t realized how horrible Sarah was, and most importantly, pissed at herself because what did all this say about her character? Chance made fun of a few people with Sarah. Lighthearted teasing, sure, but had their targets taken it that way?

Whatever the case was, Chance lifted a hand, and brought it down in a sharp crack of flesh.

Sarah jumped. Literally jumped. She shouted, “What the fu-?”

Chance spanked her again, so hard her hand left a glaring red imprint of her fingers and her palm. “That’s for being a terrible person!”

Sarah twisted. “You… you spanked me!”

“Say you’re sorry!”

“No!”

“Say you’re sorry or I’m going to bend you over and do it again!”

Sarah stared at her, wild-eyed, and without hesitation, her hands rose up. Chance thought she was going to try to slap her, and flinched, but instead, Sarah grabbed her cheeks and kissed her.

Now it was Chance’s tur to sputter. “Wh-what are you-?” Sarah caught her lips against hers again, and Chance’s eyes widened. “Mmmf!”

Sarah pulled back, glaring. “You want to hear me say I’m sorry? Fine. Make me.”

All the anger in Chance roared to life, and she shoved her friend back against the washer before chasing her lips again.


This is your best friend
, half her mind warned.


This bitch is not my friend
, the other half growled.

Chance glanced over Sarah’s shoulder, and reached out to slam the lid of the washer down. It was all set to go, so she punched the start button.

“What are you-?” Sarah started.

“Shut. Up,” Chance snapped. “Get up on the washer. Now.”

“Oh,” Sarah said, the first non-aggressive thing she’d said since Chance walked in the door.

She hopped up, and Chance gripped her thighs and spread them apart until the other woman was balanced precariously with her pussy right on the edge, still in her panties. Chance slid the shirt up over the smooth, tanned skin of Sarah’s stomach.

Am I going to do this?

Fuck yes I am.

Chance wanted Andy. Maybe it would just be a summer fling. Maybe there was something more there. She didn’t know but she damn well wanted to find out. But if her snooty bitch of a friend was going to stop her at every turn, she was going to make sure Sarah changed her ways. And she thought she knew how to do that, even if she’d never been this aggressive before.

Sarah licked her lips, and raised her arms above her head. Chance lifted the shirt higher and higher, the bare swells of Sarah’s breasts peeking out. Then the faintest trace of her big, dark nipples, hard either from lust or the slight chill of the morning breeze passing through the house. Not a hint of a tan line, either. Chance tugged the shirt higher, then finally off her friend’s head. But she didn’t toss it to the ground. Instead, she gripped at its base in both hands, and ripped it.

“Hey, that’s a freaking expensive shirt!” Sarah said.

Chance kissed her again, hard, and nipped her lip. “Sarah.”

“Y-yeah?”

“Shut the fuck up right now or this doesn’t happen between us.”

“You want this as much as I do.”

Chance backed away, tearing the shirt apart until she had a long strip. “No, babe. I don’t. And I have no problem whatsoever walking out that door forever on you and our friendship if you don’t stop acting like a fucking bitch.”

Sarah scoffed. “You’re not serious.”

“I am absolutely serious. Who else do you have for a friend around here? Who else will put up with your shit? Maci? Where’s she at? Huh? How often does she text you?”

“Shut up,” Sarah muttered. “You… you… I have friends!”

“You have me. And you could have had Andy and his friends. But you acted like you were so cool, like you were over all of it. So last chance. Either you take your punishment like a good girl-” here, Sarah’s nostrils flared and her hips parted just a notch wider “-or I’m gone.”

For a moment, she didn’t think Sarah was going to relent. And maybe that would have been easier. Sarah wasn’t going to change overnight and Chance held little doubt her friend was going to take a lot of training. But she wasn’t going to take this crap anymore.

Chance turned and started out of the laundry room, and Sarah said faintly, “Wait.” Chance paused but didn’t turn around. “What are you going to do to me?”

“Does it matter?”

Sarah sniffed, and finally whispered, “Fine. Do it. Do whatever you want.”

Chance turned, a hard smile in place as secretly her heart thrilled to the acquiescence. This was not her first girl-on-girl fun, but it was the first time she’d ever done anything remotely sexual with Sarah, despite the other woman being a frequent fantasy.

“Good girl.”

Sarah’s throat worked as Chance stepped close again. Her lips parted for another kiss, but Chance was done kissing Sarah. She raised the strip of fabric, and placed it between Sarah’s lips. As a gag, it was lousy – there was little doubt the other woman could just speak around it – but as a symbol, it was perfect. Sarah whimpered softly as Chance tied it off in the back.

“If you don’t want this at any point, you rap on the washer three times. I’ll stop, but I walk out of your life forever. That’s not a joke. I mean it, Sarah. I’m genuinely pissed.”

Sarah nodded tentatively, and Chance spread her legs wider. By that point, the washer had filled, and was starting to rumble to life. Sarah ground down against the corner. That was fine, for now, but Chance didn’t want her coming until she said so. She leaned over to suck one of Sarah’s nipples into her mouth. When the other woman moaned around her gag, Chance nipped her flesh, hard, but not hard enough to draw blood. Sarah’s moan immediately turned into a yelp, and she glared at Chance.

“Back out any time you want,” Chance said, before leaning in and sucking her other nipple into her mouth and nipping it too. She alternated like that until Sarah’s nipples bore imprints of her teeth. She slid her hand down Sarah’s tummy, all the way to her yellow panties, and leaned in to whisper into her ear, “You’re going to apologize to Rodrigo.” Sarah glared at her and shook her head. Chance’s fingers slid into her panties and pinched her mound, hard. “That is going to happen. That’s step one of you not being a bitch anymore.”

Sarah’s upper lip drew back in a sneer, and Chance pinched her again, harder. “Ow!” she cried against the gag.

“Shut. Up,” Chance snapped. “Next pinch is going to be your clit if you don’t agree.”

“Ffffck hm!” Sarah said against the strip of her shirt. Fuck him.


Chance didn’t hesitate. She couldn’t if this was going to take. Her fingers brushed lower, finding Sarah’s hood. The other woman gasp of pleasure turned into a sharp cry when Chance pinched her hood tight. Her hand slipped out of Sarah’s panties and Chance tugged her off the washer. Sarah’s glare continued, but when Chance spun her around, she stuck out her ass, sensing what was coming. Chance licked her palm, remembering how her roommate from college liked it from her boyfriend – fingers together, his palm doing most the work – and brought her hand down as hard as she could. The slap didn’t just hurt Sarah, but her own hand stung too. Again she brought her hand up with no hesitation, and brought it down on the other cheek.

Crack!

“You WILL apologize!” Chance snapped.

Crack!

“To him!”

Crack!

“To me!”

Crack!

“To Andy!”

Sarah shook her head, defiant, but her chest was rising and falling harder and harder, and when she looked Chance saw a big wet spot on her panties.

She leaned in close and whispered into Sarah’s ear, “You dirty girl, you’re getting off on this.”

CRACK!

Sarah shook her head again, but less emphatically. Chance slipped a hand down, letting it roam across her sensitive ass. Sarah hissed against her gag, but when Chance’s hand dipped between her thighs to tease along her pussy lips, Sarah moaned softly instead.

“So why are you wet, Sarah? Hm? You’re just about there already, aren’t you?”

Sarah hesitated, then nodded, her eyes glossy and her chin falling as Chance kept running her fingers through her cleft.

“You like someone finally telling you off. Someone saying no.”

Sarah closed her eyes, and nodded.

Chance brushed her clit. “Do you like getting spanked? Getting used like this?”

“Lease,” Sarah moaned.

“Are you going to apologize?”

Sarah’s eyes opened again, and she glanced over her shoulder. The gag slipped just loose enough that she could gasp, “Don’t stop.”

Chance pulled her hand away, glaring. “You don’t get to give the orders here, Sarah. Not anymore. Not ever. Are you going to apologize?”

“F-fuck Rodrigo!”

“Then I’m not touching you again. Bye Sarah.”

“Wait!” Sarah cried out. “Just… just wait.”

“I told you. You don’t give the orders. You’re going to say sorry to me. I might let you come, I might not. But if you want me in your life, then you and I are going back to the bookstore, and you are going to beg Rodrigo for forgiveness.”

Sarah stuck out her bottom. “You want this. I know you do.”

“What I want is Andy. I could give a fuck about you. I thought you were my friend. That you could be an adult. But I’m not putting up with a bullying bitch. I deserve better friends than that. This is the last time I make this ultimatum. You say you’re sorry. Or I’m gone.”

Sarah gritted her teeth. “I’m sorry,” she whispered sullenly.

“What?” Chance asked.

“I’m sorry, okay? Just get me off.”

Chance cracked her ass again. “No. I told you. Apologize. Mean it.”

Her hand rose up again, but this time not to Sarah’s ass. Instead she grabbed one of Sarah’s nipples and twisted it. She knew from experience and a fumblingly awkward first boyfriend how much hurt was too much, and she neared that now, twisting the nipple just hard enough to be cruel. Sarah jerked and jumped, and Chance smacked her ass again.

Crack!

Sarah howled, “I’m sorry. I’m sorry I’m a…” She leaned over the washer, now starting to thump harder and harder. The effect it had on her big breasts was hypnotic, but Chance glanced up sharply when Sarah let out a sob. “I’m sorry I’m a bitch. I want to be better. Show me how to be better.”

Chance raised her hand again, and Sarah flinched. This time, though, Chance brought it down softly against Sarah’s ass, rubbing the stinging flesh gently. “You’ll apologize to Rodrigo.” It wasn’t a question.

“Yes,” Sarah said meekly.

Chance gripped her yellow panties and slid them down Sarah’s shapely legs. “You’re going to apologize to Andy.”

Sarah nodded and bit her lip. “Yes,” she whispered. “Anything you want. Please, Chance.”

Chance slowly ran her fingers along Sarah’s folds. She was so wet Chance was surprised she didn’t orgasm right then. “Will you be a good girl?”

“Please.”

Chance leaned in and nipped at Sarah’s earlobe. “Will you by my
 good girl?”

Sarah looked over her shoulder, her lust and pain intermingling as she blushed furiously. “Don’t leave me too.”

Chance kissed her friend gently as her fingers slid into Sarah’s pussy. “Then don’t push me away,” she whispered back.

Trembling hard, Sarah nodded. Chance pulled her back upright, and settled her on the edge of the washer again. Sarah winced, her bare ass still so sore she could barely sit still, but the rocking of the washer on her pussy and her clit made her let out a sated breath. Chance kept up a string of soft kisses as she ran two fingers along Sarah’s wet slit. Finally she pumped them in, and Sarah immediately began driving down at them.

Chance’s other hand went to one of Sarah’s breasts. The nipple was so hard and ready for her touch, and she stroked it gently, contrasting the fast pace of her finger fucking. Sarah’s clit was big and responsive, twitching with brushes of Chance’s thumbs, and the washer’s vibrations were driving the brunette crazy. Their kisses were just as hard and fast, and Chance thought about how insane this all was, that she was disciplining her best friend of so long.

Making her come.

“I’m close, Chance,” Sarah whimpered.

Chance slowed her fingers, and Sarah let out a keen of need. “Are you going to apologize to them?”

“Yes.”

“Good girl.”

The “good girl” made Sarah shudder, and she squeezed her eyes shut again as Chance began to speed back up. “Ahhh, ah, Chance, ohhhhh, Chance!”

Sarah’s tight slick walls thrummed against Chance’s fingers, and a splash of warmth followed. Chance glanced down in time to see her friend’s need dribble onto the smooth white washer. She pulled her fingers out, and held them up to Sarah’s lips.

“Taste yourself.”

Sarah sucked her fingers down hungrily, staring into Chance’s eyes and blushing furiously. Then Chance was pulling her away, pulling her into the bedroom, and shoving Sarah onto the mattress. The brunette’s breasts bounced merrily with the fall, and she spread herself wide and began playing with herself as Chance slid out of her jeans and blouse.

“Stop playing with yourself. You don’t come again until I have.”

“Chaaance…” Sarah whined.

Chance, only in her bra and panties, stormed to the bed and rolled Sarah over onto her stomach. The other woman tried to pull away, but Chance grabbed her shoulder and lifted her hand again to deliver another hard crack of her palm to Sarah’s reddened backside.

“You do not talk back to me or anyone else ever again,” Chance snapped. “I am still on the verge of walking out of here. You work to prove to me you’re worth being my friend.”

Sarah nodded and sniffed. “Can I… can I eat you out on my hands and knees? It hurts.”

“You can.”

A tentative smile formed on Sarah’s face, and she rolled over onto her hands and knees, putting her body in profile as Chance finished undressing. “Stack up your pillows.”

Sarah did, and slid off the bed to allow Chance to swap her spots. With the roughly five billion pillows Sarah owned, Chance could sit up at an angle. She made herself comfortable, and made a come-hither motion with her fingers to Sarah. The brunette crawled up onto the bed, and Chance let out a soft, pleased sigh when her friend’s full lips sank to her pussy.

“I’ll be staying here. You’re going to be my bitch this summer. Whatever I say, you do.”

“Mm,” Sarah whimpered, her soft pink tongue sliding out to gently caress Chance’s folds.

“And if Andy decides we’re a thing, he’ll be coming over too. I’ll tell him he can use you, just like I will. Anytime. Anywhere. If he wants you to suck his cock on the front porch, you’re going to do it with a smile and ask him where he’d like to come. If he wants to bend you over the counter at the bookstore, you’ll spread your legs for him nice and wide. You’re going to be our obedient fuck doll until I go off to college again.”

“Mmmm!” Sarah moaned, her eyes sparkling now.

“And when I’m at college,” Chance said, feeling creative, “you’re going to be sending me pictures. Every day. Something sexy.”

God, but her tongue was amazing. Sarah had far more experience with women, and knew just how to tease her clit and her folds. The busty goddess looked fucking hot, too, on her knees worshipping Chance’s pussy.

“Yessss.”

Sarah zig-zagged her tongue across Chance’s clit before sliding a finger up into her folds. Chance’s g-spot took up a lot of room and Sarah found it on her first swipe of her finger, making her back arch. Sarah rubbed against it as she slowly finger-fucked Chance, her tongue still working her clit, her breath hot against her sensitive skin.

Chance imagined Andy behind Sarah, lining up with that terrific ass. His cock would slide into her and he would stare down at Chance as he fucked Sarah, taking her for his own pleasure and caring nothing for hers. She didn’t know where this dominating fetish came from, but she rode out the fantasy, grabbing Sarah’s hair and pushing her harder into her clit. Sarah slid her finger out, sensing what Chance wanted, and buried her mouth hungrily against Chance’s slick folds, slurping and licking her as Chance fantasized about Andy’s glistening cock popping free and driving into Sarah’s ass.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, Sarah, like that.”

Sarah kept it up, making lewd slurps and pops with her mouth and tongue. Chance’s back rose and fell, rose and fell, and soon she was gripping the other woman’s hair tight, “Saaar-ah!”

She came with a force she’d never felt before. It was like her whole body uncorked. Her legs kicked up at the air, her pussy quivering at Sarah’s touch. She rode out the orgasm as Sarah leaned back, her lips and chin slick, panting as she watched her friend finally come down. Chance pushed herself up and forward, and kissed Sarah hungrily.

“I’m sorry, Chance,” Sarah whispered. “I’m so sorry.”

“It’s okay now, baby, you’re forgiven,” Chance panted against her lips. “But we have to make it right. Not tonight, not yet. I have an idea.”

“What’s that?” Sarah asked.

“Turn around.”

Sarah tightened up and shivered. “Please don’t spank me again, it really hurts.”

“No, no,” Chance said hastily. “You still have the aloe vera from that sunburn?”

“Muscle cream works better,” Sarah said. Chance raised an eyebrow and Sarah laughed softly. “This isn’t my first time. I’ll go get it.”

“No, stay. I’m feeling… sort of guilty.”

Sarah shook her head, her tears slipping down again. “Don’t. I really was being a bitch. And I am sorry. I’ll apologize to Rodrigo too. Just please, don’t ever threaten to leave me again. I don’t… I don’t like who I am. But I want to change. I can’t do that if my only friend leaves me.”

Chance got off the bed. “Sarah, you really were horrible to him.”

“I know,” she whispered.

Chance headed for the bathroom and found the muscle cream in a basket in a cupboard. She came back in, and Sarah bent with her head to the mattress as Chance spread cream on her hands.

Chance asked, “Was it Maci? Is that why you hate him so much?”

“Kind of.” Sarah hissed when Chance rubbed her fingers against her ass, but slowly unclenched and relaxed as Chance began to work the cream onto the bruised skin. “I don’t know. It’s complicated. I liked Maci, but I liked Rodrigo too. He was… cute. In a dorky way. But Maci was my friend, and when she came to me after they tried to sleep together, he hurt her. Accidentally, but he did. And that pissed me off.”

“I suppose I can understand that. But you took it way too far.”

“I know,” Sarah snapped, then she took a breath and said kindlier, “I know. We’ll make it up to them. What was your idea?”

Chance chuckled. “You’re off this weekend, right?”

“Yeaaah? Why?”

“We’re going on a road trip. Is that costume shop in Elliston still open?”

“I have no idea,” Sarah said, then her brain caught up to her. “Wait. What the hell did I sign up for?”

* * *

Another night and Andy might have stuck around to watch Drew and a trio of their regulars settle in to play a new board game, but his foul mood hadn’t left him since Chance had the guts to walk in that morning. Every time he thought the world was becoming a cooler place, more open to new ideas and experiences, someone like her or Sarah always proved him wrong.

Home for him was a studio apartment over a garage. Gladys, his landlord and the owner of the nearby house, was pushing seventy-five and liked someone being around to do the yardwork. Their agreement then was rock solid, and the best deal Andy was likely to get. He mowed, trimmed the hedges, weeded, and pruned the pair of trees on the property, and in return, he only paid two hundred bucks rent. Now that he was the manager at the bookstore, he could afford to start thinking about somewhere nicer, but why? The studio was snug, sure, but he liked his landlord and he was saving money like crazy. Why not ride it out a few more years?

That evening, Gladys was seated out on her front porch, smoking an unfiltered cigarette and watching a pair of cardinals flit among the branches.

“Hey-”

“Shhhh,” Gladys hissed. “Come here. Quietly.”

Amused, Andy slinked over, trying to keep his steps as quiet as possible. The more vibrant of the birds brought his beak to the other.

“The male’s feeding her seeds,” Gladys murmured. “That’s how they court each other.”

“Incredible,” Andy murmured, and like that, the birds shot out of there.

Gladys whacked his hip. “Now they’re going to get frisky somewhere else.”

“Hey!” Andy protested good-naturedly. “Can’t have you watching porn on my front lawn.”

“Your front lawn,” she snorted. “You off jogging?”

“Yeah. You need anything while I’m out?”

“Carton of-”

“Not buying your smokes, Gladys.” It was the thousandth time they had that back and forth. He’d happily pick up her groceries, but he wasn’t going to send her on any faster towards lung cancer.

“All right, all right. Could use some coffee if you’re offering. You want cash, or…?”

“Take it out of the rent. Unless you were offering me sexual favors in which case… take it out of the rent.”

She smacked him again. “You should be so lucky.”

He headed up to his apartment, tossed off his clothes save for his undershirt, and threw on a pair of shorts. His running shoes were well-loved and probably needed to be replaced soon before he hurt himself. Andy made a mental note to stop in at the department store where his mom worked and do just that, but he also knew he’d forget the moment he came back from his jog.

Gladys was talking on the phone when he came back down, so he gave her a wave and started his run. Talking to her had started him down the road to getting his cool back, and the run solidified his good mood. Barnhart could have some wicked winters, but the summers rarely pushed above ninety. That day, the sun was just warm enough to help him along to a fine sheen of sweat as he jogged towards the edge of town. A few people he knew were walking dogs or just getting home from work, and he waved at them as he passed, not wanting to stop and get drawn into a conversation with Phil Joiner about how Andy was doing the weeding wrong, or trimming the trees too tightly.

With every mile, his frustration fell away, but Chance hadn’t left his mind. She had developed into a stunner, with an elegant look to her women twice her age fought to achieve, but all wrapped up in a nineteen or twenty-year old. Curvy, sure, but it was the way she’d held herself when she talked to him the day before that he liked. Her back straight, her hands rarely doing the talking for her. The warm, inviting way she held his gaze.

God, but he thought better of her.

And Sarah… Sarah was the sort of woman who wouldn’t have been out of place in a men’s magazine a decade ago. She had the kind of curves in which a man could lose himself for a good long night – or a few dozen years. A serpentine walk that matched the venom in her fangs. Not as straight up beautiful as Chance, but somewhere between sexpot and girl-next-door.

Even if Andy had a chance, though, he wouldn’t sleep with them. Rodrigo was annoying at times, but he was a good friend. They’d been hanging around together off and on since Andy started at the bookstore, and now the guy was there every day, or thereabouts, at least when he wasn’t working.

When Andy reached the end of a long stretch of dirt road ending in farmland, he turned around and started back. Maybe he’d see if Rodrigo wanted to grab some wings and just chill. Drew too. He’d been a part of all this, even if he’d mostly been collateral damage. Drew was a sharp guy, though his sometimes sleepy demeanor didn’t make him seem that way. He was a year out of college, and when he wasn’t working the bookstore, he tended bar. The bookstore was, in a lot of ways, his tether, his hope of something better and he talked constantly about moving someday. Drew wouldn’t be long for Barnhart. If he made it there a year, Andy would be surprised.

He swung into one of Barnhart’s whopping two grocery stores, and grabbed Gladys’s coffee before heading back home, taking his time, enjoying the day and trying to stifle the last of his irritation with Chance and Sarah. Gladys had moved to her rose bushes. She might not tend to them anymore, but she still liked talking to them. She turned and smiled as he approached, but It wasn’t her Andy paid any attention to. It was the tall, curvy blonde next to her, in a pair of achingly tight white shorts and a pink sporty tank top with a pair of retro sunglasses that somehow drew attention to her glossy red lips. Chance turned, a hesitant smile on her face.

Gladys cackled. “She’s here… for you. You brainwashed one. Good job, kiddo.”

“Yeah,” Andy said, trying to smile at his landlord, but it never quite touched his eyes. Chance’s smile faltered, and he held up the bag of coffee. “I’ll put this on your doorstep.”

Gladys stared between the two of them, and finally snorted. “Well, invite her up, dingbat.”

He clicked his tongue against his teeth, his smile feeling even more fake and hard. “Well, Chance? Would you like to come up?”

“I would,” she said, so low it was almost a whisper.

He settled the coffee on Glady’s doorstep, and led the way up to his apartment. Gladys snickered to herself and hobbled towards her house, pretending like she wasn’t watching them out of the corner of her eyes.

His studio apartment wasn’t much more than a bed, a tiny kitchen, his television, and a half-bath. Decorated mostly by his mom and an ex-girlfriend years out of his life, the place was dully pleasant and more or less orderly. Andy led the way in and closed the blinds on the windows as he talked.

“I’ll give you three minutes so you don’t have to just walk right by Gladys, and then I want you out of here.”

Silence.

“Nothing?” he snapped, turning. The words on his lips died. Chance was sliding her shirt up and over her head, her sunglasses now clipped into her pocket. A sports bra just a few shades off her tank cupped her creamy breasts. The shirt dropped to the ground, and she stared at him, her cheeks blooming red.

“If you’re only going to give me three minutes to give you a blowjob, I’m going to need you naked, faster.”

Her chest rose and fell with every breath, and Andy finally moved. He rushed the few feet behind him, his hands going for her cheeks, then just as fast the back of her head, pulling her lips to him, crushing her mouth to his. Her hands slipped down to his shorts and dipped inside. What she found pleased her, and she practically purred into his mouth.

Andy helped Chance out of her bra, and she dropped to her knees, her eyes on his as she tugged down his shorts and freed his hardening cock. Her lips brushed his tip, teasing him, sultry and victorious as she started to play.

He smelled of sweat and deodorant, but Chance didn’t seem to care and Andy was too irritated to bother with much worry. Her lips parted and she sucked down the first inch of him, her cheeks hollowing. She came off him with a pop, and said quietly, “We’re sorry.”

“We?”

Chance nodded, “Sarah and me. We had a… talk.” She sucked down that inch of him again, her tongue swirling along his tip, his base. She held his eyes for a moment, then let him go again. “We’re going to make it up to you. And Rodrigo. But I’m going to need your help.”

“With what?”

Ignoring that, Chance asked, “No girlfriend, right?”

“No.”

“Okay. Good. First this, then.”

Chance took him deep this time, her playfully red lips spread wide around his dick as she reached around and gripped his ass. His tip brushed the back of her mouth, and for an excruciatingly long moment, all she did was let him rest there, breathing softly through her nose. Was she going to…?

“Yes,” he moaned as Chance took him even deeper, her eyes watering as his cock slid down her throat. “Oh, fuck, Chance, that’s sexy.”

She held him again, her fingernails digging into his butt as she tried to breathe through her nose. Two halves of him twisted and fought in that moment. Half of Andy hated seeing her tear up, but the other half, the primal half that was still a little pissed, loved it. Loved seeing Chance on her knees, making this up to him, deep-throating him, gagging on his dick with an “urk!” until she had to come back up, sputtering for air.

Chance didn’t hesitate. She drew a breath, and sucked him down again. And again. She took him deeper than any woman ever had before. Her short blond hair bounced with every bob of her head. On her last effort, she gripped his ass hard, and shoved her face down onto his dick.

“Fuck!” he groaned as his balls slapped against her chin. All of him. Chance had all of his length in her mouth and throat. She stared up at him, tears streaming down her cheeks, and she slowly slid off him with a pop, holding him against her ruby lips.

Then she took him in her mouth again, working her tongue around him, twisting her head side to side to get him wet. Her hands came up to grip and jerk his base as she focused her mouth on his tip. This was so sudden, so pleasurable, Andy had a hard time holding on.

“I want you,” he growled.

She slid off him, panting, “Not yet, not yet, just a while longer, baby.”

Baby. That turned him on. He groaned as she jerked him faster and faster. His cock slid between her lips again. While she jerked him with one hand faster and faster, her other slid down along her bare breast, down further past her stomach, down to the shorts still covering her pussy. She rubbed herself through the fabric, moaning on his cock as she slurped and sucked him.

“Not long, Chance,” he warned.

She pulled off him, licked and kissed his tip, then aimed his cock at her tits. “Come on me, Andy,” she begged. “Come on my tits.”

He jerked forward in her hands, his come flying out of him in arcs harder than he’d ever come before. A blast hit her breast, then her cleavage, and Chance was guiding his cock upwards, hitting her neck, her chin. She opened her mouth again and devoured him, taking the last few shots on her tongue, her tonsils. She stared up at him as he finally finished, and slurped him clean with several long, lewd licks and pops.

Finally she let him go, and he offered her a hand so they could both crash down on the side of the mattress, her panting, him flushed and a little out of breath himself.

Chance nestled her head against his shoulder, and said quietly, “I really am sorry.”

“I noticed,” he said, chuckling. “That was amazing, by the way.”

“Glad you liked it.” She pulled away, staring him in the eyes. “Andy. I need to get some things out there and we need to understand where we are with each other. I go back this fall. But while I’m here…”

He thumbed her cheek. “Look, I want to. But Rodrigo and Sarah… he’s one of my best friends.”

“I’ve had a, mm, conversation with Sarah,” Chance said, a strange smile there and gone again in a flash. “She’s going to apologize in style. But that’s where I need your help.”

“What do you have in mind?”

“I’m going out of town for a couple days. When I come back, I need you to get Rodrigo and your other friend… mm…”

“Drew?”

“Yes, him. I need you to get them together for another game night.”

Andy arched an eyebrow. “Ohhh-kay?”

“Trust me,” she said, swirling around a dollop of his come and bringing it to her lips. “You’re going to love it.”

* * *

Chance slung a bag over her shoulder and leaned down to kiss her two brothers on the head. “Love you little monsters.”

“Love you,” they replied, and then her youngest brother raised his leg and honked out a fart. They ran away, giggling, and she sighed. Brothers.

Her mom waited in the hallway, watching the boys race by with a bemused look. She turned to her oldest daughter, and said, “Now be careful.”

“I will, Mom.”

“I love Sarah, but sometimes, I hear things.”

Chance tried to hide her grin. Just that morning she’d been fucking Sarah with two dildos, one in her ass and the other deep in her pussy. If anything, Chance was the one corrupting Sarah. “It’s all right, Mom. I won’t do anything stupid. Promise. And, best news of all, the gift shop wants me to start next week.”

“Oh honey!” her mom exclaimed, and grabbed her in a hug. Then it dawned on her where the gift shop was next to, and she said, “Ohhh. I suppose Andy has nothing to do with your choice to work there?”

“Hey, I applied there before I met up with him!” Chance protested good-naturedly. The truth was, the gas station, two diners, and a local museum wanted to hire her on too. But the gift store definitely did have a perk. A quite nice-sized one. One she told Sarah about while the other woman was stuttering her name.

Her mom sighed. “Just…” she leaned in close, and whispered, “Be on the pill, okay? Don’t throw away college.”

Chance laughed and swatted her mom on the butt. “Okay, Mom.”

“Get going. I gave Sarah a bag full of goodies. I know you girls are going to want to eat there, but it makes me feel better, so go with it.”

They embraced, and Chance thought, for the thousandth time, she couldn’t wait to be done with college to have this kind of loving nagging back in her life. She’d started off thinking she couldn’t get far enough away from Barnhart, but now she so very much wanted to come back – but on her terms. Her mom was right about that. College first. Then… who knew?

Linda had her face buried in a book on the couch. Chance leaned over and gave her a peck, and Linda whispered, “Not supposed to tell you this, but Betsy’s really upset.”

“Betsy’s always upset,” Chance whispered back.

Linda grinned, but shook her head. “She thinks you’re mad at her.”

“Aw. I’ll talk to her before I go. Hey. Let’s keep up the bike rides. Every day you want to.”

“Cool,” Linda said, her eyes already drifting back towards the book. Chance grinned and ruffled her hair. Linda poofed it out with a breath and grinned back.

Betsy was outside, talking to Sarah. Chance’s friend leaned against her car, tossing back peanuts from a snack bag as she listened to Betsy. They both seemed so achingly normal in that moment, and Chance wondered, not for the first time, what her world was becoming. She offered a silent prayer that Betsy turned out, if not happy like her, at least content with wherever her own road took her. She deserved to be who she wanted to be, and Chance wondered who that Betsy was.

Betsy glanced up, startled, as Chance stormed right to her. “Give us a minute?” Chance asked Sarah. Her friend patted Betsy on the back, and got in while Chance studied Betsy for a long moment.

Betsy surprised her with her lack of defiance. Her lip trembled, her eyes searched anywhere but Chance, and finally she whispered, “Don’t go because of me.”

“No. Hey. Betsy. No.”

“I know I’m bitchy. I don’t want to be. I love you and I’m so happy you’re home and…”

Betsy started crying, and Chance crushed her sister to her chest, rocking with her. Fifteen, but in that moment, Betsy seemed both so much older and so much younger. She cried and cried, going almost boneless in Chance’s arms.

“I’m going to let you in on a secret,” Chance whispered to her. “Want to know why I’m going?”

“W-why?” Betsy asked, finally pulling away and swiping at her eyes.

Chance grinned. “Do you know the bookstore?”

“Uh huh.”

“Know Andy? Mechoso?”

Betsy frowned, then lit on it. “Oh yeah. The cute one. Dark hair, he’s got the black eyes…”

“Yep. I’m kinda… sorta… seeing him. A bit.”

Betsy’s frown turned into a quizzical grin. “Yeah?”

Chance nodded. “And Sarah’s kind of interested in his friend. Rodrigo.”

“Oh, I know him. He’s always telling Dad and Mom bad jokes at the gas station.”

“That’s him,” Chance said. “Sarah and I, we’re going to Elliston to maybe scope out a little something-something to make them go crazy.”

Betsy’s voice dropped like she was saying something intimately dirty. “Like lingerie?”

“Exactly along those lines,” Chance said, grinning. “So me going, it’s not you at all, Bets.”

“But you’re leaving the house and staying with Sarah when you come back… oh.” It dawned on Betsy, and she grinned. “You can’t, um, hang out with him here.”

“Ex-actly.” Chance kissed Betsy’s forehead. “I swear, I’m still going to be around, and we’re going to hang out as much as you want. You, Linda, the Unholy Terrors, you’re my biggest priority. Now. Always. And another little secret?”

“What?”

Funny. Chance hadn’t been close to choking up, but now the words wanted to stop in her throat. She forced them out in a near whisper. “I miss you guys so much. When I graduate, I think I’m going to come back. Maybe to Barnhart, maybe somewhere close. I don’t know. But I’m too far away.”

Betsy sniffed and clutched her again. “Yeah, you are, you jerk,” she mumbled, and Chance laughed. She hugged Chance tight, snuffling out the last of her tears. They clung together for a while, and even with what had already happened and whatever would, this moment, standing in the sun with her oldest sister, was Chance’s favorite of that summer.

* * *

It wasn’t easy to convince Rodrigo to come back in for another game night. The wounds from high school that Sarah had reopened were still too fresh in his mind, but Andy made him a promise that it would be a fantastic night or else he’d owe Rodrigo a steak dinner he could barely afford. It took even more convincing to get him to trim his beard and look his best for the evening. Rodrigo had the idea Andy was going to take him to a new bar in town after the game, and Andy played into it. Whatever got him to show up.

Drew came in too, mostly because he had to work than any real desire to try up another Trauco Wars session. The two other men sat in the armchairs as Andy closed out the till for the night.

“I don’t get why we’re closing early,” Drew said.

Andy glanced up, amused. “You’re getting paid for the time, so what does it matter?”

“Good point.”

Once he finished processing the day’s take, Andy texted Chance. Ready
. She replied back with a winking emoji. If she was serious about this – and given the pictures she sent him the night before of her and Sarah in bed together, she was – this was about to get nuts. He headed for the front door, turned the OPEN sign to CLOSED, and waited.

“What are you doing, dude?” Rodrigo asked. “Wait. Did you invite those two back?”

“Yeah. Kinda.”

“Aw, man,” Rodrigo groaned. “I don’t want to be shit on again.”

Andy glanced back at him, amused. “Just trust me.”

Drew said quietly, “Look, Andy…”

“Shut up. They’re here.”

Chance and Sara parked right up front, and hurried out of their car. Both of them were dressed in long coats completely inappropriate for the hot day. Sarah glanced around, her worry apparent, but Chance already bore a mad grin on her face. When they stepped inside, she leaned up quick enough to press her lips to Andy’s.

“Wait, whoa, you two are hooking up?” Rodrigo asked.

Andy closed the door after Sarah and locked it. He brought down the shutters as Chance prodded Sarah forward.

Sarah stared at the ground, and said meekly, “I’m…” She drew a deep breath, and Chance poked her again. Sarah glared back at her friend, then at the ground in front of Rodrigo. “This is so embarrassing,” she muttered.

“Sarah, I swear to God…” Chance snapped under her breath.

Sarah cleared her throat and simpered in a more breathless voice than normal, “Sir Roderick. I’m Barbie. I’m a Fantasma Hunter. I’m not the brightest, but I’m here… tee hee… to help you however you want.”

Drew said, “Did she just… tee hee?”

No one said anything. Sarah’s fingers slipped over the knot on her coat, and she dropped it to the floor.

“Fuck. Me,” Rodrigo breathed.

The pale blue string bikini top was a size too small, pushing Sarah’s big breasts out to the side and barely covering her nipples. Around her neck was a matching choker, and on her back, an ephemeral cape. Two long silky pieces of fabric in the same shade covered her pussy and her ass, but left her tanned, gleaming legs completely bare. Completing the look were two blue bands on her wrists.

She stepped forward, making her breasts jiggle. Every eye in the room, including Chance’s was fixated on either her ass or her tits, and Sarah blushed furiously. “Well. Will you have me on your… ugh… quest?”

“There’s a penalty tonight,” Andy said mildly, wrapping his arm around Chance’s waist. “Any woman in the room who breaks character gets their ass spanked.”

Drew’s eyes looked like they might pop out of their head as Sarah came towards the table. “Are you serious?”

“Sharpe,” Andy said. “Show them how serious I am.”

“Yes, sir
,” Chance said meekly.

She undid the knot on her own coat and handed it off to Andy, who held it out towards the counter and dropped it on the floor, missing it entirely as he gaped at Chance. He didn’t get to see her costume. She’d been very coy about that, but he saw it now. Chance wore what was probably supposed to be some kind of sexy ninja warrior thing. Black boots came up nearly to her thighs. A black skirt barely covered her ass. The top was essentially two crisscrossing pieces of fabric matching the skirt, with a cutout in her cleavage of a diamond.

Sarah did not look back at Chance, but at Rodrigo as she bent over. Chance reached her, and pulled up the length of material covering Sarah’s ass, revealing her sex covered in a wisp of a thong. Rodrigo leaned forward, his eyes burning. “Do it,” he told Chance.

Chance licked her palm, raised her hand up, and cracked Sarah’s ass. “I’m sorry,” Sarah whimpered. Chance’s hand rose again, and she smacked the other cheek, making Sarah cry out.

“You’re sorry for what?” Chance asked her.

“Barbie’s sorry she was such a bitch to you,” Sarah said. “I’m sorry about high school. I’m sorry about everything.”

“She broke character again,” Drew said, grinning wryly. Chance winked at him, and spanked Sarah again.

Andy made his way behind Chance and settled into a chair. His pants were unzipped and his hardness poked up through his boxers. She glanced backwards, and settled onto his lap, grinding his cock behind her ass cheeks in the fabric.

Sarah sat gingerly on the other empty chair. Both Rodrigo and Drew, sensing what was going to happen eventually, undid their own pants. Sarah had a very hard time looking away from Rodrigo’s bulge.

Andy blatantly cupped Chance’s breasts, and said quietly, “Let’s get started.”

* * *

“One by one, you’ve made your way to the darkened city of Cunnao Langus…” Andy started.

“Boo!” Drew said, laughing.

“That is pretty godawful,” Chance said, wriggling her ass against Andy’s stiff dick.

“Shut it, all of you,” Andy said. “You’ve arrived, none of you sure why no one inside the city has been heard of for weeks and weeks. The man who sent you on this quest was too scared to travel further than a few feet inside the great walls of the city. Already you’ve made it farther than him. The city is set just south of the Beaverpatch Bush-”

Sarah plucked a handful of popcorn from a bag on the table and threw it at Andy.

“-and it’s remarkably wet.”

“Goddamn it,” Rodrigo said, laughing into his hand.

Andy continued. “You’re on the main cobblestone road leading into town in front of the gates. Businesses and houses stretch out in front of you towards a fountain. To the east is a stable, to the west is a market square, empty despite the morning hour. What do you do?”

Sarah asked, “Don’t spank me for this, but do we take turns or something?”

“That’s all right,” Andy said. “There will be turns if there’s combat. But it’s pretty free form until then.”

“Okay,” Sarah said.

“Should we call out?” Rodrigo asked.

“That would be pretty dumb,” Drew said.

“My character’s pretty dumb,” Sarah said. “I call out, “Helloooo? Is anyone here? Hello, Cunnao Langusians? Langusans?”

“Quiet, Barbie!” Rodrigo hissed, getting into his character. “Whatever’s happened to these people, we might not want to draw its attention.”

“Oh! Hee hee!” Sarah said. “That would be bad. Sorry Sir Roderick!”

“Don’t be sorry, be quiet!” Chance growled.

Andy dropped his hands to her creamy thighs and traced his fingers along them. Drew could barely keep his eyes off her – with good reason. Chance’s skirt was so short there was no doubt he had one hell of a view of her panties, if she was wearing them.

“In the distance, something bangs rhythmically. Then all at once, it’s like the village is coming alive with sound. Bang. Bang. Bang.” With each one of the bangs, Andy thrust his groin up at Chance.

“Sar…” Rodrigo started, then corrected himself. “Barbie. You’ve got some skills that might help here.”

“I don’t need this all mainsplained to me,” Sarah grumped.

“Over the table, Barbie,” Chance snapped. Sarah’s lip quivered in frustration or something like lust, Andy wasn’t sure. But shocking all of them, Sarah did as she was told, coming around the table and bending over for Rodrigo. He glanced at Chance, who nodded, and he rose to his feet. The wisp of fabric came up off her backside, and he lifted a hand and brought it down in what could barely be called a tap.

“Barbie, what do we say?”

Sarah gritted her teeth and looked over her shoulder. “Chance’s-”

“Sharpe. That’s two spankings,” Andy said.

Sarah started over. “Sharpe says I am to be disciplined hard. So would Sir Roderick please spank my naughty ass, sir, and not tap it?”

“I’ll tell you if it’s too much,” Chance murmured to Rodrigo. He nodded, his eyes huge, and raised his hand again. This time when he brought it down, it cracked hard against Sarah’s ass and she bounced forward, her breasts wobbling deliciously. The second crack of his palm freed one of her nipples entirely. Every guy in the room sucked in a breath and tightened their gut at the sight of her bared tit. Sarah stood up, rubbing her butt and reaching up to adjust her top, but Chance said, “No. Leave it.”

“Fuck,” Drew whispered.

Sarah settled back down onto her chair gingerly. “So what skills do I have, Sir Roderick? Please tell me. I’m so silly I don’t even remember what I’ve learned unless a big strong man helps me. Hee hee!”

Her tone might have been sarcastic, but Rodrigo was too entranced by her boob hanging out to really care. “You. Have. Uh. You can, uh, see people’s souls. Even through walls. So. Like. Uh.”

“Oh!” Sarah said, getting it. “Okay, I use that to look around.”

“Good girl,” Chance murmured, and for no reason Andy could figure out, Sarah blushed hard.

“Okay,” he said. “You can see traces of people’s souls all around you. They’re moving together, bouncing off each other. They’re faint, though. You think they might be dying.”

Drew leaned forward, getting into it now. “I’m going to slip up towards one of the windows and use my tentacle eye to peek in.”

“What you see shocks you. There’s a woman riding a man,” Andy said. Chance’s skirt came all the way up to her hips. Her black, silky panties barely covered her slit, leaving her puffy pink lips on display for Drew. “It’s slow at first, but she’s speeding up. There’s pleasure on their faces, but the woman catches the movement of your eyeball and looks towards the window. ‘Help us,’ she begs you.”

“How?” Drew asked. “What’s the matter? Is it some kind of plague?”

“The woman returns her attention to the man below her, too distracted to answer. But in the distance, someone shouts, terrified.”

“I’ve got the biggest weapon,” Chance said, and reached behind her to grip Andy’s cock through his boxers. She slipped the material down, freeing it to rest against her panty-clad ass. “I’ll take the lead. Rodrick, you’re with me.”

“Sure thing, Sharpe.”

“As a group, you sprint down a series of streets. You don’t see anything further out of the ordinary, but all of a sudden, a half-naked man bolts out of an alleyway, his eyes wide with terror. ‘Help,’ he cries out. ‘Strangers, you must help. They’ve all gone crazy. Lust-mad.’”

“What’s happened?” Chance asked.

“It’s the Lumbarschlong,” Andy said, his voice quaking like he was the villager. “They’ve summoned the beast and now it’s trapped them all.”

“Where is this Lumbarschlong?” Rodrigo asked, and Sarah couldn’t help a giggle.

“Better question,” Chance said. “Why aren’t you sick like they are?”

Andy’s fingers slipped into Chance’s panties and across her sensitive folds. She arched back against him as Drew watched, his mouth wide. “That’s a good question,” Andy said, and then he gave an evil laugh. “Because I’m the Lumbarschlong!”

“I attack him!” Chance shouted as Andy fingered her folds. “You’ll never take my friends!”

“Roll the die,” Andy said. “His defense is a three, so if you can beat that, you’ll hit.”

Chance leaned forward, and Andy took the opportunity to hook her panties and slide them down her legs. Rodrigo and Drew stared at her shaved mound and her pink lips as she rolled. “Two! Damn it.”

Andy grabbed her around the waist and pulled her right back down until she hovered over his dick. “He pushes away your attack,” he said, right against Chance’s ear, “and makes a thrust of his own.”

“I’ll roll for you,” Sarah said hastily, and leaned forward, her other breast slipping free of her top. Intentionally or not was unclear, but her free hand did tug at the fabric awfully suspiciously. “Oh no. It’s a six.”

Well, in reality, it was her just pushing the die over onto until the six came up, but Andy seized on the opportunity and jerked Chance down the rest of the way, impaling her on his thick cock. Her folds spread wide around him, and she gasped out, “Oh, fuck, Andy! I m-mean, Lumbarschlong!”

“I’ll save you with a stab of my dagger,” Drew swore, and dove for the die on the table. “Shit. A one.”

“You’ve fallen under the Lumbarschlong’s spell,” Andy said, gripping Chance’s hips as she rose up nearly off him and bounced right back down again. So tight. So wet and fucking tight. How long he’d be able to keep up the game, he didn’t know, but it didn’t matter. This was only going one way at this point. “You fling down your weapons and come to Sharpe, freeing yourself of your armor.”

Drew rose and scrambled out of his clothes in a hurry. His dick bobbed as he hurried around the table. Chance stared up at him, licking her red lips, and plunged her mouth down onto his cock.

“Oh fuck, Chance,” Drew moaned.

“It’s just Sir Rodrick and Barbie now,” Andy said, thrusting his cock up into Chance’s depths slowly but assuredly. The slick squelches were having an immediate effect on Sarah, and she leaned back, rubbing her pussy through the fabric of her skirt.

“Are there any spells I can use?” Sarah asked Rodrigo, licking her lips.

“One,” Rodrigo said, “but it’s risky. And it might play right into the Lumbarschlong’s hands.”

Andy had no idea where Rodrigo was going with this, but he didn’t give a shit. He was too busy fucking the sexiest blonde he’d ever seen hard and deep as she sucked off one of his best friends.

“I’ll do anything,” Sarah whimpered. She pulled the fabric up to her wispy panties and tugged them down to her knees.

“You can try to steal his power. To out-lust him,” Rodrigo said. That was similar to what Andy had planned. Must have figured out where he was going with all this. “You need to build up your sexual energy.”

“But how?” Sarah whispered. She spread her legs wide and slid down in her chair, her hand resting on her pussy lips.

Rodrigo stood up and dropped his pants. Chance, around Drew’s dick, coughed and pulled off him, sputtering. “Jesus, Rodrigo.”

“Holy. Shit,” Sarah breathed.

Drew and Andy looked too. Andy was bigger than average, but Rodrigo’s cock was a goddamn monstrosity. It was no wonder his ex-girlfriend had been hurt when she lost her virginity to him. It jutted out like a giant, red club, the head like a fist.

“If it’s too much…” Rodrigo said quietly.

“No. But you need to know…” Sarah bit her lip and slipped a finger deep into herself. “…I’m Chance’s. I’m her good little fuck slave this summer.”

“What?” Drew breathed. Chance chuckled around his cock in her mouth. He gripped the back of her head absently and drove into her deep enough that she couldn’t make another sound.

Sarah nodded as Rodrigo stepped over to her, stroking his massive prick. “She showed me how wrong I was, Rodrigo. How much of a bitch I am. And she…mmm… disciplined me for it.”

Chance hurked on Drew’s cock, and he pulled out to her lips, staring over at Sarah as Rodrigo leveled his cockhead at the brunette’s pussy.

“How?” Rodrigo asked.

“You know the answer,” Sarah whimpered, drawing her finger out and bringing it to her lips. She sucked it deep, and Rodrigo was on her. His hands slid under her back, and she gripped his cock as he lifted her up.

“You’re out of character again,” Rodrigo said, nose to nose with Sarah, his cock between them and pressing against her belly.

“Guess you’d better teach me a lesson too, huh?”

Rodrigo spun around behind Sarah. He pushed her down towards the table, and she climbed on it on her hands and knees, knocking off most the books and the snacks. The fabric hiding away her ass came up and over her juicy bottom, and Rodrigo wasted no time bringing his cock to her dripping cunt. Sarah tensed, waiting, and he groaned as his cock pressed between her folds, so big he very nearly didn’t fit into her tightness. But with a sudden plunge, he was in her, and Sarah’s eyes shot wide.

“Oh my holy fucking fuck, that’s big!” she gasped.

Drew jerked out of Chance’s mouth and turned. Sarah couldn’t comprehend what he was doing until his cock was at her lips, and just like that, in moments, Sarah was being double-penetrated, her mouth and her pussy stuffed full of dick.

Chance reached out and gripped the armrests before rising up and falling back down on Andy’s cock. They both watched the show, rapt as Rodrigo slid more and more of his dick into Sarah’s pussy, spreading her obscenely wide while Drew drove his cock deep until his balls bounced off her chin. He drew back out just as fast. A line of drool escaped Sarah’s lips as Rodrigo pulled slowly back out too.

“Ffff-uck, big, big, so big,” Sarah whimpered, her eyes rolling up before Drew fed her his dick again.

Chance leaned back and twisted her head so she could breathe into Andy’s ear. “You can have her anytime you want. Use her. She’s our slut for the summer, baby. If you want me that long.”

“Yes,” he murmured back, meeting her downward thrust with his own.

“Good.” She reached a hand up and stroked his chin with curled fingers. “Fuck me, Andy. Make me yours. And then you can take our little come-queen too.” Andy gripped her hips and hastened his pace, their flesh slapping together. “You can fuck her mouth.” He grunted. “Her pussy,” Chance breathed. Andy thrust up into her even harder. “Her ass.”

“Mmmmf! Mmyeah!” Sarah moaned affirmatively around Drew’s dick. “Fffum mah aff!”

At least a few inches of Rodrigo’s cock stood out from Sarah’s pussy, inches he couldn’t fit into her. Given his thickness, every stroke, he was rubbing Sarah’s g-spot relentlessly. Her pleasure was driving her wild, but it was the filthiness of the moment – getting fucked from both ends while her best friend rode her boyfriend for all she was worth – that sent Sarah flying towards her climax. Her arms nearly gave out on her as her pleasure mounted, but it became a moot point when Rodrigo grabbed her elbows and pulled her arms back so she rested only on her knees between the two men. Rodrigo’s pace picked up, his huge cock hitting her depths faster and faster, and she wailed around Drew’s cock, her pleasure reaching an inescapable crescendo.

Sarah could not have spoken in understandable words even if she didn’t have a cock buried in her mouth. Rodrigo’s fucking was too intense, too insanely pleasurable. Instead, she came with a wordless cry. Spasms wracked her body as Rodrigo gripped her arms tight enough to nearly hurt. Both men felt her shudder and heard her cry, and knew what it was.

Rodrigo pulled out of her with a loud plop, and Drew groaned, “I’ve gotta fuck her.”

Sarah pulled off his cock long enough to whimper, “Ask. Chance.”

Drew looked in Chance’s direction. “Just this once,” she said, “both of you get to fuck her or use her however you want.”

“And what about you?” Rodrigo asked, stepping over.

Chance answered that by staring up at him and opening as wide as she possibly could. Rodrigo’s cockhead pressed against her lips, and she sucked in a deep breath through her nose as his dick slowly slid into her mouth. Her lips could barely spread wide enough to take him.

Meanwhile, Drew was helping Sarah to her feet. He pulled her to the armchair, and she laid on her back with her legs dangling off the sides as he lined up his cock and thrust it home. Sarah gasped, “Oh, yes, fuck me, Drew, fuck me hard, baby.”

Tears leaked down Chance’s face as Rodrigo stuffed her mouth with more and more of his dick. She could barely breathe, barely think as he worked his cock into her tight mouth, finally hitting the back of her throat.

“Gaaark!” she moaned as Andy’s fingers played at her clit. He’d slowed his thrusting somewhat to help her get used to Rodrigo. But she was still revved up and racing towards her own climax, and for whatever reason, being so basely used by Rodrigo and her boyfriend was really turning her on. Especially with the ecstatic music of Sarah’s voice urging on Drew.

“You like fucking me, Drew? Like your dick in this pretty little pussy?”

“Yeah,” the guy groaned, gripping her hips and driving into her as her legs kicked at the air.

“I want you to come on me,” Sarah said. “Come on my tits or all over my face. Or come down my throat, baby. You want that? Want me to suck myself off you, before I swallow your load?”

“Fuck!” Drew gasped.

Chance ground down hard against Andy’s cock, holding him deep, letting his dick rest against her spot for a moment before giving herself a reprieve. His fingers at her clit played and played, and around Rodrigo’s cock, she whimpered. The big dick slid out of her mouth, and she gasped, “C-coming, Andy, I’m coming, baby.”

“Do it,” he said. “Come for me, Chance.”

“W-want all of you to… to come in her…” she moaned. “I want Sarah filled. I want her dripping… mmm, fuck… with your…”

Her head dipped forward, and she cried out wordlessly as her body quaked on Andy’s cock. She splashed him with a bit of warmth, and he gestured at Sarah, panting. “I’m going to take her ass. You two work out who’s in her pussy and her mouth.”

“W-want Rodrigo in my mouth, my dirty mouth, for what I said t-to him,” Sarah whimpered.

Rodrigo grinned. “Works for me.”

Drew helped Sarah up again, and Chance slid up and off Andy. She collapsed into the chair when he vacated it, and he took the one formerly occupied by Sarah as she was getting fucked hard by Drew. The man pulled out, looking to Chance for directions. All three of the men were.

“There’s lube in m-my coat pocket,” Chance said. Drew ran for it and grabbed it. He passed it to Andy, who prepared his fingers while Sarah bent over in front of him, sucking first Drew into her mouth, then with some hesitation, Rodrigo. Chance pushed herself upright, and came over to Andy. She pried apart Sarah’s cheeks, and Andy slid a well-lubed finger around her bud before adding more lube and pushing two digits inside Sarah’s asshole.

Andy stared up at Chance, licking his lips. “You are…” He shook his head. “You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever known.”

She winked. “And ever will. I want you thinking about this moment when I go back to college. I want you dreaming about what we’re going to get up to when I come home again.”

“I already am,” Andy said, and she leaned down to kiss him.

Soon, Sarah was ready, and she gave both men in front of her one last long lick before she eased back. “Go slow?” she asked Andy, and he nodded. He held up his cock and she slid along his length once or twice, getting used to the feel of him back there, psyching herself up. Chance stroked her cheek, and Sarah smiled as Andy’s dick rested at her entrance. Slowly she eased down, and gasped, “Oh, shit.”

Her ass gripped at him, tried to push him out, but Sarah was intent on doing this and slid down him with a will. Chance had helped with that effort, using a dildo in her ass on three separate occasions to help her get ready for this night. Still, there was nothing like the real thing to Sarah, and her pleasure surged with the pain of the intrusion. It was a wickedly delightful combination, and when she had eased up and down on Andy’s cock a few times, she nodded at Drew. He stroked his cock as he rested it against her pink lips, and Sarah whimpered, “Oh my God.”

The dick slid in, gently, and just like that, Sarah was being stuffed in both her ass and her pussy.

“Oh fuck. Oh Jesus,” she gasped. “Chance. They feel so good.”

“Rodrigo,” Chance said, grinning. “What are you standing around for?”

Rodrigo winked at her, and came up beside the chair. As Andy and Drew began to work their way in and out of Sarah, building up a rhythm of flesh slapping on flesh, Rodrigo slid his cock along Sarah’s lips. “I’m sorry,” she whimpered. “This cock deserved to be worshipped. I’ll tell so many women about you. They’ll be knocking down your door.”

“Make it up to me now.”

She stared up at Rodrigo and slid her lips over his tip. Sarah could only take so much of him, but what she couldn’t, she could roam with her hands. She tickled his balls, stroked his base, and slurped on what she could manage as Chance leaned in close, whispering in her ear.

“They’re going to come in you, Sarah.”

Sarah whimpered around Rodrigo’s cock, her eyes watering.

“They’re going to use you up like their fuck rags. You’re going to be leaking their come.”

“Mmmm!” Sarah moaned.

“Tonight, for an encore, while Andy’s fucking you? I’m going to ride your face. You’re going to make me come and come and come again.”

“Shit,” Drew groaned, pumping his hips faster and faster.

“Just think, Sarah,” Chance whispered fondling one of her friend’s breasts. She leaned down to suck on a nipple, and this time it was Rodrigo who audibly groaned. “We’ve got the whole summer,” she said around the nipple before sliding a hand down to Sarah’s clit. “My personal whore until August.”

“Ors!” Sarah affirmed around Rodrigo’s cock. She came up off him, and chanted, “Use me, use me, use me, oh fuck, oh fuck…”

Rodrigo slid his cock back into her mouth, going deeper this time, and Sarah stared up at him. Chance slurped and sucked at her nipple and rubbed her clit in wide, hard circles the way Sarah liked. Her friend was responding, fast, but so were the guys. Andy was saying nothing, intent on outlasting the other two. Rodrigo was close, and flexing his ass with every small thrust of his massive tool. Drew was now fucking Sarah with abandon, his eyes wild. There was no pretense of a rhythm anymore with Andy. He was too close to coming for caution.

But the fullness in Sarah, the twinge of pain in her butt, the rough way Rodrigo was using her mouth, that did it for her, and combined with Chance stroking her clit, she came like a rocket, trying to shoot up off Andy and Drew’s cocks as she writhed and moaned.

“Come for her, guys,” Chance said to the three men. “Fill her up. I want to taste you pouring out of her.”

“Ahhhhh, fuck!” Drew groaned, and pumped deep one last time, his cock spurting in Sarah’s depths. When he pulled out and backed away, Chance was there, lapping up the hot cream dripping from her friend’s cunt.

Rodrigo gripped the back of Sarah’s head, not quite fucking her face, but holding her in place as she swirled and licked his tip. “Just like that, fuck, Sarah, I’m close. Share some with Chance, but I want to see you swallow the rest down.”

Sarah nodded as much as she could, and drove her mouth down as far as she could on Rodrigo’s cock. Underneath her, Andy was speeding up, grunting with every few thrusts, holding on, sweat beading on his brow. Then Rodrigo tapped Sarah’s head and she winked up at him, grinning. He held her in place again, his cock sliding out to her lips before he started coming, and coming, and coming. There was too much there, far too much, and Sarah had to pull away, coughing on a whole mouthful of it, and still Rodrigo was coming, aiming his cock at her breasts, spraying her down. Chance shot to her friend’s lips, sucking down some of Rodrigo’s cream, and turning to rest her head against her friend’s. They both opened their mouths, staring up at Rodrigo, and closed them, swallowing, and showing him again there was nothing left.

Drew and Rodrigo fell away. Chance turned again to Sarah as she was bounced helplessly on Andy’s lap. “You did so good, baby. Making it up to them.”

“We never… did… kill that monster…” Sarah gasped.

Chance laughed helplessly, followed by Rodrigo and soon Drew and Andy. But they were near the finish line now, and Andy was on the verge of losing control. He glanced up at Chance, and nodded. She nodded back, and kissed Sarah’s lips, tasting Rodrigo on her still. Her boyfriend plunged up into Sarah’s ass one more time, his hands going to her breasts, cupping them, squeezing them as his come poured into Sarah, what felt like gallons of it.

Chance helped her friend off Andy, and collapsed onto the seat with him, stroking his cheeks, staring into his eyes, grinning. The other guys took Sarah into the back room to help her wash up in the bathroom, but for a while, for Andy and Chance there was only each other.

* * *

Months later, Chance, her parents, Betsy, Sarah, and Andy huddled as a group outside the security gate. Chance had been doing a fair bit of crying on the trip, but her eyes were dry now as she embraced her next oldest sister.

“Keep an eye on Linda and the monsters for me, okay?” she asked Betsy. “Linda needs you. I know that’s a lot of responsibility, but you’re the best person around to show her how the world works.”

Betsy nodded, sniffing. “I love you, Sis. I can’t wait to see you at Christmas.”

“Me too, hon.” Chance kissed her forehead again and moved on to her parents. “I love you guys. Thanks for putting up with my crazy butt this summer. And for the last, well, twenty years.”

Her mom laughed softly and her dad nodded, mute. He said so little on the trip that Chance thought he was angry. “Do good,” he choked out.

She nodded, smiling, and kissed his cheek. “I will, Dad.”

“I know.”

Her mom stroked her arm, and said, “We’re so proud of you, honey.”

“Thanks, Mom,” Chance murmured. They hugged one more time.

Her mom took her dad’s arm. “We’ll let you have the last few minutes together, okay?”

Her parents started away. Betsy didn’t move until her mom called her. She gave an indignant sigh, but finally followed them twenty yards away or so. Chance watched her go, smiling. So much like herself at that age.

Andy took her in his arms, and kissed her long and deep. “I’m going to miss you,” he said.

“I’ll miss you too,” Chance said. Damn it, there were the tears again. She and Andy had never dropped the l-bomb that summer, but she felt it in her heart, a warm place where he’d always belong, no matter what came with the distance between them. She’d given him and Sarah a hall pass for the months when they were apart, and a not-inconsiderable part of her knew that when she came back, these two would be exclusive, or have moved on, or something. Chance had no way of knowing that would never be the case, that these two would always be the love of her life, that they would grow close, yes, but that Chance would always be the cornerstone of their relationship, the one they waited on. She didn’t believe in those great big romantic ideals, but college would end one day, and she would come home, and finally let herself believe.

But in that moment, there was fear, and love, and intense need that had never really burned off. She kissed him again, sure it would be the last time.

Sarah.

Her rock. Sarah had yet to shed a tear, but her eyes glimmered now as she swayed side to side. They’d yet to come out as a threesome. To her family, Sarah was just Chance’s roommate for the summer and her best friend. If they suspected something more, they never let on.

“Hey,” Sarah said softly.

“Hey,” Chance said.

“I know, no PDA in front of the family, but-”

Chance came to her, hands rising up to Sarah’s cheeks. She kissed her in a most decisively romantic way, their lips meeting in soft, urgent presses, her hands falling to Sarah’s lower back. Andy stepped in, kissing both of them on the cheek, his hands at their waists. They stood together a while, their lips meeting in various configurations of the pairs.

“Are they staring?” Chance asked, barely able to hold back her laughter.

“Oh yes,” Andy said, chuckling.

“Have fun explaining that one to them,” Sarah said.

“Uh, that’s on you two,” Chance said. “You carpooled together. I’m about to go through a security gate, and I’ll be a mile high in fifteen minutes with my phone off. So… good luck dealing with that.”

“Oh, you evil woman,” Andy said, and gave her ass a squeeze.

Chance pulled away from them finally, and brushed both their cheeks with her thumbs. She glanced backwards finally, taking in her family’s shocked stare, and shrugged, her smile blossoming into a full-on impish grin. Her mom and dad started forward, questions on their lips, but Chance darted away, waving over her shoulder as she headed for the security gate.

“We are so talking about this later!” Betsy shouted after her.

But in the meantime, there would come a long, long plane ride, and with it, a sense that maybe everything was going to be okay. Chance thought back on all their game nights over the summer, some with Rodrigo, some with Drew, some with all the group back together. And she thought about college too, but with it came a sense of impatience, a hunger that hadn’t been there before. Barnhart Heights. The town she’d fought for so long, worked so hard to leave, and now she ached to be back there.

All because of a silly game.


Revealing

Contains: M/F romance

“It would be a lot easier to schedule these things if we had a way to get in touch with you in real life. Do you have Bottlegenie?”

Amy sat up straight in her chair, splashing some of the tea she’d been about to sip all over her lap. The scalding went almost unnoticed. The voice on the other end of her headset had been a friend for over a year now, but this was the first time either of them tried to get anything personal or real out of the other. She had cause to worry. These sorts of things did not usually go well for her. But this man… for this man, she still held a tiny sliver of hope.

“Grasaine? You still there?”

“I’m here,” she said faintly. Grasaine was her gamer name. He didn’t know her real one. “Um. Um… yeah. I have Bottlegenie. I…”

“Oh hey, if I’m over-stepping I will totally back off.”

“No!” Amy said, probably a little too loudly.

The truth was, over the year since she first joined Clawfoot Company in the online roleplaying game Thrash Haven, the man on the other end of the headset had become one of her best friends. His quiet assurance during raids made him a good leader for their twenty-person groups. He didn’t try to explain everything, either, like a lot of the guys she dealt with in games. Amy hated that with a passion. She’d come to like and respect him, and their conversations most every night became a fixture in her life, something to cling to each day during the dreariness of working the tills at the grocery store.

“Sorry,” she said, much more quietly. “Um. Yes. I do. Have Bottlegenie. It’s, um… Amy Bream.” Deep breath,
 Amy told herself. He’s a friend. He’s a friend. He’s a friend.


“Okay, hang on…” The man hummed as he must have been entering her personal information in.

“So… guess I don’t need to call you Porkchop anymore?”

He laughed. It was such a good laugh, deep, but quiet, like the still lake where she liked to camp sometimes with friends. On the right day, with no breeze, a person could see the bottom of the shallow lake for a hundred yards, filled with softly rounded pebbles and gorgeous wriggly trout shooting every which way on whatever business trout had.

“You can definitely keep calling me Porkchop, but it’s Victor. Ford.”

“I know,” she said, smiling. “I’ve heard some of the others say it.”

“Yeah, I suppose you would have. Okay, Amy Bream. There are three people with your name. Should I take a guess as to which one you are?”

She twirled in her chair idly and grinned. “Yes.”

“Hm. Guessing you’re younger than fifty-five, so that leaves off the grandma making the devil horns with her grandson.”

“That’s my aunt. I’m named after her. She’s just as cool as you think she is.”

“Really? So that must make you… the Amy Bream with the scarf pulled up to your eyes.”

She sipped her tea and nodded, then realized he couldn’t see her. “That’s me.”

“Cool! Friend invite sent. Do you want me to invite you to the game group chat?”

“I… um…”

Her nervousness was apparent, and Victor said hastily, “Hey, no worries. I’ll just drop you a line when we change raid times or someone has to back out.”

“Thanks.”

“No problem. Nice to digitally meet you Amy… er… again.”

She laughed softly. “You too, Victor.”

* * *

Amy dove under the covers with her tablet, and hesitated before bringing up Bottlegenie. Victor was a cool enough guy that she was sure he had a girlfriend or a wife. But she was deathly curious about giving the voice she dreamed so often about a face.

There it was, the friend invite. Her finger hovered for a long moment over the accept button as she dry-swallowed. Why was she so nervous about this?

She knew exactly why.

Because of the moment. The shitty night to end all shitty nights, which turned into one of the best nights of her whole life.

The gym was never the easiest place for any woman, and with Amy’s curves and her youthful beauty, there was always someone trying to hit on her when she was working out. Most nights she went with her friend Libby, who was as small as Amy but came preloaded with a belligerence that made anyone hitting on the pair scurry away. But that week, Libby had the flu, and Amy had to go it alone. It was just supposed to be a light cardio day. A jog on the treadmill to warm up for her date later that night. Easy, and with her pop rock playing, it should have been fun.

But of course some assholes had to come and ruin it. They were the usual type – early thirties, maybe, one of them with a five o’clock shadow he no doubt thought was handsome when it just made him look mangy. A gold ring on their fingers didn’t seem to be any sort of deterrent for them hitting on her. She gritted her teeth and pointed at her earbuds, shaking her head and smiling. Then one of the assholes had the gall to step up and unplug the bud from her phone clipped to her belt.

“There, now we can talk to you,” he said, chuckling.

“Don’t do that!” she snapped. For Amy, that was an extreme. She was timid by nature, not afraid of the world, exactly, but fond of its quiet places and snuggly corners. She was not one to get mad.

“Well, how else would we let you know we wanted to join you?”

“Please just leave me alone.”

They smirked at each other and the same guy who grabbed her earbud hopped up on the side of the treadmill and punched the power button. The treadmill came to a stop, and fear spiked Amy’s heart.

“A girl like you comes in here wearing those kind of shorts and a tank top? Come on. You’re not going to leave here with anyone better than us.”

“I’m not here to leave with anybody,” she said. “Stop. Please. Just leave me be.”

The other guy snorted and folded his arms. “You’re being a bitch about this. It’s just a little fun. So sorry we’re hitting on you.”

The thought of what she needed to do to stop this made her ashamed, but it was necessary. She blinked away tears, and cried out, “Hey, could someone help me? These guys are being real assholes.”

They backed away, holding up their hands as she jumped off the treadmill and darted towards a cluster of people ahead of her. The spin class just getting out, she thought. Several of the guys peeled away from the group and headed towards the guys who hit on her, but one of the new people put his hand on the small of her back.

“We got you, girl,” he said.

“Stop touching me!” she shouted. “Just leave me alone!”

One of the trainers rushed over, a woman, and guided Amy into the locker room. She changed, and when she was fully clothed, she banged her hand on one of the lockers, crying so hard it left her physically sick. She knelt over the toilet for long minutes, the tears falling fast and hard, and wished for all the world she could meet one guy, just one guy, who made her feel safe and warm.

Just one.

The date was supposed to be that guy. Richard charmed her at the bookstore with his affableness, and she liked the way his blue eyes swam behind his glasses, which he was always fiddling with when he smiled. This was their fourth date, and so far, all Amy let him do was kiss her. She knew he wanted more, had even groped her ass at the end of their last date, but she was nervous and cautious and laughed him off, trying not to allow the panic in her heart to show in her voice. She wanted their first time to be romantic, or hot and spontaneous. Or… something. Magic. She wanted magic.

All that night, Richard seemed super attentive, and listened to her story with frequent gripes about men and how he wished he could have smashed their faces in. He wasn’t exactly the type made for fighting. That’s what Amy liked about him. She didn’t want to hear him talk about standing up for her honor. She wanted him to come around the table, hold onto her, and listen. And instead, he all but pounded his chest in the restaurant.

If Richard had been listening, if he’d been at all attentive, he would have known that wasn’t the night to make his move. But instead, when he helped her into the car, he said quietly, “Your place? Or mine?”

“Richard…” Amy murmured. “I don’t… really, um… feel like it tonight.”

“Oh.”

He drove. That was all he’d said. That simple “oh.” He was hurt, and pissed, and she thought about how unfair that was right then, that she needed him and he was worried about sex. Finally, at a red light, his hand fell on her thigh, and he asked, “When, do you think, might you be ready?”

“What?” she asked quietly.

“I mean, I’ll wait for you, Amy. I like you. A lot. But I don’t want to be the guy you’re dragging along.”

“Sex isn’t some reward you get for taking me out on some number of dates, Richard.”

“I know,” he said, exasperated. “You don’t have to explain feminism to me.”

“It’s not feminism. It’s being a decent fucking human being.”

“Don’t swear around me. It’s not attractive.”

“Not… attractive?” she asked, rubbing her forehead. “Were you listening at all tonight? About anything I was telling you about those guys?”

“Of course I was.”

“Then why are you being such an asshole?”

He pulled into a fast food restaurant’s parking lot, and parked the car. He turned, glaring at her. “An asshole? Me? How much of what you told me is true?”

“All of it!” she snapped.

“Oh come on,” Richard said, and in the bad light, Amy thought his cute eyes no longer looked so cute. They looked rabid. Like he really was capable of violence. “The prude who won’t even let me touch her got hit on by a couple of guys at the gym. Boo hoo. You’re attractive. You don’t know what it’s like for us ugly or normal people to go through our lives never even getting so much as a look.”

“I gave you a look.”

“Yeah. And that’s all you’ve given me. What, is there another guy? Am I the sucker who takes you out on dates and you go home and sleep with your ex-boyfriend?”

Amy punched at the button on her seatbelt, and he grabbed her arm. The bile in her throat rose again, and she gasped, “Richard, don’t, please.”

“You think I’d hurt you?” he hissed. “I’m not that kind of a fucking asshole.”

“Then let me go!”

He stared down at his grip on her arm. When he let go, the bruising swelled up immediately. “Oh no. Amy… I…”

She got out of the car and slammed the door shut behind her. Richard got out too, and she stormed away from him. “Hey, come on,” he called after her. “What are you going to do? This is the middle of the city. Do you even know where we are?”

“Sage and 10th
,” she said, no longer fighting back the tears.

“Amy, stop with the drama,” he said peevishly. “I’ll drive you home. I’ll… I’ll make this up to you.”

She turned, and forced out the words before she puked again. “You know what, Richard? You are that kind of guy. The one that abuses women. And you’re worse than the assholes at the gym, and do you know why? Because you’ll use your guilt like a weapon afterwards. You feel really shitty right now. But that’s not going to stop you the second time. Or the third. Or the dozenth. I’m not letting myself be that woman. Never call me again.”

“Fuck you!” he snarled. He stormed up to her, those eyes going even more wild, and she thought that was it, he was going to hit her, beat her up, maybe drag her behind the building. The bile became something far more physical for the second time that night. The nice coconut prawns no longer tasted quite so nice the second time, but they did look absolutely lovely spattered all over Richard’s shirt and pants. He sputtered, and someone nearby cackled.

“Oh fuck, that’s gross, dude!”

Richard stared down at the mess before he turned and staggered back towards his car. He unbuttoned the shirt, leaving his slightly flabby gut and breasts on full display. He wadded up the shirt and threw it half-heartedly at Amy.

When he was gone, she laughed helplessly. It was that, or cry. Amy did that too.

Inside the restaurant, she cleaned herself up in the bathroom and gargled five times. The manager knocked and warned her if she was on something, they’d call the cops. She quietly explained the situation. In one of the few acts of kindness of the night, he left her be, and after she got her shit together, Amy came out, ordered a milkshake, and tapped away at her phone until her ride came to pick her up.

It didn’t surprise her in the least that the driver tried to hit on her too.

That night, she logged onto Thrash Haven much later than usual. A few of the company’s foreign members were up late bullshitting and killing mobs along with Porkchop. Amy and Porkchop just started talking to each other over headsets a month prior, and she hesitated when he opened up a private channel. Maybe it was desperation, maybe it was just because she knew, even then, she was coming to trust and like the stranger, but for whatever reason, she moved the mouse cursor from Decline to Accept and clicked it.

“Hey, you’re up late,” Porkchop said. As always, his voice was mellow and kind.

“Long night,” she said. “Just need to slaughter things by the dozens.”

“I hear you,” he said, chuckling.

“No. You don’t. You really don’t.”

“Oh. Sorry. You need to talk about it?”

“Just men being… very mennish.”

“Ah hell. Dickheads. Well, I’m on for a while farming for potions and charms, so if you want to talk, I’m here.”

They worked silently for a while. The mindlessness of Thrash Haven could be hypnotizing, but no matter how much Amy tried to settle in, she couldn’t help running the night’s events over and over and over in her mind. She didn’t mean to, but at one point, she started crying again, not realizing she hadn’t muted her mic.

“Hey,” Porkchop’s voice came through softer than usual. “Grasaine, I’m asking this as your friend. Do you want me to call someone for you? Is there something I can do?”

Shit. She sniffed hard and wiped at her eyes. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean for that to be heard.”

“It’s all right.”

A minute’s silence, and then she asked weakly, “Where you at?”

“Machaim Forest.”

“Mind if I…?”

“No, not at all. The help would be appreciated,”

She teleported there, and Porkchop met her halfway to the forest. His avatar was a big rock-like man wearing holiday themed aviators, even if it was March. She smiled when she saw it, and waved in game. He waved back, and they charged towards the forest.

Amy started to tell him slowly about the night’s events. He listened with rarely a comment other than a grunt of displeasure, and when she finished with her puking on Richard’s shirt, he chuckled softly. “The vomiting sucks, but if you had to do it, at least you did it on him.”

She sniffed and laughed. “Right?”

“Your stomach deserves some kind of medal.”

The second laugh was much less forced. “The manager of the place thought I was an addict. I can’t blame them, I guess, but they let me hang out after I cleaned up. My driver hit on me though.”

“Jesus Christ, night full of bastards. Hey, hang on one second, my girlfriend just showed up with Chinese food.”

“Oh my God, that sounds amazing.”

“I’d ship you some, but something tells me it miiiight go bad.” Away from his mic, he said, “It’s a friend from Thrash Haven. Just talking and farming. Wave hi again, Grasaine.” She did, and he waved back. “The wave’s from my girlfriend Percy.”

“Oooh, I like the name.”

“Right? Hang on, she’s going to take over for me for a minute.”

Porkchop left, and a tangy, sweet voice dripping with a Southern accent came on. “Howdy!”

“Hi Percy! I’m Grismaine.”

“That your real name?”

Amy laughed. “No. I’m a little shy about myself online.”

“I can understand that! Lord, the guys I met trying to online date…”

“Oh my God, right?”

“I had this one fella, he took me to this bowling alley, and I thought, all right, this is fun, I like bowling.”

“I love bowling!”

Percy chuckled. “Well, turns out, we didn’t bowl. We were there because his girlfriend was working the counter. She saw us came in, and they started going at it like cats and dogs.”

“Oh no,” Amy said, giggling.

“Anyways, you and my boy toy hanging out tonight?”

The question was friendly enough, but Amy could feel the gentle probe of it, “Yeah. He’s making up for a bad night on my end. A really bad night.”

“Aw, sorry to hear that. He’s a good guy.”

“He seems that way,” Amy said.

“Anyways, here he is. Good to meet you, Gemma.”

Amy smiled faintly and ignored the mispronunciation. “You too.”

A minute later, and Porkchop came back on. “Going to have dinner with Percy, and then I’ll jump back on.”

“Oh, you don’t have to,” Amy protested. “I’m tired anyways.” She wasn’t and now was thinking about Chinese food herself.

“Okay, well, I’ll jump back in afterwards anyways. If you’re around, we’ll b.s. more. If not, I really do hope you have a better night.”

“Thanks,” she said.

Amy logged off long enough to order her own selection of Chinese food. Usually she went for rice and one other dish, and that was plenty for herself and for leftovers the next day. But that night, she felt like a full-on pity party for herself, and decided to get one of their big assortments, grinning at the thought of that much food in her house. On top of the cost of the ride back home, this was shaping up to be an expensive night.

She logged back in, not sure how long she’d play without Porkchop around. But as he promised, he logged in twenty minutes later, and their chat channel reopened.

“I really didn’t mean to take you away from your girlfriend tonight.”

“Aw, Percy’s great,” Porkchop said nonchalantly. “She knew you were having a bad night and she gets it.”

“Tell her thank you for me.”

“Will do!” he said. “So… did you order Chinese too?”

“Oh my gosh, you know me so well,” she said, laughing.

They talked some about what they ordered, about their favorites and Percy’s stubborn refusal to remember Porkchop hated Lo Mein or other noodle-heavy dishes.

“It gets in the way,” he protested. “You have so many other options, and that’s what you pick? Noodles?”

“You’re crazy,” Amy said.

A while later, her own food came, and she ate intermittently, happy to let it go cold while they chatted about a movie he’d gone to see recently. That shifted into talk about how they both loved theaters, and the good times they’d spent at them. She talked some about her job, and he told her about his work. Back then he was a CNA at a hospital, but he was talking about becoming a barber, and nearly a year on, when they became social media friends, she learned he really was going to school to become one.

But that night was one full of talks about hopes and dreams, and she admitted to him he wanted to become a perfume designer. That sparked his interest, and they launched into a long discussion about where she’d like to go to school to get a chemistry degree and where she’d have to take specialized schooling to learn the business. 

“Paris is the dream,” she said, closing her eyes and imagining it like she had a thousand times before. “Cliché, but just to see it…” Amy sighed happily.

“I always wanted to travel too,” Porkchop said. It was well past midnight now, but he didn’t sound a bit tired. “Hey, I’m sorry. Percy’s calling.”

“Oh, of course.”

He was gone for a few minutes, and when he came back on, his voice held a note of brittleness. “Hey, long time no talk.”

“Everything okay?”

“Oh… yeah. Yeah.”

“Come on. I showed you mine. You show me yours,” Amy said.

He cleared his throat. “Oh, just, you know, relationship stuff.” He sighed. “All right, tonight you need a guy being honest with you, I think. Percy was a little pissed I blew her off for this.”

“Oh my God, I’m so sorry,” Amy said, wincing.

“Please, don’t be. And don’t log off as some kind of way to try to make it up, either. She’s got trust issues. Bad ones. I can’t blame her a bit, but I’m also not going to give up on my friends. That’s not who I am.”

“It’s okay,” Amy said quietly. “I should get some sleep.”

“Is that what you really want?” Porkchop asked. “If it is, I’ll let you go. But I’m up for some late night nonsense.”

Amy laughed, and sniffed again. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

Percy and Victor didn’t break up over that night. Afterwards, he dropped her name occasionally into conversations with Amy or the group, but that was about as much as he talked about her. The rest of that night, until the early morning light slid through the cracks in Amy’s shades, was the first step towards something. What it was, neither of them were sure. But when Amy finally went to bed, she closed her eyes, grabbed one of her extra pillows, and imagined it was a sweet rock-man guy as she cuddled it down into the darkness.

* * *

Amy finally worked up the nerve to look at Victor’s Bottlegenie profile picture. She had him pegged as being in his late twenties or early thirties, maybe with glasses. He talked about how bad his vision was sometimes. She was about right on his age – thirty, which made Victor five years older than her. And he did wear glasses in some pictures, but for the most part, he wore contacts, staring at the camera with that head-forward squint people used to glasses had.

He was remarkably handsome. A nice square jaw. A beard in some pictures, though he’d taken to shaving in his last few months. Generally a simple crew cut in his photos, a no-nonsense look she liked. His loose tee shirts and jeans seemed formless on him, but in a few pictures, mostly taken by Percy, he was shirtless or in tank tops. Amy covered her mouth when she saw those, unsure why.

“Oh my God, Victor, you’re ripped,” she breathed, and giggled madly. It was a harmless thing, her little crush on him. Percy was a staple in his life, and Amy wasn’t a homewrecker. Besides, Victor seemed genuinely too kind to cheat on Percy. It was safe to crush on him because nothing would ever come of it.

And Percy herself was gorgeous. A tall, model-thin stunner with long hair that might either have been brown or blonde. Her highlights were so good Amy couldn’t tell. She obviously liked to flaunt her body, with several dozen pictures of her poolside, or in skimpy outfits, or at just the perfect angle to almost give her audience a peek at her nipples. She and Victor loved selfies, apparently, because there sure were a lot of them.

“Good for you two,” Amy whispered, meaning it.

She switched back to Victor’s profile and went through his pictures, sliding one hand down to her old panties. That and a tee were what she liked to wear to bed each night. Now she pulled them down far enough she could play, and slid three fingers across her lips, rubbing them against the grain, as one ex-boyfriend called it. She didn’t know why she liked to start with that move, except the unusualness of it tended to really get her body’s attention. Same when she slid out of a car at just the right angle, dropping one leg to the ground and rubbing her lips against the fabric of her panties and her pants or shorts. It was one of her favorite feelings, aside from what came later.

It wasn’t the shirtless pics she liked, or the gym photos, but one of Victor in winter. He wore a light pea coat, its corners frayed and the collar up high. His lips were scrunched together in some kind of freezing half-smile, but it was his kind eyes that really gave the picture its oomph. They were just as sweet as she’d imagined ever since that night spent talking to him until the crack of dawn. She unfolded the tablet’s stand, and set it beside her in bed under the covers, her fingers moving to her clit now, tweaking it softly before stroking her lips again. Little by little she’d give her clit more and more attention, but a great orgasm for her was like a seven course meal. She liked to build up to it and really savor each moment.

Amy imagined it was winter in France, and they’d just stepped off the train together. She imagined taking his hand and guiding him towards the Louvre. No… the Eiffel Tower. It was cliched and silly but it was her fantasy, and she owned it, whispering his name softly.

“Victor, Victor, Victor…”

They would walk down streets full of people talking lively, past bookstores and cafes and alleys that promised adventure. She would pull him along, her excitement infectious and soon he was chasing her down the streets, laughing with her until they were within sight of the beautiful structure. And then, just then, Victor would wrap his arms around her, whispering how beautiful it was, how beautiful she was, and he would guide her to some small room somewhere, a little place they were renting for the winter, and he would make love to her on their bed, their tiny bed and their tiny window, maybe overlooking a bakery, and it would smell so nice as he entered her.

Amy gasped his name, rubbing her clit harder and harder, so very wet looking at him.

And he would be gentle, and he would be kind, at least the first time. But then, when she’d had her orgasm and sweet release, his need would build and build until he was taking her, making her his, not quite rough but close, so dangerously close. He would bend her backwards, maybe, her knees to her face as he plunged in and out of her.

“Oh God…” Amy whimpered, her orgasm close.

And where else would he finish but inside her? So they could someday have children together, wonderful, sweet children who would go on adventures with their mad parents, their loving parents? She smiled as she came, her heart soaring with momentary hope for a future she knew in her head could never be.

* * *

In the morning, Amy had a second friend request. Percy. She accepted immediately, and sent her friend’s love interest a quick, “Hello! Nice to finally meet you – digitally.”

A minute later, she got a response. “Scoping out my man, huh?” It was followed by a winky faced emoji.

“Hah, no, we were having some scheduling problems for a raid. Decided it would be easier to have convos online.”

“I don’t know what that even means,” Percy replied. “But I guess it makes him happy.”

I guess it makes him happy. Scoping out my man. Oh yeah. Percy was definitely feeling threatened. Amy tried to defuse the situation, but had to end the conversation soon to head to work, wondering if she’d just hurt Victor’s relationship by trying to be friendly.

But that night, when she got home, Percy had liked thirty of her updates and pictures, and commented several times on how cute she was. Amy thanked her, and for a few weeks, that was pretty much that. She and Victor talked occasionally about scheduling games and passed along some memes and comments, but that was about it.

Until it wasn’t, and Victor stopped logging into Thrash Haven. A few days went by, and everyone assumed something normal had happened – he’d been sick, he had a family emergency, something. Then a real-world friend of his online, Seth, said something that broke Amy’s heart.

“Been drinking and probably shouldn’t say this. But his girlfriend’s really been riding his ass about how much gaming he’s been doing.”

Amy knew without a shadow of a doubt she was the issue. Not Thrash Haven. Her. She didn’t act on the knowledge, not for a day or two, but finally, one night, home from work and utterly exhausted, she picked up her tablet and jumped onto Bottlegenie.

The message she tapped out to Percy was as full of heart as she could make it. She explained she felt a certain sense of guilt at thinking maybe she was the reason Victor wasn’t logging into the game anymore. And if that was the case, she explained, she’d gladly quit the game and stop talking to him. He deserved to be happy and Percy clearly was great for him. She finished with another apology, and drank two whole cups of wine reading and rereading it before she hit send.

Percy’s message back was short, brutal, and to the point. “Leave us alone, you desperate skank. He doesn’t want to talk to you. Neither do I. Buh bye.”

And with that, Victor took her off his friend list, followed shortly after by Percy.

Amy gave up on Thrash Haven the next day.

* * *

Nothing felt right about the world for a while. It was strange. She was actually in an okay mood so long as she didn’t probe the hole where Victor had been too carefully. She promised herself she would meet someone. That Victor was proof there were sweet guys out there, that she could find one maybe someday.

And if a few nights she cried herself to sleep, thinking about how good and decent and kind he’d been, well…

She earned a promotion at work. That was nice. Full-time, a manager. In a few months, if she saved carefully, Amy might be able to afford to move to a slightly nicer apartment. Or she could stay put and save, save, save, and maybe get a-

“I’m not going to give up on my friends. That’s not who I am.”

-used car or something. Maybe a scooter. Those were cute.

She cried. She did that a lot these days.

Her sister came to visit for her birthday. That too was nice. Amy even managed to keep up a happy persona, smiling and chatting away and talking about things that reminded her she would heal someday. And when her sister left, she took a bath, sank under the water, and screamed for all she was worth.

“Is that what you really want?”

She fell asleep that night without having done her hair, curled up in a ball, trying to smile, trying to pretend that the world didn’t hurt so much she thought she’d break. All for a friend she’d only ever met online.

* * *

“I wish I had her address, at least,” Victor said, idly thumbing through the birthday cards. “I think it’s her birthday today or tomorrow.”

“How could you possibly know that?” Percy asked, her voice completely flat. They were grocery shopping, and had to pass through the card section to get to the gift bags for a wedding present. The birthday cards had stopped her boyfriend cold.

“She mentioned it was tradition to tithe her in ice cream cakes,” he said, his smile a thousand miles away. Percy hated that smile. He’d never smiled like that with her.

“We should probably get going.”

“Yeah.”

She guided their cart out of the aisle, but it didn’t fail her notice that he reached out for another card before following her. He tossed it in the cart and shrugged at her. “Just in case she reaches out.”

“You know she’s not your girlfriend,” Percy snapped.

“I didn’t say she was,” he said, amused. He took her hand and kissed it. “Sorry. You’ve got my full attention now.”

For his part, Victor was heartbroken. He liked Percy, but Amy was his best friend, his confidant. Or he thought she was, anyways.

Percy hated him playing Thrash Haven with her, where she couldn’t occasionally peek at their conversations the same way she could with Bottlegenie. To keep the peace, he quietly agreed to drop out of Thrash Haven until they’d gotten over this little rocky hump in their relationship. At least he could still talk to Amy on social media. She was opening up to him, sharing more and more minute details on a daily basis and he loved getting to know her. She had a quiet, dry wit to her she hid away, same as everything else. He now knew she lived in New Bainbridge, and that she liked going to shelters on the weekends to help clean out the dog cages and pet the animals that would allow her to. She liked action movies, and romances, and comedies, and really a lot of things from a lot of different genres, but above all else, she loved a happy ending and what she called the Big Kiss Moment, that swelling crescendo when the good guys won, the lovers kissed, the day was saved.

And then, one day, Victor woke up and her account was blocked. Gone from his life. Her Thrash Haven account hadn’t seen her log in for a long time either. He didn’t have Amy’s phone number to call her, but he thought often about calling the grocery stores in the area to see if she worked there. To talk to her, if just to know why.

He missed Amy, and it shamed him to admit it, but Victor thought maybe he was a little bit in love with her.

He’d always assumed Percy was going to be his wife someday. They’d been dating a while, and she was a good fit for him. A smart fit. She was intelligent and driven, and she had a massively bright future ahead of her. They met when she wound up in the hospital with an infection. He bumped into her a few times up and down the hallways, and they struck up a conversation. One thing led to another, and when she got out, he took her to the movies, his favorite date spot. Percy had been less enthralled than him, and instead, more interested in what he was hiding away in his pants. She blew him right in the theater, with at least two dozen people in the seats below them. And she was noisy, too. She wanted the attention. She craved it. Percy loved exhibitionism, and it was kind of hot for him too.

Ever since then, they’d been largely inseparable, sometimes too close. He wished Percy would back off at her clingiest. She was always needing to know where he was, what he was doing, who he was doing it with. And she was so hard to please. If they loved a restaurant, the next time he’d order from them, she’d complain they weren’t trying somewhere else. If he wanted to go somewhere new, Percy wanted something familiar. It always had to be her way, no matter how illogical it was.

Things were getting bad enough he was thinking about breaking up with her. Amy had a large part to do with that, but he didn’t want to assume his friend was interested in anything. Still, he liked to believe there was some kind of spark there. Her talks with him were livelier and far more animated than when they first got to know each other. She laughed freely with him, prodded him with jokes, took his in kind. He loved hearing about the mundanities of her day, and she in turn always listened as Victor complained about his.

That she was achingly beautiful was icing on the cake. A thin face that was softened by her wide, easy smile and beautiful eyes. Long brown hair that hung nearly to her butt. And her curves… he dreamed about her curves. Soft in the best ways, the ways that made a man ache.

But most of all, Victor loved her vulnerability with him. She’d been so bitter and closed off, and now – or at least before she ghosted on him – Amy was an open book to him. He didn’t want that to end. He desperately did not.

It was her he thought about all through dinner. Her he thought about as he lay in bed with Percy that night, feeling guilty that it wasn’t his girlfriend’s face he was imagining. Guilty when he woke up the next morning to Percy’s mom wanting to video chat with them.

* * *

Percy was running behind, and ran out of the bedroom with her phone. “Can you handle Mom for me? I need to get in the shower.”

“Absolutely.”

She kissed his cheek, and Victor pinched her ass as he answered. “Hey Mom. Just pinched your daughter’s butt.”

“She probably deserved it.”

As bright and cheerful as Percy was intense, her mom was a hoot. Seventy years old, and a firecracker of energy and liveliness. She wanted to get their opinion on a new outdoor patio set, and Victor chewed on a granola bar as she walked him through the store. Percy got a couple of messages while they chatted, and Victor ignored them for the moment.

“If it’s me, I’d go wrought iron. Especially with the wind in your area,” he said. “Unless you’re going to tie the wicker down, but that looks tacky.”

“That’s kind of where I’m leaning too,” she said. “All right. Well, thanks for entertaining me. Love you both muchly.”

“Love you too,” Victor said, grinning. He ended the video chat, and scrolled through her messages. A few new ones were texts, but one was from a friend of hers on Bottlegenie. He opened it, then his gaze flicked down over her list of messages.

Huh. She’d been talking to Amy.

He opened the conversation up, hoping maybe Percy was still unblocked by his friend. Victor read the messages. He reread them. Numb, he took a screenshot and sent it to his phone. Then he logged out of her account and into his, confirming what he already knew to be true. Amy hadn’t blocked them. No. Percy had blocked Amy in both their accounts.

Very calmly, Victor sat back in his chair, finished his granola bar, and felt terrible for the kind older woman he’d just told he loved, because he was about to break up with her daughter.

Percy came out doing up the buttons on her blouse. “What was Mom up to?”

Victor folded his hands together. “Percy. I’m moving out. Today.”

“Wait, wh-?”

“I don’t ever want to speak to you again. I’m not healthy for you. You’re definitely not healthy for me.”

“Hang on!”

“I read what you said to Amy. Then I checked my account. She didn’t block me. I did that to her.” He stared up, still calm. He felt nothing for the end of this. How strange. “Except I never would.”

“You… you you you… you wouldn’t stop talking to her, and…”

“She was… is… my friend.” He stood up and finished off what was left of his coffee. No point in letting that go to waste. Percy did have excellent taste. “What she and I had, it did not affect you and me. It was special to me in another way. It was innocent. And if you’d been a part of that, rather than sitting back and being terrified of it-”

“She was so in love with you!” Percy shouted. “Any idiot could see that!”

Victor headed into the bedroom. She trailed after him, pleading with him, shouting at him. She punched him in the spine, kicked his shin. He packed robotically, taking what he needed from this place and leaving the rest. He had no doubt he was not coming back for it. Percy would either throw it away or destroy it when he left. He was as certain of that as he was the sun coming up in the morning.

At the door, she stopped Victor one more time, throwing herself between him and the rest of his life. She dropped to her knees, frantically working his zipper. He took her hands as gently as he could and leaned down so they were face to face. “It’s over, Percy.”

“I hate you,” she whispered.

He nodded. “I’m sorry.”

* * *

There could be kind of a Zen to swiping groceries. It didn’t happen often, but when a day was going right and assholes weren’t being assholes, Amy could fall into a pleasant lull and think about whatever she liked. Today was blessedly one of those days. They were short-staffed and she was picking up the slack at the registers, smiling vacantly at her customers and finding a certain groove to it all.

Amy had a good crew that day, and beside her was one of her favorite bag boys, Arijan, or Ari to his friends, and he considered Amy a friend. He was a drop-dead cute boy hailing all the way from Slovenia, in New Bainbridge to study environmental biology. He was also a shameless flirt, something she allowed from him since he was decidedly playing for the guys’ team.

“Who was the man looking for you earlier?”

Amy snapped out of her fugue and glanced at Ari. “Sorry, what?”

He started piling their latest customer’s cans into a bag and nodded pleasantly when the woman asked for everything to be double bagged. To Amy, he said, “You had a visitor. Someone came by Ruth’s desk when I was there. Said he was wondering if you were working.” He winked. “Super cute.”

Amy shrugged. “No idea. Must have not needed me that badly. Nobody came and found me. When was this?”

“An hour ago, maybe?”

“Huh.”

The comment slipped from her mind as she started to help the short line of customers. A flare-up at the deli drew her away from the till and further helped distract her. She returned half an hour later having completely forgotten Ari’s odd comment, and in a few hours, her shift was over.

Amy did her usual sweep around the store before clocking out, checking on everyone, patting a few backs, helping keep the tenuous peace of people working a sometimes tough job with no thanks. She complimented Ray on his beer display, which drew a shy smile from their sweetest employee. His Down syndrome could make things difficult for him, but he was one of her best workers, on time like it was his mission to never be late and intensely focused when it came to stocking shelves the right way, pulling old stock to the front first unlike half her other employees.

Kayla, Amy’s newest hire, stopped her and complained about not getting time off the next week for a concert. Paul, the deli guy who caused the earlier argument, apologized for his behavior. Cindy, another favorite, was having trouble negotiating a narrow aisle with her big pallet jack. Little stuff, all of it, but it added up and she was about fifteen minutes late getting back to the employee area.

Ari rushed her as she was shrugging out of her vest. “He’s back.”

“Huh? Who?”

“Your guy, he’s out in the parking lot.” He bounced on his feet, a motion Amy had never actually seen anyone do when they were older than five.

Worry began to gnaw at her. Richard, maybe? After the breakup he tried to call a few times, mostly to leave teary apologies but once to leave a drunken rant about women and how much they fucked over the nice guys of this world. The last message had been six months ago, but if he was crazy enough… “Do I need to call the cops?”

“I don’t think so. Tall guy. Glasses. He’s out in the employee parking lot with a big bouquet of flowers.”

Shit. That did sound like Richard. “Oh no,” she muttered.

Ari lost his smile. “Is this bad?”

“I think it’s my ex. It’s been a while but he’s a complete asshole and he might be crazy. Can you walk me out to my car?”

Ari’s eyes settled into something passably fierce, and he nodded firmly. “Absolutely.”

They headed for the back of the store, the most direct route to the employee parking. Ari motioned at Paul, and the butcher came around the deli counter, pulling off his plastic gloves. “What’s going on?” he asked Ari.

“We might have a stalker situation,” Ari said, like he was some kind of cop or an agent. Amy might have smiled if she wasn’t so panicked. Truth was, she was glad Ari thought to bring Paul into this. He was overweight, but she’d seen him sling around their big bags of dog food like they were full of feathers. The two men fell in behind her, looking as angry as she’d ever seen them.

The first few steps out into the sunshine blinded her after the dingy storage area. All she could make out for a moment were the rows of cars and a male figure in charcoal slacks and a black button down over a white tee. He really was holding flowers, and walking back and forth with his head bent, mumbling to himself.

Then he looked up.

Not Richard.

Victor.

Amy mouthed his name, coming to a full stop as her heart picked up its pace. She raised a hand to her breast, trying to will his name out of her mouth more audibly as he straightened and grinned. So handsome. So incredibly, unbelievably here.

“Amy-” Victor started.

Ari darted in front of her, going in fast. Amy finally gasped, “Ari, no!”

“You son of a stalking bitch!” Ari growled, and threw the hardest left Amy had ever seen. Well, not that she’d seen many, but it still rocketed Victor’s head back. He staggered sideways, his knees giving out, and crashed against a parked car so hard the alarm went off as he fell.

“Stop!” Amy shouted. Ari turned, looking confused.

Paul stood over Victor, waving a finger in his face. “You know what’s good for you, you stay down and let this nice lady go.”

“I… wha…” Victor said, trying to focus on the big man in front of him. “Amy?”

“Oh my God, Victor,” she gasped, running the last few feet and dropping to her knees. “This isn’t my ex. It’s my… it’s my…”

She looked at the flowers crushed under Victor’s hips, at his dazed smile. “Hi?” he asked.

* * *

He held a bag of frozen corn wrapped in a towel against his jaw. The ache wasn’t too bad, but Amy insisted. She paced her carpet in front of him as he sprawled out on her couch. Ari had just left. Amy’s coworker claimed to want to make sure Victor was all right, but Victor had the feeling he was trying to hold out for some relationship drama. Smart man. There was plenty to come.

“Okay, talk,” Amy said, finally stopping to face him again. Her eyes, so beautiful and warm in her pictures online, now were glossy and glimmering with tears he wanted to kiss away.

“I-”

“You hurt me!” she snapped. “I can’t… can’t believe… I mean… I… I thought we were better friends than…”

Victor pulled out his phone and brought up the picture he’d taken of Percy’s chat with Amy. He held it out. “I never knew about this. She did it all behind my back.”

Amy stepped forward hesitantly, and snatched up his phone like he might yank it from her. She paced as she glanced at the picture, blinking away tears. “She…?”

“Logged into my account and blocked you.”

“But what about Thrash Haven? You didn’t log on forever.” She hiccupped. “You w-were always on. When I ne-need…”

He rose to his feet and tossed aside the makeshift ice pack. “I was trying to save our relationship. She told me I was playing way too much. And she was kind of right in that regard. I was so caught up in you, I didn’t realize what I was doing to her. She may have issues, but I did compound things there. I should have told you. I’m sorry.”

She stared up at him, her throat rising with every hiccup. They were soft and rapid fire and he took her in his arms. “Are you play…” Hiccup. “Playing me?” she asked him. “Because you h-have to know how I feel about you, Victor.”

He kissed her forehead softly and dug out his wallet. From it, he produced a plane ticket and handed it over. “It’s one way,” he said, his smile soft and warm and achingly beautiful. “If you say no to us, I’ll fly back. But Percy was right about one thing. I do care about you, Amy. I’d love to stay here. To get to know you. To see if my heart is absolutely right.”

Hiccup. “About what?” she breathed, her eyelids fluttering as his lips moved closer and closer to hers.

“That I could fall in love with you,” he whispered back, and his lips met hers.

Her hiccups stopped, and her mouth parted in shock. In desire. She melted as his arms wrapped around her, but she backed away in a hurry when she saw him wince.

“Oh my God, the jaw, I’m sorry.” Amy couldn’t help herself. A smile crept across her face, and Victor started chuckling. It was infectious, and she joined in until they were both laughing, his arms still around her as she pressed her head to his chest, loving the solidity of him, loving him.

When their laughter tapered off, he rocked with her, and she whispered against his chest, “Stay.” She glanced up at him, her eyes liquid again, and she tried to smile for him. “Because I think I could love you too.”

He kissed her again, the ache in his jaw be damned, and she returned it, her own arms coming up around his neck. They clutched each other tight, their lips meeting again and again, hard brushes that spoke volumes about their need for one another. If there was pain, Victor didn’t feel it any longer. His need for her was too great.

Amy’s hand dropped to his belt. She hooked it with three fingers, and whispered, “Bedroom.”

“Bedroom’s good,” Victor grunted, chasing her lips again.

“We should… ahh… go there,” she murmured, then drove her lips to his chin, the side that hadn’t been hit. She wanted to kiss every inch of his strong jaw. His neck. His chest. His everything.

His hands slipped down to her ass, and for the first time, she realized she hadn’t showered and was still in her work outfit. But if Victor cared, he didn’t show it as he splayed his fingers over her curves, his breath coming faster. He squeezed and went lower still before he hefted her up. Amy laughed breathlessly and marveled at how strong he was, how effortless this all seemed for him.

“Which way?” he grunted.

“I should probably take a shower-”

“Fuck that. Where?”

She kissed him again and crossed her ankles behind his back. His hardness rubbed against her sex through their pants, and she whimpered, “Second door on the right.”

He moved fast with her, and she loved how intense his eyes were behind his glasses. A faint thought crossed her mind, wondering why he wore them instead of his contacts, then she realized the answer.

“Victor,” she gasped against his lips as she tried to draw her core harder against his cock, tightening her legs behind his back.

“Hm?”

“Are you wearing… your glasses because… I liked more pictures of you in them?”

He grinned against her lips. “Guilty. How’d you know?”

“Just… something I’d do…” He caught her lips, and she never finished the sentence as they banged against her bedroom door. She reached behind her and fumbled at the knob, and they were stumbling through, Victor still holding on as she broke out into mad giggles.

Her bed was small and distinctly feminine, with pink sheets and a baby blue blanket. He laid her down on top of it, gentle now, and he traced kisses from her temple down the side of her face, all the way to her chin. The contact sent little fireworks of pleasure tingling not just along her face but up and down her spine. He slipped his belt free and dropped it behind him, and she moaned when he worked his pants down. That was as naked as he got for a while though. Victor’s hands went to her pants, ad he asked her simply, “Are you sure about this?”

“Yes. You?”

“Absolutely.”

Even now, when Amy was so hot she knew she’d come with just a few brushes of his fingers or his lips, Victor was making sure she felt safe, and her heart flew to him, to embrace him and never let him go. He knew. He understood. And when he slid her pants down and stared down at her white underwear, she blushed and tried to look away, but his words were honest, genuinely awestruck. “Beautiful.”

He slipped them down, revealing the barest hint of her tufts of hair. This he kissed, his nose brushing her skin along with his lips. It tickled some, and she smiled down at him, running her fingers through Victor’s hair. Slowly he eased her underwear down, his mouth following his fingers, taking his time now, teasing her. Even before he reached her clit, her eyes widened, her knees spread wide. He was going to make her come, and he hadn’t even touched her pussy yet.

“Vic-Victor…” she gasped, and her knees spread wide as she trembled, quaking with the gentle force of the pleasure rolling through her.

He glanced up, surprised. “Did you come?”

She nodded, raising a finger to her lips and sliding the nail between them, worried she’d embarrassed herself, that he’d laugh. But instead he rose up back on the bed, and moved her finger aside to kiss her gently. Then his lips teased her ear, and he whispered, “I’m glad. Do it again.”

The words made Amy moan, and he returned to her mound, now flicking his tongue against the bare skin around her patch of hair. That felt amazing too, and she relaxed into the mattress, sliding the finger back to her lips, sucking on the end gently before dropping it to her waist and sliding it up under her shirt to tease her breast under the bra.

Victor stared up at her as his mouth hovered over her hood, his hot breath tickling her sensitive bud. “Show me,” he murmured. Amy lifted up just high enough to slip off her shirt. The bra was a cozy work one, plain and unflattering in her eyes, but his mouth sank down on her clit like he was feasting on her nipples, letting loose a moan deep from his throat. He teased her hood even slower than he had her mound, taking his time rolling his tongue across her nub. She loved it, and spread her legs wide for him. He was so gentle. Every swipe of his tongue salved not only her need for him but her fears. She settled on the notion that yes, this was real, he was really there for her and not just playing some strange emotional game with her.

Amy desperately hoped she was right.

She had nothing to fear, because on Victor’s part, his own trepidation about making this huge gesture quickly subsided. He wanted Amy. Not just her body in this moment, but he wanted to know he could be a part of her insulated world, to get in close to a woman he’d always found fascinating, a friend he cared for dearly, and yes, ever since he saw her picture on Bottlegenie, someone he lusted after. She was so ephemeral, so hidden away from this world that he feared his coming her would cause Amy to run, but here she was, whispering his name, her pleasure making her spine dance to the music of his tongue.

Victor had to kiss her again. He rose up her body, stopping to press his lips against the swells of her flesh still encased by her bra, and he finally stopped at her lips again. “I am so crazy about you,” he murmured.

She entwined her fingers behind his head and smiled at him fondly, her lips just a hair’s breadth away from his. “Me too. Make love to me, Victor.”

“I wasn’t done.”

“There will be so much time for that.” She blinked, and her hands trembled on the back of his head. “If that’s what you want.”

“Yes. There’s no trick here, Amy. I swear.”

“Then show me.”

First he helped her with her bra, and his smile widened when he could finally kiss each of her nipples, taking them between his lips and giving them a playful tug. Then his lips were on hers again, and he finished undressing. She reached down blindly for him, not wanting to tear her eyes away from his, and she moaned pleasantly at the size of him. She pulled him to her entrance and he slid in, drawing out a long, happy breath from her. He filled her slowly, taking her neck with his lips as he went, making her tingle with pleasure. Amy reached around him and gripped the muscles at his back. Feeling the simple rhythm of him relaxing and tensing with every gentle thrust was almost hypnotic. She lost herself in all the physical sensations as Victor eased back and forth.

He gripped her bottom, raising her slightly up off the bed for a better angle, and Amy cooed in delight as his cock now brushed her g-spot with every deep thrust. “I feel so good,” she whispered.

He didn’t respond, but his smile was enough. Her knees scrunched up with every powerful, slow thrust, and her toes swirled in the air when they came up off the bed. Amy was so close, so close again, and she started to crest. Her orgasm came at the same time as a mad fit of giggles, and all she could do was hold onto him, her pleasure good but not so sweet as the laughter. He joined in, settling her back down on the bed, dropping his head to her chest, snickering against Amy’s breast. Finally she pulled his chin up so he was looking at her.

“Came again,” she murmured, still grinning. “This is almost unfair.”

Victor leaned up and kissed Amy. “This is me just getting started,” he promised her, and instead of fucking her again, he slid back down the bed. “Turn over, sweetheart,” he breathed against her pussy.

She did, and his hands guided her where he wanted her, on her hands and knees. Amy moaned as his lips sank against her cunt again, gripping her hips hard as he buried his tongue in her. Amy thrust back against him, her head dipping low as her sensitive folds were worshipped by his tongue and his lips.

“Mmm, Victor, finger me…”

He listened and let go of her waist to slide two fingers deep inside her. His rough, calloused fingers and his eager tongue played her at different speeds, his fingers wicking in and out of her fast, his tongue taking its time, exploring every bit of her intimacy.

“Mm, fuck, just like that, just like that,” she gasped, and buried her head against the blankets, her body quivering. She turned her head and stared at the blank computer screen, smiling at how it all began. A third orgasm flew at her, almost too much for her body to endure, but she was delirious with Victor, so deliciously sated. She cried out as she came again, and Victor’s lips finally gave her a reprieve, but not for long. He rose up again as she dropped to the bed. His strong hands were on her, turning her over and pulling her to the edge of the bed. She reached up with trembling fingers as he slid back into her with a hard thrust, and he caught her hand and kissed it as he began to finally run towards his own need.

“I’m close, baby,” he whispered.

“I want you,” she babbled. “I need you inside me.”

He was right on the verge of losing control, and he gasped, “The pill?”

Amy nodded, and he drove into her a few more times, sweat glistening on his brow. He gripped her hips and sank back into her one last time, grunting, “Amy!” as he spilled deep inside her, the warmth filling her along with sheer, incomprehensible joy that washed out all her other thoughts and emotions. She clutched at him, brought him back down, and they kissed and kissed, his cock not slipping out of her for a long, long time.

They cuddled in the afterglow, his arm laced around her and softly stroking her backside. Amy kissed Victor’s chest, taking her time about it, little pecks of love and adoration.

“Percy and I split a while ago. I’ve been staying with my sister while I thought everything through and did some research.,” he explained. “I would have been down here sooner but I needed to make sure I was financially sound and that I could get into another barber program here. And rent. Had to make sure that was doable too. But once I found out your city’s public transit is pretty amazing, it was a no-brainer to sell my car. Gave me plenty of cash to start over here.”

“Victor,” she murmured, and he squeezed her ass harder.

“I thought you might see it as kind of crazy.”

“It is,” Amy said, and looked up at him. “But I think it’s the good kind of crazy. And it’s time for me to reciprocate. I want you to stay here. With me.”

“Amy, there are plenty of reasonable apartments and rentals nearby. I know we barely know each other and I don’t want to make you uncomfortable by pushing too hard.”

“No,” Amy said. “A very hurt woman needed just the right kind of man one bad night. And you were there. Where this leads, I don’t know. But I’m really eager to find out.”

“Me too,” Victor murmured.

Her hand reached down to stroke him, and she purred, “Mm. Someone else is eager too.”

“Him and I, we’re both falling pretty hard for you, Amy.”

“I’m falling pretty hard for you too, Porkchop.” Amy grinned as he groaned, and kept stroking him.

Sometime later, Amy rested on his lap, both of them naked, as she logged into Thrash Haven, the first time for them both in a while. They were greeted by a chorus of questions from their friends online, but Amy was only on for a little while, to tell them the good news of them exploring a new relationship but that they wanted to be together for a while, without the games, to discover what they meant to each other. That was met with cheers and best wishes, and Victor’s lips met her neck. There would come a day when they jumped back into the game, but it wouldn’t be for months yet. For a while, Victor and Amy decided to adventure together.


Bored

Contains: MFM, MF, dominance, younger male, slightly older female

Devin Turner watched the men play basketball from her living room window, the vibrator pulsing against her clit and her pussy as she gripped the frame. From this angle, if the two guys looked up at her raised window, they would see her from their driveway. Devin could have hidden herself away behind the curtain, or looked down from a more obscured vantage point from her bedroom window. But the truth was, she didn’t care about being discovered. She wanted them to look. To see her robe parted, her vibrator sliding up and down her pussy, running all the way to her puckered hole on occasion. She wanted to fuck.

God, she was bored.

* * *

The house was paid for with screw-you money. The object of the screwing was her ex-husband, and by extension, his filthy rich boss, the man he’d been sleeping with in secret for a year before the divorce. Her ex-husband Elvis – and that really was his name, which probably should have been Devin’s first warning about him – was a relative nobody on the totem pole, a “regional response specialist.” When techs out in the field for the ISP he worked for needed someone who actually knew how to do something more than hook up a router, he was one of the guys they called in. How he ever managed to snag the eye of the CEO several rungs higher than him, Devin never knew. But he did, and rather than have a scandal on their hands about the boss sleeping with a lowly employee – both of whom were married to very distinctly female partners – the spouses were offered up staggering settlements if they never talked about their husbands’ relationship.

That worked well for Devin. She didn’t care to ever think about Elvis again, let alone talk about him. They came up with a small backstory – she wanted kids, he didn’t – and he quit the company while the CEO also quietly got a divorce. A tasteful year later, and the two men were wed. Go gently into that good night, Devin thought as she gleefully stared at all the delightful zeroes provided to her by her new accounting gurus.

And gurus they were. Safe investments in real estate and blue-chip stocks provided the backbone while a bold investment in the Siblini Corporation provided a skyrocketing return that didn’t seem to be coming down. The first few years after the divorce, Devin spent money cautiously, not quite wanting to believe all this was real. She paid off her debts along with her family’s, and helped provide her brother with the start-up capital to open his own corner pizza place in their hometown.

The house was a recent purchase, encouraged by her head accountant. So was the E-Class in the garage. Devin was starting to think long-term about what it was she wanted to do. Before Elvis’s infidelity, she had been in customer service for a big department store. Never again, she told herself, and was starting to think more and more about going to college, but she wasn’t yet decided on what she’d actually like to study. Perhaps she’d learn accounting so she could learn more about where her money went and what it was doing when it got there. Maybe she’d get a business degree, or something in the arts. Owning her own gallery would be lovely.

But in the here and now, she sat around the house. Well, that was a bit reductive – she now belonged to a gym, and had slimmed down a whopping twenty pounds while still keeping her nice curves. That took effort, not to mention the assistance of her yummy personal trainer, but she was proud of her figure now. Not quite jacked or even particularly muscular, but fit, with a butt a guy could bounce a whole roll of quarters off. Not bad for a woman pushing thirty-five.

But the best part of Devin’s new life was the neighbors. The patriarch of the family, Maurice Walton, was a physical therapist, and a damn good one, to hear the stories. She rarely saw him or his pretty fifty-something wife Shatori, but their son went to college there in the city, and lived at home. That was a blessing for Devin. The young man had become number one in her fuck fantasy hotlist, with a bullet.

For starters, he was ridiculously ripped, a fact he loved to show off when he played ball in his driveway or when he was doing laps in his parents’ pool. It was a stretch to call him handsome, but he was so powerfully built he became immensely fuckable just from his presence.

Then there were the girls Lamar brought home from college. A whole string of stunning beauties came in and out the side gate at all hours. They might have strutted when they came in  some as young as Lamar, others clearly of an age approaching Devin’s own. But when they left, invariably, they stumbled out, keeping their thighs wide, looking deliriously shell-shocked. That alone might have been enough to set Devin’s fantasies on fire, but then arrived the woman Devin came to call the Professor.

The Professor showed up for the first time a week ago, a busty brunette in a long skirt, white blouse, and a no-nonsense blazer. Devin was out watering her garden, and gave the woman a polite smile as she walked up the neighbors’ driveway, her high heels clicking on the decorative brick driveway. At first, Devin thought she was there for Lamar’s parents, given the way she was dressed, the obviously expensive diamond earrings, and the haughty set of her jaw and her ice-cold eyes. But when Lamar stepped outside to greet her, the woman seemed to melt right there, not stopping him as he gripped her lower back and planted a soul-searingly hot kiss on her full, pouty lips.

“Your neighbor’s right there,” the woman said when Lamar pulled back.

“So? You really care, Professor?”

That was the only hint of a name Devin ever got about the woman.

“N-no, but…”

Lamar raised a hand in greeting. “What’s good, Ms. Turner?”

“Hi, Lamar. Lovely friend you have there.”

Lamar’s grin turned devilish, and he squeezed the Professor’s ass through her skirt. “She is, huh? You want to join us?”

The Professor pulled his hand free of her butt. “Lamar,” she protested, but Devin saw how she moved in possessively. Definitely marking her territory.

“Now what would your parents think about that?”

Devin chuckled. “Dad would probably cheer me on.”

Devin flicked the hose in his general direction, but at that distance, the water was never going to reach him. “You two have fun.”

“Oh we will,” Lamar said, his hand back on the Professor’s ass as he pushed her towards his door.

If that had been the end of it, Devin might have chalked Lamar’s flirting as just that. It was harmless fun, and sure, maybe it left her turned on, but that probably would have been the end of it. But in the backyard, as she was pulling weeds in a short denim skirt and a white shirt tied off around her taut tummy, she heard the first murmurs from next door.

“Right here?” the woman asked Lamar. “She could see.”

“I don’t give a shit, and I’m not asking you. I’m telling you. On your knees.”

Devin clapped a hand to her mouth. They were doing it right there? Thoughts of her youthful nineteen or twenty-year old neighbor fucking the gorgeous older woman right there, just feet away, filled her mind and her hips parted involuntarily. Lamar’s backyard wasn’t visible through the hedges and the fence between them, but from Devin’s second floor, she had a great vantage point to watch whatever was going on. She hesitated, though. This was wrong. He was old enough to be legal, of that she was certain. But he was still almost half her age.

Slurp slurp slurp.

“Yeah, that’s it,” Lamar murmured. “You love that big fucking black cock, don’t you? Say it. Say you love my dick.”

“I… love this big… black… fuck stick…” the Professor whimpered.

Devin bit her bottom lip, trying not to make a peep. Heat rushed through her and she clamped her thighs together.

“I’m gonna fuck you so hard you scream,” Lamar said smugly.

“Mmmm!” the Professor moaned, obviously back to working on his cock with her mouth.

“Tomorrow, when you’re in class, I want you looking at all your students and thinking about me.”

“Mm hm.”

“Take it deep, bitch, take it. Fuck yeah. Good teacher.”

“Jesus Christ,” Devin mouthed. She squeezed her eyes shut, imagining it was her on her knees, sucking Lamar off.

“Gwaaark! Gwark gwark gwark!”

“Goddamn. Maybe I’ll come by tomorrow before your class. Bend you over the desk, fuck you right there. Aw yeah, you like the sound of that, don’t you?”

“Mmmmf!”

“Gallons of my come leaking out of you while you teach them whatever the fuck. I own you. You understand? I stand up in the middle of class and say, ‘Suck me off,’ you’re gonna stand up and suck me off.”

Devin could take no more. She bolted – quietly – to her back door, and let herself in as quietly as she could. There was no way Lamar and the Professor hadn’t heard the whoosh of the French doors, but that couldn’t be helped. She sprinted upstairs in a hurry, stopping only at the bannister to yank her panties down her legs and drop them on the floor. So wet. She was already so wet.

Her spare bedroom window overlooked Lamar’s backyard perfectly. She caught him sometimes out there working out or swimming, and though she’d definitely had some fantasies about him, never had she peeped on him like this. He had to have known she was listening. Had to be putting on a show for her.

The blinds were drawn. Good. She rotated the slats until she could peer out through a crack and see Lamar’s yard. He stood in profile to the window, completely nude. Devin raised a hand to her lips, covering her mouth. The Professor was on her knees, her jacket gone, her blouse opened, her skirt ruffled. She had God knew how much of Lamar’s cock stuffed down her throat, but several inches of him remained. Her hands worked the base of his shaft, stroking him hard as she sucked and slurped his tip and his first few inches. Though neither of them looked up, Lamar must have known Devin was watching, and casually palmed the Professor’s head like a basketball. He held her in place as he thrust his hips back and forth, his muscular ass clenching and unclenching as he fucked the Professor’s face.

Devin, sure at least they couldn’t hear her now, whimpered. She yanked her skirt up to her waist and slid a hand across her pussy. This was her neighbors’ son, she tried to remind herself, but that just made it all the hotter. He was so close to a forbidden age. So taboo.

He didn’t take long to finish, thrusting his cock deep one last time, holding still as the Professor glared up him. Lamar let go of her head and pulled out, still coming. Shots hit the Professor’s chin, her tits in their bra and the blouse, her stomach. When he finally finished coming, the Professor eagerly licked at his tip, cleaning him up. Then Lamar was jerking her to her feet and guiding her to a reclining patio chair. She tossed off her blouse, her bra, her skirt, and her panties, leaving a trail to the chair and her in the buff. Devin was impressed. The Professor had a killer body. Her breasts sagged some from the size, and her hips were wide enough that Devin suspected she might have kids, but apart from that, the Professor showed little sign of her age. Devin pushed her into the chair, and she spread her legs wide, her pussy in full view of Devin from her window. Lamar dropped to his knees and jerked the Professor forward towards him, a silent indignant squawk on her lips before his mouth dropped to her pussy.

“Eat her,” Devin breathed, rubbing her pussy slowly, imagining it was her in that chair. “Make her yours.”

Her desire was already physical, her wetness sliding down her lips and along her thighs, As Lamar ate out the Professor, Devin sank two fingers into herself, then a third. Oh God, to be her in that moment. That almost-mean face at her lips, his fingers on her clit. The Professor’s legs kicked up in the air, her silent moans emphasized by the uncontrollable bouncing of her back up and down against the chair. Devin wanted to be that helpless to her pleasure, taken with such raw enthusiasm. A faint keen pierced even through her window, and Devin whimpered with the other woman, her own climax already so close.

Then Lamar was up and pushing the Professor onto her knees before straddling the chair behind her, his massive dick in full view for a moment before he plunged it into the waiting woman’s cunt, fucking her so deep on the first thrust the Professor’s face mashed into the chair’s slats. She held on for dear life to the sides, her ass high in the air as Lamar started fucking her. He sucked a thumb into his mouth for a moment, then brought it down to the Professor’s ass. That brought the other woman’s head up, and in a hurry.

He fucked into her while he buried his finger in her bud, double penetrating her. His other hand swept through her hair, grabbing a handful of it and jerking her head back, hard. At this angle, the Professor was facing Devin, and though Lamar never once looked up at her in the window, Devin was sure the Professor was staring right at her as her big breasts bounced up and down with every one of Lamar’s hard thrusts.

Devin’s hips rocked back and forth with every plunge of his cock. Her whimpering became hard, sharp gasps as she pistoned her fingers in and out of herself, matching Lamar’s pace. She wanted to run for one of her butt plugs to emulate his finger in the other woman’s ass, but she was already so close, and she didn’t want to miss a second of this raw, powerful fucking.

The Professor cried out again, maybe another orgasm, maybe not. Lamar’s pace intensified, and he let go of her hair and slid his thumb out of her ass to grip her hips. He was absolutely pummeling the other woman now with his cock, his hips a blur as he drove in and out of the Professor. Devin’s eyes rolled back in her head, imagining the pace, imagining that big dick filling her tight cunt up, imagining him using her so roughly, so basely. She came with her own sharp cry, unable to care if Lamar heard or not. She rocked on her fingers, her pussy gushing as she tried to keep her eyes open, tried to watch the last few minutes. It wasn’t long for Lamar, either. He jerked out, and soon was shooting white ropes along the Professor’s back and her ass.

Devin stumbled backwards towards her bed, dry swallowing, feeling almost ill from the intensity of her orgasm. He was her neighbor. He was only nineteen or twenty.

And she realized she gave exactly zero shits. She was going to fuck Lamar someday.

* * *

Devin watched him now, her vibrator pulsing, bringing her nearly as much pleasure as the sight of the two handsome young men shirtless and swatting the ball out of each other’s hands. The how and when of Devin’s plan to fuck her young stud of a neighbor had been swirling around in her mind for a while now, never quite forming until that very moment. Though she desperately wanted to come, she flicked the vibrator off, grinning.

Clothes. Hm. Clothes. She picked out a pair of skorts. Maybe not the sexiest, but considering she wore nothing underneath and planned to have them off in all of about ten minutes, that wouldn’t matter. To that, she added a blue tank top, sans bra. She did peel off a pair of heart shaped nipple pasties in case any of their other neighbors were in. There was little reason to fear Lamar’s parents Maurice or Shatori were going to be back until the weekend. They were in New York, as Maurice accepted some award or something. Devin had barely listened to them when they told her the news as they were packing their luggage out to their car. All she could think about was their son, alone at home for a whole week, just waiting for a drop-in from his sexy neighbor.

A pair of tennis shoes completed the look. She thought about a ponytail, but minutes counted in case the guys got bored. It was a pointless fear. They were still outside playing when she stepped out onto her sidewalk, already feeling like the cat that ate the canary.

Lamar’s friend noticed her, and said something under his breath. Lamar turned and grinned, holding the ball under one arm. “Hey, Ms. Turner. How are you doing today?”

“Just fine, Lamar. Who’s your friend?”

“Zach,” the other man said. He wasn’t as ripped as Lamar, but he was a handsome guy, with a close-cropped goatee and a head full of curls. His eyes roamed Devin and he grinned. “Nice to meet you.”

“Likewise,” Devin said, stepping closer. “Saw you boys playing ball and thought I’d see if you wanted some competition.”

Lamar and Zach glanced at each other, a knowing look passing between them. Lamar nodded, and Zach’s grin turned lazy. They knew what this was. All that remained was the game to be played.

“You play ball?” Lamar asked, tossing her the ball.

“Not a bit since junior high,” she admitted. “But I think I got the chops to take you both on.”

“That so?” Zach asked. “Hm. Think we ought to bet on it?”

“Ooh, I like that idea,” Devin said. “If I win… hm. You two boys have to come over every weekend this summer, mow my lawn, and clean my pool.”

Lamar swiped the ball from her hands without any effort and stood close, sliding it between his hands. He leaned in and asked, “That really what you want?”

Her eyes crinkled. “Mm hm. Why? What’d you have in mind if you won?”

“You,” he said without hesitation. “Zach can join in this time. But we win, I get you. Anytime, anywhere I want you.”

“Hey man-” Zach protested.

“Deal,” Devin breathed.

Lamar glanced aside at Zach, his nostrils flaring without even realizing it. “You good with it, or are you gonna take off?”

“Fuuuuuck,” Zach groaned. He sniffed, wiped at his forehead, and finally nodded. “A taste’s better than nothing.”

“Goddamn right. What we playing to?”

“Twenty-” Zach started to say, but Devin cut him off, grinning.

“Three,” she said.

“Twenty-three?” Lamar asked.

Devin shook her head. “Just three total. I know what I want and I’m going to get it quick.”

It was over in just one and a half minutes. She made a half-hearted attempt at swatting the ball from Lamar’s hands, and even managed to snag a rebound, but they had the ball the rest of the time, and Lamar put up three easy layups to win the game handily.

“Oh darn,” Devin said. “I guess I lost.”

“I guess you did,” Zach said. “Let’s go to your place.”

Lamar grinned down at Devin. “Time to pay up.”

* * *

They made it all of five feet beyond the door before the two men were on Devin. Lamar stopped her with a tug of her long hair, and buried his lips against her neck. Zach stepped up in front of her, dropping his lips to hers, seeking the hem of her tank and pulling it up. They had her top off in moments, and Zach gripped the pasties and yanked them off. He wasted no time moving on to her shorts, pulling them down to her knees and rubbing his fingers against her slick folds.

“Already wet,” he grunted to Lamar.

“Yeah, she’s been wanting it for a while,” Lamar said. He slapped Devin’s ass. “Haven’t you, Ms. Turner?”

She blushed and didn’t answer, instead pulling away from the two men and dropping to her knees.

Lamar dropped his shorts. He wore no underwear underneath, leaving her with a faceful of his enormous dick. Holy fucking shit. It was even bigger than she thought. Easily the biggest she’d seen. “She likes to watch when I’m fucking them in the backyard.”

Devin was unable to resist stroking him. She couldn’t reach around all of him with one hand. It took both, and she licked her lips. “You saw?” she asked breathily.

Lamar chuckled and flexed his cock. “Of course I saw, slut. You put on a nice little show for me earlier too. Playing with that pussy right in front of the window. Now you’re gonna get a taste for yourself.”

Devin moaned, and he pressed his cockhead to her lips. Big. So big. And he was already glistening from his excitement. She licked the dewy drops from his tip as another cock hit her cheek. Zach was as long as Lamar, but thin. She gave him a lick too, and a light suck, staring up at them both as she reached for the bases of their cocks.

“My slutty neighbor,” Lamar grunted. “Shoulda been doing this to you since the day you moved in. Suck me off.”

She obliged, opening wide for him. There was so much she could barely take more than a few inches, staring up at him as she stroked and sucked, her cheeks hollowing out. That didn’t last long. She had another cock to attend to.

“Look at that sexy ass,” Zach said.

“I have been,” Lamar sneered. “We’re gonna take that today.”

“Mmmf,” Devin said around Zach’s dick. The thought thrilled her. No one had taken her ass in a long time.

For the moment, though, she focused on the task at hand – the two hard dicks in front of her. She stroked their bases as she sucked and licked one of them, bobbing her mouth down as much as she could of Lamar and taking Zach deeper. She knew how she must look, there on her hands and knees, her shorts pulled down to her legs, her breasts jiggling every time she thrust her mouth down hard and fast. Knew their words were true – she was a slut for them. She would do anything they wanted that day. Anything.

Lamar began to hog Devin first, gripping a fistful of her hair and keeping her in place when she would have switched to Zach. She stared up at him, slurping on the first few inches of his big dick. Zach growled, “Hey, man, my turn.”

“You’re here because I let you,” Lamar snapped. “You don’t like it, there’s the fucking door.”


My alpha
, Devin thought feverishly. The thought made her pussy even wetter. She wanted so badly to play with herself as she pleased them, but Zach deserved at least a handjob while she sucked Lamar harder and harder. Her young neighbor stared down at her with a sneer.

“You like this, huh? My big dick crammed in that tiny mouth?”

“Mm hm!” Devin moaned around his cock.

The harder she sucked, the more enthusiastic the bobbing of her head, the harder Lamar’s breathing became. Soon he was like a bull, panting and flexing his hips as she took him deeper now, his cockhead whapping against the back of her throat. That big dick was going to drive her fucking insane when she had it buried in her cunt and she damn near came just thinking about it.

Finally he pulled her back by her hair, and she came off him, spit leaking out of the corners of her mouth. “Open wide, Ms. Turner. Zach’s gonna fuck your face.”

He let go of her hair, and she obeyed her neighbor, opening wide and turning her head. Zach looked uncertain about this until Lamar punched his shoulder. Zach glared at him again and guided his cock to Devin’s mouth. She sucked him down greedily. With Lamar, there was so little room for her tongue to work, but with Zach, she could whip her tongue against him, working him to a frenzy. He put a tentative hand on the back of her head and pushed her gently down, but Devin didn’t want gentle. She reached up and grabbed his hands, then shoved forward with her mouth, taking him all the way to her throat. Zach helped her after that, pulling back out and slamming his cock deep into her mouth. Christ, but it felt good to be so wanted, so sexualized. She wanted to end this day dripping their come, leaking it out of every hole. And the best part was, she had Lamar all to herself for days yet.

Her hands worked Zach’s base furiously as he rocked his hips and worked his cock deep down her throat. Her eyes burned from the lack of oxygen at times, but he knew just how long to hold her before she needed air. Devin thought he might be getting close, but then Lamar was there again, his cock pressing insistently against her cheek.

She popped off Zach and sucked Lamar deep as the other man let her head go. Lamar grabbed her hair again, not caring if he was gentle, and this time he went for broke. Gone was the amusement in his eyes, replaced instead with a blazing need. He used her face much like Zach had but he lacked the other man’s self-control – or just didn’t care about utilizing it. All Devin could do was hold on as Lamar drove his cock against her throat, then deeper, leaving her choking on his thickness.

“Get that cream, bitch,” Zach said. He leaned down and spanked her ass, hard. “Get that motherfucking dick down your throat. Work for it.”

“Gurrrk!” Devin choked out.

Zach ran his hand across the red imprint on her ass. He slid a finger down along her puckered hole, teasing her, and she shuddered as she sucked Lamar’s fat dick deep again.

“Fuck, dude, she’s ready to go,” Zach breathed.

“That right, Ms. Turner?” Lamar asked her, jerking his cock back out to her lips so she could answer him. “You wet? You ready for us to fuck you stupid?”

“Yessss,” she gasped, gripping his cock and jerking him hard and fast. “God yes. Fuck me, you studs, make me your bitch, use me.”

He grabbed her hair again and shoved his dick back into her mouth, hitting the back of her throat and making her jaw ache with the size of him. He held her there as she stared up at him, her eyes watering again. “First we’re gonna come down your throat.”

“Urk!” she replied.

Zach rose to his feet, stroking his cock. One of her hands released Lamar’s shaft and floated over, gripping him and helping him along. But her mouth, that first time, that was all Lamar’s, and he took her for his pleasure now, pulling back out and pumping his first few inches in and out of her mouth in a blur, doing almost all the work for her.

“Here it comes, Ms. Turner,” he said. “The first goddamn load of thousands. I’m gonna come over every day and use you for my own fuck rag. You like that? Huh?” He pumped his hips again and again. She moaned, her eyes rolling up. Oh fuck, but she needed them. Needed to come so badly.

But first came Lamar.

He stuffed his cock deep a few more times, bucking his hips harder and harder. His first shot sailed right past her teeth and hit the back of her throat. She didn’t gag and felt strangely proud of the fact as shot after shot poured into her mouth. There was so much of him, so very much, and soon she had to open her mouth around him to let globs of it drip from the corners.

Barely had she finished swallowing when Zach was there, dipping the tip of his cock into her mouth. Lamar, panting, headed for the kitchen as Zach began to stroke his own dick into Devin’s mouth. His motions were so quick and sure she knew he wasn’t going to last long. Lamar came out with three bottles of beer and popped one of them open as he watched his friend jerk off into Devin’s mouth.

“Get it, man,” Lamar said, and drank a third the beer. Too young to be drinking
, she thought feverishly, then realized the irony as she was sucking the dick of a man nearly half her age.

“Ahhhhh, fuck,” Zach groaned, staring down at her. “Almost there.”

“Come for me, baby,” she gasped around him. “Come in my mouth. On my tits. Wherever you want.”

Zach jerked harder, and a minute later, he let go of his dick and pumped forward one last time. He didn’t come nearly as much as Lamar, but it felt like it lasted forever, just shot after shot pouring out of him onto her tongue and against her cheek. She showed them both the mouthful of come when he pulled away, and then swallowed it down, opening her mouth again and grinning.

Lamar drank again and motioned at her with the bottle. “Get her on her feet.”

Zach obliged, and Devin took his hands to stand up. Lamar was already moving, looking almost furious as he concentrated on her body. Without looking up, he passed a bottle of beer to her and Zach, and they both drank. She swished some around before swallowing, holding Zach’s piercing eyes.

“You’re going to take her pussy,” Lamar said.

“I ain’t even close to being hard yet,” Zach said.

“Your tongue, dipshit.”

“Oh.”

Lamar dropped to his knees behind her, and Devin almost asked what he was doing before his fingers gripped her cheeks and spread her wide. She and Zach made matching O’s with their mouths, then Lamar’s tongue jutted into her asshole.

“Oh… fuck!” she gasped.

Lamar gripped her waist and held her in place as he rimmed her out. Zach’s eyes bulged at the sight, but soon enough he was dropping to his knees too and taking a long lick of the steeple of her pussy, ending with a long, lingering flick of her clit.

The warm tongue in her ass was a first. The pleasure and uniqueness of the sensations swirled together, making her thrust her ass back at him as he ate her out. Zach was just as enthusiastic, and his tongue was experienced. He didn’t toy around a lot with her pussy, save for a pair of fingers he slipped inside her to fuck her while their tongues did the bulk of the work. Instead, he focused on her clit and her hood, keeping her right on the edge.

Pinned between the two of them, Devin ran her hands along her body, playing, teasing. She was so turned on it felt like she was facing down a wall of flames, the heat almost unbearable. The men – barely more than boys, if she was being honest with herself – were intent on her pleasure, singularly minded on making her come. She reveled in it, swooping her fingers along her mound, her stomach, the valley between her breasts. Those, she cupped and teased, toying with the nipples, then twisting them just enough to make it sting. Close now. So close. She hadn’t been with a real man in so long, and now here were two – and they were insatiable.

And they were hers.

Devin came without a word.

The orgasm tossed her like a wave. She bounced up, her body cresting as she stayed balanced only on the tip of her toes, and crashed down, nearly falling backwards until Lamar was there, a muscular arm holding her upright.

“You like that, Devin?” he asked her.

“Y-yes…” she whimpered. “Came so hard.”

“I know. I’m gonna get cleaned up, and then we get to the main event.” To the other man, Lamar said, “Get her into her bedroom.”

Zach stood up, and Devin couldn’t help tottering towards him to kiss him, tasting her juices on his lips. He wrapped one arm around her waist as she shivered against him and took him to her bedroom, as careful with her as they had been wild just moments ago. He was hard again, and sat on the edge of the bed, patting his lap. In the bathroom, she heard Lamar brushing his teeth, and wondered if her man – and funny how she was already thinking of him like that, her man – would be pissed if she fucked Zach first.

She grinned, and decided to find out.

Zach watched with hunger as she straddled him there on the edge of the bed, her knees on the mattress. Devin reached underneath her and guided him to her wet, still-quivering slit, easing down onto him with a hiss of pleasure. She wasted no time sinking deep onto Lamar’s friend’s cock, taking him deep in one bounce.

“You like that dick, baby?” Zach asked her, grinning.

“Y-yeah,” Devin moaned.

His hands circled around to grasp her ass, and she rose up again, nearly coming up off him before dropping back down. He may have been thin compared to Jamal, but he was still plenty good-sized on his own merits, and the slight upward curve of his cock was hitting her G-spot in just the right way. She stopped to grind on him, swirling her ass and her hips and letting him hit every inch of her walls before she rose and dropped again. Like that, she built up a rhythm.

Lamar came out, rubbing his hands and his face with a washrag. If he was irritated by his friend being first in her pussy, he didn’t show it. Instead, he tossed aside the rag and headed for their beer. The bottle in hand, he sat in one of her chairs, nude, and languidly stroked his cock as he watched.

Despite the pleasure the man under her was bringing, Devin couldn’t stop staring at Lamar. He knew, without effort, he was the main event, the dominant one here. His gleaming eyes spoke of this, the smirk on his face telling stories she knew to be true. He had her. However he wanted Devin, Lamar had her, even as she bounced on his friend’s nice, long dick.

It was him she watched as Zach gripped her ass and started to fuck up at her, his hips rising up off the bed to meet her downward thrusts. “You like that, don’t you, you MILFy bitch?”

Devin didn’t bother to correct him about not having any kids. “Y-yeah,” she whimpered. “I love that dick.”

“Take it, then. The fuck’s your name again?”

“D-Devin,” she gasped, dropping down harder and faster on his dick.

“Right. Whatever. I don’t fucking care. Get off me and on your knees.”

She did, hurrying, and dropped onto the mattress as she kept staring at Lamar. Zach lined up behind her, and rammed his cock home. She let out a yelp, and he smacked her ass, hard.

“I love this ass. I’m gonna take it soon enough.”

“Yeah,” Devin whimpered. “Take my ass.”

“Beg for it, bitch.”

“Take my ass, please, you fucking stud,” she wailed. “Take anything you want. Do anything you want. Just keep fucking me!”

Lamar rose up, his cock still in his hand, and headed into the bathroom. When he came out, he was carrying a bottle of lube. He tossed it to Zach, and crossed to the bed. Devin’s face was right at his cock’s level, and she opened wide to suck his immense prick again. With every stroke from Zach behind her, she was shoved forward on Lamar’s fat prick, shoving it all the way to her throat before she was pulled back and shoved forward again. Never had she been used like this, and it was such a turn-on she barely noticed when Zach’s greased fingers spread her cheeks wide.

She did notice when they pushed in deep, though. Triple-penetrated.

Devin came off Lamar’s cock just long enough to scream, “Oh FUCK!” Then her sexy stud of a young neighbor was grabbing her hair and shoving her mouth down onto his dick.

They bounced her back and forth like their fuckdoll, her big breasts bouncing with every hard push from Zach. His fingers were unmerciful in her ass. He fucked her with them just like his cock, stopping only long enough now and then to pour more lube onto them. Soon she was squishing every time his fingers drove into her ass, but she could barely pay any attention. She crested, again, crying out around Lamar’s dick as he rammed it into her mouth.

“She came again!” Zach said, laughing. He slapped her ass with his free hand. “Fucking slut loves this!”

“Get in her ass, now,” Lamar growled. He pulled out again, aiming his cock at her face and stroking it.

Zach pulled out of her pussy with a squelch, and with Devin still on her hands and knees, quaking from her orgasm, he pushed his cockhead against her bud. Her eyes squeezed shut as he popped his head inside her ass. At least he was slow this time, letting Devin get accustomed to him. Little by little, he fed her his cock until he could go no further. Her walls stretched to accompany him, the pleasure evident in the way her eyes rolled up.

When he stopped, Zach dropped a hand between her shoulder blades and pushed Devin facedown into the mattress, leaving her ass nice and high for him to fuck into. He pulled out as her head writhed side to side, then sheathed himself again, faster this time,

“Fuck my ass, baby, oh my God, fuck my ass, it feels so good!” she wailed.

The playfulness drained from Zach, and he spoke nothing more as he gripped her hips and sped up his pace. Anal was always one of Devin’s great loves, and the young man was insatiable, keeping up a blistering pace and pausing only to add more lube. Soon he was shoving her all the way into the bed, and she laid flat on her stomach as he pistoned in and out of her ass, grunting above her in half-formed syllables. Her breasts squashed out underneath her, Devin still stared at Lamar, begging him with her eyes to fuck her, to finally give her what she wanted.

Without warning, Zach drove one last time into her depths, his cock spurting, spurting, spurting. She felt so full, and warm, and when he pulled out, there was a “gworp.” Devin, breathless, giggled, and Zach chuckled too. Even Lamar cracked a grin, but his eyes lost their humor fast.

“Wash up,” he told Zach. “Then get out of here.”

“Hey man-” Zach protested.

“She’s mine,” Lamar said simply. The two men stared at one another, and for a crazed moment, Devin thought they might break out into a fight. Some part of her went breathless at the thought of Lamar fighting for her.

Zach turned to her, and asked, “This what you want?”

“I want Lamar,” she whispered, finally rising up to her knees again. She felt behind her gingerly, at the come leaking out of her ass. She traced some across her stomach, spelling an L.

Zach’s mouth quirked, and he nodded. “Yeah. All right, then.”

He collected his clothes and stormed towards her bathroom. Lamar followed him in. There were words, heated ones, then she heard the tap turn on for a while before the shower started. Lamar came back out with a warm, wet washcloth, and tended to her, cleaning her up with a surprisingly gentle touch.

“You’re mine,” he said idly as he slid the washcloth down the cleft of her ass.

“Yours,” she whispered, blushing furiously.

“You still got that crazy divorce money?”

“Yes.”

“Good,” he said, sliding the cloth around her bud. It stung, but his touch was gentle and slow. “Tomorrow you’re going to take a cruise around town. Find us some place with a lot of bedrooms. Like this, but further away from my parents’ place.”

“Okay,” Devin breathed.

He came around her and knelt down to stare her in the eyes. “I’m bringing other bitches around. I don’t care if you’re cool with that or not. You want me to fuck you, you’re going to manage them. I bring them home, use them, you join in. Then you make sure they leave happy. Feed ‘em, give ‘em a ride, whatever. But you make sure they leave.”

“I’ve never been with another woman,” Devin protested.

“So?” he asked, smirking. “You think I give a shit? You’re gonna learn to love to eat pussy. My cheerleaders. My professor. I fucked half the volleyball team in the showers last week. You say no to this, we’re done. There are a thousand of you across this city, hot, bored housewives needing a good hard fuck from a young bull. That’s me. And you’re never, ever getting a better fuck than me. So you in, or am I jerking off on your face and we’re calling it good?”

Devin licked her lips. Was she entirely opposed to being with a woman? No. Not really. For Lamar, for that magnificent dick and that young, hot body… no. She’d do it. And she’d do it with a smile. “If I agree, I can stay with you?” she asked, reaching out to grip his big cock again.

“You’re going to be my best bitch,” he said, watching as she crawled forward to envelope him in her mouth again. “You’re the only one who gets to sleep in my bed.”

She sucked him deep, then popped off him again and rested with her cheek against his cockhead, staring up at him. “Thank you, Lamar.”

“Don’t thank me. When I get bored, I’m getting rid of you, Ms. Turner. You’re not much more to me than a warm wet pussy. Understood? Don’t get attached.”

“Yes,” she whimpered, and licked his tip again.

He stroked her cheeks. “Good. Now get on your back. It’s time for me to fuck you.”

Devin did, settling back on her pillows. He loomed over her, spreading her legs wide before he slid his cock against her lips. “Guide me in,” he told her, and Devin reached down to grip him.

And grip him hard.

“What the-”

“You listen to me, Lamar,” Devin snapped, eyeing the bathroom door. “I want this. I want all of it. You want to bring some other women into this, fine. I can live with that. I’ll be your rich sugar momma.”

“Shit, ease up.”

She continued as if she hadn’t heard him. “But I’m going to have a couple rules too. I am not your property. We are equals or we are nothing And I don’t want some shitstain do-nothing for a man. If I’m going to be your top bitch, you’re going to start studying. Your parents tell me things. You’re going to do better in college. You’re going to graduate, and you’re going to be a man I can be proud of beyond the bedroom. Is that understood?”

“Fuck,” he growled, staring into her eyes with a fire that had been missing since they were out on the basketball court.

She squeezed him tighter, and he gritted his teeth. “Say, ‘yes, Devin, I will be the man you want.’”

“Yes, Devin, I will be the man you want,” Lamar snapped.

“Good boy,” she said, and let go of his cock. “Now fuck me like you mean it.”

His face drew into a snarl, and he grabbed her knees, bringing them up to her chest. He snapped down to kiss her, and took her upper lip between his teeth, nipping her hard as he drove his cock against her folds and finally, blessedly into her.

And he was big.

“Oh, fuck!” Devin shouted. “Goddamn horse-dicked…”

He mashed his mouth to hers again. If her walls hadn’t been so slick and ready for him, this might have been painful. But as it was, Devin took Lamar deep, her legs kicking involuntarily from the sheer size of him splitting her apart. Her back arched up off the bed, her breasts jiggling, and she slammed down again.

“No more than that,” she gasped against his lips. Any deeper and he was seriously going to hurt her. Lamar held her eyes for a moment, and for a split second, there was fear in hers, fear that he might snap and do it anyways.

But Lamar was not that type of man. Dominating, yes. Possessive, absolutely. A playboy, without question. But he was not out to hurt Devin or anyone else, and he stopped himself right there, enjoying the feel of her for a good long moment before he started to pull out. Her pussy grabbed him, wanted to hold him tight, but slowly he retreated out of her, stretching her lips lewdly out around his cock as he neared her entrance again.

Her back kept arching up, her ass barely scarping the sheets as she panted, “Oh fuck, baby, oh fuck, you’re so big, you’re so goddamn big…”

Lamar drove into her again. The pleasure ripped through her, not quite an orgasm, but at this rate, she’d come in just mere thrusts. Never had a guy done that to Devin before. But now she bucked underneath him, reaching up around his neck and her fingernails digging into his skin. There was so much of his dick not inside her. It was astounding he could be this deep with so much of him that genuinely couldn’t fit.

He pulled out to her entrance, and her eyes had a hard time focusing. Lamar was, like he promised, fucking her stupid. Rational thought fled Devin. All she knew was the pleasure of the young man’s dick as he plunged back inside her again and again and again. There was a series of sounds, someone talking, but neither she or Lamar paid Zach any mind until he slammed the door behind him. Lamar looked back over his shoulder with another snarl on his face, but Devin pulled his head down to kiss her as his cock filled her over and over.

The pleasure in her kept building and building, a simmer on the verge of a boil, and when she finally came, she screamed. Her back bent nearly in half as she came up off the sheets, Lamar’s hands just above Devin’s ass, holding her up as she convulsed and quivered on his enormous cock. Her back thrashed and her fists pummeled the sheets as he kept right on going, keeping her over the edge, not letting her come down. The next thing she was aware of, he was flipping her over onto her hands and knees, and his cock hammered back into her.

He grabbed her waist, and at this angle, it was somehow, impossibly better. His dick had already been hitting her g-spot constantly, but now there was a bit of extra pressure thanks to the angle of his downstrokes. She bounced back against him purely out of reflex, a fuck toy in his arms, no thought in her mind save for the flow of pleasure from her pussy to her brain.

“This pussy’s mine now,” he growled.

“Y-yours,” Devin gasped, squeezing her eyes shut, feeling every wonderful inch of him deep within her. She pushed back against him, whimpering with every deep thrust, sure at any moment she’d black out from her lust fulfilled. Oh God, he was so young, and so experienced, and holy fuck, he was good.

He pounded into her, his own need grunted out with every thrust. With literal drool rolling out of the corner of her mouth, she came again, her body able to do nothing more than quiver on the end of his magnificent dick, and then Lamar was moving again, pulling out of her and pulling her off the bed, lifting her up and walking her to the bathroom door. Zach had closed it on his way out, and Lamar hoisted Devin up against it, her legs coming around his back as he drove into her again.

Lucidity trickled through her mind, and before she lost it again, Devin gasped, “This cock… is mine.”

Lamar’s lip quivered in what might be a sneer or a smile, she wasn’t sure. “Yesss,” he hissed.

“I’m not going to be treated like your other skanks.” He drove up into her again and again, and she bounced on his cock, close to losing herself again. “Say it,” she moaned, feeling his desperation in how hard he was fucking her.

“You’re my best, you’re the one I’ll come back to,” he moaned, squeezing her ass hard.

“Yesss,” Devin gasped. “My young stud. All mine when I want it.”

“Whenever. Wherever,” Lamar agreed hoarsely.

“Come in me, then, baby. Come in your best bitch.”

Lamar’s cock thrust and thrust and thrust again, and finally he tightened, every muscle in him going tense as he began to spurt up inside her. Even as he was coming, he was spinning her and moving back to the bed. They collapsed onto it, his come filling her deep as he jerked up and down, up and down. His lips found hers again and again, and Lamar rested his forehead against the mattress, panting as he finally finished.

Devin grinned up at the ceiling, thinking of everything that was to come. Just hours ago, she had no life plans, but now she was going to be a young stud’s harem keeper. That was… interesting. Wild. Unexpected. Maybe she’d like it. Maybe she wouldn’t. But for the moment, the game they’d started playing, the one Lamar thought he’d won, was instead at a complete draw.


Casual Games – The Next Level

Contains: FFF, FFM, very light exhibitionism

The Ponytail Triumvirate drew every eye in the bar. Considering all three women were jaw-dropping, it was hardly any surprise, but the veil tucked back over Miranda’s head along with her chintzy plastic tiara with “BRIDE” emblazoned on it certainly drew more than a few looks from guys hoping to be her last hookup before she left the single life for good.

Of course, the trio of beauties doing shots off each other’s boobs really didn’t help matters much either.

Miranda and Everett’s wedding was two weeks away, and this was the last time the Triumvirate would get a chance to party with her. With families flying or driving in for the wedding and lots of planning to do, Miranda had one heck of a busy time ahead of her, so they were having this one last blow-out fling, a party to end all parties. First had come a trip to a stable outside of town, where they all fulfilled one of Miranda’s bucket list items – riding horses for the very first time. They were awful at it, but the cute trainer who guided the horses as they balanced precariously on the saddles made it all worth it. Then had been a visit to two of the wineries outside of the city, where they tried and spectacularly failed not to guzzle down the amazing drinks put in front of them by a Spanish beauty. They invited her out on the town with them, but unfortunately, she was depressingly monogamous and dedicated to her boyfriend.

Their driver for the day – really a friend of Tara’s – took them back to the city for the first surprise of the night, a trip to a strip club. They weren’t there to ogle the dancers, though they all did plenty of that too. Instead, Tara’s gift to Miranda was an hour-and-a-half primer on giving lap dances from one of the club’s hottest dancers. A black stunner with an ass that left them all drooling, their expert spent more time on her hands and knees licking Miranda to a shuddering climax than actually teaching her about dancing, but that was okay. It gave them an excuse to come back.

Then came dinner and singing at a karaoke lounge, Brie’s treat to the other women. Over seafood platters and noodle dishes, they sang and danced with each other. The cost of drinks there was too insane to stay for long, and they tumbled out of there, all still a little hungry and in dire need of some cocktails.

That was when they found their way to the bar they were in now. What had once been a steepled community center was now a cheerful combination sports bar and live music joint. In one corner, a trio played twangy covers of rock and country hits, while a handful of couples danced or sat in a semi-circle, listening and bobbing their heads and feet. In another corner, a group of college kids shouted at each other over pitchers of beer. Most the swaggering young bucks who sidled up to the Triumvirates’ booth came from their numbers, along with the occasional middle-aged straggler from the stools along the bar hoping for one of them to be desperate enough to put up with their neckbeards or their beer guts.

Brie pulled in tight for about the thousandth selfie of the night, resting her head on Miranda’s bared shoulder. “My Miranda, getting all legitimate,” she said, giggling. Of all of them, she had the lowest tolerance, and yet had been drinking the hardest.

“Well, semi-legitimate. I don’t think I get to call myself Mrs. Homemaker if I’m getting my pussy eaten out by a stripper,” Miranda said, grinning. She kissed the top of Brie’s head, and Brie wished her stunning raven-haired friend would kiss something else on her instead. She and Tara had helped the stripper get Miranda off when they made out with her and sucked her nipples, but neither of them got any satisfaction out of the deal. Brie had been horny as hell ever since.

“What do you think the guys are doing?” Brie asked, watching Tara on the dance floor with a tall, lanky guy whose go-to move seemed to be a shoulder level elbow pump that nearly decapitated several people dancing around him. Really, someone should have fetched the gorgeous blonde off the dancefloor before the guy murdered her.

“Isaac told me they were going to the lake. Doing some wakeboarding and camping.”

“And probably their hot coworkers.”

Miranda snickered. Everett had started working with Isaac for Arctic Pinnacle Programming’s data protection wing, a newfound division of the company. Several of the women who worked with them were nothing short of perfection, even more gorgeous in Miranda’s estimation than herself, but Everett always disagreed with that. Regardless, some of the beauties were quite open in their relationships, something Miranda had approved of for the weekend – and maybe more, if she could join in next time.

Tara headed for the bar after the dance. Her partner on the floor followed her, but she shut him down gently. Despite how many people were ahead of her, one of the bartenders rushed over to the gorgeous blonde and made sure she was served in a hurry. She returned to the table minutes later, a trio of fresh drinks in hand.

“Surprised you didn’t get ninja punched in the face out there,” Brie said, taking a sip of her rum and pineapple juice.

Tara laughed breathlessly. “Right? I’m pretty sure he kicked the woman in the jean jacket.”

“Oh,” Miranda said, pulling up Tara’s purse from her other side. “Your phone buzzed when you were dancing.”

Tara took her purse and dug out her phone. Whatever message had been sent made her smile. She tapped out a response and put her phone away, glancing up at her two friends’ expectant faces. “Sorry. Phone will be turned off for maximum bacheloretteness.”

“Forget that,” Miranda said. “Callum?”

“Yeah,” Tara said. She sipped her Long Island iced tea, and played with her hands. “He got the week off after your wedding. He’s going to come up and we’re going to kind of… figure some things out.”

“Wait, what?” Brie asked, her smile locking in place.

Tara laughed self-consciously. “Yeah. He’s been thinking about moving to the city. Or maybe I’ll move out there with him. But we want to find out if we’re, you know, compatible living together.”

“Liv…” Brie started, and coughed. “Living together. That’s awesome! That’s really great!”

Tara favored her friend with a dazzling smile. “Thanks. I wasn’t sure if you were going to be, um… you know… upset.”

“No! What? No! That’s… that’s really great! My, my, my best friends, moving on with their lives. I mean, that’s… how could I not be happy for you?” Brie asked.

“Awww,” Tara said, and slid out of the booth to come around and hug her friend. Brie held her maybe a moment longer than she probably should have, but she had to, in order to mask the desperation in her soul, afraid that her selfish desire would shine through cracks in her façade. “Hey, are you two still hungry?”

“Starved, honestly,” Miranda said.

“How about I get us an appetizer tray to celebrate? Miranda’s wedding, my boyfriend coming to town, and Brie being the best friend ever?”

“Sounds good,” Brie said weakly, and Miranda nodded, smiling.

When Tara headed for the bar again, Miranda took Brie’s hand. “You have to tell her.”

“What do you mean?” Brie asked.

Miranda leaned over and kissed Brie softly. She was sure how she wanted this night to end, wrapped up in the arms of her two best friends. She ached for their company, one last fling with these two before she started her life with Everett.

She took Brie’s hands and kissed those too. Then she finally glanced up, smiling, and her own tears glistened as Brie’s did. “That you love her.”

* * *

Miranda wiggled her ass backwards until she hit the pillows on Tara’s bed. Her skin was flushed from the night’s drinking, and she grinned lopsidedly. “Please me!” she cried, clapping her hands.

Brie and Tara cracked up and fell on the bed with her. None of them wore a stitch of clothing. Small redheaded Brie, with perky breasts that defied her minute frame and one of the cutest little butts Miranda ever saw. Busty, ridiculously tall Tara, whose blonde locks fell across her gorgeous face. Both of them so sexy it made Miranda ache for their touch.

As Tara ran her hands along one of Miranda’s legs, Brie teased their black-haired friend with soft, gentle kisses up her arm all the way to her shoulder. Miranda watched her friend fondly as Brie stroked her mouth against her shoulder. She glanced up into Miranda’s eyes as her hand rested on the hip opposite where Tara was kissing.

“I’m so happy for you, Miranda,” Brie whispered. “You deserve everything.”

“You do too, babe,” Miranda murmured back, and stroked Brie’s mound as her friend’s lips left her shoulder to travel to her neck. There, the redhead stopped, but her fingers began to travel here and there, fluttering up to Miranda’s stomach, sliding down to her thigh again, crossing over to run her fingers through Tara’s silken hair.

In that moment, Miranda felt nearly as complete as she did with Everett. These women just months before had been her coworkers, her employees of a sort, but they had been fast friends for years and years, and now they were as close as they could ever be. Her heart couldn’t be any fuller, save to see Brie finally admit her feelings to Tara. She knew better than most the pain of holding in her love for someone. Her feelings for Everett built over seven very long years of a slow, awkward dance together.

She half-rolled over, staring Brie in the eyes. Her hand rose up to cup Brie’s cheek as Tara swapped to her backside, kissing and kneading her ass with growing relish. Miranda stroked Brie’s cheek, and whispered, “I love you, Brie.” Down to Tara, she smiled and said, “Love you too, Tara.”

“Mm hm,” Tara mumbled, and sucked hard on Miranda’s curvy butt. Miranda giggled.

Brie roped a leg around Miranda’s as she got back to the task of kissing her. Her pussy pressed against a patch of Miranda’s skin, and her warmth and wetness started to rub up and down as she kept up a long string of kisses along Miranda’s chin, her cheek, her neck. Behind Miranda, Tara reached out and grasped the back of Brie’s leg, pulling her cunt even tighter against the bride-to-be’s leg. Her fingers rubbed up and down Brie’s leg as she intensified her kissing, moving up to the top of Miranda’s butt and her lower back. Her own body undulated as though she were Brie grinding on Miranda and her thighs parted wide so her free hand could slide down and rub in slow circles around her pussy and her clit.

Miranda roped an arm around Brie, looking her in the eyes as her friend grew needier and needier, panting. “This was supposed to be about you,” Brie whispered.

“Shush,” Miranda said kindly. “You think there’s anything I want more for my wedding than my best friends happy and satisfied, you’re crazy.”

Brie chased her mouth. Her tongue darted out and Miranda’s met it in a series of lewd licks that made her inexplicably horny, hornier than anything that had been done to her so far. She reached down to play with her own pussy as Tara started stroking hers faster and faster, her thumb sliding into her entrance as her four other fingers rubbed along her clit in wide circles. She shimmied her way slowly up Miranda’s back, kissing, licking, still playing with herself, moaning against the ridges of Miranda’s spine.

Brie gasped out, “Never… come… this way…”

“Mm, do it, baby,” Miranda purred. “Come for us, Brie. And then I’m going to get on my knees and take care of both of my friends.”

“Yesss,” Brie hissed. “I want you, Miranda, I want you, Tara.”

Tara looked over Miranda’s shoulder and reached out to pinch Brie’s hard nipple. The redhead moaned, and Tara’s hand slid lower, caressing Brie, sliding down to her ass. “I want you too, Brie,” she moaned. “I think about your pussy every time I see you. How sweet it tastes. How much I love hearing you scream my name.”

“Uh… huh…” Brie moaned, grinding her pussy harder and harder against Miranda’s leg. “My p-pussy’s yours, T-Tara. All yours, oh my God, I’m c-coming!”

Miranda gaped down, marveling. She had a roommate once who used to say she liked to get herself off by slipping a pillow between her nips and grinding the cloth, but never had she seen anything like this. In just minutes of rubbing her pussy along Miranda’s leg, Brie was coming, and coming hard.

The redhead sucked in a breath and it exploded out of her as she shuddered. “Mmmm, Fuuuuck!”

Wetness trickled against Miranda’s leg, but she barely noticed as she was already moving, disentangling herself from the other two women. Tara’s hand was still on her own pussy as Miranda flipped over onto her hands and knees. “Scoot so you’re both up on the pillows,” she ordered, and Brie moaned out a wordless response while Tara jumped to obey. Both her friends came to rest together, Brie holding Tara’s cheeks as she started to make out with the beautiful blonde. Miranda reached out to either side and cupped their pussies, rubbing her thumbs around their clits and testing their wetness. Both were ready to go, so as she kept rubbing, she slid her middle fingers into her best friends’ folds.

As she finger-fucked them, she rocked back and forth, much like both of them had been doing. Tara and Brie were too busy stroking each other’s faces to help her out any, but that was okay. They looked so blissful in that moment, so madly in love, even if Tara was too thickheaded to see it yet. It was then as Miranda was curling her finger up to stroke their sensitive spots and making them gasp that the idea struck her. It would be silly, and a little crazy, but that was kind of the Ponytail Triumvirate’s milieu. She grinned, knowing it was the right move. But that would need to come later, and she would need Everett’s help.

Tara whimpered into Brie’s mouth, a wordless thing, and Brie reached across to cup one of the blonde’s breasts, stroking the nipple hard with her thumb. Tara was electric, and started driving herself harder and harder against Miranda’s exploring finger inside her. She lasted a lot longer than Brie, and the redhead damn near came again before the blonde. But then Tara was gasping out Brie’s name before she slapped a hand down against Miranda’s, her fingers sliding around on her clit hard and fast. She came without a word, her warmth gushing from her and onto the sheets. Miranda pulled her fingers out of the women and drove down to suck and slurp at Tara’s cunt, unable to help her need for a taste. Brie got up on her hands and knees, moving like a dazed prizefighter, and straddled Tara’s face so she was facing Miranda. She stared down, her eyes unfocused, as Miranda started eating out Tara in earnest, giving her no respite as Brie started to rock her hips on Tara’s face.

Miranda desperately wanted to finger herself as she slurped and sucked at Tara’s wet slit, but she wanted her friends’ satisfaction to be so complete they never forgot this night. Her tongue dove down into Tara’s folds and lapped up towards her clit, worked by her skilled fingers. She treated her tongue like a hook, curling it at the tip as she licked and slurped, playing, feeling out Tara’s every response, and there seemed to be nothing the blonde didn’t love.

Meanwhile, Brie was grinding on Tara’s face faster and faster, one hand at the top of her forehead, holding it almost like she had a fever. Her chest bounced enticingly each time she ground her pussy down and back up. Tara’s hands roped around her thighs, pulling her down tighter. Brie stared down at Miranda, her lips parted. Miranda shot up, her mouth wet with Tara’s juices, and she kissed her redheaded friend hard, their tongues playing and dancing again before she dropped back down to Tara’s pussy, going for broke this time.

The kiss set something off in Brie, and she leaned backwards, nearly falling back against the headboard. Her thighs jumped once, twice, three times, and then she was coming again, her eyes squeezed shut, breathing out, “Mmm, fuck, mmmm, Tara, mmm, God baby, I… I…”


Say it
, Miranda willed her. Say it
.

Instead, Brie cried out wordlessly, and her body jumped like it was electrified. She could barely move, and Tara kept up her tonguing as she herself was starting to reach for her own second orgasm. Then Brie was pushing forward, still on her hands and knees with her pussy over Tara’s mouth, but she wanted a taste of Tara too, and Miranda pulled away, smiling as Brie’s delicate mouth tried to swallow Tara’s pussy whole, making a big o and sucking hard at as much wet pink flesh as she could get. That left little room for Miranda, so she slid back up the bed and reached between the redhead and the blonde to cup Tara’s breasts, squeezing them, playing with them, contenting her lips with soft lines of both women’s flesh, enjoying herself, satisfied even if she had yet to come.

It wasn’t long before Tara quaked again, shouting Brie’s name into her pussy. The women finally had to pull themselves apart, Tara on the edge of the bed, gasping for air, and Brie curled up at the head, shivering from her pleasure and the delicious nip of chill in the bedroom. Miranda directed them both under the covers, herself in the middle again.

Brie nestled her head against Miranda’s full, soft breast, staring at Tara as she did the same on the other. “We haven’t given the bride one orgasm yet.”

“We’re the worst,” Tara agreed.

“The best,” Miranda protested.

“Hush,” Tara said gently, and nuzzled her lips against Miranda’s nipple to suck it gently into her mouth as her hand slid down to Miranda’s pussy. Brie’s joined her a moment later as she took Miranda’s other nipple into her mouth too. They sucked and licked gently, their fingers sliding deep into the bride-to-be’s pussy. Miranda whimpered their names softly and stroked their hair, wishing she could have them with her like this, always. It wasn’t meant to be and she knew that, but for the moment, this was perfection. She came a while later, her back arched, their fingers both curled up against her inner walls, but it was the afterglow Miranda carried with her to the wedding day, those long, deliriously warm moments afterwards when she made out with them softly until first Brie, then Tara fell asleep.

And in the soft light of the lamps they hadn’t bothered to shut off, Miranda smiled, and began to plan.

* * *

Nerves hit Brie hard on Miranda’s wedding day. Not because of the wedding itself – well, okay, that too – but because this was the day Callum was coming to Rankin Flats to sweep the woman she loved away from her. And Brie would let the handsome cowboy do it without a peep from her, because she was awesome like that.

It sucked
 being awesome.

She knew Callum made Tara happy. The big man was generous, kind, and he had a hell of a good future ahead of him. The farm where he practically grew up as a youth was now interested in hiring him as their IT guy at a great starting salary. The company Everett worked for had an offer out to Callum too working in tech support. This week would very likely be the determining factor in which job he chose, depending on where he and Tara decided things were heading – and where they wanted to wind up together.

Brie intended on staying out of it. Since the other two members of the Ponytail Triumvirate were taking the week off, she planned to hit the videos hard to keep herself distracted. There were at least two major new game releases she could cover, and there were as many unfinished cosplay outfits in her closet she intended on finishing on camera. All of that could easily be done in a week if she kept her nose to the grindstone. After that, Brie would Go Away. She thought of it like that, Going Away, because the truth, leaving behind the life she loved so much, was too big, too emotional to contemplate until after the wedding. Tomorrow she could feel. Today she just wanted to be, so Brie compartmentalized her plan to slip away into the ether of the world as Going Away.

She moped her way through a shower and didn’t bother with makeup for once. Miranda’s distant cousin was a professional makeup artist and offered her assistance at the wedding for half her usual fee, an offer Miranda couldn’t refuse. The bride and bridesmaids, which included Brie and Tara, would all be getting their makeup done later in the day, so for now, Brie stuck to the basics. She dressed in a hurry, and headed for the morning brunch still trying to push back the storm clouds on the horizon.

All the events surrounding the wedding were being done at the hotel where Miranda and Everett’s distant family were staying. Brunch was an informal affair, buffet style, and Brie was one of the first to arrive, aside from the bride’s adorable mother and a few friends. Brie sat with Miranda’s mom, trading their favorite (mostly PG) stories about the bride to be until Miranda showed up with a posse of friends and family.

Including Tara and Callum.

Brie’s throat worked, and no matter how glum she’d been feeling about what came after the wedding, somehow, the sheer happiness radiating from Miranda won Brie over, and her smile in return was genuine and tinged with tears of joy, not pain. She rushed to her best friends, confused, yes, but happy to be together with them, at least for the hours they had left as the old Triumvirate.

But damn it to hell, did Callum have to be so freaking handsome? His blonde hair was done up in an Ivy League cut, slightly longer in front and tapering towards the back, complete with some new brownish highlights to accentuate the blond. As always, he was completely clean shaven and he’d been losing a few pounds here and there – not that he needed to, but clearly he’d been paying attention to some of Everett’s workout videos or something. The way his muscles rippled through his gray dress shirt, Brie had no doubt the edges of him could have cut the filet she was nibbling on.

And that smile. It was goddamn infectious, that’s what it was. Like the bubonic plague, and just as deadly. The crookedness was the perfect embodiment of his aw shucks attitude, and when he turned it on Brie, she couldn’t help responding in kind, standing to meet her best friend and her – sigh – boyfriend.

“Brie, it’s darn good to see you,” Callum said, coming in for a hug and a kiss to her cheek. Miranda was being pulled in about four different directions, and gave Brie a quick wave sandwiched between relatives and friends from out of town. Brie winked back and turned her full attention on Callum and Tara once Miranda’s mom excused herself to go be with her daughter and the rest of their family.

“It’s good to see you too, Callum.” She blushed uncontrollably and tried to stamp down the feeling. Damn it, Callum was the enemy. Well… the frenemy. The hot frenemy who once had his very sizable man parts inside of her fun bits. “Tara’s been so excited about having you down for the week.”

“Ah, she’s not the only one,” Callum said, wrapping his arm around Tara’s waist.

“Let’s get a bite,” Tara said. “I’m starving and I don’t think we’re going to get much of a chance later.”

“Sounds good to me,” Callum said agreeably. “Come and join us, Brie. Tell us what’s good in line.”

Again, Brie’s treacherous mouth slid into an easy smile, and she inwardly kicked herself as she trotted after them, picking up a plate for herself to add some more of the parmesan crusted potatoes. As the couple filled their plates and Brie added bits and bobs of things she hadn’t tried on her first plate, she asked, “How’s Everett?”

“So excited he can barely function. Took him three tries to get his shirt buttoned the right way this morning,” Callum said, chuckling.

“Miranda’s been disturbingly chill about everything,” Tara said adding a couple pigs in a blanket to her plate.

Callum grinned at her. “Yeah?”

“Like yesterday, power was out in the church. I was flipping. Like, if we don’t have power, the whole thing’s gotta be done with generators, and we didn’t plan for that. But Miranda, she just gets this happy look on her face and says she’d finally have a use for all the candles she’s been collecting since she was a teenager.” Tara shook her head. “It’s disgusting. I want to see her blow up once. Just once! She’s not human!”

They brought their plates back to the table, and Callum listened to the two women talk about the wedding build-up and the outline for the rest of the day.

“What’ve you two got planned for the week?” Brie asked, sipping on her mimosa. “That’s the real question.”

“We told each other we’d kind of like to play it quiet,” Tara said. “That’s the whole point of this, you know? See if we’re comfortable enough with each other just hanging around, not doing much but being ourselves.”

“But I am thinking we need to make a trip to Larsen Park,” Callum said, stealing a bite of a pastry from Tara’s plate. She stole a piece of his bacon in return.

“I’ve been wanting to go there since they opened,” Brie said.

“Which is exactly why you’re coming along with,” Callum said. “You, Everett, and Miranda. It’s kind of my wedding present to them.”

“I can’t intrude on you guys like that,” Brie protested.

Tara reached across and took her hand. “Honey, it’s why I asked what day you had free this week.”

Brie shook her head. This would be so much easier if Callum was a dickhead. So. Much. Easier. “Well… that sounds like a blast. I’m looking forward to it.”

Miranda finally broke away and rushed over to give Brie a hug. Her attention was already being called for by her mom across the room, and she breathed deep before her smile reappeared.

“We’ve gotta talk later,” she said.

Brie patted her back. “Miranda, don’t sweat us for a second. Just tell us what we can do to help.”

“No, I mean it,” Miranda said. “The four of us and Everett, we need to break away and talk. Like, say, before we get dressed.”

“Is everything okay?” Tara asked.

A college friend came over with a plate heaped high for Miranda, and she asked for one second before returning her attention to the trio at the table. “Yes. Good. Great, in fact. It has less to do with the wedding than the three of you. Let’s meet at my house if we get split up. And I guarantee we will.” She leaned down and kissed Tara and Brie’s cheeks, and patted Callum’s hand. “Trust me,” she said, and winked.

* * *

Everett sat on the bumper of his car as Callum pulled up, Miranda and Tara in tow. They waited for Brie, who was just a couple minutes behind, and all headed inside together as a group.

“Now before you say no,” Miranda said, “understand this. This is my bridezilla moment. If you argue with me on this, I will go full-on nuclear. I have been planning this for two weeks, and I won’t be turned down.”

Callum’s eyebrow quirked up. “What are we not saying no to?”

Miranda guided them into the spare bedroom, where she’d set up the whiteboard they used in the Casual Games when all this began. Covering it was a sheet. Miranda and Everett stepped to either end, and tugged it down.

At the top, in big bold letters – THE CASUAL GAMES: LEVEL 3SOME

* * *

They had only minutes, so Miranda explained fast.

“All three of you,” she said pleasantly, “are being idiots.”

“Sorry?” Tara asked, blinking.

“Brie is crazy about you. You know this. So is Callum. And you, in turn, are very fond of Callum and Brie.”

“No, they-” Brie started, blushing furiously and refusing to meet Tara’s look.

Miranda cut her off. “We do not have time for arguments. Sit there, look sexy, shut up and listen. I’m not going to tell you this isn’t crazy. Maybe you decide a three-way relationship is possible, maybe you don’t. I’m not going to try and dictate that. Brie, I promised myself I wasn’t going to interfere with things here. That it was your decision to tell Tara how you feel.”

“It is!” Brie snapped.

“But I am also not going to sit around and do nothing when I think you deserve to know if you can be happy together. And Tara, before you made any big life decisions, you deserved to know how Brie felt.”

Tara said nothing. She looked shell-shocked at all this. Callum alternated between peering at the board and Tara, and opened his mouth several times before he finally said, “Look. I think you’ve got me pegged as the odd man out here, and honestly, I’m a little pissed off about it. I care a lot about Tara too.”

Miranda hurried to him and knelt in front of him. “Callum, no. Not at all. Every time you’ve come down or Tara’s gone up to visit you, she’s been content for days afterwards. Glowing. But Brie occasionally makes her feel that way too. Like our bachelorette party.”

Tara blushed furiously, but laid a protective hand on Callum’s knee. “I do care for both of you,” she whispered. “Callum, I’m sorry.”

He turned to her, his anger melting away at the sight of his girlfriend in near tears. “No. Hey. Tara, you don’t apologize for this. If this is the way you feel… or you want to explore this…” He scratched the back of his head. “I’ve always believed two people to a relationship. But it’s not like we haven’t done anything as a group before. And I gotta admit, I like hearing what you and Miranda and Brie get up to. I can’t tell you I’m a hundred percent behind this.” He leaned over to kiss her softly, and ran his fingers through her hair as he studied her. “But I care enough about you that I’m willing to give it a shot this week. If that’s what you want.”

Tara sniffed, and turned to Brie. “And you?”

Brie stood up, and they all thought she might storm out of the house. The fury was evident on her face, and she hissed, “You spring this on us before the wedding. Today was supposed to be fun. Today I was supposed to…” Her voice went hoarse, and tears flowed down her cheeks. “I-I was supp-supposed to say goodbye to her. Up here.” She tapped her head. “You took that away from me. Goddamn it, Miranda. You too, Everett. You shitting… shit. I hate you for this.”

“I’m sorry,” Everett said quietly.

Tara asked, “Let me go?”

Brie closed her eyes and shuddered. “I was… going to quit. The Triumvirate. My cousin up in… Maine… I…”

Tara jumped to her feet and rushed to her friend. Brie let herself be wrapped up in her arms, and Tara rocked with her, crying now too.

“We wanted wedding drama from Miranda,” Tara finally choked out. “Guess we finally got it.”

Brie choked out a laugh, and that set off Tara. Callum stood, and joined them. He wrapped an arm around Tara, and hesitantly drew his other around Brie, too. “I think we… well, we think about this.”

“Look, I never wanted to come between the two of you,” Brie said. “I’m not doing this.”

Tara glared at Everett and Miranda. “I’m not thrilled about having this sprung on us either.”

“I’m not saying we agree or disagree to do this right now,” Callum said. “But we take our time. We think it over.”

“Brie, you’re not going. Not yet,” Tara said.

Brie sighed and nodded. “Wasn’t planning on it until after this week anyways.”

Callum turned towards the soon-to-be-wedded pair. “I can’t say as I’m thrilled with you two, but… we’re not saying no. Not yet.”

“Good,” Everett said. “That’s a start.”

“If you want in,” Miranda said, “meet here tomorrow. Noon.”

Brie started out of the room, and Tara followed her. At the doorway, she glared back at Everett and Miranda. “Come on. Let’s go get you two assholes married.”

* * *

The wedding was elegant in its simplicity. A smattering of daisies and lilies in beds of green decorated the church, with a small rose bouquet for Miranda when she walked down the aisle. Satin-looking tiny wreaths adorned the sides of the pews, matching the flowers and a pair of banners on the wall.

Everett and Isaac’s boss Julian was a master pianist, and gladly played for the wedding, refusing any payment. His wife and personal assistant insisted on also paying for a car service to escort Miranda and Everett to and from the wedding and the reception, their gift to the lovely couple. So when it came time for the groom and his best men to arrive, they did so in style, followed not too long after by the bride, her parents, and her best friends, both of whom were still a little pissed with her. That was okay. They could be pissed. It was her day, and their happiness was what she wanted, even if she had to drag them to it kicking and screaming.

Everett’s parents had been enjoying themselves around the city in a vapid, dazed sort of way. Their interactions with their son seemed perfunctory at best, but that week, he couldn’t care less. Miranda was his, and he in return was hers. There was nothing in the world that was going to ruin his happiness.

The wedding itself was a blur. Like so many of life’s biggest events, the buildup steamrolled the actual event itself. Everything seemed to blend together, from the moment Julian played the first notes to bring the room to attention until the last number seeing everyone out the door to chase after Everett and Miranda for photos and the reception back at the hotel. Some of Everett’s family got together and sprung for the lovely couple to spend the night in the honeymoon suite there for the night. They had talked some about a honeymoon, but agreed it was too soon into Everett’s new job to really ask for the time off yet. Besides, they wanted to pay off the wedding first, such a fiscally sound plan it made Brie question their sanity.

The wedding itself was lovely and joyous and all the things a good wedding should be. Tara cried, and that made Brie cry, and so of course Miranda had to join in as well. Couldn’t leave her friends hanging. Everett’s easy-going smile never left his rugged face, and when he took Miranda in his arms to kiss her for the first time as her husband, he even allowed himself a playful pinch of her butt, leaving Miranda laughing and pinching his as he finally pulled her back upright to the catcalls and cheers of everyone in the room.

The reception was more chaotic, to be sure – some of the party lights kept flickering and threatening to die, and the DJ, who insisted his nasal voice earlier in the day was just allergies, coughed and sneezed into his mic half a dozen times throughout the night, clearly in the beginnings of a full-on cold. But nothing catastrophic or dire happened to the wedded couple, and the party was almost shockingly vanilla.

The real drama was happening on a much quieter stage.

* * *

“Goddamn it,” Tara breathed into Callum’s chest as he rocked with her. It was not the first time she’d said the words, and like the ones that came before, he squeezed her tighter. “We should just… go.”

Now that was new. “Go?”

“To your place. Or mine and we’ll lock the doors and shut off our phones.”

“Is that what you want?” Callum asked.

She pulled away from him, red-cheeked despite the heavy layers of makeup on her face. He ached to set her free from the lilac-colored v-necked dress that so very much loved and hugged her ample curves. That she was his, at least for this moment, was a marvel he couldn’t get over. Her beautiful blonde hair had been teased into ringlets falling down her creamy back, He had to resist the urge every minute they danced to run his hands through it. Or to drag her off to a closet somewhere and make hard, passionate love to her.

Callum had been with his fair share of beautiful women. But no one had ever quite sucked the air out of his lungs with the same effortless efficiency as Tara. She was that sort of Nordic beauty that defined men’s magazines in the nineties. Blonde. Tall, nearly as tall as Everett, and he was tall. Legs that he could chase with his lips or his fingers for hours and still not see the end of them. She was harder than Brie or Miranda, more toned than they were soft, but he liked that about her. The first time they made love – or calling it what it really was, fucked in that jaw-dropping frenzy of an orgy during the first Casual Games – Tara had been his obsession. Now he realized he might have to lose her.

It hurt. But when you care for someone, really care for them as Callum did, you had to take that chance. No one should ever be shackled to anyone else by anything but love and trust.

“For once,” she said, her anger a soft glow behind her eyes, “would you tell me what the hell it is you want?”

“I want you to-”

“Don’t,”

“Don’t what?”

“I asked you what you want. Don’t make it about me,” she said, turning and storming through the wall of people out on the dance floor. Callum followed after her, sighing. He knew she was just lashing out at whoever was an easy target, and right now, that was him.

He followed her to the crowded bar. The couple in front of them turned and saw they were one of the groomsmen and bridesmaids, and they were served up a pair of drinks, passed over the heads of the people in front of them before they returned to their table near a laughing Miranda and Everett.

“Look at them,” Tara muttered.

“You’re really that angry you don’t want them to be happy?”

“No,” she said, and drank half her flute of champagne in one go. “But they couldn’t have picked tomorrow, or…” A growl ripped from her throat, and she tossed back the rest of her champagne. On the dance floor, Brie was slowly being twirled by a handsome man in a dressy vest. She caught Tara’s eye and her smile evaporated for a moment before she turned it back on again, looking up into the dancer’s eyes and laughing at something he said.

Callum sucked on his teeth, and finally leaned forward, putting his hand on her knee. “I want to try it,” he said calmly, more calmly than he was feeling.

“Why?” Tara asked. “You have me if you want me, Callum.”

“Do I have all of you?”

She swallowed hard at that. “You’d have enough.”

“I don’t want enough. I don’t want to live my life thinking you regret something you didn’t try. And me either. I like Brie. I genuinely do. She’s… a bit much sometimes, but you help with that.”

“You’re serious,” Tara said.

“Yeah. I am. You ask what I want, this is it. We can do the week together sometime else if we decide it’s just the two of us. I’m not in a rush here. Besides…” he said, his grin crooked and hinting a little bit of the devil she knew in him. “I’d have to be an idiot to turn down a chance at a threesome with you and Brie.”

Tara laughed softly. “You really would. Callum… I care a lot about you. What’s in my head, it doesn’t change anything except if Brie comes into this equation or not. After this week, I want you and me to be together, one way or another.”

“So glad to hear you say that,” Callum said. “Then the rest of this is just icing on the cake for me. Brie’s fantastic. Now we just see if she fits in with us.”

“So we’re doing this? The Casual Games?”

“I think we are,” he said, grinning.

“Good. Go grab Brie and have a dance or two with her. And Miranda’s mom, she’s been eyeballing you all day. Then take Brie and get her out of here as quickly and quietly as possible.”

They stood up, and he kissed her with a hint of the hunger he was feeling for her. “What are you going to do?”

Tara grinned, and now it was time for her to show off a little bit of the devil riding on her shoulder. “We’re going to get a little bit of revenge. I have the spare keycard to Miranda and Everett’s suite. I think the three of us need to break it in for them, don’t you?”

* * *

Brie trailed behind Callum, his big hand holding hers as they darted for the elevator. “We’re really doing this?” she asked.

“Sh sh sh sh sh,” Callum said, glancing over his shoulder as if there was some danger they might be spied on. They were both a little tipsy by that point, and his grin was mad and set her on fire. “Don’t want to get caught.”

Brie giggled and followed him, her flats cradled in her free arm. They passed by a few friends and family of Miranda and Everett’s, and Brie mumbled a few sheepish hellos. Callum just kept moving. She liked how his big fingers encompassed her whole hand. Liked it quite a lot. He really had rough fingers, unlike Everett. A man should have rough fingers, she thought. The better to impress you with their delicate touch.

In the elevator, Callum slammed the button for the same floor where Miranda and Everett were staying. They were alone, and Callum was on her without a word, his hands wrapping around her delicate frame and gripping her ass. He lifted Brie effortlessly and pushed her up against the gleaming walls of the elevator as she gasped his name. He buried his lips into her neck, kissing, licking, sucking. Brie wrapped her ankles together behind his back and ground back at him as best she could at the bad angle, her head tilting back and her mouth parting in a silent gasp. The elevator slid up and quickly to a stop, and Callum still held her as he walked past a trio of elderly women in long frilly dresses. No one they knew, not that they cared. He carried her down the hall, his strong hands squeezing Brie’s ass. Tara poked her head out of one doorway – the doorway. Everett and Miranda’s, and Brie giggled helplessly.

“Oh, we are awful,” she said as Callum kicked the door shut behind them.

Tara pushed them towards the bed, and Callum settled Brie delicately on the edge, her legs still hooked behind him. She grinned up at him, at the intensity of his face, and pulled the fabric of her dress up, revealing her wisp-thin panties and how drenched they were.

“We don’t have time to waste,” Brie whispered.

“Why are we whispering?” Callum whispered, fumbling at his pants as Tara slipped her own panties down her legs and kicked them off.

Brie threw an arm over her eyes and giggled again. “I don’t know, I don’t know, fuck me, Callum, fuck me here on their bed.”

He pulled down his boxers just far enough to give his big, hardening prick plenty of room to work. Tara dropped to her knees beside him and sucked him deep in one go, staring up at him with her pretty eyes. When she pulled off, his dick glistened with traces of her bright red lipstick. Tara couldn’t take her eyes off it and enveloped him again. Brie dropped a hand to her own pussy, spreading herself wide, and playing with her folds while she rubbed her clit slowly, keeping herself wet for Callum. Tara licked and slurped him down, working him fast. They really only probably did have minutes. Everett and Miranda did the cake cutting forty-five minutes ago, and they’d been looking for an escape for a while to be with each other.

Tara popped her mouth off Callum and gave Brie one long lick before she gripped her – their? – boyfriend’s cock and guided it to Brie’s small entrance. Callum wasn’t quite as big as either Everett or Isaac from the Casual Games months before, but there were horses that weren’t as big as those other two men. Baseball bats probably met with other baseball bats and murmured angrily about the size of Everett and Isaac’s dicks. Callum, in comparison to anyone else, was definitely big, and he was more than plenty for Brie. She sat up on her elbows, tossing her head back as he filled her completely.

“Oh, fuck!” she wailed.

Tara slapped her boyfriend’s ass. “Get it, baby. Take her.”

Callum was not normally a man given to physicality during sex, but now he grabbed the back of Tara’s head and pulled her to him, connecting with her lips with a savage hunger as he pulled back out to Brie’s edge and hilted himself again. Tara moaned against him, and her hand dropped to Brie’s thigh, searching for the point at which her friend’s body met Callum’s. She traced her fingers to his cock spreading Brie wide, gave him a firm squeeze, then moved her hand up to Brie’s clit. The redhead thrust her chest up in response and grabbed Tara’s hand.

“Uh huh!” Brie moaned when Callum thrust into her again and again. “Uh huh! Like that! Mmmm, my God, you’re so fucking deep!”

Tara broke away from Callum and crawled up onto the bed. She wasted no time dropping her mouth to lick Brie’s hood and the length of Callum’s dick plunging in and out of her. The angle was terrible but any extra stimulation to Brie in that moment was like gas on an inferno. Callum’s eyes couldn’t settle on one thing. Brie bounced hard up and down along the edge of the bed with every thrust. Tara’s beautiful blonde hair spilled down across her face as she panted and licked and moaned with every thrust, one of her hands under her dress doing things he loved to think about. And the warm, wet grip of Brie’s pussy was like a siren song, calling him to his doom. Some part of his mind clung to his old way of thinking, that it should just be him and Tara in this relationship, but with every moan from Brie, every slurp of her folds around his cock as he pulled out to her entrance, every fiery look from Tara, that old part of him started to die and he began to wonder if this might not be possible. Insane? Absolutely. But Callum had always been a bit attracted to insane.

Holding on was so damn hard. He was a little drunk, as they all were, and his self-control teetered on a precarious ledge. He wasn’t worried about coming inside Brie – he knew both women were on the pill – but he wanted her pleasure first, then if he could hold out, Tara’s. Male pride, maybe, but it was the best possible kind. He focused on the hypnotic bounce of Brie’s breasts jiggling up and down while he fucked her relentlessly. For such a small framed woman, her breasts really did defy her body. And her nipples… Callum could suck those buds for days, same with Tara’s. He had a wicked vision of how he wanted to come at some point that week, the two women on either side of his dick, their breasts squashed together, a three-way tit-fucking.

Without realizing it, any reticence he had about not doing these new Casual Games fell away to pure, simple human lust. He wanted to see what Miranda and Everett had in store. He wanted to fuck these two gorgeous women senseless. He wanted to lose himself in them, be it for a week or a lifetime.

“Let’s do it,” he grunted.

Brie arched her back, her eyes fluttering. “Th-the Games?”

“Yes.”

Tara, for her part, buried her lips against Brie’s mound, and the other woman howled her pleasure, pounding the mattress underneath her as her ass flew up off the bed, her body going stiff. The orgasm took her hard and fast, her howl going breathless as her pussy quivered on Callum’s dick. Then he was pulling out, and feeding his cock to Tara. She stared up at him as she drove her mouth down his length, cleaning him of Brie’s wet folds while the redhead spread her legs wide, her hands at her slick cunt.

Tara jacked his base as she sucked him hard. Brie watched, her lips parted, her breaths fast and shallow, and then she was on her feet, wandering, looking the suite over. On a table in the corner were flowers, boxes of chocolates, and two bottles of champagne next to an empty ice bucket. Brie grabbed one of the smaller, cheaper boxes of chocolate and split it with a fingernail, taking two of them out and dropping the box back on the heap. Her sultry walk back to Callum made sure he was watching her every move, and she placed one of the chocolates between her lips before kissing him, passing the treat between the two of them. He took the back of her head and kissed her harder in return. Their scorching gazes fell down to Tara. The redhead held the remaining chocolate out to Tara. She pulled off Callum’s cock and nipped at the chocolate, but Brie had other ideas, and slowly ran the sweet between her parted legs, still damp from her orgasm. She dropped to her knees and placed the candy at Tara’s mouth. This time, she let the blonde take it from her, and Tara chewed with a smile.

“Never going to want chocolate another way.”

Brie watched as Callum slide his cock back into Tara’s mouth, and headed back to the table for one of the bottles of champagne. It was a brand she recognized, which probably meant it was cheap enough that she wouldn’t feel too guilty about drinking it. She headed back for the pair as Tara deep-throated her man, and popped the bottle. It fizzed over, and in a moment of inspiration, Brie stooped down, pulling Tara back and letting the suds cascade down onto Callum’s cock. The liquid made him jump, but Tara’s hungry mouth sliding back down onto him salved that. Brie rose back up and took a long drink. Callum watched her neck work as she swallowed, then he was taking the bottle from her.

“Get undressed,” he said. “I want to pour this all over your-”

Voices. Close. Tara slid her mouth off his cock in a hurry, glancing around for somewhere to hide. “Into the bathroom,” Brie hissed, and grabbed Tara to tug her along behind her. Callum tried to gather up what clothes he could, pulling back on his pants and his boxers as he hopped into the bathroom, listening to Miranda giggle about something Everett said.

A disappointingly normal shower and tub combination took up most of one wall. They stepped into it and slid the curtain shut in the darkness as someone swiped their key card and opened the suite’s door.

“-ang on, I want to carry you across,” Everett said.

Miranda giggled again. “Married, married, we’re married,” she sang out.

“We are,” Everett said, laughing.

Brie, standing behind Callum, got a wicked idea. He, in turn, was behind Tara. She reached around him, and pulled the back of Tara’s dress up. Tara tried to glare behind her, but in the darkness, no one could see her. Callum jumped when Brie found his dick and pulled him tighter against Tara. Getting the idea, he slid his cock between the blonde’s thighs, through her wetness.

“I love you, baby,” Miranda said, now in the other room. A wet series of smacking lips, and Callum rubbed his cock harder against Tara’s folds. She gave up on trying to stop him – after all, in a moment they’d be discovered anyways as soon as the couple noticed the wet patch on the floor or the rumpled bedspread.

“I love you too,” Everett said. “Happiest man ever.”

“Aw,” Brie breathed, even as she was gripping her best friend’s boyfriend by the base of his cock and guiding him into Tara.

“Come here,” Miranda purred in the next room. “Let me show you how happy I am.”

Tara tensed as Callum’s cockhead sank deeper and deeper into her wet, welcoming pussy. She pushed back against him, biting her lip and wishing she could be loud. This was hot. Scorching hot. Listening to her best friends in secret while she was getting good and fucked by her boyfriend? Mmm hm.

“Your dress…” Everett said.

“You really going to…” A pause, and all three of them in the tub were sure they’d finally been discovered. “…tell me…” A wet smack. “… you don’t want to see… me sucking this… big… fat… dick… in my wedding dress?”

“Oh fuck,” Everett groaned, as in the next room, Callum reached around Tara and cupped her big breasts, nearly shoving her into the shower wall as he fucked into her deep, trying to stay quiet.

“Tell me when you’re about to come,” Miranda purred. Judging from their voices, they hadn’t made it very far into the suite. Maybe the couch or the armchair near the mini-fridge and microwave.

Brie gingerly stepped out of the shower and inched her way forward until she could reach down and play with Tara’s clit as Callum fucked her as quietly as he could. The soft squish-squish-squish of his cock lodging deep inside the blonde was apparently too low to be noticed, though in the bathroom, it seemed deafening. Then again, given the audible sucks and slurps of Miranda in the other room, they could probably play a tuba in the shower and still be drowned out.

Tara responded like crazy, writhing in Callum’s arms as her friend fingered her clit and her boyfriend fucked her. Her big breasts in his hands squashed up against the wall. Her cunt needed him so much, needed this release, and all she could think about was getting caught just as she climaxed, how unimaginably hot that would be. She wanted to be filled, wanted to be dripping from the fullness. She thrust back at Callum with every thrust, the sound of their fucking getting louder and louder.

“Goddamn, Miranda,” Everett groaned. “I love how sexy you look right now.”

“Mmm!” Miranda exclaimed.

“My wife. On her knees.”

“Oh Jesus, oh fuck,” Tara breathed. She was beginning to thrash harder and neither Brie or Callum were relenting. She couldn’t hold back her pleasure for much longer.

“Ife!” Miranda agreed fervently.

“You hear something?”

Miranda said, “What?”

A pause, then, “Neighbors, I guess. Oh, fuck, baby!”

Tara imagined them out there, her gorgeous black-haired friend in her plunging wedding dress, on her knees, sucking off Everett’s enormous cock. The dick inside her plunged in and out, in and out, and she swallowed hard, right on the cusp. She imagined herself in a dress like that one, in front of Callum, sucking him down. No. Better. On her hands and knees, the dress pulled up around her ass, his cock deep inside her.

And beside her in the fantasy as in real life, Brie. The redhead dressed just the same, in all white, a veil tugged askew as she kissed Tara over and over and over.

Tara shoved backwards one last time, taking Callum as far as she could, her eyes clenching shut. Her body convulsed as the lust overtook her, the pleasure making her nearly faint. Her pussy clenched at Callum’s cock, and she nearly managing to keep it quiet until her head banged against the wall.

“What the hell?” Everett said in the next room. Callum jerked out of Tara, and Brie grabbed the dress bunched up on Tara’s back, tugging it down and into place.

“I heard it too. Wait. Why is there a wet spot on the floor?” Miranda asked a moment later.

“Run!” Brie shouted, giggling like crazy, and she was sprinting for the bathroom door, and out into the main room. Tara wasn’t far behind, blushing furiously as she rushed past a dumbfounded Everett and Miranda. Callum, still naked from the waist down, his huge cock throbbing from his lack of release, hurtled out last as fast as he could manage, holding his clothes over his groin, grinning sheepishly.

“Uh, see you guys tomorrow for the Games,” he said, and hurried after the two women.

* * *

It was disgusting how chipper and upbeat Miranda and Everett were. Their distinct lack of hangovers and sore bits irritated Brie and Tara, but there was nothing to be done about it except glare with impunity. If the newly wedded couple were struck by sorrow or shame for their apparent invulnerability, they didn’t show it.

“You three look like you’ve been in a war,” Everett said gleefully.

Brie flipped him off, and Tara and Callum both followed suit.

“Poor babies,” Miranda cooed. “Want me to kiss it and make it better?”

Brie perked up but settled back down when Tara laid a palm on her thigh. “Tell us what we’re in for,” Tara said.

Everett tacked up a big laminated cardboard sheet on the wall, and Miranda dug out a dry-erase marker from her purse. “Right,” she said, far too cheerfully considering the trio’s hangover. She popped the cap off the marker, and began to scribble three days and the players’ names. “We decided to cut down the number of days. Everybody’s slept with everybody, so the buildup’s pretty much gone.”

“Plus, the day at the park,” Everett said. “We didn’t want to interfere with anyone’s plans or schedules.”

“And you’ll still have two days afterwards to do whatever,” Miranda said, turning to the group again. “If this ends up working, great, you spend it together. If not, Brie, we’re stealing you away and Tara and Callum can have some time apart.”

“Are we streaming this too?” Brie asked, sitting forward.

Miranda shook her head. “No. Partly because the games are going to be different this time. Mostly because I don’t think any of us want the extra hassle, unless I’m wrong.”

“I’m perfectly okay with no streaming this week. I just want to relax and have fun,” Tara said.

“Same,” Callum agreed, and Brie nodded. “So what kind of games are we playing then?”

“Cool,” Miranda said. “We’re going to keep the games a surprise until the events. The winner of each event gets all the attention that night. Whatever pleasures they want, however they want it. But this time, the games are strictly between the three of you. Everett and I… can I tell them?” Everett nodded, smiling. “I’ve been off the pill. For a while. We’re going to try-”

“OhmyGod,” Brie shouted, and shot to her feet, followed fast by Tara. They collided with Miranda, pulling her in for a massive hug while their friend laughed. Callum got up too and clapped Everett on the back.

It was a while before everyone settled back down, and Miranda took Everett’s hand, glowing with happiness. “Anyways. We’re, um, off-limits. This is all about you three. So the games are going to require some prep work on your part. Everett and I will help you out without getting too far into spoilers. We’ll cover your costs.”

“After your wedding?” Callum protested.

Everett grinned. “Consider this our present to you three. Besides, we’re not breaking the bank here. You’ll see.”

“All right,” Miranda said. “Girls, it’s shopping time. Guys, we’ll meet back up tonight.”

Callum and Everett followed them out of the house. Callum kissed Tara and Brie, the latter with little hesitation now. He came back to Everett, his thumbs in the loopholes of his jeans. “Stop looking so smug.”

They watched the women pile into Miranda’s car and down the driveway. Everett turned to Callum and said, “You like her.”

Callum grinned sheepishly. “Yeah. I do.”

“Do we even really need to play the Games to know what it is you want?”

The big cowboy shrugged. “Keep ‘em in suspense. More fun that way. Do we need to go clothes shopping too?”

They hopped into Everett’s car, and Everett gave Callum the once over. He was wearing a pair of bright blue jeans and a nice checked shirt. “You bring your hat?”

Callum raised an eyebrow. “Course. Why?”

“Then no. We don’t need to go shopping.”

* * *

The Sore Saddle Bar took up a big chunk of real estate in a gravel lot on the outskirts of New Bainbridge – and not just the city proper, but the suburbs. Hardly a car sat in the lot. It was all trucks and SUVs. In place of concrete curbs were hitching posts made from railroad ties. A few men and women sat on these, holding drinks. Most were in some variation of jeans and a tee shirt, with more than a few cowboy hats like Callum’s.

“My kind of place,” he said happily when he and Everett pulled up early that evening.

“We scouted it out last week. Cheap beer, loud music.”

“Yeah, but why here? Pool?” Callum asked.

Everett grinned. “You’ll see.”

They headed for the front doors, and thanked a middle-aged woman holding them open for them. The interior kept the cowboy theme going, with wood paneling on the walls, a glossy wood bar countertop, wood chairs, wood tables, a wood-topped dance floor. In the corner, of all things, was a mini-arcade, with a couple of young college-aged kids piled around a few machines, especially a big cabinet for a racing game. No pool tables, though, and Callum raised an eyebrow.

“Still don’t get it, boss,” he said.

“Over there,” Everett said over a sudden blast of twangy music from the speakers. He pointed at an arcade cabinet no one was currently using. The setup was massive, with a dance pad laid out on the floor in front of a big monitor and a machine painted much the same denim color as their pants. “That, my friend, is one of eight cabinets in the entire nation. Square Dance Pro 2019.”

Callum burst out laughing, drawing every eye around them as they walked towards the machine. “That’s beautiful. Hoooo, man, I’m going to get destroyed tonight.”

Everett slapped his back. “You never stood a chance. Let’s get some beer.”

They headed for the bar, and as promised, the beer was cheap. Bottles in hand, they sat with their backs to the wall, watching the swells of humanity around them as they waited for Brie, Tara, and Miranda. The ladies didn’t keep them long, showing up about ten minutes later, their heads swiveling every which way looking for the guys in the crowd.

Every single gaze in that bar fell on the trio. Every. Single. One.

“Holy…” Callum breathed.

“…shit,” Everett agreed nearly silently.

Each of them was dressed in straw cowboy hats and the barest minimum of denim needed to still call the bottoms “shorts.” Tara’s long, fit legs drove up to the swells of her hips, wrapped tight in denim. Up top, she wore a flannel shirt tied off at the midsection, leaving her creamy stomach on full display. With the top few buttons undone, her breasts almost fell out of the shirt and they caught the tiniest peek at her red bra underneath.

Brie wore a pair of matching, if much smaller, shorts, but had opted for a scandalously vaporous black bodysuit, the cutouts doing nothing to hide her black bra underneath. She’d really vamped up her makeup, too, darkening her lashes and glossing up her eyelids. The pancaked look gave her a white trash beautiful glamour, and Callum straightened up, hardening already.

Miranda kept things simpler than the other two, with similar shorts emphasizing her terrific ass and a pink tank a few dozen sizes too small for her busty frame. Over it was a crop-top denim jacket matching her shorts. Her black hair was teased out and bounced in time with her breasts as she walked. Her smirk spoke volumes of how aware she was of their amazing good looks.

Like flies to honey, guys at the bar started to prepare themselves for the trio, standing up, turning, grinning, but every one of them went sour when Miranda darted ahead of the others to kiss her husband. Callum rose to his feet and wrapped an arm around both Tara and Brie, kissing them in turn as his hand splayed out just above their asses.

“That… is sexy,” Callum breathed.

Brie giggled. “You like the makeup? I thought it might be a bit much.”

He guided them to the stools he and Everett had been occupying. Everett and Miranda took up the next two, Everett on the end to discourage anyone from sitting next to Miranda, and Callum did the same on the opposite end of Brie.

“Looks great. Don’t get me wrong, I love how you normally do yourself up,” Callum said. “But this is a treat.”

“Told you it was sexy as hell,” Tara said to Brie as two bartenders hastened towards the newcomers, their previous customers forgotten. Everyone ordered a fresh drink, and Miranda filled in Brie and Callum on what they’d be playing. That sent Brie into mad fits of giggles, and she leaned heavily on Callum, her hand dropping surreptitiously under the bar to grope his cock through his jeans. He winked at her, and she winked back.

A booth near the machine opened up, and Miranda grabbed Everett’s hand to charge for the table before someone else could slide in. Callum got them all one more beer, and they eyeballed the machine, taking in the demo reel playing on the monitor.

“Screw it, I’m going in!” Brie said. “Gimme some quarters, someone.”

Everett produced a few rolls from his pocket, and she took the change to the machine as they all piled back out of the booth, forming a loose semi-circle. Brie bent over, taking her sweet time as the shorts rode high enough to show off the bottoms of her curvy little butt. Several guys around the bar whistled, and she wagged it before coming back up. She rolled her hands, twisted her head side to side, and studied the screen for instructions. It was, at its core, a simple rhythm game. She had to follow the steps on the screen using the dance pad as a controller. This was Brie’s contest to lose. She was the best of all of them by far at rhythm games, and from the get-go, as a country song stared up on the arcade machine and the screen flared to life, Brie seemed cool as a cucumber.

More people crowded around as she started to sway and move to the music, her lithe legs tapping away at the buttons on the ground, her eyes solely on the screen. She missed a few steps at first – the timing was just a bit sluggish – but soon she had the feel of it and kept up with the line dancing on the screen. It was hard to pick one part of her to stare at. Her ass shimmied in the jean shorts. Her calves flexed and relaxed, flexed and relaxed. Her perky breasts bounced on her frame. Her eyes sparkled, knowing she was the center of attention and loving it.

She hit a massive combo multiplier early on, and after that, Brie never gave up a single point. She nailed her performance, even getting her arms into it once she knew she had the machine’s number. Miranda called out, “Get it, babe!” and Tara fanned herself when Brie dipped low and did a saucy shimmy, shaking her breasts and her ass. All too soon, it was over. A very nearly perfect run.

“Yep,” Callum said to Everett, his cheeks flushed. “Screwed.”

“Yeah, but have you ever been so happy to lose?” Everett asked, laughing.

“Hell no,” Callum said. Brie finished, and the crowd erupted into cheers and applause. He darted forward as she turned, and caught her around the waist, lifting her and twirling. “Swear to God, Brie,” he said as she laughed and wrapped her arms behind his neck, “that’s one of the hottest things I’ve ever seen. No way we can top that.”

Brie gave him a long, hard kiss, her cheeks flushed and her eyes a merry burning fire. “Gonne be fun to watch, though.” She swatted his butt. “Get in there.”

“Ohhh, man,” Callum drawled. He turned to Tara and raised an eyebrow. “Ladies first?”

She laughed. “Not this time, cowboy.”

The crowd, now nearly all the bar, erupted into more cheers when Callum dropped the quarters into the slot. A few women wolf-whistled when he turned and tipped his hat at them. His run was truly awful. Callum had some experience dancing. He liked it. But in front of a crowd like that, especially with the two gorgeous women of his life watching, he might as well have been dancing on wet ice. Where Brie built up a head of steam, Callum never did better than his first few awkward points, and lost with a fraction of the redhead’s score.

“You suuuuuck!” Brie called “Booo! Booooooo!”

“Hush, before I take you in the bathroom and paddle your butt,” Callum called back, getting a roar of approval from the crowd.

Tara gave him a long, smoldering kiss. “I thought you did great, baby,” she said, grinning.

“You liked it because I lost,” he grumbled.

She laughed nervously. “I guess it’s my turn, huh?”

“Guess so,” he agreed.

Miranda held out the quarters, but Tara shook her head, smiling distantly. “Um. I think for my turn, I’m going to do things a bit differently. I don’t need to play the game to win.” She leaned in and whispered into Miranda’s ear. The other woman looked puzzled, but soon darted away to the digital jukebox. A few minutes later, she pushed her way through the crowd again.

“You’re good to go, Tara,” Miranda said.

Tara led everyone to the dance floor, blushing furiously. “Um. Before I worked in games, I was… uh… kind of a dancer.”

“Oh no,” Brie groaned. “I’m about to get schooled.”

“Yeah,” Tara said, “You kinda are.”

She headed to the edge of the stage, loosening up until a hugely popular country pop song from a decade earlier started. The crowd cheered louder than ever before as Tara strode across the stage, her cowboy hat tilted back on her head. She winked at Brie and Callum as she passed, and from there on out, the stage was completely hers. It started as a line dance, every step and twirl mechanical and following a deceptively simple rhythm. But her long legs quickly, effortlessly added in small changes, and she bounced and bobbed as she did. A simple one-walled dance turned into two, then she broke out of the line dancing altogether to the delight of everyone watching, using a wide oval on the dancefloor as she began to show off what kind of a dancer she must have been. Her knees and muscular calves spread wide, her ass thrust down, and like she was working a stripper pole, she writhed as she came back upright, her hands behind her head. She twirled the cowboy hat in her hands before settling it on her head again, and kicked a foot up high in the air, the shorts riding up so far they showed off nearly everything. Then she was turning and kicking her foot up again before coming back down, one hand on her hat, the other lassoing the air around her head.

She pretended to throw it at Brie, but her friend was too gobsmacked to get it, so Tara wiggled her way to the edge of the stage and grabbed her hand. She crooked a finger at Callum, and he stumbled out on the dancefloor, watching as Tara pulled Brie to the center of the stage, still moving as fluid as a river. She danced around them both, dropping low before shimmying back up, grinding her ass against their groins before kicking up again or lassoing. The song started to come to its inevitable end, and she twirled away from them, clapping her hands and motioning at the whole crowd to get out there. Miranda and Everett led the charge, getting their hands all over each other in the half minute before the song ended, surrounded by a throng of people.

And as for Tara, she circled back to her two lovers. “Did I win?” she asked over the din of people and music.

For an answer, they pulled her in tight, and both of them kissed her cheeks, laughing.

* * *

Over twenty people came by to tell Tara what a magnificent dancer she was. Brie got more than a few compliments too, while most people gave Callum a commiserative slap on the shoulder. He got some of his cred back when he pulled first Brie, then Tara, out to the dancefloor and showed the world – again, after the reception the day before – that he really could dance.

Once they had all the country music they could handle, all of them were starving, and they headed to a nearby diner for dinner. Their asses had barely settled down at their table before Tara leaned in close, her cheeks flushed. “I get what I want tonight, right?”

Miranda nodded. “Yeah. Whatever you’d like from them.”

Tara licked her lips. To Brie and Callum, she murmured, “Brie and I are going to the bathroom together. Callum, in about a minute, make like you’re going for the men’s room, but I want that butt in there with us.”

Callum arched an eyebrow. The diner was good-sized, but no one was going to mistake this for anything but what it was and there was a hell of a good chance they’d get caught. Flashes of her dancing around him and Brie popped in his mind like a strobe light, and any worries he had flew out the door as he hardened like a rock. “Okay,” he said simply.

Tara jumped to her feet and headed towards the bathrooms, tucked in at the far corner of the diner. Brie followed her, avoiding their waitress’s curious glance as she blushed furiously, eyes on Tara’s long legs. The bathroom was decent-enough sized that three people could fit into it comfortably, and best of all, the sink sat in a sturdy counter. The single blindingly bright bulb above them cast into sharp detail the relative cleanness of the bathroom.

“Him fucking you in here, that’s going to be so hot,” Brie breathed.

Tara licked her lips. “It isn’t me he’s going to be fucking.”

“But you won!”

“Trust me, this is what I want,” Tara whispered, trailing her hand across the lingerie Brie was wearing as a top. Her hand fell to Brie’s shorts, fast, and she undid the button as Brie’s lips parted, letting out a near silent moan. The shorts dropped, revealing the rest of Brie’s bodysuit. She wore no panties under it, and Tara turned her so she was facing the mirror. Her fingers slid across the already-damp material between Brie’s legs, and her friend squeezed her eyes shut.

“Tara,” she whimpered.

“Good, you’re already wet.”

“Mm hm.”

A soft knock, and Tara swiftly unlocked the door and let Callum in. His cock bulged in his jeans, and Tara wasted no time giving directions as she closed and locked the door again.

“Fuck her while I finger myself,” she breathed. “I want to watch.”

Callum didn’t argue. He undid his belt and dropped his pants just far enough that he could pull his dick out of its confines. Brie bent her head low as he slid his cock between her wet lips, and arched her back when he pushed in.

“Fast,” Tara whispered. She slid a hand into the waistband of her shorts, the zipper undone far enough that she could play. “Don’t hesitate. When you need to come, do it. I want her dripping you when we walk out of here.”

Brie’s head came up as he pulled back, staring at herself in the mirror as Callum thrust back deep inside her. Her jaw clenched as she tried to hold back a scream of lust, of the fire within her rising and rising. Callum gripped her waist, hard, building up a fast, relentless rhythm. The slap of his skin against Brie’s bared ass drove Tara wild, and she plunged three fingers deep inside herself, going straight to her spot and nearly falling backwards against the door. This was hot, and filthy, and holy shit, she wanted this so badly.

“Fuck our little slut,” she breathed, her sopping wet fingers making squicking sounds. “Come in her pretty cunt.”

Callum tossed her a look that spoke of his own need and hunger, and she drove forward, kissing him hard enough that their teeth knocked together. Her free hand went to his cock, and she jerked what wasn’t inside her best friend hard and fast. This wasn’t a marathon. It was a sprint. None of them could afford to care about anyone’s pleasure but their own, and that was the hottest part of it all, the ticking clock over their shoulders. Callum could not be a gentleman. Brie and Tara could not be playful. All they could do was fuck, uncontrolled and wild.

Tara backed away again, rubbing her clit with the hand that had just been on Callum’s big prick. She was close already, had been close ever since the dance floor, and she rested her back against the door, thrusting against her fingers with her hips, gasping audibly now. Callum hissed at her to be quiet, but she was too close to the edge. Tara thought for sure she’d be the first one to come, but Brie jerked upright, her eyes widening, grinding her teeth together, a moan trapped deep in her throat. Her ass shook, her head dipped, and Callum’s hand went around her mouth instinctively, quieting her shout of pleasure as she came.

Brie pulled herself off Callum and spun around in a hurry. He grabbed her ass and lifted, slamming her against the wall, and that, everyone in the diner had to hear. They didn’t care, though. He plunged into Brie again, his lips peeled back, his hips working fast and hard as Brie bounced up and down on his cock. Someone knocked on the door and asked if everything was okay, and Tara moaned, “Uh huh. Just… finishing… up.”

Blooms of warmth unfolded all over her body and she rubbed her clit harder and harder, her eyes rolling up in her head as she neared her climax. She wasn’t the only one. Callum drove up a few more times into Brie’s delicate pussy, then he grunted and bucked, coming with a harsh and fast gasp of air. Brie planted her lips against his as she writhed against him, taking his load deep within her cunt.

The big man pulled out of her and turned to Tara. She spread her thighs wide as whoever was on the other side asked them to open the door. Callum just came, and he was slowly softening, but he was still hard enough to plunge his dripping cock into Tara’s waiting pussy. She arched a knee up and kicked back against the door as he fucked fast, her pleasure slamming into her. Just a few thrusts in and she cried out her orgasm, sinking her mouth against Callum’s shoulder, shuddering against him. Someone else on the other side of the door demanded they come out or they would call the cops. Tara felt hands on her shorts, pulling them upright, and then Brie was pulling her out of the way. Callum unlocked and opened the door, and at the far end of the diner, Miranda and Everett waved at them to hurry. Callum grabbed Tara and Brie’s hands and ran past a pair of pissed-off employees, Brie giggling madly, Tara entranced by the sight of Callum’s come drizzling down her friend’s creamy thighs, just as she’d wanted to see.

* * *

Tara pushed Callum back towards the bed, and he sat down, staring up at her as she loosened the flannel shirt. “Hope you’re ready for round two, cowboy,” she said. She tossed back her long blonde hair as behind her, Brie watched, her lips parted. Tara didn’t take the shirt off all the way, but left it open. The sides of her breasts teased the other two, inviting them in for a suck and a lick. Tara turned and made a come hither motion with her finger. Brie obediently stepped forward.

Tara helped her with the button on her shorts. “Go get cleaned up,” she said, staring up at Brie as she worked her middle finger along Brie’s cleft. “Then come join us.”

“You’re sure that’s what you want?”

Tara gripped one strap of Brie’s bodysuit and pulled it off to one side of her breast. She leaned over and sucked at Brie’s nipple, her hips rolling slowly on Callum’s cock. The two of them had already ditched their jeans and shorts, and only the fabric of their underwear separated them. Then Tara curled her finger again, and Brie brought her face down to kiss Tara slowly, languidly as Callum hardened underneath Tara, watching this intently.

When Tara broke free of Brie’s lips, she breathed, “I want you. Both of you. No more doubt in my mind about that.”

Brie bounced on her feet, which did amazing things for the rest of her body. “Good. Be back in a few.”

She hurried away, and Tara returned her attention to Callum. He splayed his big, calloused hands over her ass, and she wiggled on top of him, grinding her panty-clad pussy against his boxer-covered cock.

He nipped the edges of her shirt and pulled them aside with his teeth, leaving her nipples bare. She shrugged out of the shirt as Callum brought his lips to one of her nipples, sucking it lightly and nipping it between his teeth. Tara moaned and arched her back, grinding him slowly. “It’s still your night,” he said, his chin brushing her big breast. “What would you like?”

“I want to ride you, cowboy,” she said, and he groaned as she grinned. “Just like this.”

She rose up and dropped her panties, and he did the same with his boxers. Callum settled back down and she spread her knees around him just as she had before. Only this time, when his cock slid back and forth along her folds, there was nothing between them. His hands went to her ass again, and she rocked back and forth, keeping an easy pace and not yet letting him enter her. Tara offered her breasts up to him again, and this time he sucked the nipple with growing hunger. Her desire left his dick slick and glistening and she kept grinding, her breaths coming faster and faster as he sucked her nipple and gripped her curvy ass.

She could take no more of her own teasing, so Tara lifted her butt up and reached underneath her to grab his thick cock and push it against her entrance. She sank down with an audible sigh of pleasure, her pussy spreading wide to take as much of him as she could. God, but he was so right inside her. Big, but not painful, and the natural upward curve hit her in some deliciously pleasant spots. She ground her hips on him, smiling as he stared up at her and swapped to her other nipple.

“Suck me, Callum, fuck, that feels good, baby.”

He squeezed her ass and rocked with her. They had nothing but time, so they took it, the only real noises her murmurs and the slurp and sucks of his mouth at her breasts. He brought his lips up to meet hers, finally, and behind Tara, a soft, breathy voice asked, “This looks like fun.”

Tara glanced back over her shoulder, amused and red-cheeked. As Callum returned his attention to her breasts, Tara murmured, “It is. Come join us and it’d be even better.”

Brie came to her, nude, her hair freshly washed and her skin warm and glowing from the nice hot shower. Her pussy lips were bruised and puffy, and Tara made an “aw” as she reached out to stroke her friend’s tender lips.

“Look what Callum did to you. I’ll have to kiss it soon and make it better.”

Brie watched, transfixed, as Tara began to roll her hips harder and harder on Callum. “I can’t believe you were a stripper, but you had some moves.”

Tara laughed breathily. “More of a traditional dancer. I just stripped a few times throughout college for-”

“Tara?” Brie interrupted. She started to lean down towards the breast Callum wasn’t teasing with his tongue.

“Mm hm?”

“I don’t care.”

With that, Brie licked the side of her breast. The dual sensations of Callum’s rough lips and Brie’s tender tongue sent a shiver up and down Tara’s spine, and she began to bounce harder as their mouths explored. Her lovers caught what flesh they could until Brie stood upright again, circling Tara. She pulled back Tara’s long blonde hair and sucked hard at the soft skin where her neck met her shoulder, making Tara whimper her name. Brie traced kisses along to her other shoulder and this time flicked her tongue against Tara’s earlobe, her breath hot in her ear.

“Do you like this, Tara?”

“Uh h-huh,” Tara stammered, bouncing harder and harder.

“You’re so sexy riding his dick. Fucking him hard. I love the way your pussy sounds trying to hold onto him.”

“Mmm, fuck,” Tara moaned. Her head rolled back as Brie’s hand trailed down her spine all the way to the cleft of her ass.

“Are you going to come for us, baby?” Brie whispered. “Are you going to come all over Callum’s big fuck stick?”

“Uh… huh!” Tara agreed enthusiastically. Another time she might have snickered at the term “fuck stick,” but she was too far gone. Callum stared up at her, nuzzling her breast, licking it, kissing it. To the rhythm of her bouncing he squeezed her ass, pulling her tighter down against him every time she dropped. It felt so fucking good having him go that deep. She wanted his warmth exploding inside her, filling her.

Brie’s finger traced her friend’s delicate bud and Tara went wild. She bounced hard, gasping wordlessly, and drove back down, two, three, four times before she let out a keen of release. She slammed back down one last time, her ass slapping off Callum’s thighs, and an orgasm rocked her as she thrust her chest into his face, crying out, drenching his cock.

Callum lifted her even as she was still shivering from the orgasm and settled her on the bed, her knees hanging off the edge. He thrust back into her with a grunt of pleasure, and Brie knelt down beside her friend, kissing her softly in sharp contrast to the hard thrusts from Callum.

“Love you, Brie,” Tara whimpered.

“Love you too, baby,” Brie whispered back, reaching down to stroke Tara’s mound and her clit. “Come for us again.”

Tara nodded, and focused on Callum. She reached a hand up, and he took it, squeezing her fingers between his own before settling both their hands against her breast. Brie leaned down and played with the other nipple, tweaking it with her fingers before sucking it. Tara bounced on the bed with every hard push from Callum, banging the headboard against the wall. The sound was the perfect music for their fucking.

Tara gripped the back of Brie’s head. “Still… my night,” she gasped.

Brie grinned up at her. “What do you want?”

“Get on your back. Your head to-towards the foot of the bed.”

Brie did as she was told, and at Tara’s request, Callum pulled out of her, stroking his angry cock as he watched Tara climb on shaky legs over Brie’s face. She glanced over her shoulder and smiled at him, and he came to her for a soft kiss as under her, Brie started an enthusiastic and thorough exploration of Tara’s sensitive sex.

“Fuck me while she eats me out,” Tara breathed.

Callum patted her bottom as he guided his cock to her dripping slit. “Yes, ma’am.”

He slid in, and with the random tonguing by Brie, the sensations drove Tara wild immediately. She buried her face between her friend’s parted thighs, hiccupping her pleasure as Callum fucked in and out of her steadily, his hands griping her tight bubble butt. She could barely focus enough to lash Brie’s pussy with her own tongue, but she tried to hold on and bring her friend an orgasm before she could come again.

Tara failed. Wonderfully.

Callum’s prick kept her on the brink after her first orgasm, and Brie knew how to please a woman with gusto. Their hands on Tara’s ass didn’t hurt either, teasing her, stroking her. Tara’s tongue drifted back and forth along Brie’s cunt, but she could do nothing to help her friend as Callum began to increase his pace, his own release just over the horizon. Brie snacked and sucked on Tara’s clit, making guttural smacking sounds that drove both her partners wild.

Tara dropped her mouth to Brie’s slick pink folds, gasping for air as Callum rocked her back and forth, gripping her tighter. “Com-com-coming aga…” she gasped, unable to finish the sentence. Tara’s back arched up off Brie, her breasts jiggling with every hard thrust from Callum. The second orgasm was even better than the first, picking up speed as it washed through her. At the tip of her head, it was a mild, slow push. By the sensations rolled through her neck down to the hard points of her nipples, she was humping back at Callum frenetically, her nose buried against Brie’s pussy. By the time the orgasm finished, Tara’s back bent, her breasts jutting out.

“Oh… my… fu-UUUCK!” she shouted, her pussy quivering on Brie’s tongue, on Callum’s cock. Her whole body shook and she collapsed forward, indistinct moans escaping her as Callum kept pounding into her.

“I’m close, baby,” he warned.

Tara muttered, “Guh…. guh… cock… s’good…”

“In her,” Brie said, taking command while her friend’s brain tried to kick back on. “I want to drink it out of her when you pull out.”

“Fuuuck,” Callum groaned, and thrust into Tara hard again, three, four, five times. He squeezed her ass and buried himself deep one last time, filling Tara. He pulled out fast, and his come drizzled out of the blonde and into Brie’s hungry, waiting mouth. There was so much of him leaking out of her friend, but Brie collected every drop she could. Her mouth full, she almost swallowed, but a wicked thought came to mind and instead, she pinched Callum’s hip and pointed towards Tara’s ass. She made a rolling motion.

“I don’t… oh. Flip her over?”

Brie gave him a thumbs-up, and Callum pulled Tara over onto her back beside Brie. Her fluttering eyelids fixed on him, and she smiled faintly. “Oh my God, Callum… best orgasm I’ve ever had…” she whispered. Brie sat upright, her mouth closed.

“I think Brie has a present for you,” Callum murmured.

“Mmm, just what I wanted,” Tara said, her voice hoarse from her cries of pleasure. Brie crawled up the bed to her, and both women watched Callum stroke his softening member as Brie opened her mouth. His come poured from her mouth into Tara’s, and they kissed as they swallowed, their tongues dancing together in the hot load.

* * *

Brie loved waking up to two bodies. Tara had started the night off in the middle, but trips to the bathroom meant Brie getting eventually sandwiched between her busty blonde friend and Callum. The big cowboy slept like it was his mission to protect them, his arm sprawled out over them holding them tight in the night. It was cute, and he was definitely snuggly in all the right ways. Brie settled into him when she woke up with a pleased sigh, her butt against his hardening prick.

“Morning,” he murmured into her ear.

“Didn’t mean to wake you up.”

His hand slipped away from Tara and traced down Brie’s side. “I was pretty happy about it myself.”

The rough fingers teased her mound, and she arched back against him, his cockhead sliding along the cleft of her ass. She bit her lip, wondering if maybe she shouldn’t ask him if Tara should be in her spot instead. But then Tara shifted and turned over just as Callum started stroking Brie’s hood.

“Now this is what I love to see in the morning,” Tara murmured sleepily. Her blonde hair spilled down across her eyes and she brushed it out of the way, smiling. Brie cupped her cheek and kissed her softly as Callum’s cock slipped downward between her thighs.

“What I said last night…” Brie whispered.

“What part?” Tara asked, her fingers falling lazily to the tip of Callum’s cock poking between Brie’s thighs.

“That I…” Brie swallowed hard.

“That you love me? And that I love you too?”

Brie nodded, afraid to say anything.

Tara kissed her softly, gently, and Callum nudged her thighs apart, As they made out, he slipped into Brie, her soft, wet folds greedy for him. This was the best way she’d ever woken up. Even with Miranda and Tara. This, right here, this was perfection.

Tara finally pulled her lips away and rested her forehead against Brie’s. “I meant it. In all the ways you hope.”

“You do?”

“Yes.” Tara sneaked in another kiss, and teased Brie’s clit along with Callum as he slowly started rocking into the petite redhead.

They spoke no more words for a while. Callum was gentle, and took his time that morning as he spooned Brie. Tara wandered off eventually to use the bathroom. When she came back, she picked up her cell and took two gorgeous pictures of Brie and Callum, his lips on Brie’s neck, watching the blonde. The sweet morning loving had a calming effect on Brie, and when she came, it was gentle, a subtle ripple her whole body thrummed to. Tara took another few pictures of them afterward cuddling, then declared she was going to make breakfast in bed for everyone once she’d showered.

Neither Callum or Brie were feeling particularly energetic, so they decided to keep cuddling, the blankets drawn up high around them. He rested on his back, and Brie drew in tight against him, her head on his chest.

“Callum?”

“Hm?”

“What is it you want?”

“I just got it. And a few times last night.”

She chuckled softly, entranced by the way the breath leaving her body teased the hair on his chest into stiffness. “I know you’re a one-woman one-guy person.”

“No,” he said patiently. “I’m a monogamy kind of guy. I don’t care if two men or two women want to get hitched. I just want to see everyone find their soul mate.”

She nodded, biting her lip. “What if… I mean… we…”

“Hey,” he said, squeezing her tighter. “Just because I started this week off thinking that way doesn’t mean I’m not open to change. I like you, Brie. I’m definitely falling for you too.”

“You are?”

He chuckled and kissed the top of her head. “Yeah.”

She sighed contentedly. “Yeah, you’re all right too.”

“Thanks.” He stroked her shoulder and kissed her head again. “What is it you want? Big picture wise?”

“Kids,” she said promptly. “Someday. I think I’d like two. But I’d want to keep the option open for more.”

“Mm. Marriage?”

“Yes. But…”

“A three way makes that kind of hard,” Callum said.

“Yeaaaah,” Brie breathed. “But I mean, it’s the principle of it, not the actual, you know, legality. I want to know I’m joined to the right person. Or people. And that they feel the same way.”

“I think that’s what’s important too. It’s a sign of trust. Here is my soul. Don’t hurt it too much,” Callum said.

“Exactly. How about you? Kids, marriage, the works?”

“Oh yeah,” he said, grinning. “Nice chunk of land somewhere, a little farm, a few cattle.”

“Maybe some goats.”

“Goats are assholes.”

Bri leaned up on one elbow. “Whaaa?”

“They really are. Same with geese.”

“I did not know that.”

He chuckled. “Chickens. We have to have a few chickens.”

“I like the ones with the furry legs.”

“Bantams?”

“Is that what they’re called?”

He squinted up at the ceiling. “I think so? Damn, I’ll have to ask my dad.”

She settled back into him and began tracing one of his nipples with a nail. “Your parents… if you got into something with us, would they…?”

He stroked her hair. “That’s for me to worry about.”

“Okay, you can stop with that nonsense,” Brie said. “If we’re in a relationship, we share the load.”

“Okay.” He blew out a breath. “Yeah. They’d probably get upset. But we’re adults, Brie. My parents can bluster all they want to, but the fact is, I’ve always been my own man.”

“I’m sorry,” Brie whispered.

“I’m not. You see me running for the door? Every minute I’ve spent with you has me more and more intrigued by this, Brie. I’m not letting them or your guilt get in the way of anything we might have.”

Tara came out of the bathroom, her hair up in a towel. She caught the mood, and glanced at them both. “You two okay?”

Callum opened his mouth, but Brie jumped in first. “Horses. I’d want horses.”

Callum raised an eyebrow. “You crazy? That was always a given.”

* * *

“Right!” Miranda said cheerfully. “Unless the cops show up to arrest us for indecent exposure or something-”

“Public indecency,” Brie interrupted. “That’s what they’d arrest us for.” Everyone stared at her and she shrugged. “I have some first-hand experience, all right? What? Go on.”

“Oh-kay,” Miranda said, shaking her head. “Anyways. I hope you’re all well rested and ready to get physical.”

“We did that last night,” Tara said. “Twice.”

“Twice this morning too,” Brie said wistfully, stroking Callum’s groin.

Callum shrugged. “I’m very sore.”

“There are worse ways to die,” Everett said.

“Agreed so very much,” Callum said.

To shut them up, Miranda lifted her top and jumped up and down. Both the guys gaped at her, and like she’d done nothing at all, she pulled her shirt back down and continued. “So today is going to be a series of grueling games. In the spirit of our game of Horse, you’re going to endure…”

“This is the worst name ever,” Everett muttered.

“…the Triathladong.”

She grinned, but was greeted by total silence. Finally Tara muttered, “Jesus Christ. He was right.”

“What?” Miranda asked. “Oh come on, it’s… ugh, never mind.”

“Three stages,” Everett said, jumping in for his floundering wife. “Every stage has to be completed before you move on to the next one. First is simple. Cornholing.”

“Uhhhhhhh…” Brie and Tara said as one.

Callum patted their thighs. “He’s talking about beanbag tossing.”

“Damn,” Brie muttered, and Tara nodded, looking a little disappointed herself.

“We’ve got a board back at my place,” Miranda said. “And beanbags. You have to make ten shots from fifteen feet. I know that’s not standard rules, but we’re changing things up.”

“After that is the sprint,” Everett said. “Each of you will be told something you need to retrieve from the gas station a block away. No driving, no having a taxi ready, nothing like that.”

“Third stage is two laps in my pool, back and forth,” Miranda finished. “First one done with all of that wins tonight’s Casual Games.”

Brie shot a hand up, and Everett said, “Uh. You’re not in school. You don’t have to raise your hand.”

Miranda patted his shoulder. “Just go with it. Yes, Brie?”

“Do we get time shaved off for sexyifying things?”

Everett and Miranda glanced at each other. She shrugged, and said, “Sure. We’ll shave off, what, five seconds for something hot.”

“Twenty seconds,” Brie said.

“Ten,” Miranda said.

“Deal.”

* * *

Peppy party music poured from a speaker sitting on Miranda’s outdoor table. She was stringing up solar lights as Brie, Tara, and Callum came in through the side gate. All three of them stared up at her ass in a tiny white tennis skirt, her blue bikini briefs in full view. She swayed it to the beat, and glanced back down at them from the ladder.

Tara wore a pretty sexy pink dress, nearly as short as Miranda’s skirt. Callum was in a pair of basketball shorts, a tank top, and a checked shirt opened over all of it, along with his usual cowboy hat. But Brie, for whatever reason, was dressed in a big overcoat.

“Is that Everett’s coat?” Miranda asked.

“Yeah, I asked him if I could borrow it,” Brie said, shrugging.

“Sweetie, it’s seventy degrees.”

“Well gee, ding dong,” Brie said. “Maybe I’ve got my secret time cutting weapon on underneath.”

Miranda stuck out her tongue, and Brie returned the gesture in kind. Tara reached up to swat Miranda’s bared ass. Everett came out the back door, a bag of charcoal briquettes over one shoulder. He settled it down near their barbeque and hugged Brie and Tara, and clapped Callum on the back.

“I’ve got beer in the cooler. Miranda’s thinking margaritas later.”

They all settled on a beer for the moment, and Miranda came back down the ladder, kissing her girlfriends not-so-chastely and patting Callum on the butt. As they drank, they played a real game of cornhole, splitting up into two teams. Callum was the most experienced, and he won with Brie. She still hadn’t ditched the long coat, and when Miranda tried to coax it off her, the petite redhead fought her off with a mock snarl.

Everyone felt as prepared as they were going to be. Everett wrote out three items onto scraps of paper, gave them each a five-dollar bill, and dropped a yardstick where they’d be throwing from. Miranda raised her beer bottle high in the sky.

“Let the second day of the Casual Games… begin!” she shouted.

All three raced to Miranda’s patio table to collect their beanbags. Originally there were six, but to make things interesting, Everett kept one of the beanbags to himself, tossing it back and forth and watching them squabble over who got the solo one. Callum, ever the gentleman, took two and raised them high over his head, grinning down at Brie as she tried to jump up and take them. Tara, sensing her moment, hopped up on the table behind Callum, and snatched one of the bags out of his hand, whooping.

With three bags, she should have been the early favorite, but of everyone at the Games, she was the absolute worst at tossing the beanbags. Callum and Brie both missed their first shots too, leaving Tara and Callum racing for the beanbags scattered on and around the boards.

Brie held back, a wicked smile on her face. Callum was faster than Tara and got to the yardstick first – just as Brie worked open the last two buttons on her coat. It fell to the ground, and Callum gaped at her.

“Jesus,” Miranda breathed. “How did you fit into that?”

The red leather teddy strained over every inch it covered – not that it covered much. The pink ring of Brie’s areola peeked out above the ultra-tight leather. Her sex was fairly covered, though the teddy did little to hide her ass. Her grin widened, and she snatched the beanbags from Callum.

She leaned over the yardstick, her ass jutting back at him, and Callum couldn’t help giving her a firm squeeze. Distracted, he barely noticed when the first of her beanbags hit one of the holes dead on.

From there on out, it was a race between Brie and Callum. Tara was hopeless. As the other two quickly racked up the necessary shots to move on to the next part, she only made one. Callum, despite his distraction, looked to be a lock to finish in first place, at least that round. His last shot sank in, and he hurtled towards Everett to grab his scrap of paper.

Tara watched, then ran for the board. “Brie!” she shouted. “Rapid fire!”

Brie tossed the two she had in hand, and just as fast, Tara was throwing beanbags back at her as Everett sprinted for the gate and the store. With Tara fetching the beanbags, Brie scored her ten before he could make it too far.

“How are you going to run in that?” Everett asked her.

But Brie was already unzipping the leather and letting it fall down to the ground. “I’m not,” she said with a wild grin and fire in her eyes. She snatched up her coat and did up just enough buttons to cover her sex. She snatched a piece of paper from Everett, and worked the buttons over her breasts.

“Mustard,” she said to herself as she sprinted, hoping her modesty was somewhat intact by the coat. Half a block ahead, Callum was keeping a good pace, but had slowed some. He didn’t pay any attention behind him, and soon Brie was only a third of a block behind, then a quarter. The store was close, and the door sat at an angle facing both Miranda’s street and a busier thoroughfare. Callum grabbed the handle, but before he flung it open, he spied Brie and groaned.

“This is the one time I don’t hold open the door for you!” he called out, and headed into the store.

Brie came in just seconds later. She hadn’t done up enough of the buttons over her breasts, and the slopes peeked out at the three or four customers wandering around. One of them realized what he was looking at, and gave her a long, appreciative leer. She ignored him as Callum walked by fast in the opposite direction, a bag of chips in hand.

“Breezy today, isn’t it?” he asked her, grinning.

“I was a champion swimmer in… uh… eighth grade,” she called over her shoulder. Well… she’d won a participation award for being part of the swim team, anyways.

She snatched up the mustard and waited in line. One customer stood between her and Callum, and her hopes skyrocketed when another clerk came to the empty till to wave the man in front of her forward. She stepped into line behind him as the leering guy took up her old spot.

Brie chose the wrong aisle.

The clerk was affable, just the trait she didn’t need. He bullshitted away happily with the customer ahead of her as Callum coasted towards the exit. He stopped, came back, and gave her a smoldering kiss and a pat on the butt. “See you at the finish line,” he said, winking down at her.

“Har har,” she muttered.

Finally the clerk finished with the guy in front of her, and she dropped the mustard on the counter and slapped down the five. The clerk’s eyes widened as the flap on her coat spread wide, revealing a hint of her nipple. Brie snarled, “Keep the change.”

It was a lost cause. Callum had too much of a lead. Still, maybe he sucked at swimming. She put her all into her sprint back to Miranda’s, but Callum was already nearly there, pushing open the gate and glancing backwards over his shoulder, a salacious grin on his face. He waved, and she shot him the finger as she tried to put a little more fire into her step. Almost there. Almost there. Almost there.

Callum jogged into the yard, yanking off his shirt. Tara stood between him and the pool, her arms crossed over her breasts. Miranda and Everett watched, wildly interested, as Callum started past Tara.

But the blonde had other ideas.

Callum kicked off his shoes and socks, and she was right there behind him, pushing him into the water and diving – fully clothed – right in after him. He came up sputtering. Tara did too, but she had a handful of something in her hand. A very big handful. She grinned as he pushed back his blond hair.

“Uh, Tara,” he said. “That is… a lot of pressure.”

“Yuuuuup.”

Tara kept a firm grip on him, pushing him back towards the wall. She jerked him slowly under the water through his shorts. Despite his desire for her, he wasn’t a short-sighted man, and spun with her so her back was to the wall. He leaned in to kiss her hard and hungrily, his lips meeting hers in a series of smacks. She gasped against him and let go of his cock just long enough for Callum to plant his feet against the wall next to her and kick off in a basic backstroke just as Brie hurtled into the yard, her coat already flapping, all the buttons undone. She’d run the last twenty yards that way, everything revealed to anyone who might have wanted to see it.

Brie pitched the mustard at Everett and dropped the coat. Her shoes flew at the barbeque, nearly hitting it. Callum was already nearly to the other wall and she cried out in frustration before diving in. She wasn’t a terrible swimmer and had a better start than Callum, gaining on him quickly again. But he had too much of a lead, and despite Tara trying to intercept him again, he reached the far wall. One more lap. He kicked off again, this time far more powerfully, and whatever ground Brie gained was cut in half. They passed each other in the pool, and Callum knew it was all but in the bag. He cruised through the water, ungraceful but muscular enough to make up for it. Brie had better form but there was just too much time lost, and soon Callum reached the end, coming up pumping his fists.

“Winner!” he shouted gleefully at Tara, who now sat on the concrete steps in her dress, glowering at him. It was hard to take her seriously, especially with her fantastic curves so very well defined by her wet clothes. He leaned down to kiss her hungrily, and squeezed her hip under the water as Brie finished too.

At the edge of the pool, Miranda jumped up and down. “Brie wins! Brie wins!”

Callum glanced up. “What?”

“Twenty seconds deducted for the leather outfit. Hot as heeeell,” Miranda said.

“Okay, shit, she won-” Callum started, but Miranda wasn’t finished.

“Another twenty seconds deducted for running down the street showing off the goods.”

Callum scratched the back of his head as Brie passed him by to sit on the concrete lip of the pool beside Tara, catching her breath. The hot blonde leaned in and kissed her cheek.

“Oh servant boy,” Brie said deviously.

Callum stepped up next to her, grinning back. “If I had to lose… well, at least it isn’t to Tara.”

Tara splashed him for that, and Brie stared up at him, her grin widening.

“Callum.”

“Hm?”

“While Miranda goes and makes my fine ass a margarita, you are going to eat me out until I scream.”

The big cowboy leaned down to kiss her hungrily. “My pleasure,” he murmured.

“Tara,” Brie said. Her friend cocked an eyebrow. “Get out of that dress and sit up here beside me. I need something soft and warm to play with while I come all over his mouth.”

Tara grinned and headed up the stairs, patting Callum on his broad shoulder as she passed. Miranda took her wet clothes from her when she stripped, and headed inside to wash them and bring out a couple towels. Callum stroked Brie’s parted thighs, staring at her delicate pussy with the same hunger he’d been kissing her with.

He leaned in and his breath tickled her ear deliciously. “I love your pussy,” he murmured as he stroked the edges of her lips. “I love how small and beautiful it is. I love how it tastes.”

She turned her head and whispered back to him, “Show me.”

Callum gave her another long, smoldering kiss, his tongue playing lovely games with hers. He dipped down further into the water, at face level with her breasts. His eyes locked on Brie’s as he sucked one of her nipples into his mouth, teasing it, playing it with his tongue. She arched her back for him, and someone was there, slipping hands under her shoulders and lifting her up to put a towel under her small butt. She paid them no mind, her world in that moment Callum. Then Tara was beside her, plopping down on her own towel, her big breasts bouncing enticingly. She titled Brie’s chin towards her, kissing her with the same intensity as Callum as he switched to Brie’s other nipple. His hands slid under her hips and he came back up, kissing her cheek as Tara sucked her lip between her own, nipping it with her teeth playfully before letting it go.

Barely had Brie’s pussy been touched, and she was already so turned on. She turned her face away from Tara and whispered to Callum, “Please.”

He nodded, and knelt again. He wasted no time dropping his mouth to her mound as his thumbs went to her lips. He trailed his tongue down from her freshly shaven patch of skin to her hood, taking his time to flick and tease her there before he clamped his mouth around her clit and the upper lips. His tongue slipped between her folds and ran all the way up to her clit as Brie arched her back, gyrating on the towel, gasping into Tara’s mouth.

Behind them somewhere, a chair scraped along the concrete. Everett got in close to watch, and was joined in a few minutes by Miranda. His beautiful, curvy wife stood in front of him and bent over slightly. The back of her skirt rode up and he peeled her panties down with his thumbs, pulling her back to lick at her pussy with as much fire as Callum was Brie.

Tara cupped one of Brie’s breasts, her thumb resting on the nipple. She stroked it slowly, rubbing circles around the areola and teasing the hard nub. Callum started zeroing in on Brie’s clit, one of his thumbs brushing back her hood so he could flick his tongue against her pearl directly. Brie thrashed and squirmed, and not just from the sensations of their mouths and fingers. The rough fabric of the towel underneath her rubbed the based of her pussy and hips like it was trying to scratch her deepest itch, and she began to buck her hips both into Callum’s mouth and to get more of the sensation from the towel.

Add to that the sound of Everett’s fervent tonguing of Miranda’s cunt, and Brie was overwhelmed by sensations. Her body didn’t know what stimulation to react to, so she wiggled and bounced at random, moaning into Tara’s mouth. Pleasure pulsed through her, building and building, and she reached around Tara to clutch her tighter, her gasps turning into hiccups of air. No one had spoken a thing after this started, and even now, she said nothing at all as she came and came and came. There was only desperate keening, and she was over the edge.

Callum hurried out of the water, and knelt to help Brie to her feet. She could have walked – her legs were shaking from the intensity of the orgasm, but that was it – but he surprised her by scooping her up in his muscular arms. She wrapped an arm around his shoulders, whimpering softly.

“I need you, I need you, I need you,” she breathed.

“I need you too, Brie,” Callum replied. “How do you want it?”

“Make love to me, okay?”

He settled her into a lounge chair and lifted her feet. Callum kissed them each, drawing a pleased smile from Brie. Behind them, Miranda settled down onto Everett’s cock, sighing with pleasure as he plunged deep inside her and wrapped his hands around to cup her breasts. She began to bounce as Callum slipped between Brie’s thighs, Tara leaning down to grip him and guide him to her friend’s pussy.

“Make it good,” Tara told him, and he smiled and nodded. She settled into the chair next to Brie, spreading her own legs wide and reaching down to rub her pussy as she watched Callum begin to make love to Brie.

The two had done a lot of fucking in the last couple days and during the original Casual Games, but there had been little like this. Brie cast aside all her bluster for the first time since she’d known Callum, and allowed him to see the real her, the vulnerability, the aching need in her for something real. His thrusts were slow and sure, his cock filling her so well as he brought his lips to hers, to her cheek, her chin, her throat. She loved him sucking on the side of her neck as he plunged deep, and arched her back and gasped his name.

Together they moved and flowed, and it was beautiful. Miranda bounced fervently on Everett’s cock, her big, juicy butt rippling every time she dropped. His hands gripped her waist, content to let her do the work as they both watched Callum take Brie and make her his. Watching two people join in the sweetest of ways. Watching two people finally realize just how desperately mad for each other they really were. Watching them fall in as much love as they both held for Tara.

This went on for long, lazy minutes. The sun started to settle in the horizon, and in the feverish dusk, Brie cried out Callum’s name, her back rising up off the chair so she could wrap her arms around him and pull him down on top of her. He stayed just like that through her achingly long orgasm, kissing her shoulder, her neck. He began to pump in and out of her harder and harder, and whispered one word into her ear.

“Where?”

“On Tara and me.”

He nodded and kissed her neck one more time. Tara swung her legs over the edge of her chair and sat up as Callum pulled out of Brie. The blonde joined her best friend and kissed her as Callum jerked his big cock, holding it close to their faces. His come hit their cheeks, their temples, their breasts, and still they made out, whispering to one another, gasping each other’s names. Brie slid her fingers down into Tara’s wet and warm cunt, and the blonde dropped her mouth to the same shoulder where Callum had just been kissing as she pumped her own fingers into Brie. They rocked back and forth on each other, watching Miranda turn and drop on Everett again, her breasts in his face as he stared up at her worshipfully. Then her eyes slid back to Callum as he knelt beside his two beautiful girlfriends, and smiled at him as he stroked their asses, watching them make love as he had to Brie.

Miranda bounced harder and harder, the slaps of her flesh driving on Tara’s own lust. It wasn’t long before Miranda cried out her pleasure, quaking on Everett’s cock. He wasn’t far behind himself, filling up her cunt with his warmth. He held her in place for a long time afterwards, and Brie imagined Miranda pregnant, her belly big, her breasts full of milk, her ass a little plumper as she rode Everett just like she was. The thought made her mouth part, and she whispered, “Oh fuck, Miranda… Tara… let’s be pregnant together.”

“Jesus,” Tara whined. “Oh fuck. Oh my God, that would be…”

“Hot,” Brie whispered back. “The three of us so full. So big.”

“Mm hm!” Tara whimpered. She rocked harder and harder on Brie’s fingers. “Mmm, fuck, right there, Brie, right there.”

Brie glanced up at Callum. “Will you do it? Will you make us pregnant, Callum?”

“It’s your night,” he murmured back. “I’ll give you anything.”

“Ohhhh, ohhhh, mmm, fuck!” Tara cried out, her pussy convulsing on Brie’s fingers as she splashed her warmth on her friend. She pulled off in a hurry and dropped to her knees in front of Callum, sucking his flaccid cock into her mouth. She sucked and slurped, and pulled off him again, gasping, “Yes, yesss, yessss.”

Then she was turning and making for Brie again, pushing her back down and pulling her to the edge of the chair. She threw her friend’s legs over her shoulders and drove her mouth against Brie’s pussy. Brie was already wet and excited, and she grabbed Tara’s long blonde hair and shoved her face down. Miranda came to her and knelt, kissing the sides of her breasts and stroking her clit. Brie stared down at her, mouth parted, and her moans went breathless as Tara plunged two fingers into her, fingering her hard and fast as she slurped on Brie’s clit.

Brie’s back arched, and she grabbed both her friends by the back of their head. “Mmm, mm, coming, coming, coming so fucking hard!” she cried out. Her hips shot up, her back twisting, and she gasped out a wordless moan as her pleasure roared through her. She came for what felt like forever, and Tara dropped to the ground beside her, panting. Miranda moved to her lips and kissed her hard and long, reaching a hand down to Brie’s quivering pussy and sliding a finger in. She brought the finger up to Brie’s lips, and they both licked it, smiling up at their men as they stroked their cocks, ready to go again.

Callum flipped Brie over onto her hands and knees and gave her no reprieve. His cock slid back into her as she was just coming down from her orgasm. She gripped the sides of the chair, whining with the pleasure, and Everett helped Miranda onto the chair beside her in the same pose. He fucked deep into her, catching up to Callum’s rhythm. This time was not about lovemaking, but lust brought front and center. Both men had already come once, leaving them able to maintain a breakneck pace that saw both women bouncing back and forth on the ends of their dicks, crying out their pleasure as Callum and Everett hit their g-spots over and over and over, relentless.

“Mm, fuck, mm fuck, mmmmm, Callum, oh my Goood!” Brie gasped.

Beside her, Miranda whimpered, “Fuck my pussy, fuck me hard, oh my God, Everett, I love you so much, baby.”

Tara stood at the heads of their chairs, watching with parted lips. One of her palms circled her clit and her pussy. Fingers from her other hand hooked up into her pussy as she sucked in deep breath after deep breath, watching her two best friends get fucked so good.

“Harder,” Brie cried out, staring up at her best friend, the woman she loved so much. And she did love Tara, loved her seriousness, her focus, her drive. Her kindness, and her warmth, and the blaze of her, always looking out for the other two, always tolerating Brie with exasperated amusement and fondness. After Brie’s sex tape was leaked by a boyfriend she thought she loved, Tara was the first to crack the shell Brie put up around her heart, and it was Tara who still held her most in thrall, even if Callum was doing a damn fine job making her love him too.

Seeing Tara so free with her sexuality these last few days, it heated up Brie’s own fire. She thrust back against Callum, grinning up at her friend as Tara in turn grinned back. Brie rolled her eyes up theatrically, moaning for Callum’s effect, and Tara winked back at her. But he really was doing a good job fucking her, and when he increased his pace, this time her moan was incredibly real and driven out of her without any defenses.

Miranda watched this interplay, satisfied she and Everett had made the right choice getting involved. She hadn’t been so sure when all this started that she wasn’t overstepping her boundaries. And well… yeah, she had, but it led to this, this joyous lovemaking, this happy spark between Callum, Brie, and Tara. And as her husband – her husband! – plunged in and out of her, his breaths coming harder and harder, she found her own pleasure in theirs, in Brie arching her back again and Callum lifting her up under the shoulders so they were both sitting upright on their knees as his cock thrust in and out between her thighs. Miranda took her own pleasure when Tara nearly fell forward, coming on her fingers, breathlessly gasping Callum and Brie’s names. Miranda too came, and with quivering fingers, she reached back to take Everett’s hand. He grasped her hand and squeezed.

This was good. This night was utterly right.

* * *

Brie threw her leg over Tara’s in the middle of the bed, emulating the softly snoring man on the other side of her. Tara giggled, and Brie stroked her stomach lazily.

“Tonight was… amazing. I don’t think that’s a big enough word,” Brie said. “Thank you. For being okay with me and you and the big galoot.”

“Galoot? Who says galoot these days?” Tara asked. The two women were more than a little buzzed off margaritas and beer. Callum had kept himself to just that initial beer, but his performance – twice by the pool, and another time fucking them both to quaking orgasms that night back at Tara’s – left him utterly drained.

Brie pinched Tara’s stomach. “Apparently I do.” She leaned over and pressed her lips to Tara’s, their kiss tender. “Seriously. Thank you.”

“It’s not a favor. I love you, Brie. I mean that in all the ways you want it to.”

“I love you too. So much. And… Callum, too.”

Tara clicked her tongue against her teeth and smiled. “Aw. I think he loves you too.”

“And you’re okay with that?”

“I’m never going to sleep right again without both of you beside me,” Tara said. “Does that tell you anything?”

“It does.” Brie settled back and sighed. “Tomorrow’s the last day.”

“One and one and zero,” Tara said. “Wonder what they have planned?”

* * *

Callum woke before his two lovely girlfriends. He supposed technically they hadn’t put a word to what their relationship was, but that was how he felt about both Brie and Tara. No one in his life had ever made him happier than these two. He chuckled as Brie mumbled something in her sleep and clutched Tara tighter, her red hair spilling over the blonde’s shoulder.

He showered and shaved, and as he was toweling off the last bits of shaving cream, his phone buzzed in the next room. He darted for it. Brie stirred, and glanced at him blearily as he plucked the phone off the nightstand.

“Sorry,” he whispered. “Go back to bed.”

She nodded and dropped back down. The call had been from his mom. He dialed her back as he stepped out of the bedroom, intent on a cup of coffee before heading out to the backyard to enjoy what was left of the sunrise.

Brie couldn’t quite get comfortable again, and when she heard Callum dig around for the coffee can, she got up, yawning and scratching her butt as she collected a robe from the bathroom. She wanted to catch him before he made a pot. Callum had no sense of taste and made his coffee so strong it felt like her stomach was getting punched by a boxer made of lava. But as she neared the bedroom door, she heard his hushed voice.

“-pretty good. Tara’s just as sweet as always. I don’t know, we still haven’t talked about where we’d like to wind up. But I’m thinking more and more about moving here. I mean, this is where our friends are, and there’s something else I need to talk to you about.” He took a deep breath, and Brie smiled to herself as she pressed in closer to the door. “Look, Mom, what I have to say isn’t going to be easy. There’s another woman.” A short pause, and then he quickly amended, “No, no no no, I’m not cheating on Tara. No. No, I swear! Just… just hear me out, Mom. We are, um, both in a relationship with another friend. Brie.”

Brie bit her lip. Excitement and nerves swirled fought for control of her heart and mind.

“Yes, a, um, threesome. I… yes, Mom, I know… I… Mom, stop. Mom! I care a lot about her, just as much as I do Tara. And I don’t think I’m speaking out of turn here, but I know Tara feels the same way. No, of course it isn’t traditional. I… Mom, you raised me just fine. Mom. Mom. Listen.” A frustrated sigh. “What I wanted changed, Mom. This is a serious relationship. I want to spend the rest of my life with these two. Of course I’d like to marry Tara, Mom, but I love Brie too. Of course we can have kids. Why couldn’t we?”

Brie fell back, choking on a breath, tears slipping slowly down her face. Oh no. What had she done? This could have been so simple for Callum and Tara. And now… now…

“We’re not any less capable of loving our children!” Callum said. “Two women loving one another doesn’t mean the kid’s going to grow up a psycho. Jesus, Mom, you’re smarter than that. I’m not swearing at you. No. Listen. We love…”

His voice faded as he walked towards the back door. Brie collapsed on the edge of the bed, sobbing silently into her hands. “No,” she moaned inaudibly. “I’m sorry, I’m so sorry.”

A bag of her clothes rested on a chair in a corner of the room. She tottered towards them on unsteady legs, and dressed mechanically and in a hurry, the tears still falling. She collected her keys and phone from the nightstand, and watched Tara sleep for a few moments. She reached out with a trembling hand and stroked her friend’s cheek.

“I love you both forever,” she whispered. “Be happy.”

* * *

Tara woke when Callum came back into the room, holding a mug of coffee. She blinked up at him and smiled. “That for me?”

“Yeah. Any idea where Brie was going?”

“Huh?”

“Just saw her leave.”

Tara shrugged and took the cup of coffee. “Breakfast, maybe?”

“I guess.” He grimaced. “Ugh. Just had the talk with my parents.”

Tara winced. “How thrilled are they?”

He sat on the edge of the bed and stroked her calf. “Tara. Can I ask you the biggest favor of my life?”

“Of course.”

He leaned over and kissed her cheek. “Would you consider us living together here?”

“Oh my God,” Tara said, and threw aside the covers. She grinned up at him, her emotions rising up in a swell. “Oh my God, yes. Of course, yes. But you’ve gotta stay with Brie too until we can convince her to move in. Shit. Maybe we look at getting a bigger place. With all three-”

He stopped her talking with a kiss.

* * *

“Well, this is awkward,” Everett said, staring up at Brie. Awkward indeed. Miranda was on her feet on a few towels laid out on Brie’s bed, jackknifed at the waist, her hands gripping her own ankles as Everett’s cock was buried in her ass.

Miranda let go of one of her feet and waved. “Uh. Hiiii!”

A box at the foot of the bed held two small checkered flags, a few cans of whipped cream, beer, wine, and a bunch of decorations. Brie glanced between the box and the couple on her bed, her eyes still red from her tears.

“We let ourselves in with the spare key,” Everett said. “The finish line for tonight is going to be here and… uh…”

“Pretend like you don’t know?” Miranda said, standing upright and easing herself off her boyfriend’s throbbing cock. She patted her backside and winced. “Don’t be mad, babe. We were going to clean up afterwards, I swear. Thus, the towels.”

Brie ignored them both and headed for her closet and her suitcase. She tossed it on the bed next to them.

“Brie?” Everett said, coming down off the bed. “Hey, you okay?”

His hand brushed her shoulder and Brie snapped at him, “Don’t touch me.”

Miranda jumped down too. “Did Callum do something? Did he hurt you?”

“No. He’s…” Brie trailed off and shook her head. “He’s perfect,” she whispered. “Him and Tara. Perfect for each other. They’ll make each other so happy.”

She looked between the suitcase and the closet, then shook her head and walked out of the bedroom and towards her front door, crying again.

Everett and Miranda tried to dress in a hurry and catch up to her, but she was already pulling out of the driveway and away by the time they made it to the front door.

* * *

Miranda charged Callum. “What’d you do?” she shouted.

“What?” he asked, wildly confused.

“What did you say to her? Huh? What did you do to hurt her?”

Tara and Callum were standing in the kitchen. After he gave them a quick scrub in the sink, she was loading dishes in the dishwasher. Now they both stared at pure rage approaching, followed by an irritated-looking Everett.

“I didn’t do anything,” Callum said. “I swear. What happened?”

Miranda spluttered on her words, and Everett jumped in, a hand around her waist. “We were going to have the last event tonight happen at her place. So we let ourselves in and she surprised us. It looked like she’d been crying. Hard. She dug out a suitcase, and made like she was going to pack, and then she just left.”

Tara dropped a glass on the ground. It shattered, and no one moved to pick it up. “What did she say?”

“That you two would be perfect for each other. That you were perfect,” Miranda said.

Tara blinked up at Callum. “What happened this morning?”

“I got up, showered, shaved. I made coffee and talk…” He groaned. “Oh hell. Oh no.”

“What?” everyone asked as one.

“My parents. I told them I was in a relationship with two women and my mom flipped. I was trying to calm her down. If Brie overheard…”

“She’s playing the martyr,” Tara said. “Oh, no, Brie.”

“Where would she go?” Everett said, grabbing a dishrag and leaning down to sweep the glass into a pile.

“Her cousin,” Tara and Miranda said. Miranda continued, “She’s got a cousin in the New England states. That’s where she was planning on going before you two added her to your relationship.”

“Okay,” Callum said. “So she’s probably on the highway or the Interstate.”

Tears slipped down Tara’s cheeks, but her words were firm and clear. “Highway. Brie hates the Interstate. She’s a r-romantic.”

Callum gripped her shoulders and kissed her softly. “We’re going to find her.”

“I know.”

Callum turned to Everett and Miranda. “Can you two take the Interstate just in case she gets crafty?”

“Yeah, absolutely,” Everett said. “You find her, call.”

“We’re not giving up until we do,” Miranda said firmly. “Even if that means we drive all the way to the freaking end of the continent.”

Tara laughed shakily and took Callum’s hand. They grabbed their keys, and hit the road.

* * *

Brie tried to sing along to the radio. Her words were flat, nasal, hoarse. Her tears had at least relented, and she could concentrate on the highway in front of her. An hour out of New Bainbridge, the city she loved with all her heart. An hour away from the people she loved most in this world. In two or three days, she’d be starting a new life. That was okay. She’d done it before when the sex tape leaked. Back then, that had seemed so apocalyptic. Her weight ballooned and deflated, her depression kept her inside sometimes for days at a time. But that hurt paled in comparison to her need now to run and hide, to protect what Tara and Callum could have without her. She wished she knew Callum’s parents’ address. She’d send them a letter telling them their son would have a normal life now and they could love him just the same as they had. That would be nice.

She sniffed and smiled.

The road soothed her, as it always did. The thrum of the engine through the steering wheel into her hands. The vibrations of the tires on the pavement. The perfect, kinda tinny sound of her stereo. It was all so hypnotic she didn’t notice the car creeping up on her until its lights flicked on and the brights flashed behind her.

Brie’s hand fell on the radio knob. “No, Tara, no,” she whispered.

But at the next exit, her blinker came on, and she slowed and eased off the highway to the parking lot of a gas station. And behind her, a crying beauty and a stern cowboy stepped out of their car and came to her.

Callum opened her door. “Brie, what the hell?” he asked.

A stranger at the next pump cleared his throat. “Uh, mister, there a problem?”

Tara came around in a hurry. “No, no, our friend’s just being an idiot. We’re madly in love with her and she thought what we needed to be happy was to run away.”

“Uh…” the guy said.

Brie stepped out and sniffed. She ran an arm across her eyes and brushed away her tears like a child. “It’s okay,” she said quietly. “Really. They’re telling the truth.”

The guy shook his head. “World’s full of goddamn weirdos,” he muttered, and finished pumping his gas.

Tara clutched Brie tight. “Callum’s parents?” she asked quietly.

Brie nodded. “I thought… I thought…”

“You thought they’d be more accepting if you were out of the picture,” Callum said quietly. Brie nodded again, and he held both the women and kissed Brie’s cheek. Choked, he said, “You ever stop to think I don’t give a damn what they think? Brie, I love you. And I love Tara. My life is never going to be whole without both of you. So don’t you ever think you know what’s best for my happiness.”

“Your parents…”

“…can learn to accept what we are or not be a part of it,” Callum said. “I don’t really give a damn either way.”

“I love you too,” Brie whispered. “Callum, I love you so much. You too, Tara.”

“I love you,” Tara whispered back.

“Rock paper scissors,” Callum said.

Tara blinked at him. “Sorry, what?”

“The last Casual Game. We play it right here. Winner gets what they want. Rock. Paper. Scissors.”

Tara and Brie looked at each other. Brie shrugged, and Tara grinned. They held out their fists over their palms, and slapped their hands three times – but Callum only went twice. He watched them both make scissors, then made a rock.

“That’s cheating,” Brie said.

“So?” Callum asked. “Best of three. Come on.”

They went again, and this time Tara made scissors and Brie made paper. Callum took Tara’s hand and flattened out her fingers before making scissors.

“I win,” he said, and took them both in his arms again. “And what I want is this. Both of you. Forever. Maybe it can’t be traditional, but make me the happiest man ever and tell me we always, always, always be together.”

“Yes,” Brie whispered.

Tara nodded, “Yes, Callum, yes.”

He kissed them both, and then their lips pressed together as he watched. Someone near them whooped, and Brie pressed her head to Tara’s shoulder, laughing softly. Callum wrapped them both up in his arms, and murmured, “Only thing left is to figure out where we’re all going to bunk up together.”

“Bunk up?” Brie asked, finally with an honest smile.

“Oof,” Tara said. “Maybe I should run to Maine with you.”

“Not a chance,” Callum said fondly.

* * *

The five of them – six, if you counted the little one just beginning to form within Miranda – settled into their chairs on the roller coaster. Callum swallowed hard, and Brie took his hand. “It’s okay, big guy.”

“I’m not scared!” he protested. “I’m just… uh… missing my hat.”

“Missing your hat?” Brie asked as the chest harnesses came down over them.

“Uh. A lot,” he said. “Got me worried thinking about it back in the car. All alone. Without a head to sit on.”

Tara glanced backwards from the seat ahead of them. “Could just ride the little choo choo around the park if that would make you feel better about your, um, hat.”

“It might,” Callum muttered as the harnesses clicked into place. He gulped. “You know, just in case I die on this ride, you two are the worst and I warned you this was all going to end in tears.”

Brie kissed his hand. “Big baby.”

“Yeah,” he muttered as the cart started forward. “Yeaaaah.”

Behind them, Everett’s eyes crinkled as he lifted his wife’s hand to his lips. She smiled at him, and squeezed his digits. “I think the second Casual Games were a success,” he told her.

“I think so too. You know, if they’re both going off the pill, I have a pretty hot idea for the third set of Casual Games.”

“You’re not serious.”

They started to rise up the long hill in front of them, and Callum squeezed his eyes shut ahead of them, murmuring a not-so-quiet prayer.

“Think strip poker, but with board games,” Miranda said. Everett licked his lips, and she cracked up.

“Any game you want to play, you’ve always got a partner,” Everett told her, his stomach rising as they saw the loops and dips ahead of them for the first time.

Miranda let go of his hand and raised her arms, just like Tara and Brie ahead of her. They whooped, and she shouted gleefully, “Don’t say that, because I’ve got so many ideas!”

* * * * *
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