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Ricky whimpered, “I-I don’t want to suck your cock. Olivia’s making me watch, so whatever I’ve got no choice there. But I’m not gay! I-I’ll do a lot of things, but I’m not doing that!”

There was little conviction to his words. We both knew that sucking my cock wouldn’t make him gay. Still, his instinct to hide from the mere thought of my cock was curious, given that he was letting me touch his. A smile pulled at my lips as I taunted him, “From what Olivia told me, you won’t do anything. So what’s different now? Why are you suddenly willing to do a lot of things?”

He squirmed on the bed as I let my fingers tease his throbbing cock through his panties. It didn’t take long for his cock to work its way out of the side of the thong. I had to admit, as far as cocks went, Ricky’s wasn’t bad at all. Uncut and pretty thick, Ricky’s cock was perfect for anal if I was being completely honest with myself. It wasn’t often that I wanted to feel a cock inside me anymore.

I loved how reactive he was to my touch. The way he was constantly shifting his feet around on the bed as he struggled to stay as still as he could. The push and pull of Ricky wanting the orgasm but being horrified about being caught left Ricky in such inner turmoil that I had the pleasure of watching play out on his face. He got redder by the second, completely aware of how much fun I was having by tormenting him with pleasure.

“If you don’t stop, I’m going to cum,” he protested weakly while his cock throbbed angrily in my gentle grasp. There was no end to the betrayal from his body. I could feel how desperate he was for me to be more assertive with him in his actions, to take over and leave him breathless. It wasn’t hard to tell how badly he wanted to step away from any and all responsibility and just be told it would be alright.

“I didn’t ask. But your hands are free… If you want to stop me,” I whispered in his ear as I worked his shaft faster. There was no denying how hot it was to look down at Ricky’s lithe body from my vantage point. His flat stomach would have been the envy of every woman in the neighborhood if he bothered to show it off. But that was probably why he kept it hidden. Women shouldn’t be envying a man’s body.

He didn’t stop me. His hands balled up in the cover as he turned and bit down on his pillow to try and stop some of his moans. Ricky’s cock raged in my grasp as a series of feminine moans rolled out of him. His cock twitched in my hand as he writhed beneath my touch. His breath hitched in his throat as he looked over at me, his eyes half-lidded.

A gleeful smile pulled at my lips as he came all over my hand, his skirt and panties, and his adorable belly. I kept stroking his cock for a few more moments after the initial burst of his hot cum sprayed everywhere. His body convulsed from the overwhelming sensations. Ricky’s hands shot down to my wrist, finally pushing me away from his cock.

My hand was soaked with his pretty impressive load. I wouldn’t have expected such a small guy to be able to make such a fucking mess. “Alright, we’ve got to clean up before Olivia gets too impatient downstairs,” I said as I rolled my way out of bed.

Before I could even take two steps toward the bathroom, Ricky reached out and grabbed me by the wrist. Looking down at him, the panic in his eyes told me too much. Ricky begged, “W-Wait, please no! Serenity, we can just go downstairs. R-Right now.”

“You’d rather Olivia see you dressed like a chick than let me go clean up?” I asked to make sure that he’d really considered his words.

“Yes,” he spoke under his breath.

“Then you can wait right here,” I said as I snatched my arm out of his grasp. He was overpowered and it quickly devolved into a dirty race to the bathroom door. He ended up behind me and I used my hips to push him away as I opened the door. In the two seconds I managed to look in the bathroom, I understood immediately why Ricky would have rather gone downstairs.

The first thing I saw when I burst into the bathroom was a dildo standing proudly on the side of the bathtub. A dildo that was almost exactly the same size as my cock. A pair of his normal pajamas was set on the towel rack. There was a shoe box that I assumed he stashed the clothes he had on in. Before I could read more into the details, Ricky was pulling at my arm, desperately trying to get me out of the bathroom.

“It’s not what you think!” he insisted. I relented and let him pull me back into the bedroom to give him some sense of control back.

“Then let me tell you what I think before you fuck around and assume something stupid,” I snarled. I was angrier than I had any right to be at Ricky. While I was as sex-positive as they came, this little fuck stick left Olivia unsatisfied in their relationship for almost a year before she met me. After that, Ricky relented and let us have our affair. That was pathetic, but at least I could consider him to be trying to do what he could.

And yet, that dildo was his. I knew for a fact that Olivia didn’t appreciate toys. We both agreed that while they could have a place, they weren’t nearly as enjoyable as the real thing. So it was Ricky’s dildo, undeniably. Which meant he could be bothered to take care of his needs, but not his girlfriend’s.

I loved being able to take care of Olivia’s needs. But she never wanted me to. All Olivia wanted when she found Ricky was her soul mate. She wanted away from her horrible family, sure. But more than that, she wanted to be with someone that wanted her around. Ricky wanted her around, but their relationship felt as hollow as Ricky’s masculinity to Olivia. I could be selfish, but Olivia deserved a life without me. One where she could have her needs met by the person she fell in love with. She shouldn’t have been falling in love with me while her boyfriend fucked himself with a cheap replica of my cock.

Ricky dropped to his knees, hands brought together as if he were praying. For the first time since I caught him dressed up, he finally managed to look me in the eyes as he pleaded, “I’m not gay. Please don’t tell her I’m gay or something. That’s not what it is!”

I’d worked myself into a veritable rage as I seethed, “You don’t need to be worried about if you’re gay or not, Ricky. It just doesn’t matter. But I’m not stupid, you’re fucking a dildo that’s almost my dick’s size? But you haven’t touched your wife in the two years you’ve been together? What the fuck is the problem here?”

He flinched at my words. Ricky once again ducked his head and stared at my feet. “I-I thought that I’d be able to be the man she saw in me when we were talking. She made me feel so comfortable online. Like, she understood everything that I talked to her about. But I just can’t, Serenity. I can’t do what you do for her. T-Then I started seeing what she saw in you. And here we are…”

His shame made a lot more sense. Once upon a time before I transitioned, his feelings weren’t that different from my own. If I wasn’t blessed with a cock that I had to be a bit proud of, I probably wouldn’t have been confident enough to just come out as pansexual. That opened the door for me to find out what acceptance really meant. It had shit to do with anyone else, but that lesson wasn’t easy to come to. I lost a lot of friends back home when I started demanding a bit more respect for myself, even after I came out as trans.

I knew that Ricky was speaking from a place of true self-hatred. The shame he felt wasn’t because he was dressing up. It was because he knew how spineless he was and felt powerless to change that, even though it was costing him everything. The intensity of my anger ebbed away as I realized that I’d misplaced my frustration. I didn’t know enough about Ricky to be truly pissed off. But I did care about Olivia, my reaction wasn’t invalid… Just misguided.

I gestured to the bed, “Sit down with me. Just tell me what’s going on. I need honesty, Ricky. I can’t help if you don’t give me that. So what’s the truth that you’re afraid to share?”

He hesitated for a moment before moving to sit on the bed. Given the fact that he was in women’s clothes, he seemed incredibly comfortable with his appearance. Ricky crossed his legs to hide the view up his skirt as he looked up at me and spoke calmly, “I feel like a failure, Serenity.”

I sat down next to him and put my arm around his back, “Come here, sweetheart. You’re not a failure. You’re anything but a failure. You’ve got a beautiful woman that loves you to bits. I don’t know if you believe it or not, but you’ve got at least one friend that really cares about you. So where are you failing that you want to succeed, darling?”

Ricky took a few seconds before allowing himself to lean against me. “That’s the problem,” he said quietly. “I don’t want to succeed where I’m failing. I want it to just not be a problem anymore.”

I quickly wiped the cum from my hand onto his skirt so that I could hold him tight. “You’re still being vague with me, darling,” I returned softly. “I’m not here to judge you, Ricky. But if you want help, you’ve given me nothing but your generosity. You’ve shown me nothing but a good person. You’re struggling with something. Please let me help.”

There was a pause as Ricky seemed to calculate the risk of opening up to me. His eyes searched for any trace of malice, but when he found none, he held my gaze and spoke candidly. “I look at you and I find myself wishing for a second that I was brave enough to do what you’ve done, Serenity. It’s almost how I feel when I look at Olivia. It’s hard to want to fuck her when I’d much rather be her. I know I’d just be a disappointment to her…”

My heart sank as I realized what was happening between them. Ricky’s indecisiveness made a lot more sense to me. His willingness to give Olivia her way with everything also clicked into place. A wave of nausea hit me like a truck as I asked, “What do you think would happen if you transitioned?”

He rested his head on my shoulder and closed his eyes. For the first time since catching Ricky, his voice was rather dull and lifeless. There was no shame, no excitement, just cold resignation as he said, “I don’t even know, Serenity. I try not to think too hard about it. I’ve disappointed enough people as is.”

“This isn’t about anyone else, darling. This is about you telling me what you need from me to be comfortable with me. Not anyone else, just me. I won’t speak a word of this to anyone, but I’m not leaving here without knowing how to respect you. So think about it. What pronouns do you want me to use and do you have a preferred name in mind?”

Ricky took a few moments to mull over a response. “I don’t have a problem with my name. Maybe I would change the ‘y’ to an ‘i’ if I were to ever go through with anything. Pronouns… I think you know what I would prefer, but it’s hard to bring myself to say it.”

“Then I’ll do it for you. Ricki, you wouldn’t disappoint anyone that mattered if you transition. I guarantee that anyone that would look down on you wouldn’t make a fucking difference,” I said firmly. “Olivia clearly doesn’t have an issue with transgender women. Tell me honestly, do you want to transition?”

“I do,” she admitted. Her dark brown eyes opened and peered up at me as if expecting the world to shatter around us.

I pulled her tight against me and kissed her forehead. “Then we’ll figure out some steps for you to take. I’m not pushing you to come out immediately, but I’m here for you, Ricki. I know some resources that I can set you up with, but you’ve got people for that.”

Ricki let out an airy giggle, “Yeah, I do. I really appreciate you. Fuck, it’s hard to believe someone else knows. I might want you to be here when I tell Olivia but not tonight.” Ricki pulled away from me and shot up from the bed as a bulb went off in her head. “Oh fuck, she’s waiting on us. I-I’ll watch you two do whatever. If you make me, I’ll blow you. But we can’t tell her tonight!”

It was genuinely heartwarming that Ricki prioritized Olivia. I could have dismissed that as a way to avoid having this conversation, but Ricki would have given Olivia the world if she could have. I nodded my understanding, but that didn’t mean that Ricki was out of the fire yet. “Then we’re going to lean into you being a sissy tonight. The entire reason she asked me to come over here was to figure out why you’ve been acting funny when she got home. It’s safe to say I’ve figured that out already. So for tonight, I’ll call you a femboy. I’ll treat you like a male in front of her. I don’t want to hurt you, but she’s going to expect some sort of answer.”

“F-Fuck, you’re right. I’ve been wanting to tell her, Serenity. G-Guess I was hoping that it would have been her that caught me,” she whimpered.

“By the way,” I said as I rose from the bed and started toward the door. “I’m going to fuck the hell out of Olivia. You can wish you were her, but that won’t happen until you start taking hormones.”

“W-Wait I thought you said blowjobs!” Ricki yelped as she rushed to follow me out of the bedroom.

We descended the stairs to the well-lit living room where Olivia waited on the sofa. As Olivia noticed me, she smiled widely and turned off the TV. Then her light brown eyes went wide when Ricki came into view. Her puzzled expression wasn’t judgmental, but there was no denying the smirk that formed on her lips. “So this is what my boyfriend gets up to while I’m off getting plowed?”

“I-I’m so sorry,” Ricki responded with her well-practiced feminine voice.

There was no reason for me to be shy. I pulled my shirt off and tossed it on the floor. My shorts dropped just as gracelessly, and then I took a seat next to Olivia on the couch. I snapped my fingers and pointed to the floor a few feet in front of us, “Come on, sissy. You might as well get ready to take notes on how to satisfy a cock.”

Olivia put her hand on my dick while she watched Ricki start walking toward us. She lifted my cock straight up and locked eyes with Ricki. “Oh, I bet that he knows all about worshiping cocks, Mistress.” Olivia purred, “But look at him! So cute. Mistress, can I share my collar with him for a little bit? Please?”

Ricki knelt down and then sat on her folded legs with her hands resting on her thighs like a proper submissive. Exactly how long had Ricki wanted to be involved in all of this?

“I think you might be right about that, Olivia.” I unclasped her collar for her and smiled warmly at her. As the collar fell free, I tossed it behind Ricki so that she’d have to play a little game of fetch. “Crawl, Ricki.”

Ricki hesitated for just a moment before getting on all fours. Olivia’s hand stroked my cock as we both watched Ricki make her way over to the collar. Ricki’s thong left nothing to the imagination as she gave us a wonderful view of her round ass beneath her skirt. She picked up the collar and turned around to come back to her spot on the floor, her cock spilled out of her panties and was peeking out from beneath her skirt. The burning shame on her face was undeniable.

Olivia was very much enjoying the humiliation. She cooed down at Ricki, “Aww, you think we care that you’re turned on, that’s adorable. Hurry up with that collar and get over here.”

Ricki fastened the collar around her neck and crawled back over and resumed her previous position. She got back into position and watched as I put my hand on the back of Olivia’s head. Ricki bit her lip as her cock twitched angrily with every beat of her heart. I pushed Olivia down toward my cock as I locked eyes with Ricki. Olivia welcomed my thick crown into her wet mouth. I groaned as Olivia swirled her tongue around my crown to get it slick with her spit before focusing on the underside of my sensitive head.

Olivia moaned around my cock as she looked over at Ricki. The vibration felt fucking nice but it was just a tease. I pushed her further down, and she took the hint. Olivia started bobbing up and down my shaft, each time taking another inch or so into her mouth. My breathing quickened and I could feel the urge to fuck her throat rising. In just a few seconds, she’d gone from teasing my cock to being a few inches away from taking all ten inches.

Olivia took a deep breath through her nose before relaxing her jaw, and then she took the last of my length. I couldn’t help but let the occasional moan flutter from my lips as her tongue continued to work the underside of my cock. It wasn’t every day I found someone that could handle deep-throating my cock, but goddamn did it feel amazing. Ricki squirmed as she watched Olivia reach down and start rubbing her pussy through her shorts.

“Fuck, how could you not let her do this for you, Ricki?” I asked as Olivia choked around my cock. Her face was quickly turning red as she ran out of breath, but this was nothing new for my favorite fuck sleeve. Ricki squirmed uncomfortably on the floor as I took a long few moments to wrap Olivia’s long hair around my hand twice to make a leash. There was no resistance from Olivia as she knew what was coming, she relaxed and let me guide her movements.

The look in Ricki’s eyes as I started truly fucking Olivia’s throat was one of sheer terror. Olivia did her best to keep from choking, to keep her throat relaxed, and to breathe as my cock plunged repeatedly into her throat. Olivia’s hand disappeared under her shorts as she started fingering herself violently. That only further served to shock Ricki.

“She loves to be used, Ricki,” I groaned as I did my best to keep from getting too frantic with my thrusts. Olivia was working harder than usual to get me off. Her tongue hadn’t stopped its pleasurable assault along the underside of my cock. Every time she had the chance to lick and tease my sensitive head, she fervently took it. The familiar pull building in my core was one that I didn’t want to ignore. But I didn’t want to cum down Olivia’s throat, not when the option to leave a fresh creampie for Ricki while she had to watch was on the table.

Ricki murmured, “I-I wouldn’t know.” With the way Ricki’s hands kept twitching on her thighs, I could tell that she was fighting the urge to let them roam. Her adorable dick begged to be touched, its flash of color standing out like a sore thumb against her pale thighs. I desperately wanted to run my hands up and down Ricki’s stockings as I sank into her tight ass just to see her beg for another few inches of my cock.

The thought nearly made me lose my load. Ricki wasn’t someone I even considered as a partner, but in the span of thirty minutes, she was all I could think of. She had been off-limits for too long, but knowing that someone that couldn’t be turned on by Olivia wanted me as badly as she did… All I could want was to test Ricki’s devotion to her fantasies.

“Show Ricki your fingers, Olivia,” I ordered. Olivia moaned around my cock as she pulled her fingers from her needy pussy with my cum from just a little while earlier coating them.

Ricki let out a soft whine before asking, “I-Is that cum?” Where I expected Ricki to be uncomfortable, she leaned forward as if she were to be cleaning Olivia’s fingers.

“What else would I have left in her?” I asked in response. A smile tugged at my lips as I tapped Olivia on the back of the head to let her know to stop. “But if you want to taste it so bad, eat it out of her, slut.”

“If that’s what you want,” Ricki said as she looked at Olivia hungrily.

Olivia seemed a little confused by the sudden shift in Ricki’s disposition. Still, Olivia didn’t hesitate to read between the lines and play along. She pulled away from me and then got off the couch. As she took off her shorts and used them to clean her fingers, she asked Ricki, “Are you sure you’re comfortable getting involved, baby?”

“I-If you think you’d enjoy it, then I’d really like to, Olivia,” Ricki said, her voice soft and sweet.

This time, there was a moment of hesitation before Olivia took a knee in front of Ricki. When she couldn’t find the right words to say to Ricki, she let her fingers course through Ricki’s hair before she pulled Ricki in for a deep kiss. If Ricki cared that Olivia just had my cock down her throat, she didn’t let it show.

Olivia broke the kiss, causing Ricki to let out a soft whimper. Olivia stood back up and tilted Ricki’s head back. She forced Ricki to lean back onto her hands before reaching down to grab a fistful of Ricki’s hair. Olivia held Ricki firmly against her pussy as she hissed, “I’ve got to admit, you’re so much hotter when you dress up.”

Ricki didn’t respond to the compliment, instead, she started lapping hungrily at her girlfriend’s cum-filled cunt. Olivia pushed Ricki down onto her back, straddling Ricki while she reached up to play with her own breast. Olivia’s eyes were glued to Ricki. It was like they managed to forget that I was there for a few seconds. Olivia’s moans told me that Ricki was at least enthusiastic, even if she wasn’t skilled.

While I wasn’t planning to let Ricki do anything more than watch tonight, neither of us could have known how the night would go when we came over to investigate. Ricki didn’t look bothered by the fact that Olivia sucked my cock. If anything, Ricki seemed a little upset that she wasn’t the one doing it when I was watching her squirm. And so my plans needed to change. Given that they were finally having an intimate moment, I’d rather let my friends savor every second of their groundbreaking step forward in their relationship. As much as I loved sex, there was more to it than just an orgasm.

I made my way over to the coffee table in the center of the living room that Ricki was getting dangerously close to bumping into. Olivia cussed under her breath as she ground herself against Ricki’s mouth. They paid me no attention as I slid the table over toward the far wall to give us more space to play. I left them downstairs as I went back upstairs and into their bathroom. It only took a few moments of rummaging through Ricki’s things to find what I was looking for. I found her large bottle of lube in the shoe box I’d spotted earlier. It was nearly empty, a clear indication of how many times she’d fucked the behemoth toy.

A curious silence waited for me downstairs when I returned. Olivia was sitting next to Ricki who was lying flat on the carpeted floor. Both of them were breathing heavily, Ricki’s face and neck coated with a sheen of Olivia’s juices mixed with hints of my cum. I couldn’t deny how easy it was to see Ricki as the woman she was presenting as. The lingerie helped, certainly, but her body was just toned enough to show that she’d worked hard for her figure. She was as feminine as I could have hoped to be a year into hormones with just hard work… Fuck, that was respectable. Ricki’s outfit was meant to be hot, but she couldn’t have known that it would have been enough to lead to all of this.

The loud pop as I opened the bottle of lube made Olivia look at me. Puzzled, she asked, “Since when do we have lube upstairs?”

The truth would have put Ricki on the spot, so I just went with the first smart-ass answer that came to mine, “Since I needed it. Sit on Ricki’s face, reverse cowgirl. If you feel so gracious, you can blow the whore. But I really don’t care. I’ve waited long enough.”

“Anything you want, Mistress. But I’m feeling more than gracious,” Olivia said as she straddled Ricki’s head once again. This time, Olivia bent over her lover getting into a classic sixty-nine position before spreading her knees out to the side to lower her hips until she was pressed against Ricki once again. The second she was able to, Olivia pulled Ricki’s cock into her mouth and started giving it the same loving treatment she would have given mine.

Ricki gasped from the sudden pleasure before yelping, “Y-You don’t have to do that!”

My heart raced in my chest as I finally took a knee behind Olivia. While I couldn’t see Ricki’s cock disappearing into Olivia’s mouth, I did have a wonderful view of her head bobbing up and down. It was difficult to be patient as I lubed up my cock, but the view Olivia offered made it much easier than it could have been. She was the picture of submission, her face was buried in Ricki’s lap, her back arched to offer me her adorable ass to fuck, and her right hand between her legs furiously rubbing her clit while she propped herself up with her left arm.

Once my cock was slick enough, I squirted a dollop of lube onto her pucker and pushed a single finger inside her. Olivia moaned around Ricki’s length before doubling down on her efforts with Ricki as I continued adding more fingers to her tight ass. It didn’t take long to move up to four clustered fingers pumping in and out of Olivia’s clenching ring.

When I felt she was adequately prepped, I pulled my fingers out and wiped them on Ricki’s arm. While I couldn’t see the look of disgust on Ricki’s face, I could imagine how embarrassing that must have been for her. Olivia might have forgotten why she asked me to come over tonight but I hadn’t. Ricki was still going to be a cuck tonight.

After what felt like too long coming, I pressed my crown against Olivia’s puckered hole and slowly sank into her. I couldn’t be bothered to filter the moans that rolled out of me as I bottomed out in Olivia. “Mother fucker,” I groaned as I let my hands roam down Olivia’s thighs. “You feel too damn good, kitten.” They both had their mouths too busy to respond, but that didn’t matter. All they had to do was listen, obey, and enjoy.

My hands slid up Olivia’s legs and around to her flared hips. I held her firmly in place as I started fucking her with slow, gentle strokes to keep her from rocking too far forward. It took a few moments to build up to the pace that I wanted to set, but the delightful sound of my body slapping against Olivia’s was soon singing its familiar song.

Each thrust made Olivia’s resolve to pleasure Ricki weaken. Her moans around Ricki’s cock grew in intensity until she decided to give up on her lover’s orgasm entirely. She pulled away from Ricki’s cock and put her right hand back on the floor so that she could start pushing herself back into my every thrust.

“Please fuck me like you mean it, Mistress,” Olivia hissed through clenched teeth. “I-I need it so fucking bad.”

“You hearing your girl, Ricki?” I taunted as I gave Olivia exactly what she wanted. I reached forward to put a hand on her shoulder and started slamming into Olivia’s tight ass. “When have you ever made her beg for anything other than your attention?”

Olivia rested her head on Ricki’s thigh and lowered herself onto her elbows, unable to hold her weight with her trembling arms any longer. Her fingers curled into the carpet as she looked back at me with that sparkle in her eye that made me feel complete.

Ricki lavished Olivia’s clit with as much affection as she could given how much Olivia was shifting around above her. Olivia’s walls seized around my shaft and her knees gave out, causing her to sit more fully on Ricki’s face. I brutally slammed into Olivia’s ass and savored every trembling moan that rolled out of her as she succumbed to the ecstasy she asked for. I heard Ricki coughing and spluttering as Olivia’s sudden rush of juices caught her off guard. It was too damn much to take. I threw my head back and let out a long sigh as I felt the familiar rush sweeping through me as I continued drilling into Olivia.

I held back as long as I could to savor every last second inside Olivia, but I wasn’t going to give her the treat that she was so used to getting. Instead, I fought my every instinct to give Olivia the treat she’d earned as I said, “Get back on your knees, kitten.”

As Olivia started lifting herself up, I abruptly pulled out of her and stroked myself. I was already on the edge, but when Ricki looked up at me and saw that my cock was pointed at her face, I lost it. Her adorable eyes went wide for just a second before she squeezed them shut. I didn’t even have to tell her to part her lips, the little slut just knew what she wanted. Olivia let out a soft whine as she realized what was happening but that disappointment was short-lived.

I didn’t bother hiding the quiet moans that flowed from me as I unleashed rope after rope on Ricki’s messy face. She looked every bit the part of a whore. Cum streaked across one of her eyes, quite a bit was on her cheeks and neck, but her tongue made sure that there wasn’t a drop around her lips. When I looked over to Olivia she had her phone in her hand and was taking a picture of Ricki with my massive cock hanging inches above her face.

“You’ll have to send me that, kitten,” I said as I weakly rose to my feet. There was a pang of guilt as I strolled over to my small pile of clothes, “But I am going to have to go. It’s past midnight and I’ve got company coming over pretty early. I’m sure you’ve both got a few hours left in the tank, but my office hours usually stop at nine.”

Olivia nodded her head before gesturing to Ricki with her free hand, “I doubt you’d want to stick around even if you could. Someone’s got some explaining to do.”

Ricki stared directly at the ceiling. The parts of her face that I could see were red as hell as she mumbled, “Guess the shower is as good a place as any to explain myself.”

Olivia was in for more than a few surprises. I had to admit, keeping something so big from Olivia didn’t feel right. If I spilled Ricki’s secret, I’d be doing the same thing Olivia did to me when she talked to Carley about our affair. Still, if this was my part to play in helping them explore one another, who the fuck was I to complain?

The End
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