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      “Grayson, you're going to be late!" Darcy Nicholson shouted from the bottom of the stairs. She leaned against the railing and sighed. Her thirteen-year-old stepson didn't understand the concept of time. He was the king of being late to everything.

      “I’m coming. I can't find my lucky tennis racket," Grayson hollered back.

      “Just grab one. You have ten of them," Darcy replied in a sing-song voice. She closed her eyes briefly, unable to understand the workings of the mind of a young teenage boy. It had only been her and her two sisters growing up, so she had no experience living with a young boy until she’d met her husband.

      It didn't matter that Grayson wasn't hers by blood. She loved that kid as if he were. They had a good relationship and were very close.

      Monty Nicholson, his father, had blown into her life five years ago and swept her off her feet. He was older than her, but neither of them minded.

      Maybe she had daddy issues from being raised by a bitter single mother whose husband had walked out on her when her girls were young.

      But Monty had been wonderful. Darcy could barely tell there was a seventeen-year difference between them. At thirty-two years old, she was probably more responsible and mature than her husband of three years.

      “But I need my lucky one.”

      Darcy rolled her eyes, pushed off the wall, and walked into the kitchen. Immense pride filled her when she took in her custom designed kitchen. She always thought that it was fit for a world-renowned chef, and it was all hers. She loved cooking, and Monty had ensured she had nothing but the best when they purchased this home.

      It didn't hurt that her husband was a prominent businessman worth around half a billion dollars. His family came from old money, and it was no wonder he could look past her meager beginnings and fall in love with her.

      Darcy had worked as a waitress in the most popular restaurants in town. She had worked her way up to hostess at an exclusive restaurant owned by a local celebrity chef.

      It had been where she'd met Monty.

      He'd come in for a business dinner with another gentleman. After that night, he'd come in a few times a night and sit at the bar. She had been flustered and shocked that someone as rich and powerful as he was would show her the slightest attention. He would start conversations with her, and she liked him immediately. Even though he was loaded, he was down to earth.

      He would stay until she got off at closing time to ensure she got into her vehicle safely. He finally asked her out on their first date in the third week of his coming in. He had introduced her to his young son, who she immediately fell for. The kid was cute and just an all-around good kid.

      With Monty being divorced, she had assumed he would come with a crazed ex-wife, but that wasn’t the case. Their divorce had been amicable, and they tolerated each other for the sake of their son.

      Darcy and Monty had dated for an entire year before he popped the question. The following year, they were married in a small, cozy wedding.

      Hell, his ex-wife Caitlyn had even attended.

      Darcy moved around her kitchen, trying to not think of Caitlyn Macdonald. The woman was intense, but she softened when her eyes landed on Grayson. Darcy had a hard time getting a read on the woman. She was cordial and polite, but her gaze always held a dark glint whenever she looked at Darcy.

      The woman made her nervous.

      In their divorce, Monty had primary custody of Grayson, but Caitlyn was involved in their son's life as much as she could be. She, like Monty, was rich, powerful, and from a family who was from old money. Caitlyn ran her family's billion dollar multimedia empire and was a shrewd businesswoman.

      Darcy would admit she had looked up her husband's ex-wife.

      The things the woman had accomplished left Darcy in awe of her.

      Pushing Caitlyn from her mind, she began gathering snacks and drinks for Grayson. His tennis team had a match today, and they would be at the school for a few hours. His team was outstanding and traveled to compete nationally.

      Closing the fridge, she jumped at the site of Monty standing on the other side.

      "Oh!" she cried out. She almost dropped the Gatorade bottles she'd taken out of the fridge. "You scared the crap out of me."

      She turned and placed the bottles on the counter next to the cooler she was packing.

      "I don't know how you didn't hear me. I even said your name," Monty chuckled. He came to stand next to her and gathered her close to him. He pressed a kiss to her forehead. "I have to go out of town for a week."

      "Seriously? You promised Grayson you'd be at his match today," she frowned. Lately, her husband had missed many of his son's activities, leaving it all to her. Not that she minded. Once they were married, she was able to cease working and focus on helping raise Grayson.

      She yearned to have a child of her own. Recently she had been trying to convince her husband to try for a baby. He had agreed but had been dodging her lately once she had told him she'd stopped her birth control.

      All of a sudden, he was too busy for a baby.

      And their last attempt a few weeks ago ended in a disaster, with him unable to get an erection.

      She hated to admit the last time they had even had sex was about six weeks ago. Thoughts of Monty being unfaithful had crossed her mind, but whenever she checked up on him, he was exactly where he said he was.

      At work.

      "I'll make it up to him. I promise." He dropped a kiss to her lips and offered a small smile. She softened slightly. Her husband was a workaholic.

      "Why don't I come with you? Caitlyn is in town, and Grayson can spend time with his mother," she offered. Maybe this could be what they needed. Some time away with each other. He could do his business, and afterward, they could enjoy each other's company.

      Darcy would admit she was sexually frustrated. Six weeks was a long time, and she had to be sated with her battery-powered toys.

      She glanced up at her handsome husband. His dark hair, streaked with a few strands of gray, was combed back away from his face, and his warm brown eyes held flecks of gold. He was physically fit for a forty-nine-year-old businessman, and she always enjoyed how he felt against her.

      "I wish you could, but this trip will be boring, and I'd be in meetings all day long, and you'd get bored." He stepped back away from her and picked up his briefcase that was sitting on the island. "I'll make this up to both of you. How about a vacation? You both deserve it, with me being a shitty husband and father lately."

      Darcy rolled her eyes and leaned against the island.

      "You've been saying that," she sighed. Monty moved back to her and kissed her forehead again.

      "And I mean it. This new acquisition I'm handling has zapped all my time and energy." He tilted her chin up with his finger. He studied for her for a moment. Something fluttered in his eyes, but she couldn't put a finger on what it was. "I know what else you want, and I promise you I'll…"

      His words died off as his hand slid down to her flat stomach. She looked away from him, not wanting to get her hopes up. He knew how much she wanted a child of her own.

      "Be safe," she whispered. Monty's hands disappeared from her, and he left out the kitchen. She turned and rested both hands on the island, unsure what to think of her husband and his empty promises. There was a time when she could count on him to keep them.

      Shuffling at the kitchen entrance caused her to look up. Grayson stood at the bottom of the stairs and stared at her.

      "Hey, there. You ready?" She sniffed and ran her hands along her leggings. She still had to get dressed. She could’n show up to his match dressed how she was. The other moms would be dressed in their luxury brand clothing and oversized sunglasses while talking about their latest surgical procedures to try to stay young. Darcy always had to smirk. She was younger than most of them and still held on to her natural beauty.

      "I'm sorry, Darcy," Grayson said. He studied her with eyes that were much older than his age. He tossed his bag on the counter and came to her side to give her a one-handed hug.

      He may only be thirteen, but he was already towering over her five-foot-two frame. He was quickly pushing six feet already. The resemblance to his father was unmatched. There was no question whose son he was. The only difference was instead of brown eyes, he had the same crystal blue eyes as his mother.

      "There is nothing for you to be sorry for," she murmured, pulling away from him. She threw all of the snacks she had collected in the cooler.

      "Dad's been brushing you and me off lately. It's not fair," he said.

      "Don't you worry about me. Your father said he would make up for missing your matches, and he will." She offered him a smile she hoped reached her eyes.

      "Whatever." He turned to the fridge and pulled out a bottle of water. He opened it and took a swig. She hated there was tension between him and his father. "Hey, my mom said she was coming to pick me up. You can ride with us if you want."

      She turned to him and found him with a hopeful expression on his face. There was no way she would say no. Caitlyn and her son were close, and if he wanted to include her with them, then she would go.

      No matter how much Caitlyn's intense stare did something to her.

      "Yeah, of course. I don't mind riding with you and your mom."

      "I knew you'd be okay with it. She should be here in a few minutes." He scampered out of the kitchen, leaving her with her mouth agape.

      The kid knew her too well.

      "Well, I guess I better go get dressed," she mumbled. She jogged upstairs and headed to the master bedroom she shared with her husband. She was a lucky woman to be able to leave a life of struggling to live a life of luxury. It had taken her a while to get used to not living check to check.

      Darcy entered her walk-in closet, searching for the perfect outfit for the day. She had showered this morning after she had done her morning yoga and then thrown on her house clothes.

      Now she stood in her closet, thinking of spending the morning with Caitlyn. She didn't know why, but she wanted to ensure she looked sexy. There was something about how Caitlyn looked at her and she wasn't sure she was reading the woman right.

      Maybe that was her resting face.

      Goosebumps formed on her skin. She shivered and went through her clothes hanging up in search of the perfect outfit.

      "I'm going crazy," Darcy muttered. She reached for a cute, short white tennis skirt she had purchased recently and a soft pink polo shirt. She moved over to her island in the middle of her closet and pulled out a white thong, matching bra, and some footies to wear. She got dressed and felt her breath catch as she wondered what Caitlyn would think of her outfit.

      She finished getting ready, leaving her shoulder-length blonde hair down and her makeup light. Butterflies filled her stomach as they did whenever she was around her husband's ex-wife.

      The doorbell rang, and her pulse spiked. Caitlyn had arrived.

      "This should be fun."
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      Darcy went down the front staircase of the house and found Grayson speaking with his mother in the grand foyer. The cooler she had packed was resting on the marble floor at his feet. He was such a sweet kid and must have grabbed it for her.

      “Hello,” she said, arriving at the bottom of the stairs. She slid her purse over her head so it could rest across her chest.

      Grayson and Caitlyn turn to her. Grayson immediately began laughing.

      “What do you have on?” he asked.

      “What?” She grinned at him and posed while his laughter increased. She had grabbed a sweater and before she’d left out of her room and tied it around her shoulders. “Is it too much?”

      They always talked about the other moms and how they always tried to dress younger than they were. So today, she chose to beat them at their own game. They were such snobs and Darcy would never want to fit in with them.

      “No, it’s perfect.” He wiped tears from his cheeks. “You blend in with all of the other preppy moms.”

      “Hello, Darcy,” Caitlyn murmured. The woman was devouring her with her eyes. The heat of her stare washed over Darcy like a lover’s warm breath caressing her skin.

      Monty hadn’t even looked at her like that in a while.

      Maybe that was the problem. She was sex-starved and was seeking some attention and validation that she was desirable.

      “Caitlyn. I hope your flight was smooth,” Darcy replied. Her throat constricted as she watched Caitlyn’s gaze settle on her bare thighs.

      “It was. I’m wondering, should I change?” Caitlyn asked. She was dressed in a blue silk blouse, slacks, and heels. The woman worked as much as Monty did. Darcy was sure the woman must have left her office, got in her private jet, and arrived here for her son.

      “Nah, mom, you’re good,” Grayson chuckled. “Those preppy moms are asshats to Darcy.”

      “Hey, watch the language,” Darcy snorted.

      “Well, they are. They’re always mean to you.” Her stepson always wanted to protect her. She loved him for that but she could fight her own battles.

      “I don’t miss that part of parenting,” Caitlyn muttered. She tucked her dark hair behind her ear and shook her head. “Those women should be trying to be like you. You’re a Nicholson.”

      “That’s what I said,” Grayson laughed. He bent down and picked up the cooler. “We need to go.”

      Darcy followed them out of the home and locked the door behind her. The Nicholson’s and Macdonald’s had more money than all of these families combined. She would hold her head high. She was married into a well-known family and the other mothers should be jealous of her.

      There was a black luxury limousine waiting on them with the driver standing by the back door. The windows were heavily tinted to keep onlookers from seeing who was inside.

      “Mom, you couldn’t just have a regular truck or car?” Grayson grumbled. He bent down and slid into the car.

      “What’s wrong with this one?” Caitlyn asked, getting in behind him. Darcy jerked her head in a nod toward the driver before following them inside. She settled onto the plush leather seats near the door.  Grayson sat on the long bench while his mother sat behind the driver where there were two seats.

      The interior was that of the ultimate luxury. It could comfortably seat six people. There was a well-stocked bar, a partition that divided their area from the chauffeur. There was state of the art lighting that was currently soft and illuminating the space. It even included a flat screen television.

      “It's a little above and beyond,” he muttered. The vehicle rocked slightly as the driver guided it down the long driveway toward the road.

      Darcy was impressed. It wasn’t that often she and Monty had utilized a limousine service. He preferred to drive one of his expensive sports cars or luxury sedans when they went out for events.

      “Are you ashamed of the wealth your family worked so hard for? One day you’ll be the one holding the reins to the Nicholson empire,” Caitlyn said. She slid her sunglasses onto her nose and turned to her son. “Or the Macdonald. You are one lucky child to have your life laid out before you.”

      “I’m not ashamed, but everyone’s going to stare, and the kids are going to tease me.” He closed his eyes and leaned his head back.

      “Words don’t mean anything. Now if they put their hands on you, then you let me know.” Caitlyn settled back and turned toward the window.

      Darcy’s eyebrows rose up high.

      Well, that was a little overboard. She doubted the kids would go that far. These were spoiled suburban rich kids who unfortunately weren’t as rich as Grayson’s parents.

      “Mom,” Grayson groaned.

      Darcy turned away and faced the window near her. She tried to hold her smirk. She recognized the tone in his voice. He was done with the conversation. They rode in a comfortable silence. The school was not that far away from their home. It was a highly sought-after private school that was one of the best in the nation.

      “Fine. Has your father said anything about the tournament in Paris?” Caitlyn asked.

      “Monty, just left to go out of town,” Darcy murmured. Caitlyn’s head snapped around toward her. Darcy’s heart thundered in her ears. She bit her lip, unsure why she answered.

      “He did remember that his son was going out of town next week, right?” Caitlyn pushed her glasses to the top of her head.

      “I don’t know.” Darcy swallowed hard. She wasn’t sure what her husband was doing as of late.

      “It’s not her fault,” Grayson said. He rested a hand on his mother’s arm. “We could just go. Dad won’t care. He hasn’t been to one of my matches in a while.”

      “I think that would be a wonderful idea,” Darcy encouraged. This trip to Paris was an amazing opportunity for Grayson. He loved playing tennis so much and he was good; almost professional level for a thirteen-year-old. The exposure alone could get him in front of some important people in the tennis world.

      Darcy crossed her legs and patted her skirt to make sure she didn’t expose herself to Grayson and Caitlyn. She looked up and found Caitlyn’s eyes on her legs again. Her gaze flicked up to meet Darcy’s, and she was immediately hit with desire that flared to life in the woman’s eyes.

      She quickly turned away from Caitlyn, feeling her breath coming fast. Her core clenched and she felt the moisture gathering at the apex of her thighs, soaking her thong.

      How the hell could she be attracted to her husband’s ex-wife?

      The woman was downright gorgeous. Bright blue eyes, thick dark hair, long legs, and an ass that most forty-three-year-olds would beg for. Caitlyn took care of herself.

      “Why don’t you come with us?” Grayson asked.

      Darcy wasn’t sure if she should intrude on a trip that should have been with both of his parents. She glanced over at Grayson who stared at her with his big eyes, doing his pleading look that she always had a hard time saying no.

      “Don’t give me that look,” she chuckled. She rolled her eyes and ran a hand through her blonde hair. “You know I have a hard time saying no to you when you do that.”

      “I know.” He grinned and leaned forward. “We’ll have so much fun in Paris. There’s so much to do and the guys are already trying to come up with a list.”

      “If you’re hanging with your tennis buddies, what am I supposed to do?” she asked.

      “You can hang out with my mom. She has lots of friends who are always in Paris,” Grayson said. He turned toward his mother. “You wouldn’t mind hanging out with her, would you?”

      “Of course not. It would be my pleasure to show you around Paris.” Caitlyn’s smooth voice sent a tremor down Darcy’s spin. The goosebumps returned to her arms at the thought of being along with Caitlyn. “I’m there so much, I might as well be a local.”

      “See,” Grayson bounced around in his seat. He began to talk nonstop about the upcoming trip. From things he wanted to buy before they went, to the places he wanted to visit. Darcy couldn’t help but smile. He barely inhaled in between the words spilling from his lips.

      “Okay, okay. I’ll go,” Darcy laughed. She held up her hands toward him as a sign of defeat. She slipped her phone out of her purse and pulled open a text to her husband.

      Did you forget your son was going to Paris with his tennis team next week?

      She sent the text off and waited for his reply. She already knew he wasn’t going to change these new found plans that were urgent.

      “I don’t know if I’ve ever said thank you for the way you are with Grayson,” Caitlyn said. Darcy almost dropped her phone on the floor. The car turned into the driveway of the school and rode past the main building. There was a parking lot in the back near the tennis courts. The school sat on a few acres and had everything these students would need. There were plenty of fields for the soccer, lacrosse, and football teams. A baseball diamonds and an elite track field.

      “You don’t have to thank me. He’s a wonderful kid.” She tossed him a wink. He grinned at her and gave her a thumbs up. She always bragged about how good of a kid he was. She was lucky to have him as a stepson.

      “I want to. Monty and I had wanted to make sure that even through our divorce, we put him first.” The love for her son shined bright from her eyes. She reached out and took Grayson’s hand in hers. She smiled at Grayson and Darcy’s heart stuttered. She hadn’t seen the woman smile often and when she did, her face lit up.

      “Mom.” Grayson rolled his eyes, but he leaned into his mother who gave him a hug.

      Darcy peeked out the window and saw they were approaching the lot where the tennis courts were. There were already a lot of people there for the match.

      “We’re here,” Darcy announced. The car drew to a halt. Darcy ensured her sweater and purse were straight. The driver came around and opened the door for them. She exited the vehicle first with Caitlyn and Grayson following her. They began walking over to where Grayson’s team was. Darcy’s phone vibrated, signaling a text. Monty had responded.

      Shit. I forgot about that. Do you mind going with him? Baby, I promise I will make all of this up to both of you.

      Darcy didn’t respond. She figured she would discuss it with him later. She didn’t want to tell Grayson now for fear of upsetting him. Grayson took off running to where the other players were sitting.

      “You want to sit over there?” Darcy pointed to an area higher on the bleachers that would require her to walk past the other moms on Grayson’s team.

      “That’s fine with me,” Caitlyn said. “Lead the way.”

      There was a slight chill in the air, but the sun was out lending its warmth to them. Darcy’s hand trembled as she rested it on the handrail as she made her way up the stairs. Caitlyn was directly behind her and she began to feel her breaths coming faster. She realized then how short her skirt truly was and that with her thong on, her ass cheeks were probably on display.

      She swallowed hard and began to throw a little more emphasis in her hips. For some strange reason, knowing that Caitlyn could probably see her bare ass, she felt empowered and sexy. She held her head high as she walked past the snobby mothers. Their conversation ceased the moment their eyes landed on her. She looked at them briefly but didn’t acknowledge them.

      She and Caitlyn made their way to their seats. Where she had chosen for them to sit gave her a perfect view of the courts. It didn’t take long for the matches to begin. Grayson was focused when he stepped out there. She was so proud of him. The kids loved tennis and practiced consistently. She had a feeling he would go far in life.

      The game was intense and Grayson’s opponent was good. They were evenly matched. When Grayson skidded, his racket connecting with the ball to send it over the court to score, Darcy and Caitlyn jumped to their feet screaming.

      “Go Grayson!” Darcy called out. She stood to her feet clapping when he took the lead. Her throat was becoming parched. She should have grabbed a bottle of water or something for herself. She had packed the cooler for Grayson and his teammates and hadn’t thought of herself. She now wished she would have left her sweater in the car. The temperatures were rising outside and she was quite warm. “I’m thirsty. Do you want anything from the concession stand?”

      “I’ll come with you,” Caitlyn said. They stood and made their way down the bleachers. Darcy again felt the stares from the preppy moms on her. She ignored them and flipped her long blonde hair over her shoulder. Her hair color was natural and she took pride in her thick locks.

      She walked alongside Caitlyn toward the concession stand. There was a small line waiting to be served. Caitlyn strolled along close to her. Occasionally, their arms would brush each other. Darcy wasn’t sure what to talk about with Caitlyn. If it wasn’t about Grayson, she wasn’t even sure.

      “He’s going to do so well in Paris,” Darcy said.

      There. Grayson was always a safe topic.

      They arrived at the line and took their spot standing next to each other.

      “He will. My brother and I both played tennis,” Caitlyn said. Darcy turned to her and tried to imagine a younger Caitlyn swinging a racket and running back and forth on a court. She could definitely see it. Caitlyn was tall, powerful, and tough.

      “Well, that explains where he gets his skills from.” Darcy smiled.

      “It certainly wasn’t from Monty,” Caitlyn snorted. “He wasn’t the sporty type.”

      “Oh, I know. I always thought it was weird that he didn’t watch football, basketball, or something,” she giggled. Her husband was more of the academic type and wasn’t an athlete at all. Darcy had been a cheerleader when she was younger, and that was hard work. “Most people assumed that cheerleading was easy. I worked out to stay in shape and flexible.”

      “I can totally tell you were a cheerleader,” Caitlyn chuckled.

      “Seriously? How can you tell?” Darcy nudged Caitlyn with her elbow. She didn’t know where this was coming from, but she even found herself fluttering her eyes and reaching up to tuck her hair behind an ear.

      She was totally flirting with the woman.

      It had been a while since she’d even had a decent conversation with someone.

      “Your legs, your ass, and how you wear that skirt.” Caitlyn’s eyes scanned her. The heat in her gaze grew even more. Darcy bit her lip and welcomed the assessment of the other woman.

      Was she pleasing to her?

      “Really?” Darcy swallowed hard, sensing her heart rate increasing. They moved up in line as a few more people were served. Caitlyn’s arm came around her waist and brought her flushed to her side. She leaned down, resting her lips near Darcy’s ear. A shiver slid along Darcy’s spine at the feel of Caitlyn’s body. Darcy leaned into her, welcoming the hold.

      “That thong of yours showed me all of your delicious ass. I want it.”

      Caitlyn stepped away from her and motioned for her to step up to the counter. Her legs were weak, but somehow continued to hold her up. She arrived at the counter and ordered a small popcorn and a soda.

      “Do you want anything?” Darcy cleared her voice. Her throat went dry at the darkening look in Caitlyn’s eyes. She motioned to the menu. “From here?”

      A smirk formed on Caitlyn’s mouth. She glanced at the items for sale and shook her head.

      “No, there’s nothing here I want.”

      Darcy turned back to the kid who was taking her order. She quickly paid for her items and walked back to the courts. She was in complete shock at Caitlyn’s admission. She strolled alongside Darcy like she hadn’t just dropped a heavy admission.

      Darcy took a sip of her soda, then glanced down at the popcorn, unsure how she was going to eat it and hold her drink.

      “I can carry your drink,” Caitlyn held out her hand. Darcy nodded and handed it to her.

      “Thanks,” Darcy said. She reached down and grabbed some of the popcorn and tossed it in her mouth.

      “Come. Let’s go over here. I’m not sure Grayson is going to play another match at the moment.” Caitlyn cupped her elbow and guided her over to a fence that was near the courts. Darcy couldn't help but eat her popcorn. It gave her something to do with her hands and mouth. They arrived at the fence with Caitlyn leaning casually against it. They were on the opposite side from where they were sitting and still had a good view of the courts.

      Darcy scanned the area and saw Grayson sitting amongst his teammates. He was laughing at something one of the kids were saying. There was a match going on and Darcy tried to concentrate on it.

      Her body was heating up and the sweater was causing her to sweat slightly. She took it off her shoulders and rested it along the fence. She leaned on it and popped a few more kernels into her mouth.

      Caitlyn rested along the fence, close to her. There was no space between them. Her breasts rested along Darcy’s arm and it sent visions into Darcy’s brain.

      What would she look like naked? How would her breasts taste?

      “You’re thinking I shouldn’t have said that.” Caitlyn broke the silence. She reached up and pushed Darcy’s hair behind her ear. Her soft touch sent a ripple of desire straight to Darcy’s core.

      “I’m married to your ex-husband,” Darcy whispered.

      “I know.” Caitlyn’s hand casually traveled along her shoulder and down her back. She paused at the small of Darcy’s back. “But that doesn’t mean I can’t want you. Darcy, I’ve always thought you were beautiful. I love how you are with my son.”

      “Caitlyn,” Darcy whimpered. She closed her eyes slightly at the feeling of Caitlyn’s hand sliding along her ass and disappearing underneath her skirt. Caitlyn’s warm hand cupped her rounded ass. Darcy’s breath caught in her throat as she looked around at all of the people in the stands watching the match. “We’re in public.”

      “You think I care? They can’t see what I’m doing,” Caitlyn murmured. She casually sipped on Darcy’s drink as if they were just having a normal conversation. Her fingers traced the crack of Darcy’s ass, teasing her. “Spread your legs apart.”

      “Caitlyn—

      “Do it. Now.” The command caused Darcy’s pussy to grow wetter than it already was. Her panties were probably soaked all the way through. Caitlyn’s intense gaze was locked on her. Darcy bit her lip and did as she was told to do. “Good girl.”

      Oh, God.

      Her core clenched.

      Caitlyn took hold of her thong and tugged on it. The soft cotton material pressed against her mound while her fingers slipped underneath it. She pried Darcy’s cheeks apart and pressed a finger along Darcy’s puckered rim. She teased it, eliciting a moan from Darcy. Her finger continued its trek and arrived at her slick slit.

      “Look how fucking wet you are.” Caitlyn’s chest rumbled with a deep chuckle. Her hand went even further as she pushed her fingers farther, moving them along to her drenched opening.

      Darcy panted, thrusting her hips back and leaned farther onto the fence offering herself up for Caitlyn.

      “Yes,” Caitlyn hissed. “Does this feel good?”

      Darcy jerked her head into a nod. She opened her legs wider, no longer caring they were in public. The thought that someone may be watching them and knew what Caitlyn was doing to her had her growing even more aroused.

      “I need to hear you speak. Does this feel good?”

      “Yes,” Darcy groaned. Caitlyn’s fingers swirled around in her slickness and continued until they arrived at her clit. It was swollen and sensitive. She gathered more of Darcy’s wetness and coated her swollen nub with it. She began to draw small circles on the sensitive flesh. “Caitlyn.”

      Her hand was clenched around the popcorn container. She ached to throw it down so her hands could do more than hold the container. Her breasts were heavy and her nipples were taut little buds. They ached to be free from the contraption that held them.

      Darcy’s eyes flew open and sought out Caitlyn’s.

      “Your husband doesn’t know what to do with this young pussy,” Caitlyn murmured. Her gaze dropped down to Darcy’s lips. Darcy automatically snuck her tongue out and licked them.

      She was rewarded with Caitlyn’s finger flicking her clit faster.

      “Hmmm…”

      “I can tell because you are already close to orgasming. A well fucked pussy would need more than a few minutes of attention.” She was completely right. Darcy couldn’t argue with her at all. It had been weeks since he’d even touched her in any intimate way aside from the kisses on her forehead. That wasn’t enough for her. She had a healthy sexual appetite that her husband was failing to fulfill. “I always found Monty to be lacking in certain areas when it came to sex.”

      “Caitlyn,” she whimpered. She didn’t want to hear about Monty at that moment. His lack of pleasing her led her here. Caitlyn’s fingers were working magic on her pussy. It ached with the need to be filled. Her pussy pulsated, demanding to be breached.

      “Yes, say my name. Later you’ll be screaming it,” she gave another sinister chuckle. The woman knew exactly what she was doing to her. “Do you want to cum?”

      “Yes.”

      “Cum for me now.” Her strokes on Darcy’s clit grew bolder and applied the sweetest pressure that tipped Darcy over the edge.

      Darcy held her gaze as she crested. Her low moan started from the depths of her body before it spilled out through her lips. She wanted to cry out and scream, but she didn’t want to draw the attention of everyone. Instead, her moans were quiet along with the gasps that escaped her. A warmth flooded her panties and she felt the telltale signs of her release running down her legs.

      “Such a good fucking girl.” Caitlyn’s fingers moved away from her clit and pushed inside of her core. Darcy’s muscles clenched around Caitlyn’s digits. Her heart pounded in her chest at how hard she had climaxed. “I want you to go straight to the car. Don’t clean up. I want you to remain just as dirty and wet as you are now.”

      “But what about —

      “Go to the car, Darcy. When I get there, I want this thong gone, your legs open and waiting for me.”

      She withdrew her fingers from Darcy’s pussy and made no qualms about bringing those fingers to her lips. She sucked them clean, eliciting a moan from Darcy.

      Darcy grabbed her sweater and turned, walking away. She had made a mess in between her legs. Her panties were soaking wet, trails of her release coated her thighs and had dripped down to her knees. She had never felt such an exhilarating feeling before.

      Her husband’s ex-wife had just fingered her to completion in public. Shock filled her. She couldn’t believe that it had happened.

      But honestly, she had no regrets.

      She glanced over her shoulder and found Caitlyn staring off after her.

      Darcy turned back around and put a little more emphasis in her walk.
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      Darcy arrived at the limo and found the driver waiting for her with the door open. She didn’t know how he knew she was on her way, but she was thankful she didn’t have to wait.

      She’d tossed her popcorn away in the first trash can she had come across. She no longer had an appetite for it. She held her sweater in her hands in front of her and beelined it for the parking lot.

      “Thank you,” she murmured to the driver, then slid inside of the luxury vehicle. He shut the door behind her, and she took a shuddering breath as her eyes adjusted to the lower light. Her gaze took in the interior of the limo and she wondered where she should sit.

      Here by the door? The long bench that faced the bar or the seats at the far end near the closed partition.

      There was plenty of room in the vehicle. There was a seating area for a small party, but it would seem it would be the two of them leaving the school.

      Darcy was sure Caitlyn offered to let him go out with his friends after the matches were over with. He always asked and Darcy usually let him. Him and his friends had fun going out to eat afterwards. One of the team moms would be driving them and would bring him home.

      The team moms rotated taking the boys out. Thankfully this wasn’t Darcy’s week.

      I want this thong gone, your legs open and waiting for me.

      Darcy tossed her sweater over onto the bench and slid over to it. She turned and faced the two forward facing chairs. She reached under her skirt and slipped her panties off. Her eyes widened at the white creamy residue that was on them. She placed them on top of her sweater and folded it up, hiding them.

      “This is madness,” she whispered. Her hands slid down to her thighs and felt the dried evidence of her release. Her hand slipped up to her pussy and parted her folds to find she was still slick. She felt more of her wetness slip from her core.

      Her body was still wound tight. The anticipation of what was to come had only heightened her arousal.

      Caitlyn’s voice could be heard outside of the limo. The door opened and Caitlyn stood facing the driver.

      “Take the long way to the Nicholson house,” Caitlyn instructed.

      “Yes, ma’am,” he answered.

      Darcy removed her fingers and turned to face Caitlyn. Her husband’s ex-wife climbed inside of the car. The door shut behind her, leaving them alone. Caitlyn sat in her seat, silently watching as Darcy did as she had been instructed. She leaned back on the bench and opened her legs wide. Her skirt fluttered forward resting on her stomach.

      She was completely exposed to Caitlyn.

      The cool air brushed her pussy lips and sent a shiver through her.

      “You’re such a good girl,” Caitlyn murmured. The car rocked slightly as the driver began their trip. Goosebumps formed on Darcy’s arms.

      She was happy that Caitlyn was pleased with her.

      Warm hands rested on the back of Darcy’s thighs. She watched Caitlyn kneel in front of her with her gaze locked on Darcy’s pussy.

      “Such a pretty pussy. All pink and wet.” She trailed her fingers along Darcy’s inner thighs and down toward her center. Her fingers traced Darcy’s labia before spreading them open. “Delicious cream is waiting for me. I love it.” Her finger swiped through Darcy’s slit, then was lifted to her lips. She closed her lips around her finger and sucked it clean.

      Darcy moaned watching the erotic display.

      Caitlyn lowered her head and sent her tongue through Darcy’s slit. She shivered, loving the feeling of her tongue teasing her entrance. Caitlyn’s tongue moved up and found her clit. She sucked it into her mouth, eliciting a cry from Darcy.

      Her body arched off the bench while Caitlyn began to feast on her, worshiping her swollen nub.

      “Yes,” Darcy hissed. Her fingers dove into Caitlyn’s thick locks while riding her tongue. Her thoughts were only on the woman who was devouring her pussy. Darcy’s breaths turned into short, rapid pants. She rocked her hips forward, demanding more from Caitlyn.

      Caitlyn lifted her head from between Darcy’s thighs, and a moan of protest escaped from Darcy’s lips.

      “Don’t worry, Darcy. I’m not done with you.” Two of her fingers rested on Darcy’s opening. She teased her, running the tips along her slick hole. She watched Darcy with a laser focus. “You pussy is demanding me to fuck you.”

      “Yes,” Darcy practically shouted. How she wanted to feel Caitlyn’s fingers inside of her. She wanted to beg her. Plead with her to give her what she wanted.

      Caitlyn pushed her two fingers forward, slowly sinking them inside of Darcy. Her eyes were focused downward, watching as she pushed her fingers inside of Darcy.

      Darcy moaned, trying to open her legs wider for her.

      “That’s it, baby,” Caitlyn praised. “Take my fingers. Your cunt is so wet, it's practically pouring out of you.”

      Darcy was unable to voice anything. Her muscles were being stretched by Caitlyn’s fingers.

      “Relax. Let’s add another one,” Caitlyn murmured. She withdrew her fingers and then pressed three forward into her opening. Her pussy was so slick with her arousal that she easily accepted the extra finger.

      “Oh,” Darcy gasped. She was being stretched open wider and loved the sensation. Once her fingers were in as far as they could fit, she began slowly fucking Darcy with them.

      “Does that feel good, Darcy?” Caitlyn rasped. Her hand was increasing its pace as she began fucking Darcy harder. The sound of her wetness filled the air. It turned her on even more that she was so wet.

      “Yes. God, yes!” Darcy shouted. She lifted her pelvis, grinding against Caitlyn’s hand. Her strokes were fast but deep.

      “Good.” Caitlyn's head lowered and closed her mouth around Darcy’s clit. Darcy cried out from the sensations rippling through her. Caitlyn didn’t hold anything back. She suckled on Darcy’s clit like she was a starving babe suckling her mother’s teat.

      Darcy’s pussy clenched around her fingers. Darcy wanted another hard climax. It had been so long since someone had fucked her hard, left her breathless and in a puddle of her own juices.

      She knew without a doubt Caitlyn would be the one who would do that for her.

      Darcy ran her fingers through Caitlyn’s hair.

      “I need to cum again,” she whispered. Caitlyn opened her eyes and met her gaze.

      “Say that again,” Caitlyn said. She lifted up and replaced her mouth with her other hand. She began rubbing Darcy’s clit while sending her other fingers harder into Darcy.

      “I want you to make me cum,” Darcy panted.

      “I want you to spray me with your release,” Caitlyn growled. Her hands were bringing her so much pleasure. Darcy could feel a pressure in her lower abdomen. Her hips moved in rhythm of Caitlyn’s hands. “Soak me, baby. Soak me with your juices.”

      Darcy’s eyes fluttered closed. Caitlyn twisted the fingers that were inside her around and pressed inside of her hard. The pressure was building inside of her. She arched her back, her muscles growing tense.

      “Cum for me, Darcy. Give me what I want,” Caitlyn demanded. Her fingers pumped inside of her, bringing her closer to her orgasm. “This tight pussy of yours needs to be used over and over until you can’t fucking walk.”

      Darcy couldn’t take it anymore. She wanted that. She wanted her pussy to be used. She wanted to be fucked so much and so hard that she would walk awkwardly afterwards.

      The vision of Caitlyn’s dirty words sent her skyrocketing. A scream tumbled out of her mouth. A warm sensation shot out of her. She glanced down and watched how her juices sprayed Caitlyn, soaking her blouse, and wetting her face.

      Her body jerked and trembled. She laid back on the bench, allowing the magical sensation of her release to wash over her. Caitlyn’s fingers were still lodged inside of her.

      “Good girl. “Caitlyn withdrew her fingers and pressed Darcy’s legs wide while she leaned down and began lapping up all of the juices that coated her. “You taste so good. So sweet. So juicy. Just like a peach.”

      “Hmmmm…” was Darcy’s response. Her muscles were flaccid and she could barely move them. Caitlyn’s talented tongue slid through her labia, cleaning her off. Once she was finished, she lifted her head. Her hands slid along Darcy’s body and went underneath her shirt.

      “This needs to go,” she murmured. Caitlyn reached underneath Darcy’s back and unclipped her bra. She tugged Darcy’s shirt over her head and tossed it aside. She slipped Darcy’s bra from her, leaving her breasts bare. “Look at these.”

      Her hands cupped Darcy’s mounds, molding them into her hands. She pinched Darcy’s sensitive nipples.

      Darcy cried out from the pain. Her nipples for some reason were more sensitive than usual. She gasped, and watched Caitlyn lean over her and capture one with her mouth. Her tongue flicked the beaded bud, before releasing it. She licked the entire areola before trailing her tongue over to the other one. She took that one in her mouth, suckling it while her hand massaged the other breast.

      Caitlyn released her and sat back on her knees. She took Darcy by her hands and pulled her to a sitting position. She ignored the wet leather seat underneath her. Darcy’s hair fell forward. She exhaled, her body still tingling all over from her climax.

      “You are so fucking sexy,” Caitlyn said. She reached up and cupped Darcy’s cheek. She pressed a hard kiss to Darcy’s mouth. “You look well fucked.”

      Another hard kiss.

      “These tits of yours should never be covered,” Caitlyn said, her lips brushing along Darcy’s. Her lips captured Darcy’s in a hard, bruising kiss. Her tongue pushed inside, stroking Darcy’s.

      She leaned into the kiss, allowing Caitlyn to dominate her. Caitlyn’s hand rested on her throat, holding her in place. The kiss deepened, Darcy moved forward wanting to be closer to her. She propped herself on the edge of the seat, her legs encircling Caitlyn.

      Caitlyn nipped at Darcy’s bottom lip before soothing it with her tongue. She tilted her head to the side and thrust her tongue back inside of Darcy’s mouth. Darcy whimpered as Caitlyn’s free hand came down to her bare breast and pinched her nipple.

      Pure pain shot through her, eliciting a moan. She cried out and tilted her head back. Caitlyn’s lips trailed along the column of her neck.

      “When we arrive at your home, you are to take me to your bedroom where I will continue making use of this body,” Caitlyn rasped. Her other hand captured Darcy’s other nipple. She pinched and tugged on both of them. An electric current shot through Darcy’s body and ended at her pussy. Her core clenched from the sensations racing through her. “Grayson will be home late tonight. I gave him permission to stay out with his friends. I’ll send my car to go pick him up.”

      Darcy was happy that Caitlyn saw to her son. Darcy always worried about him. He may be a large thirteen-year-old, but he was still a child.

      “Okay,” Darcy gasped. She brought her head forward offering her lips again. Caitlyn smirked and obliged her.

      She covered Darcy’s mouth with hers, swallowing her moan. Darcy rocked her hips forward, rubbing her core against Caitlyn’s stomach.

      Caitlyn broke the kiss and it was then Darcy realized the driver had rolled the partition down slightly and was asking a question.

      “Would you like me to drop you off at the front of the house or the back?” he asked.

      “The back,” Caitlyn replied.

      Darcy looked out the window and saw they were indeed headed down her driveway toward the house.

      “Yes, ma’am.” The partition went back in place, giving them their privacy.

      “I want you to stay just the way you are.” Caitlyn snagged Darcy’s sweater and wrapped it around her shoulders tying the arms in a loose knot to rest underneath her chin. Her lust filled eyes took her in. “So fucking beautiful.”

      “But I don’t have a shirt—

      “I said as you are,” Caitlyn snapped. She reached up and tugged on Darcy’s perky nipple. “Geoffrey is paid handsomely by me, and he is a man who keeps his mouth shut on what he sees.”

      Darcy was curious as to what the man had seen. Caitlyn was a woman who Darcy had thought she had figured out, but apparently, she didn’t know anything about her.

      The car drew to a halt. Caitlyn snagged Darcy’s soaked panties and slid them into her pocket. She pressed another kiss to Darcy’s lips and moved back to the seat until the door opened.

      Darcy grabbed her purse and held her head high. She followed Caitlyn out of the limo. Geoffrey didn’t even glance in her direction.

      The air caressed her naked tits and sent a rush of excitement through her. Darcy tilted her chin toward the sky and walked toward her home as if walking shirtless outside was normal for her. She had to admit she loved the feeling of the warm sun, gentle breeze caressing her warm skin. Her taut nipples ached, her pussy was still slick and she felt the dribble of her release drying along the inner part of her thighs.

      She felt beautiful.

      Sexy.

      She dug her keys from her purse and opened the door. She walked into the house backwards with Caitlyn pursuing her. Caitlyn shut it behind her and flicked the lock. Her heated gaze made Darcy’s breath catch in her throat.

      The house was silent. It was only the two of them there. Darcy tossed her purse and keys on the table near the door. She kicked her shoes off by the door, leaving them there. Her socks and sweater followed.

      She reached for Caitlyn’s hand and entwined their fingers together.

      “Follow me,” Darcy said.

      She turned around and led her new lover through her home. They walked through the house and headed up the stairway. She had no issues leading this woman into the bedroom she shared with her husband.
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      Toys.

      Darcy was thankful that she had a plethora of pleasure toys that she used on herself to sate her sexual needs.

      Monty was never one to want to indulge in toys in the bedroom. He was as vanilla as they came which she was okay with. He was a good man.

      But his ex-wife—she was completely opposite.

      Darcy knelt on her bed on all fours completely naked. The moment they had arrived at her private chambers, they had both stripped and fallen onto the bed in a tangle of arms and legs.

      Excitement filled Darcy.

      She wiggled her ass, waiting for Caitlyn. Now she didn’t mind that her husband had gone out of town unexpectedly.

      “Are you offering this ass to me?” Caitlyn asked. She rubbed both globes of Darcy’s ass with her hands.

      “I am,” Darcy replied. She spread her legs wide and leaned down, resting her head on her forearms. It was one of her favorite positions to be in. She had shared with Caitlyn her collection that she kept in her bedside nightstand.

      On the bed sat a few dildos of different sizes and colors along with a tube of lube. There was a time when Monty had fucked her in the ass. She’d always kept the lube there. Since they weren’t intimate as much, she’d taken the liberty of finding her own pleasure.

      “Good.” Caitlyn knelt behind Darcy and spread her cheeks wide. Her hot tongue bathed her puckered rim, and Darcy moaned, loving the sensation of Caitlyn’s tongue as it pressed against her forbidden hole.

      Caitlyn’s tongue slid down to her pussy, teasing her, drawing out moans from the depths of her soul.

      Darcy fidgeted in place when Caitlyn’s tongue arrived at her anus again.

      “Someone likes me playing with her ass,” Caitlyn chuckled. She continued to lick and tease Darcy. Her fingers on one hand were slowly stroking Darcy’s clitoris. Her swollen nub was still sensitive from all of the attention it had been getting as of late. Darcy groaned, the sensations causing her body to tremble.

      “Yes,” Darcy hissed. She gasped from the feeling of a cool gel being squirted on her anus. She reached out and gripped the blanket with her hands.

      “I’m glad to hear that. I want to see this cock sink into it.”

      A blunt tip slid through the gel before pressing against her tiny hole. Darcy relaxed, exhaling to allow the thick dildo to breach her. The muscle in her anus resisted at first, but Caitlyn was able to work the tip of the cock into her tight opening.

      “I wish you could see what I see,” Caitlyn said. She withdrew the cock slightly before pushing it further inside of Darcy. “You’re stretching open to take this cock, baby. Good girl. Take all of it.”

      From the feeling, Darcy guessed that Caitlyn had chosen her largest dildo. The ‘big daddy,’ she called it. Ten inches of a wide cock. She grunted, trying to relax her muscles even more. She wanted to please Caitlyn and show that she could handle the big dick in her ass.

      Caitlyn again withdrew slightly, before pushing it in. Her muscles screamed as the toy stretched her open. The burning pain felt good. She widened her legs, her body trembling.

      Caitlyn spat on her opening around the cock to add more lubricant to her.

      “Keep taking it,” Caitlyn murmured.

      Finally, it was lodged fully inside of Darcy. She giggled, loving how full she was. Her ass was stretched open wide with a big fat cock buried deep, and a sexy woman was rubbing her clit.

      Who would have thought her day would have ended this way?

      “Oh, god,” Darcy cried out. Caitlyn withdrew the cock until only the tip remained before thrusting it back in again. She began to slowly fuck her with it. The motions sent Darcy on one hell of a journey. She rocked her hips back, meeting each thrust.

      Caitlyn’s fingers disappeared from her clit and Darcy grunted her protest. She was being greedy and wanted them back on her.

      “Play with your clit,” Caitlyn ordered.

      Darcy slid her arm underneath her until her fingers could connect with her swollen nub. She dipped her fingers into her drenched pussy to gather some of her wetness and brought it over to her clit. She rubbed it feverishly, anxious to reach another climax.

      “Good girl.” Caitlyn praised. The dildo pounded inside of Darcy’s ass, sliding in without issues. “Now here’s your reward.”

      Another blunt tip slipped through her slit and pushed inside of her pussy. Darcy cried out. Her pussy and ass were currently being fucked simultaneously and she loved every second of it.

      Caitlyn was very good at multitasking. Each cock sank deep with each thrust.

      The pressure was building inside of her. Darcy rocked back, taking the double penetration. Her pants and gasps filled the air. Tears streamed down her face, but she didn’t care. Her sweat drenched body trembled and shook. She could barely catch her breath as her heart raced.

      Her fingers flew across her clit. She buried her face into the mattress as her body detonated. Her orgasm slammed into her with the force of an eighteen wheeler. Her scream was muffled by the bed. Her muscles constricted around the cocks, milking them.

      She lost track of how long this orgasm took hold of her.

      She rode the waves with a smile on her face.
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      Darcy awoke and found herself alone in her bed. She glanced over at the spot Caitlyn had been sleeping in for the past week. Darcy bit her lip thinking about how well Caitlyn had been fucking her.

      Each night Darcy went to sleep with a smile on her lips, her pussy and ass well used. She sat up and held the blanket to her, covering her naked frame. She exhaled and fell back on the thick pillows with a smile.

      Her cell phone rang. She recognized the ringtone. It was Monty. She had spoken with him twice since he had left. Apparently, he was in Seattle and would be returning in two days. They were due to leave for Paris tonight. She still had some packing to do, but at the moment, she didn’t think she would be able to walk.

      She rolled over and snagged her phone and answered it.

      “Hello?”

      “Hey, baby. How are you?” Monty’s voice sounded chipper. She glanced at the clock next to her bed and frowned.

      “Why are you up so early and how are you able to sound so awake at this time of morning?” she asked. It was a little after nine and he was four hours behind her. Had he not gone to bed yet?

      “Are you still in bed?” he asked.

      “I asked you a question first,” she muttered.

      “No reason. I just wanted to hear your voice.”

      Darcy’s frown grew. This certainly wasn’t like her husband. He was never one to share with her that he’d missed her. He was horrible with sharing feelings.

      “Have you been drinking?” she asked. He barked a laugh. It had been a while since she’d heard him laugh so freely.

      “I’ve had a couple drinks, but I wouldn’t say I’m drunk. Why are you still in bed?”

      “Because I want to be. It’s nice having Caitlyn here. She’s been getting up and taking Grayson to school for me.” Darcy left out that they didn’t want Grayson knowing that his mother was sleeping with his stepmother. So each morning, Caitlyn went down to one of the guest rooms to pretend that she had slept there.

      This morning, Caitlyn took Grayson last minute shopping for a few items he needed for the trip. A wide smile appeared on her lips as she thought of how Caitlyn had woken her up, with her tongue planted firmly between Darcy’s wide-spread legs, feasting on her pussy.

      “That was nice of you to allow her to stay at the house,” Monty said. Darcy blinked, coming back to the present. He blew out a deep breath. “I’m just thankful for you. It helps that you and Caitlyn get along.”

      “Well, she’s not that bad,” Darcy said. She bit back a smile, thankful he couldn’t see her. He just didn’t know how well she had gotten to know his ex-wife. She would have thought she would feel slightly guilty for cheating on him, but she didn’t. Caitlyn was filling a void he’d ignored. “And it didn’t make sense not to have her stay. We have so many extra rooms, it was pointless for her to stay at a hotel while trying to spend time with Grayson.”

      “Again, you are amazing.”

      “What have you done?” she asked suspiciously. He was laying it on too thick. He either had done something, or was going to do something. He laughed again and it was then she knew she was correct to be suspicious.

      “I was just informed that I was needed at the New York office. I’m flying out tomorrow to go there. My father needs me to take care of some things there.”

      “Oh.” Darcy blew out a deep breath and shook her head. Why was she not surprised? Her husband was starting to be gone more than he was home. “When will you be home?”

      “I’m not sure, but I’ll text you and let you know. When do you leave for Paris?”

      “Today,” she replied dryly.

      “Well, have a great time and bring me back a souvenir.”

      The line went dead. She pulled her phone away from her ear and stared at it. Did he hang up or did something cut their call short? She wasn’t even going to wonder about it. She tossed her phone on the nightstand, rolled over and stared up at the ceiling.

      If this had happened a month ago—hell, two weeks ago—she would have been upset. But now, she didn’t have any feelings at all about him being gone for so long.

      The bedroom door opened and Caitlyn strolled through it. She closed the and flicked the lock.

      “You’re back so soon?” Darcy pushed up on an elbow. She was happy to see her lover. Caitlyn was dressed in a floor length cotton sleeveless cotton dress and sandals. Darcy’s mouth went dry watching the woman kick off her shoes before she walked to the bed.

      “Well apparently shopping with one’s mother is not cool,” Caitlyn snorted. She tugged her dress over her head and tossed it on the oversized chair near the bed. She quickly removed her thong and bra and slid into the bed next to Darcy.

      “I’m sorry. He hates when I go shopping with him too.” Darcy slid over and met Caitlyn in the middle of the bed. Her lover brought her into her warm embrace. Their tits pressed against each other while their legs entwined.

      “So I gave him my credit card and told him to call when he was ready to come home.” Caitlyn lowered her head and pressed a kiss to Darcy’s lips. She immediately opened her mouth and welcomed Caitlyn’s tongue in.

      The kiss was soft, sweet with a hint of passion, and Caitlyn took her time with the kiss. Darcy sighed as she leaned into it. She rolled her lover over to where she landed on top of Caitlyn.

      “I missed you,” Darcy murmured. She rubbed her breasts against Caitlyn’s, loving the feeling of her soft mounds on hers.

      “Is that so?” Caitlyn guided her down for a chaste kiss. “Well show me how much, baby. My pussy needs to be licked.”

      “Yes, ma’am.” Darcy didn’t need to be told twice. She slid down along Caitlyn’s body and paused at her soft tits to take her time licking and suckling on them. She loved sucking on Caitlyn’s tits. They were so soft and sweet. A moan slipped from her as she felt her pussy grow slick. She could sit here all day suckling on her tits.

      But she had been commanded to do something else.

      She continued her journey down Caitlyn’s body, blazing a trail of hot kisses along the way as she moved further south. She arrived at the valley of Caitlyn’s thighs. She parted them, and pressed them against the mattress. She took in the scent of Caitlyn’s pussy and inhaled deeply before she leaned forward and captured her protruding clit between her lips.

      “Yes, such a good girl.” Caitlyn brushed her hair from her face and Darcy felt a surge of pride to receive Caitlyn's praise. She released the small nub and licked the entire length of Caitlyn’s pussy. Her taste exploded on Darcy’s tongue. It was tangy with a hint of sweetness. There was no other way to describe it, but a taste that was unique to Caitlyn. Her long legs stretched out on the bed while Darcy took her time.

      She focused back on Caitlyn’s clit while pushing two fingers inside of her wet channel. Her lover writhed on the bed beneath her and Caitlyn’s cries filled the air. Her fingers grabbed a hold of Darcy’s hair, while she thrust her hips forward.

      “Oh, fuck,” Caitlyn growled. Her fingers tightened in Darcy’s hair. There was a sharp sting at the root of Darcy’s hair, but she didn’t care. A little pain was worth her lover being pleased. “Wait. I don’t want to come yet. Flip over.”

      Darcy lifted her head and met Caitlyn’s eyes.

      “I want your pussy on my mouth while you eat mine.”

      Darcy grinned and rotated around to where she was face down staring at her lover’s delicious pussy. Caitlyn gripped her ass and brought her pussy down to her mouth and Darcy gasped at the sensation of her lover’s mouth surrounding her clit.

      She spread open Caitlyn’s labia and dove headfirst. She slid her hands underneath Caitlyn’s ass and gripped her thighs. A shiver took hold of her body while Caitlyn feasted on her. Darcy ran the flat pad of her tongue along Caitlyn’s clit. She spat on it, then began rubbing the swollen flesh with her fingers.

      Her hips rotated around while she pushed her pussy down onto Caitlyn’s tongue.

      “Put your mouth back on me,” Caitlyn demanded. Her lover could be so bossy, but Darcy loved it. She covered Caitlyn’s pussy with her mouth. Their bodies writhed against each other while they gave each other pleasure.

      Darcy groaned at the sensation of one of Caitlyn’s fingers pushing at her anal rim.

      Two could play that game.

      She pushed Caitlyn’s legs further apart and dipped her fingers into Caitlyn’s soaked pussy. She removed her fingers, finding them coated with Caitlyn’s cream. She rubbed it on Caitlyn’s asshole, and added some of her spit to it. She pressed her finger inside. The tight little hole gripped her finger as she pushed it in and out.

      “Fuck!” Caitlyn cried out.

      Darcy moaned, grinding her center on Caitlyn’s face. Her skin tingled from an electric current rushing through her. She leaned downed latched onto Caitlyn’s clit. She sucked on it hard while slamming her finger inside of Caitlyn’s ass.

      Darcy’s breaths came fast as her muscles grew tense. She could feel the same happening to Caitlyn.

      She held tight to Caitlyn’s clit while she shook her head and hummed. They were going to read their climax together.

      Their cries filled the air as they tumbled over the edge of their ecstasy.
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        * * *

      

      Paris was absolutely beautiful. Darcy was overwhelmed with all there was to do.

      She glanced at the guidebook that sat on her dresser and scooped it up. She headed out of her private room to the general area of their hotel suite in search of food. She would shower and get dressed after she got some coffee.

      Today was the second day of tournaments for Grayson. He’d won his match yesterday and had advanced to the next round. They were still waiting to hear when he’d play next.

      Caitlyn had reserved a three bedroom hotel suite for them. They each had their own room and she and Caitlyn kept up the charade of sleeping separately for Grayson’s sake.

      Darcy arrived just as room service was entering the room. Caitlyn stood by the door, looking beautiful in her red silk robe. Her hair was tied up in a bun and her face was free of makeup.

      Darcy snorted.

      Caitlyn was acting like she hadn’t just spent the night being fucked by her.

      But she had to play the part. They didn’t want Grayson to find out about their affair.

      “Good morning,” Darcy said. She smiled at Caitlyn. Her nipples puckered up underneath her blue robe. Hers was made of a soft cotton.

      “Morning. I ordered something of everything. I’m sure Grayson will be starving,” Caitlyn said. The attendant pushed the cart over to the dining table and moved to start putting all of the trays onto it. “We can get that,” she said. “Don’t worry about it.”

      “Oui, madam.” He straightened and headed toward the door. Caitlyn slid a tip into his hand and shut the door behind him.

      Darcy beelined it to the cart. She sat her book down on the table and lifted some of the silver covers off the platters to see what had been brought. Caitlyn moved over to her side and began putting some of the plates on the table along with the bundled silverware. They worked together in silence, setting the table.

      They kept bumping into each other, causing Darcy to smile. They shared heated glances, but they were trying to behave themselves knowing Grayson would be coming out of his room at any moment.

      Once everything was on the table, Darcy turned to push the cart out of the way, but Caitlyn’s hand on her arm stopped her.

      “Come here,” Caitlyn whispered. Darcy didn’t hesitate moving into Caitlyn’s arms. Their kiss was brief and left Darcy wanting more. “Good morning.”

      Her hand slid down to the curve of Darcy’s back and continued along the curve of Darcy’s ass.

      “Good morning to you too,” Darcy replied softly. This was how she wished she could be greeted every morning. They were still pressed against each other. There was a look in Caitlyn’s eyes that she had never really seen before. In their short period of time together, she had come to care for Caitlyn.

      Was it love?

      She wasn’t sure, but her heart beat faster whenever the other woman walked into the room.

      Her breath escaped her and she forgot to breathe when she became the focus of Caitlyn’s intense gaze.

      She leaned up and kissed Caitlyn again, unable to resist. She caught her lip with her teeth and tugged playfully.

      “You’ll pay for that,” Caitlyn murmured when she released her.

      “I’m hoping so,” Darcy teased.

      The sound of Grayson’s door opened caused them to fly apart from each other. Darcy spun away and reached for the cart and pushed it away from the table.

      “Morning, mom. Morning, Darcy,” Grayson said, bounding out of his room.

      “Good morning, baby,” Caitlyn said as she wrapped him up in a hug.

      Darcy ambled over to the table and smiled at her stepson. He rushed over to her and pulled her into a hug. She laughed and returned the embrace. This kid owned a part of her heart.

      “Did you sleep well?” she asked. She kissed him on his cheek then pulled back and motioned him toward the table.

      “I did. I think I fell asleep before my head hit my pillow,” he laughed. He took a seat at the table. Caitlyn and Darcy took seats at each end of the table. Caitlyn’s gaze held hers momentarily before she reached for the food.

      Caitlyn wasn’t kidding when she said she’d ordered a little of everything. They had placed the food out on the table buffet style. They each made their plates and began to dive in. Darcy doctored up her coffee and took a sip. The coffee was top notch, as was the food.

      Grayson bubbled with energy while he spoke of the day ahead.

      “Are you playing today too?” Caitlyn asked.

      The tournament had started yesterday and Grayson had been in one of the first matches. He’d played phenomenally well, and had won his match. Darcy was so proud of him. She wished his father had been there to see his son play tennis. She had taken many photos and videos to share with Monty once they went back home.

      “I’m not on the schedule for today, but I have to be there for my other teammates,” he said around the food he stuffed in his mouth.

      “We can still come. We’re here to support everyone,” Darcy said.

      “You don’t have to. Why don’t you two go shopping or something. I’m sure you’re wanting to go out and buy some things,” Grayson replied. Darcy blinked. Her stepson appeared older than his age at that moment.

      “Are you sure that would be okay?” Caitlyn asked. She patted her mouth with her napkin then settled back in her chair.

      “Yeah. We’re in Paris! Why not?” He laughed. The kid barely stopped eating. Darcy didn’t know where he packed away what he ate. He was tall and lean with a high metabolism. Darcy was quite jealous. If she ate half as much as he did, she’d be the size of a whale.

      “There are definitely a few stores I would love to take Darcy to.” Caitlyn shrugged. “Let’s see you off then we will hit the town.”

      “Oh and one other thing. Some of the team will be going out exploring tomorrow night.” Darcy opened her mouth to start asking questions, but he held up his hand. “I already know you’re going to ask the normal questions. Who, what, when, and who’s watching over us.”

      “You know me so well,” Darcy chuckled. She wasn’t a strict parent, but she liked to know all the finer details to make sure he would be safe.

      “I’ll get you all that when I find out. Eric and his mother were planning everything,” Grayson said.

      “Okay, just let us know.” Caitlyn said. Her gaze cut to Darcy and it left her breathless as usual. She wasn’t sure what type of stores she was wanting to take her, but Darcy was sure it would be something out of the ordinary.
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      “Bonjour, Mademoiselle Macdonald.” A woman with a heavily accented English greeted them at the door of the boutique. She was tall and slender with high cheekbones and flawless makeup. Her deep auburn hair was pulled up into a tight bun that sat at the top of her head.

      Once they had taken Grayson to the tournament and left him in the care of his coaches, Caitlyn had whisked Darcy away in a private car. The city of Paris was beautiful. The culture, the environment, the people, all of it called to Darcy. She was falling in love with the city in the short time she had been there.

      “Nicolette, how are you?” Caitlyn asked. She entwined her fingers with Darcy’s and led her into the shop. Darcy’s stomach quivered at the possessive way Caitlyn kept her close to her. They had visited a few other stores before this one and it was the same. Caitlyn was always touching her somehow. They weren’t hiding their relationship here. They could just be.

      Darcy squeezed her hand and leaned into her.

      “I’m doing well. Thank you for asking. We have been expecting you. Please follow me.” Nicolette motioned for them to follow her. The storefront was mysterious. It was located in a stone building with the name, Cuvier, above the door. It gave no clue as to what it sold. There was even a doorbell that had to be rung in order to gain entrance.

      They walked down a short hallway that had been decorated with dark colors, sconces lined the walls along with paintings from centuries earlier showcasing nude women in the throes of passion with each other.

      The air of the place was one of exclusivity, and luxury at its finest.

      They arrived at an extravagant open showroom and Darcy’s attention was drawn to the intimate interior of the boutique. Their heels echoed along the marble flooring. Tall ceilings, sleek decor, and a few tables lined with filmy lingerie. Soft classical music floated through the air creating a relaxing environment.

      The walls held beautiful items hung up for display. Darcy’s heart raced at the beauty of the store. She loved sexy lingerie. It always made her feel sensual and expensive.

      “Is there something specific I can help you find?” Nicolette turned to them.

      “Yes, you can. We are looking for something exquisite for my love here.” Caitlyn brought Darcy flush against her side. Her hand slipped to Darcy’s lower back. Possessive and comforting.

      Darcy inhaled sharply.

      Her love?

      Her core clenched at the endearment. She leaned into Caitlyn loving how she was in public and announcing they were together. Darcy beamed as she glanced up at Caitlyn.

      She wanted to belong to her.

      Caitlyn brushed Darcy’s chin with her thumb and smiled.

      “I want to treat her to whatever she wants here,” Caitlyn said. She turned her focus back to Nicolette. “I’m taking her to my favorite club tonight and it needs to be perfect.”

      “Ahhh… that won’t be a problem.” Nicolette nodded. She motioned for Darcy. “Come. We need to measure you.”

      Darcy’s eyes widened. She glanced back at Caitlyn who must have recognized her slight apprehension.

      A club?

      Now she was curious as to what Caitlyn had planned for her.

      “Don’t worry. Nicolette is the best,” Caitlyn murmured. She dropped a kiss on Darcy’s lips. Her hand slipped down to Darcy’s ass and gave it a slight rub. “I’ll be right with you.”

      “Okay.” Darcy nodded. She didn’t want to pick out anything that Caitlyn didn’t like for her. They walked behind Nicolette to a smaller room that held two oversized plush chairs that matched the decor of the shop. A small round glass table sat in between them. They faced a platform that was located in front of a mirrors anchored to the wall.

      “If you don’t mind, Mademoiselle Nicholson.” Nicolette directed her over to the platform.

      How did she know her name? There hadn’t been any formal introductions.

      Caitlyn released her and strolled over to one of the other paintings.

      “And please disrobe so we can properly measure you.” Nicolette stepped from the room and shut the door behind her.

      “This place is amazing,” Darcy gushed. She glanced around and took in the paintings on the wall. They were similar to the ones near the entrance. The women in the paintings were engaged in various intimate positions and embraces. She stared at one in particular of a woman kneeling before a seated woman, her face buried between the other’s thighs.

      “It’s one of the finest apparel boutiques in all of Paris,” Caitlyn said.

      “I can see that,” she smirked. Darcy pulled off her heels and placed them in the floor in front of the platform. She removed her dress and hung it on one of the hangers on the hook near her. The next hook held a short black silk robe that she assumed was for her to wear. She quickly removed her bra and thong placed them strategically on the hanger underneath her dress.

      “Let me help you.” Caitlyn strolled over to her and picked up the robe. She held it open for her. Darcy smiled and slid her arms into the soft material then turned toward Caitlyn. She bit back a moan at the heated look shining bright in Caitlyn’s eyes. Her attention was on Darcy’s naked breasts.

      “You, my dear, are an exquisite woman.” Caitlyn stepped forward and slid her hands along Darcy’s waist. She closed the gap between them and her hands slid along Darcy’s abdomen and then up to cup her breasts. She rolled Darcy’s taut nipples between her thumb and forefinger. Darcy moaned and leaned into Caitlyn.

      “You are too.” Darcy’s eyes fluttered closed for a brief moment. She reopened them and stared up at Caitlyn. “I’m your love?” she asked breathlessly. The memory alone caused her core to clench. It allowed Darcy to fantasize about their future together.

      But what would that truly mean?

      “You have to wonder?” Caitlyn dropped a kiss to her lips. She pinched Darcy’s nipples harder while tugging on them. “I’ve wanted you for so long and now I have you.”

      This confirmed everything she had ever wondered about Caitlyn’s looks in the past. She leaned into the woman, falling into whatever spell she was weaving over her.

      “I’ve tasted you and I will make you mine.” She leaned down and covered Darcy’s mouth with hers in a deep toe curling kiss. Darcy was oblivious to anything around them. Her arms went up and wrapped around Caitlyn’s neck while the kiss deepened. Caitlyn’s hands released her breasts and slid back down to her ass to hold her tight. Her hands massaged her, eliciting a tremor through Darcy’s body.

      This woman’s touch garnered a response from her. A deep need that was buried deep inside of her flared to life. Her touch was something she craved. No one else had ever made her feel the way Caitlyn did.

      How could she return to her regular way of life once they left France?

      Darcy pressed forward and rubbed herself against Caitlyn. She boldly pushed Caitlyn’s tongue back inside of her mouth taking control of the kiss. She stroked Caitlyn’s tongue with hers, sending a message to her lover.

      Take me.

      It wasn’t until a cough sounded that Darcy realized they were not alone. Caitlyn lifted her head and casually dropped one last kiss on her lips as if they weren’t about to devour each other seconds ago.

      Nicolette stood off to the side with another woman dressed in similar dark apparel.

      “My apologies,” Caitlyn chuckled. She gave Darcy’s ass one last squeeze before she stepped back. Darcy grabbed the edges of the robe and pulled it closed.

      “If you don’t mind getting on the platform, s'il vous plaît,” Nicolette walked over to it. Darcy followed her. She stepped up on it and took herself in. Nicolette walked around her with a long tape measure resting along her shoulders.

      “May I interest you lovely ladies in some wine and appetizers?” the other woman asked Caitlyn in perfectly pronounced English.

      “Yes, you can. Surprise us with your finest champagne,” Caitlyn said.

      “Oui,” she replied before disappearing from the room.

      “May I take the robe, Mademoiselle?” Nicolette held her hand out for it. Darcy relinquished the robe to her. She held her head up high and refused to be shy when it came to her naked form. She didn’t have anything to complain about. She was a thirty-two year old woman with a nice body.

      It drove Caitlyn crazy.

      The woman could barely keep her hands and mouth off of her. Just that alone gave Darcy the confidence she needed.

      A third woman came over to assist Nicolette. She was about the same height as Darcy, with jet black hair that was cut in an ear length bob. She was dressed in a low cut black dress that hugged her curves. Her cleavage drew Darcy’s attention. She glanced up and found the woman watching her.

      Darcy swallowed hard at being caught. The woman smirked and her eyes traveled down Darcy’s naked body. An appreciative glint appeared in her eyes when she got to Darcy’s mons. Darcy had a great wax lady who kept her pussy clean and soft as a baby’s bottom.

      Darcy’s heart stuttered at the heated look the woman gave her. She bit her lip and looked away. Caitlyn caught her gaze in the mirror and gave her an approving nod.

      What did that mean?

      She was just busted checking another woman out and Caitlyn approved?

      “Hold your arms up,” Nicolette commanded.

      Darcy did as Nicolette requested and the woman continued to take her measurements. Nicolette verbalized the measurements while the other woman wrote them down on a small notepad. From her collar to her breast size, to her hips; the woman was thorough.

      The third woman returned with a tray and set it down on the table next to Caitlyn.

      “Will this do, Madame?” She held up a bottle of champagne for Caitlyn to see who nodded. The woman grinned and opened the bottle with flair and poured two glass flutes for them. Once she was done, she turned and gave a nod to Nicolette before disappearing from the room.

      “Nicolette, I’m thinking of something sheer and lacey for my love,” Caitlyn announced. She lifted her flute and took a sip as she tossed a wink to Darcy.

      Warmth spread throughout Darcy’s face. Apparently, Caitlyn already had something in mind for her. Darcy would go along with whatever Caitlyn requested. She knew where they were going and what would be appropriate attire for the ‘club.’

      “I shall bring you what we have in stock. The event is tonight, you say?” Nicolette arched an eyebrow.

      “Yes, it is.” Caitlyn stood and reached for the other flute. She walked over to Darcy and handed it to her. Darcy took a sip of champagne and smiled as the bubbles danced on her tongue. It was delicious. Caitlyn reached over and brushed some of Darcy’s hair from her face. “We would be more than happy to look at what you have in stock since it’s such late notice. Also, I’d be interested in what we could order.”

      “Oui. I shall return shortly.” Nicolette brushed past them and left the room.

      “Is there anything I can assist you with?” The dark haired woman asked.

      “I don’t know Vanessa. But it would appear that my love fancies you,” Caitlyn murmured.

      Darcy’s hand froze in place, her glass resting on her lower lip. Her eyes flew to Caitlyn who smiled. She leaned over and pressed a kiss to the corner of Darcy’s mouth.

      “It’s okay, my love.” Caitlyn ran her hand along Darcy’s back. She moved behind her, while her lips trailed kisses along her neck and shoulder. “I can appreciate it if you find another woman attractive. It’s quite natural and I would love to see you act on your instinct.”

      “She’s a beautiful woman,” Vanessa replied. Her heated gaze roamed Darcy’s naked body again, stopping on her breasts.

      “You are too,” Darcy whispered. A shiver slivered down Darcy’s spine and goosebumps formed on her skin along her arms. Darcy downed the rest of her champagne right before Caitlyn took her glass out of her hand. She disappeared momentarily before coming back to stand behind Darcy. Caitlyn’s hands slid along Darcy’s waist to her stomach and pulled her flush against her.

      “Wouldn’t you like to see what she’s got hidden underneath that dress?” Caitlyn’s lip brushed Darcy’s ear. She jerked her head in a nod, unable to speak. She couldn’t believe how casual Caitlyn was right now. Darcy’s heart was racing.

      Vanessa reached over and undid a tie at her side of her dress. It fell open to reveal that she wore nothing underneath but a thong. Her breasts were large with dark areolas and perky nipples that stood to attention. She moved forward to stand near Darcy leaving only a hair's breadth of room between them.

      “Oh, god,” Darcy murmured. Her legs shook and she was thankful that Caitlyn was behind her to hold her up.

      “Go ahead. Touch her,” Caitlyn urged.

      Vanessa smiled and nodded. Darcy’s hands reached up and before she knew it, she had cupped the woman’s breasts. They filled her hands. Her skin was soft and smooth. It should have felt wrong, but at the moment, it felt good to be pinned in between the two women.

      Darcy caressed and teased Vanessa’s nipples. She tugged on them and elicited a moan from Vanessa’s full lips.

      “That’s right, my love,” Caitlyn whispered. She pressed small, hot kisses along Darcy’s bare shoulder. Caitlyn’s hand slithered down toward Darcy’s mound. She cupped Darcy’s pussy, and slipped her finger against her slit. She groaned and nipped Darcy’s neck with her teeth. “You’re always so ripe and juicy. I should start calling you peaches.”

      “That sounds divine. May I have a taste?” Vanessa asked. She moved closer and brushed her breasts against Darcy's, eliciting a moan from both of them.

      Darcy’s pulse thundered in her ears. Her breaths turned into pants at the thought of the other woman licking her pussy.

      “Here are the items that I have,” Nicolette swept back into the room. Vanessa backed away from Darcy. She tossed her a flirty wink and wrapped her dress back around her and tied it in place.

      Nicolette walked over and hung up items along the walls, acting as if she hadn’t witnessed anything out of the ordinary. Caitlyn’s lips brushed against Darcy’s shoulder as she withdrew her fingers from Darcy’s slick core. She brought the finger to her lips and licked it clean. There was a dark glint in her eyes that spoke volumes. Had Nicolette not returned so soon, it was clear that Caitlyn would have enjoyed watching another woman please her.

      Darcy would have wanted her to.

      “Let’s see what Nicolette has for you,” Caitlyn tilted Darcy’s chin up and pressed a chaste kiss to her lips. Darcy turned back to face Nicolette and took in the beautiful items that were made of nothing but lace and silk. She took a step forward and felt the slick substance in between her thighs. “I promise, you’ll get much satisfaction tonight.”
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        * * *

      

      Darcy turned off the hair dryer and sat it down on the counter. The mirror was still steamy from her shower, and a towel covered her naked body. Tonight they were going to the club that Caitlyn had mentioned. She stared into the bathroom’s illuminated mirror, unsure if she truly recognized herself. She’d never considered herself a person who would cheat on her spouse, but here she was.

      Not only was she cheating on her husband with his ex-wife, but she had almost allowed another woman to pleasure her in front of her new lover.

      Who was this person staring back at her?

      The drive back from Cuvier had been pleasant, but they hadn’t broached the subject of what happened in the boutique.

      The sound of her bathroom door opening captured her attention. She glanced over her shoulder to find Caitlyn leaning against the door jamb.

      “Have I done something to upset you?” Caitlyn asked.

      “What? Why would you say that?” Darcy turned around and leaned back against the counter.

      “You seem a little different since we came back to the hotel.” Caitlyn walked toward her, concern in her eyes. She reached up and ran her fingers through the wet strands of Darcy’s pale hair. “Is it what happened at the boutique?”

      It was amazing how attentive Caitlyn was. Had this been her husband, he wouldn’t have picked up on her feelings. She could have put up a billboard explaining everything that was wrong in the middle of their living room and he still wouldn’t have known that anything was amiss.

      Darcy had tried to act natural on the way back to the hotel, but it would appear that Caitlyn had seen through her act.

      Caitlyn’s fingers trailed along her cheek and Darcy reached up to cup her hand and held it to her face for just a moment before she turned and pressed a kiss to Caitlyn’s palm.

      “I just don’t understand what happened. Something came over me—

      “It’s okay,” Caitlyn shushed her by pressing a finger to her lips. A small smile appeared on her face. “We have needs. Wants. Desires. It is perfectly normal to want to act on them, but so many people deny themselves. Pleasure is something that we need to survive. Just like water and food.”

      “But—

      “No, buts. Let me finish.” Caitlyn’s finger trailed along her chin and skated down her throat and stopped at the edge of her towel. Her eyes darkened and she closed the tiny gap that had been between them. “I want you to take all the pleasures the world has to offer you. I would love nothing more than to watch another woman lick your pussy until you scream.”

      Darcy’s breath caught in her throat. She blinked, hanging on to every word that spilled from Caitlyn’s lips.

      “Tonight will be all about pleasure. Together we shall push the limits of our relationship. It may be an inconvenient one, at the moment, but there will be a day when you belong to me.” She leaned down to kiss Darcy. It was fast and hard and over too soon. She lifted her head and stared into Darcy’s eyes. “Where we’re going tonight? I want you to lose all of your inhibitions. Do what you want, experience everything.”

      “It just feels weird,” Darcy admitted. She blinked and looked down at Caitlyn’s hand. “I’m already being unfaithful to my husband with you. Now you’re telling me you want me to do the same to you?”

      “What we have is different. My idiot of an ex-husband doesn’t understand anything about a woman’s needs. He should be happy you’re seeking to obtain what you desire.” She untucked Darcy’s towel and let it fall to the floor. She took Darcy by the hand, spun her around, and wrapped her arms around her in a brief embrace before she lifted Darcy’s breasts and cupped them in her hands. “You are beautiful and deserve to have this body worshiped by whoever you want.”

      She pinched Darcy’s sensitive nipples and nibbled on Darcy’s ear. Darcy moaned, leaning back into Caitlyn’s hold. Her abdomen quivered at the slight touch of Caitlyn’s fingers skating along her skin as Caitlyn’s fingers confidently made their way to Darcy’s core. They connected with Darcy’s swollen clit that was peeking out from between her labia. She slowly rubbed it, her gaze focused on Darcy.

      “I wanted her,” Darcy admitted breathlessly. She felt a weight lift from her shoulders. Admitting that a sexy woman had caught her attention and she wanted to take what was offered felt good. “And I wanted you to watch.”

      “I know you did.” Caitlyn’s fingers slipped further, diving in between her slick folds. Darcy’s pussy was soaked, the wetness seeping down her inner thighs. She drew Darcy’s honey to her clit and began to stroke her bundle of nerves. Darcy spread her legs and thrust her hips against Caitlyn’s hand. “That’s right. Don’t be afraid to take what you want. Whatever it is you desire, I shall give you.”

      Darcy closed her eyes and basked in the sensations that coursed through her. Caitlyn’s free hand came up to cup her heavy breasts. They had been so sensitive of late. Darcy whimpered, and turned her face toward Caitlyn’s, offering her mouth. She was rewarded with a deep, passionate kiss as Caitlyn’s tongue pushed inside of her mouth.

      It didn’t take Darcy long to reach her orgasm. She had been completely aroused since she had been offered the opportunity to be eaten out while shopping.

      Her cries filled the air as she came.

      “Yes,” Caitlyn hissed.

      Darcy fell back against Caitlyn, thankful for her standing behind her and holding her up. She would have fallen to the floor. Her fingers continued their soft strokes on Darcy’s clit. “Good girl,” she murmured.

      Darcy opened her eyes and met Caitlyn’s gaze in the reflection of the mirror.

      Something shifted inside of Darcy.

      Caitlyn removed her hand from in between Darcy’s legs and brought them to Darcy’s lips. She opened her mouth to suck her own cream from Caitlyn’s fingers. Caitlyn gave an approving grunt while she watched.

      “I have something for you,” Caitlyn announced. She pulled a long rectangular velvet box from her pocket. Darcy hadn’t noticed it before.

      “What is it?” Darcy grinned and spun around to face her lover. Her heart was still racing, her face felt flushed and she could feel her releasing sliding down the inner parts of her legs.

      But she didn’t care.

      She felt beautiful and her lover had a gift for her.

      “Open it.” Caitlyn handed it to her.

      Darcy bit down on her lip as she took the box and opened it. She inhaled sharply at the sight of her gift. It was a black leather choker with two diamond encrusted initials: C.M.

      “Oh, my goodness. It’s beautiful,” Darcy gasped. She flicked her gaze to Caitlyn’s. “These are your initials?”

      “Yes, and I want you to wear this tonight, so everyone will know who you are with.”

      She turned Darcy back around to stand in front of her. She reached in the box and lifted the necklace out. Darcy held her hair up and out of the way to allow Caitlyn to put it on her. The warm leather felt right around her neck. Her fingers traced the diamond letters as butterflies filled her stomach. She stared at her reflection, unable to take her eyes off of the very expensive gift and the way it sparkled around her throat. She was sure the diamonds were of the highest quality. A woman like Caitlyn didn’t skimp out on anything.

      “Does this make me yours?” Darcy asked.

      “Is that what you want?” Caitlyn’s hands rested on Darcy’s shoulders. “Would you leave Monty for me?”

      Darcy turned around, her decision already made.

      “Yes,” she breathed. She pulled Caitlyn’s head toward hers. “Just make me yours.”
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      Darcy followed Caitlyn out of the chauffeured car. A young man held the door open for them and assisted them out.

      “Good evening, ladies.” He shut the door behind them and rapped on the roof of the car.

      Darcy’s nerves grew but she calmed when Caitlyn took hold of her hand. They walked over to the building and she was quite positive they were about to enter a sex club. Her outfit would be inappropriate to wear anywhere else.

      She bit back a giggle as she thought of the barely there dress that was hidden underneath her long coat. Caitlyn wore a short dark leather dress that molded to her body and stopped right below her ass. The rounded neckline was low enough to put the tops of her breasts on display. She completed her outfit with matching four inch heels. Her dark hair had been pulled up in an elegant bun that put her long neck on display and made her look even more sexy and imposing than usual.

      Darcy stood to her full height. If her lover could stroll confidently into this club, then she would as well.

      A few people lingered at the entrance to the building, and Darcy assumed they were waiting for their cars to be brought up by a valet. She followed Caitlyn up the few stairs to the door where a woman dressed in a uniform greeted them.

      “Good evening, ladies.” Her English was heavily accented and she bowed her head and opened the large wooden door.

      “Kelly.” Caitlyn gave her a nod and guided Darcy inside.

      “Come, my love. Don’t be nervous. Everyone will love you,” Caitlyn said to her. They walked down a short hallway before entering the central area.

      Strobe lights highlighted the dark club and music thumped and flowed through hidden speakers to set the mood. Darcy’s breath hitched her throat as she looked around.

      She had been correct. This was most definitely a sex club.

      Women were in all stages of dress, and some even in the throes of passion. Onlookers watched while some women gyrated and thrust against each other, taking their pleasure in front of anyone who wanted to observe.

      Curiosity piqued inside of Darcy. She wanted to see more.

      “May I take your coat?”

      Darcy turned to see a small Asian woman dressed in a uniform. She held out her hands for Darcy’s coat.

      “Thanks,” Darcy said. She removed her coat and handed it to the woman. Goosebumps formed along her arms. Caitlyn’s heated gaze caused her knees to weaken slightly.

      Darcy immediately went to Caitlyn, unable to resist kissing her. The dress that her lover had chosen for her was risqué and revealing. It was made of the finest lace that had been dyed a soft pink color. The front of it dipped down in a deep ‘v’ stopping that ended just below her belly button. Her pussy and ass were on full display thanks to the transparent material. Her feet were encased in tall red heels that had also been a gift from Caitlyn.

      Caitlyn tore her mouth from Darcy’s. The kiss had been intense and left both of them breathless.

      “Come, my love. Let’s go meet with my friends, then we can walk around.” She placed a possessive hand on Darcy’s ass and guided her through the club. The club was filled with women who held nothing back.

      Now Darcy understood what Caitlyn had been telling her. She wanted her to enjoy anything and everything she could while they were here.

      Her eyes took in everything. Seeing women openly pleasuring each other was turning her on. It was such an erotic sight watching a woman be devoured and taking her pleasure.

      They arrived at a table where a few women sat drinking and chatting.

      “Ladies, I’ve arrived,” Caitlyn announced. The women glanced up from their conversation and smiled.

      “It’s about damn time,” a leggy brunette snorted.

      “Who is this?” Another at the table nodded to Darcy.

      “Everyone, this is Darcy.” Caitlyn pressed a kiss to the side of Darcy’s neck before motioning to her friends. “Darcy, this is Janet, Marie, and Victoria.”

      Darcy leaned into Caitlyn’s hold, proud that she was willing to introduce her to her friends.

      “Hello.” Darcy offered a wave.

      “Where’s Hadley?” Caitlyn asked.

      “You know her. She just has to make a fashionable entrance. She’ll be here soon,” Marie said.

      “Wait. Darcy as in your ex-husband’s wife?” Janet asked. Her eyebrows arched high on her forehead.

      “Yes,” Darcy answered.

      Hmm…so Caitlyn had spoken of her before with her friends.

      Interesting.

      “Impressive,” Victoria chuckled.

      The women didn’t hide their assessment of Darcy and she could see the way lust burned bright in their eyes. Darcy allowed them to have their look. She turned slightly, putting her ass on display for them while she pressed a kiss to Caitlyn’s lips.

      Caitlyn’s grip on her ass tightened.

      “I’ll be back, ladies. I’m going to show Darcy around,” Caitlyn announced. She kept Darcy pressed to her side while she guided her away from her friends.

      “They all seem nice,” Darcy said. The women dripped of money and must be rich like Caitlyn. From the short time Darcy had spent in the circles of the elite and wealthy, she had learned that they tended to run in the same circles and stay amongst each other.

      “They are,” Caitlyn replied.

      They walked away and Darcy slowed down at the sight of a crowd that had gathered. She released Caitlyn’s hand and let her curiosity get the best of her. There was a woman sitting in a chair, her legs spread. She wore a large strap-on and another woman rode her, bouncing on the silicone cock with vigor.

      Darcy reached up and toyed with her diamond choker. Her eyes were locked on the sight of the dildo disappearing into the woman’s pussy.

      “Fuck!” the one riding the dildo shouted. She raised her tits and offered them to her partner.

      “You like what you see?” Caitlyn’s arms snuck around her waist.

      “Yes,” Darcy breathed. She could very much get used to this place. She had always had a high sex drive, and a place like this would allow her to expel some of her sexual energy. She wondered if there was a place like this at home.

      She and Caitlyn hadn’t made any plans yet. She was firm on her decision of leaving her husband, but things between them had been sour for a while now. She just hadn’t wanted to admit it.

      “Do you want me to fuck you while people watch?” Caitlyn asked, her lips brushing Darcy’s earlobe.

      Darcy jerked her head in a nod.

      “Such a naughty girl,” Caitlyn chuckled. Her hands came up and tugged on Darcy’s dress, freeing her breasts from the daring neckline. Her hands immediately cradled her mounds and she began to play with them, teasing Darcy unmercifully.

      Darcy couldn’t take her eyes off the couple. Her pussy clenched as she imagined Caitlyn taking her in the same fashion while others watched.

      A thrill went through her.

      “How about women taking their turns licking your pussy?” Her question was met with a moan that rumbled from Darcy’s lips.

      “Oh, God. Yes,” Darcy whimpered.

      “I thought you would say yes. Come with me my love.” Caitlyn took her hand and led her through the crowd. Darcy left her tits out, her arousal taking over her, and the appreciative glances thrown her way as they made their way through the club only made her bolder.

      They passed by a small dance floor where women were dancing and gyrating against each other to the beat of the music. Darcy loved to dance and made a note to come back.

      They arrived at a display labeled, ‘Tasty.’ From the ceiling hung a leather sex swing and Caitlyn guided Darcy over to it.

      “What is this?” Darcy asked. Caitlyn turned to her and cupped her face in her hands.

      “You, my dear, will have your first activity here.” She pressed a kiss to Darcy’s lips. “Do you want to be a good girl for me tonight?”

      “Yes, of course I do,” Darcy replied softly. She wanted to please her lover. Caitlyn had done so much for her, given her so much.

      “Good,” she said with a sensual smile. “I’m going to put you in this swing, and you’re going to allow whoever should choose to, to eat your pussy.”

      Darcy’s heart raced.

      Not just one woman, but multiple women licking her, sucking her clit, and giving her orgasms?

      How could she find a more perfect lover than Caitlyn?

      Darcy stared up at her and knew she was falling for the woman. There was no doubt in her mind at all.

      Caitlyn adjusted the swing and within minutes had Darcy stripped naked and secured into it. Her hands were secured against the straps that hung from the walls. Her legs were opened wide to present herself to whoever wanted her.

      Darcy’s core practically dripped with her arousal and her heart was pounding, anticipating what was to come.

      “I shall be back soon, my love.” Caitlyn pressed a hard kiss to her while her hand cupped her pussy. Her finger swiped through her slit. “Look how wet you are already. Your pussy is ripe and I’m sure it’s sweet. Are you ready?”

      “Yes,” Darcy moaned.

      “Oh, one more thing.” Caitlyn walked away for a moment before returning with a silky black blindfold. She slid it over Darcy’s eyes and she moaned again as the club disappeared.

      Darcy’s breaths came in pants.

      This was sexy as hell.

      She had never known she would be into public displays of sex, or sharing, or anything like this… but she was learning quickly that she had been missing out so much.

      “Don’t be gone too long,” Darcy pleaded.

      “I won’t, love.”

      Darcy sensed the moment Caitlyn left her. She didn’t know if Caitlyn had truly left, but she couldn’t hear her any longer. Darcy’s nipples puckered into hard little buds.

      Not having her sight only heightened her sense of arousal. It didn’t take long before someone approached her.

      “Well, look at this tasty pussy,” a woman with a husky voice said.

      “Oh, look at the cream. Someone likes being tied up and offered for a taste,” another one chuckled.

      Darcy licked her lips that suddenly had gone dry. Soft hands ran along her thighs and ended at her labia.

      She moaned slightly at the feel of the mystery woman tracing her finger through her slick pussy lips. Without warning, two fingers breached her core and elicited a cry from Darcy. They slipped from her and pressed against her clit.

      “I’m going in for a taste,” a husky voice said. Her warm breath skated along Darcy’s center and was soon followed by a hot, open mouth that covered her entire pussy.

      Darcy whimpered. The woman captured her clit and began to suck on it gently, before teasing her with her tongue, and then the mystery woman groaned and released her clit.

      “Damn, she tastes so good.” Her thumbs spread Darcy’s labia open while her tongue slid through her slit, lapping up her juices.

      “Hey, it’s my turn,” mystery woman number two said.

      Darcy’s body shook from the need that barreled through her.

      “Fine.” Husky voice’s tongue snaked through her pussy one last time before she stepped away.

      Darcy rotated her hips around, thrusting into the air.

      “Yes, baby. Put your pussy on my mouth,” the second woman said. Her hands cupped Darcy’s ass and brought her forward. She licked and teased Darcy’s clit before thoroughly feasting on her. The woman slurped and lapped up all of Darcy’s wetness and then pressed her tongue at Darcy’s opening, fucking the hole with her tongue.

      “Michelle, you need to hurry. There’s a line forming behind us,” husky voice said.

      A line?

      Darcy’s heart raced.

      “Okay. Give me another second. God, her pussy is so wet.” She latched on to Darcy’s clit again. She hummed and pulled on it with her lips and nipped at it with gentle bites.

      Darcy cried out and thrust her hips forward as she rode the woman’s tongue. When the second the woman released her, she whimpered. She wanted to beg her to come back and finish her off.

      Her body was covered with sweat. Her pussy pulsated and clenched, needing more.

      “I could eat her all night long,” husky voice said. “Move out the way so someone else can get their taste. Let’s stand over here so we can watch.”

      Darcy strained to hear the soft conversation not too far from her. How many people were looking at her and watched women feast on her pussy? A shiver rippled through her as another set of soft hands slid along her thighs.

      “You’ve got such a pretty cunt,” a woman giggled. “So pink and dripping so much juice.” One finger teased Darcy’s channel before it slipped inside. Darcy clenched her muscles around the finger. “Look how she grips me,” the woman giggled. “She’s so fucking tight.”

      “Go ahead, baby. I want to see you eat her,” another woman urged.

      “Please,” Darcy begged. The orgasm she craved was so close. She wanted as many as she could have. She was going to be greedy and take what she could get.

      Her lover wanted her to be free and take what she wanted.

      Well, tonight she wanted to be fucked by as many people who wanted her.

      Darcy spread her legs wider as the woman slipped her fingers from her. Her tongue replaced her fingers and slid through Darcy’s slit. She went as far as Darcy’s anus, bathing her rim.

      “She tastes good?” the other woman asked.

      The woman between her legs nodded her head while devouring Darcy’s pussy. She pushed two fingers inside of Darcy and began fucking her slowly with them. Her mouth covered Darcy’s clit and suckled her hard.

      Darcy cried out, her body quivering from the onslaught of desire that filled her. She rocked against the woman’s hand, taking those two fingers deep.

      “Yeah, baby. She’s so close to coming,” her friend encouraged.

      Darcy’s eyes rolled. The woman’s friend began playing with her nipples. She pinched the buds and tugged them in rhythm with the beat of the music that pulsed through the club. Each pinch sent a jolt of electricity to her pussy.

      Darcy’s cries were growing louder and she didn’t care. She hoped the whole damn club was watching her.

      Her breaths were coming faster. Her skin tingled and she felt the pressure building in her lower belly. Her swollen clit was growing more sensitive.

      “Come on. You can’t have all of her!” Someone else called out in the distance. “I want a turn.”

      “Babe, we have to let someone have their taste.”

      “Shit,” the woman gave Darcy’s pussy one last long lick. “She was so close. I felt it.”

      Darcy wanted to cry out in frustration as the woman shifted away from her.

      The swing rocked gently as her body swung through the air.

      Her pussy was so needy, and she dripped with her arousal. She felt it roll down toward her asshole. She couldn’t remember a time she had ever been this turned on and desperate for an orgasm.

      The next person arrived in between her legs. They didn’t say a word, but immediately covered her pussy with their mouth. It was amazing how each one of these women was so proficient at pussy eating.

      This one soon had Darcy sailing through the stars. The woman had three fingers in her and flicked her clit with her tongue as she thrust her fingers deep.

      Darcy’s scream pierced the air. Her body trembled with the strength of her orgasm as it ripped through her. She gasped, trying to draw in a breath as she rode the waves of her climax.

      Darcy thought she would have a reprieve before the next person, but that was not the case. The women had their way with Darcy. Some were repeat performers coming back for seconds and thirds.

      Three orgasm later, Darcy was spent. Her hair was plastered along her forehead and her body was completely covered in sweat. Her thighs were sticky with her honey and her release. She had even squirted on two women when she came. They had both laughed and even celebrated the fact that they were covered in her juices.

      This had to be the best night of her life.

      “Has my love enjoyed herself?” a familiar voice asked.

      Caitlyn.

      “God, yes,” Darcy chuckled.

      “Good girl,” Caitlyn murmured. She removed the blindfold from Darcy’s face, and she blinked hard, her vision unfocused at first. Caitlyn stood before her, naked except for her heels. Her full breasts stood out proud from her body, but it was the thick cock strapped to her that garnered Darcy’s attention. “Now it’s time I give you something else you want.”

      She moved between Darcy’s legs and spread them even wider, opening her completely. Darcy scanned the area around them and took in the crowd surrounding them. There had to be about twenty women waiting and watching.

      Were these some of the women who had licked her pussy?

      Darcy whimpered when Caitlyn rubbed the fat dildo through her juices then nudged her slick opening with the thick head.

      “Please,” Darcy whispered.

      “What is it that my love desires?” Caitlyn pushed forward, sinking the cock inside of Darcy. She didn’t stop until she was fully seated inside her, the dildo’s balls hard against her.

      Darcy cried out from the way the cock stretched her pussy open and a sweet pain filled her but soon disappeared as she adjusted to the girth of the cock. Her muscles clenched it, holding it tight.

      “You,” she groaned.

      “And you shall have me. Right now, I’m about to fuck you hard in front of them,” she said as she withdrew and made Darcy moan.

      “Yes.” Darcy’s breath was snatched from the sheer force of Caitlyn’s first thrust. She did as she promised, fucking hard as she slammed her cock into Darcy. She used the momentum of the swing to pound into Darcy’s pussy.

      Darcy’s cries filled the air. She leaned her head back as she took the pounding. She would probably regret it in the morning, but it felt so good to have her pussy used.

      Destroyed in front of an audience.

      Darcy’s breasts bounced as her body jerked back and forth under the force of Caitlyn’s thrusts. Her eyes scanned the audience and met their eager stares. She caught sight of a couple whose eyes were on her and Caitlyn. One woman stood behind the other with her hand buried in between her lover’s legs. Another couple had made it to the floor, naked, scissoring each other while they watched.

      Darcy closed her eyes the moment she felt another orgasm rushing toward her.

      “Open your eyes,” Caitlyn demanded.

      Darcy’s eyes flew open and she focused on Caitlyn. Her hips jerked even faster while her strokes hit deep. She gripped Darcy’s thighs tight using them as her anchor. “Let them see how beautiful you are when you come on my cock.”

      Caitlyn slipped a finger in between them and began to strum Darcy’s clit.

      Darcy’s body detonated. Her muscles tightened as she threw her head back and screamed. Her release sprayed out of her, soaking Caitlyn’s belly and lubricated the dildo. She trembled and shook, unable to control herself as Caitlyn fucked her through her orgasm.

      As she shuddered, Caitlyn paused her strokes, leaving the cock buried inside of her. She leaned down and brought Darcy’s face to hers so that she could take her lips in a deep, passionately slow kiss.

      The sounds of others reaching their climax echoed around them.

      Darcy didn’t want to be anywhere else. She returned the kiss with the same fire that Caitlyn had fucked her with.

      Caitlyn lifted her head and smiled. “Are you ready to continue exploring the club?”

      Darcy swallowed hard and nodded as Caitlyn withdrew the dildo from Darcy’s aching pussy and immediately Darcy felt empty. Those in the audience who weren’t otherwise occupied clapped and whistled their appreciation for the show. Darcy was still floating high amongst the clouds, but she still felt her face warm as Caitlyn helped her out of the swing.

      “There’s more?” Darcy asked in a shaky voice as she tried to stand.

      “Oh, baby,” Caitlyn said with a smile. “We’ve only just started.”
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      Darcy glanced down at her phone and saw the reply from Monty. She had sent him a text that they were back and headed home.

      I’m still at the office. I’ll be working late.

      She sighed and shook her head. He was always at the office and always working late.

      “Is he at home?” Caitlyn asked.

      They were currently en route to her home via Caitlyn’s private car. She glanced up at Caitlyn and blew out a deep sigh.

      “No, of course not. He’s at the office,” she replied. She glanced over at Grayson who had his earphones in with the music blasting. She didn’t know how her stepson was going to take the news that she was leaving his father. She hated that this was going to happen. She loved him as her own and didn’t want to hurt him. But this was something she would have to do. “I’m going to go down to his office.”

      “Do you want me to go with you?” Caitlyn asked as she rested a hand on Darcy’s knee.

      Darcy leaned her head back and stared at the ceiling. As much as she would love to have Caitlyn’s support there, she had to do this alone. This was her marriage and if she was going to divorce her husband, then she’d have to pull up her big girl panties.

      “No,” Darcy breathed. She smiled at Caitlyn and covered her hand with hers. “I’ll be fine. It’s not like this hasn’t happened to him before.”

      Caitlyn chuckled and removed her hand. They hadn’t shared with Grayson that their relationship had changed. They both agreed to go slow and take it one step at a time.

      Paris had been a win-win situation. Grayson had won multiple matches and even received a large trophy for his performance. There were multiple sports agents who had spoken with Caitlyn regarding him and possibly training him for the junior Olympics. The kid had been riding high ever since.

      Soon the car was headed down their long driveway to the mansion she had lived in for the past four years. She would miss this home. She had put all of her personal touches on it and truly made it a home that she felt comfortable in.

      They arrived shortly with Grayson and the driver carrying their bags to the door.

      “Want me to carry your bag up to your room?” Grayson asked.

      “That would be sweet of you.” Darcy cupped his cheek and went inside while Caitlyn was speaking with her driver.

      She entered the home and walked through the grand foyer and the hall. Grayson rushed past her and flew up the steps carrying an armful of their bags.

      Darcy went into the kitchen she loved so much. She walked around the island and slid her hand along the smooth marble. There were so many good memories here with her, Grayson and even Monty. The boys loved that she could cook. There had been plenty of dinners eaten at that counter when Grayson was younger.

      She smiled softly and would always hold her memories close to her heart.

      “You sure you’re okay?” Caitlyn’s voice broke the silence. Darcy spun around and blinked back the unshed tears.

      “Yeah, I’m just wallowing around in memories. I think I’ll actually miss this place,” she said.

      Caitlyn walked over to her and brought her in for a tight hug.

      “You can renovate my main home, or we can build you a new one. Whatever you want, it’s yours,” Caitlyn said. She traced a finger along Darcy’s cheek and her clear blue eyes studied her quietly. “I don’t ever want you to be sad, my love.”

      “I’m not sad. It’s just fond memories from this house, watching Grayson grow up here… I don’t want to ruin that for him,” she admitted.

      “You and my son—our son—are close, and that will never change,” Caitlyn said. She kissed Darcy so softly, it left her breathless. The tears she had been holding back, slid down her cheeks. Caitlyn reached up and brushed them away. “You will still be a part of his life.”

      “What if he’s upset that I’m leaving his father?” Darcy whispered. “Don’t you think he’s going to be weirded out that his stepmother is leaving his father for his mother?”

      “The kid is smart and he will understand,” Caitlyn smirked. “One step at a time, remember?”

      “I know.”

      Footsteps sounded on the stairs. They pulled apart with Caitlyn moving around the island. She greeted Grayson at the bottom of the stairs.

      “I put both of your suitcases in your rooms,” he said.

      “Thanks, honey.” Caitlyn kissed him on the forehead. “I’m going to go upstairs and change my clothes.”

      “How much longer are you staying here before you head home, mom?” Grayson asked. Caitlyn’s eyes flicked to Darcy’s before returning to him.

      “I’m not sure. Maybe a few more days. I’m needed back at the office soon. Are you trying to get rid of me already?”

      He giggled and shook his head. He wrapped her up in his arms and squeezed her tight.

      “I’m happy you’re here,” his muffled voice reached Darcy’s ears. Her vision blurred again. Grayson truly loved his mother and it showed.

      “I’m happy to be here.” Caitlyn ruffled his hair and stepped back. “Now, let me freshen up a bit.”

      Caitlyn disappeared up the stairs. Darcy turned toward the fridge and opened it. Her throat was parched and the fluttering in her stomach was making her quite nauseous. The fridge had been filled with the food she’d ordered, but she felt sick just looking at it.

      Monty was the first person she had ever married, and she had thought it would be forever. She had never dreamed she would one day be asking for a divorce. She had been happy to sign the prenup that Monty had asked for, but she’d never planned on utilizing it.

      She grabbed a ginger ale to help settle her stomach before she shut the door.

      “Is there something going on between you and my mom?”

      Darcy jumped, not having realized Grayson was still in the kitchen. She spun around gripping her soda in her hand.

      “What? Why would you think that?” she asked.

      Grayson looked at her as he always did with those eyes that appeared older than thirteen.

      “I’m not dumb,” he said. “You two always are near each other, and whenever I come around it’s a little awkward. I’ve caught you two jumping away from each other like I caught you doing something you shouldn’t be.” He leaned against the counter and stared at her, waiting for a response.

      She sighed and opened her ginger ale. That nauseous feeling was increasing. She took a sip and it seemed to calm her stomach.

      One thing she had always promised herself, she would never lie to him, or any of her children. Growing up, Darcy’s mother would lie to her constantly. She never knew when she could trust or believe in what her mother was saying. She didn’t want that for her children.

      “Yes,” she nodded. “Yes, we care for each other very much.”

      He didn’t say a word at first. She grew nervous, unsure how he was going to take the news.

      Suddenly he flew forward and wrapped her up in her arms. She wrapped her free arm around him and returned the hug.

      “I don’t want you to leave me,” he said against her shoulder.

      “Never,” she replied fiercely. She squeezed him tight before letting him go. She put down the ginger ale and cupped his face in her hands so that she could stare into his eyes and she hoped that he could see all of the love she had for him. “No matter what happens between me and your parents, you will always have me. Okay?”

      He nodded and a sheepish grin came over his face.

      “Well, if you go to live with mom, can I come too?” he asked.

      Her mouth dropped open in surprise. This kid never failed to amaze her.

      “That, honey, will be between you and your parents. I don’t have any say on the matter,” she replied truthfully. “But I’m about to go down to your father’s office. That may be the only way I will be able to talk with him.”

      He grinned, and then spun around and jogged out of the kitchen. Darcy was blown away by how accepting he was of the matter. She took another sip of her ginger ale and headed upstairs. She wanted to change and freshen up after the long flight back home. She walked up the stairs and went into her room.

      She changed her clothes, washed her face, brushed her teeth, and re-applied her light makeup.

      She stopped in front of her floor length mirror and stared at herself. These past two weeks had been life altering.

      Her stomach grew queasy at the thought of the trip down to Monty’s office. She inhaled and tried to get it under control.

      Was this nerves?

      She had never experienced this before. No matter how nervous she was before. Walking back into her bathroom, she opened one of the drawers and eyed the few pregnancy tests she had purchased when Monty had first agreed that they would start trying for a baby. She had thrown away her pills and bought four tests. They had remained in this drawer, no need for use.

      “I can’t be. Maybe it was something I ate,” she muttered. She reached in for one of the boxes and tore it open. She read the instructions briefly before taking the test.

      Now she stood at the doorway, staring at her cup of pee on the counter and the test sitting next to it. She chewed her lip, too afraid to go see the results. It had been about two months since the last time she and Monty had sex. She would know if she was pregnant or not.

      Wouldn’t she?

      She glanced at her watch and counted down the seconds with the timer.

      Darcy swallowed hard, and then walked over to the counter and picked up the test. Her breath was snatched from her lungs.

      Pregnant.

      “Oh, my god,” she whispered.

      She stared at it, stunned. She had waited so long for this moment, and now it was here. And she was about to ask her husband for a divorce.

      “Shit.”

      “What’s wrong, my love?” Caitlyn’s voice came from behind her. She swung around to stare at her lover. Caitlyn’s gaze dropped to her hand. She didn’t say a word at first but came to stand next to Darcy. She gently leaned against Darcy so she could see the result. “You’re pregnant?”

      “Apparently,” Darcy sniffed. “Monty and I had agreed to start trying. The last time we successfully had sex was about two months ago.”

      “Successfully?” Caitlyn arched an eyebrow.

      “The last time we tried, he couldn’t get it up.” Darcy’s eyes dropped down. Embarrassment flooded her at the memory of the fact that her husband hadn’t been able to get hard for her.

      “It’s not your fault, my love. If he couldn’t get an erection, that’s his problem to bear, not yours.” Caitlyn tipped her chin up and met her eyes. She took the test from Darcy’s hand, placed it down on the counter, and pulled Darcy to her.  She rested a hand on Darcy’s belly. “The question is, do you want this baby?”

      “More than anything,” Darcy answered immediately. There was no hesitation at all. Having a child of her own had been a lifelong dream. She wanted a child to nurture and give them all the things in life she didn’t have when she was growing up. Love, support, and family.

      “Then we’ll have this baby.” Caitlyn leaned in and kissed Darcy. Her lips were soft and warm and her tongue probed Darcy’s mouth gently. Darcy’s mouth opened under Caitlyn’s and Caitlyn’s hands slipped down to Darcy’s ass to hold her tight against her.

      Possessively.

      Darcy felt an immense amount of love being poured into the kiss. She closed her eyes and held on to her woman as she devoured her mouth.

      Everything about this moment felt right.

      She’d leave her husband for the woman she loved and they would raise their children together.

      Loved?

      Yes, she had fallen for her husband’s ex-wife.

      Caitlyn lifted her head. They both were panting at the moment as they stared into each other’s eyes.

      “Are you sure you don’t want me to go with you to see Monty?”

      “I’m sure. You being there would only complicate things,” Darcy admitted.

      Caitlyn traced Darcy’s lips with her fingers before pressing a hard kiss to her lips,

      “Go,” she said softly, “but hurry back to me.”
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      Darcy rode the elevator in silence. The music that drifted through the speakers was calming. She rested her hand on her stomach in a protective nature. She was still in awe that she was pregnant. As she thought about it more, she realized she had skipped at least one period without even noticing, and her breasts had been abnormally sensitive in the last few weeks. She had blamed it on the stress, stopping her birth control, and all of the sex she had been having lately.

      She smiled at the thought of bringing a little human into the world. Her mind was racing with all of the things she would need to accomplish. She would have to set up an appointment with the obstetrician she’d picked out when they’d first talked about trying for a baby, and then searching for a pediatrician for the baby, and all of the shopping. She couldn’t wait for that part.

      Monty’s office was located on the top floor, and when the elevator finally reached her destination, she stepped out and headed toward the frosted glass doors. The main receptionist was gone for the evening. It was almost seven at night and the majority of the staff would be gone for the day.

      Except her husband.

      She walked past the main reception and entered the back offices. She navigated her way through the bull pen where a lot of employees had their cubicles and then walked down the long hallway that led to the executive suites.

      Her footsteps echoed on the marble flooring. She had changed into something relaxing. Leggings, a short t-shirt that showed off her midriff, and flip flops. She slid her purse strap over her head to allow it to rest across her chest.

      She made her way to Monty’s office. His assistant’s computer was on and it looked like he was still there too. Which wouldn’t surprise her. Monty paid Luca very well to be his right-hand man.

      She saw the door was opened slightly and stepped over to it, she froze in place as she heard a grunt come from the office.

      “What the hell?” she whispered. Her heart raced as she moved closer to the door. She peered in through the slight crack and froze in place.

      Luca was completely naked, resting on top of Monty’s desk on his back. His legs were spread wide while her husband pounded into him. Their groans and gasps filled the air.

      “Fuck,” Monty shouted. His hair was standing up on ends as if he’d raked his fingers through it a million times. His shirt was unbuttoned and opened, showing his broad chest. He leaned in and gripped Luca’s throat. “I love the way your ass takes my cock,” he growled.

      “Fuck me harder, baby. Harder,” Luca groaned. His one hand pumped his own cock while the other held onto his knee, pulling his legs wide.

      She had never seen Monty like this. His lovemaking with her had always been gentle and somewhat awkward, and she had always considered it sweet and respectful.

      This version of her husband was as if something had possessed him. His thrusts were hard and fast as he fucked his assistant.

      Darcy was unsure of what she should do. She had no idea that something had been going on between the two. She had spoken with Luca plenty of times over the years. He was much younger than Monty. He had to be in his mid-twenties.

      At least now she understood why her husband had such a hard time getting an erection when he was with her.

      He wasn’t really into her.

      He was into his assistant.

      “Your ass was made for my cock, boy. Look how tight you are around me,” Monty groaned. His hips moved quicker, his head was thrown back and she could see the tendons and veins in his neck from where she stood. “I’m about to come.”

      “Fill my ass with your load, baby,” Luca moaned. He arched his back, his own release spurt out into the air and fell onto his chest. “Give it all to me.”

      Luca’s voice ended in a shout.

      Monty roared, his face turning red as he released his load into Luca.

      It was at that moment, Darcy decided to make her presence known and she pushed the door open hard to make sure they heard it since they had been lost in their own world.

      Monty’s eyes flew to her, his expression full of rage at being interrupted, and then his eyes widened in shock.

      “Darcy!” he cried out. His body shook and trembled.

      She leaned against the doorjamb and folded her arms across her chest.

      “Hello, Monty. Luca,” she said calmly.

      Monty pulled his cock from his assistant and scrambled to look for something to cover up with. Luca flew off the desk and landed on his knees on the floor. He grabbed his pants and began sliding them on.

      “Mrs. Nicholson,” Luca gasped. His eyes were wide with fear as he took her in.

      “Darcy, baby. This isn’t what it looks like,” Monty exclaimed. He jerked his pants on and walked around his desk toward her.

      “Well, from what I see, my husband was thoroughly enjoying fucking his assistant while he’s supposed to be working late,” she replied dryly. “What else could it look like?”

      Monty ran a hand over his face before he focused on her.

      “I’m so sorry,” he said. He reached for her, but she sidestepped him and walked into the office. He followed behind her. “I was going to tell you.”

      “When?” She spun around on him and ignored Luca who scurried around trying to collect his clothes. “You know what, it doesn’t matter.”

      “Why doesn’t it matter?” he ran a trembling hand through his hair. She turned away and stared at his desk. The image of him pounding into his assistant like a madman came back to her. She couldn’t truly be mad at him for cheating.

      Hello, hypocrite.

      No, she just wished he would have said something sooner.

      “If you weren’t happy with me, you should have said something,” she said.

      “Darcy, I didn’t want to hurt your feelings,” he said. He moved closer to her and took her hand in his. “I care for you, and still love you. But what I have with Luca is different.”

      She glanced over at Luca who stood by the door. He watched them carefully but didn’t say a word.

      “I understand,” she said. She squeezed his fingers and then released his hand.

      “You do?” He inhaled sharply, still apparently trying to catch his breath.

      “Yeah, I understand more than you think.” She reached up and tucked her hair behind her ear. There was no other way to tell him but to just blurt it out. “I’ve met someone, too.”

      Relief washed over his face and then he swallowed hard and nodded.

      “Okay,” he said. He stood up taller and began to button his shirt.

      “And there’s something else.” She turned from him and walked over to the windows that overlooked the city. She was actually surprised he hadn’t asked who she’d been with, but maybe it didn’t matter.

      The room smelled of sweat and sex. Had this been a few weeks ago, she would have been devastated. But she had found a lover who taught her that one should take all of the pleasures in life and not to hold back. Caitlyn allowed her to be free and to be herself.

      Maybe Luca did that for Monty.

      “What is it?” he asked softly, standing behind her.

      “I’m pregnant,” she blurted out. Luca’s gasp could be heard from across the room. Monty’s audible swallow could be heard from behind her.

      “And you’re sure it’s mine?” he asked. He leaned against the window and eyed her. She chuckled and nodded.

      “You’re the only man I’ve been with for the last five years, Monty.” She wasn’t upset at his question. She hadn’t said who she had been with recently.

      “Oh, so the person who you’ve been with is a woman?” he asked. She nodded and faced him. He stared down at her stomach and knew that his mind was racing. He looked up at her, acceptance visible in his eyes. “We’ll work through this. I promise.”

      “That’s good to know, Monty, but I came down here to ask you for a divorce,” she said softly. Monty paled at her words. He glanced over at Luca and jerked his head toward the door. “Give us the room, please.”

      “Sure. I’ll be at my desk if you need me,” Luca said. He practically ran from the room, shutting the door behind him.

      “You can’t tell anyone what you saw today.” Monty ran his fingers through his hair again, trying to comb it down. He shook his head, clearly upset. “I’ll give you whatever you want— damn the prenup. You just can’t let people know what you saw.”

      “Why?” she asked. She was curious as to his reason. She’d suspected in the past that he may have been cheating on her, but she had assumed it was with a woman. Her husband had never let on that he desired men.

      “My father would have my head. He’s old fashioned and wouldn’t understand. I’ve always known I liked men and women, but I couldn’t share that with him.” He took her hand in his and moved closer to her. “Please, I’m begging you. He’ll take away everything that I’ve worked so hard for.”

      “You don’t have to beg me, Monty,” she said with a smile, “your secret is safe with me.” No matter what, she still had love for her husband. He released her hand and she automatically rested it on her stomach. His gaze dropped to her hand placement.

      “When did you find out about the baby?”

      “Right before I came here.”

      “Who is she?” he asked.

      “Caitlyn,” she admitted without hesitation.

      “My ex-wife?” His eyes widened. He shook his head as if trying to wrap up what all she was laying on him. “When did this happen?”

      “Just within the last couple weeks.”

      “And she makes you happy?”

      She paused and thought about everything Caitlyn had given her and knew without a doubt that this was the best decision she had ever made in life. The woman had freed her suppressed sexual nature, and had given her confidence and love.

      “Yes, I’m extremely happy.”
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      “Hello, Ms. Nicholson. How are you?” Caitlyn’s secretary asked. Fred was a gentle older man who had worked for Caitlyn for years. Caitlyn had inherited him when her father had stepped down and appointed her as the CEO of their empire.

      “Pregnant. Very pregnant,” she laughed. She rested her hand on her protruding stomach. At eight months pregnant felt like it had been about twenty months instead. Her back ached, her ankles were swollen and she always had the strangest cravings. It was cold outside. The east coast winters could be a little brutal. She tugged on her coat and ensured the zipper was still up to her neck.

      “You are glowing, though. Pregnancy looks good on you,” he chuckled.

      “I’ll make sure Caitlyn gives you a hefty Christmas bonus this year for that complement,” she smiled. She felt like a whale and thought she looked like one, too. But Caitlyn made her feel beautiful every day. She turned and nodded to the door to Caitlyn’s office. “Is she available?”

      “Yes, she is. Her schedule is blocked for the next hour and a half then she has a virtual meeting with the west coast office. She said she was having your lunch delivered today.” He motioned to the door. “Go on in.”

      “Thanks.” She gave Fred a cheerful wave and headed into her lover’s office. It was so sweet of Caitlyn to have lunch delivered for them. She was always so thoughtful and giving.

      The past six months had been a whirlwind. Since finding her husband balls deep in his assistant, she had moved on. She and Monty had agreed to remain friends for the sake of the kids. She didn’t harbor any ill will toward her husband, and they had both gotten what they wanted in the end.

      He was free to be with Luca and she was with Caitlyn.

      Their divorce was moving along swiftly and would be settled soon. Grayson had spoken with his parents and he had asked to move in with Caitlyn and Darcy, a request that had been granted almost immediately as Monty traveled too much to be a single father.

      Even uprooting Grayson from his old school and moving him into a new one had been a smooth transaction. Grayson was a good kid and made friends easily. His new tennis team welcomed him with open arms. His tryouts for the junior Olympics had been fantastic, and the wheels were in motion to begin his training for the upcoming games. They were so proud of him.

      As promised, Caitlyn had allowed Darcy to remodel her home. Darcy had loved Caitlyn’s home and didn’t think they should start over. The baby’s nursery was already complete, and was set up and ready for his arrival. The other projects they had started would finish in the upcoming months.

      Darcy rapped her knuckles on the door and paused.

      “Come in,” Caitlyn’s muffled voice could be heard through the door. Darcy turned the knob and slipped inside. Caitlyn sat behind her massive wooden desk in her plush leather chair. Her office was a large corner space that sat up high in the skyscraper. Her office had a seating area with a chaise and an oversized couch that faced a wood-burning fireplace.

      “Hey, baby,” Darcy said. She made her way over to Caitlyn who stood, but Darcy waved her hand at her. “Don’t get up.”

      “How was the drive down here?” Caitlyn took her seat again, but her eyes didn’t leave Darcy.

      “It was fine. You do know I can still drive. I’m only pregnant,” Darcy laughed. She made her way to Caitlyn and dropped her purse on the corner of her desk.

      “I just want to make sure you’re comfortable. I like taking care of you,” Caitlyn smiled. Her hair hung down her back in waves. Her lover’s corporate outfit did things for Darcy. It reminded her how powerful Caitlyn was. She was dressed in dark slacks, and a white blouse. Her suit jacket was hung up on the wall on a hook nearby.

      “I… Thank you, and I missed you so much,” Darcy said. She reached up and pulled on the zipper of her coat revealing that she was completely naked underneath it.

      “I can see that,” Caitlyn licked her lips and pushed back from her desk. Darcy dropped her coat on the floor and walked toward Caitlyn. The way her woman’s gaze traveled along her extra curvy frame, sent heat curling through her belly. Caitlyn stood and took Darcy into her arms.

      She lowered her head and covered Darcy’s lips with hers.

      During Darcy’s pregnancy, her sexual drive had increased substantially, and Caitlyn ensured that she was always well taken care of.

      Darcy moaned and pressed as close to Caitlyn as her belly would allow. Her breasts had doubled in size and ached for her lover’s touch.

      “Come over to the chaise, my love.” Caitlyn took her by her hand and escorted her over to the plush cream-colored chaise. She assisted Darcy to lay down on it. Darcy’s core clenched, her desire building. She could already feel her wetness seeping out of her core.

      A knock sounded at the door.

      “That my dear, is lunch.” Caitlyn stood up, but Darcy grabbed her hand.

      “I don’t want food.” Darcy pouted. Caitlyn laughed and leaned down to press a kiss to her swollen lips.

      “I promise you will want this food.” Caitlyn walked over to the door and opened it.

      A familiar beautiful woman with flawless brown skin walked in. Her hair was cut short in a pixie style. She was absolutely stunning. She carried in a large bag and the aroma of food floated over to Darcy. Her stomach rumbled.

      Okay, maybe she was slightly hungry.

      Darcy stared at the woman as she made her way over to her alongside Caitlyn. She was in shock to see her in Caitlyn’s office.

      “Look who’s here,” Caitlyn said.

      “Shaunee, what are you doing here?” Caitlyn had begun taking Darcy to their local gentlewoman’s club and it was there she had met Shaunee. The woman had a tongue like nothing else she had ever experienced. It was longer than the average tongue by far, and very talented.

      She sat up slightly and smiled at Shaunee who removed her coat and was dressed in barely there lingerie made of sheer lace.

      “I’ve missed seeing you down at the club,” Shaunee said. She smiled and came to the edge of the chaise. She tugged on Darcy’s ankles bringing her to the edge of the cushion. The woman must be a mind reader. She eyed Darcy’s pussy and licked her lips. “But I see why you haven’t been there in a while.”

      Her hand slid playfully along Darcy’s belly. The baby kicked and made them all laugh.

      “I know,” Darcy moaned. “I’m getting so big, I figured I’d wait until after his arrival to come back.” She did miss the club and all that it had to offer her. She and Caitlyn had been regular visitors since they’d moved in together, and religiously to sate their hunger.

      “And we’d figured we'd bring you some entertainment,” Caitlyn chuckled. She began undressing while Shaunee spread Darcy’s legs and ran a finger through her slick core. Darcy groaned and cupped her own tits.

      It was amazing how much Caitlyn loved her. The woman knew her so well.

      Shaunee lowered her head and ran her long tongue through Darcy’s folds.

      “Good as always,” Shaunee moaned. Her tongue pressed down into Darcy’s entrance, easily sliding inside of her pussy. Darcy groaned and thrust her pussy against Shaunee’s face. Shaunee kept her tongue erect and began fucking Darcy with it.

      “Caitlyn,” Darcy groaned. She looked over at the love of her life and found her standing naked while watching Shaunee devour her. Her breaths were coming fast. Shaunee’s magical tongue left her core and began flicking her swollen clit.

      Darcy cried out, arching her back from the couch. Her body grew flushed as desire filled her. She was greedy and wanted more.

      “Yes, my love. I know just what you want.” She came over to Darcy and straddled her head with her ass resting on Darcy’s chest. She lowered her wet pussy onto Darcy’s waiting tongue. Darcy began to suckle her lover’s clit and was in heaven.
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