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Chapter 1

Thursday 7:00 AM - Chase

Melody was late. That wasn’t something that was out of character for her, but it still made me slightly anxious. The idea that she might not show up. Not like my best friend would stand me up of course, but more like something bad might have happened. Like the night my parents had their car accident. It wasn’t something I liked to think about, but it was always there nagging me.

I took a few steadying breaths, letting the aroma of freshly brewed coffee mingled with the soft rumble of conversations and clinking cups wash over me. Grind N’ Go was busier than usual for a Thursday morning. Luckily I was able to snag Mel and I’s usual table near the back. I turned my coffee cup in a slow circle, watching the steam drift up in elegant, swirling patterns that were blown about by the air conditioning. A rap at the window made me jump, breaking my mesmerized gaze. Melody was standing outside the window laughing at making me jump. She waved, big smile plastered across her face, and headed towards the front door.

The bell over the door ran and Mel bustled inside, gym bag over her shoulder bouncing against her thighs. She waved at me again from across the cafe and went to the bar to order something before making her way to the table. Her purple yoga pants hugged her narrow hips and the oversized TMNT t-shirt she wore was cut along her midriff, showing a sliver of pale skin, her belly button peeking out above her waistband.

Seeing just that flash of skin always made my mouth run dry. I’d seen more of her over the years, but it was the little flashes and glimpses that always seemed to send shivers and goosebumps along my spine.

She slipped into the chair across from me, dropping her bag to the floor and brushing back her dirty blonde hair with an overly dramatic sigh. Then, she slumped forward and banged her head lightly against the table.

“Morning.” I did my best to suppress a smile as I stopped the endless spinning of my coffee mug and took a sip. “You’re late.”

Melody gave me the finger before sitting up and pulling her hair into a ponytail, tying it off with one of the man hairbands she kept around her wrist. “It was a late night.”

My stomach sank. I knew what that meant. Melody’s ‘late nights’ were another point of anxiety for me. But of a different sort. Part of it was the relentless description and free expression about what she was up to on these ‘late nights’. The other part was that… I loved hearing about it for some twisted reason. And I also hated it. I couldn’t reconcile the two feelings. It twisted my heart and my brain into infinite loops of pleasure and torture.

The best thing I could do was stay silent when she talked, and hoped she wouldn’t notice my discomfort or arousal.

“So, I met this guy last night. I was out at that local bookstore downtown…”

“Bookstore?” I interrupted, against my better judgement. “Really?” I stared at her incredulously.

She stuck out her tongue. “Fuck you. I read.”

I snorted. “Sure. Teen Magazine and Maxim or whatever. Gotta get some glimpses of all those hunky men on the covers…”

“Maxim has women on the covers.” Her eyes rolled even as she grinned.

I waved a hand.“Whatever. I don’t know anything about magazines.”

“Aren’t you in publishing, Chase? Shouldn’t you be aware of these things?” She leaned forward onto her elbows on the table, staring at me with sparkling emerald eyes.

“Editing novels is very different from the magazine industry.” I answered.

She sat back with a quiet chuckle and took a slow even breath. A barista came by with her drink, a rough looking man with dark hair and a sleeve tattoo that depicted some sort of Japanese art. “Here you go, miss.” He put her cup down on the table and gave her a wink before leaving.

Melody’s eyes followed him with a flirty grin, watching his backside in his dark washed jeans before turning back to me. Picking up her cup, she hummed thoughtfully to herself before taking a sip and then continuing with her story. “Aaaaanyway. As I was saying. I had a late night. Met this guy at the bookstore. We hit it off. Talked about…” She hesitated, as if realizing she was going to say something she didn’t think she should before shaking it off and continuing. “About books, obviously. We took a walk after and ended up at his place. He lived just a couple blocks away from the store.”

“Convenient.” I muttered, spinning my cup on the table again. It was hard to keep my eyes on Mel as she recounted the evening's activities. This was the part I dreaded and anticipated. The details that made my emotions war with each other. Like that scene from Seinfeld when Jerry’s brain was warring with his penis in a game of chess. I should have told her to stop. But this had been our routine for years. Ever since prom. I should have told her how it made me feel, but I just kept my mouth shut and listened.

“This guy had stamina. I mean, he wasn’t a bodybuilder or anything like that. Maybe he bench presses books or something, he had a ton in his apartment. But he must have some incredible core strength because he picked me up. Like, holding me in the air and just, ramming me down on his cock. Like I weighed nothing.” She shooking her head and laughed, holding her coffee close as if she were talking about some casual thing, not intense sex.

I tried to keep my facial expression even. But my stomach was clenching in a twist of arousal and disgust. Keeping my eyes away from her was difficult. I wanted to look at her, to see her reminiscing about what she’d experienced. My imagination was too vivid to do anything but conjure up images of her face contorted in pleasure, pain, ecstasy. I wanted to imagine it. To fantasize and take the words she was speaking, spinning them into a dream that I could tuck away for later when I was alone. It was so wrong, but I never could stop myself. Gripping my coffee mug was the only thing I could do to stave off the day dreams.

“Not many guys can do that sort of thing. I mean, not because they don’t have the muscles for it. I’m sure you’re able to carry a girl around.” Melody winked at me with a playful, sly grin and reached over shoving my shoulder.

I just nodded. I didn’t have the heart to tell her that I hadn’t lifted any girls up. In fact, I hadn’t been with a girl ever. I was a virgin. Our relationship had always been open and honest, but this was the one lingering lie between us. A lie of omission mostly, but one that had started fifteen years ago on Prom night. The night that had set off this whole open discussion about Melody’s sexual adventures. It was a door that had opened and never closed.

The whole thing was honestly stupid looking back on it.

It was an agreement between friends. Hormones running high and brains still not fully developed and very low on common sense. We’d promised to lose our virginity on prom night. Like some sort of archaic, cliche rite of passage. Or a plot device for a raunchy movie. It was a pinky promise, literally. In some ways, I looked back on that and laughed. Other times, I wished I’d never done it. 

That night, Melody had kept her part of the bargain. She’d gone to prom with Noah Townsend. A player if ever there was one. Popular and charismatic. The morning after was how Melody and I’s friendship had taken on the shape that it had now.

Melody had come strutting into the diner we’d agreed to meet at the next morning. She was a disheveled mess with jeans and a t-shirt, most of her makeup still on and her hair frizzy and in disarray. But even in this crazy state, she was all bright smiles as she slid into the booth opposite me and leaned across the table conspiratorially. “I did it.” It was a harsh, excited whisper.

A waitress came to take our order and Melody eagerly requested a full breakfast “I’m ravenous.” She chuckled when the waitress left. “After last night, I mean, I never knew sex made you hungry. Ya know?” Her nose crinkled in amusement at her own statement. Before I could say anything, Mel charged into her story. “We did it in the back of the limo. I know! I know, so cliche, but when in Rome, right?” She took a sip of her water and continued. “Thank God for those black dividers, ya know the ones that close off the driver from the back? I’m pretty sure it was soundproof. I guess if it wasn’t the driver got a bit of an earful.”

I never understood exactly why she was being so detailed. So explicit. Sure we had agreed to tell each other what happened. But I’d figured it would just be surface level. Where. When. How long. Good or bad. But Mel seemed to feel the need to shove it all in my face and watch me squirm. Maybe that was putting it harshly, but after fifteen years of it, it was hard not to feel that way.

While she talked, she pulled a napkin from the dispenser and began folding it, making an intricate origami figure as if it were nothing. “So, Noah had the driver do, like, a loop around town. Once he did that, he hiked up my dress and got on the floor in front of me. It was pretty spacious in the limo, you saw it right? But when you’re trying to have sex, everything seems to get smaller. Plus, pushing up that dress wasn’t easy, all those frills. That’s the last time I let mom pick out my dress.”

She placed a tiny elephant on the table between us and pulled out another napkin. Her hands always needed to be busy, as well as her mouth and mind. “And, guess what? Noah, the jerk, laughed when he saw my panties!” She glared over the table at me, as if she expected me to be sympathetic.

“Did they say something funny? Like, Tunnel Entrance?” I raised an eyebrow and dodged the napkin she’d been folding when she balled it up and threw it at me laughing.

“Chase! Geez! You’re worse than me.” Her smile was a million watts. So bright and blinding I had to glance away.

The waitress returned, setting down several plates of food in front of us. Eggs, bacon, pancakes, toast, hash browns. She also placed a large glass of orange juice in front of Melody before she told us to enjoy, and left them to our conversation.

Melody dug in, slathering her pancakes with syrup, cutting furiously into them and taking a large bite. She hadn’t even finished chewing before diving back into her story. “So, the jerk laughs at my panties. You remember right, the ones I wore at that overnight at the Rec Center last year? The lock-in. The satin pink ones.”

My cheeks were on fire. I remembered the panties very well. I wasn’t supposed to have seen her in them, but Mel hardly seemed to mind. I wasn’t sure if that was good, or if it was horribly, terribly awful. I was leaning towards the latter.

“I was going for comfort over sexy for the night. But I thought they were nice. Guess Noah thinks only thongs or some little itty bitty g-strings are sexy.” Mel rolled her eye as she took a bite of toast. “Whatever. So, after that little laughing fit, he pulled them down and started eating me.”

Every fiber of my being was on fire. I wanted her to stop. To ask her why she was talking this way, so openly and bluntly. It wasn’t that I thought sex should be talked about with those stupid code words parents used with their children. Hooha. Weenie. Kitty. All those words that just made things more awkward. But it felt like she was deliberately trying to make me… what, aroused? Upset? Uncomfortable? All the above?

But, as much as I wanted her to stop, I also found myself wanting to hear more. I wanted to hear all about what happened to her. What her body was like. How she felt. To my utter embarrassment, I thought about sitting in the limo and watching.

I shifted my eggs around my plate, unable to eat as I listened. Why didn’t it bother her to tell me these things? Did she really trust me that much? Or did she just not see me as a man. It was like she was talking about getting her driver’s license. Everyone does it, and once it’s done you have a card to show the proof. Was this story her proof? Was she just so excited she wanted to wave it in my face?

She took another bite of dripping pancakes, continuing, oblivious to my discomfort.

“It was weird. I mean, like, in a good way. Ya know?” She said it like I was supposed to understand what it was like to eat a girl’s pussy. And, to be fair, she would have been right if I’d been brave enough to keep my end of our bargain.

“Noah’s tongue was like a tornado. I mean, he was all over my pussy. I’m glad I shaved.” She took a drink of orange juice.

I tried to keep my eyes on her face, meeting her blue-green gaze. I didn’t want to imagine my best friend’s freshly shaved vagina. I mean, I did want to think about it, but… it wasn’t right. Right?

“I don’t think Noah would have cared either way if I still had hair or not, but it felt better. Well, I don’t really know, actually. Guess maybe I should try doing it when I haven’t shaved.” She mused, waving her fork around, the eggs on it slipping back to her plate. “So, he did that for a while, then got up onto the seat and undid his slacks. He wanted me to suck his cock.” She rolled her eyes. “What’s with you guys and wanting that? I mean, I guess I get the whole… stimulation and whatnot. But seriously, is it really that good?” She scooped up more eggs, looking at me for an answer.

“Uh, I mean, yeah I guess.” I shrugged. How would I know? God this was embarrassing.

Melody leaned in. I could smell the syrup on her breath and it was as sweet as her personality. “Don’t tell anyone…” She covered her mouth like it was a conspiracy. “But Noah isn’t very big. I mean, he’s maybe five inches? I know that’s not small, but the way all the girls gossip and stuff, you’d have thought the guy had an elephant trunk in his pants. It was more like…” She thought for a moment as she leaned back, tapping her lip with her fork, “I don’t know, something with a smaller nose. Sorry, I know. TMI. I’m sure you don’t care how big Noah’s dong is.”

This I could agree with.

“So he basically shoves my head down to give him a blowjob. Or what passed for one. Wasn’t sensual or anything, not even like in porn. He just let me move up and down and I swirled my tongue a bit.” She twirled her fork in the air with a bite of dripping pancake for emphasis. “It wasn’t that great. He got tired of that after a minute, so he helped me sit back up and I straddled his lap. It’s not easy getting a guy's penis inside you when it’s dark and your skirts are in the way. It was a logistical nightmare. Oh, but that was after getting the condom on, which was super awkward. He pulled it out of his jacket pocket like a magician. It was neon freaking yellow! Like the ones they handed out in Sex Ed last year. I really hope it wasn’t expired or something.” Her head was shaking, hair flying around her beautiful face even as she was shoveling in some eggs.

I continued to sit and listen, uncomfortably. The table thankfully hid the erection that was pressing against my jeans. I don’t think I’d ever been that hard before. But hearing Mel talk about her sexual escapade, it had my head and my dick warring against each other. She was so casual and flippant about the whole thing, but it was making my chest ache. My eyes were hot and my mouth tasted like week-old toothpaste.

Listening to my best friend, someone I’d known since kindergarten, talk about giving herself to another boy so easily was almost heartbreaking. As absurd as it seemed, I had thought that maybe, just maybe, I’d have been the one she chose. Maybe prom would come and her date would be a jerk and to fulfill our promise we’d… do it with each other. 

“I think the bumps in the road helped because when I was on his lap, like, my head was bumping against the ceiling.” She rubbed at the back of her head. “Probably have a bruise. It’s hard to ride someone when you don't really have the room. Like I said, the world just seems to get smaller when you’re trying to do it. Anyway, so I rode him…” Melody paused, elbows on the table and her face taking on a faraway look. “It was… good. Like, really good. I mean, I don’t really have anything to compare it to, but the way it rubbed against me and the stretching feeling, it was way different then when I masturbate.” That last part seemed to strike Melody because she bit her lip, her eyes darted to me for a second and then down to her plate with a tint of pink in her cheeks.

As awkward and lackluster as Melody was making the whole encounter out to be, she had still liked it. That was probably what made my stomach drop the most.

“I think Noah bruised my ass by how hard he was holding on to it. And he didn’t last long. Maybe a few minutes. That’s pretty average though, according to the internet. And of course we can always trust everything we read there.” She chuckled, taking a large gulp of orange juice.

“I’m sorry. I’m being such a motor mouth. I’ve just been dying to tell you.” She sat back, her plate now empty except for a few crumbs and grease. The smile on her face was genuine and curious. “Enough about me. What happened with Tiffany?”

That’s when the lie was born. How could I tell her I hadn’t fulfilled my end of our promise?

Tiffany Taylor was a very cute, bookish girl whom I’d been flirting with on and off all year. She had long brown hair, green eyes, a nice slim figure. I’d describe her as mousy. But as pretty as Tiff was… there just wasn’t any spark. It wasn’t like I didn’t find her attractive, I definitely got aroused around her. And when I picked her up, she was wearing an amazing sleek, white satin dress that clung so nicely to her budding figure I’d had to adjust myself in my slacks. Her butt was fantastic! Even so, I just couldn’t bring myself to try anything.

Our night was lovely. We talked and danced and laughed. Afterwards we went out for ice cream. Then, I took her home. She gave me a chaste kiss on the cheek and thanked me for a great time. And that was it. No longing looks or subtle hints that she wanted me to make a move. It was just a nice evening, with a beginning and and end.

How could I tell Melody that? Especially after she’d just gushed to me, all the gritty details. How she’d sealed the deal with Noah so easily and casually. Wasn’t it supposed to be the guy that did this sort of thing? Maybe I’d been watching too many rom-coms.

“Um… well, she uh…” I looked down at my plate. I hadn’t eaten more than a single bite of my food. “It was… sort of the same. No limo of course, but…”

“So did you guys do it in the back of your Prius?” She was leaning forward, eyes bright and eager for details.

My cheeks were on fire. I was not nearly as sexually liberal as my friend. “Um, yeah basically. Passenger seat, not the back. Um, we reclined it. She did what you did.” Did I sound convincing at all? Or did I have a girlfriend in Canada that was totally real?

She leaned forward, elbows on the table, chin in her hands, listening eagerly. “So? What was it like? I gotta have a guy’s perspective. I know what it’s like to have someone inside you, but not what it’s like to be inside someone.”

Fuck, why was she making this so difficult? Why couldn’t I just tell her the truth?

“Uh…” I tried to think of all the stories I’d read. Books. Movies. Trying to think of a way to describe something I’d never experienced. “Tight?” Duh. Of course, Tiff’s vagina would have been tight. Idiot. “I mean, ya know, it was her first time too, kinda awkward. But, with the condom and everything, it was, um, easier, ya know, because of the lube… or whatever.” Did condoms come pre-lubed?

Mel was nodding. “Well, go you! Sounds like you might have a girlfriend after tonight…” She was giving me a sly smile and a wink, her cheeks that strange delicate pink again.

“What? Oh, no, um, no, it’s not… not like that. I mean, we had a good time, but no real chemistry.” That, at least, was true.

She sat back and looked slightly disappointed, then bit her lips, eyes darting away for a second before looking back. “I’m sure you rocked her world, Chase. Unless… did you have trouble performing?” There wasn’t a shy fucking bone in Melody’s body. It was both endearing and completely mortifying. “There’s no shame in that, ya know. Don’t sugarcoat things for me. You know you can tell me anything. I’m not gonna judge you just because you couldn’t… uh, rise to the occasion.” The sincerity in her eyes made things all the worse.

“No! No, we uh, no, I definitely rose to the occasion. It was great. We just agreed it was fun, but didn’t want to go any further than that.” I shrugged, hoping that would be the end of it.

The lie had come out so easily. And Melody believed it.

She never stopped believing it.

So now here we were again, years later, and she was recounting another night with another man. All the juicy details and I was just sitting, listening and lamenting that I didn’t have any stories to tell her. Not that I wanted any. At least, not any that didn’t involve her. There’d been opportunities over the years, but I just hadn’t wanted to. Beyond the physical draw of having sex, the idea of doing it with anyone but Melody seemed… wrong. And yes, I knew that was somewhat obsessive and stupid, but I couldn’t rewire my brain to realize that.

Melody continued on with her story. “It’s like, not really about strength, holding a girl up and doing that sort of thing‌. It’s length. This guy had a good eight inches, I’d say. And thick. Really brought me back to those times in highschool when I experimented with my mom’s cucumbers before she’d cut them up for her salads.” She snorted with laughter.

“So we fucked like that for a good solid ten minutes. Can you believe that? Holding my ass up in the air and just letting me fall down over and over on his cock.” She ran a hand through her hair and then rested her chin on her hand, elbow on the table. “It left me pretty sore this morning. Pussy is still all pink. Probably wouldn’t have been as irritated had it not been for the condom. But I’m not gonna let some rando stick it in me raw.” Her nose scrunched up in thought. “Actually. You know what? I don’t think I’ve ever done it without a condom. Huh. Never thought of that.” She shook her head and took a slow sip of her coffee, her story told and a satisfied look washing over her like getting out all the details was better than the experience itself. Her eyes fell on me for a moment, a weighing look that she always gave me after she told a story.

I shifted in my seat, trying to subtly adjust my erection. How fucked up was it that when I heard my best friend talk about her sex life, I was all at once sick to my stomach and turned on beyond belief? Nearly fifteen years of this and I still couldn’t untangle my feelings and my libido.

“Guess it was a good night, then.” I muttered, drinking my coffee and only tasting bitterness.

Melody sighed, her chest rising and falling in the oversized shirt. She smelled her coffee, like some sort of deep meditative ritual with her eyes closed and lips curved in a smile. “It was nice. So, what’s up with you?” Her eyes opened, and she sat her drink down, giving me her full attention.

A buzz distracted me, allowing me to look away from those beautiful eyes and stop the heat from rising in my cheeks. It was a text from Angela, the senior editor at my office. She was asking about the recent edits I’d made to my current manuscript. They were due this morning. I’d finished the edits late last night while I was sitting alone in front of my television, watching Seinfeld for the millionth time, surrounded by glass bottles of Dr. Pepper and Cup-O-Ramen. Dinner of champions.

I shot Angela a quick text, letting her know I’d send over the edits as soon as I got to the office. When I looked back up, Melody was waiting patiently and watching me curiously. “Work?” She asked. “Or maybe it’s a lady friend you haven’t told me about?” There was a slyness to her words.

“You’re my only lady friend, Mel.” I answered, turning my coffee cup again. “Nothing new. Just work. Finishing up a new manuscript. Then I gotta jump to the next one. A new YA dystopia or something like that. Same old.”

Melody shook her head and sighed. “You work too much, you know that? You really need to get out and have a little fun.” Her lips touched her coffee mug, a luscious light pink that I tried to look away from, but sometimes you just can’t help but look at the sun.

I pushed my drink away, the taste of it more like coffee grounds.

“Hey.” Melody’s voice had changed. Her cheery, cheeky mood had shifted to concern and the look on her face was like someone realizing the person in front of them was about to throw up. “I was just teasing. I know you have fun.”

I gave an empty chuckle. “Oh, I’m the life of the party.” I deadpanned.

The concern on her face deepened. “Chase. What’s up?” She set her coffee aside and put her hand on mine across the table. That touch alone sent my pulse racing. “Are you okay? Is something going on at work?” Melody was never one that could let someone stew in their own bad mood. The second she saw someone being gloomy, she had to be the bright ray of sunshine that chased the clouds away. But ironically, she wasn’t all that emotionally mature. She could see things in other people, but not how she affected them. It was a strange disconnect.

I looked into her eyes and a voice inside me screamed. The problem is, I’m fucking in love with you! I’ve been in love with you since the third grade! Why won’t you look at me like I’m a man? I’m not your girlfriend that you can spill all your dirty deeds to! But you know what, I actually like when you do that because then I can go home and jerk off to it! I’d lost count of how many times I’d done that, gone home after Melody confessed about a night of passion and then lay in bed jerking to the memory. It was practically the only sexual relief I got anymore. 

I slid my hand away from Melody’s and sat back, putting my hands in my pockets. “Yeah. Just stressed with this new book is all. Been a killer. Pulled an all nighter, so I guess I’m still in dreamland.” I tried to put on a sincere grin. Maybe I could fool my best friend so that she wouldn’t see that inside I was a crumbling building, barely hanging on. It was just the facade that looked solid and nice. Inside, I was condemned. 

“I should probably get going.” I stole a look at my phone again, needing somewhere to look besides into Melody’s eyes. “I’ve got to turn in my edits and then there are some other meetings…” I waved my hand as I stood up, grabbing my messenger bag from the back of my chair. “I won’t bore you with the details.”

Mel watched me, concern still plastered all over her face. “Well, how about we go out tonight? Let off some steam.” Her eyes brightened at the idea. “There’s this new karaoke bar that opened on 5th. We should check it out.”

I pinched the bridge of my nose. “Karaoke? Seriously?”

She kicked my leg playfully. “Yeah. What better way to let loose than to sing loud, proud and poorly.”

I scrubbed a hand through my dark hair. It was getting shaggy. I really needed to get it cut. Melody was nearly impossible to say no to. That was probably why every guy she ever met wanted to sleep with her and when she gave them the opportunity, jumped at the chance. Of course it helped that she was a slim beauty that was practically all muscle thanks to the nearly thirty years of ballet and gymnastics. I doubt there was an ounce of fat on her. It’d be nice to think that guys were attracted to her personality, but she never stayed with anyone long enough for them to get to know her. Not like I knew her.

“Yeah, sure.” I acquiesced. “Text me the address. I’ll meet you there after work.”

Melody leaned back in her chair, looking up at me. “Cool. Don’t work yourself to death, okay? It’s just a book. Are we still on for tomorrow night too?”

Great. Another time to meet. Another time to pine after my best friend. Why can’t I just let this go? Why can’t I just enjoy being with her? Why does my stupid heart have to have stupid feelings?

I gave her a crooked smile. “Sure. But you choose the movie this time. I don’t want to put you to sleep again with one of my period dramas.”

Melody rolled her eyes. “Not my fault. All that flowery language is like a lullaby to me. Maybe choose something more exciting next time.”

I smiled at her genuinely this time. “I’ll try. What about Pride and Prejudice and Zombies?”

Melody snorted as she was taking a drink of her coffee, nearly spitting it out. Everyone in the cafe looked over at her as she gasped and laughed and wheezed, grabbing napkins to wipe off her chin and glared up at me with a playful anger. She threw one of the dirty napkins at me.

“Guess I’ll see you tonight.” I said, picking up the napkin and tossing it onto the table.

“I’ll text you. Be there at seven.” She waved as I walked away.

The barista, from before, passed by me, headed to Melody’s table. I caught part of the conversation as he stepped up next to her. “Do you need another…” “No, thanks…” I watched from the door for a moment as the two talked and words drifted through the hum of machinery and dishes and conversation. “But what you could give me is your number…” Melody was putting her hand on the man’s tattooed arm and giving him that flirty look that was always reserved for others, never for me.

I held in a sigh and pushed out into the milling traffic of people. Crisp air blew through the streets. I shoved my hands into my coat and trudged to the side of the road and hailed a taxi, getting in and heading to work.


Chapter 2

Thursday 5:30 PM - Melody

The windows of the car were fogging up quickly. The old two-door coupe was rocking with Melody’s movements. Thankfully, it was at the far end of the parking garage so it was highly unlikely anyone was going to see the car a-rockin’. Her muscles were sore from a long day teaching ballet, but she always had the stamina for sex. The activity lit a fire inside her and she couldn’t resist it, even if she was utterly exhausted.

Matt had adjusted his passenger seat to lie all the way back and was watching Melody, her shirt and bra pulled up and over her head while still keeping the sleeves on. Her ample b cups with quarter sized dark nipples jumped rapidly as she bounced on Matt’s cock. Hair tousled and sweaty and tangled, framing her face as her eyes were closed, Melody panted and groaned, sweat dripping down her temple. She’d pulled off her yoga pants, but they were still hanging on her left ankle, tangled with her panties. One hand was on Matt’s chest, nails screeching into his firm muscle with her feet planted on either side of him, squatting up and down with vigor.

“Shit!” He groaned, hands coming up to play with Melody’s tits. Holding them and rolling her nipples in his calloused fingers.

Melody moaned against the friction and sat hard on his cock, the condom rubbing against him and inside her. Thankfully, it was decently lubricated, and so was she. Matt’s cock was thick and her manicured lips were dragging along him like a suction cup. Her hands went to Matt’s shoulders for better stability and rode harder, gasping with each deep penetration. 

After the long day she’d had, especially having to teach three classes of young girls that hardly wanted to listen, let alone follow directions, she needed a good fuck. Matt had been sweet enough to give her his number after Chase had left the coffee shop, so now she was being sweet enough to fuck him.

As she rose up on Matt’s cock again, the morning’s conversation with Chase came back. The part where she’d realized she’d never had sex without a condom. It really wasn’t a surprise. She just hadn’t thought about it. There seemed to be something significant about that. Obviously, as much sex as she had with as many men as she did, condoms were just a simple and responsible precaution. No one would find it strange that she hadn’t ever gone into a situation without making sure the goods were bagged first. But it itched at her.

It itched because when she’d admitted it to Chase, she couldn’t think of a reason to have sex without a condom. Never. Not with any of the men she’d been with. Not even when she’d had a boyfriend back in college for a few months. Never once had it occurred to her… no, it had occurred to her, but when she considered it, something in her chest clenched. Like being unprotected with someone in that way was far too intimate. It meant she was completely exposed.

Ugh! Stupid thoughts. Get the fuck out. I’m busy! She scolded herself. An orgasm was approaching, and she desperately wanted to feel it without some existential thoughts dampening it.

“Ughhh Fuck me!” She grunted, placing a hand on the low ceiling of the car and the other on Matt’s shoulder. “Fuck me!” It was an order. She glared down at him, clenching her jaw.

“Yeah? You fucking want it?” Matt grabbed her hips and started thrusting hard and fast.

Melody’s pussy burned, and she gasped at the sudden onslaught. Her lips gripping and dragging. Inside, he was grazing her g-spot repeatedly. Gasping with pleasure as her orgasm finally rose over the wall and crashed down through her, Melody cried out. “Yes! Yes, fuck yes, I’m cumming. Shit, just like that, don’t fucking stop!” Her nails were digging into the roof and Matt’s shoulder as she grit her teeth against the feral orgasm rushing through her nerves.

It was nearly a minute, Matt still thrusting, as the endorphins rushed through her, making every exhausted and worn muscle tense. Her pussy clenched hard and cream dripped down his shaft, over his balls. That warm liquid feeling was what finally pushed Matt over the edge. He pulled her down on him, grunting as he filled the condom, shaking and arching his back with a low guttural grunt. They both held still in their pleasure, the moment hanging in the air. A thick heat settling around them, thick with the smell of sex.

“Shitshitshit.” Melody muttered as the orgasm receded, breaths evening out. Her hand moved from the ceiling, brushing back her hair just as her phone blared an alarm.

“Oh, fuck!” Her eyes went wide as she reached down into the floorboards to grab her phone. It’d fallen out of her yoga pants when she’d been pulling them down to mount Matt. The alarm declared it was 5:40 PM. “I gotta go!” She was scrambling off Matt, the condom pulling and popping out. There was only a second to be impressed by the bulb at the end, thick with cum, before she was untangling her panties and pulling them up along with her pants.

Matt was panting, wiping a hand across his face. “Wh…what? Already?” He glanced at his watch. “I thought you were done with work?”

“I am. Gotta meet someone.” She pulled her sports bra and shirt back over her head, and took a quick look in the rearview mirror to make sure she didn’t look like she’d just been fucked. “Good enough.” She said, running fingers through her tangles, before reaching into the backseat and grabbing her gym bag.

“Well… do you wanna maybe go to dinner sometime?” Matt was pulling his pants up, the condom already off and tied, and she assumed in the bag of trash he had pushed up under his glove compartment.

Melody had the driver’s door open and was slipping out. “Uh, maybe. Not really looking to date or anything right now. But this was fun. We should do it again.” She wasn’t even looking at him, slinging her bag across her chest and looking around for the closest exit that would lead her back to the street.

“I mean, sure, anytime. You sure this is…” Matt was scooting over into the driver's seat when Melody cut him off with a wave of her hand.

“It’s fine. It’s just sex Matt. Don’t look so much into it, okay? I’m not one of those girls that’s gonna feel jilted if you don’t text me or anything.” She gave him a quick smile, nothing showy or intimate, just something to placate him before locking her eyes on the exit. “I’ll see ya around!” She was already jogging to the stairs that lead to the street.

She hailed a cab quickly and had them rush to Chase’s office building. It was one of the larger buildings in town with Chase’s agency, InkWell Publishing, taking up several of the higher floors. It was baffling to her sometimes why they’d chosen Grind N’ Go Coffee to meet in the mornings. She’d offered to meet somewhere more in the middle, between her studio and his office. But Chase was always considering others' needs and what might inconvenience them over what might be beneficial to both parties. Melody would have happily taken a cab every morning, or even the bus or whatever, to meet Chase at a Starbucks or some other place. But Chase really couldn’t be argued with. Once his mind was made up, Melody had to follow along.

On the ride, she texted Chase, “You headed out yet?”

“It’s not even six.” The reply came back almost instantly.

Melody rolled her eyes. Of course, Chase wouldn’t be done yet. And that’s why she wasn’t going to meet him at the karaoke bar. She couldn’t really trust that Chase would show up. He wasn’t a flake. In fact, if he said he was going to be somewhere, he was there on the dot. But this morning, something had bothered her. She couldn’t put her finger on it.

Watching the people and buildings slip by as the cab made its way to Chase’s office, she thought back to the cafe and how Chase had looked… what was even the word? She wasn’t the literary type like he was. She didn’t have the fancy dictionary and thesaurus brain he always had that landed him his sweet publishing job. But, if she really dove deep, she thought the word she was looking for was, forlorn. 

She gripped her phone tight and looked down at it, quickly thumbing to her photos app and scrolling through them. There were several of her and her ballet students, some with friends when they’d gone out drinking or to some new restaurant they wanted to try. But the bulk of her pictures were with Chase. They stretched back all the way through college. She’d had to buy extra cloud storage just to keep everything. She was a photo fiend. Constantly snapping selfies and candid shots, even if it really wasn’t the most appropriate time. Most of the photos were when she was snapping selfies and his facial expression was surprised or playfully annoyed. The photos ran the gamut of emotion: annoyed, happy, laughing, frustrated, confused. But she didn’t have any of him looking sad.

She’d seen him sad. When his parents had passed away from a car accident when he was a junior in college. That was the first time she’d really seen him cry, and it nearly broke her.

Chase wasn’t meant to cry. That boy should never have to cry. Even just remembering it made everything inside her burn, knowing that the drunk driver got away without a scratch and only a few years in prison for taking Chase’s family. But she quickly pushed that aside and continued scrolling through the pictures. Not once could she recall or find any picture that mirrored the look Chase had had that morning. Was something going on at work? He seemed to be doing really well. Could he be lying, though?

No, he’d never lie to her about that. Chase wouldn’t lie to her at all. They’d known each other their entire lives and lived through so much together. They knew each other inside and out. But now it felt like there was something under the surface that she was missing. Maybe it had always been there and she’d never noticed. It wouldn’t have been the first time she didn’t pick up on things.

She shoved her phone into her pocket as the cab came to a stop in front of Chase’s building. She paid with her phone and hopped out, strolling into the lobby and to the elevators. It was a modern building, most everything made of raw steel, glass and dark marble. The elevators had an old art déco sort of design that always made her feel like she was in an M. C. Escher painting.

She pressed the button for the seventh floor, where Chase had his office, and rode up quietly, hands clasped in front of her, lost in meandering thoughts, still feeling a slight throb in her pussy from the rough fucking Matt had given her. He wasn’t half bad. Definitely fun. Though he seemed a little clingy when she was heading out. She might not want to encourage that sort of thing. She’d ask Chase about it when she told him the details. He always had the best perspective on things. An insight she admired and valued when it came to all of her shenanigans. Plus, it was fun to watch him shift and squirm a little. She knew it was doing something to him when she talked about sex and she just couldn’t resist the tease.

The elevator dinged, and the doors opened onto a very wide open floor that looked much more like a library than an office. Cubicles were set at intervals behind a long reception desk. The front of the desk was shelves. Two walls of every cubicle were shelves. And every shelf had books stuffed on them, stacked and lined up and piled. The entire floor had the smell of paper and ink, coffee and tea. It swirled around her in a heady mixture that she always associated with Chase. That and the smell of freshly printed paper.

She walked into the lobby confidently and waved to the receptionist. Her name was Raven, and she was a small Indian woman with a dark braid of hair, large green rimmed glasses and the most sugar sweet smile Melody had ever encountered. “Hey Rave!” she said, walking past the desk.

Raven grinned and waved. “He’s back in his office.” She said, not needing to be told whom Melody was there to see.

“Ooooof course.” Melody rolled her eyes playfully and gave Raven a wink as she continued down the winding path between the cubicles to a row of offices at the back. The front of the offices were all glass, which apparently could be transitioned to opaque with a switch, though Melody had never seen anyone do it. Chase’s office was in the corner on the far side of the floor from the elevators.

Her friend was sitting at his desk, dark-rimmed glasses on and head leaning against his upturned hand as he was reading over a manuscript, red pen in his hand and making slow deliberate marks and notes as he went. The light in his office was dim, the windows looking out on the city behind him covered by dark shades and the lamp next to his desk the only other light besides what was coming through the front windows to his office.

Melody stopped next to a cubical, a dozen feet shy of Chase’s door, and watched him. He sat his pen down and absently picked up a can of Dr. Pepper, taking a sip without taking his eyes off the manuscript. Then he set the can down, turned the page, and picked his pen back up. It was clear he was not getting ready to leave, and probably wouldn’t be for a while. 

She nibbled her lip as she watched Chase in his element. Some people would watch men or women charging onto a field, onto a court, ready to perform feats of athletic prowess, but Chase’s arena was a desk and a stack of paper with countless words and a red pen. As much as Melody wasn’t really a reader, she had read every single book Chase had been a part of editing. She was convinced they were good, not just because of the writer's talent, but because Chase had brought out that special sparkle and bite to the story the author was trying to tell.

Chase was focused. The whole world around him was invisible. Nothing, short of an earthquake, would rouse him from his work. Melody was gonna be that earthquake.

Straightening up and adjusting her gym bag across her chest, the strap resting between her breasts, she marched forward but only made it a few steps before someone’s voice made her stop.

“Melody?” The voice was gravely and low, but pleasant. It sent a chill down her spine and between her legs, her sore pussy tightened up with a memory from last night's encounter.

She turned, cheeks a little red because she didn’t expect to run into Kurt again. That was his name, right? Kurt. Yes. Kurt. But there he was, standing behind her, dressed in a nice blue button down with the sleeves rolled up, showing off his nicely toned arms. His wavy black hair was brushed to the side and his dark green eyes were looking at Melody with nothing but surprise and unexpected delight. He was slightly taller than Melody, though not as tall as Chase was. Chase was slim and lanky and stood almost a foot taller than Mel. Kurt was more stocky, which lent to that strength he had when he’d been holding her up in the air.

That memory, still fresh, came rushing back as she met Kurt's gaze…


Chapter 3

[Yesterday] Wednesday 8:30 PM - Melody

It’d barely been twenty minutes since they’d gotten to Kurt’s apartment. Melody had dropped her shopping bag with the books she’d bought next to his door. The apartment was a studio, wide open, with several windows along the far wall. Her low rider jeans were thrown on the floor somewhere along the way to the bed, as well as her Hello Kitty t-shirt and black bra. They’d only had one drink when they arrived. That spun into a make-out session, then pulling off each other’s clothes, tumbling towards the bed.

“Fuck! Fuck!” Melody gasped with each firm thrust from Kurt’s cock. Her legs were wrapped around his waist, her little black thong pulled to the side as his dick plunged deep and rhythmically. The condom rubbed, lubed and ribbed to make the friction more intense inside of Melody. Her breasts were jumping as she laid back Kurt on his hands, propping himself up to watch her face as he was fucking her.

She had her eyes closed, hair splayed out around her head as he grunted, thrusting and bottoming out inside her. Lips gripping tightly and pulling at him when he pulled out and then slid back inside. “Fuckingshit yes yes.” She matched his grunt with her own gasps and words. 

Melody never liked to look the men in the eyes, at least not often. She liked experiencing the sensations, as if vision weren’t a part of it. She wanted the smells and the feelings and the sounds. It was intense, experiencing the thick rod sliding in and out of her tight tunnel, making her mewl.

They moaned together as he pounded, making her ass bounce on his mattress before he pulled her towards the edge of the bed, planting his feet on the floor and grabbing her around the waist.

“Wh…what are you…?” Melody gasped, eyes opening when he pulled her off the mattress.

“Hold on!” Kurt grunted with a laugh, then lifted Melody up into the air. Hands grasping her firm ass cheeks, he squeezed hard and pulled them apart, even as he stayed balls deep inside her pussy.

“Holyshit!” Melody screamed as Kurt steadied his stand, thighs bulging against the weight, and started thrusting her down hard and fast, with no regard to any sort of technique. The sounds of her wet cunt splashing and slapping his thighs filled the room, along with her screams. “Shitfuckingshit oh god! I’m cumming. I’m fucking cumming, holy god!” She arched back, tits out in Kurt's face.

Jaw clenched, breathing labored, Kurt kept up the pace of pounding Melody. He held her ass tight, nails digging in and slamming her up and down over and over, roaring with the pleasure and pure animal desire that was rushing through them both. The smell of raw sex. Sweat dripping down their backs and chests.

“Fucking take it. Take my cock. That’s right. Feel it in your fucking womb, cunt. Take it!” Kurt growled. Every muscle was on fire in both of them as Melody experienced the force of gravity, and Kurt’s firm thrusts, driving his cock deep inside. Her legs shook and her heart was pounding like she was skydiving.

“Oh goooooood!” She screamed, her juices dripping and pouring down Kurt’s balls. A puddle formed on the floor as she kept her head back, eyes rolling and riding the never ending orgasm that Kurt was giving her.

“Fuck. Fuck I’m gonna cum!” Kurt grunted, still holding onto Melody for another few moments.

“Ahhhhghhhahahhah” was all that Melody could answer with as her orgasm raged through her, making her pussy clamp down on Kurt’s cock.

A few more rapid thrusts and Kurt nearly threw Melody onto the bed. She lay back panting, legs open, pussy pink and puffy from the pounding she’d just gotten. Kurt pulled the condom off and threw it aside and started jerking rapidly just as his own orgasm began. He moved forward and began a twisted groan and grunt as he shot his load directly onto Melody’s pale, tight stomach and tits. The thick, warm, sticky cum dripped down her breasts and glazed her nipples like it was warm frosting.

She groaned, looking at him through half lids, her pleasure still coursing through her as the thick shots covered her. There were at least four large, thick ropes of semen coating her before Kurt took a deep breath, slowing his pumping hand and finally stopping. He was breathing hard, running a hand through his sweaty hair. 

They both let their breath, deep and raspy, fill the quiet of the apartment before Kurt started chuckling.

“Damn, that was intense.” He stepped back from the bed, cock lowering and dripping from his intense ejaculation. “Need some water?”

Melody stared up at the exposed concrete ceiling and silver ducts that ran along it. Her tits moved gently as she took slow breaths, the cum dripping along her sides and pooling near her neck. “Yeah.” She sighed. “Definitely.”

Kurt was still chuckling as he went to the kitchen, opening the fridge and pulling out a couple bottles of water. He held one out to her and she took it, staying on the bed. Her legs felt like jello after that intense workout and she needed a few minutes to regain her wits. She downed the water quickly, which perked her up so she could lean up onto her elbows as Kurt sat down in a nearby armchair, still naked, with his legs fully apart, sporting his softened cock.

“Where did you fucking learn that?” Melody asked with a grin.

Kurt laughed, and Melody joined him. She fell back on the bed, relaxing after the intense wash of pleasure she’d just experienced. The bottle of water crinkled in her hand as she squeezed it absently, closing her eyes and just relishing the feel of the soft black sheets of Kurt's bed. They stayed like that for a while in silence before Melody sat up and brushed her hair back. “What time is it?”

Kurt looked over at the clock on his stove. “Ten after ten,” He said, taking a drink from his water bottle and slouching down into his chair. “Wanna stay the night?” The grin he gave was polite, if a little sly.

Melody giggled, her breasts jiggling as she got to her feet. “Sorry. Not really an overnight girl. You mind if I use your shower, though? I don’t wanna catch a cab all sticky, and I have an early meeting tomorrow, so probably not gonna have the time in the morning.” She was already walking towards the bathroom on the other side of the living space, opposite the kitchen.

“Sure. Go ahead.” Kurt was watching Melody’s ass bounce, her panties still on, pulled to the side over one of her lovely cheeks.

The bathroom was enormous and very modern. A large glass shower with a wood bench, all black tile and patterned marble. A warming towel rack. Large farmer basin sink and a frosted window next to the toilet. Melody slipped her panties off and tossed them next to the door, going to the shower and turning it on, letting it warm up before stepping inside to let the water cascade over her and start washing away the sweat and cum from her body.

She ran her fingers through her hair, untangling it under the heavy spray of the overhead rain spout. Hands scrubbing over her face, taking in the heat through her nose and mouth, reviving her from the furious, dehydrating sex she’d just had. A hand on her ass made her stiffen for a second, then she relaxed when she looked back, seeing Kurt had joined her in the shower. She was hardly in a position to protest since it wasn’t her shower, though she was fairly tired and didn’t wanna be out much later.

Kurt's hand slid across her wet ass and down between her thighs, fingers caressing and rubbing over her smooth labia and then pulling apart the folds to feel her inner slickness. A single finger found her entrance and pressed inside, with the other rubbing against her clit. Her hands pressed to the shower wall as she leaned forward, pushing her ass back. Kurt put a hand on her shoulder and began to slowly, deeply finger her.

Melody’s moans got lost in the sounds of the shower, the splashing water and gurgling drain. Kurt continued thrusting a finger into her warm tunnel as he knelt down behind her and pushed her legs apart. “Show me your pussy.” He ordered and Melody put her cheek against the tile wall, hands going back to spread her ass open and show her slick wet asshole and pussy to Kurt.

“Fucking perfection.” He dove in, his tongue finding her dripping slit and roughly sliding along the folds of her sex.

“Shit!” she gasped, cheek against the wall and wet hair plastered to her face and neck. “Holy shit, do you fucking have a snake tongue?” She wheezed a little laugh as Kurt just groaned into her vagina and pushed his tongue deeper, tasting her sweetness as the water ran over them.

His finger pressed in and his tongue switched out with it every few pumps or licks. Alternating as he ground his nose against her asshole. She groaned and kept her hands tightly gripped on her ass cheeks. “Fuck Kurt. Shit… ugh there…there don’t stop… curve your ohholyfuckingshitshitshit!” She was shaking under the hot water as his finger curved and found her g-spot and began rubbing fast as he licked at her sensitive lips around his finger.

“Cum for me, bad girl. Cum!” He was rubbing inside relentlessly, his tongue stopping and just letting his fingers do the magic.

“Ahhhhhggghhhhhahhhh.” She groaned out as another orgasm washed over her, making her thighs shake and ass jiggle, going up onto her toes as everything inside her tensed up.

Before her orgasm had even finished, Kurt was standing up, grabbing Melody by the hair and turning her around, pushing her to her knees and putting his thick cock to her mouth. “Open up.”

She responded instantly and slid her lips around the bulbous purple head of his penis and looked up at him through the falling water. He kept his hand on her head as she steadily went down on him, taking more and more until her nose was against his crotch, rubbing into his pubic hair. “Ohhhh fuck Mel, that’s it. Yes. Tighten your throat. Rub your tongue. Yes, there. Fucking shit, your mouth is good.”

She took hold of his hips, but he slapped her hands away. “Hands behind your back. Don’t touch. Just take my cock in your fucking throat.” Melody blushed under the heat of his words and she put her hands behind her back, clasping them tightly as he started moving her head back and forth on him, lips dragging and sucking along the shaft.

Soon he was thrusting in and out faster, harder, making her gag and choke and slobber along his cock. The shower washed all the slick saliva away as quickly as it showed up. She was sucking in breaths through her nose as he face fucked her firmly, but not too rough. It had a dominance to it that wasn’t harsh, just expectant.

They stayed like that for several minutes before Kurt began to groan and thrust his hips, meeting Melody’s downward sucking, climaxing in mere seconds, shooting his second load of the night into her throat, making her gag and cough. He held her head as he spasmed inside her mouth, shooting the thick, burning cream down her throat before finally pulling back and letting her go.

Melody leaned back, coughing as she struggled to swallow the cum. It took a moment to compose herself, wiping her lips and blinking away tears from under the onslaught of water. 

“I didn’t hurt you, did I?” Kurt asked, stepping back and offering her a hand so she could stand up.

She took it and got to her feet, shaking her head. “No, just didn’t realize your load was that big. Guess I should have known, considering how much you glazed my tits.” She laughed and pushed her wet hair from her face. “Okay, no more funny business. I gotta shower and get going.”

Kurt gave her a crooked smile and nodded. “Sure. I’ll grab you a towel.” He stepped out of the shower to let her finish cleaning up.

Melody grabbed a bar of soap and washed her hair with the shampoo sitting in the corner. It was Old Spice, not her first choice, but it would do. She scrubbed her chest, getting the dried cum that was still clinging to her skin, and then grabbed a loofa and scrubbed between her legs over her sensitive lips. Usually she took her time in the shower, but this time she was in a hurry. She wanted to get back to her place and crash. If she didn’t get enough sleep, she was going to be a wreck for work tomorrow. Plus, she didn’t like being groggy when she met Chase in the morning.

Sufficiently clean, Melody stepped out of the shower and found a large towel hanging from the warming rack that she quickly pulled down and relished in its warm fluffiness. She tossed the towel into a nearby hamper and grabbed her panties, slipping them on as she walked out of the bathroom. Kurt had gathered her clothes and put them on the back of the couch in the living area. He was in the kitchen grabbing another bottle of water, freshly dried and with a pair of boxers pulled on.

“You sure you don’t wanna stay? I swear, no more funny business. You’ve got work in the morning, I’m guessing?” Kurt said, leaning against his kitchen island and drinking deeply from his water bottle.

Melody was quickly slipping her clothes back on, not bothering with her bra, and going to grab her gym bag. “Yeah. Got an early class at the studio and a meeting before that so I can’t stay. And like I said, I’m not the overnight kinda girl.” She smiled and gave Kurt a wink. “We should do this again, though.”

Kurt grinned. “Oh, you’re not going to hear any protest from me.” He winked back at her. “You can hop on over here anytime. You’ve got my number, right?”

She nodded and pulled open the door. “Sure do. Thanks for the fun evening!” She gave him a last wave and was out the door, hurrying down the hall as she pulled her phone out to call an Uber.


Chapter 4

Thursday 6:00 PM - Chase

I dragged my red pen through the fifth repetition of “released a breath they didn’t know they were holding” from the manuscript and then sat back in my chair, taking off my reading glasses and rubbing the heel of my palm against my eyes. This young adult novel getting on my nerves. It wasn’t bad, the idea was solid and most of the writing was really well developed, but this author had lots of bad habits. Constant repetition of lines and phrases. Using way too many adjectives instead of keeping things simple. It was giving me a migraine.

I tossed my glasses onto the top of the manuscript and checked the time on my computer. If I was going to make it to this karaoke bar, I probably needed to wrap things up. I tapped my pen against my desk, staring at the computer as if it had answers. But this wasn’t a solution for Google.

I could always just text and say you have to work late.

That wasn’t a lie. I did have a lot to do. This manuscript was going to need a lot of work and the more time I put into it up front, the better it would go in the long run. But Mel had seemed excited about tonight and she was trying to cheer me up. I couldn’t just bail. Not that she wouldn’t find company if I didn’t show up. Heck, she’d probably find some company for the night, even if I did.

I grabbed the Dr. Pepper I had sitting next to the manuscript and shook it, disappointed to hear nothing. All gone. Is there a worse sound in the world than an empty Dr. Pepper can? I tossed it into my trash can with the other dozen cans already in there. I really should recycle.

A rap came at the door and I let my gaze drift to there lazily, not in the mood for another meeting with Angela about how we still needed to work on the ending of the novel I’d submitted this morning. But it wasn’t Angela at the door. Melody was swaying in with a wide smile and her gym bag bouncing against her tight behind. “Mel?” This was a surprise.

“Figured you’d still be hunched over a desk.” She came around and sat on the edge of my desk, folding her arms under her breasts and giving me a look like she’d just found me with my hand in a cookie jar, or surfing porn on company time.

“Well, it is my job. But sometimes I stand. This is a standing desk, after all.” I pressed a button under the lip of the desktop and a second later, it began to rise. The sudden change in height threw Melody off balance and she yelped as she fell forward. For a ballerina and gymnast, she didn’t seem to have very good balance.

I pushed my chair back quickly and moved to catch her as she fell forward, landing in my lap and arms wrapping around my neck, hair in my face that smelled sweaty and like Old Spice. She was laughing, arms tight around me and lips against my shoulder.

“Warn a girl before moving the earth, dick.” She sat up in my lap and smacked my chest. It made me break out in goosebumps and I desperately tried to think of dead puppies so that my cock didn’t start poking her through my jeans.

Her cheeks flushed for a moment and her hips wiggled against me. We both stiffened. A hint of embarrassment flooding our cheeks. The way she was looking at me, there was this twinkle in her hazel eyes. Her ass was firm and soft ‌and I could feel my erection pressing against my jeans right in the crease of it. Melody gave me a crooked grin and got up, but as she did, it felt like she pressed her ass against me a little harder than necessary.

I cleared my throat, watching Melody smoothing her pants and shirt as if they were wrinkled. It seemed more like a nervous tick than something necessary. “So, what are you doing here? I thought we were meeting at the bar?” I asked.

She turned to me and reclaimed her place against my desk, folding her arms and looking at me sternly. Or at least she was trying to look stern. It was more like a child acting like an adult. “I knew you would try to get out of going by working yourself to death.”

My chair creaked as I leaned back. “Well…” I wanted to argue, but she was right. I was going to try to get out of going. I was going to work late and then… ugh, it was stupid how pathetic of a plan it was.

“Yeah. That’s what I thought. So I came to get you.” She pushed off the desk and grabbed my hand. “Come on. Up out of that chair. Put this mess away for tomorrow and come get drunk and sing crappy pop songs with us.”

“Us?” I stumbled as I got to my feet.

As if on cue, Kurt Summers walked into my office. He was a new junior editor who worked with the Non Fiction editors. A good looking guy, hard working and talented. Also a bit of a flirt. Always flashing winks and grins at the women around the office. Nothing overly offensive, though he was good looking enough, most of the women wouldn’t ever dream of contacting HR for sexual harassment. He was actually a nice guy, and as much as he might flirt, he never put any pressure on anyone. If he kept up the good work and channeled that charisma properly, he had a very bright future at Inkwell.

“Hey Kurt. What can I help you with?” I asked, Melody leading me around the desk.

“I invited him.” Melody smiled.

“Invited him to what?”

“The bar.”

“Why?”

Melody stared at me as if I was from another planet. “Because it’ll be fun? Because I’m social?” Her lips slipped into a cute smile. “I ran into Kurt when I was coming to get you. Figured the more the merrier.”

I looked back to Kurt, who was leaning against the doorframe of my office, grinning. “And I just asked Raven if she’d like to join. She’s finishing up at the front desk so she’ll meet us in the lobby.”

My eyes bounced like ping-pong balls between Melody and Kurt. “How do you two know each other?”

“We just… ran into each other before and when I saw her in the office, I had to say hi. Didn’t know you guys knew each other. Small world.” Kurt shrugged, his cheeks a little red.

Melody nodded. “Small world.” Her voice cracked a little, a hint of pink in her cheeks as well. But her smile didn’t falter as she kept hold of my hand and pulled me towards the door.

“Hang on. I gotta get my stuff.” Taking my hand from hers almost felt like a piece of me getting pulled apart. I forced myself to turn away and go back to my desk, making an appearance of organizing things. “I’ll meet you in the lobby in a minute. Okay? Just let me get this stuff sorted.” I didn’t lift my eyes to see if Melody or Kurt were listening.

“Okay. But hurry up or I’ll come back and drag you by the ear.” Mel laughed then headed to the door. When I glanced up, she was taking Kurt by the arm and walking with him towards the elevators.

Was that a friendly arm hold? Was it more? I couldn’t help thinking that when Kurt had said they’d “run into” each other… I shook my head. I didn’t want to think about it. I wanted to stop thinking about it. All of it. I wanted to stop thinking about Melody naked. About her writhing in pleasure and ecstasy. Of her screaming in orgasm for another man. Of those men getting to taste her and feel her…

“AAAAGH.” I groaned and sat down hard in my chair, throwing my pen onto my desk. I slumped into my chair, head in my hand and gripping my hair in frustration. Everything was turning to shit. Or maybe that was just an exaggeration. Matters of the heart always seemed to make everything worse.

After a minute of pitying myself, I gathered up the manuscript and my laptop and stuffed them into my bag, slung it over my shoulder and marched out of my office. To my credit, I only dragged my feet a little as I headed to the elevators. The ding when the doors opened made me cringe, but I stepped in anyway and held the door for Raven when she came hurrying over with her bag held tightly in her hands.

“Thanks!” She smiled up at me. She was a very diminutive woman, sweet and perky, with dark skin and dark eyes and sleek black hair in a braid. She wore dark washed jeans and a red silk blouse, very professional and flattering. I always thought she was cute, maybe even had a tiny work crush on her. Not something I’d follow through with, my heart was too far gone for Melody. But, she was nice. And sometimes nice was just, nice.

“So you’re going too?” I tried to sound excited, inviting, even giving her a smile that was as warm as I could make it.

Whether Raven was bad at picking up on fake excitement or I was just a good liar, whatever the reason, she was a bubble of excitement.

“Yeah! I’ve never been to karaoke. It sounded like fun, I never get to go out with people from the office so I’m excited. I’m not sure what I’ll sing though. What do you think? What’s a good song?” She was talking quickly, animated, her hands flying everywhere as she spoke.

Her chatter made the elevator ride go quickly and when the doors opened to the lobby, we stepped out to meet Kurt and Melody, who were lingering near the front doors chatting as if they’d known each other for years. She was laughing and patting him on the chest. They looked thick as thieves.

It made me want to puke.


Chapter 5

Thursday 6:40 PM - Chase

The karaoke bar was called Sing & Swill. The name alone made me think this place wouldn’t be open longer than a year. Or at least they’d be rebranding within that time. But, despite its less than appealing name, the bar itself was nice. There was a large bar that was backed by shelves of alcohol. The sitting area was littered with tables and chairs and booths along the walls. Opposite the front door, there was a stage large enough for a small band or, in this case, two large speakers and a teleprompter set up with a microphone and a stool. There was a guitar and a couple other random instruments leaning against the wall behind the speakers, should anyone get the urge to play or try to entertain the people with their own music.

Melody lingered between me and Kurt as we walked in, Raven leading out front practically bouncing with excitement as she surveyed the bar. Someone was already on stage, singing what sounded like a Katy Perry song from back in the days she was good. The place was packed, but not so crowded they couldn’t move through without bumping into someone.

“Table or drinks first?” Kurt asked over the shrill voice of the woman onstage who was belting out the lyrics to Fireworks as she waved her beer around in an effort to get the people in the bar to wave with her.

“You get the drinks. We will find a table.” Melody said, a hand on Kurt’s arm. “Just get whatever’s cheap. We’re here to have fun, not be snobs.” She gave his shoulder a playful slap, sending him on his way towards the bar. Motioning to Raven and me, we followed after her. Mel took Raven’s arm and leaned in starting to whisper and giggle with her like they’d been best friends forever.

Several men and women were checking the girls out as we made our way to a table near the front. It was hard to blame them. Melody was all slim muscle and with her yoga pants, she didn’t leave much to the imagination. Raven, though petite herself, had a lovely figure that was accented by her snug jeans. Plus, seeing the girls hanging off each other and laughing like they were already a few drinks in, made them prime targets for those with less than chivalrous intent.

Melody grabbed a table and quickly sat down, facing the stage and pulling Raven down next to her. Each table had a booklet that showcased all the songs available for those that wanted to sing. A QR code allowed you to put yourself on the waitlist and get your song primed. Mel was already flipping through, pulling out her phone to scan the code, nudging Raven with her shoulder and pointing out songs, asking if she wanted to try a duet.

The place was buzzing, loud, music and the sounds of clinking glasses filling the air. People were laughing and some sang along with those that went up to perform. Ice crunched and shifted in glasses, the cacophony thick and tangible and rubbing against my skin like something irritating. It wasn’t that I was antisocial. I enjoyed going out as much as the next person, but sometimes things just rubbed me wrong. Anxiety was a bitch and didn’t care about the reason I was out somewhere. It came or it went as it pleased and decided when and where it wanted to fuck me over. Tonight it was peeking around, trying to decide if it wanted me to have a freak out or if it would just take a break and leave me be.

Kurt arrived with four bottles of beer, some generic local brew whose name was unreadable thanks to the fancy design they decided to go with on their label. I snagged one and quickly took a swig, cringing at the bitterness. Often the cheaper stuff got you buzzed faster, and one of the best ways to stave off a mini panic attack was to give myself a little liquid distraction.

Plus, when Kurt sat down between Melody and Raven, his ten thousand watt smile making both girls give him fluttering eyes, made me want to get even more buzzed, as buzzed as a beehive.

I drank one beer. Then another. Things began to blur and the rounds kept coming. I didn’t question who went to get them or when. I might have gotten a round for the table at one point, but I didn’t pay enough attention to really remember. The alcohol allowed me to float through the evening, sitting and talking or listening to the music and just letting my troubles fizzle away like the bubbles in the beers I drank.

Melody got up on stage and belted out a Beyonce song, one from her country album. In general, Mel was a good singer. She wasn’t going to win any awards or be discovered by some record producer, but she could hold a tune and a rhythm. However, when she got up on stage tonight, she let loose, swaying and dancing along with the song. Her voice deliberately went off key or rose to a decibel that was unnecessary. Tonight was about getting stress out, not about trying to be good.

Raven, a bit more shy, got up and sang Sk8ter Boi by Avril Lavigne. A classic. Her voice was sweet and she sang with confidence and had the majority of the bar singing along. Even I was bobbing my head and singing the chorus. Mel nudge me with her elbow, smiling bright as she saw me loosening up. “Look at you being fun.”

I flipped her off with a grin.

Kurt even got up, singing some punk rock song about being ‘in too deep’ or something. I wasn’t familiar with the song but it was catchy and fun and he did a decent job compared to many of the other participants. 

Before I knew it, Mel was shoving the song book in front of me, finger trailing down song after song trying to get me to pick one. My head was swimming. I wasn’t ‘drunk’ but my more conservative and reserved tendencies had loosened up, making me susceptible to Melody’s prodding. It it hadn’t been for those cheap beers, I wouldn’t have taken the book from her and flipped through, finding a song that I felt I could do justice.

Melody squealed with joy as I went on stage. The room tipped slightly, but after a few deep breaths things stabilized. The song queued itself up onto the teleprompter. Before it could start, I grabbed the guitar that was leaning against the wall and slipped the strap on. There wasn’t any time to see if it was in tune, and I didn’t really think it mattered. The look on Melody’s face was priceless. I hadn’t played guitar since before my parent’s accident.

It wasn’t because the instrument had some deep meaning to me or connection with my parents, but when your whole world gets flipped upside down, sometimes things tumble out of the drawers that were your life and get lost. Guitar had just been one of those things that fell to the floor and had gotten swept under the rug. But tonight, something in me wanted to pluck the strings. If this was about getting feelings and stress out, then I hoped the cords dug into my soft fingers and gave me callouses, or maybe made me bleed. Seeing Kurt flirting with the girls, and them easily responding and touching his arms and thighs and being so casual with him made the idea of my fingers bleeding all the more appealing. Maybe it was masochistic, but sometimes you just wanted to hurt so you wouldn’t feel the stress.

The music started playing and my fingers moved with memory even though I’d never actually played the song before. I’d listened to it enough times on repeat while I was working that the cords had seeped into my subconscious. ‘What if you change?’ by The WLDLFE began to fill the noisy bar and my guitar synced with the music. Everything fell away, or maybe it was the buzz I had going but at that moment there was just the microphone, the music, and me.

The teleprompter was unnecessary. My eyes closed as I felt the words come to me up from the countless times I’d listened to the song. Not because it was particularly good or amazing, but because it sank into my bones like songs often did. “I’ve lived enough life to know. Sometimes the good things go…” I was singing confidently, which wasn’t usually the case for me. I could carry a tune, a bit better than Melody. And back when I’d played the guitar regularly, I’d sung along with the melody, just for me. And Mel of course, because she was inevitably in my dorm room doing homework or just hanging around. 

My eyes opened as the second verse began. Melody was out front with Raven, dancing, holding a beer in the air, swaying with the music. Her gaze landed on me for a second as her hips moved around and flashed her ass towards me. Her grin was lightning. It shocked my system, and I sang louder. Others started coming up to dance with the girls. The song wasn’t really a gyrating dance song, more slow and rhythmic, lending itself to a bounce and a bop to your step, but somehow, that didn’t matter.

Melody’s gaze flashed at me again, smoldering, burning, her cheeks flushed from the heat in the bar and from dancing. Others began holding up their beers and drinks, swaying with the beat and my voice, cheering me on. “Forever is just too wordy…” I belted it out as the song was coming to a close, and I saw some sizzling glances from other girls around the newly minted dance floor. The feeling of those eyes on me made shivers run through me. 

When the song ended, the entire bar erupted in cheers and hollers and claps. Melody was the loudest. She jumped and waved her hands in the air like she was seeing the Beatles and not her best friend singing in a mediocre bar.

Chants for me to do another began circulating around the room and before I knew it, the person who was supposed to be next was giving up their spot in line for me to pick another song. Who was I to turn the people down? This was the first time that anyone really wanted anything from me. I quickly found another song I’d been listening to on repeat while working through some tough edits on the last novel I’d been reading through and gave the guitar a quick little tune.

‘I Had Some Help’ by Post Malone started blasting over the speakers and my fingers did what they did best, plucking the strings along with the song.

People sang and danced along. Alcohol flowed. The place filled with joy and fun and levity of the sort that I wasn’t used to being responsible for. It didn’t matter that I wasn’t singing the best, that my voice cracked on a line here and there and my playing was average at best. People weren’t here for perfection, they were here for fun. If I hadn’t been half drunk, there was no way I would have been up on the stage, acting as I was, but tonight it seemed I was in the zone. So I let loose and allowed myself to enjoy it.

Melody and Raven swayed, jumped and wiggled around with nothing but pure enjoyment and freedom. Rave was letting loose in a way I never thought she could. Kurt came alongside the girls, doing his own low key gyrating and movements that approximated a guy that probably hadn’t danced a day in his life. It made the girls laugh and bump their hips and asses against him playfully along with the rhythm of the song.

When that song ended, I went directly into another. Someone had chosen ‘Stay’ by Hotel Apache. Whoever it was, they didn’t seem bothered that I had just stolen their spot. This one didn’t require the guitar, but I kept a hold of it, playing along here and there as I sang, thankful I knew the lyrics to this one too, even if I did stumble a little.

The floor in front of the stage had turned into a milling ocean of people as they sang and danced and drank. I’d lost sight of Melody as people moved and shifted. A few women gave me looks that made my mouth go dry. All too soon the song came to an end and I put the guitar down. It was time for someone else to have a chance. This wasn’t a one man show and I didn’t want to hog the stage. There were a few chants that I should continue. A few boos that I was bowing out. But ultimately someone else took to the stage and kept the party going.

I stepped off the side of the stage and ran a hand through my hair. It’d become sweaty from standing under the lights. The world wasn’t spinning anymore, whatever buzz I’d had worn off.

“Great job!” A woman exclaimed as she came towards me, trying to be heard over the new singer on stage. She was a slim, curvy woman with short wavy brown hair and the sort of face that screamed, girl next door. Wide green eyes and a smile that made her cheeks dimple.

“Oh.. uh, thanks. Would you believe I’ve never had a lesson?” I chuckled, pulling at my shirt trying to cool myself off from the heat of the room.

Her laugh was like bells. “No, I don’t believe it. But you don’t need to try to impress. You’ve already done that.” She winked. “I’m Lori.” She held out her hand.

“Uh…” I glanced at her hand and then gave a quick look around the bar, trying to find Melody. My eyes landed on her quickly, seeing her, Kurt and Raven walking towards the door. Kurt had his arms around the girls' waists, chatting with them and laughing. Melody’s cheeks were pink from drinking and it looked like Raven was a bit tipsy too. The man’s hands slid down a little as they reached the door and put his hands into the girls back pockets and disappeared through the door.

“Uh…” I swallowed again and turned back to Lori, who was still waiting patiently with her sweet grin. “I’m Chase.” I shook her hand firmly.

“Can I get you a drink?” Lori asked, the blush in her cheeks rising with hope.

My stomach was twisting thinking about Melody leaving with Kurt. What did that mean? Why was she leaving? Had she texted me or something. Or was she just ditching me?

No, she’d never just ditch me. She must have texted, but I couldn’t check my phone when I was on stage. And now, with Lori in front of me, it would be rude. I sighed, and scratched at my neck, trying to push all my anxiety aside and thoughts of Melody along with it.

“Uh, sure. That’d… yeah that’d be nice.” I gave Lori a genuine smile and followed her to the bar.


Chapter 6

Thursday 10:00 PM - Melody

Mel saw the looks Chase was getting. One girl in particular, a willowy girl with short brown hair, was looking at him like he was a rock star. And who could blame her. Chase was on fire, singing and playing like he was made for the stage. Hell, Mel had half a mind to pull him off the stage and drag him to the bathroom and have her way with him. That thought brought heat to her chest and sent her mind spiraling into all sorts of directions that she quickly had to reign in.

Chase was her best friend, she should have been happy he was loosening up and getting so much deserved attention. It was about time people saw how great he was. But for some reason, seeing all the women and even a few men in the crowd eye fucking him made her… angry. Heat boiled in her stomach and between her legs. It was a confusing combination and hard to get a grip on thanks to the beers she’d had that were loosening up her reasoning abilities. There was no doubt Chase was going to be mobbed when he got off stage. If he made it back to their table, the girls might be deterred seeing him with her and Raven.

On the one hand she liked that idea. She’d have him all to herself again. That’s how she liked it. Chase was hers. He showed up for her, listened to her, and she never had to worry about him being judgmental about her healthy sexual appetite. It gave her thrills to tell him about her encounters. Seeing his cheeks redden and trying to hide his erection was icing on the cake. She knew it was kinda mean to do that to him, but he never told her to stop and it was clear he liked it. At least, she thought he liked it.

But… it wouldn’t be fair to Chase to steal him from this moment. A moment that others were getting to see what she already knew. Why not let him have some fun. If he played his cards right he’d be getting some action tonight and she didn’t want to stand in the way of that.

While he was in the middle of the third song, Melody texted, “Looks like you’re getting lucky tonight. You’re gonna have your pick. Don’t go for the easy score, go for the BEST! 🙂” Sending the message made her heart hammer.

She turned her attention back to the table, Raven and Kurt sitting close and chatting with smiles and light playful touches. Kurt had been flirting heavily all night with both girls, hinting to Melody about the things they’d done last night. He wasn’t pushy and not exactly perverted, but it was clear he was respectful and even sweet in his own way. Running into him had been… unexpected. It wasn’t often she ran into her meetups, usually it happened in more casual places like a coffee shop or the gym or, in Kurt’s case, a bookstore. When she did have a run in, those men often thought she’d be an easy score since they’d already gotten lucky once. And Kurt, though flirty, didn’t seem to have that attitude. And it wasn’t like those other men were wrong, Melody was more than willing to have another tryst if she was in the mood. But it was refreshing to run into someone that didn’t immediately try to get her panties off.

“Hey! Let’s go.” Melody spoke over the music, sidling up next to Kurt and Raven as they talked. Mel started grabbing her stuff, standing and pulling gently at Kurt’s arm.

“What? Already? What about Chase?” Kurt asked with a slightly tipsy grin.

Melody smiled. Kurt really was a nice guy. It was serendipitous running into him. Such a small world. If she’d known he worked at Chase’s office, she probably never would have entertained the idea of sleeping with him. Mixing business and pleasure didn’t often work. But what was done was done. She’d had a great time with him and really had planned on calling him sometime. Now she didn’t have to. She hadn’t planned on picking anyone up at the bar, in fact she’d originally planned to leave with Chase, probably crash at his place or something. It seemed like he needed looking after due to the strange mood she’d seen him in that morning. But, now that he was getting all sorts of flirty eyes from girls around the bar, he’d have some company he could enjoy. So why shouldn’t she have some fun too? 

Stepping around the table, Melody pulled Kurt up and linked arms with him. “Chase is gonna have his hands full after that performance. I don’t wanna cock block him.” She laughed, Raven looping her arms around on Kurt’s other side and giggling with her.

Kurt shook his head, glancing back at the stage where Chase was beginning to finish his song. “Good for him. He really killed it. Wouldn’t think it to look at him around the office.” He chuckled, leading the girls towards the door, weaving through people carefully.

Melody glanced back, her cheeks heating up seeing Chase finishing the song with a somewhat cheesy flourish. She’d alway thought Chase was good looking, not in the cliche societal way, but in the way his smile warmed her with its sincerity. How he always looked at her, giving his full attention to whatever she was saying. And there was something about the way she had to look up at him, that sudden growth spurt after eighth grade had been a huge surprise, their dynamic shifting from being eye to eye to now Mel having to tilt her chin up to catch his gaze. Something about it was… it just sent a chill through her that ultimately warmed her stomach.

She tore her gaze from Chase before he could see her staring and returned her attention to Kurt. “Well, he’s just one of those quiet types. Full of surprises.” Melody nudged Kurt with her hip. “And, who knows. Maybe he won’t be the only guy that gets lucky tonight.” She leaned forward to catch Raven’s eye. Melody had been flirting with Kurt all night, a playful back and forth with no real heat to it, but Raven had been flirting just as hard and clearly had a bit of a crush on Kurt. Maybe not a boy likes girl sort of crush, but definitely a girl wants to have a taste kinda crush. She was such a sweet girl, but there was a little spark of something in her eyes that made Melody wanna roll the dice and see what might happen. “What do you think, Raven? Think Kurt might be lucky?”

The petite woman met Melody’s gaze and something unspoken drifted between them that made Raven’s cheeks burn. She shrugged and held Kurt’s arm a bit tighter, the side of her chest pressing to his bicep. “Well, I don’t know. Maybe…” She let her eyes drift to Kurt’s.

The man nearly stumbled as they maneuvered around a group of clearly drunk business men. “Uh…” His gaze bounced between Raven and Melody.

Melody chuckled and pressed her own chest against his arm. “Well, Kurt? Wanna show a couple girl’s a good time? See if you’re lucky?” It was very forward, and Kurt seemed to have trouble processing the question as they approached the door. Either the alcohol was slowing down his thinking, or maybe he just didn’t think something like this could really happen. However, his mind finally caught up and he moved his hands around the girl’s waists, and then hands down to their back pockets, squeezing their backsides experimentally.

“Well, I’ve never been one to turn down a lucky break.” He smiled and when the girls didn’t smack his hands or yell at him for harassment, she squeezed their asses more firmly and ushered them out the door.


Chapter 7

Thursday 11:00 PM - Melody

Raven’s lips tasted like peppermint and cheap beer. Her tongue was small, limber, soft. It twisted with Melody’s, their breath hot and moist as they breathed each other in. Mel gently sucked on Raven’s tongue for a moment before tangling it around the tip of Kurt’s throbbing purple cock head.

A soft groan told the girls all they needed to know. Kurt was in absolute heaven and wasn’t about to disturb the girl's efforts.

Clothes were strewn about the apartment; a sweater here, yoga pants across the back of a chair, shoes by the door, bras on the floor on either side of Kurt, who was sitting on the edge of his bed watching Melody and Raven service his cock. Their asses popped out as they were on their knees, Mel’s split by a cute purple thong and Raven’s by dark blue boy shorts. Kurt stared at their asses wiggling before returning his gaze to the girls as they kissed around his cock head. It was glistening with their saliva, dripping down his hard shaft and along his balls sending chills through his body as if he were being shocked over and over.

Melody took hold of the back of Raven’s head, twirling her braid in her hand and gently pulled her closer, kissing her more deeply right over Kurt’s member as it pulsed with his heartbeat. In the strictest sense, Melody wasn’t a lesbian or even really bi-sexual as far as she was concerned. But, she enjoyed sex. And if it involved a woman, or a trans person, she really didn’t care. As long as it was fun. And she’d be lying if she didn’t think Raven wasn’t attractive.

Kurt rested on his hands, leaning back watching the girls make out around the tip of his penis. Their eyes opened and they giggled as if they were drunk, then Mel guided Raven’s mouth back to Kurt. She opened and slowly swallowed the mushroom head, making him grunt. He quickly pulled his shirt off, the last remaining piece of clothing besides his socks, and leaned forward. Melody looked up and their lips met. Kissing hard and deep, urgent with need as the sexual tension in the room continued to crank up.

Melody gripped the base of Kurt’s cock, thick and firm, and squeezed it as Raven sensually sucked on his head. His breaths came in shallow and raspy as he and Mel broke their kiss, and he guided Melody lower, pulling her close to his balls so she could gently nip at them and then let her lips slide along the wrinkled skin and take in one of his testicles, letting her tongue swirl it around.

“Fuuuuuuck.” Kurt groaned, watching the girls service him, slow and eager. They took their time. It was late, but it felt like they had all the time in the world.

Reaching over the girls, he put his hands on their ass cheeks. Feeling the soft flesh and firm muscles was intoxicating. He gave each a firm spank. Melody’s ass jiggled, but Raven’s was so firm there wasn’t any give.

The girls eagerly serviced him. Raven popped off his head. Melody came up, and kissed her softly before swallowing Kurt’s head, going down further than Raven by a couple inches. She kept her hand firmly around his shaft. Raven moved to kiss Kurt’s balls, licking and twisting her tongue along the ridges and seam, before getting under them to lick the sweaty perineum. Her breath on his balls made him lean back again, moaning into the quiet of the apartment.

Melody began swallowing Kurt’s cock, letting her wet lips drag up and down, tongue lapping at his slit and along the vein down his shaft as she took more and more. Her tits swayed, firm and perky, with her nipples pink and rock hard. Raven’s tits were little apple buds, her dark brown nipples as razor hard as a diamond. She took one into her hand and massaged it as her other hand moved to the back of Melody’s head, pushing her down further onto Kurt’s penis.

“Yes….holyshitfuck yes. Mmmm.” Kurt grumbled, watching and wishing he hadn’t left his phone in his pants pocket, which was currently across the room next to Raven’s jeans.

The girls looked up at Kurt as their mouths were on him, making him one of the luckiest men in the world. Raven moved her lips along his balls and then slipped them off, lightly pulling at the tender flesh and brushing her braid back over her shoulder, making her little tits bounce lusciously. “You’d better not spread this around the office.” She smiled playfully as she put a hand on his balls, massaging them as she also massaged one of her breasts.

Kurt laughed, his abs straining as they tightened with the pleasure of being touched and sucked by these amazing girls. Or at least, that’s what Melody imagined he was thinking as she took nearly half his cock into her throat. “I promise.” He crossed his heart. “Besides, I think if I spread it around I’d be kicked to the curb pretty quick. Angela isn’t one for that kind of talk in the office.”

Raven laughed as she took his shaft in her hand, replacing Melody’s hand. Melody began fondling her breasts while slowly swallowing and sucking up and down Kurt’s dripping member.

“Fuck Mel, god fuck yes don’t stop.” He put a hand on the back of her head, fingers tangling into her hair and guiding her in a nice rhythm, taking his cock into her throat until it started hitting the back with a light gluk gluk gluk. He wasn’t choking her, but it was hitting that spot in the back of her throat before finally she swallowed guuullkk and took the rest of his cock down to the root. “OHHHHH fucking shit yes!” Kurt grit his teeth watching Melody’s eyes meet his, watering just a little.

“Fuck!” Raven giggled, embarrassed at her reaction, which made Kurt chuckle even as a pleasurable moan worked its way up from his throat.

Kurt fell back onto the bed, letting Melody swallow his cock, her hands going to his balls as she took him in and out, up and down, lips tight and dragging over him. Gluk glug gluk. The wet slick sound echoed along with Kurt’s panting breaths.

As Melody swallowed every inch, Raven reached around Melody and began massaging her plump breasts, her lips kissing along her neck as she moved. Kurt let out unrestrained groans and breaths like a hog grunting.

“Fuck. Fuck oh god fuck yes. Take it. Take my cock Melody, oh god!” Kurt looked up, meeting Melody’s eyes again seeing the joy in her blown out pupils as she moved faster. Slick saliva and spit dripping down his cock and along his balls making it sticky and glistening.

After a few minutes of this treatment, Melody pulled off his cock with a deep gasp. Spit dripped in little bubbly stings, still attached to his dripping member and her lips. Kurt was panting, trying to keep control of himself as he looked at Melody. She turned to Raven and took her face in her hands, kissing her hard. When their sticky lips parted, Mel smiled. “Your turn.” Then she guided Raven’s mouth to Kurt’s cock and pushed her down until, after a minute of slow swallows, she’d taken him completely in her warm throat.

“HOOOLLLY SHIT!” Kurt gasped, shaking with the feel of a new, tight throat. Raven was small, and her throat felt even tighter than Melody’s.

Gulk gluk glkkk gulllk. Raven went at Kurt’s cock with eager energy, dark lips slick and tightly sealed around him as she swallowed.

Melody stood up next to them and began wiggling her panties off, letting them drop to the floor and revealing her smooth innie mound to Kurt for the second time in as many days.

“Damn, your pussy is pretty.” Kurt grinned.

Melody rolled her eyes and cocked her hip, putting a hand on it and giving him a playful grin. “You don’t need to flatter Kurt. You’ve already got us here.”

“Hey, just calling it like I see it.” He laughed, shrugging, then motioned for her to come over.

She obeyed, crawling onto the bed to kneel next to Kurt, letting him hold onto one of her hips while his fingers began to move over her swollen, smooth labia. “Play with your tits.” He told her, a finger sliding between her folds and feeling the slick warmth of her juices and the little hard nub of her clit.

Raven continued throating him as he played with Melody’s pussy, gliding fingers along the outside of her mons, wiggling the chubby mound and then sliding his fingers between them coming away sticky and slick with her arousal. HIs middle finger found her opening and gently pushed inside, feeling her muscles stretch and making her stomach tighten visibly. He gave her ass a slap making her yelp and giggle as he looked up at her with a cocky, crooked grin before moving forward and tracing his tongue over the hood of her clit.

“Fuck!” She gasped, grabbing his hair.

“Tastes fucking good.” Kurt mumbled into her vagina continuing to run the flat of his tongue over her while his middle finger slid in and out of her tunnel, making it squeeze from the stimulation.

Melody let her hands roam over her body, her stomach, chest, breasts, neck, up into her hair, down her arms and along her waist to her ass gripping her cheeks as Kurt dove his tongue into her sex, replacing his fingers. He let his thumb rub up against her clit, making Melody shiver, digging her nails into her ass.

A few minutes passed in that frozen position of euphoria. Raven gulping down Kurt’s cock. Kurt eating Melody. Melody basking in the feeling of Kurt’s fingers and tongue and lips against her pussy. Finally, Raven came up for air, strings of spit dripping down lewdly from her mouth onto Kurt’s slick member. Her hands wrapped around the girthy member and began stroking firmly. “Fuck you’re big!” She giggled, her tits bouncing along with her moving hands.

Kurt leaned back from Melody’s soaked slit and groaned at Raven’s motions. “Fuck yeah, Rave. You’re good at that. But I wanna see your cunt…” He let his gaze grab hold of Raven’s dark eyes. She smiled wide.

Raven let go of Kurt’s cock and stood up, her dark cheeky panties plastered to her narrow hips, giving her a sensual camel toe. It was clear she was soaking wet and it had seeped through the thin material for a while. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband and pulled the panties down, keeping her eyes on Kurt as she revealed her puffy, dark pussy with a dusting of dark hair around the lips.

“Mmm, fuck.” He muttered, fingers still inside Melody.

Raven took a step forward, swaying her little hips, tits bouncing seductively as she got onto the bed and walked on her knees to the other side of Kurt. Both girls leaned in close to his face with their warm slits. Melody’s bare. Raven’s lightly hairy. He wrapped his arms around the girl’s asses, bringing them closer, pussies closing in on his mouth. “Kiss.” he told them, then brought their hips together, pussies practically touching, and began alternating, licking one slit then the other as he held on tight to their ass cheeks. 

The girls quickly obeyed, moaning from the feel of Kurt’s tongue. They kissed, touched, and cupped each other’s breasts. Kurt pressed his face between them, indulging in their sweet desire.


Chapter 8

Friday 12:30 AM - Chase

I walked Lori to her Uber that was waiting at the curb. After our introduction, we’d found a booth and sat together, talking for hours about… well, pretty much everything. Lori was an Accounts Manager at an Architecture Firm in town. She lived farther north in the city, but had been talked into coming to the Sing & Swill by a few of her girlfriends, who had quickly abandoned her to go chatting up whatever guys they could get attention from.

“And why didn’t you join them?” I asked, finishing the beer that Lori had bought me. I’d been drinking slowly, trying my best not to think about Melody and what she was doing. Maybe she’d just gone home. Just because she left with Kurt and Raven didn’t mean anything. She’d probably gone home. That was it. They’d just left together because they were all tired and drunk. Probably just shared a cab.

“I don’t give my attention to just anyone.” Lori grinned, her finger tracing the lip of her beer bottle thoughtfully, her eyes never leaving mine.

“Well, glad I could earn the honor of your recognition.” I leaned back and gave her a genuine smile. It was nice to talk to someone that wouldn’t recount their sexual exploits like they were talking about the weather. Not that I held that against Melody. There was nothing, absolutely nothing, wrong with having a healthy appetite for sex. And Mel was an adult. She could make her own choices. However, hearing about how she gave herself to others so easily, and yet had never even looked at me as a prospect, that’s what hurt. 

Was I so unappealing? Was I the dreaded “like a brother” to her? She’d never said those words thankfully, but it sure seemed like that’s how she saw me.

Lori leaned forward, chin in her hands and elbows on the table. “So did you come by yourself or…” She was obviously fishing for details. Was I here with someone? Looking for someone? Was I available?

“Uh… no, I came with some friends too, but… well, they seem to have ditched me when I was on stage. Guess I scared them off.” I started turning the beer bottle on the table slowly, my little tick when I was nervous.

“Well, guess your bad luck is my good luck.” Her smile was vibrant and sweet.

It’d gone like that the rest of the night until Lori finally checked her phone and was surprised at how late it was. Or rather early, since it was past midnight. She had to get back home and get whatever sleep she could so she wouldn’t be dead for work in the morning. She called an Uber and then we exchanged numbers as we walked out of the bar.

I opened the door for her and she slipped inside wearing a very flirty grin. “Call me, okay?” The look in her eyes told me she meant it. She actually wanted me to call her.

Wow.

Don’t get me wrong. I’m not one of those guys that thinks no one could be attracted to them. I’d had my fair share of dates over the years, but most never went anywhere, and the longest relationship I’d had was in college and that was just for about a month before we realized we had nothing to talk about. We’d grown bored with each other. Over the last year or so, I haven't had any luck getting a date, not that I’d been trying all that hard. And there was a reason for that. So I kept to myself and just… shuffled through life.

Now this pretty girl was clearly interested in me… and to say I wasn’t interested would be a lie. But it felt like I was betraying something inside me.There was a part of me that was tied to Melody, whether I liked it or not. Would calling Lori, maybe going out with her, sever that tie? It didn’t seem fair that Melody could go around doing as she pleased and I couldn’t have fun too.

Seriously, Chase. It’s not like Melody is preventing you from doing anything. She’s always asking about who you’re dating. And you always give her nondescript answers. Maybe this time you could actually give her a real answer. An honest one. Hell, maybe this could be your opportunity to actually lose your virginity!

I cringed at my calloused thought. I didn’t want to look at Lori like she was some sort of scapegoat. Women shouldn’t be treated that way and I didn’t want to let myself even venture down that line of thought. Things really didn’t have to be so complicated. If I liked her, and she liked me, why shouldn’t I call her?

“Yeah. I’ll give you a call, or text, whichever I’m able to manage first.” I gave her a smile and she returned it with bright eyes, saying goodbye as she closed the door.

I stepped back to the curb, shifting my bag on my shoulder and shoving my hands into my pockets as I watched the Uber turn a corner and vanish. Tonight had turned out to be pretty nice, all things considered. I’d have to thank Melody when I saw her in the morning. Hopefully, she wouldn’t be too hungover.

Scrubbing my hands through my hair, I took a few sobering breaths and pulled out my phone. I saw Melody’s text from earlier in the evening and read through it, the last line echoing in my head, Don’t go for the easy score, go for the BEST! 🙂

Go for the best.

I quickly messaged for a cab and waited in the dark on the sidewalk. How could I go for the best, when the best only saw me as a friend?


Chapter 9

Friday 1:00 AM - Melody

Kurt held Raven’s legs wide as she lay on her back, Melody sitting firmly on her face, practically smothering her. Melody arched her back, sweat dripping down her chest and over her breasts as her hands held them, fondling and pinching her pink nipples, moaning loud and eager as Raven was lapping at her pussy and rubbing her nose against her asshole. Kurt held onto Raven’s thin ankles tightly, looking down at the woman's brown, smooth skin. The puffy, hairy labia of her pussy swallowing his pale swollen cock, the condom clear and thin, almost like it wasn’t there.

He pushed in slow, steady, feeling the tightness of Raven’s walls clenching on his shaft as he made his way inch by inch inside. Her pussy stretched around him, puffing and gripping firmly and eagerly.

“Oh, fuck. Shit.” Kurt groaned and for a moment wished he could come up with better things to say, but his instincts had taken over as he felt his coworkers' pussy devouring his cock. The bit of hair she had rubbed against his shaft when he pulled out and pushed in, slowly easing himself deeper into her tight tunnel.

Melody’s hair fell around her face as she leaned forward and took hold of Kurt’s cheek, kissing him deep and hard, her tongue darting out into his mouth like Raven’s tongue was darting into her pussy. Her mind had fogged over with the rapture of sex. All the worries from earlier in the night were pushed aside, the door shut, while she’d been sucking Kurt’s cock and then while he was eating both her and Raven out as they made out. As long as she kept up the stimulation, the pleasure, she could push aside whatever strange feelings she was having when she was watching Chase on stage. When she saw the girls eyeing him.

Fuck. Get your head in the game, girl! She scolded herself and ground her pussy into Raven’s mouth, ass against her nose to push her pleasure further and make an orgasm wind up inside her.

Raven grunted, trying her best to breath as Melody sat on her face, her hands pulling Mel’s cheeks open allowing for her to inhale the scent of her sweaty ass and dripping cunt.

Kurt began thrusting more firmly, deeper, faster into Raven’s pussy. Melody watched it when she broke the kiss with Kurt, seeing his thick rod glistening and frothing with white cream from the dark-skinned pussy.

“Yum.” Mel chuckled. “Cream filling.” She leaned down and began running her tongue along Kurt’s moving shaft, lapping up the cream from Raven’t vagina and letting her lips and tongue and teeth rub against the shaft and pussy lips gripping it, making both Kurt and Raven moan loudly.

“Fucking shit Mel! Like that. Lick Raven’s cream off my fucking cock!” Kurt pulled himself out of Raven with a slick loud schloop! His coworker groaned at the sudden loss of his thickness. He took hold of Melody’s hair and guided her to his cock. “Clean it up and put it back inside her.” His breaths were deep pants, sweat dripping down his forehead and chest.

Melody took his cock into her mouth immediately, sucking off the juices and cream from Raven’s sex. She sucked it like an eager girl going after a popsicle and then took it in her hand and guided it back to Raven’s opening.

“Fucking guide it in.” Kurt moaned, watching her.

Melody kissed along Kurt’s waist, holding his cock as she pulled him forward, letting his dick slide into Raven’s cunt, making her groan into Melody’s slit and lick harder as she was filled.

“Yeah. Fuck yeah.” He moaned, brushing back Melody’s hair, watching her kiss all along his stomach and hips, down his thighs and over his exposed shaft. Then she moved to Raven’s clit just as Kurt bottomed out inside her.

Raven let out a deep whimper, feeling her pussy stretch around Kurt’s shaft, his head rubbing inside her against her cervix and sending waves of pleasure and pain through her as her legs began shaking. Her mouth moved from Melody’s pussy and began rimming her asshole as waves of rapture washed through her. The change made Melody sit up straight and gasp as her asshole was licked, leaving her glistening slit exposed. Kurt couldn’t resist. As he moved his hips in and out of Raven’s slick entrance, leaned down and began licking Melody’s exposed pussy. All three were twisted in a pretzel, giving each other pleasure. Melody held onto Kurt's head and panted loudly, feeling both of her holes getting assaulted by warm, rough tongues.

Kurt continued moving his hips, slapping his thighs against Raven as he thrust balls deep over and over, making her cry out even as she continued licking and pushing her tongue into Melody’s asshole. They were a mess of sweat, juices, saliva, gasps and moans. A beast with three backs.

They moved in a chaotic rhythm. Penis pounding pussy. Tongues lapping and sucking at slick holes. Melody’s hands roaming over her body as she was brought to orgasmic heights. The grunts from Kurt grew more insistent. Raven’s whimper’s more shrill. Melody cried out as her orgasm crashed into her, like a wrecking ball smashing through and making her pussy gush onto Kurt’s tongue and Raven’s face. It pushed Raven over the edge and she screamed, cumming along with Melody, sending spasming waves through her body and making her pussy clench onto Kurt, which brought him over the finish line, his cock spasming and shooting thick ropes of cum into the condom. Raven’s waiting tunnel gripped him like a clamp.

Their cries filled the room, all three cumming at the same time. Jizz and juices flowed for a solid minute before all three collapsed onto the bed in a sweaty, twisted mess.


Chapter 10

Friday 1:20 AM - Chase

Exhaustion and anxiety seemed to go hand in hand for me. The evening had been wild. Singing on stage. Playing the guitar again. Meeting Lori. Watching Melody walk off with Kurt and Raven. Everything kept bouncing around in my head and wouldn’t slow down or quiet down. My brain was on fire… and it all kept coming back to one singular thing. Melody. Melody having sex. Telling me about her adventures. And as much as I didn’t want to believe that she’d gone home with Kurt, a deep part of me knew it was true. She’d left me to get flirted with by random women, and left with my coworkers.

Oh geez! Were they having a threesome? Would Raven actually be into that? She seemed like a pretty conservative girl, but I honestly didn’t know her that well to really judge her sexual proclivities. My old crush for Raven reared its ugly head, wanting to make itself known. It was that stupid, male possessive nature. Like I was a dog, wanting to mark my territory, even if the thing wasn’t mine at all. I had to shake that feeling, that primal nature. It was stupid anyway. I didn’t like Raven like that. But the idea of her and Melody and Kurt…

I found myself reaching into my boxers, taking hold of my growing erection. I’d done it so many times before. Recalling the stories Melody told me about her dates and meet ups. It was almost a ritual at this point.

I started stroking, closing my eyes, thinking about what she’d talked about that morning. Of being held up and fucked in the air.

What did she look like being held in the air like that? I only had my imagination to rely on. I’d never seen Melody naked. At most, I’d seen her underwear a few times over the years, seeing her cute and sexy panties. She never seemed embarrassed that I saw. I was nothing. No sexual tension. I might as well have been a fly on the wall.

I’d seen her in leotards and ballet tights as well. Those seemed far more revealing sometimes than if she’d been nude. My perverted dreams were of her in those skin tight outfits, clinging to every curve, especially the intimate ones, and watching her fuck. Seeing her ride a man. On all fours, moaning, screaming. On her back, letting them enter her and take her so eagerly and willingly.

My cock began throbbing. I grit my teeth, feeling the surge of pleasure that came from thinking about Melody’s body. Her pleasure. But it was never because of me. All that pleasure and desire was from someone else. I was like a cuck in the corner, even in my own mind. Watching her being fucked to screaming orgasms.

It was barely a minute after thinking of Melody with Kurt, of what they might be doing, that I gasped and my orgasm rushed through me, causing me to shoot my load into my boxers. The heat and stickiness made me shift and my muscles tighten before it all faded away and my body relaxed. The tension seeped away and I lay back, hand still in my boxers. Things slowed down, and exhaustion finally took hold, overriding the anxiety. It began lulling me to sleep. But even as my mind began going blank, I kept thinking about Melody, her face, what it would look like as she came…


Chapter 11

Friday 1:30 AM - Melody

Melody’s face was awash with sweat, glowing in the dim lights of Kurt’s apartment, cheeks flushed red and mouth hanging open slightly as she rode Kurt firm and slow. She was on her feet, squatting over him and impaling her smooth slit onto his throbbing dick over and over with a steady rhythm. Her thighs were tight and straining with the effort of squat fucking, but with all her years of ballet and gymnastics, it wasn’t a challenge.

The room smelled of stale sweat and cum. Kurt’s hands gripped Melody’s hips moving with her as she rode him, his cock sliding in and out, every time coming out slimy and slick. Her breasts bounced, her hands placed on his chest to help steady her as she moved. Kurt’s eyes were on fire with lust, watching Mel moving and writhing and panting, watching his dick vanishing inside her pussy was amazing. It was magic. 

In the kitchen, Raven was opening the fridge, grabbing a bottle of water and drinking it down in large gulps. Her dark skin was slick with as much sweat as Kurt and Melody, her nipples still erect as she pressed the half empty bottle against her forehead, feeling the cool moisture relieve her burning skin. She walked back towards the bed as it was creaking, watching Melody riding Kurt with passionate abandon. She was still naked, dark pussy lips glistening and slick with her arousal. It felt a little strange walking around naked, but tonight it didn’t matter. She was having fun.

Melody glanced over at Raven as she was walking back, swaying her cute hips and eyeing her pussy as it glistened. She brushed back her hair from her face and looked back down at Kurt as he lay back with his eyes shut, focusing on the feeling of her pussy squeezing and rubbing all over him. “Got another load for me?” She asked between gasps.

Kurt opened his eyes and grinned, half drunk with lust. “You want one?”

She grabbed hold of her breasts, rolling her nipples between her fingers. “Yeah. I wanna feel you cum.”

The words made Kurt groan louder, hands gripping harder and his hips coming up to meet Melody’s downward thrusts.

“Yesssss! Yessss!” Her words came out breathy and thick. “Like that. Fuck me. Fuck my cunt. Oh godddddd  your cock is so fucking good.”

“Fuck yes. Take my dick, baby. Like that. Squeeze it. Squeeze me, take it all inside you.” Kurt leaned up, his abs flexing and beads of sweat dripping down and pooling in his belly button as he wrapped an arm around Melody’s waist and started thrusting harder.

“FUCK!” Melody yelled, hands grabbing and wrapping around Kurt’s shoulders. “Fuck yes. Fuck my little bald pussy. Do it. Fucking take me, Kurt. Fucking cum!”

He pressed his mouth to hers, both of them moving in tandem. Up and down. Hips and ass slapping against thighs. His cock thrusting, making her lips grow pink with abuse and her hips gripping hard, dragging over him with every movement. “Yes…” He bit her lip. “Fucking tight. Fucking perfect. I’m gonna…I’m close. Holyshit yes Mel squeeze me like that!”

Her hands were in his hair, pulling hard. Nails scraping his scalp. Yanking him into another deep kiss, biting and nipping and licking. “Do it. Fucking cum! I wanna feel it! Please, Kurt!!” She was humping down faster, her orgasm rushing through her and flooding her brain and veins with endorphins.

“OOHAAAHHGHGH Fuck. Shit, yes, I’m cumming. God fuck!” Kurt shouted, smashing his mouth to Melody’s, hard and fierce as they both rode their orgasms. Kurt’s semen blasted inside the condom, filling it fast, ballooning out the tip with his thick cream inside her. Melody felt the swelling, as well as the pulsing of Kurt’s cock, his orgasm making his whole body jump.

She weaved her fingers into his dark hair, pressing her forehead to his as they breathed deep, like they’d just sprinted five miles. Kurt kept thrusting at slow intervals, making Melody yelp like a puppy, both of them coming down from their orgasms like they were descending from a rollercoaster.

Kurt fell back on the bed, chest heaving as he caught his breath.

Melody carefully got off Kurt, his cock slipping out, the condom covered in thick cream and the tip full of creamy spunk. She crawled off the bed, pushing her hair out of her face, feeling a thick layer of sweat all over her. Raven came up with a grin and offered Mel the bottle of water she was drinking. She took it with a breathless chuckle. “Thanks.” She finished the bottle in three quick gulps.

Raven was already crawling back onto the bed. Surprisingly, Kurt's cock was still mostly hard. Raven quickly pulled off the condom, spinning it so it didn’t leak and tossed it to the side, then ripped open another package and rolled the condom onto Kurt’s penis. He looked up from his place on the bed and grinned at Raven. “Fuck, you girls are gonna kill me.”

“Not a bad way to go.” Raven laughed, looking back at Mel with a wink.

“You go ahead. I’ve gotta pee.” Melody waved a hand at the girl as she started mounting Kurt. She waited for a minute, watching Raven lowering her dark lipped slit onto Kurt with a deep, pleased groan. The girl's ass was so cute and tight. Melody was almost jealous, but she was plenty proud of her own curves, so she let it go.

“OHHHSSHHHIIIIT.” Kurt groaned.

Melody turned away from the two and quickly found her pants, pulling out her phone and walked off to the bathroom as the sounds of sex filled the apartment again. Shutting the door behind her, she took a quick look in the mirror. Her face was red from the vigorous fucking over the last…how long had it been? She looked at her phone and gasped. Over three hours! They’d been fucking for over three. Fucking. hours. Holy crap! Kurt had stamina. Most men would have tapped out by now.

She laughed, went to the toilet and sat down, holding her phone as she did her necessary business. When she was done, instead of going back out to the apartment, she hopped up onto the counter, leaned back against the mirror and closed her eyes, taking some calming breaths. 

The fire in her veins dampened to a simmer. Her heart beat grew steady. Her mini meditative moment allowed her to stop everything from becoming too overwhelming.

“Yes! Fuck! HOLY SHIT RIGHT THERE!” Raven’s voice echoed and came through the closed door, making Melody laugh. This was not how she’d expected to end her evening.

She’d fully expected to be asleep on Chase’s couch. Hopefully Chase was getting as lucky as Kurt was. That thought made her bristle and bite her lip. The idea of Chase going home with some girl… some random woman…

Why was it bothering her?

It shouldn’t be an issue. She went out and had her fun, Chase deserved to as well. But just thinking of him flirting and… and…

Melody shook her head, banishing the strange feelings and thoughts. It was better this way. Chase deserved some fun. He was on the verge of being a workaholic. It’d be good for him to go out and get laid.

And if Chase was getting lucky, then it was a good thing she’d run into Kurt. And at Chase’s office of all places, that was wild.

This was going to make one hell of a story to tell Chase in the morning. That thought made her quickly check her messages. Chase had sent a text almost half an hour ago. “Headed home. Let me know you got home safely. Thanks for tonight. You're the best.”

Go Chase! He must be going home with that girl from the bar.

Melody chewed at her lip, reading over the message again. Why did it feel like there was something more to it? It was a pretty simple message, but something… something nagged at her and she just couldn’t put a finger on it. Her brain was too fogged over with endorphins and fatigue.

Slipping off the counter, she grabbed a washcloth and wet it down, patting it against her chest and face as she felt heat radiating all over like she had a fever. Was she getting sick? Maybe she was just dehydrated. All this activity was draining. She ran the water and cupped her hands, taking a few drinks to steady her nerves. She put a hand to her chest. Why did she feel like she had heartburn? 

“Yesyesyes holyfuckingshit oh god Kurt please please fucking there! Don’t stop!” Raven was screaming. There was no doubt Kurt’s neighbors, if they were awake this late, knew what he was doing.

She blocked out the sounds of ecstasy for a moment, reading over the text again, trying to decipher whatever it was she felt was hiding in plain sight. But she couldn’t figure it out. She was probably just tired and seeing something that wasn’t there. Maybe she was just… jealous? Could she actually be jealous that Chase was taking a girl home?

That was nonsense. He’d gone out on dates before. Even had a girlfriend. And never once had Melody been upset about it. In fact she always wanted to know the details about what he got up to with them. He wasn’t as graphic as she was, funny since Chase was a literary guy and probably would have been very good at detailing his sex life, but he confided in her about his experiences. It was their thing.

So why did it feel different tonight?

She shook her head. Her head was just clouded. Emotions and chemicals were all mixing together, along with fatigue. She was happy for Chase, and maybe it was just jealousy for her friend's attention and time. Chase always put her first. So the idea that maybe he’d be hooking up, maybe even dating some girl he met at the bar, was just a territorial thing. That was so Mean Girl, machismo. And she was not that kinda girl.

Picking up her phone, she started texting Chase back. “Went to Kurt’s. I’ll tell you about it tomorrow.” It was too late to go home, so there was no doubt she was staying at Kurt’s. And after she’d made such a big deal last night about not staying over. How hypocritical was she? 

On impulse, Melody turned so her back was to the mirror and took a quick selfie, careful not to show her naked breasts in the photo, but the reflection in the mirror gave a clear view of her perky ass.

Chase would definitely get a kick out of that. He’d seen her in underwear and swimsuits before, but as far as she could remember he hadn’t seen her bare ass. Maybe he’d compare it to his date’s ass. The thought made something burn deep in the pit of her stomach. She sent the message, and stood waiting. Would Chase still be up? Or would he be too busy to reply?

She bit at her lip, holding her phone like it would give her some sort of divine answer to all the questions of the universe. Instead it went to sleep, leaving a black screen and her reflection. Tired eyes and worried gaze.

You’re just tired, Mel. She thought. She should get to bed. There was a class scheduled in less than seven hours. If she was going to be any good to her students she needed to get some sleep.

The sounds from the apartment grew louder. Slapping skin, grunts of effort and pleasure, muted and muffled moans. Melody stared at the door for a second. Maybe she could call in sick tomorrow. Ha! Who would she call in to, she was the boss. A grin grew across her face. She left her phone on the bathroom counter and went back into the apartment.

Raven was on all fours, her face buried in a pillow. Kurt was squatting behind her ramming hard and fast into her, his balls swinging fast, slapping against her little pink clit.

“God! God! Oh god i’m fucking cumming!” Raven’s cries were muffled by the pillow, her hands gripping the bed sheets like she was trying to cling to them for fear of falling, even though she was on all fours.

Kurt had the look of a man on a mission, face red, teeth grit, sweat dripping all over his straining muscles. “Fuckfuck oh shit! So tight. Squeeze it!” He slapped her smooth brown ass. “Fucking squeeze it cunt! That’s right. Take my fucking dick! Cum! CUM!” He yelled at her as his cock pistoned like a roaring engine into Raven’s little body.

She screamed into the sheets and began to squirt, soaking the bed beneath him as Kurt continued his thrusts, spanking her at intervals. He was in a whole other dimension with his lust and desire. As Raven came, shaking and shuddering, Kurt noticed Melody standing in the bathroom doorway.

“Get over here and eat my ass!” He ordered her, eyes dark and wicked and demanding.

Melody’s whole body flushed with need. Yep, she was definitely calling in sick. Even before the thought finished, she walked across the room, got on the bed behind Kurt as he continued riding Raven through her mind blowing orgasm, and pushed her face into the man’s sweaty ass, eagerly licking the bitter skin and puckering, winking hole between his flexing cheeks.


Chapter 11

Friday 7:30 AM - Chase

She was late… again.

Leaning back in my chair, staring at the ceiling, I let the sounds of Grind N Go Coffee wash over me. The fans overhead spun slowly. The chrome duct work crisscrossed the ceiling like an intricate maze my eyes were trying to follow and find a way out. Like I was stuck here. Trapped.

The image of Melody wouldn’t leave my head. The picture of her, standing in front of a mirror that wasn’t hers. Seeing her bare ass in the reflection. That playful smile she was giving me, as if she were letting me know she was having a fucking good time. Emphasis on the fucking.

I sat forward, putting my elbows down hard on the table and grabbed hold of my coffee. My erection was straining against my jeans and the last thing I wanted was someone to walk by and see me pitching a tent.

Fuck.

That picture!

Smiling at me like it was just another day. A goofy little image. A selfie sent to a friend.

But it was easy to see the flushed look on her face. Hair a mess. Her ass pink from repeated smacks or slaps. Was someone spanking her? Was KURT spanking her? Fucking her? Was that his apartment or some other random man Mel had run into on the way home?

I stared into my coffee, watching the steam twist and tangle in the air. Why was the image of Melody’s amazing, beautiful, perfect fucking ass burning itself into my brain? It was making it impossible to concentrate. To calm down. It was like the sun spots you got in your vision if you looked at the sun. But it wasn’t fading with time.

Melody was a fucking temptress. I couldn’t get her out of my head. I scrubbed my hands through my hair and pressed my face into my palms. “Why do I have to love her?” I muttered. Tears threatened to leak from my closed eyes, but I pressed them down. I pressed it all down.

Melody had sent me a selfie of herself at another man’s apartment. After clearly having been fucked. Probably going to do it again. I suppose I should have felt special that she thought of me at that moment, in the middle of being ravaged. Clearly, I wasn’t forgotten. But I wasn’t sure what was worse. Being remembered while another man was having his way with her or for her to just space out completely and forget that I existed.

I glanced at the time again. 7:40 AM. She’d never been this late before, except when she’d had the flu. When that happened, she’d sent me a text begging me to bring her soup. This morning, besides that selfie, I’d gotten nothing.

I guess I’d been forgotten after all.

My phone buzzed. I pulled it out with a sigh, expecting Melody to be texting me some excuse as to why she was late. Instead, it was a text from Lori. “Wanna get coffee?”

I stared at the words, glanced at the coffee I already had on the table, then back to that little blue bubble with those three words.

Maybe it was time to change things. I was always waiting for Melody. And there was no doubt Melody was worth waiting for, but… I was tired. So tired.

My thumbs typed quickly before I could let my brain second guess my heart. “Sure. Where?”

I was out of my seat, bag over my arm, and walking out the door as I texted. We worked out where to meet, a coffee place that was actually just a couple blocks from my office and only a few down from hers. I waved down a cab and slipped in, telling the driver where to go. I didn’t look back as he drove away.


Chapter 12

Friday 7:50 AM - Melody

Melody was out of breath as she rushed into Grind N’ Go. Fuck was she late. She’d sent out an email and set up the call tree to let her students know that classes were cancelled for the day, but she’d still planned on meeting Chase for coffee. She couldn’t skip that. It’d be like skipping the Second Coming. But after last night's marathon sexcapade she’d basically been dead to the world when morning came. Had she taken her phone back into the apartment, her alarm would have woken her up, but she’d left it in the bathroom after sending Chase her selfie. So she’d essentially fucked everything up while getting fucked up.

When the sun finally made her wake up, glaring into her eyes from Kurt’s large windows, things had quickly gone from groggy, morning stretching, to messy morning sex. She’d woken up laying next to Kurt, while Raven lay on his other side, and Kurt’s morning wood was standing tall and proud. Still awash from the chemicals in her bloodstream from all the feel good things she’d done last night, Melody went straight to going down on him. 

Raven woke up shortly after and quickly joined. Kurt lay back with a cocky grin, letting them service him, making his cock a throbbing, dripping, spit-covered mess until he took hold of their heads and brought their mouths around his head to catch his shooting cum. Thick and warm and so much of it that Raven and Melody shared it back and forth, making out and licking and spitting, becoming a mess of saliva and cum dripping all over their chests and faces.

After Kurt’s eruption of cum and the messy makeout session, Mel finally heard her phone alarm ringing distantly in the bathroom. One glance at the clock on the stove and she realized she was late!

She took a quick shower, threw her clothes on and was out Kurt’s door within ten minutes. Even so, she was still going to be so so so fucking late! She was the fucking white rabbit from Wonderland. I’m late for a very important date!

Date?

That thought made her pause at the door for a second.

Appointment. Not a date. An appointment. It was like she was trying to convince herself, but she didn’t know why.

She took a parting look over her shoulder, seeing Raven on her back with Kurt between her legs. Usually she would have felt envious, but all she felt right now was guilt. She needed to get going.

It didn’t occur to her to text Chase to let him know she was on her way as she rushed out of the building and grabbed a cab. He’d be waiting for her. He was always waiting for her. It was the one truly constant thing in her life. His smiling face and listening ear. Chase was always there.

But when Melody rushed into the cafe and marched to their table… he wasn’t there.

Melody stared at the abandoned coffee cup, still half full. It still looked warm. A barista came over, a girl with short blonde hair and a blue lipsticked smile, and grabbed the cup. “Here. Let me clear that for you.” She said simply, holding the cup, taking out a rag from her apron and wiping down the table quickly before nodding to the seat and stepping away.

She’d wiped clean any evidence that Chase had been there.

Something sank inside her. Her stomach felt like she was on one of those bungee cord rides. Her body was flying, but her stomach was still on the ground. She sat in the chair opposite the one that Chase had been in, probably just a few minutes ago. Why did an empty chair feel so… so scary?

Pulling out her phone, she quickly shot off a text. “Sorry I was late. I think I just missed you.”

She waited with bated breath for Chase to respond. It took longer than usual. Most times he would answer her within seconds, unless he was in a meeting or asleep.

“It’s okay. Had a meeting anyway.” Simple. To the point.

Something about the curt reply kept Melody’s stomach twisting. Maybe she should call. Explain… Explain what? That she’d been up all night having sex, and this morning she’d been too busy giving a double blowjob that she’d missed her alarm? That was a story for another time. Right now, she needed to make sure he forgave her for missing their date.

Appointment! Not a date!

Shaking her head, she texted back quickly. “I’m still sorry. We still on for movie night? I’ll go buy your favorite movie snack.” Chase loved Reese’s Pieces. He could eat them by the bowl full. She’d go and buy the biggest freaking bag she could find if it’d make him forgive her.

Why am I so worried? Of course he’ll forgive me. It’s not like I killed his cat or something. I was just late. It’s no big deal.

But she couldn’t shake the feeling that being late had somehow strained their friendship. Obviously, they were stronger than a little fight or misunderstanding. They’d had plenty of those in the past. But this just felt… fuck, it was that burning feeling in her chest again. A fluttering in her stomach and tightening of her heart. What the hell was wrong with her?

“Sounds good. I’ll come by around 8.” Another simple reply. Nothing wrong with it, and yet it felt so cold. Why did she feel like Chase was shutting her out all of the sudden.

Melody let out a frustrated groan that made the patrons around her give her funny looks, but she didn’t care. Something was really wrong with her. She was overreacting to everything. Everything was fine. Just fine. They’d have their movie night, she’d even spring for one of those period dramas Chase liked and get him a bucket full of Reese’s Pieces. It would be fine. She was just frazzled from last night and this morning. Staying the night with someone else and then being late to meet Chase, it was all just making a traffic jam of emotions and anxiety in her brain.

Thankfully she was taking the day off. So she could relax, get all her ducks in a row again. Everything would be fine.

But why wouldn’t her heart stop pounding? It was thundering like a storm was approaching, preparing to wipe away everything she knew.


Chapter 13

Friday 6:50 PM - Chase

I was one of the last people in the office. I’d long since finished my work for the day, or at least gotten to a stopping point for the week. The truth was editing was never done. No matter how perfect you felt a manuscript was, there were always stray misspellings, repeated words, and bad grammar. Despite being done, I lingered in my office, rocking in my chair thoughtfully with my tablet on my knee, mindlessly scrolling through various book seller websites, eyeing the various novels that had come out and were coming out in the next few months. Call it market research. Keeping an eye on the competition. Call it whatever you’d like, I just liked looking at books. It was like looking at pictures of sunsets or the ocean. It was relaxing.

A knock sounded on my door and when I looked up, Angela was leaning against the doorframe. The best way to describe Angela would be to say she’s solid. She was middle height, with wavy reddish hair that was tossed over one shoulder. Her curves were smooth, accentuating a lovely figure. Unlike most of the women in the office, she had a more muscular tone to her, having participated in several body building competitions. Dressed in a sharp, pinstripe suit that went to her knee and dark stockings and a red blouse. She had the look of a CEO rather than a Senior Editor. The one anachronism about her appearance was the sneakers she wore, a slip on pair of pink Nike’s. Comfort was more important than meeting the expectations of an implied dress code.

“Planning on burning the midnight oil?” She asked, arms folded across her chest as she raised an eyebrow at me.

I put down my tablet and tossed my glasses onto the desk, pinching the bridge of my nose. “Nah. Just… killing some time.”

“Why here? I’d think killing time at home would be more comfortable. Or maybe go to a bar or something. Didn’t you go out last night with Kurt and Raven and that friend of yours?” Angela stepped into my office and took a seat in front of my desk.

“Oh. Yeah. Raven tell you that?” That seemed the most logical. Angela was an intimidating woman and most people skirted around her until they got to know her. I’d been the same when I’d first started at Inkwell. Angela had terrified me. And though Kurt was definitely more of a ‘traditional’ man, I’d seen the same trepidation in his eyes whenever Angela approached. After nearly seven years of working with her, the only time I was afraid was when she was cracking her knuckles. That was the moment you needed to duck and cover. She was pissed and you didn’t want to be in her way.

“Yeah. Poor girl looked exhausted at the front desk. Told her to go home at lunch. Better to have an empty reception than someone sleeping there. Optics and all that. Not to mention Kurt called in this morning too I heard. So you guys must have really hit the town hard.” She grinned at me and leaned back in her chair. “That why you’re a little off today? Get smashed and trying to barrel through?”

I shook my head. I’d hoped that my mood wasn’t noticeable, but I guess I wear my emotions on my sleeve more than I care to admit. I’d spent the majority of the day in my office except when I had a meeting I couldn’t Zoom into. Usually I was engaging in meetings, but today I was silent. Angela was perceptive, so it wasn’t surprising she’d noticed. “I’m fine. Just a long week.”

Her lips pressed into a line, as if she were preparing to say something but shrugged it off at the last second. “Fair enough. Don’t stay too late, okay. It’s Friday, and though publishing isn’t supposed to ever take a break… this is me, telling you to take a break.” She winked as she got up, straightening her skirt.

I watched her go, hips swaying with a straight backed swagger to her step. Taking a break sounded like a good idea. I honestly hadn’t had a vacation in a long time. The idea of having empty days was appealing but it also felt like I was abandoning my duties. And that ever present anxiety would inevitably creep up, whispering that Inkwell would realize they didn’t need me while I was out and when I came back they’d dismiss me with extreme prejudice.

That was absurd of course. But, it’s hard to silence the thoughts that are most deranged, because they are often the loudest.

So what did taking a break look like for me? Even if it was just for the weekend, what was I supposed to do with myself if I wasn’t working.

My phone buzzed. It was a text from Lori. We’d been messaging back and forth most of the day since having coffee.

“What are your plans this evening?”

Was she fishing to see if I was available? That wouldn’t surprise me. When we met this morning, she’d been even more flirty than last night. Either this was her typical demeanor, or she saw that most guys were too dense to pick up on the subtle cues of the feminine that she was just dispensing with subtlety and coming in like a wrecking ball. Or… maybe she just liked me. I guess that wasn’t too hard to believe.

“Going to a friend's place.” I texted back. It was true enough, but I wasn’t prepared to try and explain Melody and I’s strange relationship. Best to put that off until we knew each other better.

“Sounds fun. What about tomorrow night?”

I smiled. She was persistent. Charging in like a bull. “Nothing planned. Got any ideas?”

“I may have a few 😉”

I sat back in my chair as she began to text frantically, naming different possibilities of things we could do. Every one of them sounded interesting. Just the idea of going out on a date seemed fun. Obviously that’s what Lori was proposing. Not just a fun get together but something… more. And it was exciting. Refreshing.

So why did I feel so guilty?

It was obvious even if it was stupid. I knew why I felt guilty. I’d been in love with Melody for almost my entire life. When you’ve loved someone for that long, it leaves a mark. It’s etched into your bones. That love was a part of me. If I just let it go, it’d be like a limb being lopped off. And what would it mean if I did? Would we still be friends? Could we continue on exactly like we have been?

That would be the smart, mature thing to do. But love, rejection and loss doesn’t really work logically. It scars and shapes and twists and bends. If I let Melody go and started pursuing someone else, what would that mean for us? The very thought of cutting her out of my life, even just a little, felt like scooping my heart out with a spoon.

Fuck, I was messed up.

I rode the elevator up to the sixth floor of Melody’s apartment building. It was an older building that had been renovated in the last decade with several new modern amenities. The doors opened onto the long hallway with doors on either side at intervals with large bold black numbers next to each one. The carpet was a neutral gray pattern and had already worn down from the constant foot traffic from the various tenants.

It was almost robotic, walking down the hall and stopping in front of Melody’s door, number 605. I pulled out my keys and picked the one to her apartment, a pink key with little ballet shoes painted on either side. It was somewhat embarrassing having that key on my ring. Knocking was a thing of the past with us since she’d given me the key.

“Knocking is for strangers.” She’d said. So either that meant I was like family to her, or she trusted me enough not to steal anything. Not that she had anything worth stealing.

I unlocked her apartment and slipped inside, shutting the door behind me, set down my bag, and took off my jacket, hanging it on the hook next to the door. It was a one bedroom apartment with a balcony, a large living area that led into the open kitchen. Melody had decorated the place with secondhand furniture, a large flat screen (not secondhand) and hung large artsy pictures along with walls of ballet shoes and dancers. The entire place smelled of lavender and citrus.

The kitchen island was packed with snacks, beer, glass bottles of Dr. Pepper and a stack of pizzas. At the center of it all was a large bowl that was filled with Reese’s Pieces. It looked and smelled like heaven. I was drawn towards the candy and soda like one of those cartoon characters, floating along following a wafting scent of something delicious. The smell of chocolate and peanut butter was divine and I quickly grabbed a handful.

“And who said you could start eating without me?”

I turned when I heard Melody and nearly choked on the candy I’d popped into my mouth. Her hair was up in a ponytail, an oversized Taylor Swift t-shirt barely went to her waist, exposing her high hipped pink panties with delicate lace work around the legs. The smile on her face was bright and her hands were on her hips like she was Peter Pan, giving me a mischievous look.

Clearing my throat, trying my best not to suck down a candy and kill myself, I made myself glance away from my barely dressed friend. “Y… you did.” I was able to croak out.

Melody chuckled, making her chest bounce. Great, so she wasn’t wearing a bra. I desperately tried to keep my gaze respectful. Looking at her face didn’t help anything. She was beautiful. My eyes raced over her figure, noting the slope of her breasts in the loose shirt, her nipples making an impression. Her legs were toned and tight, muscles leading right to her center, the panties clinging so tight it was more like they were painted on. There was nowhere for my eyes to go that did stir something inside.

Turning back to the snacks, I grabbed a soda. “Um, so what movie did you decide on?” I put the candy I was holding into a napkin and twisted the cap off the bottle. The hiss and sudden smell of fizzy bubbles and vanilla helped me relax just a fraction. It helped to distract from Melody, who smelled like a fresh shower, peaches and cream.

Mel walked to the other side of the island and grabbed a beer, holding the cap to the marble countertop and giving it a hard smack to pop the top. It seemed needles since it was a twist off, but Mel always loved being dramatic. Taking a quick drink, she placed the bottle against her cheek and sighed with a deep smile. “The Duchess of Crestwood.” Her eyes met mine as she took another drink.

“A period flick? Really?” I pushed the candy around on the napkin for a moment, still trying not to look at her too intently.

She bit her lip, a look of nervous agitation flickering across her face. “I…” Her words halted. 

I’d never seen Melody nearly speechless when she was with me. Guess there’s a first for everything. 

“I’m sorry about this morning.” She finally muttered, her mouth against the lip of the beer bottle like she was speaking a secret into it.

“Oh…” My eyes moved over the pile of snacks and pizza and soda, landing on the bowl of my favorite candy. So tonight was an apology. She really didn’t need to apologize. Yes, she’d been late and hadn’t even bothered to text me that she was running behind. But I wasn’t going to hold that against her. My feelings might be tangled like a yarn ball, but I wasn’t petty. “It’s fine, Mel. I mean, it happens. Besides, we were all drinking a lot last night so… I get it.” I shrugged.

Mel’s cheeks tinted pink for a second. “Right. Well, thankfully I didn’t drink enough to give myself a hangover.” She smiled. “It just turned into a late night. Early morning too.” Grabbing a plate, she grabbed a couple pieces of pizza. “I was just exhausted and I left my phone in the bathroom, so I didn’t hear my alarm.”

I nodded. What else was I supposed to say or do? The puzzle pieces were starting to work themselves into place. Raven had been exhausted, supposedly hung over. Kurt called in. Melody was exhausted and had run late. It didn’t take a genius to figure things out. I’d seen them leave together. Maybe it was just a coincidence. Sure, all the pieces seemed to fit, but I might be looking at pieces that belonged to different puzzles. But Melody had been at someone else’s apartment last night. That didn’t mean it was Kurt’s. And it didn’t mean Raven had been there.

You’re a fucking idiot, Chase.

I tapped the Dr. Pepper bottle against my forehead, agreeing with my brain. Gathering up my own plate of pizza and candy, I followed Melody into the living room. Her shirt fluttered as she walked and her ass, beautiful and tight, bounced in the thong panties. There was a sway to her hips that was hypnotic, only adding to the fact that her entire ass was basically on display.

She plopped down on the couch, breasts swaying and shirt riding up further to expose a sliver of her tight tummy.

My erection was painful, but thankfully it didn’t show as I sat on the opposite end of the couch, putting my plate on my lap to hide any evidence that the sight of my friend’s ass had turned me on.

Melody looked over at me curiously. “Why so far away?” She took a bite of pizza.

I just shrugged and took a drink of my soda and popped a few Reese’s into my mouth. I didn’t have a good answer.

Rolling her eyes she scooted over to sit next to me, within a foot. I could feel the heat of her thigh even through my jeans. The smell of her overpowered the food. She grabbed the remote and turned the TV on. “Don’t hate me if I fall asleep. I think I got like, four hours this morning. Threesomes really take a lot out of you.”

Every muscle inside me tensed. My jaw clenched and my teeth grit so hard I was afraid I might crack one.

A threesome?

Shit.

I was right.

“You wouldn’t think it to look at her, but Raven is pretty wild. A real wild cat in the sheets.” Mel laughed casually, taking a quick swig of her beer. “ And Kurt’s got stamina. I already told you about the other night. I can’t believe I ran into him at your office. Small world.”

So Kurt was the man that had rocked her world the other night too. And she’d been with him again last night and this morning. Along with Raven. She’d had so much fun with them, she’d been late to meet me.

“I was going to take a nap since I took the day off, but I ended up having to go shopping and then running a bunch of errands. Ya know, all that stuff you put off until you have the time and suddenly when you’ve got that time you don’t wanna be the responsible adult, you just wanna be lazy. Anyway, I got a fair amount accomplished.” She scooted a little closer, tucking her feet underneath her and leaning in against me as she pressed play on the movie.

I hated that just that little touch made my heart race.

“Great.” I muttered between bites of pizza.

“Maybe you should ask Raven out.” Mel turned to me, her legs shirting and making her panties wedge up tighter against her, showing a deep crease right down the center. A perfect camel toe. The fact she was flashing so much to me didn’t even seem to register. “She’s really sweet. And if last night is any indication, she’d really rock your world. She may be tiny but that girl really take cock. And she’s sexy. Seriously, you should have seen her…”

I tried blocking out the words Melody spoke. Describing Raven’s body and how she performed in bed. The last thing I needed now was knowing what our receptionist looked like naked and writhing in pleasure. But she wouldn’t stop.

“Kurt really stretched her. I mean fuck, me too. Guy’s thick.” She laughed and her shoulder rubbed against me.

Scratch that. The last thing I needed was to know how big my coworkers penis was and how he fit into my best friend.

She kept going.

The grip on my soda bottle tightened, knuckles growing white. “Can you please stop?” I’d meant to say it quietly, casually, but the words came out strained and harsh and much too loud.

Melody’s eyes were wide. Whatever mirth she’d had was gone in a flash. “W…what?” She asked taken aback.

“I said…” I took a deep, steadying breath, but it didn’t help. Instead, everything came out like a dam breaking inside my brain and flooding all the words I’d kept inside out of my mouth in a destructive torrent. “I said can you please just fucking stop!” The words wouldn’t stop. Why wouldn’t they stop?

“S…stop what? Is this about Raven? I mean, if you’re not interested that’s fine. I was just…” She put her beer and food down on the coffee table. She clearly understood something was wrong, even if she didn’t know exactly what.

“It’s not Raven. But yes, I don’t want to picture my coworkers naked. And I certainly don’t want to think about them having sex! Especially with you!” I tossed my plate onto the table, slammed my soda down making it bubble over and got up from the couch, bushing Melody off and went to the kitchen, trying to get space between me and her.

“Oh. Uh. Well, I mean… I guess I get that. Could be kinda awkward in meetings, right?” Her voice was strained, but she was clearly trying to lighten the mood. Getting up she came over to me and put a hand on my arm as I kept my back to her. “Hey, I’m sorry. That was stupid of me to talk about Raven and Kurt like that.”

It wasn’t just that. It wasn’t just that she was talking about people I knew. Usually, when she was graphically talking about her sexual escapades, they were people I didn’t know or at best might have met them tangentially, like when we were in college. The condensed world on campus meant you always knew someone who knew someone. Just a few degrees of separation. Melody had told me about plenty of drunken meet up at parties, at best those guys were in one of my classes. But she’d never fucked a friend and told me about it. So yes, this was different, and that would definitely be enough to upset me. But that wasn’t it.

“It’s not just that Mel. It’s not about Raven. Or Kurt.” My voice was raspy and low. All of the sudden my throat was clenching, like I needed to cough… or cry. “It’s all of it.”

“All… all of it?” The confusion in her voice was soft, light, like she was afraid if she spoke louder I’d shatter.

She wasn’t far off.

I tried to find the right words. Words that wouldn’t be harsh. Would expose me.

“Chase.” Her grip on my arm sent waves of electricity and heat through every pour and fiber and muscle. She pulled me, turning me towards her. “Chase. I don’t understand.” The whispyness of her voice sounded almost sultry. “I’m sorry if I said something…”

“But you’re not sorry!” The yarn ball of emotions was unraveling, tumbling down the stairs of my mind and leaving a trail behind that I could only stumble after, trying to stop it. “You’re not sorry that you tell me about fucking other men and I guess girls now too. Unless Raven is just  some one-off.”

Melody stepped back, hand falling away from my arm. She looked like I’d just slapped her.

Nothing could stop my words. “Do you not see how that makes me feel? You talking about… about having sex? It’s not just that you tell me, it’s that you’re so fucking explicit! I don’t want to think of you naked with another guy, Melody! I don’t wanna hear about what they did to you. How amazing it was. It drives me fucking insane! I have to go home and jerk off every time you tell me a story and I hate myself for it after. Now you’re telling me you had a threesome with Kurt and Raven. My coworkers for fuck’s sake! Now I’m going to have to think about how they got to be with you, how everyone gets to be with you. Everyone except for me!”

I was scrubbing my hands through my hair. My jaw was so tight my muscles were knotting painfully. My throat was raw, but even so I kept speaking. Melody was like a deer in the headlights, mouth open and eyes wide as I let out all my pent up frustration like I was Old Faithful.

“I’m tired of hearing it. I’m tired of being relentlessly teased. Why do you fucking do this to me! Is it fun for you? To torture me? Telling me how you slutted yourself out for…” My words finally stopped. The crack echoed in the room as Melody slapped me full in the face. The force sent me stumbling back a few steps, catching myself on the edge of the kitchen island, knocking over the bowl of candy and beer, the bottles shattering all over the floor.

My cheek throbbed. That was putting it lightly. I’d never been slapped before, so I didn’t have anything to compare it to. Was it a hard slap? A soft one? It felt like she’d put her full weight behind it. No holds bar. I felt a trickle of blood along my cheek and my fingers came away red from a small scratch along my ear.

Melody’s eyes were like saucers, hands over her mouth in disbelief. “Chase…oh my god. I’m so sorry.” She was trembling.

I shut my eyes and leaned against the counter. “I… deserved it.” Calling her a slut was crossing the line. Never once had I thought Melody was like that. She had a healthy sexual appetite. I couldn’t, and shouldn’t, judge her for that. And to be fair, I’d never told her that her stories made me uncomfortable. How could she be considerate of my feelings if she didn’t know what my feelings were?

“You’re bleeding!” She was rushing to the sink, grabbing a paper towel and getting it wet. “Oh fuck, I’m sorry. Here, let me…”

I took hold of her wrist before she could put the towel to my cheek. The idea of her touching me right now… it was something I couldn’t handle. Even holding her wrist, it made everything inside me burn. I felt sick. I felt aroused. I felt…alone.

Taking the towel from her, I dabbed at the cut while Melody stepped back looking guilty and scared. “Chase… I… I’m so, so sorry. I didn’t mean…”

I shook my head. “I said I deserved it. I shouldn’t… I shouldn’t have said that.” I didn’t want to repeat the word. It felt like if I did, it would just be rubbing salt into the wound. Thankfully, the cut wasn’t deep and it had already stopped bleeding. I tossed the towel into the trash and made myself look back at Mel.

Her face was pale. Eyes brimming red and watery with unshed tears. She was gripping the hem of her shirt, unintentionally flashing more of her underwear. God, why did she have to dress like that in front of me? Why didn’t she see me as a man?

“Chase…” Her voice was a horse whisper. “What…what did you mean when… when you said… everyone gets to be with me, accept you?” She swallowed, her teeth worrying at her lip as she held my gaze.

What was the point in trying to hide it anymore? I was so tired. So tangled and now unraveling. Everything was too complicated. “What do you think, Mel? Seriously? How could you not see the things you told me… how they would affect me? Am I really so… do you not see me as a man? Do I really hide my feelings that well?”

There was confusion in Melody’s eyes. A desperate need to understand but lacking the glue to make all the pieces stay together. “But… I mean, you never said… Even that first time, after prom… I mean, we agreed to tell each other everything so, I was just… ya know. And it’s not like I wouldn’t have listened to your stories. I guess I just figured, I don’t know… that you needed encouragement? Like, if I was just… upfront, honest, you’d be more comfortable telling me…”

“I’m a virgin, Melody.” I blurted, shoving my hands in my pockets. A weight suddenly lifted from my chest, only for it to settle down on my crotch.

Now her face twisted in disbelief. “What? No… no you’re not. You said, on prom night you said…”

“I lied. Tiff and I didn’t have sex. We didn’t do anything.” It came out as a growl and I regretted every syllable. But whatever control I used to have over my temper was gone.

Melody’s eyes were darting like pinballs, searching for something to cling to like the whole apartment was suddenly falling apart. “Why… why would you lie about that?”

“I didn’t want to disappoint you. To make you feel like I’d broken our deal. I thought you’d be embarrassed. And hell, I was embarrassed that I couldn’t go through with it. What guy passes up a chance at sex right?” I rolled my eyes, voice cracking. “I was afraid you’d think I’d tricked you. Made you do it for nothing. But I couldn’t. I just… she wasn’t you.” Fuck. Had I really just said that?

She folded her arms under her chest. The shirt was thin and pressed tight to her curves. “I… um…” Her cheeks were rosy, eyes downcast, wandering over the mess on the floor as if it somehow symbolized the very conversation we were having.

This wasn’t how I’d wanted things to go. Why couldn’t we just have had a quiet night. She’d been trying to make things up to me. Trying to get things back into our normal rhythm. Instead, I’d thrown out the metronome. I’d thrown everything out. And for what? Because I couldn’t handle hearing about her having a threesome?

“So… you mean, you really haven’t ever…” She was rubbing her arms, refusing to look at me.

“No.” There wasn’t anything else to say.

“And… that was… because…” Her hand pressed against her chest.

“Forget it.” I sighed. “Just… forget it.” I turned and shuffled to the door, grabbing my bag before grabbing the doorknob.

“What? Chase… wait, you don’t have to go…” She was making her way around the mess on the floor, bare feet playing a game of hot lava with glass and beer.

“Yeah.” I muttered. “I do.” I took one last look at her. She looked broken, confused, desperate. I opened the door and stepped out into the hall, ignoring Melody’s cry for me to stop. Instead, I just walked out and let the door shut behind me.


Chapter 14

Friday 7:30 PM - Melody

What the fuck had just happened?

The sound of the door shutting was like a gunshot. It echoed through the apartment, resonating in Melody’s chest like the thrum of an earthquake. She tripped towards the door, nearly slipping on the slowly spreading spilled beer, and stumbled to grab the knob and flung the door back open. There was no sign of Chase.

Had he taken the stairs? The elevator? Could she beat him to the lobby if she ran? She didn’t have her keys, or pants. Fuck! Fuckfuckfuck.

Melody stepped back into her apartment and closed the door shut, gripping the hem of her shirt like it might anchor her. Everything was spinning. She noticed Chase’s coat on the hook and in a daze took it down, bringing it close. The rough feel of the wool itched at her skin. It smelled worn, with a layer of Chase. Warm printer paper. Ink. The scent of books. Cinnamon.

She held it tight as she went back to the couch and sat down slowly, as if the furniture might try to run away from her like Chase had. Tears spilled down her cheeks onto the rough wool as she rubbed her face against it as she tried to breathe and slow things down. To back up and organize her thoughts. To piece together what had just happened.

How could she have been so inconsiderate? So blind? Sure she knew that telling Chase the intimate details of her sex life got him excited. He was a red blooded male after all. But she hadn’t thought it would hurt him. Why did sex have to be so taboo? So hush, hush? If people just talked about it more openly then it would have less stigma. No more repression and no more secrets. That didn’t mean she thought everyone should be comfortable airing their dirty kinks, but at least being open about sexuality would be a step in the right direction.

Chase was her best friend. She told him everything. If she couldn’t be open and honest with him, then who could she trust? Her morning ritual of unloading on him had been so freeing… hell it had sometimes been even more exciting than the sex itself. Seeing the expressions on his face, the way he had to adjust himself…

Melody’s cheeks went pink as she brought her knees up to her chest, still clinging to his coat. The look on Chase’s face was burned into her brain. He’d looked so miserable. Like when his parents had died. How could she live with herself knowing she’d caused him that kind of pain?

How could I have messed up so badly?

She wasn’t you.

Everything inside her was burning and she wanted to be consumed by it. How could three little words burrow so deep and strike so hard?

She’d been hurting him. All those conversations and confessions. Teasing him and watching him get flustered… it hadn’t been because he was turned on by what she was telling him. At least not completely. It was because he’d wanted to be one of the men in her stories. Maybe even the only man…

Melody started hiccuping, her nose running and mixing with the tears that were cascading down her cheeks. All these years she’d been hoping to hear details about his happiness. Trying to open up to him so he’d open up to her. She’d thought he was just as adventurous as she was… okay, maybe not that adventurous but still. Now she knew he hadn’t done anything. He’d lied. That sudden thought twisted her sorrow into anger.

How could he have lied to me like that?

Did he really think she’d have been mad at him? If Chase wasn’t comfortable about having sex then she would have understood. Hell, if he’d turned out to be gay or asexual or whatever, she’d still have cared about him and supported him.

Instead, he'd made up some story about losing his virginity. All so she didn’t feel embarrassed or betrayed. Because… he’d wanted Melody to be the one he lost it to. 

The memory of that night slipped to the surface, soft and quiet as silk. She’d told Chase what had happened in the limo, but not what happened after, when she got home. That was the part of the night that actually mattered to her.

After their little tryst in the back of the limo, Noah had dropped Melody off at her house. Her parents were already in bed and she quietly tiptoed into her room, shutting the door. The night had been practically perfect. Dancing. Singing. It had been a picture perfect prom. The events in the limo… they were just satisfactory. She may not have had anything to compare it to, but even without some sort of curve to grade on, she knew that the sex had been subpar, but serviceable. It had been nice, but lacked any sort of shine like the rest of the night had.

Melody slipped out of her dress and hung it up in her closet where it would probably stay until it was sold or thrifted. She fell back on her bed, letting herself soak in everything that had happened. Losing her virginity had seemed so important, but now that it was ‘gone’ it felt like it had never really been something to look forward to. Sure, sex could be great, she was positive in the future she’d have better experiences. With the right person, it would probably be amazing and beyond words. All she needed to do was find that person. Easier said than done of course.

A hand drifted to her panties, fingers trailing along the satin fabric that was lightly clinging to her sex. What would she tell Chase? She wanted to hear about what he and Tiff got up to, how Chase made it special. Obviously he’d make it special. That was the sort of guy Chase was.

A finger traced along the center of her panties.

He was a bit of a romantic. Would he put on some soft, sexy music? Jazz maybe? They’d probably drive somewhere secluded. No joy riding in a limo around town for them. Though it would have been nice if Chase had been there with her. Maybe she should have offered to share the limo. There’d been enough room in the back.  

The idea of Chase sitting across from her, Tiff in his lap, sent a chill and a warm spark through Melody, making her skin buzz and her fingers press more firmly against her folds beneath her panties. The feeling of the satin against her smooth skin added to the dream-like sensation of imagining someone else touching her.

Imagining Chase touching her.

Chase wouldn’t have been clumsy or rushed like Noah. He would have taken his time. He would have been sweet. The feel of Chase’s lips on Tiff’s neck would no doubt drive the girl wild.

Melody was panting now, laying in bed with her legs spread wide, one hand on her breast, pulling down the bra cup to caress and circle her nipple with her nails. She imagined lips, the scrape of teeth.  Her other hand rubbed along the center of her panties, feeling the warmth and emerging wetness her arousal was beginning to create. As ‘good’ as it had been to feel Noah inside her, Melody hadn’t orgasmed. She hadn’t even come close.

The whole affair had left her needy, wanting. There was a fire inside that had been started, but hadn’t been fanned.

Shutting her eyes, she continued touching herself. Squeezing her breast… imagining Chase fondling Tiffany’s chest. A groan left her lips as she writhed against her soft sheets, a tremor of pleasure snaking its way through her.

The thought of Chase on the other side of the limo, with Tiffany, kissing her neck, her chest… then his scintillating hazel eyes locking onto hers. Watching. Seeing Melody sitting back with Noah between her legs, his tongue sliding along her bare slit. Just the idea of Chase’s eyes meeting hers…

“Aaaahhh!” Melody let out a shivering gasp, her nerves igniting. Her hand slid under her panties, fingers trailing along her labia, opening herself and feeling the inferno between her legs. The slick wetness of desire coated her fingers, the tip of one finding her entrance and pressing, making the muscles stretch and take it in. “F…fuuuu..fuuuuckkkk.” It came out as a desperate whimper.

Electrical signals flashed through her brain, making the dream scenario slightly more real. She imagined herself mounting Noah, but this time in reverse. Her dress pulled up to expose her vagina, her most intimate self, letting chase see it as he was fondling his date. The scene played out, Noah guiding his penis inside, her lips swallowing the member and Chase, watching it all. Seeing every part of her exposed. The entire time, their eyes were on each other. He was seeing her, and she was seeing him.

“God…fuckfuck!” Melody plunged her finger inside, her walls clenching at the stimulation. It was so hot, so moist and slick. Of all the times she’d masturbated and explored herself, it had never felt this good. “Oh…oooohhhh god!” Every breath was a curse or an appeal to some higher power as pleasure washed over her.

The fantasy changed. Now it was just Chase on the other side of the limo, watching. Tiffany was gone. The fact that it was Noah fucking her didn’t matter. It didn’t matter whose penis was taking her virginity. What mattered was Chase. His eyes. Watching her body. Seeing her raw and unfiltered, split open by a thick cock. Seeing her pleasured. Writhing. Gasping. Wanting.

Inside her chest a bonfire erupted, as if gasoline had been poured onto that tiny flame she’d started with. Melody’s body jolted, convulsed. She arched her back, hand roughly squeezing and grasping her tit, twisting her nipple almost painfully as she grit her teeth with a pleasure that was threatening to swallow her whole. Another finger slipped into her pussy, stretching the moist walls further. She pressed inward, curving up to find the little bundle of nerves that would make her melt.

Chase was watching her. SEEING her.

Melody’s whole body trembled. Her skin broke out in a slick sheen of sweat and goosebumps. Hairs on her arms and neck stood up like razor needles. Her fingers flashed in and out, deep into her tunnel over and over, rubbing against her g-spot, making herself whimper. “Yes…yessss… mmmmm fuck oh god!”

The orgasm snuck up on her, just like the sudden flash of Chase in her fantasy. Of him over her. Inside her. His eyes burning with just as much want as she felt.

“FUCK OH GOD FUCK!” Melody could barely keep from shouting, which would have absolutely woken her parents up. Her orgasm rocked through her like a meteor shower falling to earth, piercing the atmosphere like her fingers were plunging into her depths. It was earth shattering. Everything was on fire and she felt warmth flooding down her thighs and ass, soaking through her panties and onto her bedsheets.

She whimpered, everything inside her pulsing with electricity, muscles spasming. Her legs pressed together, pulling her hand deeper inside herself, curling into the fetal position as she held on, riding the waves of pleasure and just trying to stay conscious, her brain was flooded with all the feel good chemical cocktail of desire.

An orgasm had never felt so intense, so fulfilling. It had taken hold of her for much longer than she could ever remember. The tide finally started to ebb, allowing her to relax and lay back, stretching out and taking her hand away from her dripping sex. When she finally opened her eyes, staring up at the ceiling, it was hard to process what she’d just experienced. It must have been because she’d been so wound up from the limo ride with Noah. No release. She was on the edge and needed to fall, not teeter there between pleasure and normalcy. Noah had gotten to have his fun, but she’d been left wanting. It was natural to finish what had gotten started.

But why had she been thinking about Chase? Why was the idea of him watching her so utterly mesmerizing and erotic… and scary. Scary in a good way. The kind of scared everyone wants to feel at least once in their lives. Like the moment before a roller coaster plunges down after the long, steep climb.

Her thoughts and questions didn’t get far before she fell asleep, content and calm. The next morning she’d gone to meet Chase at the diner, her heart pounding. She wanted to tell him everything. All of it… especially what she’d done in bed when she’d gotten home. About the strange fantasy. He’d probably laugh or give that shy blushing eye roll that always made her smile. They’d chalk it up to Melody being horny and having a lack of imagination to conjure up some other hotty to watch her. Chase was just a stand-in.

She wanted to laugh about it. Needed to. But when she saw him, her mouth went dry. Her heart skipped. That same burning sensation from last night filled her from her toes, up her thighs, spilled between her soft lower lips and rushed up through her stomach and chest and neck and cheeks. She was blushing so red she practically matched the ketchup bottles on the tables. 

Fuck. She couldn’t tell him about her fantasy. No way. It was too embarrassing. Too personal. And… and what would happen if she did? She couldn’t let Chase think…Think what? Melody wasn’t sure… and that was what was the most frightening.

So she didn’t tell him. Instead she pretended like what had happened in her bedroom hadn’t happened at all. She told Chase all about her night with Noah in detail, maybe too much detail, because she was trying to distract and make it seem better than it had been. To forget that the best moment of last night was a fantasy about her best friend watching her have sex and the best orgasm of her life had been thinking about him on top of her taking her…

Then Chase told her about Tiffany. She’d been a little jealous, but also happy. The could scratch this little thing off their lists and move on. It was just fun. Just sex. Fantasies, no matter how mind blowing, didn’t need to be discussed.

Melody wrapped herself around Chase’s coat, sobbing. The memory… that memory… it was all twisted now. Knowing Chase hadn’t had sex with Tiffany because… because he’d wanted it to be her. He’d wanted Melody and he still wanted her.

The fantasy came back, as vivid as the night it had first conjured itself. Even after all these years, she still thought of it sometimes when she was in bed, rubbing herself, touching and teasing, wondering what it would be like to actually experience her best friend watching her. Is that all she wanted him to do? Did she want more? Maybe to be watched but also for him to take what he wanted?

A spike of arousal made Melody’s stomach twist. All the emotions, anger, sadness, frustration, mixed together into a potent cocktail of chaos. Everything was tense. Spinning. She needed to be grounded. Needed to get back to before Chase had blown up. Before she’d slapped him. Before he’d confessed…

Without even realizing, Melody began to lay back, Chase’s coat locked between her teeth like a bite block. Her hand was between her legs, ripping her panties aside and unceremoniously thrusting two fingers deep inside her folds. She arched, jerked, screamed into the coat as she bit down harder. Gentleness and elegance were not a part of this. Melody needed to untie the knots, to relieve the tension that was straining every muscle and clouding her mind. Fingers thrust hard and fast, the squelching sounds of her sex and arousal filled the room as loudly as her muffled cries and sobs.

Melody’s pussy clenched, convulsed, tremors ran along the tight walls making them squeeze her fingers as she pistoned them in and out of her soaked hole. There was no gentle build to her orgasm. It came on like a rushing freight train. It crashed into her and steamrolled every rational thought and feeling. Even then, she couldn’t stop fingering. She couldn’t stop the constant need to thrust to feel something.

Her teeth bit harder into the wool of the coat, tasting the fibers, getting them caught between her teeth and coating her tongue.

Finally, she ripped the coat from her mouth. “GODFUCKINGSHITGODAHHHHGHGHAHHH!” Melody screamed, her pussy contracted around her fingers painfully and juices gushed all over her couch and along the hem of the coat.

A forced orgasm. Pleasure and pain and frustration exploding and sizzling and dissolving like sugar in water. Mel collapsed onto the couch, slick with sweat and aching. She pulled the coat tighter to her chest and continued to sob, but now all the confusion and tension had vanished. The endorphins in her bloodstream had given her enough calm and clarity to realize that whatever happened now, her friendship with Chase was going to be different.

But… did she want it to go back to how it was before?

The memory of Chase’s eyes… the fantasy from prom night… it loomed over her. All she could think of as she sobbed, before she fell into a fitful sleep, was that she wanted those eyes to burn her, to envelope her. She wanted him to watch her forever. But she wasn’t sure if she’d ever seen him again.


Chapter 15

Three Weeks Later

Wednesday 7:00 AM - Melody

Melody placed her newly folded napkin, in the shape of a swan, on the table next to her coffee. Everything around her bustled, clinks and clanks of plates and cups accompanied the sounds of grinding coffee and steam mixing in a chaotic symphony that had its own sweet aromatic rhythm. She took a sip of her coffee, staring at the door, waiting for it to open.

None of the people that came and went were the one she was looking for. She people watched for nearly ten minutes before looking down at her origami swan and glared at it. “Stop looking at me, swan.” She grumbled and flicked it off the table.

She put her face in her hands, elbows on the table, trying to keep her emotions from bubbling over. It’d been three weeks. Three weeks of going to her studio, teaching, going about her daily routine and responsibilities. She hated it. Every day was a coin flip if she would wake up furious and wanting to smash everything in her apartment or if she wanted to just lay in bed all day and cry. It was like being on a ship in a hurricane, riding the swelling waves and diving down when they passed. She was seasick and standing on dry land.

She wanted her normal life back. The early morning coffee and gossip. Movie nights. Texting nonsense. Seeing beautiful hazel eyes looking back at her as if she were the only thing in the world that mattered. Every day she’d been here, hoping Chase would walk through the door and grin, looking tired because he’d been up late editing some new novel. He’d come over and sit with her like nothing had happened and everything would be perfect. Better than perfect. It would be normal.

Melody wanted her friend back.

But it was becoming more and more apparent that wasn’t going to happen. After Chase left, he wouldn’t answer her calls or texts. She’d only been able to get a few fitful moments of sleep, all filled with dreams that were twisted with eroticism and anger and grief. She’d masturbated again in the middle of the night, trying to get that same initial release she’d had before. Instead it had made things tighter and worse.

Chase wouldn’t pick up the phone. None of her texts show’d they were read. She tried to reason that he was giving her space. Or maybe he needed space. Or both. But he’d be at the coffee shop, she reasoned. Of course he would be.

But he wasn’t. He never showed up. Melody sat alone for hours, making herself late for her classes. The next day was the same. And the next. The next. Chase never came. After a few days she finally got up the courage to go to his apartment, but he wasn’t there either. Either that or he was ignoring her even when she was knocking on his door, begging for him to talk to her. After that she tried texting and calling at least once a day, but soon she gave up. Not completely, but there didn’t seem to be a point in constantly calling when he wasn’t going to pick up. She’d have to wait until he came to her.

Waiting at their table in Grind ‘N Go was the last thing she felt she could do. Maybe, just maybe, Chase would appear and they could finally talk.

What’s there to figure out Mel? Seriously. Chase likes you. He’s liked you for… for how long? Since prom? Before that? How could you not have seen it?

She bit the inside of her cheek to stop herself from crying. Waiting was pointless. Chase wasn’t coming. And she couldn’t blame him. After all she’d done over the years, all the early morning breakfasts and coffee runs with her gushing about the guys she’d gone out with and what she’d done with them. Bringing his face to mind when she recalled those conversations, the look in Chase’s eyes had been pained. It wasn’t frustration or embarrassment. It was pain.

Melody had been torturing her friend without even realizing it.

But along with that realization came something else. She’d been suppressing and ignoring it ever since prom night. Sometimes when she was with a guy, not every time, but sometimes, she thought about Chase. About his eyes. The deep hazel pools, like fall leaves, vibrant and full. She’d be writhing in pleasure, and she’d think of those eyes and her pleasure doubled, tripled. The fantasy sent her flying so high she never wanted to land.

She’d chalked it up to having a voyeuristic kink. Maybe she just wanted to be watched and it didn’t matter by who. But she’d never taken the leap and didn’t plan to. She didn’t trust anyone enough to try. Much like her feelings on relationships, sex was one thing, but a commitment was scary.

A chill ran through her as she stood up from the table, picked up Chase’s coat and slipped it on. She’d been wearing it every day since he’d left it behind. The smell of him was starting to wear off.

“Melody?”

The voice made Melody stiffen. Whatever hope she had that it was Chase quickly left when she turned to see Matt, the barista she’d hooked up with before everything had come crashing down. Somehow she’d avoided him all this time, or maybe it was just random luck and scheduling. Now she was face to face with someone she’d slept with and instead of having fond feeling or excitement, she just felt sick.

“Oh, hey Matt.” She picked up her gym bag and slipped it over her shoulder.

“Leaving?” He took a look at her abandoned coffee on the table then back to her.

“Yeah. Gotta get to work.” She answered dryly. As cute as Matt was, even charming, Melody realized with a sudden clarity that she had absolutely nothing to talk about with him. Beyond the surface conversations they’d had before having sex in the parking garage, they’d had no chemistry and she had no interest in knowing him.

“Cool. Well, maybe, wanna meet up after? Not… I mean, we don’t have to, ya know. I was thinking more like dinner. Hang out.” Matt gave her a sweet grin that probably made most girls melt. But it bounced off of Melody like she was a granite wall.

Melody gripped the strop of her bag and sighed. “Sorry, Matt…” She looked away from him back to the door, still hoping. Had she really been such a tease? She wasn’t ashamed of her sex life, or at least she hadn’t been. But after fighting with Chase, she’d started rethinking things. It wasn’t shame she felt… maybe embarrassment? Insecurity? Was it just the realization that after all these years, she wasn’t actually sexually enlightened or awakened, but she was just running away from something? Maybe she was trying to recapture that fantasy after her first time. To feel that intense desire penetrating deep into her not just physically but emotionally.

What did she feel? How did she feel? Melody had spent several nights on her couch, curled up and munching on junk food, watching period dramas, trying to figure out and unravel her entire life. She probably needed a therapist. 

“Matt…” She took a breath. “I’m sorry. The other day was fun. But… I’m not looking for a relationship. Not really looking for another hook up either.” She shrugged and tried to give him a comforting smile.

The man looked disappointed, but nodded and gave her a half smile. “It’s cool. I get it. But, if you ever change your mind, you still have my number right?” He winked.

She didn’t. She’d deleted it along with many other numbers of guys she’d hooked up with or had semi-regular meet ups with. The only ones she kept were those she considered to be friends, not just booty calls. Which just made things even more complicated. Melody had willingly fucked friends… but not once had she actively considered having sex with Chase.

Why?

The answer was coming slowly. Purposely so. If she let these feelings, this answer, rear its ugly head she knew it would change everything. As much as things had been broken, there was still a possibility of mending them. But the truth meant that the pieces weren’t going to fit the same way. So she was putting it off for as long as she dared.

“Sure.” She said and gave Matt one last smile before leaving, walking into the chilly air and marching down the block to her studio, trying not to cry.


Chapter 16

Wednesday 6:00 PM - Melody

“What the fuck am I doing.” Melody muttered for the dozenth time, holding tightly to her gym bag as she rode the elevator up to Chase’s office.

Visiting his apartment was one thing, but going to his office…

It wasn’t as if she hadn’t come dozens of times before, but this was different. She’d been putting it off as long as she could bear it. But if Chase was avoiding her calls, and wouldn’t even answer the door at his apartment, then what would happen if she showed up unannounced at work? Really she was backing Chase into a corner by doing this. He’d have to talk to her or make a scene by throwing her out. She didn’t think he’d do the latter, but maybe she’d underestimated just how upset Chase was. Was he angry enough to yell and kick her out?

It was unlikely. Chase wasn’t one for outbursts. He was too concerned with how other people felt. It was a virtue and a fault. But the last thing Chase would do is make a scene, so this was Melody’s best bet to finally talk to him.

The elevator moved slow, at a snail’s pace, making Mel bounce on her toes. Her lip was raw from biting it. She couldn’t escape the feeling that she was ascending to her execution.

The ding made her jump. A cool rush of air brushed against her skin as the doors opened. She stepped out, making her way to the reception desk. Raven was in her usual place behind the desk, hair down and wearing a nice red sweater and brown corduroy’s. When she looked up, a smile flashed wide across her face. “Hey there stranger. Haven’t seen you in a while. Been busy at the studio?”

It had never struck Melody how strange it was to encounter someone so casually after having such intimate contact. The way Raven was smiling it seemed like they’d never had the threesome. Was this what Chase felt when she so flippantly told him about her dalliances? It made her stomach twist with guilt, not for what she’d done, but how casually she’d treated things.

Oh shit! Kurt! Fuck fuck fuck! Why hadn’t she thought of this before? After the blow up with Chase. everything had flown out of her brain about the threesome and the fact that it had been with Chase’s co-workers. Now Chase had to come to work every day and be reminded of how free wheeling she was with sex with everyone but him. Her fists tightened around her bag strap and her nails dug into her palms.

She put on her best smile, trying to stay calm. “Yeah, just been super busy. Is… Is Chase in?” Her voice wavered with anxiety.

“Yep. In his office. Go on back. And try not to be a stranger, ‘kay? We miss you around here.” Raven winked then went back to typing on her laptop.

Mel walked past the reception desk and headed to Chase’s office. She tried rehearsing what to say, but kept coming up blank. The silence between them was killing her. They needed to talk, to say something. Cubicles passed as she set a brisk pace through the office, seeing various people working on designs and editing manuscripts or reading diligently through new submissions. She’d asked Chase once what everyone did in the office and when he’d tried to tell her, her eyes had glazed over and he’d given up, telling her they did “book stuff”.

Chase’s office came into view and Melody halted in the middle of the aisle. A woman was standing next to him as he sat at his desk. She was a cute looking brunette wearing a lovely yellow dress. Chase was leaning back in his chair, looking up at her as she said something that made him laugh. She smacked his arm playfully. Familiar. Like she’d done it a dozen times.

Melody took a step back. “Oh…” It came out as a husky whisper, hand coming up to her mouth to silence herself.

The woman leaned in closer. Her smile was flirty and sweet. The look on Chase’s face was fond and relaxed. Melody couldn’t remember him ever looking like that around her.

Her heart started racing. Hammering at her ribcage. If this had been a cartoon, her heart would have been leaping out of her chest it was beating so hard. The look in Chase’s eyes… it made her stomach clench. Everything inside her twisted and tightened.

She wanted him to look at her that way.

Fuck.

All the feelings Melody had been resisting these past weeks came barreling down. The very things she’d been thinking of that morning and tried to push away steamrolled over her defenses. They crushed her stubbornness and came screaming at her with flashing lights and sirens and blaring horns.

A tear slipped down her cheek.

“Damn it.” She muttered. This was what she’d been trying to avoid. But she couldn’t. She shouldn’t have resisted. The sight of Chase with another woman was too painful. There had been dates here and there back in college, but Chase hadn’t ever seemed all that interested. Now she knew why. Chase had been fixated on her. She’d gotten in the way of his love life just by existing. But now…

Melody turned and quickly started marching back to the elevators. 

Had she missed her chance? Had Chase moved on?

“Mel?”

Kurt’s voice made Melody trip over her feet, barely catching herself on the wall of one of the cubicles.

“Whoa. You okay?” Kurt stood up from his desk in the very cubicle she’d grabbed onto. He was dressed in a smart looking button down black flannel shirt and jeans, smiling at her easily. There wasn’t any evidence that she’d had sex with him by the way he looked at her. It was almost as if they were just casual acquaintances and she’d never rimmed him while he fucked another woman.

“Yeah. Yeah sorry was just…” She waved her hand, unsure what exactly to say. How could she even begin to express the turmoil and chaos that was going on in her heart. Because it wasn’t her head. Her head was very clear on what was going on. But her heart was complicating things. It was beating so rapidly she was almost certain she was going to have a heart attack.

Kurt nodded. “Yeah. Were you looking for Chase?” He looked back towards the offices. “I was pretty sure he was in…”

Mel shook her head, hair bouncing around her face in a chaotic mess. “No uh, yeah I mean… he was in, but… I, it’s fine. He was busy so I’m just gonna go.” Biting her lip again, feeling it start to bleed, Melody turned away from Kurt and started heading to the exit again.

“Hey…” Kurt came around his cubical wall and gently took hold of Melody’s arm. “Hey… are you okay?” There was genuine concern in his words. He came closer and lowered his voice. “If this is about what happened… I’m not expecting anything. It was just… ya know, fun. I know you’re not interested in me.” His smile was actually sweet considering what he was talking about.

“You…” She blinked, trying to get her brain to catch up. “Oh well… okay I…”

Kurt smiled wider and leaned in. “Is it Chase?”

Her cheeks went crimson.

He nodded, that grin still wide and warm. “I figured.”

“You did?” She stammered.

“Sure. I’ve seen the way you look at him. And definitely saw your jealousy at the bar the other night. Kinda felt bad about taking advantage of… well ya know…”

“You didn’t take advantage.” Melody assured him. She was completely in her right mind when she went back to Kurt’s place, intending on engaging in the threesome.

“Not what I meant.” Kurt shrugged. “What I mean is, I could tell you were eyeing Chase that whole night. And when you saw the other girls checking him out, there was no doubt you were jealous. I kinda figured that’s why you left with me and Raven. Don’t get me wrong, totally feel like the luckiest guy in the world about what happened. But I guess I thought maybe you were doing it more because of jealousy rather than any sort of attraction.”

Melody just stared back at Kurt. Had she really been so obvious to everyone except herself? Well… and Chase. Chase didn’t think she considered him at all, not even as a man! How horrible was that? She’d been so unknowingly callus towards the one person she loved the most…

Loved…

“If I’m overstepping, totally call me a dick.” Kurt said, putting a hand on Melody’s shoulder. “But… it really seems like you both have it bad for each other.”

It was difficult to hold back the tears she wanted to let loose, but somehow she managed and took a deep breath. “Well… um, thanks Kurt.” Thanks for what she really couldn’t say but it seemed as good a thing to say as any. Giving him a reassuring smile, she pulled away from his touch. “I’ve gotta go. I’ll see ya later.”

Without waiting to hear what Kurt had to say she made a swift exit, slipping into the elevator with only the barest wave to Raven before the doors closed. She pushed the button and slipped into the elevator quickly, pressing her back against the wall and letting out the breath she was holding when the doors closed and the elevator began to descend.

She banged her head against the wall, praying the elevator didn’t stop and just went all the way down into the underworld. Everything was ruined. She couldn’t deny what she was feeling. And not just that but others could see… they knew before she did.

“Stupid. Stupid.” Mel muttered.

The elevator stopped on the ground floor and Melody stepped out in a daze. All the way home, she walked like she was in a trance, barely registering anything as she went. Getting a cab. Going home. Walking into her apartment and collapsing onto her bed. It all happened in a blink. She huddled into Chase’s coat and lay back trying to think of what she needed to do… but only one idea would come to mind. The question was, could she go through with it. And if she did, was she prepared for the consequences?


Chapter 17

Friday 7:00 PM - Chase

I had been working late almost every night since… what was I supposed to call it? Falling out? Fight? I still couldn’t put my finger on exactly what had happened or what it meant. But that didn’t stop me from being stupidly petty and ignoring Melody’s calls and texts. I knew I needed to apologize. That Melody and I needed to talk things through. But the very idea of facing her again was as terrifying as diving into the middle of the ocean in nothing but swim trunks.

So, instead of being a mature adult, I dove into my work. That, and I started seeing Lori. Some people would probably call it dating, but I hadn’t defined it that way. We’d gone out casually to dinner a few times, met for coffee in the morning before work like I had been doing with Melody, but we hadn’t done much more than hold hands a couple of times during our time together. 

Lori seemed content to go slow, though she wasn’t hiding the fact she found me attractive. Her interest in me was something she wore on her sleeve and as nice as it was to be wanted, being pursued so blatantly wasn’t something I was used to. It didn’t make me uncomfortable per se, but it did feel weird. And I still couldn’t decide if that feeling was butterflies in my stomach or more like maggots in my gut. That seemed like an extreme distinction, but my mental state wasn’t what it should have been.

I should have been thrilled a girl like Lori was interested in me. She was constantly flirting and getting close, sending me all the signals that whenever I was ready, we could make things official. Whatever that meant. But I didn’t know if that’s what I wanted.

There was a part of me that felt guilty about seeing Lori. Not because I was betraying Melody, but because I’d met her the very next day after my blow up with Mel. It was like I was using her as a crutch. As a distraction. She kept my mind busy, so I didn’t have to think about how I’d completely ruined a friendship that I’d had my entire life. A friendship that was in tatters and there didn’t seem to be anything I could do to fix it.

I may not have directly come out and told Melody I was in love with her, but it didn’t take a genius to read between the lines and put all the pieces together. And Melody was very smart. Smart enough to know. That’s why I couldn’t bring myself to return her messages. I knew… just knew that she would want to talk to me, and let me down easily. She’d try to preserve our friendship by explaining that she just didn’t feel the same way.

At least, that’s what I imagined. The alternative was… it was just too much to hope for. I couldn’t let myself go down that road, only to have it completely ruined when reality came crashing in.

Lori was safe. She was uncomplicated. There was no doubt she liked me and I liked her well enough. That’s probably why I felt guilty. It felt like I was using Lori rather than genuinely enjoying being with her. I could see the potential, it just wasn’t sparking. Not the way I hoped.

I leaned back in my chair, rubbing the bridge of my nose under my glasses. They were pinching. I probably needed to get some new ones.

A knock resounded against the glass wall of my office.

“Hey Angela.” I muttered, swiveling in my chair so my back was to her and looking out my window. It was beginning to snow. A bit early in the year for that but we’d had a cold front blowing in pretty hard the last few weeks. One minute the temperature would be a nice even seventy and the next hour it’d plummet to fifty. Seeing the small flakes floating down, becoming more intense by the minute, was relaxing in its own way, though it was going to make the commute home hell. “I’ll get the edits to you on Monday. I’ve hit a wall and I think I just need to rest my eyes and brain for a bit, ya know. It’s a good book, but there’s some rough parts and we are gonna have to get on the phone with the author…”

Whoever was at my door cleared their throat, interrupting me. By the sound of it, I knew it wasn’t Angela. I turned my chair around.

Melody was standing in my doorway, her hair lightly curled and held back from her face by a purple bow. She wore a long purple sweater and dark jeans that were tight against her subtle, slim curves. The sleeves of the sweater were slightly longer than her arms, covering her hands and gripped tightly in her fists as she stood quietly, her eyes big and hesitant.

“Oh…Sorry. Thought you were Angela.” I murmured. “She’s been riding me about this new manuscript…” I trailed off, looking away and scratching at my neck. I was not prepared for this. The fact that we’d have to face each other at some point was a given, but I’d been trying my best to keep Melody at a distance. Maybe the stupid saying about time healing wounds would be true and after a while apart, everything that happened would just dissolve, and we’d pretend it never happened.

But did I really want to go back to that? Yes, the place we were at now was hell. But at least I’d gotten my feelings out, or at least exposed them to the light if not exactly declaring them from the mountain tops. Did I really want to go back to keeping all of it wrapped up inside?

Melody was quiet, which was a shocking change. It was usually hard for her to let silence linger for longer than a minute. She always had something to say. Now it looked like all the words had dried up. I was responsible for that. I’d dimmed her light. That just made the guilt all the heavier.

She rubbed her hands together, sleeves pulled down over them like she was trying to get some friction for warmth. “So…” She bit her lower lip and looked away, cheeks blushing as she considered her words. That was new. Usually she spoke first and considered later.

I scrubbed a hand through my hair, pulling at it and wishing I’d done more to reduce the bedhead after my shower this morning. Not that it mattered how I looked, Lori seemed to like my somewhat wrinkled look and Melody never noticed anything about my looks at all.

The silence was painful. “Listen…” I had to break this sheet of ice that had frozen between us. The quiet and the tension was too much.

“Would you go out on a date with me?” The words burst out of Melody like a firework.

My tongue froze as I was trying to come up with an apology. It felt like my heart stopped beating. The words had come out like a sudden and loud declaration, almost shrill in their delivery. Melody was staring at me with eyes as wide as I’d ever seen them and her bottom lip between her teeth.

“I… wh…what?” I stood up from my chair, needing to move, to feel like I wasn’t in some sort of dream. Maybe I’d fallen asleep at my desk.

“I…” She cleared her throat and took a deep, slow breath, calming herself like she did when she was meditating. “I said, would you like to go on a date with me?” It came out clearer this time. The big scared look she’d had melted away to a more confident facade, though I’d known her long enough to know that inside she was probably experiencing the equivalent of a monsoon of emotion.

Was she serious? Was this a way to… to what? Make me feel better? Placate me? Was it a pity date? Maybe she thought I liked her because I couldn’t find anyone else. Was she planning on sabotaging the date? Make me feel like my feelings were invalid?

Idea’s ran through my head faster and faster. It was an avalanche of what if’s and maybe’s. I’d read so many novels and manuscripts over the years that all the possible twists and turns of the rom-com-verse came crashing down around me, all vying for their moment in the sun of my consciousness and confusion to be taken seriously. 

Melody took a step into my office. “Chase.” Her voice was soft. “I’m… I’m being serious.” She always could read when I was overthinking things. “Would you like to go on a date with me?” The tone of her voice conveyed nothing but sincerity.

My mouth felt dry, like I’d been chewing on cotton. “W…why…I um…” I wanted my brain to stop running amuck. But all the thoughts kept colliding like bumper cars in a carnival ride gone mad.

She’d walked fully into the office now, on the other side of my desk with her hands folded in front of her. It was then I noticed that not only was she dressed nicely, but she’d done her makeup, which wasn’t something she did unless it was a special occasion. Light purple eyeshadow and dark eyeliner made her green eyes pop. Her lips were painted a sweet, soft looking pink like bubblegum. A tiny bit of blush on her cheeks, blended with her pale complexion, making her look vibrant. Melody was dressed for a date. Right this minute.

“We…” Melody closed her eyes again, that meditative look crossing her face before she opened them again. “I’m sorry about the other night. And… all the other times before. I honestly didn’t realize… or maybe I just didn’t want to, that what I was telling you was maybe crossing a line. But in my defense, I didn’t even know the line was there.” Whatever hesitation Melody had before when she’d first come to my office was melting away.

“I thought about what you said. What… what it means and, I…” She sucked in a breath. “I think maybe I feel something, too. And we can’t ignore this. It’ll eat us alive. If we have any hope of repairing or… salvaging our friendship, we need to see what this means.” She motioned between us, her sweater sleeve flopping about almost comically. “You’re my best friend Chase. I really don’t want to lose that. But… if there’s something here, if you feel something, and I feel something, then we can’t let it… fester. We need to explore this. Whatever it is. And, the only way to do that is to…” She shrugged and a small, shy smile crossed her lips. “To go out on an actual date.”

Melody was always so bold and in your face and bright like a firecracker. Seeing her acting shy, reserved even, was downright astonishing. I didn’t think a demure version of Melody existed.

She shifted uncomfortably, continuing to bite on her lip as she watched me stand in utter, stupid silence. What was I supposed to do? The obvious thing would have been to say yes or no, but that didn’t seem enough. What she was proposing made sense. But I never thought Melody would… she never really went on dates. Not since college, anyway. And even then it was more just a friends with benefits sort of dating, rather than anything real or seeking commitment. She almost seemed to be commitment phobic. So her standing here before me, asking me out, was… it was like the United States suddenly getting Universal Healthcare. Not impossible, but highly improbable.

When it was obvious that I was going to remain a silent statue, Melody came around the desk and stood in front of me. She had to look up, even in heels, which I realized she was wearing dark black heels with purple soles, she was almost a foot shorter than me. “Chase.” My name on her lips had me shaking. “Please. Let's just give this a shot. One date. Let’s see what happens. At least then we can say we tried.” There was a tremble in her voice.

It was hard to look into her eyes. I was afraid I’d get lost. But she looked so sincere. And there was logic to what she was saying. If there was something between us, then why not at least try?

I thought about Lori, feeling guilty as if I was betraying her, just like I’d felt I was betraying Melody when I was talking with Lori. A vicious cycle of ridiculous guilt that really didn’t deserve to have such a grip on me.

“Do you mean… right now?” I had to clear my throat, my voice coming out high pitched like I was going through puberty again.

She smiled. It was a soft, hopeful smile. “Yeah. Right now. No time like the present.” She held out a hand, pulling the sleeve up to expose her palm.

I took her hand and felt my heart begin racing like I was going to have a heart attack. “Uh, well, what did you have in mind?” She was leading me away from my desk, barely letting me grab my coat (a new one, since I’d lost my wool one somewhere).

“I have some ideas.” Melody said and the cheer in her voice had returned, a little hint of mischievousness threading through it as she looked back at me and grinned.


Chapter 18

Friday 8:00 PM - Melody

He’d agreed to come with her. So that was a start. It wasn’t a yes, but she’d take it.

For the past two days, Melody had been working up the courage to confront Chase and ask him on a date. As hard as it had been to do, as scary as it was, Mel realized that she was excited too. All the over thinking and resistance to what she was feeling had been exhausting, but when all was said and done, she knew the truth was… she liked Chase.

What wasn’t to like? He was smart, talented, handsome, and sweet. There was a reason she’d been friends with him for so long. He was the sort of person you wanted around, the sort of friend that everyone dreamed of having, but didn’t ever seem to exist outside of television and stories. She knew she was lucky to have him in her life, and maybe because of that she’d taken for granted that he might be more than a friend. 

Now that illusion was shattered. The wall had been broken. But, what happened now remained to be seen.

She nervously folded the dark red cloth napkin into a rose and placed it on her plate, sitting in a back booth of Fond Fondue, a small restaurant that served… well, fondue. Melody had been to the restaurant with some friends for a birthday party and had been longing for another excuse to come back. A date seemed like a great idea. It was small and quiet and intimate. The lights were low and the music they played was soft jazz and swoony love songs. There was a heat in the air from the fondue pots and the smell of melting cheeses and chocolates was intoxicating. Almost romantic.

“Am I really that intimidating to be with?” Chase asked. He sat in the booth across from her, wearing a simple blue button down with his sleeves rolled up and dark washed jeans. Their first little argument had been that Chase thought he’d needed to change clothes, but Melody hadn’t cared what he was wearing. If he’d been in some ratty t-shirt and athletic shorts she would have been just as happy.

Happy. The way her stomach had been doing constant flips like a washing machine set to infinite spin had made her wonder if she was sick. But it was pretty clear now, sitting across from him. It had been clear since she’d stepped into his office and saw him pinching the bridge of his nose, looking frustrated and tired from a long day at work, that she was excited. Excited to be with him again. Excited to go somewhere, just the two of them. And though they’d done this a million times over the years, tonight was clearly different. It had to be. There wasn’t any going back to how things were before.

She grinned nervously. “You’d be surprised. You’re a pretty intimidating person.” She took a sip of her wine, diverting her eyes away from his crisp, hazel eyed gaze.

“Is it my resting bitch face?” He looked at her without expression and she couldn’t help but snort, almost choking on her wine.

“Don’t do that while I’m drinking.” She put her glass down and grabbed the napkin rose, intending to pull it apart to wipe her mouth off. Chase reached over the table, stopping her and handing her his napkin.

“Don’t ruin it. We can get them to bring us another napkin.” He said simply.

She took the proffered napkin, trying not to blush, and dabbed at her mouth, then smoothed the napkin out and put it on the table. Why did a silly thing like an offered napkin and a sweet word about her nervous origami habit make her chest burn? Had she underestimated her feelings for so long that something so simple seemed monumental?

“I didn’t mean you were intimidating as in hard to talk to or anything. I meant…” She nibbled at her lip. “I’m not sure how to put it. You’re the kind of guy that you want to hear his opinion, to know what he thinks. And that can be intimidating. People want your approval.” She sighed and met Chase’s eyes. She couldn’t keep looking away like some petulant child. 

Chase appeared just as nervous as she felt. That made her feel a little less nervous, but just by a hair.

“I didn’t think you needed anyones approval, let alone mine.” Chase said, his smile edging on a grimace. He folded his arms on the table and leaned forward into the light of the small candle in a glass that was on the side of their table next to the burner where they would put the pot for the fondue.

Melody chuckled and mimicked his posture, leaning forward so both of their faces were alight in a warm yellow-orange glow. It made Chase’s eyes shine like hidden gold and hers like emeralds. “I don’t need anyone's approval. But… sometimes, there’s a person who you want their approval. You want them to see you and like you and agree with you and challenge you. It’s not need. It’s want. And I think wanting something is better than needing it.” She traced a finger along the rim of her wine glass, looking into the deep red. “If you need something, then you don’t have a choice. We need to breathe, if we don’t then we die. When you want something, it’s a choice. You make room for it. You seek it out and rearrange things so it’ll fit.”

Her eyes drifted up to Chase as she spoke and felt her cheeks turning as red as the wine in her glass. Usually she spoke freely and flippantly. Fast and furious and frenzied. Whatever came into her head came tumbling out. Tonight didn’t seem to be any different, but… the words that had decided to come out tonight came from somewhere deeper. It was like she’d been keeping the words and ideas locked away. 

Over the past couple of days, as she’d worked up her courage to ask Chase out, she’d paced her apartment, going over things she wanted to say, things she thought she should say. She bounced from tirades of anger and frustration over Chase’s lie about prom and the subsequent long standing implicit lie about his activities since. Not an outright lie, but he’d led her on. Let her believe that he… ugh, how screwed up was it that she was upset that he’d let her believe he’d had sex and was having sex? He was free to do what he wanted. He could fuck grapefruit if he wanted, though the legality of consent from a non sentient fruit was dubious at best. It wasn’t her business. But the fact that he hadn’t been honest, that was what was upsetting.

Then, she’d move past that, on to confessing all sorts of heartfelt things. She was like a mussy avalanche of valentine’s cards and sayings and poems.

Next, she was crying over wanting to fix their friendship. To go back to the way things were. And then she’d spiral into incoherent back and forth ramblings and jumbled thoughts and memories and ideas. It was chaos, and she was a whirlwind, throwing everything aside and destroying it all.

When she was done, she’d collapse onto her couch or her bed and just drift until she came right back to the diatribes and monologues to her ceiling and walls. If someone had seen her, they would have thought she was insane. And maybe, for just a little bit, she was.

“I’ve never really wanted to make room in my life for anyone.” She held her glass and gently swirled the contents, looking into it again before locking eyes with Chase. “The only person I’ve ever made room for, that I wanted to make room for… well, nothing needed to change. He just… fit. You…” She set her glass down and her hand slid across the table, touching Chase’s knuckles, fingertips grazing the hard bone and soft skin. “You’ve always just fit with me. Probably why we became friends so easily. You never made me move my furniture.”

He snorted an awkward laugh. “Furniture? And what furniture would that be?”

Melody rolled her eyes. Her fingers continued to trace along the back of Chase’s hand. The fact that he hadn’t pulled away in fear or disgust or confusion was a good sign. Or maybe he was just so struck with fear that he couldn’t move. If that was the case, then Melody was going to take full advantage of it. She didn’t know exactly what she wanted to happen, but she genuinely wanted to try to make this date go well. Whatever happened, she wanted to say she tried.

Tried what… that remained to be seen.

“Metaphorical furniture.” She smiled.

“Didn’t know we were going to get so philosophical.” A shiver went through his hand as she touched him, her palm finally covering his hand completely. It was soft and warm and delicate. She was trembling.

“Well, aren’t dates supposed to be full of conversations, getting to know the other person? Philosophy’s gotta come into the mix at some point. Why not at the beginning?” The candle light flickered, reflecting in Chase’s eyes.

“Is that what this is? A beginning? We’ve known each other for what… over thirty years?” His hand turned over, palms touching.

“That’s a long time. But I’m sure there’s still things we don’t know about each other.” She cocked her head to the side, hair tumbling over her shoulder and along her cheek.

Chase nodded slowly, eyes drifting to the side, looking around the restaurant. “Yeah. Guess that should be obvious, considering… our um, situation.” His hand suddenly felt clammy, fingers twitching nervously.

Melody gently took hold of his hand. “Yeah. We should probably talk about it.”

“Kinda heavy for a first date.” The smile on his lips was sad.

She squeezed his hand. “Chase. We’ve always been able to talk. We’ve dealt with heavy before. Nothing is too much. We…” She cleared her throat, again feeling these deep words that had been hiding inside her all these years that were just bubbling up like crude oil from the ground. “We can do this together. Let’s lift this together.”

“You and these metaphors.” He chuckled, some of the tension melting away.

“I read too many of your books.” She put her chin in her hand, smiling at him fondly.

“My books?” The look on his face flickered from confusion to understanding and then back to confusion again.

“Yeah. The ones you edit.” She let her nails trace along his palm. “I’ve read every book you’ve helped work on.”

“Oh…” His voice trailed off, cheeks turning rosy and scratching at his neck, clearly embarrassed and nervous.

“Told you. There’s things we don’t know.” Melody’s cheeks were just as hot. Never in her life had she been so… intimate. Dates, if she ever went out on them, were always simple. Movies. Lunch. Maybe dinner. But they were never this quiet. This close and meaningful. All those other men she’d been with, they’d never meant anything to her. They were fun. A great adventure and experience, but they weren’t someone she wanted to come home to. She could take or leave seeing them again. But with Chase… the idea of not seeing him again was painful.

God, how had she ignored it all this time? How had she missed it? All the times her chest had burned when she’d thought of him. Looked at him. Her body had been practically screaming at her for her brain to get with the program.

The waiter arrived and took their order. Things slipped from that intimate moment to a more casual and relaxed atmosphere. She asked him about the book he was working on and why he thought they’d have to talk to the author about the changes. He asked her about her ballet classes and if there were any stand out students this semester. It felt like they were settling into their friendship again. Soft laughter filled the space between them. The tension, whether it was sexual or otherwise, was relaxing, but it wasn’t gone. It was there when Melody touched Chase’s hand. When Chase tried to feed her a piece of bread drenched in melted cheese. The way they looked at each other when there was a lull in the conversation was like a simmering candle wick.

They sipped their wine. Ate. Smiled. Whispered and laughed. By the time the check came and they made their way outside, they had a buzz from the wine and contentment from their full stomachs. Snow was falling, lightly and in gentle flurries, beginning to stick and pile up. It made the world muted as they walked along the sidewalk, past the various bars and shops and restaurants and the loud and chaotic sounds of life and activity. Melody reached out and took Chase’s hand as they walked. Their fingers intertwined.

Eventually they made their way to an old record store to get out of the cold. Chase followed behind Melody as she let her fingers trail along the bins of records, pausing occasionally to flip through and pull out something obscure to show him. Neither of them were music aficionados, so they laughed about the strange band names or song titles, theorizing about what the music sounded like even though they could have easily looked the songs up on their phones. But they kept their devices in their pockets. Their time was spent completely engaged with each other.

When they made their way to the upper loft, where there were more records and CDs and even cassettes, Melody finally broached a subject she’d been skirting around all night. “So… I saw you with a girl the other day.” She didn’t want it to sound like she was spying on him or something, but it definitely came out sketchy as she looked at a rack of records, deliberately not making eye contact.

Chase cleared his throat, looking away from her too. “Uh, stalkerish much?” He tried to make his tone light, but Melody noticed the strain.

“No… just, I came by your office the other day. I wanted to talk. And I saw you with a girl, a brunette, the model girl-next-door.”

He nodded, hands in his pockets, shoulders hunched.

“Chase, come on. We’re adults…” She turned to him, folding her arms under her breasts and looking up at him, trying to feel and look confident. You’re allowed to like… er, see other people.”

His eyes drifted towards Melody, meeting her gaze.

“Are you? Seeing her, I mean?” Melody was feeling nervous now, more so than she’d been feeling all night. If Chase was seeing this woman, what did that mean for her? Was it an obstacle? Was she too late like she thought after she’d seen him laughing with the brunette? They may have been out on a date, but that didn’t mean they were exclusive. There were no expectations beyond being together and seeing how things went. If Chase liked someone else, or even if he liked this other girl and Melody at the same time, it was his decision to make. Melody couldn’t force him to do anything or confess anything. She didn’t have the right to.

“Well, sorta.” He scratched at the scruff on his cheeks. “Nothing official. We’ve just been texting. Gone out a few times, though we haven’t really called them dates.” He shrugged. “It’s just… nice. Uncomplicated.”

Melody bit her lip. Complicated. Was that how he saw her? How he saw them?

“She looked nice.” Melody said, tightening her arms around her chest, trying to stop the burning feeling that was washing over her.

“She is…nice, I mean. She looks nice, but she’s actually nice too.” Chase sighed. “But…”

Melody waited, but Chase didn’t continue. She stood patiently, watching him, looking up into his pondering eyes. “Is this a ‘but’ like there’s more to talk about? Or a butt, as in the girl’s rear. I didn’t get a glimpse at her bottom, so I can’t really comment…”

Chase snorted and the spell of nerves and tension snapped. “Geez Mel.”

“What? It’s okay for you to like other girl’s butts. Though I don’t think you’ve ever commented on mine. What do you think?” Melody turned, lifting up her baggy sweater to show off the tight jeans gripping her ass and gave her hips a playful wiggle. “How’s it compare?”

Chase was beat red and though he was clearly embarrassed, he was having a hard time looking away from Melody’s gyrations.

Giggling, Mel let her sweat fall back down. “Not a butt guy?”

“I… no… not that…” Chase cleared his throat. It really was fun making his blush, but on another level, a newly revealed level, Melody actually wanted to know. Did Chase like her figure? Find her sexy and attractive? Obviously he liked her, but did that only go as far as her looks or was it her personality, or maybe the whole package. It was something every girl wanted to know, whether they admitted it to themselves or not.

Melody gave an exaggerated sigh. “Come on now. Every guy has something they like more than everything else.” She stared walking back down the stairs, wiggling her hips just a bit more than necessary as Chase followed her. “Some guys it’s the trunk, other guys it’s the headlights, and then there’s the fuel tank.”

“Fuel tank?” Chase twisted a finger in his ear as if he had trouble hearing. “Please tell me you didn’t compare a girls… ya know, to a gas tank on a car.”

“What? It makes sense. You put the nozzle in and you pump the tank full.” Melody spun around with a devilish look on her face. “But you gotta pay the cost if you wanna fill it all the way to the top.”

Chase pinched the bridge of his nose, trying to hold in a snorting laugh. “Mel… please… you’re gonna make me pee.” The laughter started to bubble over, making his shoulders shake.

Why hadn’t she ever noticed that he had such a solid frame? Narrow shoulders, but everything about him stood tall and grounded. Chase wasn’t the athletic type, his physique was very plain. Not out of shape at all but nothing truly defined like so many men obsessed over, trying to show off all the muscles that they had as if having muscles was special and unique. Chase was simple. He took care of himself and it showed, but there wasn’t anything flashy.

Melody never really felt like she had a type. She’d been with all sorts of men. Some more muscular. Some more flabby. Though she tended towards the former rather than the latter. But she wasn’t all that picky. Not loose either, she wouldn’t just drop her panties for anyone. Still, she hadn’t ever confined herself to one sort of body type. The body was nice… but it was inside that really mattered to her. And she’d never let herself learn the deep inner working of the people she saw. She was too afraid of what she might find. The idea that learning so much about a person, knowing them so intimately, it seemed so intrusive. A person’s soul was… personal. And if she got close… there was a possibility of becoming entangled. That had always been the scary part. The part she didn’t want to admit to.

But these last weeks and especially these last few days, she’d put that fear aside. Or at least she’d tried to. She’d looked at her relationship with Chase through a new lens and she’d seen wondrous colors she never imagined before. Maybe she didn’t want to get entangled with just anyone’s inner depths. Maybe… she just wanted to get tangled up with the one person that she already knew, but was too afraid that they’d find themselves in knots that would strangle them, rather than make them stronger.

Pushing aside all her thoughts, Melody slipped her arm around his. “Come on, we should get going. The snow’s getting deep, we don’t wanna be driving when the roads are like an ice rink.” She pulled him along, out the door, and into the falling snow.

It was quiet. Eerie in a way, but not scary. The streetlights bathed the night in soft orange light, reflecting off the falling flakes. They stood together outside the store, suddenly lost in watching and listening to a world that seemed to have pressed the mute button.

They walked slowly, letting their feet crunch the snow, leaning close together against the cold. It was clear the date was coming to an end. It was getting late. Stores and resturaunts were closing. Soon the only lights would be from dingy bars and streetlamps. But that didn’t seem to bother either of them as they walked back toward where Chase had parked his car. He didn’t drive often, the city far more adapt for walking or taking a cab than trying to drive and find a parking space, but tonight had seemed like a special occasion… plus he’d driven to work anyway and the idea of leaving his car in the parking garage overnight seemed silly.

Melody held close to Chase’s arm, squeezing it against her chest. Not because she was trying to get him to feel her breasts against him, but just trying to keep him close as long as possible. She didn’t want the night to end. She was having too good a time, plus, she still didn’t have the answer she was looking for. Was this a good idea? Was there something here that could grow? Would grow? If only they let it?

They were barely a block away from Chase’s car when he cleared his throat, making Mel pause and look up at him.

“Um…” His face was red from the cold… or maybe he was blushing. It was difficult to tell. “Mel…”

“Yeah?” Her voice was a whisper, afraid to break the magical silence the snow had brought on to the world.

He looked away, eyes darting to flurries of snow. “Do you… would you wanna… um, maybe come back to my place?”

At first the question didn’t make sense. Go back to his place? She’d been to his apartment hundreds of times. She’d slept over, hogged the bed and made him take the couch more than once. But then… the implication suddenly hit Melody. It was his tone… there was hope there… but also a desire. The redness of his cheeks wasn’t from the cold. Chase was taking a chance…

As far as Melody was concerned, this experimental date had been largely a success. They’d had a good time. But they always had a good time together. That wasn’t really much of a test for the problem they were facing. No… the real test… what would clear things up or make them all come tumbling down, was venturing beyond the bounds of friendship. Melody had taken the first leap by asking Chase on a date. He’d agreed. Now Chase was taking the next logical leap. Inviting her over after the date.

It was clear he didn’t expect anything. Chase wouldn’t ever be so presumptuous. Going to his apartment could be just like any other time she’d visited. They could make hot chocolate. Pop some corn and watch a movie. Maybe fall asleep on the couch together as they watched the snow fall, the world becoming frozen. It honestly sounded like a perfectly sweet end to a sweet night.

Melody’s breath fogged in front of her face as she look up at Chase, waiting for him to gather the courage to look at her. There was a burning in her chest, flowering into an inferno. Her cheeks were as rosy as his. Finally, Chase let his gaze come back to her’s. Melody didn’t hesitate, she got onto her tiptoes, like she was doing pointe work in one of her ballet classes, tilted her head and let her lips touch his. Soft. Cold, but with an inner heat fighting against the snow.

This… this was the test. Would there be a spark? A flame? Would there be nothing and they’d realize that tonight was a mistake? That they should just remain friends?

Frozen flakes slipped across her cheeks, touching the outer rim of her lips as they pressed against Chase’s. Warm breath mixed as their mouths parted just slightly. Her eyelashes brushed his cheek.

She placed a hand against Chase’s chest, feeling his heart racing even through the thick layers of his coat. For a moment, the kiss remained mostly closed lipped, but soon they opened, tasting each other and breathing each other in deeply before Melody finally came down from her toes, eyelashes fluttering as she looked up at her friend. Icy clouds of breath drifted around them as the wind whipped Melody’s hair around her face, snow catching in Chase’s hair, melting and giving it a slick shine that glowed in the street light.

They stared into each others eyes for a long moment before Melody finally spoke. “Yeah…” She smiled. “Let’s go back to your place.”


Chapter 19

Friday 11:00 PM - Melody

Melody watched as Chase shut the door to his apartment and hung up his coat. She’d been to lots of men’s apartments over the years. And she’d been to Chase’s place more times than she could count. But tonight was the first night she ever felt nervous being alone with a man. With Chase.

She’d never really thought much about dates or romance, but if she’d had to describe the perfect night out, this would have been it. Yes, it had been awkward at first considering their history and the fact that this step was a big leap. But it was fun. Precious. It’d filled parts of her she never knew were there and she didn’t want to let them be empty ever again. For a moment she was worried that she’d put Chase up on a pedestal. That she’d set this whole thing up to be too perfect and at any moment it would all come tumbling down.

The apartment was small, but much more high end than hers. A cozy living room and a sleek chrome and dark marbled kitchen. A large bedroom and bathroom complete with a separate jet lined tub and standing glass shower. It overlooked a park across the street with its wide windows along the wall opposite the kitchen. Melody took a step towards the dark gray couch, arms wrapped around herself as she moved before turning to meet Chase’s equally awkward gaze.

Suddenly, any notion of letting her hopes get too high, of putting Chase up high and lofty were swept away. The man standing before her was the same boy she’d known all her life. They’d played together, fought, laughed, shared practically every aspect of their lives with each other. She knew Chase. She knew his flaws. That he wasn’t perfect. And he knew all of her quirks and bad habits. There was no viewing this boy as some sort of angel sent from on high. She saw him for exactly who he was… and she wanted him all the more for it.

My god did she want him! Never in her life had she wanted someone more than she wanted Chase in every single way. She couldn’t deny it. Couldn’t hide from it. And she didn’t want to. Never again. No matter what happened or how things ended, she had to follow this want.

Melody held out her hand to him.

Chase looked at it, shuffling his feet against his welcome rug.

She smiled. He always was the shy one. Never wanting to make waves or make someone uncomfortable. They fit well together in that regard. He worried about people’s feelings, and Melody was the bold wrecking ball that would barrel through the awkwardness or fear. But tonight, she wasn’t going to break anything down, not on her own. She wanted Chase to want this like she did.

She waited with her hand out, patient. The seconds ticked by slowly before Chase stepped closer and took her hand.

Melody’s heart fluttered as she closed her palm around his and began pulling him across the living room towards the bedroom. They walked silently, footsteps eliciting soft scuffs on the carpet.

Chase’s bedroom was a large open area with a king sized bed and a nightstand on either side. His closet was an open, doorless walk-in with shelves and hangers holding his slim selection of clothes. He never was one to have more than was necessary. Melody’s closet was overflowing with clothes that she hadn’t even worn since graduating college, but refused to get rid of.

Pulling Chase towards the side of the bed, she turned to him and threaded her fingers through his, bringing his hand to her lips and gently kissing his knuckles.

“Mel… I… about what I said… before…” Chase stammered.

Mel kissed the back of his hand and looked up at him. “When?”

“During our… uh, fight. When I said… that I was upset that I don’t get to be with you…” His Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed against his nervousness. “I didn’t mean… Like, we don’t… you don’t have to…”

She squeezed his hand and brought it to her cheek. “Chase… I would never pity fuck you.” She grinned when he blinked in surprise at her bluntness. He really shouldn't have been. Melody never liked to pull punches.

“After our fight. I was… well, I was everything and nothing. All those days we were apart, it felt like a piece of me was gone. And I don’t mean a piece of me like the other half of me or some necessary piece for me to live or function. I’m a complete person. But I was missing something I wanted.” 

Melody kissed Chase’s fingertips. This intimacy was so new, but it felt right. It felt good. It felt like something she’d been missing but never knew was possible. A tear slipped down her cheek. “I never knew Chase. I swear. If I’d known I never would have told you all those things, made you suffer through talking about…” Her breath caught in her throat.

Chase stepped close and whipped away her tear. “Hey. Hey, I’m sorry. I didn’t want to make you feel bad.”

She shook her head. “No. I know. And you didn’t… not really. You just pulled back the curtain. I didn’t know there was more backstage.”

His chuckle was warm. “You and your metaphors.”

Her eyes met his as she held his hand tighter. “You love them.”

“I love you.” The words were out before he even knew what he was saying. She could see it all over his face. How his cheeks turned so red and his eyes darted nervously, afraid that he’d ruined everything by uttering those three words.

Melody took Chase’s face in her hands, rising on her toes giving him a firm, warm kiss on the lips. “I know…” She whispered, her lips barely leaving his as she spoke. Keeping her nose against his, letting their warm breath mix. “And I’m sorry it took me so long to realize that…” She kissed him again, feeling the tightness of his lips. “That I love you too.”

Maybe it seemed fast to be saying I love you, but they’d known each other forever. Spent most of their lives together. Sure, there were probably deeper truths that they still didn’t know about each other, but those were things Melody wanted to find out. The idea of knowing more and more about her best friend was scary, but undeniably thrilling.

Melody stepped back from Chase, hand on his chest, letting it linger as she looked at him. The way he was staring at her, it definitely seemed like she’d caught him by surprise, returning the sentiment of love. Her fingers played with one of his shirt buttons, and skillfully undid the first one, and moved down to the second.

“Mel…” Chase started to stammer, but Melody disarmed him with a smile as she undid a third button.

“Chase, it’s okay. I want to. I think I’ve always wanted to.” Her words were barely above a whisper, like speaking up might break the spell they were under. Outside his bedroom windows the snow was falling in earnest now, a cascading sheet of white drifting down and covering the world in a blanket that silenced everything and brought it all to a standstill.

He was trembling. Nervous. She supposed that was to be expected. It was one thing for him to have been harboring feelings for her for years, but the fact that he’d held onto his virginity, as stupid as that concept was to begin with, probably made him self-conscious. The world puts so much conflicting emphasis on sexual experience. On the one hand, having a lot seemed to make you too loose, at least in the case of women. But on the other hand, lack of experience somehow meant that you’d be bad at it, that you didn’t deserve it.

Melody had never subscribed to any of the typical social norms about sex and what people expected. It was her life, her body, her choice. How very liberal of her. But Chase was definitely hampered by some of the chains of social masculinity. No doubt he felt less because of his lack of sexual experience. That alone would be enough to make someone nervous and excited. But he also had the knowledge of practically every single one of her sexual encounters. Details. How much she’d liked it. That was a lot to deal with. Hard to not compare yourself to.

Her fingers moved slowly, undoing each button and then pulling his shirt out from his jeans. He wasn’t wearing an undershirt, so his chest was exposed as she opened the shirt. She’d seen him shirtless before at the pool and in other situations like at the beach and whatnot, but this… everything about this was different.

Chase was slim. A flat stomach but no real sign of abs like lots of men tried to develop. There was just a light trace of chest hair that was light blonde and prickly under the palm of her hand when she let it rest in the middle of his sternum. His heartbeat was thunderous and powerful. Melody closed her eyes, feeling it echo and vibrate through her palm and into her own chest.

The shirt slipped off and crumpled to the floor. Melody took a step back and looked Chase over, shirtless and in dark jeans. She’d been with a lot of men of all different body styles and shapes, though she usually went for the more trim and sleek. But looking at Chase, looking at someone she really truly cared about and, according to her own confession, loved, he looked beautiful.

Meeting his eyes, she reached for the hem of her sweater and began lifting it up, never letting her eyes leave Chase’s face as he let his eyes trace down her body. She pulled the sweater up, exposing her flat stomach, trimmed and toned from all the ballet and exercise. Pulling it up over her head, she quickly dropped it next to her. She’d worn a silky, lilac lace demi bra that held her small breasts perfectly, with only the slightest amount of overflow along the top of the cups.

Chase was a deer in the headlights.

Melody did her best to stay still, to let him look. For the first time, she wondered what he thought of her body. Did he like it? Was she his type physically? What about lingerie? Should she have worn something more sensual? Erotic? See through? Skimpy? Kinky? What about color? Did he care? Or was he one of those guys that didn’t care what underwear she had on, as long as it was easy to get off?

The sexual tension was ratcheting up, standing only a few feet apart, half undressed and looking at each other as if trying to figure out what to do next. As many times as Melody had been in this situation, it’d never been this meaningful. Breathing slow, trying to keep herself calm, Melody reached down and unbuttoned her jeans and began unzipping them, giving a glimpse of the matching lilac v-string panties she was wearing.

Chase sucked in a breath.

She began shimmying the pants over her hips, pushing them down her thighs and fully revealing her panties, smooth and tight along her mound. Stepping out of the jeans, she pushed them aside with her foot and crossed her arms over her stomach, holding herself as Chase’s eyes roved over her, like he was trying to memorize every curve and dip and line.

“Need help with those?” Melody asked, pointing to his jeans and grinning, trying to bring a little levity to the situation.

“Oh, oh right um…” He started fumbling with his belt, hands shaking so much he couldn’t get a good grip.

“Here.” Melody stepped forward, taking his hands away from his belt and replacing them with her own, pulling it open and then starting to unbutton the jeans. She was trembling too, but able to keep from shaking enough to get the jeans opened revealing his dark boxer briefs. The outline of his erection was clear and…oh, he wasn’t small, that was for sure. Not that it really mattered. Melody was a believer in the motion of the ocean rather than the size of the boat.

Chase pushed his jeans down and stepped out of them, almost falling, making Melody giggle as he pushed them aside.

“Sorry.” He muttered.

Melody shook her head, her smile almost painful because of how wide it was. She came close, taking his hands and moving them to her hips, along the string of her panties. His hands were warm, firm, and soft. Her hands went to his chest, running her palms along his pectorals and feeling the light prickling of his hair before moving them up around his neck, lifting onto her toes and pressing her lips to his. This time it wasn’t a soft kiss, it was more urgent, unyielding. He matched her intensity, hands gripping her hips tighter as they kissed deeper, lips slipping open and tongues exploring, licking and touching and tracing, trying to learn everything they could about each other’s mouths.

A groan broke the silence, but she wasn’t sure if it was his or hers. Or if it even mattered. The way her lips felt against his, how his tongue traced and touched and moved, it was like having her first kiss all over again. But instead of it being in the bushes during a game of hide and seek when she was in elementary school, it was the kind of magical thing you read about in stories and see in movies. Melody wouldn’t have been surprised to hear a swelling of music, an epic ballad playing, telling the whole world that finally, they were kissing.

Their grip tightened on each other, pulling and pressing into each other as they kissed harder, deeper. They were trying to make up for lost time. Like this might be their only chance to taste each other, to feel each other, and they didn’t want a single atom of space between them. 

Melody could feel Chase’s arousal through his boxers, pressing against her panties. It made her shiver, the feel of his hardness barely concealed behind just a little bit of cotton. Her stomach pressed to his, feeling it stick and pull. She was breathing him in, drinking in the taste of him. “You taste like wine and chocolate.” She whispered, parting their lips just enough to speak.

Chase chuckled and Melody felt it resonating through her chest. “You do too.” He murmured.

She kissed him again, harder, biting his bottom lip, making his nails dig into her sides. The surprising bit of pain made the heat between her legs increase.

“Chase…” She was breathing so hard. A part of her wanted to hurry. To be like those couples in movies that were throwing off their clothes and jumping into bed, from zero to sixty in a flash. But this was important. Too important to rush. “Sit down.” Melody pulled back from him reluctantly, his nails scratching at her sides.

He stepped back and sat down on the bed, unable to resist or argue with what she’d told him to do. The look in his eyes was complete intoxication. Whatever happened, he was happy. She could see it. If she wanted to stop right then and there, he’d still have been happy. But she wasn’t going to stop. She wasn’t even close to stopping.

Taking a step back from the bed, she made sure Chase could see her as she stood in front of him. Teeth grazing her lip, she reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. It loosened, the straps slipping down her shoulders. She put an arm up across her chest to hold the lilac lace in place, keeping her eyes on Chase as he realized what she was doing and stared with rapt attention, both from his eyes and, by the looks of it, in his boxers.

Carefully and slowly, not so much in a seductive manner but in a meaningful motion, Melody slipped the straps off her arms and let the bra fall from her breasts, dropping it at her side. She’d been in various states of undress with Chase before, but never like this. Her light pink nipples were harder than she’d ever felt before. Chase’s eyes caressed over her. She could feel their trail, the way they moved over the swell of her chest, along the sides, around the bottom and up again between them, to her collarbone and neck.

“W…wow.” He muttered and immediately blushed.

Melody laughed and her breasts jumped. “Feeling like a kid in a candy store?” She asked, cocking her hip and putting a hand on it, looking sassy.

“Candy factory.” He answered, eyes darting from her breasts to her face and back. Clearly he was unsure if he should be a gentleman and look her in the eye or ogle what she’d just exposed to him.

“It’s okay to look.” This time, she let the seductive air of their situation fill her voice, taking one small step forward and letting her breasts bounce with the motion. “I want you to look.” She tried to convey as much meaning as she could into those words.

After all the years of sexual exploration, of having vivid waking dreams of Chase’s eyes on her as she fucked and was fucked. To finally have his eyes on her for real. It was tantamount to experiencing heaven. That was still something she hadn’t fully explored. The idea of having sex with Chase was…there just weren’t words. But having him look at her felt just as transcendent. She could get lost in his eyes as they drank her in. A tremor ran through her as she stood in front of him and her words slipped out, “I want you to watch.”

He blinked. “Watch…” 

Melody let her hand trace along her waist, over her stomach, and down over her panties, middle finger pressing between her lips and gasping. The heat and sensitivity was intense, more than she’d ever felt before.

“Mel…” Chase muttered.

“Just…watch, please.” It came out like a plea. “I need you to watch.” Her finger traced along the thin material, pressing it close and having it stick to her from the sheer amount of moisture leaking from her sex. The finger moved further and further, circling her perineum, and then moved back to circle her little clit. Her breath was coming in deep, husky pants.

Eyes fluttering, she met Chase’s wide eyes. He was sitting mesmerized by how she touched herself. In all the fantasies and dreams, the look of his eyes on her had never felt so heavy and brilliant. “Take it out.” She rasped, fingers framing her mound, middle finger pressing down the center.

“Wh…what?” He stammered, sounding like his mouth was dry.

Melody grinned, eyes seductive. “Your cock, Chase. Take it out. Touch yourself while I touch myself.”

Swallowing hard, Chase reached down and fumbled with his boxers pulling them down. Melody had seen her share of penises, big and small and thick and thin. When Chase’s emerged, standing erect and engorged, Melody let out a primal groan from deep in her stomach. “Oh… fuck.” She bit hard on her lip and her finger pressed into the opening of her vagina over the panties, pushing the panties inside her slightly.

His cock wasn’t the largest she’d seen. But it was thick, slightly curved with a bulbous mushroom head that was dripping and dark red from his arousal. It looked beautiful. Size wasn’t everything. Melody had learned that long ago. Men came in all shapes and sizes, just like women did. But sometimes, you just see something beautiful and perfect and sublime.

“Touch yourself.” She encouraged as she turned, letting her ass face him for the first time with the thin lilac string nestled between her cheeks.

Chase took hold of his cock with a trembling hand and started moving up and down as he watched Melody, her eyes watching him over her shoulder as she reached back and caressed her cheeks. “Have you ever looked at me… like this?” She asked him with a breathy tone.

“Like…this? No…no I’ve never seen…”

“No. Not wearing something like this. I mean, looked at me and wanted to touch yourself? To jerk off your cock looking at me?” Her chest was burning. She bent at the waist, pushing her ass out towards him, cheeks opening naturally to show the thin string of her panties covering her little pink asshole and the material stretching tighter over her slick pussy.

“Oh fuck.” He groaned, his grip tightening on his cock.

“Tell me.” She whispered, bending further till she was looking at him through her open thighs, hair hanging down and her grin wide and sly.

“Yeah.” Chase groaned, stroking faster. “I…I have. I’ve… oh god, I’ve thought about it a lot. About you with other men. Watching…” He shook his head and looked away, clearly embarrassed by his admission.

Melody reached up and rubbed her pussy while she remained bent over. “It’s okay, Chase. Tell me. No secrets. No more hiding. I wanna know.”

Still stroking himself, Chase forced his gaze back to her. “I’ve jerked off thinking about you fucking and getting fucked. I was jealous. But… but it was also so hot. The idea of watching you. I’ve seen you in ballet and in gymnastics. You’re beautiful. The way you move, you’re graceful and elegant. I know… I fucking know seeing you have sex would be like watching a master performance.”

Chase’s words made Melody’s face, and everything, burn. She never thought that Chase saw her that way. Admiring her body in such a way, not only appreciating her hard work, but also how she was a woman, a sexual being.

Standing back up, Melody turned to face him and walked forward. Each step felt like she was coming closer to a primal animal, ready to pounce. Chase kept stroking himself, watching her body move, the sleek muscles and curves of her body almost glowing in the light from the moon and snow outside and the dim lights of the room. She was a foot in front of him now, looking down at him with wanting eyes.

“Do you wanna see me?” Her stomach was tight as she watched him, his cock dripping and glistening with his desire.

“Yeah…yes…” He stammered.

“Go ahead. Take my panties off.” She encouraged, a hand caressing his cheek. She wanted him to be bold, to do what he wanted, not just what she asked. And since he was the one with no experience, she wanted him to get a true feel for what sex could be. Ironically, she wanted to know too. All the experiences she’d had were fun and exciting. But this… this was real intimacy. Dangerous and so sensual that she wasn’t sure how she was still on her feet with how light headed she felt.

Chase stopped stroking himself and reached out, hands touching her hips like she was the most delicate crystal, fingers tracing along her waist, over the string of her panties before pulling them. They slipped down, a soft little scraping sound as they moved over her skin, the front panel peeling off her wetness and exposing her smooth innie mound that was warmly pink from her excitement.

“OH…fucking…oh wow…” He was panting. His hands slipped away, leaving her panties pulled down just below her vagina.

She smiled. “Can’t tell me you’ve never seen a vagina before, Chase. I know you’ve looked at porn. I was there with you when you did.” Her chuckle was warm as she ran a hand through his hair.

He smiled, looking up at her and narrowing his eyes in a mock glare. “Yeah well… there’s a difference between pictures and videos and… and this…” The levity quickly left his voice as he looked back at her sex.

“You can touch me.” She said, What she wanted to say was, touch me Chase. Do whatever the fuck you want to me. Take everything. Make me fucking yours! But she needed to be patient. This was important. All of it. They’d probably remember this for the rest of their lives. No matter if they ended up together or not, this would be one of those moments that would stick with them until they moved on to whatever came after this life.

His eyes were on her, memorizing her curves and lines and shades. Then his hand came up and with two fingers he pressed on the bottom end of her vagina and moved them upwards towards her clit.

Melody’s legs shook. Her skin burned and broke out in goosebumps. Everything inside her roared to life and blazed. It was a gentle pressure, a smooth movement of his fingers along her smooth skin, coming to rest against her clit and then pulling apart to expose it. “God…fuck…oh fuck!” she was gasping, putting hands on his shoulders.

Chase leaned in, his breath like a burning breeze from a forest fire. His tongue moved and touched her, circling her exposed clit.

“AAAAAHHH!” Melody screamed, unprepared for the sudden orgasm. She had been aroused, but the sudden burst came from out of nowhere and shook her whole body. Nails dug into Chase’s skin and she hunched as pleasure crashed through her, her sex beginning to drip and coat Chase’s fingers with her juices.

“I…did I hurt you?” He asked nervously, but he didn’t move his fingers.

“Fuck…oh god no…no… please Chase. Don’t stop. Touch me. Please. Don’t ever fucking stop.” She was crying, tears dripping down her cheeks from the intensity of her orgasm.

Chase nodded and his tongue flicked her clit again. Fingers pulling open her labia to expose her pink. She heard soft whispers of praise and amazement as Chase looked at her, touching. His fingers began to explore. His tongue followed the fingers. His other hand grabbed her ass cheek and squeezed, bringing her closer, pressing the flat of his tongue against her, tip slipping into her tunnel.

“Oh fuck Chase. Godyes! MMMMM!” She was biting her lip, hand on his shoulder and one in his hair, gripping tight and pulling as her body responded to his touch.

The wet sounds of his tongue and fingers moving over her, revealing how aroused she was, made her self conscious all of the sudden. Chase was hearing sounds, slick and juicy and warm, and they were all from her excitement. Excitement that came from him. From his eyes. His words. His very presence.

One of his fingers found her hole, the tip of it pressing against her clenching muscles and she groaned louder, looking down at him as his tongue touched her clit and then the finger pressed deeper inside. The heat was intense. The stretch was like nothing she’d ever experienced before. Not that she hadn’t been stretched further, but this was her best friend feeling her, feeling her inner walls. How they clenched and squeezed his finger with her want.

Melody wasn’t sure how long she stood there. Holding onto him like she might float away. Feeling his fingers and mouth learning everything about her. Breathing her in. Tasting her. She was lost in the pleasure, the feel good experience of someone she loved touching her.

Fuck…she loved him. It was still so intense to think about, to realize, let alone say. But it was true, and she didn’t want to run from it or hide from it. She’d always loved him as a friend. But this was more. It was all-consuming, like a supernova exploding inside and swallowing her whole. 

Finally, she couldn’t take it anymore. She pulled him by the air, not caring if it was painful or not, and bent down kissing him on the mouth. The taste of her own sex and his mouth was like a drug and she never, ever wanted to get sober. His hands gripped her ass and pulled her closer to him, but she pushed back. The kiss broke reluctantly, but Melody wanted more than just his mouth.

She got to her knees before him, looking up and taking hold of his cock. The feeling of it in her hand was like grabbing hold of an electrically charged rod. It was hard and warm, so firm in her hand, and the feeling of his pulse synced with hers. His eyes met hers, wide and almost disbelieving. It looked like he wanted to say something, but his words were locked away as he watched her.

Her lips touched his shaft, soft and gentle. There was a light smell and taste of sweat, of his dripping pre-cum. Salty. Warm. She kept her emerald eyes on his, wanting him to watch, to look at her. Lips pressing against him, moving upward along the veins. Her tongue would flick out after every kiss. Chase sucked in harsh breaths with each touch of her lips and tongue. She moved along at a diligent pace, over every inch of the underside of his cock, till she reached the tip and kissed around it, all over, letting her lips rest against it for a second each time until she moved to the very top and let her lips fully taste the pre-cum that was bubbling up from his opening.

Melody took her time, kissing and licking, letting her tongue open him and tasting more of his cum that was longing to emerge. She smeared it around her lips like lipstick and looked back up at him. “You taste so good.” She whispered and kissed his frenulum, making him moan, hands going to her hair and gipping it, but he didn’t move her. He let her move on her own, exploring him like he’d done with her.

Stroking his shaft with a languid speed, she continued to kiss and lick and rub all over his cock. Wanting him to feel and experience getting worshiped. Pleased. Her tongue lapped from his base to his tip. Keeping eye contact, she slipped her lips around his cock head and moved down, swallowing it till her lips gripped around the rim of his mushroom head.

“Ohhhh Holy FUCK!” Chase groaned and gripped the back of her head tighter, reluctant to move her but needing something to hold onto.

She moved along the head with her lips dragging and slipping and then swallowing a bit more. More. Melody tasted him and it was perfect, sweet and bitter and salty. Her hand went to his balls and cupped them into her palm, mouth moving further until his cock touched the back of her throat and there was still a couple inches left. That wasn’t a problem, she’d deep throated bigger cocks before, so she let his head rub against the back of her throat for a moment, sending shivers through his body and then swallowed him, taking the last inches of him completely.

“OHHHHHHHGOOOOOOODDDDDDD.” He grunted, arching back on his hands as Melody began to work him from head down to the balls over and over, slowly at first, and then faster. Faster. Lips dragging and gripping, tongue flashing and swirling as she began to give him a deep blowjob. Letting her spit drip down his shaft, over his balls.

Gluk glug gluk gluck gluck.

The moans and sounds of her throat filled the room. She pulled off his cock for a moment, taking deep breaths. Strings of spit and saliva dripped and stretched from his cock to her lips. Panting breaths, dripping wet threads fell onto her breasts and chest. Melody looked up at Chase and met his eyes again, hard and filled with lust. She stroked him faster, gripping him tightly and then plunged her mouth back onto him, taking him with eager need.

“Fuck. Oh fuck Mel please oh god!” His hand held the back of her head as she moved faster, making him shake. She squeezed his balls tighter, making him groan in ways she was sure he’d never done before. And just when she felt him getting close, the tell-tale signs of his skin heating up, his balls tightening, cock throbbing inside her throat, she pulled off with a gasp.

Chase fell back on the bed with a groan of disappointment and relief.

Mel kept hold of his cock and gently stroked it, spreading the spit up and down over him, getting him slick and keeping him throbbing.

“Chase.” She whispered.

He looked up with foggy eyes and a face that was flushed with excitement.

She leaned in and tapped his cock against her lips. “Do you want to fuck me?”

That seemed to clear up whatever sexual fog was clouding his senses. “I…” After everything they’d just done, he was still hesitant and in disbelief.

Melody found that hesitation so cute. “It’s okay Chase.” She kissed his cock again. “Tell me.”

“Y…yeah… oh fuck Melody I… I want…”

“How long? Since prom? Before? Tell me.” She wanted to know. Needed to know. How long had her best friend been looking at her and thinking lewd and maybe ever perverted thoughts? She was sure he’d looked at her over the years and appreciated her body. She’d done the same for him, though it was more about his personality than his looks. Chase’s kindness and concern for others always made her look at him with admiration. A good man was sexy, no matter what sort of body he was in.

“Mel…”

“Be honest. Tell me everything.” She kissed along his shaft. Rubbing her lips along him, keeping him erect.

“Do you… remember that pool party when we were in eighth grade?” He was breathing heavily through his nose as he looked down at Melody, worshiping and teasing his penis.

“Yeah.” She grinned, her face next to his cock, pressed against her cheek. The party had been a church activity for the youth. They’d rented out the local pool to throw an end of summer party. She didn’t remember much about the activities, but she did remember watching Chase sit on a lounge chair and pull out a book, proceeding to read almost the entire time. There were two exceptions. One was to get food. The second was when Melody came over and lay in the lounge next to him to dry off for a while. She wasn’t one for long silences, so she’d begun giving Chase question after question about the book he was reading and why he wasn’t swimming. It was just idol conversation, nothing deep or special. But she still remembered it.

“When you sat next to me… in your bathing suit…” He groaned as she flexed her grip on his cock.

Melody giggled. “You mean that old Sailor Moon one?” The thought of Chase getting excited over something as simple as the one-piece swimsuit she’d worn, printed to look like Sailor Moon’s costume, was thrilling and absolutely adorable.

He nodded, clearly embarrassed.

Her lips brushed against his tip. “Wow. So you’re easy to please, huh?” She gave him a wink. “Was it just how I looked in it? Or when I was wet? Or maybe you were being a bad boy and looking at my camel toe?” She grazed her teeth against the sensitive underside of his cock head.

“Fuuuck.” He fell back on the bed and grabbed a pillow, putting it over his face. “Kill me now.” He muttered, words muffled by the pillow.

Melody let out a cheerful laugh, then got up and crawled onto the bed, laying next to Chase and pulling the pillow away from his face. Putting a hand on his cheek, turning him to look at her, she locked eyes with him, all the sexual tension temporarily paused. It was still thick in the air, but the look they held each other with was tender and simple. “Don’t be embarrassed about what you like. It’s cute. I like that you could get aroused by me in something so simple. Was that the first time you ever jerked off thinking of me?” Her hand went back to his penis, stroking it, feeling the heat and slickness of it. It made her chest burn.

Chase nodded, looking deep into her eyes as she stroked him. “Yeah…” His voice came out strained. “I went home… I…. mmm mfuckk, I thought about your camel toe, your ass, your chest.”

“What did you imagine doing to me?”

This made his cheeks an even darker red. “I… not really anything… just… looking at you. Watching you. I imagined you showing off to me. Exposing yourself or hiding yourself, teasing me. I… I thought about you just laying next to me rubbing yourself, touching, playing, showing off…” As Chase confessed, Melody inched closer, her breasts pressed against his arm. She kissed along his chest while she jerked him off, letting his orgasm build again.

It wasn’t lost on Melody that Chase’s fantasy was similar to hers, like after prom. His eyes on her as she was sexual. Watching. Both of them finding some deep-seated pleasure in the act of sexual gratification. He’d imagined watching her. She’d imagined being watched. Two pieces of a puzzle somehow finding each other in the world of so many pieces, it would have seemed impossible.

Her tongue traced around Chase’s nipple. His cock pulsed and a fresh dose of pre-cum oozed from his cock and along his shaft, coating her hand. The sound of his moans was driving Melody to the brink of another orgasm without even touching herself.

Was this what real sexual pleasure was? The deep connection? More than the physical? It felt like she’d been missing something so fundamentally important that she wondered how she had even been experiencing satisfaction until now.

She moved her lips up and kissed Chase’s mouth deep and hard. “Chase…” she breathed. “I want you…” 

He kissed back, lips sticking together and tongues flicking. “I want you too…”

Releasing his cock, she took hold of his shoulder and urged him to roll over so he was on top of her, hovering over her with his legs straddling her and her thighs wide, letting his violently red dripping cock have unfettered access to her opening.

“Wh…wait…” Chase looked down at her, concern on his face as well as more embarrassment. “I don’t have any condoms.”

Shit!

Of all the things Melody had thought about and tried to plan for, this hadn’t been one of them. She hadn’t been sure they were going to have sex. What if the date had gone bad? And even if it had been good, that didn’t mean they’d end up where they were now. Yes, Melody was notorious for sex without much more than a few pleasantries, but Chase was more than a quick romp in the hay. She’d wanted more. Needed more. And now… now they were here, only to have something come in between them again.

Unless…

Melody starred into her friend's eyes. Feeling the heat of his body just a foot away from hers. How he was looking at her with only the utmost of concern, even though it was clear he wanted her. But he would stop, no hesitation, if it meant she was uncomfortable. Every experience she’d had before had used protection, but she was on birth control as well, she wasn’t stupid enough to believe that condoms were enough. Her mother, though not familiar with her sexual proclivities, had instilled a good sense of responsibility in Melody, and she nurtured it with pride. Even when the guys had a clean bill of health, she still insisted on protection and the men had acquiesced without much grumbling. She was “putting out” after all, so what was a little latex if they had a good time?

For her it had been more than just protecting herself from disease or unwanted pregnancy. It was trust. It was intimacy. Something she’d been afraid. Or maybe she’d just been waiting for the right person.

This person.

She took Chase’s face in her hands, keeping a firm hold of his attention. “It’s okay.” It was a soft whisper, but it was clear like a bell. “Chase. I trust you.” The kiss she gave him was tender. The sort of kiss she imagined…in her most fanciful dreams, was the sort of kiss she’d give the man she married on their wedding day. “I want you inside me.”

The words sent a massive shudder through her best friend and with a quick glance down at his erection it seemed like it grew even more with the arousal from her statement.

“Are…sure?” He stammered, all the blood leaving his head going straight down to his other head.

Leaning up, she kissed him again. “I want you inside me, Chase. Please.” But she didn’t wait for him to move. Melody reached down, taking hold of him and guided him to her pussy. Letting his dripping tip rub over her labia, a slick trail of pre-cum sticking to her pale skin. Her lips opened around the tip, thick warm wetness meeting his sensitive skin. They both gasped at the touch, the intense intimate feeling. His cock head nestled into her opening and her eyes met his again.

Melody nodded. Chase nodded. And keeping that intense visual contact, Chase pushed his hips forward and his cock slowly pressed against her pussy. It opened. Muscles stretched around his intruding head and swallowed him reluctantly, yet eagerly.

Melody’s eyes widened at the penetration. The feeling of skin on skin. Of the curve of his cock, the skin and veins and ridges that were molded to her, tunnel closing tightly around him, sucking him in and yet trying to push him out as she clenched. Tears filled her vision as he pushed inside steadily, the head, an inch, another. More. More. “Oh…oh Chase! Oh my god!” She kept her hands on his cheeks, watching his reaction as he entered her. There was bliss, pain, nervous trepidation, desire, fear. It flickered faster than a film strip across her friend's face but it was all wrapped in the look of complete and utter love.

How had she missed it all these years? Chase loved her so intensely. So completely. And she’d just been sitting across from him, oblivious.

“Chase!” She groaned. “Oh fuck… please… keep going…”

He just nodded, continuing to slide himself inside her.

He wasn’t the largest shed had, or the longest, but the feeling of him was greater and more intense and perfect than anything she could have ever imagined. An orgasm burst inside her like an exploding star. “Yes…yessssyesyesss Oh fucking god Chase I’m cumming. You’re making me cum! GODDDDDD!” She arched into him, making his cock sink the rest of the way inside her, his balls hitting her ass with a wet smack and her pussy squeezing him almost painfully by the way he grunted and shook.

Melody looked down the length of her body and saw their union. His pubic hair, a light brown and kinky, pressed firmly against her smooth labia. “Fuck.” She was crying. Tears of utter pleasure and disbelief. Her friend was inside her, bare. Her first bare cock. And it was his! It was always supposed to be his!

She pulled him close, breasts smashed against his chest as she bit his ear and her tears wetted his cheeks. “Fuck me. Fuck me Chase. Please!”

Her friend didn’t have any words. His hips moved, sliding out to just the tip and then thrusting back in firmly making her whole body shake. “Godfuckingyes!” She moaned loudly against his shoulder, biting down. Her nails raked his back. “Don’t stop. Do it. Fuck me, Chase!”

“Mel…I…” His voice was strained. It felt like he was holding back.

“Fuck me.” She whispered again. “You’re not going to hurt me. You could never hurt me.” She licked along his neck to his ear. “Please Chase. I need you.”

He started to move. Building up a rhythm. Her tunnel gripped him harder than she’d ever thought imaginable. Cries of passion mixed with Chase’s heavy grunts and moans, hums of concentration as he experienced her. She’d almost forgotten. This was Chase’s first time. His first experience being inside a woman. That made everything even more fierce.

Plap! Plap! Plap!

The sound of their skin meeting, the wet slick juices making it echo in the apartment, made Melody hold on tighter. Holding on for dear life. His cock rubbed inside her. Juices coated him, sticking to his balls and dripping down along her labia and ass. It sounded like lapping waves against perilous rocks. She was panting, sweating. Everything was slick and sticky. They held each other tight, her face in his shoulder, nipping and biting, while he was nestled in the crook of her neck, kissing every few thrusts, moist breath burning her skin.

Soon Melody was arching again, cumming on Chase’s cock as he continued his relentless rhythm of thrusting inside her, his tip rubbing against her g-spot perfectly.

“Mel… Mel…” Chase choked through his increasing passion. “I’m gonna…I’m gonna cum…wh…where…”

Was he asking where he should cum? She couldn’t tell. But there was no other answer for her to give, than the one that immediately left her lips. “In me. Cum inside me, Chase. Please. Fuck please, I have to feel you cum inside me!”

This time he didn’t hesitate or ask if she was sure. He pushed himself up, hands on either side of her head to steady himself and started hammering his hips into her.

“Oh god fucking yes yes yes!” She screamed, still crying, tears smearing her eyeliner. She put a hand to his burning, sweaty cheek. “Please! Oh god Chase! CHASE! CUM INSIDE MY PUSSY!” She screamed as an orgasm erupted inside her and made her clench his cock. That brought him to his own climax.

“AAAHHHGGHHH!” He ejaculated, both metaphorically and physically. Chase’s cock pulsed inside her and shot his load, thick hard jets deep inside. It was a new sensation that Melody had never experienced before. Alway before it had been the man shooting into a condom, so the feeling had mostly been like feeling something expand inside her. This was like a jet of pure boiling heat and thick stickiness that coated her tunnel, every inch and little ridge and dip inside her pussy getting coated in his semen.

“Fuckfuckfuck! Oh god fuck I feel it! Shit! I feel your cum!” She screamed and they crashed against each other. Kissing hard and deep and urgent, biting lips and teeth scraping and tongues lashing. Melody wrapped her legs around his waist, keeping him deep inside her as he kept pulsing, as if he’d been saving up this orgasm for over thirty years. His body convulsed. She shook. They gripped each other, trying to stay afloat as the tide of their desire tried to wash them away and take them away into the sea.

Silence descended in the room. Outside, the snow was whipping against the windows, the whole world covered in white. The only other sound was the friend’s labored breaths as they lay together, holding tight, not wanting to let go.

Melody rubbed her nose against Chase’s neck, her lips leaving light trails along his sweaty skin. He did the same, kissing her shoulder, hands in her hair.

“I think this was a pretty good date.” She whispered with an exhausted grin.

Chase laughed, the sound tight and rough. “I don’t think I’ve had a better date.”

They turned their faces to each other and kissed, naturally, as if they’d been doing it for years.

“Think you want another?” She asked, kissing his nose.

He held her gaze, both with lazy looks of exhaustion. “I think I want a million more.”

Her fingers threaded through his matted hair. “Me too.”

They nestled into each other, laying naked on the bed. Chase’s cock, though deflating now, was still inside her and Melody felt the thick cum leaking out, down her ass along her asshole and onto the bed. She didn’t care. It felt so good. Everything felt so good.

Cuddled together, their blood cooling, breaths coming slow and even, they fell asleep in each other’s arms.


Chapter 20

Saturday 4:00 AM - Chase

The room was chilled, cold seeping in from the windows as the snow continued to fall in the darkness. Soft ambient light reflected off the pure white, giving the world and the dark bedroom a soft, eerie sort of glow. My eyes opened slowly, sleep keeping them closed before I rubbed it away. Something shifted against me, warm and soft. I looked down to see Melody resting her head against my shoulder, rubbing her nose and cheek against me, hand on my chest. The sheet of my bed slipped down and exposed her breast, the nipple a mixture of pale pink and blue in the snowy light.

Just the sight of her, content and sleeping and so utterly beautiful, made my heart swell and… well, other things swelled too. I suppose I should be embarrassed, or maybe ashamed. I didn’t want to objectify Mel, but… damn, she was sexy. Oh god, did that sound cliche. My head hit my pillow, forcing myself to stare up at the dark ceiling, trying to make my erection go away.

Usually I would have just taken care of it. Most guys will tell you when you get an erection, it's better to take care of it than to just ignore it. That just leads to pent up energy and frustration. But I wasn’t about to jerk off with Melody sleeping next to me… or rather on me.

I let out a slow sigh, trying to think of anything but how soft Melody’s breast felt against my chest. Her hand and nails as they gently scratched against me. The way her lips were pressing to my neck… wait… what the heck?

I looked back down at Mel and our eyes met, her’s half open and dreamy, but very clearly awake. “Hey.” She whispered, scooting up in the bed and kissing me.

Was this really happening? Had last night happened? Well obviously it had since Mel was here right now but… it just felt too good to be true. Our lips closed against each other, my hand touching her hair. Everything about her was so solid and soft. She was so real.

A hand wrapped around my cock and I jolted, gasping in surprise.

Melody giggled sleepily. “Someone’s got morning wood.” She whispered. There was something about the darkness and quiet of the room that neither of them wanted to break.

“Sorry.” I stammered, still shy about.. everything. Though considering we’d had sex last night, I really shouldn’t have anything to be embarrassed about.

With a little shake of her head, Melody moved to straddle my lap, the bedsheet falling back around her hips, still covering my legs. “Let me help.”

For a second, I didn’t understand. How could she help…

The sudden feel of Melody’s pussy slowly taking my cock inside made my brain stop. My eyes widened as I stared up at her. Her dreamy eyes fluttered, and a sweet satisfied smile made her face glow along with the snowlight. Melody let herself sink down slowly, her hands finding their way to my chest, pressing firmly and moving up and down feeling me.

“Mmm.” she muttered. “Chase…” There didn’t seem to be any purpose to her speech besides just wanting to say my name. “Oh god Chase.” Her hips were beginning to move, back and forth. Up and down.

The feel of her pussy was amazing. So warm and tight. It was… how could I even begin to describe it in a way that hadn’t been done before a million times. Velvet. A vice. Slick warmth. Silk and sugar. It was exquisite and I never wanted to lose the feeling.

Her breasts swaying in the dark, the soft light from outside making them cast moving shadows as she made her body move like a lithe snake, sensual and fluid. Melody’s nails dug into my chest. “Chase…” She whimpered, already seeming to be reaching a climax.

I took hold of her hips. The feel of her thighs, so toned and hard but still somehow soft sent a shock through my system and I felt my cock pulse inside her, which made her gasp.

“Chase…” She just kept saying my name. Moving with me as I was inside her again, so deep.

All I could do was stare up at her as she rode me, a vision in the darkness, hair falling around her face, eyes glittering in the night as she looked down at me with… love. God, she really did love me. It was real. This was real.

That alone brought me to the edge and over. My fingers gripped her thighs hard as I released, holding back my need for a louder response. Instead softly grunting, the shuffling of the sheets and squeaking of the bed frame echoing louder in the room than our own breaths.

“Yes.” She whispered, arching back as she felt me cumming inside her. “Yeeeesssss…” It was a slow, soft hiss. I could feel her gripping me, her own orgasm rushing through her making her muscles tighten.

“Mel…” I muttered her name but couldn’t get anything else out. She lay against me and kissed me. Her breasts pressed to my chest and hands on my cheeks.

For a minute, we were almost one person. Pressed so tightly together. Joined primarily. Lips tight and tongues twisting. But the night’s chill made us huddle closer. One of us pulled up the blanket, wrapping it around us like a cocoon. Her hair pressed against my mouth as she held onto me for warmth and comfort and before I even realized it… we were asleep again.


Chapter 21

Saturday 10:00 AM - Chase

The world outside was white, muted, blank. The sun was dimmed by the thick clouds, giving everything a soft glow, the sort of tinted bluish-white hue of a snow day. Like when school was canceled and you had all day to play in the snow.

I stared out the window, frost along the edges framing everything in an almost greeting card-like snapshot. There was a chill in the apartment even though I heard the heater blowing. Sitting up, I tossed my sheets aside. The bed was empty except for me.

Where was Mel? Had she left?

The thought made my stomach twist. What if last night… What if it was a mistake? What if she’d woken up and realized she’d just slept with her best friend and it didn’t mean what I thought it did? Last night had been so good. And not just the sex. The whole date. Everything had been perfect. But… What if it was just an illusion? It was easy to have a good date, amazing sex, but when you woke up with a person and were exposed to their morning breath and the fact that… not everything was kissing in the snow and tender touches…would we be able to stand up to that sort of reality?

I scanned the room and saw Melody’s clothes still strewn across the floor. The tiny pair of lilac panties and matching bra a brilliant splash of color in my otherwise monochrome room.

So then, where had Mel gone? Was she just in the bathroom? On the couch regretting their actions? Was she devastated that we’d jeopardized our friendship?

I’d said I loved her. She’d said it back.

Was that just the heat of the moment?

I grabbed my boxers, slipped them on, and shuffled my way to the door. The smell of coffee hit me as I made my way into the living room. Soft light spilled through the open windows. A single light in the kitchen, over the countertop, illuminated the coffee maker as it radiated heat and the aroma of fresh brew. Melody stood at the window, looking out at the snow, wearing one of my sweatshirts that went to her mid thigh. She held a mug of coffee in either hand, sipping from one as the steam drifted up around her face. Her hair was pulled back in a messy ponytail and the entire air around her was perfect calm and contentment.

“Mel?” I took a step towards her, hesitant to break whatever peace she was experiencing.

She turned, a wide smile spreading across her face. “Well… morning sleepy head. I made some coffee. Was thinking about making pancakes, if you have the ingredients. But haven’t checked your pantry yet.”

My feet moved slowly, staring at her, still not sure that this was real. Obviously it was. There was no way this was a dream. But… I’d hoped and dreamed for so long, could you really blame me for feeling like this was all just some mass hallucination?

She must have seen my confusion because she motioned for me to come closer, holding out a mug of coffee towards me.

I moved like a robot, eyes taking in her messy, contented, air. When I was finally in front of her, looking down at her, taking the coffee in my hands and shivering from the sudden warmth, all I could manage to say was, “Hey.”

“Hey.” She whispered back, keeping my gaze. “You okay?” Her hand now free, she put it on my chest, nails trailing along my sternum.

“Uh…” I scratched the back of my neck. “I mean… yeah… as long as you tell me this isn’t a dream.”

Melody snorted a laugh, shook her head and gave me a dazzling smile. “Nope. Not a dream.” She sipped at her coffee, eyes still on me.

“So… last night…”

“And this morning.” Her cheeks turned rosy as she looked away from me shyly. That was definitely a first. Melody was never shy about sex.

I chuckled, feeling like some horny teenager that had just done the deed and now didn’t know what to do. That wasn’t far from the truth really. It had been my first time. And I didn’t know what to do now. All I could do was sigh. “Wow.” I muttered.

“Wow, indeed.” She laughed. “Definitely wow. Wow, wow.” Slipping up onto her toes with practiced grace, Mel gave me a kiss on the lips. She tasted so sweet and warm. Every touch of her lips and tongue was soft, even when we had been kissing like we were going to die. My hand wrapped around her waist. The feel of her taut muscles under my hoodie made her feel like a marble statue. Solid and masterfully made.

“Don’t feel like you need to exaggerate to make me feel good.” I said as our lips parted. “I know you’re more experienced.” My forehead rested against hers.

“Chase.” Her voice stopped me from saying anything else. “I would never, and I mean never, lie to you about something like this. Or anything really. But especially this.” She moved lower, kissing the hollow of my chest. “Last night was… it was seriously the best night of my life. I’m sure that sounds like an exaggeration, but it’s true. Being with you was perfect. Our date, everything, it was perfect.”

I brushed my fingers through her hair. “So… what does this mean?” I asked, staring out at the snow white world.

Melody sighed, breath against my skin making me shiver. “I think it means…” She paused, considering then looked up at me. “I think it means that I love you.”

I smiled. “I love you too.” It was so good to say it… to not just dream it.

“We aren’t… we aren’t moving too fast are we? Like, trying to just… make up for our fight?” It wasn’t a question I wanted to confront, but I felt like I needed to ask it, now, before things moved even further and it got too complicated to untangle.

“Wasn’t a fight.” She patted my chest. “You had a right to be upset. Of course, it probably wasn’t the best way for you to confess your feelings, and I certainly didn’t react very well either. But, things like this are messy. Feelings aren’t something I’ve mastered, and I’ve mostly been running away from commitment and intimacy my entire life. You have too. Keeping how you felt from me, and that’s okay, you don’t have to apologize for it. I understand. But… not anymore.”

She planted another soft kiss on my lips and then stepped back, sipping at her coffee. “Maybe this is fast. Maybe not. But who cares.” Her shrug made my hoodie rise up enough that I caught a flash of her bare pussy.

I nearly choked as I was taking a drink of my coffee. Burning my tongue. Seeing her sex in the daylight was a lot different than in the dim light of night and my bedroom.

Melody raised an eyebrow at me, not understanding my sudden fluster, then glanced down and noticed what I had and began to chuckle. “Oh. Right. Is my walking around in your hoodie a problem? Should we establish some sort of dress code for when I stay over? Am I not allowed to borrow your clothes?” She gave me a playful wink as she walked towards the kitchen.

The hoodie fluttered around her ass and I swear she was pulling it up a bit so I could see the underside of her cheeks as they swayed. “You… no of course you can. Wear whatever you want… or… not.” I said, following after her.

“Oh? So naked is okay? Not gonna be a distraction or anything if you’ve gotta do some work?” She began to pour more coffee into her mug and stirred it with the spoon sitting next to the coffeemaker. Turning back to me she was smiling mischievously.

Silence stretched, but not in a pained way. It was as if the events of last night were finally settling in. We drank our coffee, sometimes glancing at each other, other times smiling, but otherwise staying quiet.

What do you say after a date with your best friend? After the most mind blowing sex of your life?

Thank you?

I snorted.

“What’s funny?” She asked, looking at me curiously over the rim of her mug.

I scrubbed a hand through my hair. “Well… I was just thinking… like, what do you say after sex? Thanks?”

Melody let out a full belly laugh, putting her coffee down and almost doubling over. The hoodie rode up as she wrapped her arms around herself, exposing her pussy and ass again. “Oh my gosh!” She howled before standing back up, still clutching her middle putting her privates on display but not seeming to care. “What else? Are you going to tip me?”

“I mean… I might give you a tip…” I raised an eyebrow with a devilish smile of my own.

She let out another howling laugh, turning away from me as she did, trying to regain her composure but exposing her bare butt to me as well.

I was never this bold, or reckless, but… something in me just couldn’t resist. My hand moved like lightning and smacked her ass, making Melody yelp and whirl around with a look of complete and utter shock. “Did you just spank me?”

“Maybe…”

The look of shock turned sultry and sinister. She took a step towards me, hips swaying deliberately, elegantly, with all the grace of the ballet dancer that she was. “Do you think you can get away with that?”

I shrugged. “What are you gonna do about it?”

She was up on her toes in an instant and kissed me. “I have a few ideas…”

My arms wrapped around her waist. Our faces were close, noses touching. “You’re my best friend… you know that?” I whispered, looking into her eyes desperate to confirm that whatever happened now, wherever this went, we were still important to each other.

“You know what they say. There’s a thin line between love and hate. I think the same is true for friendship. It’s a razor thin line. We’ve been walking along the edge for a long time now.” Her lips touched mine. “No more lines.” The words were breathed softly as she pushed herself more firmly against me. “It's just us now.”

We kissed again. And again. And we decided, without a word, that we never wanted to stop.

END OF BOOK 1
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