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Chapter 1: Packing
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The suitcase lay open on the bed, half-filled with thick sweaters and wool socks. Myra folded a cream-coloured cable-knit and tucked it in beside Cole’s flannel shirt.

“Do you think we’ll need the snowshoes?” she asked, glancing toward the front closet.

Cole looked up from rolling his jeans. “The listing said there’s a groomed trail, but we can bring ’em just in case. It’s Algonquin, not the backyard.”

Myra smiled. The thought of the cabin—a real wood-burning fireplace, a hot tub on the deck, no cell service to speak of—had carried her through a gruelling week at the office. She added a bottle of red wine to the growing pile on the duvet.

Cole’s phone buzzed on the nightstand, vibrating against the wood. He checked the screen, and his face lit up.

“It’s Austin,” he said, almost to himself, before answering. “Hey, man! Long time no talk!”

Myra continued packing, politely tuning out the one-sided conversation. She caught Cole’s eager tone, the quick laugh, the “No way!” that followed. She’d never met Austin, but she knew him in fragments: Cole’s best friend from university, now in the army, posted somewhere out west presently. She’d seen photos—a guy with a broad smile, often in uniform or caught mid-laugh on a dock somewhere.

But then Cole’s energy shifted. His shoulders dropped slightly. “Ah, crap... Yeah, this weekend. We’ve had this trip booked for ages.”

Myra paused, holding a pair of thermal leggings.

Cole listened, running a hand through his dark hair. “I know, I know. It’s been over a year... Yeah, Myra’s good. She’s right here.” He met Myra’s eyes and gave a small, apologetic wince.

A few more murmurs of agreement later, and Cole hung up. He set the phone down gently.

“So?” Myra prompted.

“Austin’s back. Just landed at Pearson. He’s only in town until Tuesday—then he’s off to Halifax for training.” Cole sat on the edge of the bed, the suitcase dipping under his weight. “He wanted to get together this weekend.”

“Oh.”

“Yeah.”

The air in the room felt suddenly still. Myra placed the leggings carefully into the suitcase. “Did you tell him we’re going away?”

“Yeah. He understood. But...” Cole trailed off, looking at her with that familiar mix of hope and hesitation. “He’s only here this one weekend, Myra. I haven’t seen him in person since last November. And you’ve never even met him.”

“What are you saying?” Myra asked, worried already about the direction this was headed.

“Well, I was thinking... would it be the worst thing in the world if we invited him? It’s just a couple of days.”

Myra’s heart sank, a quiet disappointment settling in her chest. She’d imagined three days of quiet mornings, long walks in the snow, and reconnecting—physically, emotionally, away from the city’s grind.

“I was really looking forward to it being just us,” she said softly, voicing the thought before she could stop herself.

“I know. Me too.” Cole reached over, taking her hand. His thumb brushed her knuckles. “But we’d still have the evenings. The cabin’s got two bedrooms. He could take the loft. And it’s not like we’ll be joined at the hip all day. We could still do our own thing, and then... you know, after he turns in...”

He let the suggestion hang, his brown eyes warm and pleading.

Myra bit her lip. She’d been with Cole for a year and a half—long enough to feel secure, but not so long that she felt entirely comfortable being the reason he missed a rare chance with his best friend. She didn’t want to be the girlfriend who said no. She didn’t want to start a weird tension between them, especially not over someone who served overseas and barely got back home.

“He’s really only here until Tuesday?” she confirmed.

Cole nodded. “Early flight. Then who knows when he’s back this way again.”

Myra took a slow breath, the romantic vision of their getaway reshaping itself into something... different. Less private, but maybe not less meaningful. Cole looked so hopeful.

“Okay,” she said finally, the word leaving her with a mix of resignation and genuine willingness to make him happy. “Okay, invite him.”

Cole’s face broke into a relieved grin. He leaned in and kissed her, his hand cupping her cheek. “Thank you. It’ll be good, I promise. You’ll like him.”

He pulled back, excitement returning to his movements. “I’ll call him right now—surprise him.”

Myra nodded, offering a small smile as Cole grabbed his phone and stepped out into the hallway for privacy. She listened to the low murmur of his voice, cheerful and inviting, while she slowly zipped the suitcase closed.

Outside, the first real snowflakes of the season began to drift past the window, catching the glow of the streetlights. The weekend, she realized, was already changing shape.
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Chapter 2: Away
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Friday night seemed to come sooner than expected. One moment they were debating snowshoes; the next, Cole was heaving their bags into the trunk of his SUV while Myra did a last-minute check of the thermostat and locks. The city lights bled into a haze of suburbs, which finally surrendered to the true dark of the highway north. Toronto receded in the rearview, a dull glow on the horizon.

Inside the car, the world narrowed to the hum of the heater and the rhythmic swipe of the wipers against a lazy, freezing drizzle. Myra scrolled through a downloaded playlist, settling on a familiar indie-folk album. The gentle strumming filled a silence that felt heavier than she’d expected.

“Did you remember to pack the wine opener?” Cole asked after a while, his eyes on the taillights of the transport truck ahead.

“Tucked in the side pocket of my bag,” Myra said. “And the coffee. And the emergency chocolate.”

“Priorities. I like it.” He glanced over, a quick smile. “You’re a good packer.”

“One of us has to be,” she teased, nodding at the hastily rolled jeans she’d re-folded that morning.

The conversation lapsed back into the quiet. Myra watched the skeletal trees blur past, their branches silvered by a thin coat of ice. It was a different kind of intimacy, this shared, moving solitude. She felt the low thrum of anticipation for the cabin, now threaded with a new, thin wire of anxiety about the third wheel soon to join them.

“Austin texted while you were locking up,” Cole said, his eyes on the road. “His flight got in early. He’s grabbing his gear and heading straight up. Should be at the cabin a couple hours after us.”

Myra’s stomach tightened. Tonight. She’d banked on a buffer, one full night alone to settle in and reconnect before the dynamic shifted.

“Oh,” she said, keeping her voice neutral. “So much for easing into it.”

Cole glanced over. “It’s just a few hours sooner. We’ll still have time to ourselves before he gets in.”

The “we’ll still have” was starting to grate. It was the refrain of their compromised weekend. She stared out at the black pines rushing past.

“What’s he like, anyway? Beyond the photos,” she asked, not just to make conversation, but to gauge what she was in for.

Cole considered. “A good guy. Intense. The army’s amplified that. He’s... direct. Doesn’t do small talk that well. But he’d drop everything for a friend.” He reached for her hand. “He’s going to like you.”

Myra let her hand be held but didn’t look over. “I just hope he doesn’t expect some non-stop guys’ weekend reminiscing tour.”

“He won’t. I told him it’s a couples’ trip he’s crashing. He gets it.” Cole’s tone was final, a subtle closing of the topic.

The conversation died. The only sounds were the tires on wet asphalt and the melancholic singer from the speakers. Myra watched her reflection ghosted over the passing darkness. The romantic cabin getaway had officially become a hosting duty, and they hadn’t even arrived.

The exits grew sparse. Her phone’s signal bar vanished. The GPS guided them onto a secondary road, then a narrower, winding lane that climbed into hills. The drizzle crystallized into hard, glittering flakes that swarmed the headlights.

“This is it,” Cole muttered, turning onto an unmarked, snow-covered track. Branches scraped the sides of the SUV. After a tense minute, a clearing appeared.

The cabin was exactly as pictured—a beautiful, secluded A-frame of dark timber, with a wide deck and a hot tub already steaming under the falling snow. A security light flicked on, blindingly bright.

No one spoke as they hauled the bags through the shin-deep powder to the porch. Cole fumbled with the lockbox, retrieved the key, and pushed the heavy door open.

The air inside was cold and smelled of pine and ashes. Cole found the thermostat and the furnace kicked on with a distant rumble. Myra stood in the great room, taking in the vaulted ceiling, the massive stone fireplace, the staircase leading to a loft bedroom.

“It’s stunning,” she said, and meant it. The disappointment was still there, coiled tight, but the place itself was perfect.

“Told you,” Cole said, coming up behind her and wrapping his arms around her waist. He kissed her neck. “We’re here.”

She leaned back into him, allowing herself a moment of the connection she’d craved. “We are. And I’m starving. Let’s get the rest of the bags and figure out dinner first thing. We can worry about everything else later.”

“Deal,” he said, giving her one more squeeze before releasing her.

As they brought in the groceries and the last of the luggage, Myra listened for the sound of an engine, her gaze drifting to the black tunnel of the driveway. The weekend had begun. Their time alone was now on a clock.
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Chapter 3: After Dinner
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The rich smell of roasted garlic and herbs still hung in the cabin’s air, a comforting blanket over the new-pine scent. Myra scraped the last remnants of a creamy mushroom risotto from her plate, the ceramic making a soft grating sound against her fork. It had been a surprisingly lovely, slow-cooked dinner—Cole manning the stove while she set the utensils on the rustic pine dining table, using the proper cloth napkins they’d brought as a small gesture towards the romance they were trying to preserve. They’d opened the red wine. They’d laughed. For two hours, it was exactly what she’d pictured.

“That was incredible,” she sighed, leaning back in her chair. The fire Cole had built after unpacking crackled steadily in the great stone hearth, casting dancing, warm light across the room.

“Team effort,” Cole said, raising his glass to her. “You chopped. I stirred. We conquered.”

Myra smiled, a genuine, relaxed expression. The wine and the heat of the food had loosened the anxious coil in her chest. Maybe it would be fine. Maybe Austin would be tired from the drive and turn in early, giving them the rest of the night. She allowed herself to believe it, just for this moment.

The moment shattered with the sudden, aggressive crunch of tires on the frozen gravel driveway. The sound was alien in the deep forest quiet. Myra’s fork clinked against her plate. Cole’s head snapped up, his eyes meeting hers across the table. A beat of silence passed between them, charged with the unspoken: He’s here.

Headlight beams swept across the front window, glaring against the glass before going dark. A car door opened, then slammed shut with a solid, metallic thud.

“Showtime,” Cole said, pushing back his chair, his previous relaxation replaced by a jittery energy. He went to the front door.

Myra stayed seated, forcing herself to take one last, slow sip of wine. She listened to the sounds outside: boots on the porch steps, a low murmur of male voices—Cole’s warm, Austin’s deeper, a rumble she couldn’t decipher. Then the door opened, bringing in a blast of frozen air and a brand new presence.

Austin filled the doorway. The photos hadn’t done him justice. He wasn’t just tall; he carried a solid, compact density, like the pine trees outside. His dark hair was clipped short, military-neat, accentuating a strong jaw and sharp, observant brown eyes that took in the room in one swift, scanning motion. He wore a simple black winter jacket, unzipped, over a grey sweater, and carried a large, worn duffel bag as if it weighed nothing.

“Myra,” Cole said, his voice a bridge between them. “This is Austin. Austin, Myra.”

Austin dropped his bag just inside the door with a soft thump and stepped forward, a small, polite smile on his face that didn’t quite reach his eyes. “Hey. Really appreciate you letting me crash this. Smells amazing in here.”

His handshake was firm, brief, and dry. His gaze was direct, assessing but not unkind. “Hi, Austin,” Myra said, finding her voice. “Welcome! It’s good to finally meet you. Cole talks about you all the time.”

“Most of it’s lies,” Austin said, the smile flickering a little more genuinely as he shrugged out of his jacket. He looked at Cole. “Place is killer, man. Middle of absolute nowhere.”

“That’s the point,” Cole said, clapping him on the shoulder. “C’mon, we’ll get you set up. You’re in the loft.”

Myra busied herself clearing the dishes as the two men headed for the staircase, Cole grabbing Austin’s duffel. Their voices, a familiar easy banter already, drifted down.

“How was the drive?”

“Dark. Your directions were shit after the last turn.”

“You found it, didn’t you?”

“Barely. Saw a moose. Big bastard.”

She took her time at the sink, letting the warm water run over her hands, listening to the heavy footsteps on the wooden stairs above. The dynamic had undeniably, irreversibly changed. The cabin felt smaller all of a sudden.

When she returned to the great room, the two men were coming back down. Austin had changed into a simple long-sleeved Henley and jeans. He looked more approachable, but the air of quiet intensity remained.

“Can I get you a drink, Austin?” Myra asked, moving towards the kitchen. “We have wine, beer, whisky...”

“A beer would be great, thanks. Whatever’s easiest.”

She fetched a local craft lager from the fridge, popped the cap, and handed it to him. Cole refreshed his wine and topped up Myra’s glass.

“Cheers,” Cole said, lifting his glass. “To old friends, new friends, and not freezing to death in the woods.”

They clinked glass and bottle. Austin took a long pull of his beer. “So, Myra,” he said, turning those direct eyes on her. “Cole says you’re in graphic design. What does that mean, exactly? Like, logos and stuff?”

It was the opening of a conversation, and to Myra’s surprise, Austin was the one driving it. Over the next hour, as they migrated to the plush rug in front of the fire, he asked pointed, intelligent questions. He didn’t do small talk, Cole was right. But he did big talk. He asked about her creative process, her worst client, what she thought of the oversaturation of minimalist design. He listened to her answers with a focus that was almost unnerving.

In turn, he spoke about the army with a blunt, unglamorous practicality that was refreshing. He talked about logistics, about the boredom that was 95% of the job, about the strange camaraderie that came from shared inconvenience rather than shared danger. He asked Cole about work, ribbing him gently about his “cushy office life,” and Cole gave as good as he got, bringing up infamous university mishaps that had Myra laughing.

“Okay,” Cole announced, standing up. “This is a cabin. We require cabin activities. Board games.” He went to a cupboard and returned with a box. “Scrabble. The ultimate test of character.”

“You’re on,” Austin said, a competitive glint in his eye. “But we’re playing for keeps. No mercy for civilians.”

Myra laughed. “You’re both going down. I’ve been honing my skills on my phone for weeks.”

They played two fierce, hilarious games. Austin, true to form, built short, aggressive, high-point military words: “AXE,” “ZAP,” “JAW.” Cole went for longer, more strategic plays. Myra, quietly, used her knowledge of obscure design terms to sweep both games.

“She cheated,” Austin declared after her second victory, pointing an accusing finger, but he was grinning widely. It was the first fully unguarded expression Myra had seen from him, and it transformed his face. He looked younger, lighter.

“Sore loser,” Myra shot back, grinning.

“Always,” he agreed easily. “How about cards? Less room for semantic sabotage.”

They switched to a simple game of President, the rules quickly explained. The fire burned lower. The beer and wine flowed. The conversation became a rolling, overlapping stream of jokes, stories, and debates—best pizza topping, most overrated movie, the merits of dogs versus cats. Myra found herself forgetting to be anxious. Austin was intense, but he was also sharp, funny in a dry way, and when he listened, he made you feel like you were the only person in the room. The weird tension she’d feared was absent, replaced by a boisterous, warm camaraderie.

She actually kind of liked him.

During a lull, as Cole shuffled the deck again, Myra’s eyes met his over the coffee table. He gave her a small, private smile and a barely perceptible nod towards the staircase. Soon.

She understood. The clock was still ticking, but they could choose when to punch out.

A few hands later, Cole stretched, emitting a huge, theatrical yawn. “Man, the drive up is catching up to me. I’m hitting a wall.”

Austin glanced at his watch. “Shit, it’s almost midnight? Time flies. I should probably turn in too. Still getting used to the timezone, I guess.” He gathered the empty bottles. “Thanks for tonight, guys. Seriously. This was... really good.”

“It was,” Myra said, and she meant it. “Sleep well, Austin.”

“You too. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.” He winked at Cole, then headed up the stairs to the loft, his footsteps firm on the wood.

The moment the loft door clicked shut, the atmosphere in the great room compressed, becoming intimate and charged. Cole stood and offered Myra his hand. She took it, and he pulled her up and straight into his arms.

“He likes you,” Cole whispered into her hair, his voice thick with relief and something else.

“I like him,” she whispered back, and was surprised to find it was true. “But I’ve been waiting all night to do this.”

She kissed him then, deeply, a kiss that tasted of red wine and woodsmoke and pent-up anticipation. It was a reclaiming. He kissed her back with equal fervour, his hands sliding down her back, pulling her flush against him.

Without breaking the kiss, they navigated the short distance to the ground-floor bedroom, a silent, mutual agreement. Cole closed the door softly behind them, the solid click a definitive barrier between the world of the trio and the world of just the two of them.

The room was cool and dark, lit only by the faint moonlight reflecting off the snow outside the window. They didn’t turn on the light. They undressed each other slowly, by touch and memory, the urgency of earlier mellowing into a deliberate, sensual exploration. Every glance, every touch, every sigh felt amplified, precious—a conscious reaffirmation of what they’d almost lost to the weekend.

Later, tangled in the sheets and the warmth of each other, Myra lay with her head on Cole’s chest, listening to his steady heartbeat slow. His fingers traced idle patterns on her bare shoulder.

“See?” he murmured, his voice drowsy. “It’s all working out.”

Myra didn’t answer. She just tilted her head up and found his lips in the darkness for one last, soft kiss. Outside, the wind picked up, whispering through the pines. Inside, in their quiet room, the clock had finally stopped. For now.
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Chapter 4: The Next Day
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Sunlight, bright and sharp, pierced the bedroom window, reflecting off the snow and painting the ceiling with a cold, clear light. Myra woke slowly, her body humming with a pleasant, languid warmth. Cole’s arm was draped heavily over her waist, his breathing deep and even against her neck. For a few blissful moments, the previous night’s compromise was forgotten. It was just them, in a quiet cabin, with a whole day ahead.

Then, the memory of a third presence inserted itself. The creak of a floorboard directly above—the loft—confirmed it. Austin was up.

Cole stirred as she carefully extricated herself. “Morning,” he mumbled, his voice gravelly with sleep.

“Morning,” she whispered, leaning down to kiss his stubbled cheek. “I’ll start the coffee.”

The great room was bathed in morning sun, the ashes in the fireplace a heap of grey powder. The empty bottles from last night were gone, stacked neatly by the recycling bin. He cleaned up, she noted with a flicker of appreciation. She filled the coffee maker, the ritualistic grinding of beans loud in the quiet. As it began to drip and sputter, she heard the shower turn on upstairs.

By the time Cole emerged, dressed in soft sweatpants and a t-shirt, the rich aroma of coffee filled the space. Austin came down the stairs a moment later, his hair damp, wearing a fresh grey Henley and jeans. He looked even more solid in the daylight, the fabric of his shirt stretching slightly across his shoulders.

“Coffee’s on,” Myra announced.

“You’re an angel,” Cole said, heading straight for the mugs.

Austin gave a small, appreciative nod. “Sounds good. Thanks.”

The morning unfolded in a surprisingly easy, lazy rhythm. Myra whipped up a batter for pancakes while Cole fried bacon. Austin, without being asked, set the table, his movements efficient and silent. Myra wondered if it was something the army had drilled into him. They ate at the sun-drenched dining table, passing the maple syrup and butter.

“So, what’s the agenda for today, camp director?” Austin asked Cole, spearing a final piece of bacon.

“I was thinking we take a walk later,” Cole said. “Maybe that trail by the lake. But first, digestion. And maybe a rematch of Scrabble. I have a vendetta.”

Austin’s eyes flicked to Myra, a smirk playing on his lips. “You hear that? He’s declaring war on your crown.”

“He can try,” Myra said, feigning nonchalance as she took a sip of coffee. “But he’ll need a better strategy than ‘QI’ on a triple letter.”

Cole mock-glared. “That was a solid play!”

“It was a desperate play,” Austin corrected, deadpan. He stood and started gathering plates. “C’mon, civilian. Let’s get this mess cleaned up so we can watch your downfall properly.”

Myra rose to help, but Austin shook his head. “You cooked. We’ve got this. Army rule: the cook never cleans.” He jerked his chin at Cole. “You’re on drying duty, Private.”

Cole saluted, grinning. “Yes, Sergeant.”

Myra watched, leaning against the kitchen island, as the two men fell into a comfortable, efficient system at the sink. Austin washed, his large, capable hands scrubbing a pan with a brisk certainty. Cole dried and put away, narrating his actions with silly commentary that made Austin roll his eyes, though the corner of his mouth twitched upward.

There was a natural, physical ease to Austin that was hard to ignore. It wasn’t just his build; it was the way he occupied space, the quiet command in his simplest actions. Myra found her gaze lingering on the line of his shoulders as he reached to place a plate on the high shelf for Cole. She felt a faint, unwelcome stir of attraction—a purely physical, aesthetic appreciation, she told herself. It was normal. He was a fit, attractive man who happened to be her boyfriend’s charming friend. Liking him was a good thing. It made the weekend easier.

The games began in the living room, the sun having climbed high enough to make the fire unnecessary. They started with Scrabble again, and Cole did indeed lose, spectacularly, to a ruthless combination of Austin’s short strikes and Myra’s long, point-heavy words.

“I feel attacked in my own home,” Cole grumbled, shuffling the tiles back into the bag.

“This is a rental,” Austin pointed out.

“Semantics!”

They moved on to a deck of cards, playing a round of Hearts. The banter flowed faster now, loosened by familiarity and the casual comfort of a lazy morning. Jokes became quicker, teases a little sharper.

When Myra successfully passed Cole the Queen of Spades, sabotaging his hand, Austin let out a short, sharp laugh. “Brutal. I like your style, Myra.”

“She’s vicious,” Cole agreed, pretending to be wounded. “You’ve created a monster.”

“I’m just playing the game,” Myra said, smiling innocently. Her eyes met Austin’s across the spread of cards. He held her gaze for a second, his expression unreadable, before a slow, approving smile spread across his face. It felt different from Cole’s broad, open grins. It was more like a reward, and it sent a completely inappropriate, tiny thrill through her. She looked away quickly, focusing on her cards.

The flirty undertone was subtle, woven into the fabric of their competitive friendship. A compliment on a smart play from Austin, a light touch on the arm from Myra when she explained a rule, Cole’s exaggerated complaints about them ganging up on him. It was all in fun, Myra reasoned. It was just the chemistry of three people who got along surprisingly well.

As the afternoon wore on, they dug out a battered box of Uno. The simple game descended into chaos, with Austin deploying Draw Fours with military precision and Cole resorting to ridiculous bluffing. Myra found herself laughing until her sides ached, the last vestiges of her initial reluctance gone. In a lull, Cole stretched his arms above his head.

“Man, all this sitting. We should use that hot tub tonight. It’s been steaming away out there all day, taunting us.”

Before Myra could even respond, Austin was on his feet, the decision made. “Yes, absolutely! Let’s hit it up now. Best idea you’ve had all day.”

The sudden, commanding shift in the mood was jarring but effective. The game was instantly forgotten.

“Okay then,” Cole said, laughing at Austin’s abruptness. “Race you to change. Last one in has to bring out the drinks!” He dashed for the bedroom.

Austin was already heading for the stairs to the loft, calling over his shoulder, “You’re on! I’ll be in the water before you’ve found your trunks.”

Myra followed Cole into their bedroom, closing the door behind her. The playful energy from the living room seemed to amplify in the private space, crackling between them. Cole was already pulling his shirt over his head.

“He’s a man of action, huh?” Myra said, starting to unbutton her own flannel.

“Always has been,” Cole said, his voice muffled by fabric before his head popped out. He tossed his shirt aside and pulled her to him, his hands settling on her hips. “You having fun?”

“I am,” she said, and it was the complete truth. “It’s... better than I thought.”

“Told you,” he murmured, his lips finding hers in a kiss that was warm and tasted of the afternoon’s laughter. It was a kiss of shared triumph, of a problem solved, of a weekend redeemed. His hands slid under the flannel, his palms warm against the skin of her lower back.

She kissed him back, melting into the familiar feel of him, the solid reality of her boyfriend. The faint, confusing pull she’d felt toward Austin moments before seemed silly now, a phantom impulse drowned out by the real and present desire for the man in front of her. They broke apart, breathless, foreheads touching.

“We should hurry,” Myra whispered, a smile in her voice. “Or he really will be in there alone.”

“Let him wait,” Cole said, but he was already stepping back, reaching for his swim trunks. Myra turned to find her own bikini, the ghost of his kiss still on her lips, the promise of the steamy, bubbling water just outside beckoning them all.
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Chapter 5: Build Up
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The steamy embrace of the water was instant and total, a shocking counterpoint to the bite of the cold air on her shoulders. Myra sank into the bubbling heat with a grateful sigh, the jets churning around her. Through the veil of rising vapour, she saw Cole and Austin already settled on the opposite bench, their torsos glistening.

“Took you long enough,” Cole teased, his smile lazy in the steam. “We were about to send a search party.”

“I was getting the drinks you so gallantly volunteered me for,” Myra shot back, settling onto the submerged bench between them. She handed a cold bottle of local IPA to each of them before twisting the cap off her own.

“Ah, right. The penalty. My bad,” Cole said, not sounding sorry at all. He took a long swig. “Worth the wait.”

Myra had felt a flicker of hesitation back in the bedroom, holding the small, cobalt blue bikini she’d packed for a romantic getaway. It was undeniably sexy—cut high on the hip, with a plunging neckline. It wasn't that she was insecure; she had a good figure and had worn far skimpier suits on public beaches without a second thought. But this was different. This was an intimate, enclosed space with her boyfriend and a man who was, by the hour, becoming less of a stranger and more of a compelling, magnetic presence. For a second, she considered digging for the more conservative one-piece she used for laps. Then she shrugged off the doubt. She liked the suit. Cole had picked it out for her. There was no reason to hide.

Walking from the cabin to the tub, the cold air pebbling her skin, she’d felt their eyes on her. It wasn’t a stare, but a swift, assessing glance that both men expertly masked behind gestures of reaching for their beers or adjusting the jets. It was the male glance—quick, visceral, and hastily covered with plausible deniability. They’re just happy about the beer, she told herself, slipping into the water and feeling a surge of confidence as the heat enveloped her. The brief exposure was over, and now they were just three friends in a hot tub.

The afternoon melted into a hazy, liquid dream. The combination of the scorching water and the cold, hoppy beer was disorienting in the best way. Time lost its shape. Conversation ebbed and flowed with the steam.

Austin, she learned, was a surprisingly funny storyteller when lubricated by alcohol and relaxation. He told a self-deprecating tale about a training exercise gone comically wrong, his deep voice a warm rumble that vibrated through the water. Myra found herself laughing easily, her head tipped back against the rim of the tub, the sky softening into a pale, late-afternoon gold.

The flirting, which had been a subtle game of cards all afternoon, now soaked into the steam around them. It grew heavier, bolder, buoyed by the beer and the newfound familiarity between the three of them.

When Myra made a witty remark about Cole’s inability to barbecue, Austin chuckled. “See? She’s got your number, man. Sharp as a tack.” His foot, a large, pale shape beneath the churning bubbles, brushed against hers accidentally. Or not so accidentally. He didn’t move it away for a long moment.

Later, as Cole got out with a dramatic shiver to fetch a fresh round, his skin glowing red in the cold, Austin watched him go before turning his gaze to Myra. The steam curled between them. “You’re good for him,” he said, his tone losing its usual sardonic edge. “He seems... settled. Happy.”

“Thank you,” Myra said, feeling a flush that had nothing to do with the hot water. “I think I am. Good for him, I mean.”

“I know you are,” Austin said, and took a drink, his eyes holding hers over the bottle.

When Cole returned, the dynamic shifted again. The playful jabs took on a new charge. A compliment from Austin on Myra’s competitive streak felt less like camaraderie and more like an intimate observation. Her light swat at Cole’s arm for splashing her lingered a second too long. Cole himself seemed to be the ringleader, egging them both on, revelling in the vibrant, charged energy between his girlfriend and his best friend. He’d wink at Myra after Austin paid her a compliment, as if to say, See? I told you he’d like you.

As the final beer of the round was consumed, a comfortable, beer-saturated silence fell. The only sounds were the relentless gurgle of the jets and the sigh of the wind in the pines. Cole was nestled in one corner, eyes closed. Myra floated in the middle, weightless. Austin occupied the other corner, his muscular arms spread along the rim.

It was Austin who broke the quiet, his voice a low, smooth drawl that cut through the steam and the drowsy atmosphere. He was looking straight at Myra, a slow, unmistakably wicked smirk spreading across his face.

“Y’know,” he said, the words perfectly measured. “With you in that suit, Myra, it’s getting real hard to remember whose girlfriend you are.”

The words hung in the steamy air, too blunt to be a joke, too loaded to ignore. They weren't flirty. They were inappropriate. A line, not just approached, but crossed with deliberate, smirking confidence.

Myra’s breath caught. Her eyes instantly flicked to Cole, a reflex. This was the moment. This was where her boyfriend would sit up, laugh it off uncomfortably, or tell his friend to back the hell off. This was where he’d defend the boundary, assert his place, protect the sanctity of their weekend—of their relationship.

Cole opened his eyes. He’d heard it. He looked from Austin’s smirk to Myra’s flushed, startled face. He opened his mouth as if to speak... and then he didn’t. He just gave a soft, slow chuckle, shook his head as if Austin was just being his incorrigible self, and closed his eyes again, sinking a little deeper into the water. He let it go. He let it hang there, a tantalizing, dangerous idea floating in the hot tub with them.

He didn’t mind. Or he didn’t want to make a scene.

A rush of heat flooded Myra that had nothing to do with the jets. It was a confusing cocktail of shock, an illicit thrill at the raw compliment, and a sudden, profound uncertainty about the man she thought she knew. The blush burned its way from her chest up to her cheeks. She looked down into the churning, bubbling water, but all she could see was Cole’s passive smile and Austin’s victorious, knowing smirk reflected in her mind.

The world outside the tub—the cold, the pines, the sensible reality of her life—seemed to vanish. There was only this steamy, intimate box, the pounding of her own heart in her ears, and a question now hanging in the air, more potent than any steam.

What if he didn’t mind at all?
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Chapter 6: Attracted
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Part of her—a secret, shocking part she immediately tried to disown—hadn’t minded the comment either. That was the terrifying thought that greeted Myra as the heavy silence stretched on. The blush on her cheeks wasn’t just from embarrassment; it was from a thrill that had shot through her, electric and undeniable, before her rational mind could catch up. She was horrified at herself. And now, she was horrified at Cole’s passive smile. Their mirrored inaction felt like a confession.

The awkwardness didn’t dissipate; it transmuted. It became a new, palpable energy in the water. Austin’s smirk softened into something more contemplative as he watched her. Cole, eyes still closed, seemed to be pretending to be more asleep than he was. Myra focused on her breathing, on the sensation of the bubbles against her skin, on anything but the two men sharing the water with her.

After a few minutes, Austin moved. It wasn’t dramatic. He simply shifted on the bench, the water sloshing gently, and closed the gap between them by a foot. He was now within easy reach. Myra stiffened, her eyes darting to Cole, who remained a motionless silhouette in the corner, his head tilted back.

Under the cover of the churning, opaque bubbles, she felt a touch on her thigh. It was deliberate. Austin’s hand, large and warm, settled just above her knee. Her breath hitched. It wasn’t aggressive, but it was impossibly intimate. She froze, her mind racing. Cole will see. He’ll open his eyes and see his best friend’s hand on my leg and this will all explode.

She glanced at Cole. Nothing. His chest rose and fell steadily.

Austin’s thumb began to move, a slow, gentle stroking motion on her sensitive skin. A jolt, equal parts panic and pure sensation, shot through her. She should swat his hand away. She should say something. But the words died in her throat, choked by the terrifying, thrilling reality of it, and by Cole’s apparent oblivion. Maybe he really doesn’t see.

But then Cole shifted. He lifted his head, blinking slowly as if waking, and looked across the tub. His gaze travelled from Myra’s tense face, down into the bubbling water where the outline of Austin’s arm was faintly visible, leading to where his hand rested on her. Myra’s heart hammered against her ribs. This is it. Now he stops it.

Cole’s eyes met Austin’s. There was a silent communication—a raised eyebrow from Cole, a slight, questioning tilt of Austin’s head. Cole’s gaze then returned to Myra, searching her face not for anger, but for... permission? For a reaction. He saw her shock, her confusion, but he also saw she hadn’t moved Austin’s hand.

And he did nothing. He gave the faintest, almost imperceptible shrug, a ghost of a smile, and leaned his head back again, closing his eyes. The sanction was silent, but absolute.

Myra felt the world tilt. The rules were gone. Austin, emboldened, slid closer until their legs were touching along their full length. His hand drifted higher on her thigh, his touch growing more confident. Myra’s body was a traitor, warming to his touch even as her mind screamed in confusion. She kept looking at Cole, a silent plea in her eyes. When will you stop this? What are you thinking? But Cole just watched through half-lidded eyes, his expression one of fascinated arousal.

The escalation continued. Austin’s fingertips traced the line of her hip, dipping beneath the elastic of her bikini bottom. Myra flinched, a small, involuntary sound escaping her lips. His other hand came up out of the water, trailing droplets, and his fingers lightly traced the lacy edge of her bikini top where it curved against her breast.

That was it. The line into undeniable, physical trespass.

“Cole,” she said, her voice a shaky whisper that nonetheless cut through the steam. Both men stilled. She looked directly at her boyfriend, her eyes wide with disbelief and a building storm of emotion. “You’re just going to allow this?”

Cole’s cheeks flushed a deep red, but he didn’t look away. He swallowed, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “As long as you’re okay with it, it’s fine by me,” he said, his voice hoarse. “Otherwise it’ll stop. Right now.”

She was blown away. The confirmation was worse than the suspicion. He was consenting. On her behalf. The bizarre, shared responsibility of it left her reeling.

“Have you... have you two planned this?” she stammered, looking back and forth between them, the world narrowing to their three faces in the steam.

“No,” they said in unison, Austin’s voice firm, Cole’s earnest.

“Then what are we doing, Cole?” Myra pressed, needing to hear him say it, to make the surreal real with words.

Cole ran a wet hand through his hair, exhaling a cloud of steam. He looked utterly vulnerable, and utterly aroused. “Honestly?” he said, meeting her gaze. “You’re both pretty hot. Together. It’s... it’s kind of turning me on.” He said it like a shameful confession, but his eyes were blazing.

Myra stared, her mind blank. All the flirtation, the charged looks, Cole’s passive encouragement—it clicked into a terrifying, exhilarating new picture.

Seeing her shell-shocked expression, Cole’s bravery seemed to finally show up. He looked at Austin, uncertainty finally creeping in. “Maybe... maybe we should back off. This is too much.”

Austin, reading the room, immediately began to withdraw his hands, his expression shifting to one of respectful retreat. “Yeah. Okay. Sorry, Myra.”

But as his touch started to leave her skin, a profound, desperate hunger surged up in Myra, cutting through the confusion. It was a hunger for the illicit thrill, for Cole’s shocking honesty, for the freedom of this shattered boundary. Before she could think, the words were out, soft but clear.

“It’s okay,” she heard herself say. She looked at Austin, then at Cole, her own desire mirroring the heat in their eyes. “You can touch me more.”

It was all the invitation needed. Austin closed the final distance between them in the water. His hands came up to cradle her face, and he looked at her for one last, questioning second. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod.

Then he kissed her.

It was nothing like Cole’s kisses. It was harder, more demanding, all contained power and searching intensity. Myra kissed him back, a moan escaping her as her hands came up to grip his solid shoulders. The world dissolved into sensation—the slick heat of his skin, the taste of beer and chlorine, the rough scrape of his stubble.

She was dimly aware of Cole watching them, his breath coming faster. There was no jealousy on his face, only rapt, hungry fascination. He moved closer, not to join, but to watch, his eyes filled with a desire that was entirely new to her.

How far would this go? The question hung in the steam, unanswered, terrifying, and irresistible. No one knew the other’s limits. There were no rules left to break, only uncharted territory.

The kiss deepened, becoming more exploratory, more heated. Austin’s hands slid from her face down her neck, over her shoulders, mapping her body through the thin, wet fabric with a reverence that belied his strength. Myra’s fingers tangled in his short hair. She felt Cole’s hand find hers under the water, lacing their fingers together in a silent show of solidarity, of shared complicity. It was a knot of three, bound by steam and desire and a line they had all just willingly crossed.

They stayed that way for a long time, clothed only in their swimsuits, the afternoon drawing long and turning the sky orange. The kissing was a language without words, speaking of attraction, of permission, and of a door that, once opened, could not be simply closed.
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Chapter 7: The Couch
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The kiss was a bridge, and once they crossed it, there was no going back to the safe, simmering tension of the water. The air outside the tub was a physical shock, a slap of cold that made Myra gasp into Austin’s mouth.

“Inside,” Austin murmured against her lips, the word more a vibration than a sound. It wasn’t a question. Myra and Cole, both caught in the same dizzying current, nodded mutely.

They climbed out, the winter air raising instant goosebumps on their wet skin. As Myra fumbled for her towel, Austin was there first. He grabbed it from the chair and, with a surprisingly tender motion, wrapped it tightly around her shoulders, his hands lingering for a moment to rub warmth into her arms. He gave her a small, genuine smile that made her stomach flip. It was a sweet, protective gesture in the middle of something so raw, and she found it disarmingly cute. “Thanks,” she whispered, her teeth beginning to chatter.

Cole watched, a towel slung low around his own hips, his expression still one of stunned, heated fascination. He seemed content to observe, to let this new dynamic play out.

They hurried through the sliding glass doors into the cabin’s great room, which felt oppressively hot and still after the cold deck. The fire had died to embers, casting the room in a dim, pulsating orange light. Austin took the towel from Myra’s shoulders and hung it neatly on a hook by the door. Then, without preamble, he stepped close behind her. His warmth radiated through her damp back. She felt his fingers at the clasp of her bikini top, nimble and sure. There was a soft snick, and the tension across her chest released. She shivered, but not from cold this time. She let the top fall forward into her hands, which she clasped loosely against her stomach.

His hands moved to her hips, his thumbs hooking under the sides of her bikini bottoms. He paused, his lips close to her ear. “Is this okay?” His breath was hot, his voice a low rasp that sent a fresh wave of heat through her.

She nodded, her throat too tight for words. “Yes,” she finally managed, the sound barely audible.

He eased the fabric down her legs, and she stepped out of it, kicking the small blue pile aside. Completely exposed now, she felt a surge of vulnerability that was immediately countered by the fierce, hungry look in Cole’s eyes as he watched from a few feet away. He was breathing through his mouth, his gaze devouring her.

Austin turned her to face him. For a second, they just looked at each other, the reality of what was happening solidifying in the space between them. Then he kissed her again, and this time it was a conflagration. It was all tongue and teeth and desperate, panting breaths. His hands were everywhere—cupping her face, gripping her waist, sliding down to grasp the backs of her thighs. She kissed him back with equal ferocity, her hands roaming over the hard planes of his chest and shoulders, feeling the powerful muscles coil and shift under his skin.

As they kissed, she pressed against him, and she felt it—the hard, thick length of him straining against the wet fabric of his swim trunks. It was an insistent, undeniable pressure against her lower stomach. A jolt of pure, carnal anticipation shot through her. Without breaking the kiss, her hands drifted down, her fingers fumbling with the knot of his drawstring.

He understood. With a gruff sound, he broke the kiss long enough to shove the trunks down his powerful thighs in one impatient motion, kicking them away. He stood before her, fully erect, and Myra’s breath caught. He was... substantial. Thick and impressively long, the sight both intimidating and intensely arousing. A low, involuntary sound escaped her.

Austin saw her reaction and a slow, confident grin spread across his face. He took her hand. “C’mere.”

He led her the few steps to the large, plush sectional couch. With a gentle pressure on her shoulders, he guided her down onto her back. The rough fabric of the couch was a strange contrast to her sensitized skin. He knelt on the floor between her legs, his gaze dark and focused. He hooked his hands under her knees, spreading her wider. Then, with a tenderness that belied the fierce desire on his face, he lifted her right leg, bending it at the knee and holding her calf against his shoulder, opening her completely to him.

He leaned forward, his eyes locked on hers. He spat once, decisively, onto his fingers, then guided the wetness to her centre, circling and teasing until she gasped, her hips arching off the couch. He was watching her face, reading every flicker of pleasure.

He repositioned himself, the broad head of his cock pressing against her. He looked from her blown-wide eyes to Cole, who had sunk into an armchair, watching with rapt, silent intensity. Austin’s grin turned wicked, a flash of white in the dim light.

“Ready?” he asked, the single word loaded, meant for both of them.

Myra could only nod, a frantic, desperate motion. Cole gave a tight, eager nod of his own, his knuckles white where he gripped the arms of his chair.

Austin didn’t wait. He pushed forward.

The stretch was immediate, profound, and breathtaking. Myra cried out, a sharp, guttural sound that echoed in the quiet cabin. He was filling her in a way she’d never experienced, a deep, burning fullness that stole the air from her lungs. He paused, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust, his own breath coming in harsh pants against her neck.

“Oh god,” she moaned, the words trembling. “Austin...”

That was all the encouragement he needed. 

“That’s it... Good girl,” he said, before he began to move.

It was a relentless, deep, pounding rhythm that shook her entire body. Each thrust was a deliberate, powerful claim, hitting a spot so deep within her it felt like he was touching her soul. The sounds that tore from her throat were uninhibited—loud, ragged moans, breathy screams of “Yes!”, and wordless cries that rose in pitch with his intensity. She clawed at his back, her legs wrapping around his waist to pull him even deeper, meeting every driving plunge with a roll of her own hips.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he grunted, his voice strained with effort. “Taking me so good... fuck...”

She was lost in a whirlwind of sensation. The slap of skin on skin, the creak of the couch, the animalistic sounds they were both making, and through it all, the dizzying knowledge of Cole’s heated gaze on them. It was the deepest, most overwhelming penetration of her life, a brutal, beautiful assault on her senses that coiled the pleasure tighter and tighter in her core but held the climax just agonizingly out of reach. She was climbing a peak that seemed to have no summit.

“Come on, baby,” Austin growled, his pace becoming frantic, pistoning into her with a force that drove the breath from her body. “Fucking take it. You know you want to.”

“Yes, yes I do,” she replied, before kissing him some more. “Keep giving it to me, please,” she begged.

“Oh fuck! Yeah, I love that!” Austin roared.

After several more deep thrusts, and quite a bit more moaning, Austin commanded:

“Come with me. Now.”

His command, the raw need in his voice, shattered the last of her control. The coil snapped. A seismic orgasm ripped through her, so powerful it was a white-hot pain of pure ecstasy. She screamed, her back bowing off the couch, her vision blurring as waves of intense pleasure pulsed through her, perfectly timed with his deep, final, shuddering thrusts.

He slammed into her one last time, burying himself deep with a roar that was more felt than heard. Before Myra knew it, Austin had pulled out and fired his load all over her. She felt the hot, sticky mess run down her wet stomach, an intimate claiming that sent another, smaller shockwave through her own fading tremors.

He collapsed forward, catching his weight on his forearms on either side of her head, both of them gasping, slick with sweat. He giggled, as he stayed kneeling between her legs, his spend dripping from her onto the couch cushion below. She couldn’t help but giggle, too.

In the heavy, breathless silence that followed, broken only by the crackle of the dying fire, Myra turned her head. Cole was still in the armchair, staring. His expression was one of pure, unvarnished awe.
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Chapter 8: Another Go
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The session had barely just finished, and they’d just caught their collective breaths.

Then, he said it. And with that same, seductive smile, nonetheless.

“Well? How about another go?” Austin asked the couple.

“Already? Are you serious?” Myra replied, wondering if it’d been a joke or if he was actually ready to go again.

“Completely serious,” Austin said with a grin.

“Okay, sure, we can do that.” Myra smiled back warmly. She was impressed by his resolve. With Cole they usually had to have at least a half-hour break.

Cole, still in the seat across from them, let out a low whistle of disbelief, but it was laced with admiration. “You’re a machine, man.” He pushed himself up, his earlier awe shifting into renewed curiosity. “But we’re not doing it on this couch again. It’s a... mess.”

Myra followed his gaze to the damp, crumpled towel and the distinct wet patch on the cushion. A fresh blush warmed her cheeks, part embarrassment, part pride.

Austin stood, stretching his powerful frame with a satisfied groan. He offered a hand to Myra, pulling her up from the couch with easy strength. “Your bed, then?” he asked Cole, his tone casual, as if suggesting they move to a different room for board games.

Cole’s eyes flicked to the closed bedroom door, then travelled upwards, following the line of the wooden staircase to the loft. A slow, intrigued smile spread across his face. “Actually... we haven’t even been up there yet. The loft. I think your bed is better.”

The idea hung in the air, charged with a new kind of intimacy. It was one thing to reclaim their living room; it was another to invade the private guest space, to meet in a territory that was, for this weekend, uniquely Austin’s.

“I’ll lead the way,” Austin said, his smile turning possessive.

They climbed the stairs in a silent, single-file procession—Austin first, Myra’s hand in tow, with Cole bringing up the rear. The wooden steps creaked under their weight. Myra felt Cole’s hand rest lightly on the small of her back, a point of familiar contact in the unfamiliar ascent.

Reaching the top, they all paused in the doorway.

“Whoa,” Cole breathed, the word full of genuine surprise.

The loft was stunning. It wasn’t just a room; it was a crow’s nest. The entire far wall was a steeply angled window looking down over the outdoors and the wall of forest beyond the windows. But the real magic was overhead: two large, clear skylights framed a swath of the night sky, where a dusting of stars was beginning to shine against the deep indigo. It felt expansive, powerful. It made one feel sort of like royalty up there, like the king of the castle.

The room itself was simple—a large, low platform bed dominated the space, neatly made with dark grey linens. Austin’s army duffel lay open in a corner, a few items of clothing folded with precise neatness beside it. The air smelled faintly of his clean, masculine soap.

Austin stepped aside, letting them enter his domain. Myra walked in, feeling like an explorer. She went to the window wall, placing her hands on the cool glass and looking down at the scene of their earlier adventures in the hot tub, the fairy lights now aglow outside. The perspective was dizzying, thrilling.

“This is incredible,” she said, turning back to the men.

Austin was watching her, leaning against the doorframe. “Best view in the house.” His gaze made it clear he wasn’t just talking about the forest.

Cole wandered over to the bed, giving the mattress an experimental press with his hand before sitting on the edge. He looked around, taking it in. “Yeah, we really should have snooped up here earlier. Sorry, man.”

“All good,” Austin said, pushing off the frame. He walked toward Myra, his steps quiet on the polished wood floor. The playful command from downstairs was gone, replaced by a more deliberate, simmering intensity. He stopped in front of her, cupping her face. “Glad you like it.”

He kissed her then, but it was different from the desperate, hungry kisses on the couch. This was slower, deeper, more exploratory. A kiss meant to savour, to learn. Myra melted into it, her hands coming to rest on his hips.

From the bed, Cole watched. He had stretched out on his side, propped up on an elbow, the picture of relaxed spectatorship. There was no tension in his posture, only a deep, captivated interest. He was giving them the stage.

Austin guided Myra backward until her knees hit the edge of the bed. She broke the kiss, looking down at Cole with a question in her eyes. Cole simply smiled and shifted over, patting the space beside him. “Plenty of room.”

Myra lay down, sinking into the surprisingly soft mattress. Austin followed, stretching out on her other side, boxing her in with their warmth. For a moment, they just lay there in a loose row, three bodies aligned under the vast, starry skylights, the sheer novelty of it holding them in a sweet, suspended silence.

Then Austin turned onto his side, facing her. His hand found her stomach, tracing idle, warm circles on her skin. He leaned in and kissed her shoulder, her collarbone, the side of her neck. Each kiss was a soft, teasing promise. Myra turned her head, finding his lips again for a slow, lingering kiss.

Cole mirrored the movement on her other side. He didn’t kiss her, but his fingers began to trace the line of her arm from shoulder to wrist, a gentle, grounding counterpoint to Austin’s more focused attention. He was watching them, his breath warm on her temple.

It was an exquisite, confusing tangle of sensation. The rough pad of Austin’s thumb circling her navel. The soft brush of Cole’s lips against her hair. The deep, searching texture of Austin’s kiss. The safe, familiar weight of Cole’s leg brushing against hers.

Myra let herself drift in it. Her hands were busy—one tangled in the short hair at the nape of Austin’s neck, the other seeking Cole’s hand behind her back, lacing their fingers together. The kissing grew deeper, hungrier, but remained contained, a slow burn rather than a blaze. Austin’s hand drifted higher, his palm skimming the underside of her breast, his thumb stroking the peak until it grew taut and sensitive, but he didn’t rush.

It was all teasing. A luxurious exploration of this new, three-sided geometry of desire. The potential for more thrummed in the air, as palpable as the starlight streaming down from the skylights. But for now, in the quiet of the loft, with the whole night stretching out before them, it was enough just to be here, tangled together, discovering the outlines of this new territory they had brazenly claimed.

How far would they go this time? The question was still there, but the urgency had melted away, replaced by a patient, mutual curiosity. For tonight, the answer was simple: they would go exactly as far as this bed would take them, one slow, teasing kiss at a time.
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Chapter 9: Pounded
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The loft was a cathedral of soft breaths and rustling sheets. Myra lay suspended between sensation and security, the rough pad of Austin’s thumb on her stomach, the gentle trace of Cole’s fingers on her arm. The kissing had deepened again, a slow, molten exchange that promised more without demanding it. Austin’s hand drifted up her ribcage, cupping the weight of her breast, his thumb circling, coaxing. A low moan vibrated in Myra’s throat, swallowed by his mouth.

It was Austin who broke the perfect, tangled symmetry. He pulled back just an inch, his lips hovering over hers, his breath hot and uneven. His dark eyes, glittering in the starlight, shifted over her shoulder to Cole.

“Cole,” he said, his voice a rough, quiet command that sliced through the haze. “The chair. I think you should move to the chair.”

Myra felt Cole go still behind her. There was a beat of uncertainty, a silent question hanging in the air. Then, with a soft exhalation that sounded like acceptance, Cole’s comforting weight lifted from the mattress. The bed shifted as he stood. Myra watched him over Austin’s shoulder, seeing the conflicted awe in his eyes, the rapid rise and fall of his chest. He didn’t speak. He simply walked the few steps to the plush armchair nestled in the corner near the foot of the bed and sank into it, a spectator once more, but now by explicit design.

The moment Cole was seated, Austin’s focus snapped back to her, intensifying, as if a switch had been flipped. The slow tease was over. He captured her mouth in a kiss that was pure, devouring possession. It was all tongue and teeth and desperate, shared air. One of his hands tangled in her hair, not painfully, but with a firm, anchoring grip that sent a fresh shock of submission straight to her core. The other hand slid down her side, over her hip, gripping the back of her thigh to hike her leg over his hip, dragging her centre flush against the hard, insistent ridge of his erection.

Myra gasped into the kiss, her hands flying to his shoulders, her nails digging into the dense muscle there. He was already hard again, impossibly so. The memory of his size, the profound stretch, bloomed hot and urgent between her legs. She rocked against him, a shameless, seeking motion, and he groaned, the sound raw and animal.

“That’s it,” he rasped against her lips, his own hips answering with a slow, grinding roll. “You remember. You want it.”

She couldn’t form words, could only nod frantically, her forehead pressed to his.

It wasn’t enough. With a growl of impatience, he rolled, pinning her beneath him. The weight of him was delicious, anchoring her to the bed. He kissed her again, deep and drugging, as his hand found its way between their bodies, his fingers sliding through her slickness with a gruff sound of approval.

“So wet for me,” he murmured, the words a hot brand against her neck. “Already fucking dripping.”

He positioned himself, the broad, blunt head of his cock pressing at her entrance. Myra’s eyes flew open, locking with his. In the dim light, his expression was fierce, triumphant, hungry. He pushed forward, a slow, inexorable invasion, and her breath hitched, then fled in a long, trembling moan as he filled her, stretching her beautifully, brutally open once more.

“Oh God... Austin...”

He began to move, setting a deep, piston-like rhythm that had her seeing stars. Each stroke was a claim, a perfect, devastating friction that coiled a tight, brilliant heat low in her belly. Her sounds were ragged, unfiltered—broken pleas and guttural cries that echoed in the quiet loft. “Yes... right there... don’t stop... please!”

From the chair, Cole watched, mesmerized. His earlier relaxed pose was gone. He was leaning forward, elbows on his knees, his face a mask of rapt, agonized arousal. His gaze was fixed on where their bodies joined, on the flex of Austin’s powerful back, on the helpless, ecstatic contortion of Myra’s features. He was biting his own knuckle, his own need evident in the tense line of his shoulders.

Austin drove into her, his pace relentless, the slap of skin on skin a rhythmic counterpoint to their harsh breathing. He was watching her face, studying every flicker of pleasure, every wince of overstimulation. “You love this, don’t you?” he grunted, his voice strained. “Taking all of me. Filling up my best friend’s girl.”

The words, so crude and true, sent another spiral of heat through her. She could only nod, her head thrashing on the pillow. His hand tightened in her hair, tilting her head back, exposing her throat. He kissed the column of it, then bit down gently on the tendon, making her cry out.

Just as the rhythm became hypnotic, just as she felt herself climbing towards a shattering peak, he stopped.

He pulled out of her completely.

Myra whimpered at the sudden, hollow emptiness, her body aching for the fullness he’d just denied her. Her eyes, glazed and desperate, found his.

“Get up,” he ordered, his voice leaving no room for question. He shifted off her, kneeling on the bed. “On your hands and knees. Now.”

A jolt of anticipation, sharp and electric, cut through the frustration. She’d wanted this, to feel him from behind, to be taken with that sense of primal urgency. Scrambling, weak-limbed, she pushed herself up, turning to present herself to him, her heart hammering against her ribs.

But Austin’s hands were on her before she could fully settle. They gripped her hips, not to pull her back, but to turn her. He rotated her body on the mattress until she was facing diagonally towards the foot of the bed—facing Cole.

The surprise stole her breath. Cole’s eyes widened, his knuckle falling from his mouth. He was now directly in her line of sight, barely six feet away, with a perfect, unobstructed view of everything.

Austin moved behind her. One large, warm hand landed possessively on the curve of her rear, giving it a firm, approving squeeze. The other smoothed up the knotted line of her spine. “Look at him,” Austin commanded, his voice a low rumble at her back. “Let him see you.”

Trembling, Myra lifted her gaze. Cole looked utterly wrecked. His lips were parted, his face flushed, his eyes dark pools of hunger and something akin to worship. He was staring at her, at the wanton picture she made, and the sheer intensity of his gaze was more intimate than any touch.

Then Austin entered her again.

This angle was different. Deeper. More invasive. The first thrust punched a sharp, breathy scream from her lungs. Her arms buckled, and she caught herself on her forearms, her back arching. “Fuck!”

Austin set a brutal, driving pace. He gripped her hips hard, fingers digging into her flesh, using his leverage to pull her back onto every thrust. The bed rocked violently with the force of it. Myra’s world narrowed to the slam of his body into hers, the burn of his grip on her skin, and Cole’s fever-bright eyes locked on hers.

Her sounds were continuous now—a stream of broken, filthy praise and mindless begging. “Yes! Harder! God, just like that... you feel so good... don’t stop, don’t ever stop!”

Cole was breathing in ragged sync with Austin’s thrusts, a silent, desperate participant. He mouthed her name. Myra.

Austin’s hand left her hip and balled into a fist in the hair at the nape of her neck. He didn’t yank, but the firm, controlling pull anchored her, arching her back further, exposing her more completely to Cole’s view. A fresh wave of submission crashed over her, and she moaned, long and loud.

“You see that?” Austin growled, his voice thick with effort, directed at Cole but spoken into the shell of Myra’s ear. “See how she takes it? See how fucking beautiful she is?”

Cole could only nod, a quick, jerky motion.

The marathon pace continued. Myra was trembling with exertion, hovering in a state of sustained, agonizing pleasure. She was hurtling towards climax, yet it remained just out of reach, chased by each powerful stroke but never caught. She was sobbing with the intensity of it, her muscles quivering, her pleas becoming incoherent.

Austin, too, was straining. His breathing was ragged, his thrusts becoming more frantic, less controlled. He was chasing his own end, and the focused predator was giving way to raw, unfiltered need.

His voice, when it came, was a roar that seemed to shake the skylights.

“TELL ME TO FILL HER UP!”

The command was shocking in its violence, its specificity. Myra froze beneath him, stunned into silence. The only sound was the wet slap of skin and their ragged breaths.

He did it again, hammering into her, his grip on her hair tightening. “TELL ME!” he bellowed at Cole, his body a relentless piston. “TELL ME TO FILL YOUR GIRL! SAY IT!”

Cole looked shell-shocked. He stared at Austin, at the primal, demanding beast he’d unleashed, then at Myra—vulnerable, claimed, waiting.

Austin’s thrusts became punishing, a final, desperate sprint. “FILL HER. LET ME FILL HER, COLE. GIVE ME THE WORD!”

The demand was absolute. It was a transfer of permission, a twisted gift. Myra saw the conflict war on Cole’s face—the shock, the possessiveness, the undeniable, dark thrill of it. His jaw worked. He looked into her eyes, saw the overwhelmed acceptance there, the trust that somehow still held.

His resolve cracked.

“Do it,” Cole said, the words a hoarse whisper. Then, louder, laced with his own desperate arousal: “Fill her up. Do it.”

It was the permission Austin needed. “Fuck yes!” Austin cried out, as he thrusted with both depth and vigor.

With a guttural, triumphant roar that was pure release, he slammed into Myra again and again, never fully pulling out. Each thrust felt rougher, more explosive than the last. She felt him pulse within her, a hot, liquid claiming that seemed to go on forever, wave after wave spilling deep inside her. The force of his climax, the sheer taboo of Cole’s sanctioned command, finally tipped her over the edge. A silent, searing orgasm ripped through her, milking him through her own violent tremors, her body convulsing around him as she collapsed onto her forearms, utterly spent.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of heaving breaths. Austin slumped over her, his weight a heavy, comforting blanket, his forehead resting between her shoulder blades.

Slowly, carefully, he withdrew. Myra felt the immediate, warm trickle escape her. Before she could move, Austin’s hands were on her again. He guided her to sit up, then turned her bodily, easing her to sit on the very edge of the bed, her legs dangling.

“Look,” Austin panted, nodding to Cole, his own chest still heaving.

Cole was already on his knees in front of her, his eyes wide, his expression one of awestruck reverence. From between her thighs, a thick, pearlescent trickle had begun to escape, tracing a slow, deliberate path down her inner thigh. More followed, a testament to the sheer volume of Austin’s release inside her.

Austin stood beside the bed, a conqueror surveying his work, a satisfied, utterly male smile on his swollen lips. Cole reached out, his fingers hovering, not touching, just watching the evidence of the most primal transaction of their lives.

Myra sat there, trembling, utterly exposed in every way possible. The physical sensation was overwhelming. The emotional ground had vanished beneath her feet. She looked from Cole’s rapt face to Austin’s proud, smouldering gaze.

The cabin was silent. The forest outside was silent. The only things that existed were the three of them, the cooling wetness on her skin, and the profound, irreversible line they had just crossed together, in the most explicit way imaginable.
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Chapter 10: Pleasant Goodbyes


[image: ]


The cabin stood silent, holding the ghost of their heat in its sun-warmed beams. By late Sunday afternoon, it was just a space again—a beautiful, empty rental waiting for its next guests. Their bags were by the door, the fridge empty, the towels piled in the laundry bin. The only evidence of the weekend was a faint, lingering scent of woodsmoke and, if you knew where to look, a faint damp spot on the loft rug that had stubbornly refused to dry.

The memory of last night hung in the air between them, a palpable thing. After the seismic event in the loft, a strange, quiet calm had descended. Austin had been the one to break the silence, clapping Cole on the shoulder with a gruff, “Time for a shower,” before disappearing into the bathroom himself. The water had run for a long time.

Later, in the dark of their own bedroom, Myra had reached for Cole. It wasn’t about passion, but about connection, about finding their way back to a familiar shore after being swept out to sea. She’d pulled him close, her mouth slowly, tenderly reminding him that he was hers, and she was his. He’d trembled under her attention, his fingers stroking her hair, his release a quiet, grateful sigh in the dark. She’d done a good job. It had felt like a necessary period at the end of a chaotic, run-on sentence.

Now, standing in the gravel driveway under a pale winter sun, it was time for goodbyes.

Austin’s borrowed truck was already idling, a plume of exhaust hanging in the crisp air. He looked the same as he had on Friday night—solid, contained, the sharp lines of his jaw clean-shaven. But he was different to them now. A known quantity. A shared secret.

“Drive safe, man,” Cole said, stepping forward first. They clasped hands, but it quickly turned into a brief, back-slapping hug. Cole’s flush was subtle, a redness at the tips of his ears and along his neck. It was the blush of a man who had seen his own boundaries dissolve and wasn’t quite sure how to reassemble them in front of the person who’d witnessed it.

“Will do. You too,” Austin said, his voice easy. He turned to Myra.

“Well,” he said, and for the first time, she saw a flicker of something unreadable in his confident eyes—not doubt, but a kind of acknowledging solemnity. He opened his arms.

Myra stepped into the hug. It was firm, warm, his familiar soap and male scent enveloping her. Her own flush was different—a heat that spread across her chest and cheeks. It was the visceral memory of his weight, his hands, his voice in her ear. It was the shocking intimacy of what they’d done, now distilled into this socially acceptable embrace. She felt both incredibly close to him and infinitely far away.

“Thanks for everything, Myra,” he murmured, his breath stirring her hair. The ‘everything’ hung between them, vast and explicit.

“You’re welcome,” she managed, her voice soft. “Travel safe.”

He released her, gave them both a final, steady nod, and climbed into the truck. He didn’t look back as he eased down the long driveway, the sound of the engine fading until it was swallowed by the forest.

Silence rushed in to fill the space he left behind.

Wordlessly, Cole and Myra got into their SUV. Cole started the engine, the familiar sound a comfort. He reversed, turned, and began the slow crawl down the bumpy dirt road toward the main highway, the cabin disappearing behind the pines.

For several minutes, neither spoke. The landscape rolled by, a blur of white and green and grey. The tension began to seep away, replaced by a weary, shared understanding.

“So,” Cole said finally, his eyes on the winding road. “That was a thing.”

Myra let out a breath she didn’t know she’d been holding. It turned into a small, incredulous laugh. “Yeah. It was a thing.”

“I liked... a lot of it,” he ventured, glancing at her. “The hot tub. The games. Just... hanging out with him again.”

“Me too,” Myra said, and realized it was true. The camaraderie had been real, before it had turned into something else. “He’s... a good guy.”

“He is.” Cole reached across the centre console, his hand finding hers. He laced their fingers together, his thumb rubbing over her knuckles. “Thank you,” he said, his voice thick with sincerity. “For being so... game. For not freaking out. For... you know. Last night.”

She squeezed his hand. “Thank you for being honest. Even when it was scary.”

He brought their joined hands to his lips and kissed her fingers.

They drove in comfortable silence for another mile, the events of the weekend playing like a vivid film behind their eyes, no longer stressful, just... there. A part of their history now.

Myra looked over at his profile, the familiar set of his jaw, the way he bit his lip in concentration on the uneven road. A question, the only one that really mattered, rose to the surface.

“So,” she said softly. “You’re not mad at me?”

Cole’s head turned sharply. His expression was one of pure, unfeigned surprise. “Mad? God, no. Myra, no.” He shook his head, his gaze returning to the road, his grip on her hand tightening. “I’m... I’m glad we tried it. It was intense. Wild. But I’m glad we know... what that’s like. Together.”

He paused, choosing his next words carefully. “But I think... next time he’s in town? Maybe it’s just dinner. Or beers. Or just a regular hangout. Nothing too crazy.” He glanced at her again, a hint of vulnerability in his brown eyes. “If that’s okay. I don’t want you to be... disappointed.”

A warm, full feeling blossomed in Myra’s chest. It was relief, and love, and a deep sense of rightness. He was drawing a new boundary, not out of fear or regret, but out of care—for her, for them, for the friendship they all now shared. He was integrating the experience, not letting it define them.

She smiled, a real, easy, sun-through-clouds smile. She leaned over and pressed a soft kiss to his shoulder. Then she tilted her head up and placed another on the corner of his jaw as he drove.

“Cole,” she said, her voice light and sure. “That is completely fine with me.”

He let out a long, slow breath, a final release of the weekend’s strange magic. A smile touched his lips. He lifted their joined hands and kissed hers once more.

The SUV reached the end of the dirt road and turned onto the smooth, paved highway, pointing south towards the city, towards home, towards their ordinary, wonderful life together. The winter sun, low in the sky, gilded the snow in the ditches with a warm, forgiving light. They drove on, hand in hand, the road ahead clear and open.
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js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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