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Chapter One

◆◆◆

“He’s a fucking cum bag.”

I laughed so loud, almost spitting out my coffee, because she had to be joking. When I saw that Jodie was serious, I set my cup on the scratched veneer of a tired café table that separated us.

"I think you mean he's a fucking scumbag, Jodie, but I don't understand why you would call your husband that. What did Brad do?"

"Nope. I know what I meant. Brad is a cum bag. He's not even remotely a scumbag. My husband is a very decent man, as you well know, having dated him before me.”

"Are you saying he's full of cum?"

"Yes."

“Well, I can agree with that for the reasons you mention. He has stamina in bed, that’s for sure.”

I giggled at my oldest friend even though the joke seemed odd, but by the look on her face, Jodie was using humor to get onto the subject she really wanted to discuss.

"That man will fuck me eight times a night, every night, dropping a thick load deep inside my pussy every time."

"That's an extraordinary thing to say between girlfriends, Jodie, especially considering my shared past with both of you. What the fuck is going on with you?”

Jodie was my best friend and had been for years. I sat opposite her in Bean Cafe, glad nobody was near us. I studied her carefully, worried by the tension rippling through her face. When she’d called last night and asked to meet urgently, I was surprised; now, I was deeply concerned for her state of mind.

Jodie clammed up and looked troubled, probably a result of my not taking whatever she had on her mind seriously.

"You won't find answers in your coffee, Jodie. Why not try being honest with me?"

"Honestly? I need your help to keep my husband."

"In what way can I help?"

"I want you to sleep with him."

"Holy fuck, why?"

I was shocked, my heart thumped like a bass drum joining the climax of Ravel’s Bolero, and my eyes darted around the cafe, making sure there was no chance we were overheard. Emily was busy with customers, and they were nowhere near. Jodie had placed us in the far corner of my favorite coffee haunt - now I knew why.

Our conversation had progressed into the absolutely bizarre. My best friend stared desolately at me, tears welling in her eyes, her lips tightly closed, almost a squiggle because they were contorted. As she leaned forward to whisper, I saw Jodie was overcome by her emotions.

"My husband will leave me otherwise."

"Why would Brad leave you, honey? What happened?”

"I cheated on him. More than a few times as well."

I sat back in my soft leather chair, holding a baby bump almost six months big, my second baby in a year. Jodie and I had dated in high school, where we were shunned for being lesbians. I’d also dated Brad after College, and we’d fucked like rabbits just as my friend described until he fell for her, and I stepped aside to facilitate the course of their true love.

Jodie wiped a few tears off her cheeks, sniffing dolefully, before lifting her half-drunk coffee. I considered her proposition, shook my head, ridding it of memories that were highly inappropriate given the tense moment we shared.

“Me fucking Brad doesn’t solve your problem, Jodie. Not even as a punishment for your infidelity.”

“We think it will. Your husband is gone, Ciara. What will you do next?”

"I can't let go of Jack so easily.”

"He's dead, and all you have are some medals that will tarnish over time, enough money to last a lifetime, and no love."

"That's harsh, and honestly, I didn't meet you to discuss my life. You asked me here to help you, although what you want from me is very odd.”

I didn’t want to discuss my future because Jack’s death in military service was still raw. How could I move on with a baby, not even one year old, and another on the way? Jodie’s question felt annoying, and her logic was intrusive.

"Living with us works for you, too. You'd have a built-in childminder service."

“Oh fuck! So I’m moving in with you and Brad now?”

“Why not?”

"And I suppose I’d have a fuck buddy on tap in your husband, my ex-boyfriend?”

"Something like that, Ciara."

I shook my head, studying Jodie carefully, convinced she was having a break from reality. She seemed emotional, her trembling bottom lip, fingers drumming the table, and disco knee bouncing around like a 1970s JohnTravolta confirmed it. But she didn’t appear to be crazy.

"Me fucking your husband would be a very extreme and last resort for you trying to save your marriage. Oh, and while we’re on the subject of infidelity, namely his and mine, why the fuck did you cheat?"

“I needed a girl.”

“Ahh, okay… it’s still fucking cheating though.”

"I know, but Ciara, what the fuck else should I do?"

"I don't know."

I folded my arms, unprepared to acquiesce or further the discussion. Jodie baked in her shame. I felt the pain she'd undoubtedly endured after being discovered by Brad, but I couldn't imagine why she'd ask me to sleep with her husband.

"Brad won't ever sleep with me again unless you make love to him first, Ciara."

"It's just such an odd request, babe. Why me?"

"You and he used to fuck a lot, then you stepped aside and have stayed away from him, which I appreciate. I need someone I can trust my husband with to level the score."

"To fuck him? I mean, isn’t that the opposite of trust? You're talking about sharing the guy you married.”

"There can be a bond of trust between us, Ciara. I wouldn't get jealous of you."

"Yeah, but-."

"I have no fucking choice in this matter, Ciara. I cheated one time too often, and now my marriage is on the line."

She snapped, and I saw her irritation. Jodie was reaching her emotional boiling point, and I knew aggravating her would only end in more tears.

I felt weirdly excited because, at times, in my fantasies I had imagined what fucking Brad again felt like. Jack and I had been discreet swingers, enjoying twice-monthly overnight swaps with like-minded couples so long as we weren't trying for a baby.

We even fucked other partners while I was pregnant because I was considered something of a prize on the swinging circuit. You wouldn’t believe how many guys love fucking someone else’s pregnant wife.

I wasn't sure whether Jodie knew Jack and I had been fucking other couples.

"So you're adamant that Brad gets to fuck another woman?"

"Not just fuck once, Ciara. He would have her whenever he wanted if she were okay with that.”

“But why a permanent arrangement?”

“To control my behavior.”

"So you want another woman who lives in your house, making love to your husband to keep you in check, and you want that woman to be me?"

"In a nutshell… yes."

"Whew, that's a big ask, honey. And… forgive me, but it’s a fucking considerable risk to you.”

“Why is it risky?”

“If you pick the wrong partner, she could steal Brad.”

“That’s why I want you, Ciara.”

“I don’t know what to say.”

I sighed long and loud, doing the mental gymnastics that applied to the sleazy proposition my friend made. I had no love interest on the horizon, no intention of looking for love or lust, because my sole focus was on my children.

"You're pregnant and nursing a baby, Ciara. Brad and I can offer you support, a home, and plenty of love."

"It's sounding weirder by the minute. How will this work in a practical sense?”

"The three of us work out a bedroom roster. Brad will probably want to make love to you at least twice a week. Are you getting any sex at the moment, Ciara?”

I stared indignantly at her, mostly because I didn’t like the answer I would give if being honest. I leaned forward as far as my pregnancy bump would allow and whispered through clenched teeth.

"I'm so fucking horny these days because of my hormones. I'm using my vibrator every night."

We giggled, and Jodie looked around the cafe, finally realizing how far into taboo land we'd strayed. When I sat back, I considered Brad and wondered why was he so intent on fucking me when he could have another woman he’d never slept with.

“This doesn’t sound like the Brad I dated years ago, Jodie.”

“People keep secrets. I do, Brad does, you and Jack did.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“I know about you guys being swingers.”

“Ah, I see.”

“We’re surprised you never asked us to swap.”

“We discussed it many times, Jodie, but we bottled out every time we came close to asking because our friendship with you guys was so important.”

She smiled wistfully, possibly rueing a missed opportunity. Jack was a gorgeous man, ripped, tall, and well hung, as was Brad.

“Can I ask, Ciara… did Jack want to fuck me?”

“Yeah, very much.”

“I wish he had.”

“Me too. We loved swinging.”

Jodie nodded and smiled, seeming much more relaxed. My past sexual history with Brad and my firned and the fact Jack had wanted to fuck her served almost as icebreakers to our unconventional conversation.

“Why, Ciara?”

“Why, what?”

“Why did your husband want to fuck me?”

“Because you and I did… a few times… remember?”

“Oh yes… I remember all too well.”

“Jack wanted to fuck us together.”

"I wouldn't mind you fucking Brad every day so long as I could sleep with him at least half the time, and he’d still make love to me as well.”

“That kinda makes you a cuckquean babe.”

I let that percolate through Jodie’s mind as she trembled excitedly. I had to admit, my panties were damp, and my solid nipples that were covered by nursing pads leaked milk from heavy, swollen breasts.

Jodie’s nostrils flared, her breathing quickened, and her breast heaved as she struggled to control herself. My body empathized with her and I felt deeply aroused, my slick, tight pussy feeling desperate for cock.

"I can't believe I'm considering this, Jodie.”

“I’m pleased that you are. Many people are opting for different kinds of marriages these days. Brad and I want to open ours up.”

Brad was childminding my baby, Sara, and time was getting on, so I hinted at that, glancing at my watch.

“I only left enough milk in your fridge for one feed, Jodie, and honestly, I am bursting right now.”

"Yeah… we need to go."

As we stood to leave and I gathered my things, I felt a soaking, sticky wetness in my gusset - far more than the dampness of a moment ago. During my last internal examination, the nurse had completely shaved off my pubic bush, so the creamy coating soaking through my cotton panties clung firmly to my shaven, swollen petals.

Something important occurred to me, and I had to ask.

"Does Brad know we're having this discussion?”

"Yes. He's fully on board with whatever you and I decide.”

"Going back to your house and seeing Brad will be awkward now then.”

"Let's hear what he says on the matter, Ciara."

"Are you fucking serious?"

"Why not? You've suddenly changed your mind about my idea. I can tell. I can smell a hot, damp pussy this close up honey, don’t lie.”

"I haven't changed my mind."

“Oh, come on. You're considering my proposal, Ciara; please don't fucking lie to me."

I didn't answer her because it was true that I was considering Jodie's idea. A week into his deployment to Afghanistan, Jack died, and a month later, I discovered my new pregnancy.

I had no emotional rock and felt desperately lonely.

My baby was definitely Jack's because we'd abstained from swinging three months before he left, about two weeks before Sara was born. I came off birth control a little too early to rest my body while he was deployed.

Being a widow and breastfeeding a four-month-old baby, then finding out I was a month pregnant was emotionally distressing. 

When we arrived at their home, Brad looked almost as embarrassed as I was. I knew him well enough to see he was uncomfortable about Jodie’s idea. He grinned awkwardly, handed me a coffee, and trapped me in the kitchen with both of them.

"Sara slept throughout."

"She didn't wake once?"

"Nope. She's an Angel."

"Yeah."

I gushed with new-momma enthusiasm for anyone flattering my baby. As I studied the couple, I saw none of the angst one might expect when someone cheats on another. Brad stared at me wide-eyed, his breathing elevated, his cheeks bright crimson.

I couldn’t help but instinctively glance down and see his solid erection tenting his pants. Then I panicked and glanced up, eyeballing him, fear dancing in my eyes and on my face, lust filling his.

"Did Jodie mention our proposal, Ciara?"

I eyed him suspiciously because something was off. Brad was being too forward for my liking.

"Umm… yeah."

“And what do you think about it?”

“It’s very odd.”

“We slept together before, and you dated Jodie in school.”

“Yeah, but she and I only fooled around a few times, whereas you and I made love every day for six months.”

“Yes, we did.”

I cringed and furrowed my brow when they both caught me staring at Brad’s crotch again. It was instinct because I’d had flashbacks to when he and I fucked. I knew his cock well and had enjoyed it. Jodie and I had fondled and finger fucked each other plenty, but only made love a few times and it wasn’t very practicied since we were both new.

“Hold on a minute, Brad… why did you mention Jodie and me?”

Brad looked surprised, and his head snapped from one of us to the other. Jodie winced, and I knew something else was going on. My heart pounded as though wolves were cornering me. My breathing labored, and I wrapped my unborn baby protectively with both hands.

I glanced between the pair of them, having had an epiphany.

“What the fuck is going on, Jodie?”

“What’s the matter?”

“You both want to fuck me.”

Jodie stared down at the oak wooden plank flooring for a few seconds longer than denial could take, then looked at me.

“Yes.”

“Wow… fucking, wow!”

Sara woke crying, so I fetched her from the spare bedroom, where Brad had put her down. When I went to the fridge to warm her milk bottle, I got the shock of my life. I waved an empty bottle in their faces.

“What the fuck happened to Sara’s milk, Brad?”

“Oh my… I’m sorry. I couldn’t, I mean-.”

I stared at him blankly, reeling from the shock of the fact that he must have drunk my breastmilk. Then, I glanced at my coffee and theirs.

“For fuck’s sake Brad, it’s not in the coffee, is it?”

“Sorry.”

“What the fuck… did you drink my breastmilk?”

“Not all of it.”

“Jesus, Brad, there’s a teaspoon left.”

Sara was screaming, so I sat on a sofa, opened my blouse, breastfeeding flap, and she quickly attached to my nipple, clearly very hungry. My breasts were full and tight, so the relief my daughter gave me was palpable. Brad stared away while I processed what he’d done and the possible reasons why.

Jodie kneeled before me, holding my free hand, eyeballing me.

“I lied to you, Ciara.”

“Oh fuck.”

Sara’s breastfeeding released oxytocin that flooded my reproductive organs, which relaxed and further aroused me, regardless of whether I wanted it or not. I felt tiny, pleasurable contractions in my uterus that made me sexually daring as I started playing their game. Gradually, I made sure more of my silken, blue-veined milky breast was revealed, secretly enjoying how much Brad loved glancing.

He joined his wife, sitting less than a meter away from me.

“Jodie has never cheated on me, Ciara.”

“Why the fuck did she say that she had then?”

“It was a premise concocted, rather stupidly. I realize that now. We wanted to have a conversation about us three getting together.”

“What did you just say?”

I blinked and looked at Brad in shock, then at Jodie, utterly amazed. The gravity and substance of what my friend had been driving at suddenly got very real, and I understood what was happening. My body was highly aroused because I am one of a tiny number of women for whom breastfeeding exceeds a usual pleasure standard, frequently activating tiny orgasms.

Jodie and Brad looked at me with undying love, and I knew precisely what they wanted.

“Jodie, you’re seducing me on behalf of both of you.”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because we both have feelings for you.”

“Do you mean love?”

“Yes.”

Brad cleared his throat, pointing at my breast because Sara had finished and dropped back off to sleep.

“Can I wind her for you?”

“Umm… yeah, I guess.”

I handed Sara to Brad, who seemed an expert in soothing and burping her over his shoulder. I slipped my breast away as he cared for my half-sleeping baby, noting Brad’s hungry, desirous expression.

I stopped covering my breast and nodded at it.

“Do you want to breastfeed, Brad? Is that the reason my expressed milk is gone?”

“Yes… I do.”

“Can you guys please tell me what the fuck is going on?”

“It’s just like Jodie said, sweetheart. We both love you and want you to move in.”

“With another man’s child in the crib and one more on the way in a few months?”

“Especially for that reason. We love kids and will love yours like they were our own.”

“Won’t you have your own kids?”

“Of course, and hopefully more with you.”

“And you would father those children with both of us?”

“If you agree… yes.”

I noticed Jodie was staring at my breasts, so I looked down and saw I was leaking milk into the fabric of my blouse. My panties were also soaked from leakage my swollen pussy lips couldn’t hold back.

“Not you as well, Jodie?”

“I’d love to.”

“What… right now?”

“If that was okay, yeah.”

“Fucking hell, Jodie.”

“What is it, honey… spit it out. How is any of this weird? I’ll grant you it’s not for everyone, but what’s wrong with being a throuple? Where is the harm in me and Brad breastfeeding from you?”

“But what’s underpinning all of this, sweetheart?”

“I’m fucking bisexual and in love with you and Brad. I can’t go through my life having only cock. I’m sorry if I sound selfish, but you asked what’s motivating me; that’s it.”

“Okay, cool down, babe. I never intended to upset you.”

I felt very aroused and wanted Jodie to lick my throbbing pusst before her husband fucked it. Jodie’s vulnerability needed my love to salve her. When I opened the feeding flap on my blouse, she gazed at me, her eyes darting to my face, then to the bright red, chewed-up nipple with a creamy coating.

“Come on, Jodie. Sit beside me and take a feed while we discuss this.”

“Oh god, really?”

“I have my breast out ready, and it’s very tight, so hurry.”

Jodie settled down beside me, lying across my lap. I stretched a hand down almost to her ass, supporting my best friend’s back in a cradle position. She was much more careful than Sara when latching on to my nipple and awkwardly taking her first pull of milk.

After drawing a long squirt of my warm feed, Jodie stopped, sighed happily, smacked her lips together, grinning broadly.

“You taste so sweet, Ciara.”

“Clench your lips more tightly around the base of my nipple, pull gently, and suck harder. That way, you’ll get a better flow of milk.”

“Okay.”

Jodie reattached herself to my throbbing nipple and pulled much harder, got a powerful squirt, and whimpered, fully satisfied. As I watched Brad pace around the room, I knew he also wanted to feed.

“Shall we lie on your bed, then each of you can take a side?”

“What about Sara? Won’t she go without?”

“I’m producing a lot of milk, Brad. I express three times what she consumes, throwing it down the sink. It seems you both are a much better use of my milk.”

Our relationship transformed when Jodie stood up and led me to her marital bedroom, where we would become lovers instead of just best friends. Brad came over, and both of them helped settle me down by placing a pillow under my head. They looked at me to take the lead.

“You guys haven’t even bought me dinner, and we haven’t dated yet, Jodie. I’m being a bit easy.”

“We have dated previously, though. Don’t worry, Brad and I will romance you, sweetheart.”

“Really?”

“Oh yeah. If your mother can sit for Sara sometime, we can go to a nice restaurant, maybe even dance.”

“I’m fat.”

“You’re beautifully pregnant, Ciara. There is a difference.”

I pulled on my bottom lip, my pussy leaking, my swollen lips trembling for the cock I lusted for.

“Is Brad going to fuck me tonight, honey?”

“If you’d like, I’m sure he’d love to.”

“And what about you, honey?”

“I’d like to fuck you as well… at the same time as Brad.”

Jodie was being honest, and I knew romance was on the cards. I had residual loving feelings for both, probably not to the extent they had for me, but it was something worth exploring.

“But you’d like to breastfeed first?”

“Yeah, but I know Brad wants to go down on your pregnant pussy.”

“Oh my. It’s been a while.”

“Would you like it?”

“I’m a very hormonal, sweetheart, which means it’s a bit messy down there.”

“Well… if he won’t. I’d love to.”

“Are we getting undressed then?”

“Up to you.”

“Then yes. Let’s see what happens.”

They wriggled me out of my clothes, then, with a hungry expression on both their faces, Brad spread my knees wide apart while his wife kneeled, then bowed her head between them.

The moment Jodie’s tongue plowed up and down my creamy slit, I was in heaven, gently kneading my breasts, trying hard not to squirt an unseemly mess. I moaned, then growled as desire overcame any inhibitions that might have caused pause for thought.

I needed my lovers to fuck me hard, reste my mind and body, preparing me for a life I never thought possible.

Jodie slurped a sticky, creamy mess when she clenched her lips around my swollen pussy lips and sucked. I lifted my ass high, riding waves of pleasure that wreaked joyous havoc through my body. Hormones flowed through me like raging torrents, exploding lustfully as they reached my tingling reporoductive organs and, as she suckled gently at my pussy hole, I felt my baby kick, so I cradled my bump lovingly.

I orgasmed hard in Jodie’s mouth, all the while watching her husband standing naked beside her, his cock solid and ready to fuck me when his wife was done. When she’d finished swallowing my unicorn pee, my best friend crawled up the bed, planting her knees on either side of my head, exposing a dark, hairy, bushy pussy with beads of sticky arousal clinging to the ends of her wiry pubic hairs.

I plunged into her pubes tongue first, instantly finding her soaking wet, trembling hole and licking inside it. Whether Brad had fucked his wife recently or not I didn’t care because Jodie tasted incredible, igniting my libido further.

As I lapped a succulent creamy treat from my new girlfriend’s pussy, her husband pressed his enormous glans past my swollen labia, sinking his long, thick cock inside my throbbing hole. Brad moaned loudly, I cried out passionately, a muffled effort that ended with a whimper as my new boyfriend fed his cock balls deep inside my needy, tight, sticky hole.

I squeezed back hard against Brad’s thick, solid shaft, enjoying how much he filled me. Jodie rocked gently back and forth on my face, feeding me her honeyed nectar, using an index finger and thumb to part her bush, making sure I got access to the oversized, rubbery, pink clitoris hiding inside.

As I vigorously ate Jodie, her husband fucked me harder, growing more confident that even his immense cock couldn’t harm my baby inside. When he came deep inside me, his wife squirted her hot, sweet pleasure into my mouth, coating my tonsils.

As I lay comfortably on their bed, my gaping wide, well fucked hole dripping semen at one end while choking on female ejaculate at the other, I knew my life had begun again.

There were details to hammer out, but that would be easy, because we each had what the other wanted.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

I was amazed that Jodie lay in bed, watching or sleeping while her husband Brad, my new boyfriend, fucked me all night. He was an enthusiastic, relentless, caring lover who seemed to be making up for lost time. And I wondered how long he had been carrying a torch for me. His desire to kiss, cuddle, hold and fuck me was next level honeymoon passion.

As I stared deep into Brad’s eyes on the fourth time he squirted his semen deep inside my tight, throbbing hole, I saw love, or at least the burning kindling that lights its fire ablaze. As he lay on top of me, his cock twitching, decanting the last few drops of his seed deep inside me, he knew I was studying him and he smiled sheepishly.

“What’s the matter, Ciara?”

“I’m sorry, it’s nothing, honey.”

“No, go on, please, what’s wrong?”

“Nothing’s wrong. I am surprised, is all.”

“Surprised about the strength of my feelings for you?”

“Shhh, Jodie’s sleeping.”

Brad glanced and smiled at his wife, whose face was relaxed. Jodie wore a beautiful smile that I imagined led to a pleasant dream somewhere deep in her slumber. As her husband’s semen leaked from my creamy, well fucked hole, I reached over and slipped my hand inside hers. My best friend’s eyes flickered, her fingers squeezed mine, and she woke, smiling even more broadly.

“Are you still catching up on missed love, baby girl?”

“I guess I am.”

“I think Jack would be happy you found the chance to love again.”

“Is that what this really is, Jodie?”

“I love you… have done for many years and I don’t just mean as a friend, or ex, or as a fantasy fuck, I mean real, solid, romantic love. Brad feels it too.”

I glanced at Brad, and he smiled, nodding. I felt a loving warmth for the couple, but nothing like the love I had shared with Jack. He’d been my soulmate - the one shot I had at happiness, and now he was gone, a piece missing from my heart, dragged me backwards into a dark, oily blackness of a stormy ocean that was my life.

I wasn’t even thirty years old, with one child on my breast and another on the way, no husband, and a job I wasn’t sure I could keep given my living circumstances and the need to care for my children. Money wasn’t an issue; I had been successful and would continue, even if I had to take a job working from home, but my priorities had to be the children.

Jodie shuffled across the bed while her husband slipped his flaccid cock out of my well fucked hole. Brad rolled aside, sighing with deep satisfaction, mimicking how I felt. When my friend kissed me, she slipped a finger between my legs, dipped it inside my sloppy, semen filled pussy and swirled it around.

When Jodie withdrew her finger, it was fully loaded with her husband’s white sticky semen and my slick hormones. She grinned broadly, unashamed and stared at it wondrously as I did, then she slid the entire finger inside her mouth, sucking and swallowing the tawdry mess.

When she had enjoyed her treat, Jodie grinned mischievously at me.

“What would Jack say about that?”

“My husband would be happy. He’d be happier if he could be here with us.”

“He is here in spirit, sweetheart, and you are with friends who love you. Don’t overthink it.”

“When Brad tells me he loves me, I feel he is betraying you.”

“You’ll get past that, Ciara, I promise you. My therapist says this is normal for throuple.”

“Hah! We have a name already?”

I laughed, repeating the word over, trying it out in the context of explaining what we had to other people, my mother and father. It sounded nice, but the inference was sleazy and probably always would be.

I rolled into Jodie with her husband’s semen swimming deep inside me. She held me close, kissed my neck, forehead, and face, staring deep into my eyes. Brad wriggled from behind, big spooning me, his arms wrapped around my immense girth, his palms gently rubbing where Jack’s baby was inside me.

Jack was gone, but at least I had companionship and a new direction to move in. I couldn’t bring myself to say I Love You, to Brad or Jody yet, because I didn’t know how or what I felt. I only knew I was safe, comforted, and venerated for the first time since my husband passed.

I cried tears of sadness, of loss, and for all my what might have been’s. Jodie understood my sadness, and she cuddled me tightly.

“Let it all out, Ciara. You’ll feel better in the morning.”

She was right. I hadn’t slept so well since my husband deployed on operations. When I woke up, the sun danced on my baby bump through a crack in the curtains. I felt warm, my heart was lighter, life seemed brighter, and I was excited, tingling all over.

The first thing I saw at the bottom of our bed was Brad cradling Sara, feeding her a bottle. I smiled at him and, as I moved, Jodie gripped me tighter, pulling me back into her slumbering embrace.

“Have you warmed my milk before feeding her, Brad?”

“Of course, darling, and I checked the temperature on my wrist.”

“Oh, look at you - a father already.”

“We prepared for everything, Ciara. When Jodie approached you yesterday, it wasn’t on a whim. We know you need love, space, independence, and support on your terms.”

“Have you got work today?”

“Yep, but first comes Sara, then I will make breakfast for both of you.”

“Really?”

“Yup, but first, I could use a little help.”

Brad stared at me with lust-filled eyes, then he glanced down. I followed his gaze and saw an immense erection pressing hard against his boxer briefs. I giggled.

“You have morning wood?”

“It’s my curse every day at this hour, Ciara. I washed my cock, so it’s clean.”

“Your curse is my delight.”

“Would you help me out?”

“Of course. When you’ve burped and put Sara back in her cot, I’ll give you a nice warm place to slide your rock hard, long, thick cock inside to decant your seed.”

“Oh my… You talk so dirty.”

“Yes… I do.”

Brad was a natural father, and I knew he was a fantastic husband to Jodie. At first, to me, he would be a boyfriend, which was something altogether different. For their plan to work, I must be integrated into their romantic couple, forming a throuple with love at its core.

It was a big ask for all three of us. I would need to be wooed, woo them back, flirt in a love triangle, romance, and be romanced, love, engage intimately, and make love in a three-way. My head spun momentarily as I considered the immense complexity of our interconnected relationships, but then a thought struck me.

Dating to find someone compatible is a fucking nightmare.

At least I know my girlfriend and boyfriend well, and I already feel love, or something close to that.

And we’ve broken the ice.

When Brad took my daughter to the nursery next door, I heard him cooing and humming to her through a baby monitor. Jodie woke, kissed the back of my neck, then gently caressed my baby bump.

“Good morning, lover.”

“Good morning, Jodie.”

“Has Brad got morning wood?”

“He does.”

“Will you take care of it, please, Ciara?”

“Of course. I’d love to, but are you sure it’s okay for me to do that?”

“I’m not possessive, honey, and this only works if we all get what we want. Brad would rather make love to you than me right now, as would I. You’re our new love and heavily pregnant. I don’t feel left out, so if I am out and you two want to fuck like rabbits, please go for it.”

“I was thinking about getting on my hands and knees for your husband to fuck me. It’s easier for me that way, and he will take me deeper, but maybe he would rather I suck his cock.”

“I remember you saying how much you love deep penetration and big cocks that stretch you.”

“I do, Jodie… I am such a fucking slut.”

“Brad has a nice long and thick cock.”

“He does.”

“Well, I can tell you that given the choice between your pussy and mouth, my husband… your boyfriend would prefer to bury his cock balls deep inside you and ride the tight, pregnant hole until you both cum.”

“Can we kiss while he fucks me?”

“Of course. Please treat Brad as though he were your husband.”

“And can I treat you as a wife?”

“I’d love that.”

Jodie looked delighted, and my fears were assuaged in one simple, loving, honest conversation.

I was in the doggy position with my ass pointed up, my creamy, cum filled slit ready, willing and able when Brad returned to our bedroom. A fluffy, long pregnancy pillow that Jodie bought me propped me up just where my baby bump curved down into my hips. I felt comfortable, fuckable and wanted my boyfriend to rail me hard, taking me deep.

I craned my neck and saw Brad almost fall over his own feet as he stepped hurriedly out of his boxer briefs, with an immense smile from ear to ear. He kicked them away, stared at his target, my hairfree swollen, creamy pussy and licked his lips. While he gripped my ass cheeks with clawing fingers, spreading them wide, I nudged my knees further apart and did the best I could to point my hole higher.

“Umm, just one question, Ciara.”

“Go ahead, honey.”

“In this position, my cock will reach deeper inside you… Is that a-”

“It’s not a problem, sweetheart. There is no way you could harm my baby and, full disclosure, the harder and deeper you fuck me, the bigger and more intense my orgasm will be.”

“Understood… right, thank you for that.”

“Fuck me hard and fill me up with your seed, Brad.”

When Jodie kissed me, her eyes were on fire, her lips tingled against mine, like every new forbidden lover I had ever fucked. Usually, my husband was in a bed beside me while I kissed, cuddled and was fucked, energetically nailing the wife of the man doing me. But this time, my kisser was all woman, totally into me, as was her husband, the man parting my aching pussy lips with a bloated glans before sliding his stiff cock deep inside me.

I groaned, even with my lips attached to Jodie’s, enjoying how she reached down with both hands and cupped my breasts while kissing me. Within seconds, I was being fucked hard and deep doggy style while my girlfriend lay on her back, her head underneath mine, our feet facing opposite directions. Even in the awkwardness of our position, Jodie kissed like a dreamy lover while Brad prised my ass cheeks wide apart, pounding my hole until his balls slapped noisily off my thighs.

I was getting the deep penetration I yearned for. It was the only sex that truly got me off, that settled me for days, balancing my mood. Jack fucked me hard, just like Brad was doing now, whether I was pregnant, on my period, indoors anywhere or outside in a car, or wheatfield on a blanket.

Brad was a perfect lover, and Jodie was the icing on the cake.

As my tongue sought out hers and I groaned in delight, kissing my girlfriend, my boyfriend plowed me hard, his cock squashing perfectly against my cervix on each inward stroke. His shaft stretched my tight pussy, which, even after being reshaped several times through the night, had returned to its original tightness.

Brad moaned like a lion roars after it’s eaten a great meal and fucked all of his females. I was getting mightily reamed by a man who was desperate to have me… all of me, in mind, body, and soul. I honestly believed they loved me when they said it repeatedly as I was hammered by an immense cock.

When my cries and passion got too much, I stopped kissing Jodie out of necessity, and she smiled knowingly, choosing instead to wriggle around me, come in from one side, and clench her lips around my nipple.

When Jodie sucked and drew my milk, her husband slammed his cock balls deep inside me and my hormones raged, flushing pure ecstasy through me. All manner of good was done by my lover’s, one feeding from my breast, tingling every part of me, the other filling me with love, stretching my hole and sticky sheath as wide as any man ever had.

I screamed with joy, spitting out my words as I spoke, thanking my girlfriend for her kindness and for sharing her man with me. Brad responded by fucking me harder, his hips swinging back and forth like a pendulum with metronomic rhythm and a sniper’s accuracy. I was being fucked harder, faster and better than any man ever had and all while a women gently pulled on my nipple, drawing her sustenance from my breast.

Feeding an adult, a lover no less, was joyful, and I wanted to be able to give milk forever. Jodie pulled gently, clenching her lips tightly around my swollen nub while sucking just enough to make me squirt and fill her mouth.

I orgasmed hard, energetically squirting my joy all over Brad’s cock, but my mess wasn’t a problem because he was seconds behind me, impaling me deep on his monster cock. My boyfriend’s solid meat jerked deep inside me, and his glans slammed into the soft tissues of my cervix as he sprayed his sticky load deep inside me.

I’d gripped the bedsheets, torn them off the corners, and dragged them into me while I screamed, moaned, grunted, and groaned, lost in a maelstrom of love and lust. Nothing deterred my lovers from drawing out my orgasm almost to infinity. While she sucked my nipple hard, gulping down my heavy, creamy flow of milk, Jodie reached around my baby bump to help her husband. She found my throbbing, creamy clitoris and fingered me hard, while Brad’s cock twitched lovingly deep inside me, emptying every drop of his load.

I collapsed, exhausted, a moaning, writhing wreck, well and truly fucked in every sense, and my lover’s retreated, panting vigorously but nowhere near as out of breath as I was.

When Brad slid his cock out of me, I rolled onto my back, clamping my knees together to retain his seed, but that wasn’t happening. Jodie leaped out of bed, kneeled before me, staring into my eyes with hers on fire with desire and sleazy, wanton lust. She palmed my knees wide apart, licked her lips, and dove in to eat her husband’s copious semen slowly leaking from my throbbing, gaping wide hole.

I was done and could take no more. Jodie’s tongue tickled from my clitoris, through my belly, because I was way past the point of having been satisfied. She quickly realized that and switched from giving me cunnilingus for pleasure to cleaning up the mess her husband had made inside me.

Brad smiled and pointed to the bathroom door, mouthing the word “work.” I nodded my understanding, smiled, and waved while his wife slurped her way through the mess he made. I would work from home, an agreement easily reached with the accountancy firm I worked for. I was the best forensic accountant and investigator on the West Coast and could almost command whatever package I wanted.

After he showered, Brad came back and watched Jodie, still gently lapping my creamy hole. He smiled as he dressed.

“We can talk about practicalities this evening, Ciara.”

“I’m working from home, so I’ll make the three of us a nice dinner… a romantic one.”

“We have candles, lovely place settings, and every ingredient known to man is in our kitchen, so have fun. It would be a date night right here in our home.”

“I’d like that, Brad. I need us to date and get to know each other properly, differently than we do.”

“I get it, sweetheart.”

“The lovemaking is so welcome, though.”

“I am glad you enjoy it, Ciara, my love.”

Brad left the room, and I felt a mild sense of sadness, as though I already missed his presence and warmth. Jodie finished cleaning my creamy pussy and crawled up my body, snuggling close. She stared deep into my eyes, grinning insanely, to the point where she infected me, and I giggled.

“Can this work, Ciara?”

“I think so. I have feelings for both of you, but I don’t know what they are, or whether they will last. Jack is still raw, my pregnancy drives me nuts… I - I’m sorry if I sound confused, Jodie.”

“Hey baby, don’t fret about anything. This is the beginning. We have such an adventure to enjoy together if you want it.”

“Yes… Yes, I do want it.”

“Well, shall we shower together?”

“I’d love to.”

“And since Brad fucked you, how about you finger me? I have a kind of morning wood and going to work feeling horny will not do me much good.”

“I’ve never fingered a woman in the shower before, Jodie.”

“I think we will be enjoying a lot of firsts in the coming weeks, honey.”

“I hope so.”


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

I stood under the shower, washing off a layer of the past from my skin. Jack would always be in my heart and soul, every memory we’d made would be treasured, and even the pain of losing him, which gave meaning to my marriage, would be retained. I would cry, probably for years, on his birthday, our wedding anniversary, the kids’ birthdays, maybe more often, I couldn’t know and wouldn’t hold those tears back.

But right now, I needed to wash off the invisible protective layer that had grown around me like a membrane, keeping all ill feelings and negativity at bay. I was fucking another woman’s husband, fucking her too, and all three of us had made sweet music and love together.

Was it love?

Fuck… I don’t know.

In the immediate aftermath of my husband’s passing, I wanted to burn the whole world down. My loss felt unfair and as though the universe had fucked Jack, me and our kids over. But with time, my rage diminished, leaving a hollow feeling filled only by my love for the children I shared with the beloved man I’d lost.

After a couple of minutes, Jodie joined me in the shower, smiling happily. She immediately collected a massive natural sponge from a shelf built into the marble walls, soaking it. She squirted a generous golden puddle of Christian Dior, Ambre Nuit Liquid Soap onto the sponge and worked it in until a rich lather covered her hands, then grinned at me as she began gently washing me.

“You have no idea how much I’ve wanted to bathe you, Ciara.”

“It sounds odd hearing you say that.”

“I’m bisexual, honey, and you caught my eye long ago.”

“It seems I am also bisexual, and, as you know, I always had a thing for you. We almost did it in High School.”

Jodie nodded at the glass partition, which I took to mean I should place my palms there, spread my legs wide apart, lean forward, and be lovingly washed down. I did as I thought she suggested and was pleased I’d got it right as she kneeled and wrapped her arms around me from behind, soaping and soaking my baby bump.

I moaned when Jodie caressed my legs, then I groaned loudly when she dropped the sponge, stroked a palm from my ankle, past my knee, following the silken smooth skin on my upper thigh until the side of her index finger split my swollen well fucked pussy lips.

“My husband’s semen is still leaking from your naughty hole, honey. He fucked you hard.”

“Brad filled me a few times. More than any man has.”

“He is in to you. As am I.”

“I loved everything about last night and this morning. The intimacy, romance, and lovemaking were unbelievable.”

“And you’ll be filled with plenty more of Brad’s cock if we have our way, Ciara.”

“I’d like that.”

I craned my neck and glanced down at my former best friend, now girlfriend. She fingered my pussy hole, using two digits to gently fuck the same sticky haven her husband had filled with his cock and seed. I was comforted by her purring, like a gentle rhythm that aligned with my heart.

“If you wanted me, you should have asked years ago, Jodie.”

“I needed my husband on board first, honey. Consensual non-monogamy fails at the first hurdle - communication, if all the players on the throuple board aren’t agreed.”

“How did you condition Brad to your way of thinking?”

“I am a natural cuckquean, the voyeur version rather than one who enjoys an element of masochistic humiliation. I like joining in with a girl fucking my husband. I invited some friends who I knew were attracted to him. They fucked Brad while I watched, helped and joined in.”

“Is that why you cuckquean? To get Brad ready for this? A three-way loving relationship?”

“In a manner of speaking, yes, but I love watching my husband fuck other women, so it was great fun getting here.”

“And now he is totally on board?”

“Yes, Ciara… I promise you, Brad means what he says when he told you he loves you.”

When Jodie reached around my waist and started rubbing my swollen, aching clitoris, I almost came right then and there. But she wasn’t done with me, so she slowed and decreased the pressure on my creamy pink nub. Using her spare hand to cleave my ass cheeks wide apart, my girlfriend gently ran the tip of her tongue across my anal whorl, finishing her tantalizing dance over the tiny, whirlpool ridges with a full, passionate kiss on my sphincter.

“Wow, Jodie.”

“Nice, wow, or please don’t do that again, wow?”

“Wow… I fucking love it, wow.”

“Me too. I’ll confess… I’m a submissive lover. It’s my favorite state to be, again, not a sub to be humiliated, but I love my lovers to use me politely.”

Jodie dragged my throbbing clitoris from side to side on her index fingertip, relieving a bout of sexual tension that burned inside me just because of the heat from our conversation. I shivered powerfully, I’d been insatiable all through the night and had been fucked and licked more than at any time in my life, but I was making up for a long spell of abstinence.

“Will you do it again, Jodie, please?”

“Do what again, honey?”

“Please lick my anus.”

“With pleasure. Shall I lick outside and inside?”

“God, yes, both please.”

“Relax, Ciara. We are in the perfect place for you to squirt as much as you want.”

“Oh god… I want… I fucking want!”

I spread my feet wider apart and relaxed my ass cheeks, enjoying that my submissive girlfriend spread them between a finger and thumb, then kissed my anal whorl so softly, it felt like silk touching me. She circled her finger around my engorged, throbbing, sticky clitoris, summoning my orgasm as I shivered like a listener ascending through Ravel’s Bolero.

When Jodie’s forefinger and thumb opened my tiny sphincter and she slid her stiff tongue inside my back passage, I was in heaven, my cheek planted against the glass, my heart pounding. I gasped loudly, my baby kicked suddenly, and I orgasmed hard, squirting a powerful jet of unicorn pee on my toes.

Jodie felt my orgasm trembling intensely, saw my squirted mess, and stopped fingering my swollen clitoris. She wedged two fingers and a thumb deep inside my throbbing hole, fucking me slowly while I continued squirting my orgasm. She drilled her tongue deeper inside my rectum, licking the sensitive nerves just inside, provoking my explosion and more squirting than I ever thought possible.

With my baby kicking gleefully inside me, my pussy fucked by a woman’s finger and thumb wedge and my anus rimmed, I floated away, mesmerized, in a transcendental state, moaning noisily while kissing the glass out of instinct.

I dropped slowly to my knees, helped there by Jodie, who kissed me constantly, gently suckling on my breasts when I turned, sat down, and panted, exhausted, my eyes closed as I still floated on clouds. She snuggled closely into me, both of us sprayed by hot water, her head cupped in my hand as she breastfed on my right nipple, drawing my milk hard and greedily.

“I have plenty of milk, Jodie. Take your time, sweetheart.”

“We must keep it flowing for as many years as possible, honey.”

“That will be nice.”

I sat blissfully in a position I never thought possible until now. A woman had fingered me in the same pussy her husband had fucked over and over throughout the night. Now, after rimming my anus and making me cum hard, she lay in my lap, drawing hard and enthusiastically on my nipple, swallowing my warm, sweet breastmilk.

It was my perfect life. I was risen from the ashes.

We dried ourselves and each other, giggling and talking, enjoying one another’s company as lovers. While I dressed for work, Jodie made us breakfast. It was getting late, and my work emails were stacking up, pinging on my phone. I ignored them because I had leeway from my company to come and go as I wished. They were desperate to retain me.

As I ate hot, buttered toast with a slice of cheese on top, something I would not have done before pregnancy, Jodie eyed me carefully. She was prepared for every conversation we were likely to have, whereas I wasn’t, so I felt mildly uneasy.

“You won’t have to give up your job, Ciara.”

“You said that last night. I just… You know, it’s baby steps for me right now. I have to attend a two-hour meeting at the office, then I can work from home. It’s a new case - a massive one worth millions to our company.”

“Do you enjoy your job?”

“I love it.”

“Can I ask about the case?”

“Yeah. No names, but a team of Los Angeles lawyers retained us to investigate a divorce. The guy, a billionaire, is divorcing his cheating wife, who is suspected of having embezzled hundreds of millions from their companies over the past three decades, stashing it offshore in the Bahamas. The client wants all of that money included in their divorce settlement.”

“Fuck! I thought that’s what guys do to their wives.”

“Not these days, Jodie. Everyone is a suspect until I’ve cleared their paper trail.”

“Will you find the money?”

“If what the client says is true, yes. I might have to travel to the Bahamas, but I’m confident.”

“Can you fly with Sara and your pregnancy?”

“Nope, but I can ride a train to Miami, then take a boat ride.”

“You should take Brad to keep you safe and comfortable. Sara would need to come too because you can’t express that much milk.”

I was surprised Jodie suggested that her husband could come away with me alone. I was new to their relationship dynamic, had no clue what they had discussed and agreed, where boundaries lay, or what rules would evolve in the coming days should I stay engaged in what mainly felt like a porn movie.

“Are you sure, Jodie?”

“You must stop asking me that, sweetheart. It’s repetitive and mildly annoying. My husband can be your husband, without reservations, as long as you are mine, and I remain his.”

“I get the logic, but if I do travel for three days, he’s mine alone, I’m exclusively his, and you’re stuck here.”

Jodie stood, crossed the gap between our kitchen stools, slipped her arms around my neck, and kissed me softly. I purred, delighting and reveling in her love, the warmth in her eyes, her soft lips, and electrifying tongue. When Jodie stepped back and began clearing away our breakfast dishes, she smiled expansively, seeming happier than I’d known her to be in years.

“When you are not here, I’m in both your hearts, as you and Brad will be in mine.”

“I’m sorry, Jodie. I shouldn’t be so suspicious.”

“Brad and I expected this when we discussed our approach.”

“When did you start discussing me?”

“We wanted to swap with you and Jack for years, then the idea of him and you joining us as a four, cohabiting in a non-monogamous relationship came up a year ago-”

“Fucking wow…wow… cohabiting?”

I waved a hand and spilled my coffee with the other a second before the cup rim would touch my bottom lip. I was stunned, staring at my girlfriend with butterflies ripping through me. To discover that my husband and I had been the topic of such a discussion between our two best friends was utterly shocking.

“We know what we want, Ciara.”

“You wanted me and Jack?”

“We still want that honey… you, the memory of Jack, and to help raise his and your children.”

“Okay… okay… I can follow the logic.”

Logic was my secret superpower and the reason I could unearth any hidden cash in an unhappy marriage or find the embezzler in a bank or company. Jack had a thing for Jodie to the extent he would have loved us to swap, so he could fuck her while I rode Brad all night, but now, my husband was gone and I had no dance partner to swap.

I raised an eyebrow questioningly.

“What is it? Ask me anything.”

“Are you still looking for four, Jodie?”

“No… just you. Love doesn’t work like that.”

“I know.”

“Which is why, for this to be a success, we must share each other equally.”

“So how does that work after what we did in the shower?”

“Well… we will tell Brad about us making love without him, and then, if you’re game, we can suck his cock together.”

“As simply as that?”

“Come on, Ciara, you don’t think our guy expects us to keep our hands off one another while he’s out of the house? I mean, if it were Brad and you here without me and he wanted to make love, wouldn’t you do him?”

“With your permission, yes.”

“Which I already gave you in perpetuity. I said we would share Brad equally.”

“I know you did.”

Jodie’s nerves were fraying. I had that effect on many people, often by burrowing into a series of awkward, revealing questions that gave the impression I was disagreeable. In this case, I wasn’t against the idea of a throuple; I just needed time and knowledge to reach the same place as my lovers.

I also needed romance and much more sex to feed my lusting, pregnant body. Jodie calmed, I smiled, and she pointed at my breasts.

“Why don’t you express your milk for Sara, leave the bottles in the fridge, and scoot off to work?”

“Really? You want to look after my daughter?”

“Of course. Give your childminder the day off.”

“Are you sure?”

“Your office is a twenty-minute drive away, Ciara. If I have a problem, I’ll come to you, or you can rush home.”

“Okay then. Thanks.”


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

We kissed at the door like a married couple parting company for the day, which felt odd because we were not married and because I had kissed a girl goodbye, leaving my daughter with her while I went to work.

It’s been a very odd twenty-four hours.

I dropped by my house on the way to work. A quick strip, including peeling off the brand-new, simple cotton underwear Jodie gave me fresh out of a packet, and twenty minutes later, I was adequately dressed for work.

I’d left my lover’s home with every intention of returning there after work. My daughter was there. Sara was the whole reason I’d gone to Jodie and Brad’s house after coffee the previous day, but she was not why I stayed.

Why did I stay?

Because I wanted to be loved?

It feels wrong, but right.

I gulped, felt a tear well up, and glanced around my bedroom glumly. Without Jack bouncing around on our bed laughing, tickling me, and loving me, it had become soulless, unlived in, and unloved. Mostly, since becoming a widow, I’d taken to sleeping in a single bed in Sara’s nursery while she slumbered in her cot.

Proximity to Jack’s daughter was, in effect, proximity to Jack.

“Now I have lovers.”

“Two lovers, a daughter, and a baby coming soon.”

“Is that okay, Jack?”

I half expected Jack to tell me that it was all great news, such was his persistent presence around the home we bought together. But he wasn’t here, I was alone, and, to my shame, I had to confess, I’d felt happier last night with Brad and Jodie than I had in a long time.

“We are social creatures, Jack… aren’t we?’

Pack a bag and stay with your lovers for a few days.

See how it goes.

“Maybe this throuple thing can work, Jack. What say you?”

Jack didn’t answer, nor would he, now, or ever again, but my inner voice told me that my husband would want me to be happy, and if that meant thriving in a throuple, he’d be all for it. I nodded and smiled at the photograph from our wedding day on my nightstand.

“Just tell me this, Jack. How can I be happy without betraying you?”

Till death do us part, honey. It’s time for you to move on and be happy for both of us.

The voice in my head told me exactly what my husband would say. Jack was a practical man in every sense, a bastion of common sense, driven by solutions rather than weighed down by problems. Brad was much like Jack, which was probably why the husbands of two best girl friends also became best bro friends.

I remembered basic evolutionary biology from college. Abraham Maslow placed love and belonging as the central slice across his pyramid of hierarchy of needs. It came after safety and before esteem, both of which I had, albeit the latter was slightly damaged. But my love and belonging needs slice across the pyramid had been knocked out like a Jenga piece, and my pyramid was toppling.

I had to do something at some point. My grief must end in time. Love and life must begin again, slowly, not as fast as Jodie and Brad wanted, but also not never. Jack would always be with me, and his children would always be his, of him, created by him and me, and they would love him. I would make sure they knew their father well.

My husband’s DNA would continue as part of the human story.

Come home later and pack a bag, girl. Get this meeting out of the way first.

I drove to work feeling invigorated. My hormones were more balanced than they had been for a long time. I was happy, no, almost joyous; my body had been loved and the aftermath of that lingered deliciously on my skin, on my lips and tongue, and with Brad’s semen swimming in my womb. My emotions had been provoked into sexual attraction, maybe the kindling of a romantic love. I couldn’t know what would happen next, or what longevity this new relationship would have; it was too soon, but I could at least enjoy it for what it was - sex, romance, and companionship with prospects of more.

In the office, I spent time reviewing my new client’s file in a quiet study room. I had no interest in the divorce, who said what, when, or who committed adultery, and why. It was all completely irrelevant to me because my job was to follow or find the money which is so fucking easy when amateurs think they are clever.

“Blah, blah, blah, blah, blah, blah, blah.”

I wonder if Brad can fuck us both one after the other.

I mean, how does sharing one cock work?

Maybe I should ask in our WhatsApp group.

“Blah, blah, blah, blah, blah, blah, blah.”

My invitation to our throuple WhatsApp Group surprised me when it popped up unexpectedly. I felt we were more of a thing after I joined than before, but it was hardly a marriage commitment, and I was far from going all in. In her first message, Jodie offered to take care of the romantic dinner I had agreed to prepare and cook for this evening, for the sake of my ease. It would give me time to pack a few things at home.

I accepted, adding a heart emoji to my response.

I’ll pack for one night, come to the office in the morning, and then return home afterwards.

“Blah, blah, blah, blah, blah, blah, blah.”

“Are you listening to us, Ciara?”

I was daydreaming while the divorce meeting attendees droned on, and now, I blinked and smiled at opposing counsel across a conference table, the last one to talk garbage, consuming more of her client’s billable time. I’d been invited to the latest settlement meeting between the divorcing parties. They were closing in on the most bitter bone of contention - missing cash.

After a cursory one-hour review of the discovery files pertaining to personal banking and company accounting, as well as the whereabouts of the disputed cash, I developed an inconclusive theory that supported my visit to the Bahamas.

So I wasn’t listening to opposing counsel, because I didn’t care what she said, and for all the reasons that I previously stated.

Beside me sat Lawrence, the attorney for the man petitioning to rid himself of a cheating wife. Opposite him was the cheating wife, beside her sat Glenda, her attorney, and on the other side, sat an accountant so dour she looked like a terminal case of lime sucking.

I nodded politely, accepting that I had drifted.

“Sorry, Glenda… I was elsewhere, but I got what is relevant.”

“Are we boring you?”

“Yes… considerably.”

Glenda was shocked by my gentle tone of voice that delivered such a sharp insult. She asked, I answered honestly, so now she couldn’t accuse me of rudeness. Lawrence laughed, while the man getting divorced, Simon, I think his name was, stared at me aghast. I smiled charmingly at opposing counsel, then at the wife, whose name I didn’t care enough even to bother remembering - only numbers mattered to me, and to them, speaking objectively.

To Glenda’s complete amazement and utter horror, I flipped open my buff file, rode the page down with an index finger to the bottom line of a long column of numbers. I raised my head and smiled.

“Almost half a billion dollars.”

“What’s that, Ciara?”

“Unaccounted for cash. Missing… stolen!”

“If you’d listened instead of daydreaming, you would know the money isn’t missing or stolen.”

“I don’t listen to lies or bullshit, Glenda. It’s how I get through the day without throwing myself out of the window in despair. Over a twenty-year period, almost half a billion dollars went missing from personal bank accounts shared between a husband and wife. The wife transferred the money out.”

“Yes, we know. She transferred it to companies she managed on their behalf.”

“Agreed.”

Glenda stared at me, utterly confused. I wasn’t disputing that the money went where the client’s wife said it did. I only cared about where the cash went after that. I said nothing, giving the other party time and enough rope to hang themselves.

“So… we’re agreed then, Ciara?”

“If you accept your client stole half a billion dollars and that she agrees her spousal support claim should be reduced by that amount, then I’m done here. I’ll let the lawyers work out the details.”

Glenda was stunned, again, not a good look for a lawyer. I preferred mine poker-faced, like Lawrence.

“Our accountant just spent half an hour explaining the whereabouts of that transferred cash, most of which financed the working capital of the companies you mentioned.”

“And all I heard was blah, blah, blah, blah, blah, blah, blah. It’s okay, don’t worry. I’ll find the money in two weeks.”

“How do you know it’s missing and not consumed by the companies as we have claimed and evidenced?”

I sighed loudly, rocking myself sideways in my chair as if I were uncomfortable and being kicked by my baby. I winced, cringed, then laughed and pointed at the opposing, dour accountant.

“She knows why I know your client stole the cash.”

Glenda was apoplectic, her face slowly turning red. She wagged a finger at counsel sitting beside me. Lawrence was an excellent divorce lawyer who’d reached the end of his tether before calling my boss and asking specifically for me to join their team.

“Lawrence… fucking rein her in will you.”

“It’s Ciara’s show, now, Glenda, and you know how good she is at finding hidden money.”

“She hasn’t even reviewed the company accounts because we didn’t give them to you yet. How the fuck can she say that our accountant is lying when yours hasn’t even checked the audit trail?”

I reached into my bag and withdrew a file containing the previous ten years filed accounts. I tossed them on the table with a loud slap for theatrical effect. The opposing accountant turned a sickly yellow.

“My client was removed as a Director of the companies his wife manages… by her, so it happens. He hasn’t seen the current accounts, but we have the ones from past years.”

“They are irrelevant, Ciara.”

“These accounts don’t show any sign of the half billion dollars coming in or leaving. Among other things, that’s money laundering.”

‘We can explain everything in the new accounts.”

“You’re going to present us with a bunch of current company books that rewrite history. You will claim that the… let’s call it half a billion dollars that’s missing was provided as cash loans to companies that consumed it, but somehow, in the heat of the moment, several moments, actually… the loans were not properly recorded by the receiving companies in their accounts. Fucking, Ooops! Now, magically, the money is fully accounted for.”

“That’s somewhat argumentative.”

“Isn’t that what divorce is, Glenda? One big, fat quarrel over assets?”

It’s not like losing the man you love to an enemy’s bullet.

So fuck you!

“We can account for every penny, and you’ll have trouble disproving it.”

“You will claim that loan repayments must be made from the companies my client will own after the divorce is concluded. My suspicions were aroused when I read in your initial submission that your client only wants cash and to wash her hands of all companies. That’s nice because the companies are all fucked now.”

I said it sarcastically and smiled like a viper at Glenda, who shrank away. I didn’t have all the proof I needed, but a warrant from a local judge in the Bahamas to release all of Mrs. Cheating Bitch’s bank account statements would provide me with what I needed.

They didn’t know I was aware of the Bahamas bank accounts, and yes, I’ll admit it was based on guesswork, given the number of times our client mentioned his wife had visited there over twenty years.

The Bahamas was my secret.

The Bahamas was my ace card.

She should have chosen the Cayman Islands, or any one of fourteen dodgy British overseas tax havens where money is hidden for any client, regardless of their crime. Or use Labuan for fuck’s sake, but she decided on The Bahamas, because that’s where her lover’s yacht was registered and moored.

Silly, silly, cunt.

I leaned forward, eyeing the client’s wife as I addressed her lawyer.

“Glenda… You’ll say my client owes the money to himself if he takes on the companies that are now laden with debt after your creative bookkeeping. I mean, that’s quite funny, unless you’re the one getting fucked over.”

My client Simon seemed duly impressed, drumming his fingers on the table. His slightly curled down smile, furrowed brow, and discreet nod in my direction confirmed it. Lawrence chuckled in a room with as much sound as a wild west saloon with eight gunslingers, their pistols unholstered, and pointed at each other in a Mexican standoff.

Glenda perspired. Her brow was slick with the fear of someone who suddenly didn’t trust her client anymore; it was not a good look for a lawyer in a divorce case. She licked her parched lips, stared at me with utter hatred, then snorted.

“How will you prove your claims, Ciara?”

Actually, it was only a suspicion until now.

“Easy. In two weeks, I will show you where the money went. I find that the truth always kills the lie and harms the liar’s case for spousal support. I believe depositions were gathered from both parties, but I leave allegations of perjury to my colleague Lawrence.”

I could see the word Fuck! tattooed on the cheating wife’s forehead as she frowned. It was complete with the exclamation mark. For the first time, the client’s wife could see that criminal charges might result from her long-term deceit.

I’d go for embezzlement.

And money laundering.

I was going to the Bahamas unless the wife came clean and begged the husband she cheated on not to make the matter a criminal one.

Our meeting wrapped up quickly after I eviscerated Glenda. Before I left, Lawrence hugged me, and the client did too, and, with a job well done, I got away earlier than expected. I headed straight home and pondered what to do next, pacing around my bedroom.

Being with Brad and Jodie was, in their words, the start of something. I guess it was the same for me, but it wasn’t the start of the same something. For me, it was like swinging, only I had no partner to swap with Jodie, so I got the best of both worlds.

I packed a small carry-on suitcase with enough clothes, underwear, and things for Sara and me for two nights, just in case. I took a few dresses, blouses, and skirts from my closet and packed them in an appropriate hanging wardrobe bag.

It would do for overnight, two if needed.

The last thing I packed was the nightstand photo of my wedding day with Jack - it was just the two of us. I felt like I was turning and hoped that I was turning a corner, not turning away from my husband.

I need to treat this like any second date.

I don’t remember fucking on a first date. I wasn’t that easy back then.

Who the fuck are you kidding - you were a swinger.

I set off back to Brad and Jodie’s house, arriving there before he did. My best friend, now girlfriend, answered the door with my daughter in her arms. Sara smiled, or had wind, probably the latter, but she seemed happy, and I took over joyfully.

The best of me was a Mom, the worst, a widow.

Jodie kissed me, took my luggage, and carried it upstairs while I got reacquainted with my daughter. I fed her while sitting in a rocking chair in the conservatory. I noticed the chair was brand new, possibly never used, and I wondered if it had been recently delivered, especially for me.

When Sara fell asleep, I burped her, then took her upstairs to the room designated as a nursery. After putting my daughter to bed, I went into the master bedroom suite and got the shock of my life. Jodie had unpacked all my things, hung garments in the closet, and pointed at a whole drawer where everything else was neatly stashed.

Sara’s things were stacked on the bed, waiting to be moved next door.

My eyes instinctively scanned both nightstands, and on one, my wedding photo sat. Jodie grinned awkwardly.

“We know you aren’t moving in, Ciara.”

“I can’t, honey… I am not ready to commit.”

“Are you open to romance?”

“Yes… one hundred percent, but I am not fully healed.”

“Let’s take each day at a time.”

“Thank you, Jodie.”

“I bought wine and hoped you might express a day’s milk for Sara, before dinner, so that we can enjoy an adult evening.”

“I would love that. Can I help?”

“Beef Bourgignon is slow cooking, but we could lay the table together. I have a special tablecloth and candles… romantic would be nice.”

“And will we dress up? I brought the right clothes in case.”

“I would love if we did, Ciara.”

“Date night then?”

“Yes… date night, but we’ll share a shower before getting dressed.”

“All three of us?”

“Yes, Ciara… like this morning.”

“But with a cock to share?”

“Precisely.”

“It’s a good job you chose a slow-cooked meal option then, Jodie.”

“It may become supper.”

“Or breakfast.”


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

In preparation for our date night, Brad took to one of the four spare rooms, leaving Jodie and me to spread ourselves everywhere in their marital bedroom. I was a fortunate mother in that Sara would sleep until early morning unless a loud noise or other disruption roused her. There was no deadline, so we could be girls, try on underwear, dresses, and other clothes, ask one another’s opinion while Brad rested up and dinner slowly stewed.

The faint aroma of Beef Bourguignon made my stomach groan. I was starving, having missed lunch, and being generally rushed from one place to another before arriving at Jodie and Brad’s. My best friend helped me unpack, noticing I hadn’t brought much.

“You know, we can also stay at your home occasionally if that helps, Ciara. We could also take a few weekend breaks to nice hotels. You wouldn’t need to drive, and Brad’s SUV has plenty of space on the rear seat for a child’s cot.”

“Home, yes, you are welcome in my home any time, but weekends away… I mean, how would we explain that when booking and checking in? Hi, can we have a room with a bed for three and a child’s cot?”

“We ask for family or adjoining rooms, silly.”

I hadn’t been away in ages, nor had I enjoyed a date night for as far back as I could recall. Mostly, Jack and my social life had revolved around swinging parties and a few Military functions. As for inviting Brad and Jodie to my marital home, I was okay with that, firmly of the belief that Jack would approve of my union with our friends.

I had to make a move. Jodie suggested, and I procrastinated.

“How about next weekend, Jodie? You choose where. I’ll stay at my place for the week, you guys come over for dinner on Wednesday, stay the night, then on Friday I can meet you here.”

She smiled and looked pleased. It was progress, slow for her, faster than I’d expected for me.

“We’ll collect you from your house for the weekend getaway, Ciara. Less driving for you.”

“Okay, done.”

Jodie showered while I lay on the bed, resting. When she dried herself off, she rifled through her closet, selecting a dress and a pair of shoes that mattered to her. I was surprised by how seriously the couple took their home-catered date night, but then, I had to agree that romance was important. Jack and I made little fuss at home, a mistake I fear we might have rued in years to come.

I tapped Jodie on the shoulder while she was down on her knees, and she craned her neck to stare at me, grinning wildly, looking excited beyond belief.

“Are you okay, Ciara?”

“We need a hairdryer. I haven’t showered yet, but I can’t see yours anywhere.”

“If it’s not on my dressing table, Brad took it to the spare room.”

“It’s not there. I checked.”

She grinned lasciviously and raised both eyebrows suggestively.

“Then you must ask Brad for it and risk the need to charm the snake.”

“I’m sure he can wait for both of us.”

“I’d be surprised if he waits.”

I grinned, and Jodie got back to searching for a pair of heels she swore she had somewhere, once upon a time.

When I saw Brad in his spare bedroom, I was wrapped in a towel, still unshowered. He stood magnificently naked, his muscles ripped like a bodybuilder. My eyes tracked down from his gorgeous face, over his immense pectoral mass, along the pronounced ridges of his six pack to a delicious looking, enticing semi erect cock.

I was instantly aroused. The air in the room electrified, and I licked my lips. Brad smiled knowingly, his cock rising faster every second.

“I went to the gym twice today, Ciara. Once for each of my girls.”

“It doesn’t look like you’ll make it through dinner comfortably, Brad.”

I eyed his stiffening cock. It was as though the tiny, slit of a red eye in it’s head was staring at me and the rest of his body reacted, starting with his thick, long shaft. I smelled the layer of precum coating his glans and could swear I saw a tiny teardrop seeping from the eye watching me.

“You inspire me, Ciara. Both of you do. I can’t tell you how fortunate I feel to love two women equally.”

“Equally?”

I balked at Brad’s compliment, which might have deeply offended his wife had she been in the room. My heart lifted, and I saw softness in his eyes, desire engraved in his expression as clear as day. The man loved me, another woman’s husband, a woman who was willing to share because she loved me, too. In that moment, their authenticity struck me hard. Jodie and Brad had taken time to consider their love for me and how their future together would work.

The door behind me slid slightly ajar. I half turned and saw Jodie holding up a pair of black stilettos, a large, triumphant grin painted on her face. She glanced at Brad, saw his now rock-hard cock, then grinned at me.

“Yes, Ciara. I love you as much as I love my wife.”

I was staring at Jodie when Brad confirmed what he’d said before she entered the room. She smiled, showing no sign of distress.

“You haven’t showered, Ciara.”

“I know.”

“You’re not going to let our guy sit down to dinner with a massive hard-on, are you?”

“Well… I, I…”

“Come on, Ciara… empty Brad’s load inside you and ease both your burdens, honey.”

“Alone?”

“I meant what I said earlier. We can’t always ask one another for permission to enjoy a loving moment when there are only two of us around. Do you need a damn good fucking - yes, or no?”

“Well, yes. I do, as it happens.”

“Then go for it. Don’t look a gift stallion in the mouth - or its tiny cum leaking eye.”

The door closed, and I stared at it, half expecting it to open again with a wife having second thoughts peering in, but Jodie was gone. She’d permitted me to fuck her husband on my own, while making it clear that her consent to do so was no longer required in this odd mingling of lust and love that was growing between we three.

I turned, licked my lips hungrily and frowned lasciviously when I saw Brad’s cock fully reared up, ready to stretch my pussy wide and fill me with hot, potent semen. I love a man’s cum squirted down my throat, all over my face, across my breasts or splashed all on my fingers and fist when I wank him off, but most of all, I love having that man’s seed exploring deep inside me.

I loved it on the odd occasions when Jack and another guy double-teamed me. It was usually when our swinging partner’s wife wanted a break or desired to be a cuckquean. Being fucked at both ends, swallowing thick, gloopy, salty cum from one cock while the other seeds my pussy is incredible, so, the fact Brad was ready, willing and able to fill me with his seed appealed to me.

Brad moved closer, holding both my hands, the end of his cock sliding into my crotch along the inward curve of my baby bump.

“Would you like to make love, Ciara?”

“Can I lie on my back, lift my legs, you slide underneath and fuck me from an angle?”

“I’d love to.”

“I want to suck your cock first please, Brad.”

“Please be my guest, darling.”

For a very hot moment, I stared deeply into Brad’s eyes. I saw and felt his undying love for me, as it should be between a couple. I didn’t doubt he loved his wife as much as he loved me, but in that moment, my boyfriend was mine. I no longer felt like I was taking something from Jodie; it seemed I was getting what was intended for me.

I wasn’t sure how I’d feel if our roles were reversed and I shared Jack with Jodie, but I hoped I could manage it. I felt the immense benefits of having a man standing in front of me with nothing but love, as did his wife next door.

I slowly dropped to my knees, kissing Brad’s neck and chest along the way, sucking, then nibbling his nipple on the way down, then licking each ripped crease on his six pack. His cock smelled musky and manly, like it knew I was the prize and my lips were its entry to heaven.

On my knees, I stared at my boyfriend’s cock as it’s sheer mammoth and manly presence charmed me. My hormones stirred, fueled by lust and pregnancy conspiring to beguile me. I was intoxicated by the moment, completely lost in the unfathomable depths of something that was somewhere between love and desire.

I shivered, then leaned in, moving my hands behind Brad’s legs, drawing my fingernails tantalizingly upwards from his Achilles heel over his tight calves, past the hollows behind his knees, up his powerful thighs until I gently cupped his taut ass cheeks.

Then I opened my mouth wide and drew my lips across his sticky glans until I could form a seal around its pronounced rim. Then I made my tongue and mouth soft tissue walls encase Brad’s salty, creamy head, letting his precum soak into them, marinating me.

All I could smell, and taste was Brad. It was time for me to start letting go of the past so I could begin embracing the present. I must explore what Jodie and her husband offered me, heaving around minimal baggage, but never none at all.

I sucked his cock gently as though allowing my new boyfriend to imprint himself in and on me. My husband would become a cherished memory, never forgotten, always a warrior, my hero, and father to two of my children. But the primal woman buried deep inside me demanded that I give this throuple a shot, and for that, new pairings were needed which included romance and lots of three-way fucking.

When I gripped Brad’s cock around its thick, stiff base, it throbbed gently against my fingers and palm. The flavor in my mouth intensified as a sticky nectar began leaking onto my tonsils, stirring them into excitement. My throat was next, burning intensely as my boyfriend’s nectar sent ripples of approval through my body until my pussy trembled and leaked a lover’s honeyed ambrosia, preparing the way for my lover’s cock.

I drove my lips down my boyfriend’s cock, sucking it gently, making sure I didn’t clean off all the salty, tangy cream. It was vital that I familiarized myself with Brad’s delicious flavor and discovered every bloated, sharpened vein and gnarl on his cock. I wanted him to know me, as I wished to know him and Jodie.

As I sped up, my head bobbing up and down, sucking my boyfriend’s cock harder, taking him deeper, he ran his fingers gently through my hair, making no attempt to force me or to facefuck me. I cupped his balls in one hand, squeezed his cock shaft gently with the other while submitting myself in appreciation for his genuine love.

Brad tapped my head gently to attract my attention.

“You must stop now, darling. I can’t last much longer, and I desperately want to cum inside you.”

I paused, lifted Brad’s cock and licked the length of his bulging urethra from his wrinkly balls to the tip of his cock where I tickled the tiny eye that spied on me. When I was done teasing him, I giggled and stared up at my boyfriend, who smiled back.

“Do you want to cum inside me because I have a baby in my belly, Brad?”

“No, darling. I want to cum inside you because I love you.”

“Did Jodie tell you that she and I made love earlier when you weren’t here?”

“It would be greedy and selfish for any man who had two beautiful women in his life to deny them the romance and love they share for each other.”

“I’m learning about all of this.”

“I’ll never dishonor Jack’s memory, Ciara. I want to be your next great love adventure, with Jodie.”

“I know. Please give me time.”

“Are you ready to make love?”

“Yes, but I’ve changed my mind about positions, Brad.”

“However you like it, I will give it.”

“I want you to fuck me as a wolf covers his mate, or a stallion his broodmare. Take me deep, Brad, and plant your seed inside me.”

“I will, darling.”

I dearly love pointing up my pussy up for a man to plow it deeply. The act of being taken and fucked relentlessly hits my spot, as does a long, thick cock that stretches my soft tissue walls and crushes my cervix. Jack did it, so does Brad. I crawled onto the spare bed, spreading my knees wide apart, arching my back steeply and pointing my ass high in the air for my boyfriend to great a great angle on my dripping hole. When I was in position, my body shuddered all over as my womb exploded into pre-orgasmic effervescence.

“Please fuck me, hard, Brad.”

“I promise to.”

I tilted my head sideways, lying on a cheek, reaching far to each side, gripping the duvet with talon-like fingers. I wanted to submit to a new man without losing the essence of my husband, and this felt right.

Brad entered me slowly, feeding in his massive cock that stretched my pussy wide. I gulped, my eyes bloated, and I relaxed my stomach and internal organs, allowing my stallion to mount me as he wished. Something about my pussy stretching feels more spiritual than physical. A rising joy deep inside me, creates a euphoria that commands and controls my emotions, which exploded now, when Brad’s cock reached balls deep inside me, his glans crushing my cervix, his throbbing shaft pulsating love into my soft tissues.

I was taken deep, filled with my boyfriend’s cock, branded with the signature of his shape pressed into my pussy walls. I compressed my pelvic floor and milked him, enjoying it when, with each squeeze of my muscles, he groaned loudly.

“You’re milking me, Ciara.”

“I want to know you more - the man inside me and the man inside you.”

“I can show him to you. Every day, I will strive to be a better man for you and Jodie.”

“I will learn quickly, Brad.”

“I know.”

Brad slid his cock out of my trembling pussy, but it was far from the end of my deep fucking - we were getting started. When he drove his hips forward, my boyfriend filled my throbbing hole again, then again, each time stretching and reshaping my pussy, making me his. I groaned loudly, drew the duvet in, my saliva dribbling into its cotton fabric from a mouth wide open, gasping.

His stroke sped up, as accurate as a locomotive’s pistons, driving deep inside me with metronomic regularity, always filling, always welcome, and always milked by me. Brad grunted, I moaned, he cried out in the heat of passion, I screamed, enjoying the tension in his fingers which clawed my ass cheeks wide apart as he pulled and pushed me back and forth on and off his cock in time with each stroke, forcing his helmet deeper inside me than I thought possible.

My messy, creamy, squirted orgasm came, and I reached down, fingering my clitoris, setting my world on fire as I gave myself to Brad. He continued drilling me hard and fast, prompting wave after wave of ecstasy from deep inside me, rippling out as joyful, warm tingling washing through my entire body.

When Brad squirted his seed deep inside me, he splashed it against my cervix where his cock head ground in hard like it was transforming my DNA. His seed felt hot, and the moment of his orgasm, a howl and immense impassioned release, gripped my emotions, making me even more his than not.

We were attached together for what felt like an age, neither of us moving, me milking Brad’s twitching cock until every drop of his seed was decanted inside me.

As I rested, enjoying a blanket of love that comforted me, the bedroom door opened. Jodie walked in and wriggled underneath me, staring lovingly into my eyes.

“How did our guy do?”

“Brad is amazing.”

“It’s your turn to shower. Would you mind if I clean his cock?”

“I don’t mind that at all, Jodie.”


Chapter Six

◆◆◆

The dinner table was set beautifully. Jodie and I had taken care of it. She had silver-plated cutlery, a family heirloom treasured by her mother and grandmother before that. A silk and linen blend, brilliant white tablecloth covered the expensive ebony wood dining table, preventing scratches and watermarks. The cloth edge was adorned with a string of four-leaf clovers, beautifully embroidered all the way around.

Held aloft by three silver candlesticks, long, thin, white candles were lit, exuding an orange, flickering light with a scent of lime and bergamot that felt warm and cozy. Jodie’s bone china dinner service was also beautiful. Yoshino by Noritake featured a beautiful harmony of East and West influences, with fresh spring colors weaving throughout traditional glazed florals, finished with a radiant gold band on every rim.

Jodie set three large covered serving bowls on the table, ferrying them carefully from the kitchen, mindful of the value of her china and the contents they held. We were famished.

She removed her oven gloves, tossed them onto a sideboard, and came up from behind me, perching her chin on my shoulder, wrapping her arms around me so she could cup and stroke my baby bump.

“Our man’s semen swims inside you.”

I craned my neck to stare at her. Jodie smiled, like a woman deeply in love. She kissed me softly, our lips sticking slightly from the gloss we’d shared - we’d chosen the same color, with kissing in mind. When our lips parted, Jodie smiled.

“I’m glad my husband came inside you, in case you were wondering, Ciara.”

“I was wondering… sorry. I am adjusting.”

“He fucked you well, honey.”

“Yes. Brad is an incredible lover, and so are you.”

Jodie purred and planted soft kisses across my neck, while I stared in wonder at the extravagantly laid table and the delicious food I could smell.

It’s so much for a date night at home.

But I love it!

“What do you think of the table, Ciara?”

I glanced again, searching for words to express all the romantic glory that shone from it. The table pulled me in like it had an aura, a bubble within which all who were seated would be under a magical, loving spell.

“Wow, Jodie. I love it so much. It’s so beautiful.”

“As are you, Ciara.”

“The tablecloth is Irish, I see - the clover gives it away.”

“It was my great-grandmother’s, from Loughrea, County Galway. She came here after her husband.”

“But the bone china design looks oriental.”

“My father bought it when he lived in Indonesia, before moving back to the States, where he met Mom. Everything on the table has a story. The candlesticks belonged to Greg’s great-great-great-grandfather, who stole them from a jewelry shop in London. The story goes that he escaped on board a tea ship bound for America before he risked getting caught. If they got him, the authorities would have sent him to Australia.”

“But for that good fortune, you and Brad would not be here.”

“Neither would you, sweetheart.”

“Yes. Fate and luck are infinitely entwined. I often think that Jack and I are lucky even now. His fate might have happened before I bore his children, and that would make the tragedy a million times worse, for him and me.”

“Now Brad has two children that you and he share. Yours and his story continues.”

“That’s how I am choosing to see things, Jodie.”

“If it’s not painful for you, we can share a few funny stories of times we all shared with Jack this evening.”

“I’d really like that. I feel like a healing process has begun, and I’d like to remember my husband with happiness in my heart, not a tear in my eye.”

“We can do it.”

I wore a long burgundy maternity dress designed for formal nights out. It had a stunning design crafted from soft, comfortable silk chiffon. A delicate V-neckline looked modern and mildly risqué as my heavy breasts and deep cleavage were plainly visible. Flutter sleeves and a tie-waist added a touch of elegance. The flowing A-line skirt was beautifully complemented by a daring leg slit that reached my upper thigh, offering both comfort, style, and ease of access while making me feel like a woman.

Jodie, after finding her black heels, packed them away again, deciding to go barefoot with me in solidarity for my swollen feet and pregnant condition. She wore a charming dress combining elegance with a playful touch. The front featured a delicate ruffled neckline that gracefully framed her shoulders, while the flattering, fitted bodice accentuated her gorgeous waist. It led into a flowing skirt with a front slit for added movement.

I turned, held my girlfriend’s hands, and stepped back one pace, soaking her in.

“You look beautiful, Jodie. Green with pink floral print suits you, and your figure is utterly breathtaking.”

“So is yours, honey.”

“I’m big.”

“And beautiful. I hope to be the same someday.”

“Do you and Brad have plans?”

“Not yet… we are waiting.”

Jodie never said she and Brad were waiting for me. She never needed to because I knew. I appreciated that she didn’t say it and that she and her husband, now also my boyfriend, were mindful of my delicate situation.

When Brad joined us, Jodie and I gasped and grinned, leaping on him together for hugs and kisses. He wore a beige silk, cashmere, and linen slab twill Ravello jacket by Brioni. It was a perfect fit, with peak lapels, two back vents, one chest pocket with button closure, and two front patch pockets. His trousers matched the jacket, and I swooned, seeing the gorgeous hunk of a man inside the suit who smiled radiantly at his wife and girlfriend.

“You look stunning, honey.”

“Thank you, Ciara.”

“That’s a six-thousand-dollar suit if I am not mistaken. I always love a Brioni on a real man.”

“I only wear this for date night, weddings, and other special events.”

“Date nights at home, though - is it overkill?”

“Never… date nights with you two ladies at home are as important as if we went out to the grandest restaurant. The food is also better here.”

“I know… Jodie’s cooking smell has woken my baby.”

They both instinctively placed a palm gently on my baby bump, stroking softly, turning me on. My hormones rampaged, my baby kicked, and we all giggled, marveling at the miracle of a growing life so close by, yet so far away for now.

When Brad held out my chair and I sat down, Jodie waited until he did the same for her. He was a gentleman through and through with kindness and decency at his core. It felt delightfully sleazy, sitting between the wife whose husband had filled me with his semen. I glanced at both, and a warm blanket of love descended on me.

This feels perfect.

Brad uncorked a bottle of alcohol-free wine and poured a glass for each of us. Then, Jodie served our main course: beef bourguignon with steamed new potatoes slathered in slightly salted butter. The vegetables were separated into three sections of a single serving bowl: fresh garden peas on the left, whole dwarf Chantenay carrots in the middle, and wilted tenderstem broccoli on the right.

I wasn’t sure if it was my inner glutton or the pregnant beast lurking inside that would have drunk Jodie’s homemade gravy by the pint, but it was delicious, so I could be excused for pouring more than I needed. The combination of flavors in her dinner was so incredible that I was enveloped in a comforting blanket of love with an added layer of a culinary orgasm that sizzled on my tongue.

Brad waxed lyrical about the good times he had with Jack playing baseball together since High School. They’d also fished and hunted together many times, and I recalled the freezer loads of meat and fish we had enjoyed as a result of their success.

Jodie’s memories of my husband were different, with a romantic and sexually inclined tone. I smiled when she described how he aroused her and knew that if he were with us now, Jack would drag my new girlfriend to the bedroom and make love to her, leaving me to ride Brad’s cock all night, which I most certainly would.

When my turn came, I spoke of romance, children, and our deep, meaningful love. Then, to turn the conversation into something a little more racy and consistent with my surging hormones, I described our lives as swingers, the alternate side to us both. Jodie and Brad were fascinated, but neither seemed keen to probe, so I dipped my toe in the water after we finished main courses.

“You mentioned the two of you were swingers.”

Brad glanced at Jodie, who smiled, deferring the answer to her husband.

“We were, until the search for another woman to join us began.”

“Are you done with that phase, Brad?”

I smiled cutely at each in turn. It was a very loaded question that spoke to the core values they held in relationship terms. Jack and I had enjoyed consensual nonmonogamy, but we’d become less sure about it while abstaining from other partners when we tried for our first baby, Sara.

“We’re done with swinging. How do you feel about it, Ciara?”

“When I was pregnant, Jack and I enjoyed limited swinging, but it felt different, unexciting. Then, we abstained from other partners after Sara was born, and when our second pregnancy became apparent, we decided never to swing again.”

“Because of your children?”

“No… I think we got something out of our systems, Brad.”

“Ahh, I see.”

“Sorry… I deliberately asked a loaded question.”

“You want to know if swinging is out of our systems?”

“Yes. For many couples, it’s a one-off event; for others, it’s a phase, and for some, it becomes a whole lifestyle.”

“It was a phase for us, Ciara.”

“As it was for me and Jack.”

“Then we are aligned?”

“We seem to be.”

“Have you any more questions?”

“You are my exclusive boyfriend, yes, Brad?”

“That’s correct.”

“And Jodie is my exclusive girlfriend?”

“Also true… and we, Jodie and I, that is, are married, as you know.”

“Is that how you would intend our relationship to continue?”

“No.”

I smiled, sipped my wine, and we all fell silent. It was a warm, contemplative silence, free from awkwardness, as it should be among close friends, family, and lovers. The night was peaceful; no wind blew in the trees outside, and there was no sound in their home. I only heard our breathing, rhythmic, in tune, and delightful.

Jodie stood, stepped across the divide between us, kneeling, staring deep into my eyes, hers filled with wonder and fire. I grinned back, and my nostrils twitched, detecting sweet feminine arousal in the air, hers and mine combined being the most likely cause.

When Jodie’s lips brushed gently against mine, my womb was aflame, tingling with the joys of pregnancy and sexual arousal. When I was with child, I felt extra horny, so much that I could fuck eight or more times a day and still want more.

“I want to be naked, Jodie.”

“Here? Now?”

“Yes, honey. I want to feel you and Brad kissing me, caressing me, and loving me. Shall we enjoy dessert, then undress?”

“You are our dessert, Ciara.”

Jodie licked her lips while staring at my breasts. They felt heavy and full, even though I had expressed milk for Sara before showering. Brad’s eyes were alive too, undressing me and his wife. He stood, carefully undressed, laying his six grand suit across a sofa. My pussy cried out for his cock when my eyes beheld it, wanting yet another pounding.

Jodie undressed, stepping out of her panties, revealing no pubic bush. She’d shaved everything off without me seeing.

Must have done it in the shower.

Jodie’s pussy lips were engorged, looked sticky, delicious and beckoned me to lick them, but it was too soon because my lovers wanted to suckle their dessert. I stood, and with one simple unzip by my boyfriend, the dress that was meant to come off easily did precisely that, slipping to the floor in a puddle of burgundy silk chiffon.

I was naked and loved it. Brad’s eyes nearly fell out of his head.

“You look glorious, Ciara.”

“Thank you, darling.”

They sat me back down, each taking a side, both kneeling. I cupped their heads, and my lovers carefully attached their lips around my nipples and began drawing their milky dessert treat from inside me. I felt empowered, loved, and as though I could feed mankind, well, with Sara, I could feed three of the most important people to me, at least.

They drew my milk hard, each gurgling on the squirted cream that filled their mouths as they drained my breasts. Before feeding Brad and Jodie, my average daily yield was almost a liter. Now, nearly a week later, feeding a baby and two adults, I estimated my production to be at least another fifth on top of that.

As they sucked and drew my milk, I groaned, feeling a soft, warm tingling all over. Brad spread my legs wide, while Jodie started fingering my creamy hole, swirling her fingers deep inside, scooping out my honeyed nectar before feeding it to Brad for the few seconds that he detached from my nipple.

Eventually, with a cock so stiff it looked like it might split open, Brad stood, offering his creamy precum coated glans to me. His wife continued feeding on my tingling nipple, sucking harder, drawing my milk so heavily I trembled all over.

Jodie played my creamy slit like a guitarist strums his Fender Stratocaster, brushing four fingertips up and down my sticky furrow, splitting two very swollen pussy lips. Jodie’s fingers caught my sensitive, solid clitoris on the way past, up and down, sending thrilling shivers through me, making the walls of my pussy contract and milk Brad’s cock, even though it wasn’t inside me yet.

I clenched my lips around the rim of my boyfriend’s creamy circumcision while his wife stopped feeding, placed her palms on my knees, spread them wider apart, and kneeled in front. I shifted my ass forward, so my dripping wet pussy was easily accessible, dangling over the forward edge of the chair.

I sucked Brad’s salty precum soaked cock head, making sure the fullest amount of its surface came into contact with as much of my tongue and soft tissues around my mouth as possible. Jodie licked my throbbing hole, and I felt myself leaking to the command of her tongue. Her husband’s cum was inside me and I was sure that a few drops of that saltiness must taint my sweetness as it burned on her tongue.

My skin burned and tingled fiercely, like it would on a hot day at the beach. Inside, my reproductive organs shimmered, worshiping the lovers who caressed, licked and one of whose cock I sucked. I drove my lips down Brad’s gnarly shaft, enjoying a thick coating of salty lust he deposited on my tonsils and deep inside my throat.

Jodie clawed my pussy lips apart with powerful fingers, licking deep inside my well fucked hole that was going to see plenty more action before the night was through. I was being made love to by two people who deeply cherished me, and like a moth to a flame, I was falling into their bright light.

I wanked the base of Brad’s cock, willing him to squirt his salty load down my throat. He moaned, groaned, and his thighs locked, like the ropes holding a massive ship to the docks. I crammed his cock deep down my throat, choking, dribbling my saliva down my chin to the floor, while his wife sucked my clitoris, dragging its creamy tip from side to side.

When Brad shot his creamy load down my throat, I gagged and swallowed, retching, but not wasting a drop of his precious seed. For the first time since we’d started our roller coaster ride, I thought of him and Jodie as mine, permanently and exclusively mine in the framework of a throuple’s love.

I sucked Brad’s cock while my orgasm built and roared, my belly contracting, my pussy celebrating with explosive joy. Jodie cleaned me, sucked my juices dry, swallowing, glorified in my ecstasy.

When she was done, I stared at each lover gratefully. My emotions intensified, I felt drawn in, to them, by them, and for them.

I had fed my lovers and been fed by one, and we hadn’t even left the dinner table.


Chapter Seven

◆◆◆

I lay comfortably sprawled out on our immense bed, sandwiched between my lovers. Jodie purred softly as she slept, cuddling into me from behind, an arm wrapped lazily around my waist while my head lay on her husband’s hairy chest.

The room smelled of sex, because we had fucked long and hard after clearing away dishes. Brad had opened our bedroom window, allowing a cool breeze to waft through, which invigorated me. The night’s cool temperature was perfect for a well-insulated pregnant woman who had made passionate love for hours.

I glanced up and stared into Brad’s eyes, enjoying his deeply satisfied smile. He had been in love with his wife since they met, and was now engaged in a fresh romance with me. I was excited in a way that lifted my self-esteem.

“Is it hard making love to two women all the time?”

“Not really… You both turn me on. I’m fit, healthy, and I recover quickly.”

“I’ll say. You’re a stallion, honey.”

“Are you happy, Ciara?”

“Yes. Are you?”

I raised up to take a closer reading of Brad’s feelings. Even in the moonlight, his relaxed, loving face and the unequivocal smile of a man at ease with himself and the world around him were obvious. I never needed to ask; he knew, and I did too, so I kissed him softly on the lips, grinned, and rubbed my nose against his.

“It was a silly question, Brad. You know what you want. I’m less certain.”

“Do you want this, here, now?”

“Yes, one hundred percent.”

“There are no silly questions, Ciara. Ask me anything you wish.”

“Is it practical for all of us to work?”

“I don’t know… but I must. It’s not about earning the most, Ciara - I want to be a good husband.”

“You earn a lot. Jodie told me that years ago.”

“Being a lawyer is lucrative, but not much fun. I’ll do what I must, but in the end, I want my own practice. That’s where the real money is.”

“I know. I see that in my workplace too. Lawyers are paid twice what I get.”

“And yet, when the lawyers need a forensic accountant, they all run to you for the big cases. That matters, Ciara… more than you realize.”

“I guess.”

I was in high demand because my skills and track record spoke for themselves. The trouble was that there were many other forensic accountants available, and a median band existed within which legal practices and accounting firms that retained us expected to pay. It was almost the reverse of a free market, like the lawyers had created a cartel, decided who would get paid what, and if you slipped above the upper ceiling in your remuneration band, you were out of favor and blackballed by everyone.

Jack railed against it, decrying the system that constrained me. Now, it seemed Brad, a respected local lawyer, felt the same. I studied his expression, which didn’t change. My boyfriend wasn’t trying to influence me one way or the other. He laid out the facts as he might to a jury in court.

“To raise a large family and provide all that everyone needs requires a lot of money, Ciara. All three of us earn well now.”

“Right… that’s true, but what about looking after a growing brood of children. I am reluctant to have Sara placed in childcare. I prefer to raise her myself. That impacts my earnings, possibly more so as I have more children.”

“Jodie wants a large family. As I do.”

“I can work from home, but my hours would be reduced, so earnings might be affected.”

“I’ll work harder if needs be, but ultimately, owning my practice makes a huge difference.”

“Which also means we see less of you. I don’t think that’s a solution.”

I was asking probing questions to understand better how much Brad and Jodie had thought through the long-term implications of a polyamorous family setup. So far, the sex was great. Better than any I’d experienced, a fact that made me feel mildly guilty, a matter to discuss at my next therapy session. Sex is all well and good as a marital and relationship lubricant, but life is more complicated than the carnal, emotional, and romantic.

“What’s worrying you most, Ciara?”

“I want to understand how you and Jodie see things practically. I mean, are you looking to create one family, plain and simple, or are there potential schisms that might occur in the future that you haven’t covered off?”

“You mean like sharing the cost equally for medical, dental, pensions, retirement, college funds, kids’ education costs, inheritance - all that stuff?”

“Yes.”

I was a little surprised when he reeled it all off from the top of his head. Then I reminded myself that Brad was a lawyer, accustomed to creating agreements that covered almost everything. He grinned, looked self-assured but not smug, then he laughed until I silenced him with my lips and another soft, loving kiss.

“Shush… you’ll wake your wife.”

“We have everything documented.”

“Documented?”

“I drafted an agreement, then got independent lawyers to tweak it. We took care of all the details, Ciara. Otherwise, this would be another fetish lifestyle with no chance of any longevity. There is no pressure on you, but if this works out between us and we all want to take a step further, the complex matters you are concerned about all have solutions.”

Wow… but are those solutions agreeable and can they prevail?

I couldn’t probe any further without exposing myself as an interested party to their proposal. It was too early for me to do that because my emotions and hormones were all over the place - a bad time to make life choices. Love is love, until it dies, and I figured a three-way divorce or whatever the civil separation of assets would be in our case was going to be a whole lot messier than in a traditional marriage of two.

I owned my home, free and clear of debt, and I had a lump sum saved in the bank, largely due to Jack and me saving hard. I received a monthly dependency and indemnity compensation check from the VA, and another for Sara, which was deposited in a trust fund for her. There would be additional support from the Armed Services for our new baby. I had a great salary and excellent career prospects, and now I was being invited into a partnership-style arrangement that would blur the lines of financial certainty that I had worked out.

As I fell into a deep sleep, nestled between my lovers, I felt a mild sense of unease.

When I woke up, I stretched out. Sara giggled and gurgled somewhere nearby, so I sat up awkwardly and saw her cradled in Jodie’s arms. She paced the room, cooing at my daughter, who was entirely at ease with my girlfriend.

Jodie smiled, then offered my baby to me.

“Would you like to feed her, or shall I warm a bottle?”

“I’ll feed her, please.”

“I’m surprised you have any milk left after last night.”

“That was so much fun, Jodie.”

I rolled out of bed awkwardly, stood, slipped on a bathrobe, and settled into an easy reading chair by a window. Sara clamped onto my nipple ravenously and began feeding, a high pitched sucking sound gently teasing my ears. My happiness was immediately boosted.

Jodie stood behind me, massaging my shoulders gently, easing out any tension she and Brad didn’t fuck out of me the night before.

“I’m due in the office at 9 am, Jodie. I have the cheating wife strategy meeting with our client.”

“It’s 6:30… why are you worrying?”

“I’m not… I just… well…”

I pulled gently on my bottom lip and frowned, my cheeks blushing and burning bright red. I felt horny and couldn’t help myself. Jodie stared, then tossed her head back and laughed when the penny dropped.

“Ahh. You want to fuck me and Brad.”

“The other way around, actually, Jodie.”

“We can do that. There’s time to shower now, make love, then have a light shower again. Last night was highly energetic, and I feel grubby.”

“I had the same idea.”

“Okay… I’m sure Brad is game, so we’ll let him sleep and shower together, then wake him when we’re ready. Shall we suck his cock together?”

“After he showers?”

“Oh, fuck yeah!”

My panties were soaked through and sticky. My pussy was stuffed full of Jodie’s husband’s cum and I’d been well fucked, licked and sucked all night. In fact, I was filled or drained in every way possible, and yet my energy levels rebounded, and I still wanted more - more cock and pussy before going to work.

My massage continued until Sara was fed and had fallen asleep in my arms. She would wake again at 8:30 for another, lighter feed, and then sit peacefully in a baby walker or rocker as long as she had an interesting view to entertain her.

I put my daughter back to bed after burping her, immediately joining Jodie in her massive rainfall shower wet room. She kissed me and I tasted mint, feeling guilty I hadn’t brushed yet, so I stepped out of the rainfall, gathered my brush and toothpaste, then took care of my pussy and cock breath under the warm monsoon.

While I brushed, Jodie talked.

“Brad and I talked about your trip to the Bahamas. We wanted to come with you, both of us, that is. We can cover our expenses, no problem, and we are both overdue time off work, so absence isn’t an issue.”

“Okay… umm, that’s a kind offer, Jodie, but why would you guys do that for me?”

“Isn’t it obvious?”

Jodie stared at me, looking a little hurt. She loved me and had grown accustomed to that concept, even before my husband passed away. Brad undoubtedly felt the same way as his wife did, but I was only just out of the starting blocks in a race that could last a lifetime.

I shook my head and shot her an apologetic look, spitting out my toothpaste and rinsing, cracking my neck fully back to collect rain shower water.

“Sorry, Jodie. Everything is moving so quickly for me. I don’t mean to offend you with bluntness.”

“Perhaps it is moving too quickly, but our offer to come with you on the trip remains. Brad and I can help protect you and offer support. If you’d like separate bedrooms, we can do that. You can knock when you want to join us.”

“Sleeping arrangements aren’t the problem, Jodie. The sex is great, I just-”

“Good… then we can come?”

“I’d love you to come. I will find out today if the cheating wife has come to her senses, or if our trip is happening.”

“Let’s get the bitch and find her cash!”

Jodie and Brad were not pressuring me to join their loving relationship. A romantic door was open, and they stood on the other side, encouraging me to walk through, not coercing or forcing me. All the pressure I felt was self-induced, largely because I had taken the notion of accepting their offer seriously.

I loved Brad and Jodie, but perhaps not to the intensity and in the same type of love that I’d had for Jack. I wondered if the torch I carried for my husband was stronger now because he was gone, and I cherished a memory, desperately holding on. It was so damn hard to tell, to fathom and dissect my feelings while pregnant and deeply hormonal.

Jodie sponged me down with a thickly lathered sponge, making sure I was comforted.

“Try not to overthink this, Ciara. Brad and I dated for a year before he asked me to marry him. None of us has proposed anything to each other, let alone commit. We’re just throwing around ideas.”

Not entirely true.

If I said yes, you’d move me in permanently tomorrow.

But it’s true… we have time.

I stared at Jodie and blinked, suddenly realizing how far out of context I’d taken everything. We were one week into a sexual, romantic relationship that had lifted me from utter misery at the graveside of my dead husband, and I was fixated on where it was going so much that it exhausted me.

I smiled, the dark clouds lifted from my mood, and suddenly, my whole world felt fantastic.

I leaned closer to Jodie, pulling her the rest of the way in, kissing her deeply. Hands placed on my shoulders while my girlfriends were wrapped around my waist confirmed Brad had joined us. His kisses down my spine urged my tongue deeper into his wife’s mouth as love, lust, friendship, and romance surged.

I stared into Jodie’s eyes as she grinned back in such a positive way that I was uplifted.

“Oh god, I want this so much. Please come to the Bahamas.”

“We will, honey. It can be a holiday.”

I couldn’t believe how my body tingled and shivered when Brad licked down my right thigh, past the hollow behind my knee, pausing there to plant a few pleasure-ripping kisses that almost made me buckle. Then, he gently licked down my calf, lying on his back to tongue and kiss around my ankle knuckle. He set me on fire, and I almost came while staring down at his gorgeous face.

Jodie lifted my chin until our eyes locked.

“Mount Brad’s cock and fuck him while we shower honey. It will save everyone from washing again.”

Jodie nodded behind me, and I craned my neck. My boyfriend’s cock was fully erect, like the center mast on a tall ship, long, thick and sturdy. I was sure my pussy seeped more arousal, but the powerful monsoon shower sprayed me so ferociously I couldn’t be sure.

I wanted Brad’s cock inside me, so I turned back and looked down, eyed him and saw the immense smile of a man who had serious morning wood to be dealt with. Then, I stared at Jodie and grinned.

“What will you do while I fuck our man, Jodie?”

“I’ll fuck his face and kiss you.”

“Wow… okay. I love that idea.”

I shuffled backward until my throbbing pussy was roughly in line with Brad’s cock while Jodie did the same, lining hers up with his mouth. Then, she helped me squat, not an easy feat for a woman who had just reached her third trimester. I fleetingly had a quiet chat with my inner slut explaining to her that she must enjoy this fucking while she could because I doubted the position would be viable in a few weeks, perhaps days.

I felt exhilarated beyond belief as I stared down into Brad’s sparkling eyes. While kissing my neck and kneeling beside me, Jodie gripped the base of her husband’s cock steadying it as I sat down and he stretched my pussy wide. His giant, long, thick, hard cock slid deep and easily inside my tight, but well lubricated and sticky, throbbing hole. I gasped, felt every tremble and tremor transfer from my boyfriend’s stiff cock into my pussy’s soft tissue walls as he reshaped me inside, the intent to own me was lovingly ingrained into his expression.

I bottomed out on Brad’s cock and rested momentarily, before grinding my solid, aching clitoris that Jodie had chewed on half the night into his pubic bush. Shafts of pure pleasure shot through my most sensitive nerve cluster adding fuel to the fire burning hotly deep inside my pussy.

Brad’s cock head squashed my aching cervix, and I felt overjoyed.

With both hands, Jodie gently added her weight to my shoulders, as she cocked a leg over my boyfriend’s face, preparing to mount him. In doing so, she squeezed me further down onto Brad’s cock and I gasped, wheezed and moaned loudly, furrowing my brow riven by desperate, deep sexual tension.

“Oh fuck… I need Brad’s cock inside me so fucking much.”

“You can have my husband all you want. He’s yours too.”

“Oh fuck… I’m so fucking grateful!”

I watched Jodie squat and gently feed her pussy to my boyfriend. Now that everything had settled in my mind, I wanted to think of him as mine, conventionally speaking - we were dating, as were Jodie and I. Call us friends with benefits, I don’t care, but when I saw and heard Brad tonguing deep inside the same pussy hole I had eaten out the night before my skin burned like I was on fire.

Jodie leaned forward, making sure Brad had plenty of swollen, sticky pussy to lick and suck, then she kissed me deeply, licking inside my mouth so vigorously, an orgasm tickled inside me. I contracted every muscle, crushing my boyfriend’s cock, enjoying his much louder, more energetic moans caused by me milking him.

Jodie got more and better tongue from her husband because I fucked him harder, and I did that because she gave me more tongue in my mouth. It was the ultimate three-way win.

I leaned heavily on Jodie’s back with flattened palms, and she braced herself while I powered my quadriceps. I eased my tight, trembling pussy off her husband’s cock, enjoying how his solid, sticky shaft dragged slowly and reluctantly out of my hole. When I sat back down faster, I relished how powerfully Brad’s cock stretched and impaled me.

We got into a rhythm, where I was fucking Brad’s cock while his wife rode his mouth. She rocked back and forth while I did the same, her riding his lips and tongue, me enjoying his depth inside me, rasping my tiny, pink nub into his wiry pubic hairs. Jodie and I even got to kiss one another while we rocked. I just needed her to brace, every time I wanted to slide up his lathered, sticky pole, then glide back down it, a look of deep ecstasy written all over my face every time.

We fucked for ages, Jodie squirting her orgasm into Brad’s mouth when her body shuddered uncontrollably. While he groaned in deep rapture, I saw more tawdry liquor pouring out from under where her pussy met his lips, much more than the rivulets of shower water cascading down.

I rode Brad’s cock harder, egged on by the look of deep satisfaction on Jodie’s face, wanting to mimic her contorted ecstasy that only an orgasm can wring from a girl’s face.

When I came hard, I milked my lover’s cock, fucking his shaft by rocking vigorously back and forth until I felt it twitch deep inside me. As he squirted his semen deep inside me, Brad moaned even louder, slurping his wife’s soaking wet pussy. He wrapped his arms around her legs, gripped her inner thighs, spreading them wide apart so he could poke his tongue deeper inside Jodie.

I saw everything plainly like a personal porn movie. Jodie’s clitoris bulged as Brad dragged it from side to side with one finger stretched out from where he gripped her thigh. His tongue was deep, so far inside that she came again, over and over, riding the same waves of pleasure that I felt and milked into my lover’s cock.

Exhausted, I slipped off Brad’s cock, lay back under the monsoon, breathing deeply, holding my baby bump as the child inside kicked. I imagined that my baby must have enjoyed the shower as I had, although there was no medical evidence to support my theory.

I glanced over at Brad, who looked exhausted, but happy. My view was blocked when Jodie crawled to me and kissed me passionately. When our lips parted, she stared down at me with deep love and devotion in her face.

“Nothing needs to be complicated, Ciara.”

“I know… I get it now… let’s date and have wild times, darling.”

“That’s my girl.”


Chapter Eight

◆◆◆

“I need a few days at home with Sara, that’s all, Jodie.”

“We know, baby. Call Brad or me if you need anything, a ride, some company, without sex, or even a coffee downtown at your offices. Don’t feel lonely.”

“I feel like I have someone, two someone’s darling.”

“Is romance blossoming for you, Ciara?”

“It is. I have started a journey. That’s for certain.”

I kissed Jodie at her front door, lingering longingly for ages. Brad left home for work ten minutes earlier, kissing and cuddling me tightly, even though I was only parting company with my lovers for three days, well, it was two really, because they were visiting my home on Wednesday evening for dinner and staying over.

Dating at home was easier for me and Sara. I hadn’t sought a proper evening babysitter since I never went anywhere I couldn’t take my daughter with me. Today, I was bringing her to work with my client’s blessing. After that, I was going home around lunchtime to work from there.

I needed a couple of days to reflect on my life and that of my children, one of whom was in the real world, the other protected by an amniotic fluid bubble inside me for another few months. The choices in front of me were delicious, enticing, and positive, and I was coming around to loving Brad and Jodie. Still, there remained the practicalities my lovers had worked out over months, possibly years, which I’d had less than a week to absorb.

After Brad left, I missed him, just as I used to miss Jack when he went to work. Now, as I waved at my girlfriend through my front windshield, I felt the emotional wrench in my heart and stomach as I missed her, too.

The drive to work helped me think and balance everything in my mind. At my office, a well-meaning face descended on Sara every five meters from the lobby to our meeting room. Our client, Mr. Dalton, would arrive in an hour, so we had time to absorb the latest developments and strategize before the billionaire divorcing his cheating wife would want an update.

Lawrence met me in our conference room, made a fuss of Sara, and pointed to the hospitality area.

“Grab yourself a coffee, Ciara. I have a ten-minute office call, and I’ll join you. Guy should arrive soon.”

“What’s the latest?”

“The wife basically said fuck off. Glenda put it politely but emphatically. No deal!”

“Then let the games begin.”

“See you soon.”

“Yep.”

As long as Sara could see me, she was happy to sit and watch the world go by. Very little fazed her, much like her father, Jack, who rarely got flustered, no matter the crisis. I was tolerant of managing a situation, but some things got under my skin, like assholes and poorly behaved people.

As I prepared coffee, my back to the room, a hand reached around my waist and a husky voice whispered something unintelligible. The man’s lips were far too close to my ear to be decent, but his hand was more offensive as it dropped a few inches from my waist, cupping and squeezing an ass cheek.

“We’re going to the Bahamas together, Ciara.”

I swung around, poured a cup of boiling water down the front of Guy Hamilton’s shirt, and watched as his lewd, disgusting leer turned to agony. He pulled his stained, searingly hot shirt away from his skin, but I figured he’d have a few red blotches that would remind him of what he did for weeks.

He stared at me angrily and in disbelief, so I raised an eyebrow, warning him. But Guy didn’t care about threats. He was as angry as a rabid dog.

“What the fuck did you do that for stupid bitch?”

“We should call the police, Guy. I feel sexually assaulted and you… Well, you can explain everything, I’m sure. After the police watch the CCTV footage in this meeting room, they will probably side with you… not!”

Guy glanced up at the camera, which would certainly incriminate him, end his career in an instant, and humiliate him forever. Then he stared at me, realizing I was his only chance of avoiding police charges.

“I’m sorry, Ciara. I unreservedly apologize.”

“Why the fuck did you touch me like that?”

“I got carried away. I was so thrilled to be going with you to the Bahamas that I don’t know what came over me.”

“Sexual assault is what came over you, fucking idiot!”

“I know, sorry… can you keep your voice down, please, Ciara. People are passing the room, and the door is wide open.”

“So was your hand on my ass?”

“Sorry… again.”

I turned away and made my coffee while Guy sat down. He was an asshole, everyone knew it, but I’d get no thanks from the partners if I caused a massive fuss and embroiled their firm in a scandal. My company needed the city’s legal institutions on board; otherwise, they would get no calls with new business, and neither would I.

As I sipped my coffee, I thanked God that the CCTV system installed to monitor and record poor behavior between clients and opposing parties was in place. Had it not been there, Guy might have claimed I assaulted him, the evidence, a brown stain all over his white shirt and jacket.

He sighed and stared sadly at his woolen suit jacket.

“It’s a Holland Cooper. The stain will never come out.”

“Rapists usually wear black jumpsuits, don’t they?”

“Oh, come on. I got a little handsy, and I’ve apologized for it, Ciara.”

“Take this as a lesson, Guy. You sexually assaulted a pregnant woman who knows you. Next time, you might touch up, or worse, seriously sexually assault a stranger when you get carried away. You’ll end up in prison.”

“I won’t. Lesson learned. I was excited about going to the Bahamas with you.”

I studied Guy momentarily. He looked sorry for his sin, and I was not someone to hold a grudge against anyone. Now that I knew he was handsy, I wouldn’t be anywhere in public or private alone with him. It wasn’t the sort of thing I could tell Lawrence, who it seemed put Guy on the team I was working with, but it made Jodie and Brad’s offer to escort me throughout the trip much more welcome.

“Why are you coming to the Bahamas, Guy?”

“Because you need an actual lawyer with standing to speak with a judge to get the access you need in the banks.”

“I see.”

“You aren’t a lawyer… are you?”

I didn’t like Guy’s snotty tone, so I fought back.

“No, I’m not a lawyer, but if know one who specializes in rape and sexual assault please do tell me. I have a slam dunk case for them.”

He shot me another apologetic look, and his whiny voice grated between my teeth. He was an insufferable ass, so unlike the other, decent men I’d worked with at Lawrence’s firm.

“Can’t you drop it, please, Ciara?”

“Don’t get snotty with me. Don’t ever touch me again, and when we are in the Bahamas, don’t sit beside me anywhere.”

“We’ll have adjacent seats on the aircraft.”

“I’m going by train to Miami, which is five hours, then a boat to Bimini. I’ll take the low-altitude flight to Nassau from there.”

“Jesus, that’s a long way around. Why are you doing that?”

“Because I’m pregnant, have a baby, and don’t want us to suffer in a pressurized cabin.”

“Oh, I see.”

He fell silent and looked ashamed, which I figured would last a couple of minutes until he could find an opportunity to manhandle someone else. I stared at him with fury burning in my eyes.

“My husband died in the service of his country, Guy. You just disrespected a war hero’s wife.”

“I feel ashamed.”

“Yeah, right, tell me you didn’t see an opportunity because I am vulnerable?”

Before Guy could answer me, Lawrence returned with two files, handing one to me. He pointed at the junior associate’s stained shirt, who mumbled something about him being clumsy with the coffee. He smiled and nodded to the door.

“Why don’t you get cleaned up, Guy?”

“Thank you, Lawrence.”

I scan-read the file and shook my head, closing it ten minutes later, two minutes before Lawrence did the same. He nodded to me.

“Any thoughts on the file, Ciara?”

“The cheating wife will lose this case for sure, but I think she’s relying on Mr. Dalton’s forgiveness to avoid criminal charges. The other possibility is that she has dirt on him and will use it when she’s uncovered. Let’s face it, few people amass billions honestly, and if anyone knows where the skeletons are buried, it’s a wife or husband.”

“Nicely put. My thoughts precisely. We must explain this to Dalton so he doesn’t lose more than necessary.”

“I take it you want me to visit the Bahamas?”

“Yes, please. Your travel plans for train, plane, and boat have been approved, including the two escorts you asked for… a couple, I believe?”

“Brad and Jodie. They are good friends of Jack and me… sorry, were, good friends… well they-.”

“I get it, Ciara. We’re just happy you agreed to take on this job. We booked two rooms for you at the Four Seasons Resort for one week. One of our junior associates will be available and will stay at a nearby hotel to assist you on request. They can deal with legal matters, judges, and such.”

“Not in the same hotel?”

“No. Dalton is covering your bill directly, including the cost of your escorts. You made a great impression on him. Our lawyer will stay in much cheaper but sufficiently comfortable accommodation.”

“Okay, that’s great.”

Guy won’t be an issue.

Guy reentered the room, but Lawrence held up his hand and smiled.

“We don’t need you right now, Guy, thank you.”

“Oh, right then… okay.”

Lawrence nodded at Guy, then towards the door. It was the junior lawyer’s cue to leave, which he did, somewhat sheepishly, closing the door behind him. I felt suspicious and anxious, but my friend and lawyer, who had called me in on the job, smiled comfortingly.

“I am deeply sorry, Ciara.”

“What for?”

“I got a call from security. They saw what Guy did to you on the CCTV. I’m truly disgusted and ashamed.”

“I won’t lodge a formal complaint.”

“And I appreciate your understanding in the matter. The optics are bad for the firm if you did.”

“I don’t want to harm the good people here because of an asshole, Lawrence.”

“I know, and we are hugely grateful.”

“I take it Guy won’t be coming to the Bahamas?”

“Nope. We are sending a woman with you. Her name is Lucy. She’s nice and very competent. In about one hour from now, Guy will pack up his desk and leave here forever with no reference.”

“Okay… well, you’ll never hear a word about this from me.”

“The partners appreciate that, Ciara.”

By the time Mr. Dalton arrived, Lucy was installed as second chair on his divorce case. She took a fifteen-minute briefing from me, making copious notes, then sat back and respectfully watched her boss tackle our billionaire client.

“You won’t be able to hang a crime on Mrs. Dalton for having embezzled your money over the last two decades.”

“I thought you said Ciara would uncover where the money is.”

“She will.”

“What’s the issue then?”

“Your estranged wife’s lawyer gave us a flat no on her client coming clean on the embezzlement accusations. She won’t include the amount in your divorce settlement agreement.”

“Then she’s broken the law. You need to trace the money.”

“No, Brian. They’ve been too bold and responded within a couple of hours to our suggestion. We think it means your wife has dirt on you. Is there any tax evasion, fraud, something, anything that might make you look so bad as to secure her half a billion dollars?”

Brian Dalton said no very quickly, but his expression was an unambiguous yes. He sighed, his head dropping just enough that he glanced downward, frowned, and grimaced, then caught himself and looked at me.

“What should I do… Ciara?”

“I’m not a lawyer, Mr. Dalton.”

“I want your opinion, please.”

“Find the money and use it as leverage to negotiate the best deal you can through your lawyers. Once we prove your wife stole money, you each have a gun to the other’s head. As things stand, she has a hidden smoking gun, and you just realized it.”

Lawrence and Lucy nodded. The billionaire had entrusted his deepest secrets to his wife for twenty years, and now, she was milking it for every cent she could. He muttered and shook his head.

“Was I that obvious?”

“To me, yes, but please don’t say out loud what Mrs. Dalton has on you because your lawyers can’t unhear it.”

“Yes… well. At least I can rely on attorney-client privilege.”

“Yes, you can. But they can’t lie for you either.”

“Do you have other advice, Ciara?”

“Move on, Mr. Dalton. Revenge is for ignorant people.”

“I’m angry and I am mourning a severe loss.”

“My husband died on a distant battlefield. I understand what anger feels like. Don’t let it rule or ruin your life.”


Chapter Nine

◆◆◆

I spent a couple of hours using Lawrence’s firm’s legal reference library, researching past precedents and case law related to polyamorous relationship battles. There was surprisingly little to hand, since polyamory was illegal in the USA aside from the limited and specific exceptions I knew of in Massachusetts and California. What the library had, generally related to three-way child custody battles, which was another issue I hadn’t considered.

As I sat at a small reading desk in a comfortable chair, staring out of the window at a bustling street, in deep thought, I didn’t notice Brian Dalton arriving alongside me. He cast a shadow, so I glanced up, saw who it was, and smiled.

“Mr. Dalton. I didn’t see you come up on me.”

“Sorry. I didn’t want to surprise you, Ciara. May I sit?”

“Yes, of course.”

I pointed to the chair opposite me as we all do, even though it was the only chair he could sit on without being too far away for us to speak. He grinned affably, but something in his eye and a flicker of uncertainty in his face told me he was about to share a problem.

“Have you heard of the Bank of International Settlements, Ciara?”

“Oh my.”

Oh fuck.

Run, Ciara!

My face gave it away, and I dreaded our conversation.

“You’ve heard of it, then?’

“The BIS is an international financial institution that fosters cooperation among central banks and other financial institutions. It also serves as a bank for central banks, providing financial services and acting as a forum for discussion and policy analysis. It is headquartered in Basel, Switzerland, and has representative offices in Hong Kong and Mexico City.”

“That’s the same one.”

“It has sovereign independence from all states, all deposits are completely secret, and they don’t have to declare their assets. Nor do they pay taxes. They also don’t have private clients, so why are we...”

…Even discussing them?

I shook my head, feeling confused and wary.

“All true, Ciara.”

Dalton eyeballed me cautiously. Part of me wanted to run away, most of me wanted to stay, such was my excitement. The BIS was the ultimate nexus for money transfers—trillions upon trillions. The bank was almost considered a sovereign country in its own right and had its own police force. Even their staff working in Basel didn’t pay Swiss taxes.

The BIS was a worrying organization, never discussed lightly. It was entirely legal because it operated above the law, answering to the Federal Reserve of the USA, the Bank of England, the Deutsche Bundesbank, and numerous other powerful central banks. Like many others in the know, I also understood that the world’s biggest criminals wore suits.

“You’re going to tell me that they do have private clients, aren’t you?”

“No… but their executives are very helpful in finding small boutique banks that love people like me.”

“Are these subsidiaries of the BIS?”

“Maybe. Some are at least, but you would never prove it.”

Meaning yes, but don’t ask that question again.

I fucking knew they existed.

People believe they know how much money, specifically of the major currencies, circulates around the world, but they don’t. Trillions of dollars, pounds, and euros reside in anonymous trust funds, held at impenetrable banks located in sixteen British overseas territories. Similarly, it has long been suspected that many trillions more are hidden in Switzerland, with the BIS facilitating the movement of it at the will of central banks and secretive billionaire clients.

Dalton looked nervous, smiling with the grin of a man looking for the last time at a jury as they shuffle into court after deliberations, about to pronounce his verdict. I licked my dry lips, feeling tense, wondering what to ask and how far to probe. I was having a conversation that millions of bankers, lawyers, and accountants would love to listen to, just to satisfy their curiosity.

Everyone wanted to know about the BIS.

“Your wife knows how you bank?”

“The IRS would have a field day if she blabbed to them.”

“You’re playing with fire.”

He nodded, sighed, then leaned back in his chair, staring at the ceiling. I imagined Dalton was deliberating over how much to tell me. When he leveled his gaze with mine, he smiled disarmingly.

Wow, he’s going to share.

“Can you conceive of the difference between a million and a billion, Ciara?”

“Oh yes. A million minutes ago was about two years, a billion minutes ago, Jesus was dead for one hundred and fourteen years, and the Roman Emperor was Trajan.”

“Exactly. Do you have any idea how hard it is to get from a million dollars to a billion?”

“I can well imagine. You have several billion dollars of declared wealth, Mr. Dalton.”

I annunciated the word declared, so Dalton knew that I knew he had more wealth than most, possibly, anyone knew of, including his wife.

“Yes, I do, and I want to keep my money.”

“Why are you telling me this?”

“I’d like you to come and work for me.”

I was taken aback. I’d thought he’d want to warn me that I might find a few things on my investigation that led to places he’d rather I didn’t go, but no, the man wanted my expertise, and now, he looked strained.

“I’m a forensic accountant, Mr. Dalton.”

“Please call me Brian.”

“Thank you, Brian, but my point stands. I discovered where the money went and who moved it. I’ll assume you want me to help you hide yours.”

“Not hide… obfuscate in the most tax-efficient manner, which is not illegal by the way.”

“I know it isn’t… as long as you never stay in one country for long enough that they declare you tax resident. I’ll assume you have art in several Freeports around the world, and you hang copies of those pieces in your homes to avoid annual capital gains.”

“It’s all held in the Geneva Freeport. I have two full secure container areas there.”

“Ports Francs et Entrepôts de Genève or PFEG. You chose the largest and most secure Freeport facility, known for storing vast quantities of art. They have also acquired a dubious reputation.”

Dalton was getting uncomfortable, squirming in his seat, glancing every way except at me, checking to make sure we weren’t overheard. I didn’t think he was breaking the law; it wasn’t worth the problems he’d encounter, but he skated on thin ice. If his cheating wife knew all the facts and whereabouts of his cash and assets, a lively prosecutor or someone at the SEC would just love to probe the matter for a few years for the publicity and bragging rights.

“If your wife blabs, it looks like you conspired to defraud or evade taxes, and your assets will be frozen until a lengthy investigation concludes you did nothing wrong.”

“Yes… in a nutshell. I would lose billions. The divorce is a battlefield I don’t need.”

“Is half a billion dollars worth losing the war over, Brian?”

“No… she can keep the money.”

“Really. You’ve had a change of heart, then?”

“No. I want you to prove my wife broke the law. She knows where my bodies are buried, so I need leverage over her. I’ll forgive the half a billion dollars, but if she’s holding a gun to my head for the rest of my life, I want to hold one to hers.”

“That’s a wise strategy. Mutually assured destruction.”

“It sounds awful, but I can’t think of another solution.”

Neither can I.

The whole matter now made perfect sense. Dalton’s declared wealth was a little over five billion dollars, so it was safe to assume that his undeclared assets were ten times that. He didn’t want to squeeze half a billion more dollars into a divorce settlement to screw his wife; he wanted to make sure she never came back to drink from his well again, nor would she drop him in the shit with any authorities.

I was thrilled. This was the stuff of international police investigations, major front-page news from Hong Kong to London and New York. I was being asked to dive right into the honey pot, or trap, depending on one’s perspective.

“I pay extremely well for results, Ciara. A damn sight more than the thousand bucks an hour Lawrence bills me for your services.”

“You know I don’t get that, right?”

“But you could, and much more.”

I stared at him, sorely tempted by the offer. After a couple of years working for Dalton, my kids would want for nothing, although, given the workload, they would probably be cared for by a nanny who would accompany me everywhere as support. The remuneration package would be all I ever dreamed of, but I would be jumping into bed with a tiger. After considering my kids, my thoughts flashed to Jodie and Brad. My fledgling love for them was going somewhere, but this new job might derail that.

“Where would I work from, Brian?”

“Wherever you wish. If you travel, the same friends accompanying you to the Bahamas can travel with you permanently.”

Dalton’s wry smile told me he knew more about me than I thought. I narrowed my eyes accusingly, but smiled and tilted my head.

“Have you investigated me, Brian?”

“Thoroughly.”

“So you know I am dating unconventionally?”

“Polyamory is on the rise.”

“Yes, it is.”

“I won’t judge you on your relationships, only on your work. I don’t care how you live your life, Ciara. It’s your business. Your friends will always be accommodated.”

“You only care about hiding your assets?”

“Shall we say, protecting my assets?”

“Yes, okay.”

Dalton stood and smiled, looking relieved. He was ready to go, having said what he needed to, and made an offer he believed was already accepted by me. On that, I couldn’t shake his confidence no matter what I said, because he and I knew my new annual salary would exceed that of any of the partners at Lawrence’s firm, which was in the many millions.

“Think about it. You wouldn’t have a care in the world, Ciara. I’m buying your loyalty and silence.”

“I’d have a few billion of your problems to wade through, though.”

“Maybe, yes. Look… I’ll be in the Bahamas at the same time you are, living on my yacht. You, Jodie, and Brad are welcome to dinner.”

He even knows their names.

Could have gotten that from the hotel bookings he made.

“Thank you.”

“You’ll let me know your decision then, Ciara. You have my cell. It’s on the special business card I first gave you.”

Nothing Dalton did or said would ever surprise me again. Being a forensic investigator for the location of money and assets provided me with insight into the entire investigative sector. My potential new employer had already thoroughly checked me out using competent desk researchers and experienced field operatives. Most likely, a seasoned, now-retired New York City detective had been following or watching my every move for days.

I had no secrets from Brian Dalton.

When I left Lawrence’s offices, I saw Guy’s cubicle was already cleared out and he’d left the building. His colleagues gathered loosely around their desks, gossiping quietly and looking scared, as rumors circulated, most likely prompted by management, that a cull of manpower, specifically interns and junior lawyers, was underway.

They had to cover Guy’s misdeed, or gossip would ensure problems at the firm - problems I didn’t want Lawrence to have.

I reached my car in the basement parking lot, buckled Sara’s seatbelt into her carry-cot, and set off. I didn’t get out of the parking lot before stopping and calling Jodie.

“I need to see you and Brad, please.”

“Wow… that was quick. You left here, what, five hours ago?”

“Almost six, and it isn’t about sex.”

“Oh, that’s a shame, Ciara. What a buzzkill.”

“Can you both meet me at my home?”

“Brad’s in court till four. I’ll arrange to meet him there, and we’ll come right over. Is there a problem?”

“Call it an opportunity. I’d love it if you stayed the night, Jodie. I can’t do date night dinner at such short notice, but we can order take-out.”

“We’d love that too.”

I suddenly realized that Jodie was the person to whom I ran in my crisis, not my parents or sister. I might have called Brad before her, but I didn’t, because discussing the arrangements for them to visit and the reasons why felt easier with my girlfriend than with my boyfriend. Men ask lots of questions, all good and relevant ones, because they always want to find solutions, but women, in this case, Jodie, were happy to endure my mystery until we met up later.

I called them because I need help.

It means something.

Making love to Brad and Jodie had dragged me from the depths of despair. I wanted our relationship to go somewhere, maybe not where they desired, but somewhere loving, romantic, and decadent. I’d never had such incredible sex, being fucked by a boyfriend while his wife fingered my pussy and sucked milk from my breast.

Brad and Jodie were sexually voracious, an excellent match for me and even now, as I sat in the car, my panties felt damp as I thought about how take-out would become eating out, specifically me and Jodie on each other while her husband fucked us both.

I stared at a wall in the basement parking lot, my hands gripping the steering wheel.

Admit it… you’re a slut.

You would have fucked Dalton.

My girlfriend and boyfriend had rejuvenated my life, but more than that, they had rekindled my sexual desires, righting my soulless ship that had capsized. All my sexual fantasies had resurfaced through dreams, some of which had already played out with Jack. I considered how those which hadn’t might fit into the non-monogamous relationship into which I was settling.

I loved Brad. I loved Jodie too, but it wasn’t the same as how I’d loved Jack. I wanted to be with my friends, but perhaps not only them, because I wanted more cock than one man could provide. That would be a difficult conversation, because Jodie and Brad had said their third would be exclusively theirs, as they would be to her.

It’s still early days.

Fuck them all night tonight, go to Bahamas, fuck them there, and everywhere, then see where the journey leads.


Chapter Ten

◆◆◆

Exclusivity might not work for me.

That’s a fucking complicated conversation to have with a married couple who fell in love with you.

Am I going off the rails?

I opened the front door and blurted awkwardly, terrifying Jodie as she walked up my drive.

“I am a slut, or at least I want to be… sometimes, maybe… I don’t know, Jodie.”

“Shall I come inside your house, or would you prefer to discuss this on your front doorstep?”

Jodie smiled at me, and I frowned, embarrassed, ashamed that I couldn’t control my impulses for long enough to invite my best friend, no, my girlfriend, into my home. I stepped aside, waving an arm for her to come right in, shooting her a giant apology through my expression as she did.

“I’m sorry about that, Jodie. It was on my mind.”

“Don’t worry, sweetheart. I want to kiss you, but thought better of it outside, or with your front door wide open.”

I shut the front door, mumbling something about rampaging hormones, and turned, stepping into Jodie’s arms. She kissed me softly, gently massaging my shoulders, before rubbing my back and eventually holding both ample sides of my waist. We kissed for a few minutes, starting with our soft, yielding lips, adding tongues, moans, whimpers, and groans, eventually spiking my hormones, warming my panties most unnecessarily-unless we could make love soon, very soon.

I gently, somewhat unwillingly peeled my lips off my girlfriend’s, frowning lasciviously as I did it. My body wanted sex, the stress of the day assured it, even though I needed to talk to Jodie and Brad. I panted, planted my forehead gently on Jodie’s, and stared deeply into her wide, sparkling eyes.

“How is your baby girl, Ciara?”

“She behaved so well all day. I got her home, and we played for a while. Then I bathed and fed her, and now she’s sleeping. I expect she’ll wake up around 9 pm for a final feed. I am blessed with a wonderful baby.”

“And how’s Mommy?”

“What do you mean, Jodie?”

I stared at her, entirely shocked, until I realized what my girlfriend meant. Then, as the reality of being loved and cared for hit me, a few tears formed in my eyes, and I began to cry. Jodie held me tightly, one hand cupping the back of my head, holding me into her chest while her free hand lovingly stroked my back.

“Are you asking how I am?”

“Of course I am, Ciara. You sounded stressed out on the phone, and now that I see you, I know you had a bad day.”

“It was good and bad, but both are stressful.”

“Let’s snuggle on the sofa, and you can start by telling me the bad.”

Jodie sat me down in my lounge on a sofa, went to my kitchen, and made us both coffee. I felt like my home was tidy, but it looked even more beautiful after my girlfriend puffed up a few cushions and then rearranged everything in my kitchen in the time it took for the kettle to boil.

Jodie sat beside me, carefully passing a mug of coffee. I smiled and shook my head.

“What’s wrong, Ciara?”

“Nothing… It’s just… You know, having this kind of affection and attention when I get home after working hard is really appreciated. I’m not used to it since Jack… well, you know.”

“Get used to it again, honey.”

I sipped my drink, eyeing my girlfriend. She’s said nothing about my outburst at the front door where I declared myself to be a slut - maybe. Jodie also didn’t push for me to regurgitate my working day, good and bad stuff - she just waited patiently, staring lovingly at me.

I want to fuck you so much.

“When Brad gets here, can we make love, please, Jodie?”

“Of course. Was your day that bad?”

“The bad part was.”

“Tell me about it, please. If you want to.”

“A junior lawyer groped me. I dealt with it well… actually, I probably didn’t because I never told anyone, but in a way that was good because the firm’s security saw the whole thing on CCTV, reported it to Lawrence, and he fired the little weasel.”

“What a jerk. I’m sure Lawrence thanked you for saying nothing.”

“He did... But-.”

“Oh dear. Is this but… then you tell me the good bit?”

“Yes.”

“Go on then.”

“I was offered an opportunity that would let Lawrence down a bit. I doubt he will be happy in any case because it would mean I wouldn’t be able to work for him… or anyone ever again.”

“Please, Ciara… spit it out, sweetheart. I’m dying here.”

“Brian Dalton offered me a job as his personal accounting and financial lead.”

Her eyes bulged and she set down her mug on a small table. Jodie knew the name, who didn’t, and she racked her brains to recall all she knew. Some of what she knew would be good, some scandalous. Billionaires rarely become so wealthy without at least flirting with illegality.

“Wow… that’s Dalton the billionaire?”

“The same one.”

“I take it that’s who’s getting a divorce in your big case?”

“I can’t talk about the case, but yes. It’s that guy and his cheating wife is why we’re going to the Bahamas.”

“Fuck! So we are going then?”

“Dalton is picking up the tab for all of us. We’re staying for a week or more, and he has invited us to dinner on his yacht.”

“Oh my, Ciara… does he know about-”

“Yes, he knows about the three of us and says he’s cool with it.”

I sipped coffee, wishing it were a stiff whisky. The only thing I disliked about being pregnant was my absolute zero intake of alcohol. I wasn’t a drunk, lush, or any version of bored housewife afternoon tippler, but sometimes the weight of a crystal tumbler with a double shot of full-bodied and smoky single malt, with hints of seaweed, iodine, and a touch of sweetness weaving through the peat, settles my nerves.

When it came to whisky, the Scottish kind, I was a sip and savor for hours type of girl, but right now, ballooning toward bursting point with a baby due, I could only stare longingly at the small, locked closet where I hid Jack and my whisky collection while I was pregnant.

Jodie looked concerned, so I placed a hand on her thigh, squeezing gently, feeling more aroused than I wanted to.

“It won’t change anything between us, Jodie.”

“It will, honey. Your salary for one. It will be immense, it must be; otherwise, you wouldn’t even consider such a turbulent job. Then, there is the travel, being away from home, from us, and, of course, the hours will be excruciating for you because billionaires are rarely chilled-out people. Dalton will drag you from one crisis to another.”

“Us, Jodie.”

My girlfriend blinked and stared at me.

“What do you mean, us?”

“Brad is a lawyer, and you are a paralegal. We three will make a team. I will have staff, and they will be paid.”

“With you leading the team, Ciara.”

Jodie looked thoughtful, rather than skeptical. I’d considered the same problem she was mulling over now. Brad would effectively be the head of a two-wife, many-child household, not the primary earner, and through working hours, he wouldn’t be the boss - I would be.

The dilemma was apparent to Jodie. She pursed her lips and frowned deeply, concentrating. In the end, she shrugged and smiled simply at me.

“Brad is a proud man, Ciara.”

“I know. I haven’t said yes to Dalton. I know we are dating and there is no commitment, but I am in love with you and Brad.”

“Wow!”

Jodie grinned from ear to ear. I’d professed my feelings to her and Brad many times, always caveating them with a comment that I was growing into the relationship. Maybe it was the crisis engulfing me at work, great as that problem was, or perhaps my situation as a widowed, young, pregnant Mom fast-tracked biological love.

But I definitely felt in love with Brad and Jodie. My girlfriend was delighted, and she leaned in to give me a hug. She momentarily forgot the problems I had shared, focusing only on how we felt about each other.

“I love you, too, Ciara.”

“I know… which is why I feel I must be honest… about everything in my life. If I don’t tell you how I feel, you won’t know, and we might stumble into stormy waters because of it.”

“Are you talking about you being a slut?”

“I may be a slut.”

“In what way are you a slut honey?”

I inhaled deeply, then sighed for ages. I stared into my coffee, collecting complex thoughts and feelings, some of which were bottled up even from the time I was married to Jack. Speaking about one’s deepest, oftentimes darkest sexual fantasies reveals more about you than you’d care for others to know. I was about to undress my soul to a girlfriend of ten days.

“I have fantasies.”

“We all do, Ciara.”

“I often wake up soaking wet, throbbing for a cock inside me, having an orgasm. When it happened, I reach for my vibrator, or Jack would fuck me, but it went away after I lost him. It happened a few nights ago while I slept with you and Brad.”

“I hope he fucked you.”

“He did… but… oh dear, sorry honey. It’s like a door opened… or reopened.”

“Oh my my, please do share, honey. I rather like the sound of this.”

Jodie sipped her coffee, grinning mischievously while I wrung my hands and disguised my forehead as an ocean of rapidly advancing waves. My rational mind begged me not to reveal my fantasies, but my heart and soul yearned to be unburdened.

“I’ve always wanted to be gangbanged, Jodie. In a swing, on a bed, in the woods, over a car bonnet… just a line of men running a train through me, each cumming inside, every cock bigger, longer or thicker than the last one.”

“Fuck! Is that it?”

Jodie looked surprised, laughing loudly, slapping her thighs.

“Yes… Well… that’s not exactly everything. I want to be double penetrated, with a cock inside my pussy and another-”

“Inside your back passage, fucking you while his cock slides across the one in your pussy?”

“Yes.”

“I’ve done it.”

“With Brad?”

“Yes, and before we met with an ex-boyfriend.”

“But you want exclusivity in this relationship, right? Between you, me, and Brad.”

Jodie stared thoughtfully at me. She smiled disarmingly, making sure I didn’t feel like the wanton slut that I felt like. It was too late. My fantasy door was wide open, and no matter how hard my brain tried to close it, my heart held it wide open. My girlfriend set down her coffee, stood up, and paced the room, taking a minute to stare out of my lounge windows and enjoy the view of a forest-shrouded lake far in the valley below.

“You have a beautiful home, Ciara.”

“With Dalton’s offer, we could both sell up and buy a new, bigger home for a much bigger family.”

“You’ve considered that already?”

“Yes. But, as I have said before, the devil is in the details, though.”

“It always is, Ciara.”

“Are you changing the subject?”

“No. The same problem confronts me. The devil is in the details. Your concerns are how to join a marriage without the rights of a wife; my concerns are different.”

“Can you elaborate, Jodie. You’re the one being vague now.”

“When Brad and I discussed you being with us, it suited me because I’m bisexual and have loved you for a long time. It suited our guy, too, because he wanted two wives, and he also loves you.”

“It’s a perfect solution to the problems a bisexual woman has, Jodie. By sharing her husband with another bisexual woman, everyone gets what they want.”

“Yes… and I was sure that I shared Brad’s desire for exclusivity too... right up until we fucked so much that part of my sexuality I thought was exhausted came alive again.”

“Wow!”

I fell silent, and Jodie kept on staring out of the window, saying nothing. It was a great view that could consume anyone for hours. My home was on the forward edge of a beautiful, exclusive twelve-house development on a huge bluff. I had views over Carson’s Canyon in three directions. The river that carved out the canyon flowed below, there was a beautiful lake in the distance, and miles, maybe hundreds of miles for all I knew, but at least dozens, of prime, infrequently explored forest.

“It’s a beautiful view from here, Ciara.”

“I know.”

“It opens up your heart and makes you feel alive.”

“Jack hunted and fished in that lake and the forest surrounding it with Brad.”

“They did.”

“What changed for you, Jodie?’

“I am also a slut, sweetheart. Oh, don’t worry, mine and Brad’s original vision is still firmly ingrained in my head and heart. I want you and him, but…”

“You want more, too?”

“Yes… more women and men, but not to replace Brad or you… it’s… it’s…”

“It’s hard to explain. I understand you, babe. Jack and I dealt with this urge by swinging. It worked because whatever a husband did to me, he did the same to the guy’s wife. We kept our lives in balance through an equitable approach to sex and sharing.”

“But you never got gangbanged, Ciara?”

“No.”

She stared at me with a questioning eye, like I might have an answer for her. She and Brad had played with swinging, possibly more than they had revealed to me. It was still early days for our relationship, and no time for anyone to make solid, lifelong commitments, because we were all still opening up to each other.

Fantasies are like living organisms once you let them out of the tiny part of your soul where they were locked up, released only for late-night onanism or daytime dreams, never to be fully revealed. Once let out and exercised, fantasies grow or die. Either way, they will never fit back inside the space where you once contained them.

If a fantasy grows, it itches worse every day until it burns and possibly destroys you. Sure, you scratch, stroke or rub it by watching online porn or reading erotic literature and masturbating, substituting characters for yourself. Still, the fantasy continues to grow, demanding to be fully released into the wild.

But when you exercise your burgeoning fantasy and it doesn’t die, then beware and watch it evolve into something new. You will change as your hidden world joins that part of your character that others see or have already seen.

“This was always a risk when opening your marriage, Jodie. It was the same for Jack and me… we swapped partners, and then the games began. One thing led to another, and a sexual adventure ensued.”

“Did you discuss a gangbang with your husband?”

“We got close to it, but no.”

“Did you have a plan in mind for how you would pitch it to Jack?”

“Yes, it was straightforward in the end. I was going to suggest that however many men fucked me, Jack would have the same number of women sharing his bed for the night.”

“Wow.”

Jodie thought about that for a while. I relaxed considerably, knowing someone else was in the same boat I was. My girlfriend had opened a door to me when she hit on me, sexually and romantically speaking, but that day, in a cafe and afterwards when she and Brad fucked me that night was much more than it seemed. While the same door was open to Jodie, her fantasies escaped and began to grow. Now, it was too late to usher her desires back inside the dark, dingy corner of her soul where they had lurked, itching, and therefore, it was pointless to shut the door.

“Could we be gangbanged together, Ciara?”

“Do you mean you and me?”

“No, all three of us. Three massive beds, six lovers for each of us.”

“Could Brad fuck six girls honey?”

“Not in one hour. But he could fuck them all over a whole night. We could have two teams, one black, the other white, and we could swap halfway through.”

“Or have three of each in each team.”

“Now you’re talking. Will six guys be enough for a proper gangbang, Ciara?”

“There would be twelve men that you and I would share, and six girls for Brad. That’s eighteen plus the three of us. It’s a fucking big venue, honey.”

“A sex club, maybe?”

“I know a few.”

“We must talk to Brad first.”

“Yes, Jodie. We really must, and not just about this. Dalton’s offer could be good for us.”


Chapter Eleven

◆◆◆

“We’re not doing it! You ladies are way, way, too fucking hormonal even to consider having a gangbang. I am not sharing you with a bunch of guys, and that’s that.”

Brad looked furious - incandescent with rage would probably be a more accurate description. Her husband’s ire instantly subdued Jodie, but I was less inclined to acquiesce to his will. I was new to the relationship and could see the problem from both sides. The three of us had lit a passion in each other, a fuse, touchpaper, call it what you will, but somehow, today, that had ignited into a sexual eruption.

“Okay, fair enough, but I am not your wife to command, Brad.

“That’s true.”

If I could have crammed the words back inside my thoughtless mouth, I would have, but I couldn’t because what was said was said.

Least said, soonest mended. Silly cow.

Keep your mouth shut, Ciara.

A gang bang sounded great in my head, but now, with Brad glancing from one of us to the other, looking furious, it seemed we’d been intoxicated by lust, carried off on an ill-considered sleazy carpet of decadence. Jodie and I got carried away. What started out as me feeling a bit horny and wanting to explore my slutty side, exposed my girlfriend to forbidden lust.

She ran with the ball, as aroused and desperate to fuck me and Brad as I had been.

Brad just stared at each of us defiantly. I should have been happier about his anger, but it took a while to process because I wasn’t used to being scolded by any man aside from my husband. Brad, not wanting to share us with other men, implied he wouldn’t stray either - a pleasant byproduct of our stupidity.

“Exclusivity is nice, Brad, but-”

“There are no buts here, Ciara. If you want to enjoy a sexual adventure, you’ll have to find it without me. You too, Jodie. I’m in love with two women and I don’t want anyone else, for me, or you.”

My heart exploded. Saying he loved me was nice, proving it by committing exclusivity was profound, even though said exclusivity was within a polyamorous context. Many guys would have gone for the gangbang option, foregoing their wives for the Hall Pass they secretly desired to cash in with six women, but it seemed Brad was different.

Jodie reached out from where she sat on the bed and took her husband’s hand, staring apologetically up at him.

“I’m sorry, honey. You’re right. I got carried away.”

“Polyamory can quickly become something else, Jodie. We discussed this plenty. Look how many consensual nonmonogamists start a relationship that lands on the scrapheap because it was only ever about having kinky sex.”

“And lots of it.”

“Exactly. If we’re doing this, we must be exclusive between the three of us, and the children come first; Sara and a new baby coming soon are already our priority. If we can’t agree on that, there is no shame in anyone backing out now. Sorry to be so explosive, Ciara.”

His comment was primarily aimed at me because Jodie and Brad had been married for a long time. I stared at the floor, thinking hard about why my slutty side had surged so powerfully to make me say that I wasn’t sure about exclusivity.

“You’re right, Brad. I don’t want to raise children in a home with lovers coming and going. I also questioned my wish to be exclusive after Jack asked me to marry him.”

I put the comment out there to further our discussion and help me think through my problem. Sure, my hormones ran rampant and pregnancy, together with my newfound desire to enjoy a threesome with Brad and Jodie, had lit a scorching fire inside me, but it had been my husband who insisted on us becoming Swingers, not me. In fact, I took some considerable convincing to try fucking another man when my husband asked if he could fuck the guys wife.

I shook my head, suddenly feeling very ashamed.

“Brad is right, Jodie.”

“Right about what?”

“Us three fucking as hard and often as we do has opened a door to our kinky sides and once that happens, things can quickly get out of control. Jack opened that door for me and him with regular swinging sessions, and honestly, I’m not sure where it might have ended up.”

“Are you saying you’ve changed your mind about a gangbang, Ciara?”

“I’m saying, I don’t know my own mind right now. I feel confused.”

“About us? About what exactly?”

“I am not confused about wanting to be in a relationship with both of you. You guys were at the forefront of my mind when I had problems at work today. I just don’t know where I fit into this throuple.”

“What does that mean, Ciara?”

Brad had calmed down as quickly as his anger rose. Asking him if we could have a gangbang with twelve other guys shared between us while he fucked six girls five minutes after he arrived at my home wasn’t tactically sound, but at least the lewd act wasn’t secretly festering between Jodie and me.

Brad squeezed in beside us both on my bed. He wrapped an arm around each of our shoulders and eased us gently down until we all lay comfortably.

“We can make this relationship anything we want. I want us to be exclusive, build a wonderful, blended family with kids who will support one another far into the future. Building a business is essential, money is crucial, and I am open to how we do that, but going off on a lewd, sexually energized adventure when we have this wonderful opportunity to cultivate love seems a waste.”

“Yes… I don’t know what came over me. Maybe my pregnancy is provoking me into dangerous choices.”

“They say you should never go food shopping while hungry.”

“Yes, been there, done that.”

“We have a child and an unborn baby to consider. We must raise them with Jack’s memory in mind.”

“Also true.”

“Do you need a time-out from this… from us, Ciara?”

“No.”

Brad was a good man. He just proved it by shutting down a dumb idea I had instigated through an overindulgence in sleaze and fantasy. I had no doubt that he understood his wife had only gotten caught up in the idea because it had come from me. I had loving feelings towards the couple, but the loss of my husband felt like my love for them was a radio signal penetrating through an ionized field. I wasn’t sure how deep or true my love ran.

“Can we slow down, please, Brad?”

“Of course.”

“But still make love… frequently.”

“I’d like that. Jodie, would you?”

“Yeah. I’m sorry this happened.”

“Better now than later.”

In unison, Jodie and I turned on our sides, and Brad stared into each of our eyes, turning his head from side to side like he sat on the center line umpiring a tennis match. He looked no less in love with me than my husband had been, no less in love than he was with his wife, and for a moment, a stark, unwelcome realization struck me.

Jack was okay with sharing me with other men.

Brad isn’t.

An argument could be made that Brad had everything he wanted: two women, a fantasy many men enjoy in their heads, but few make a reality. Some might say he had the better deal than Jodie and me, but I knew that wasn’t the case because our bisexuality meant we gained something from each other as well as from our guy.

I kissed Brad when it was my turn, tasting the faint, sweet, seductive strawberry balm from his lips that my girlfriend deposited there. He was a strong man, principled, and dare I say, with at least some traits I preferred over my now-departed husband. I’d promised not to compare the men but doing that grew harder each day.

Am I falling in love?

Have I already fallen in love?

Maybe.

Brad’s tongue warmed mine, sparkling seductively through me, wakening the sexual spirit that needed a damn good fucking. I kissed him more deeply when Jodie unzipped our guy’s pants, unleashing his semi-erect cock that grew longer and thicker the moment she wrapped her warm lips around its circumcised rim. The sound of my girlfriend, slurping and sucking my boyfriend’s cock as her head bobbed up and down in his lap was all I needed for my pussy to leak honeyed nectar, a prelude to it being fucked.

Our kiss went on and on, lasting a few minutes as Brad moaned and whimpered into and around my mouth. His wife sucked cock well, but then, she could make my clitoris dance like she was at a rave, sit up proudly, solid, sticky and begging for more tongue when she wanted to.

Jodie was a fabulous lover who grinned at me when my kiss with her husband ended. She gripped her husband’s cock tightly around its thick, solid base nodding at it.

“Why don’t you ride Brad’s cock first.”

“My breasts are aching, sweetheart.”

“I can deal with those, while feeding our guy my pussy.”

Brad gasped. He loved feeding from one of our leaking holes while the other rode his cock hard. It was the best of both worlds for all of us, and as Jodie straddled her husband’s face, still holding his immense, gnarly cock for me to fuck, I slid down it, using his knees to support my palms and body weight.

No sooner was I writhing with delight, my pussy being stretched wide open, Brad’s cock head pressing against my cervix, than Jodie leaned forward, attaching her lips onto an aching, creamy leaking nipple. When she drew my milk, I contracted every muscle in my stomach, pelvic floor and groin, milking my lover’s cock just as his wife milked me.

Feeding breastmilk to my lovers directly from its source was a deep pleasure, and I was already reading up about how they could keep my milk flowing after my babies finished needing it. They would find a way to do it because they would do anything for me.

I buried my trembling, engorged sticky clitoris in Brad’s wiry pubic bush, enjoying the scrubbing, grinding, joyous sensation that provided me. Also, an inch of my lover’s cock retreated and advanced deep inside me, massaging the sensitive cervical opening that I wanted his semen to splash against.

“I want you to make me pregnant, Brad.”

Oh fuck, did I say that?

What the hell.

More hormonal fucking dire straits.

Brad didn’t answer me, his mouth was full, slurping his wife’s swollen, leaking pussy lips, a feast I would enjoy while she dined on her husband’s seed when it flowed from my gaping wide, well fucked hole. As we rode an ocean of love, sex, and lust so easily, three in unison as one, I realized that this was enough for me - they were enough.

Jodie drew hard on my milk while I rode her husband’s cock like I swung in a child’s swing, rocking back and forth, grinding myself down hard, greedily extracting every ripple of pleasure that shuddered through my aching clitoris. Jodie’s feeding was rhythmic, and she clenched her lips tightly around my entire areola, pulling my teat hard as though it were made from latex to make sure an excellent extraction of my milk, for her sustenance and my pleasure.

I loved being milked hard.

When Jodie swapped over nipples, I grabbed the back of her head, forcing her to take me quickly. A delicious moaning coming from her pussy and Brad’s clawing fingers gripping her ass cheeks told me he was going to suck the juicy orgasmic load I wanted very soon.

I’ll have more of her juices later.

Few things brought me more joy than Brad cumming inside me, leaving my pussy stuffed full of his creampie. Not just because it was the ultimate act of love, not even because I loved feeling his hot seed spraying deep inside me, but it was because I knew that his wife enjoyed sucking and eating her husband’s cum out of my dripping hole after he fucked it.

Jodie orgasmed hard and noisily, pulling almost excruciatingly on my nipple. I heard her joyous squirting amid Brad’s desperate gulps and moans of ecstasy as he swallowed her ejaculate. That set me off, although mine wasn’t a wet orgasm - I saved that for my girlfriend as a treat for later. My boyfriend squirted his load deep inside my throbbing cunt, his cock enlarging, twitching against my soft tissue walls, the upper side jerking hard and deeply into them while he sprayed my cervix with his potent love.

“I want to have your baby. I want to be with you both.”

I still couldn’t say I love you properly, although I was desperately close to it. My orgasm reached its peak, courtesy of Jodie sucking my milk until I felt dry while her husband’s cock twitched delightfully inside me, decanting every drop of my seed.

As my lust diminished, a reality suddenly occurred.

“I don’t want anyone except the two of you.”

“Me neither.”

Jodie sat upright to let her husband reach as deep inside her leaking, shuddering pussy as his tongue would go. She grinned at me, her smiling lips milky from a much-enjoyed feed, her heart all mine and Brad’s, her resolve to be exclusive resolute. Our sleaziness had been a passing storm, a fantasy spell broken by a man who cared too much for us to allow anything to break our love apart.

I was grateful to Brad.

No sooner had I eased myself off my boyfriend’s cock and rolled back onto the bed than his wife crawled between my legs wrapping her arms around my thighs. I exploded again when she planted her soft, expert lips on my still trembling, semen leaking hole. As she plowed my creamy furrow with a stiff, flattened tongue, I ran my fingers through Jodie’s hair, enjoying a loving, romantic moment that felt even more profound when Brad crawled up alongside me, kissed me, then began milking my nipple with his soft, gentle lips.

“I am sorry about earlier, Brad.”

“Don’t worry… we three must look out for each other.”

“I promised to cook you dinner.”

“I ate just now and will again once we stop talking. It seems Jodie had a good feed too.”

“She’s having another one now… greedy bitch.”

“We’ll order take-out later.”

“Good. I want to discuss Brian Dalton and our future together.”

“Yours and his future?”

“Yes, but more ours… the three of us… just the three of us, and children, of course.”

“That’s a great discussion to have, Ciara.”


Chapter Twelve

◆◆◆

When my front doorbell rang, we were about to enjoy a massive pizza, segmented with toppings each of us preferred. I sat up in bed, my lovers beside me to my left and right, my daughter Sara cradled in my arms, her bottom perched cutely atop her unborn sibling. She suckled gently on my nipple, enjoying a good feed.

Brad leaped out of bed to see who was at my front door. I panicked momentarily, because he was half naked, wearing only boxer briefs, but then I thought, what the fuck? Why do I care what anyone thinks? Some may think I should live the rest of my days wearing black, mourning, but my life and Jack’s memory were worth more than the befuddled opinions of a few zealots and prudes.

After her husband left, Jodie stared intently at Sara, then at me.

“Family over fantasy, then, Ciara?”

“Brad is right, honey. You chose a fine husband.”

“I know. I chose a fine girlfriend, too.”

“Brad is a real man though… protective, possessive, and-”

“He’s a pragmatist, honey. Brad knows if this turns into a wild sexual adventure, we will all drift apart.”

“The kids would suffer the most.”

“Yes.”

“Do you submit to Brad, Jodie?”

“In matters of life, yes. It doesn’t feel that way. I have input on all decisions, but I like Brad to make them because he always follows through. Sometimes, I lack resolve. He doesn’t.”

“Brad knows best, then?”

“Make up your own mind about that, sweetheart.”

I eyed her affectionately, almost, but not quite lovingly, enjoying a moment of tenderness between three females, two of whom I had recently fed. Brad’s angry outburst that initially shook me had slowly percolated through my thoughts. At first, I was annoyed by his assumption that I was his property to control, then I quickly realized he wanted to keep me and his wife safe from ourselves and a surge of overexuberant hormones.

But in my deeper thoughts, Brad had demonstrated real love for me in a way no man had. He wanted to protect what was his, prevent me from indulging in my foolishness, and I rather liked the idea of a good man possessing me, especially when I equally enjoyed his gorgeous wife.

I ate a slice of pizza using one hand, cradling Sara with the other, but I almost jumped out of my skin when Brad ran into my bedroom, waving paper in his hand, cheering joyfully.

“Our itinerary for the Bahamas was just delivered.”

“Is it from Lawrence?”

“Nope… this came via courier from your new billionaire friend. We leave tomorrow, staying in the finest suite at the hotel you requested. He’s added a few days on either side of your planned dates.”

“Oh wow. Already… we never accepted Dalton’s offer yet.”

“He knows we can’t turn it down.”

“Can we pack that quickly, Brad?”

“Do you have plenty of suitcases?”

“Yes, enough for everyone.”

“Then yeah. I’ll collect mine and Jodie’s stuff later.”

Jodie was as shocked as I was, staring between her husband and me like she had no clue what was going on. I placed my pizza back in the open box, handed Sara to my girlfriend for burping, and slid down the bed, joining Brad, wrapping one arm around his waist as though he were my husband.

I glanced between the tickets and the itinerary summary, and Brad, feeling confused.

“Don’t you want to talk about this opportunity before we accept the offer for travel, Brad?”

“We can, of course, but either way, you must go to the Bahamas to complete your task; we are escorting you, this guy Dalton wants to pay for us to travel first class all the way, and then he wants to meet with you. I don’t think there is any chance you’ll turn this down, is there?”

“No.”

Brad certainly seems to know best.

Let’s test him.

“Brian Dalton wants to discuss me working for him.”

“Yes… and you want Jodie and me to work for you?”

“Umm, maybe… yeah.”

If I’d suggested to Jack that he could earn more working for me, his pride would be wounded. He was our provider and hated the fact that I made more money than he did. For that reason, I never disclosed my actual and full earnings including bonuses, stashing them in joint savings accounts and shared annuities for a rainy day that hadn’t come until it damn well poured when he died. Now, those savings were in my name alone, and they were a handy parachute.

It was a good thing I never did as Jack asked and give up working when we decided to grow a family.

Brad was still smiling, which only further confused me, so I turned him to face me, wrapped my arms around his neck, and kissed him. I had to probe, test his masculinity, and decide if male pride would be a problem. I studied him carefully and saw no sign of negativity for the Dalton opportunity.

“Would you have no problem working for me, Brad?”

“Why would I have a problem working for you?”

He squinted and looked deeply confused. I glanced sidelong at Jodie, who winked, tilted her head slightly sideways, smiled, and shot me an ‘I told you so’ look.

“No reason… and if I make more money than you… Is that also not a problem?”

“You already make more, Ciara. I’m a lawyer. Every lawyer in the city knows your fees, and they all pay because you are the best at what you do. Dalton will offer you multiples of that. I cannot compete with you on potential earnings and don’t want to.”

“But you’ll support me without question if I move ahead with Dalton?”

“Damn right I will. For the benefit of our hive, I will always do what I must.”

“Okay.”

“You seem surprised, Ciara. Can I ask why?”

I kissed him again, this time more lovingly. It was a reward for his attitude, which was so refreshing it lit me up. I hated weak men, loved the strong ones, and this one was the finest. I trembled all over, my body tingling, my unborn baby gently kicking as though he or she also approved of my choices.

“You surprised me, Brad. That’s all.”

“You are talented, Ciara, and that’s not something I’d like to shackle down by my insecurities. If you have an opportunity, I want you to explore it however you see fit. If you need my support doing that, I’ll give it to you without question and unconditionally.”

“Wow.”

I stared at Jodie, who nodded and grinned, shrugging her shoulders.

Maybe Brad does know best.

“Same goes for me, Ciara. It’s us five against the world, babe.”

My girlfriend pointed at Sara, then at my baby bump, making five in the room. I was locked in a cocoon of love, and its intensity was breaking down my lingering grief and any insecurities I still had about falling in love with a couple. I smiled at my lovers while Jodie left my bedroom to put my daughter to bed.

I stared again at Brad’s happy face.

“I want both of you all to myself forever, Ciara.”

“I understand that now.”

“I love you.”

“Could you please fuck me, Brad… just a quick one before I eat too much pizza, honey. I need your semen inside me right now.”

“What about the pizza?”

“Four minutes won’t make much of a difference to dinner, but it will make an enormous difference to me. Just fuck me quickly like you just need to drain your seed. Use me, honey, please… please.”

I pouted, flashed my eyes and all but openly begged for my boyfriend’s cock. I could have more sex later, but right now, my hormones ran wild, and I needed a stopgap fuck, just a pussy full of seed to calm me down, delivered deep inside my throbbing hole by my boyfriends, thick, long cock.

When Jodie returned to our bedroom, she stood at the door grinning and watching me, on all fours getting fucked like a broodmare by her stallion. My knees were spread wide apart, my sticky pussy slit was pointed up, my back arched as deeply as my baby bump would allow.

Behind me, Brad gripped both sides of my waist with clawing fingers, driving his immense, thick, solid cock in and out of my tight pussy like a piston ramming the cylinder of a Formula One car engine. His balls slapped hard against my upper thighs with every stroke, and Brad’s cock head squeezed my cervix as he stretched my pussy again, embossing every gnarl and bulging vein on his cock into my soft tissue walls.

I want to be yours.

Fucking make me yours Brad.

I groaned, spluttered passionately, and grunted like a real broodmare being covered by her stallion, staring desperately at Jodie, my hand outstretched for hers. She skipped forward playfully, clasped my hand, entwined her fingers with mine, and then knelt and kissed me.

Her tongue explored deep inside my mouth while her husband’s cock filled my pussy, grinding out my orgasm. Jodie reached a hand past my baby bump. She expertly found my sticky clitoris and began rubbing it hard, adding an immense wave of pleasure to her husband’s already considerable efforts inside me.

My entire body shuddered, and I gripped the bed linen with claw-like nails, tearing it from the edge of the bed, pulling it closer as I tried desperately to kiss Jodie without moaning into her mouth. I orgasmed quickly, enjoying wave upon wave of raw, unbridled pleasure as it wreaked joyous havoc through my body until Brad’s cock squirted his semen deep inside me.

In that moment, once again, I spiraled out of control, my emotions reaching a peak in a nexus of all ecstasy. I wanted to have Brad’s baby, I wanted him, and his wife, but I just couldn’t say it.

Brad was on form that night, fucking each one of his women in turn, watching us make love to each other while he rested. I couldn’t fathom out how he regenerated his seed so rapidly or how he managed to get rock solid again, twenty minutes to half an hour after an immense, intense orgasm inside one or the other of us.

Sometime after midnight I fell asleep in Jodie’s arms while her husband fucked her from behind. My mouth, throat and tonsils burned from the semen I’d sucked out of my girlfriend, but no matter how much I’d swallowed, or how many times she went down on me we were both still full of Brad’s cum.

We were his women.

In the morning, it was time for us to leave. Through the night, Brad had fetched clothes and other personal items from his and Jodie’s home. When I woke, he sat on a bulging suitcase nearby, drinking coffee, and pointed to a nightstand where a plate full of pancakes and two steaming mugs sat.

“Breakfast in bed, Brad? Really?”

“You and Jodie deserve it.”

“You should be the one receiving our gratitude after last night, darling.”

“Your pleasure is mine.”

By the time I ate breakfast, fed Sara, showered, and dressed, a van arrived to collect our suitcases. Two hours later, an SUV came to pick us up. First-class tickets on the train, a private speedboat, and then a small aircraft standing by would all seamlessly connect, making our journey smooth and saving time along the way.

Brad smiled proudly as he held my hand to help me slip into the immense Cadillac Escalade that Brian Dalton had sent.

“I wasn’t expecting all of this, Brad.”

“Such is the life of a billionaire.”

“Why would his wife fool around when she wants for nothing?”

“Because nothing in her life has value, even though she can tell you how much she paid for each possession. She wants more, thinking it will one day be enough.”

“I guess. And what about you, Brad? Do you want more?”

“In Jodie, you and Sara, I have everything I want. In a few months, I will have more, we all will.”

Brad patted my baby bump affectionately, and I grinned, kissing him before he closed the door. When I turned, I kissed Jodie too, excited by the adventure we were embarking upon.

I think Jodie is right… Brad does know best.


Chapter Thirteen

◆◆◆

Jodie unpacked all our things while I lay on our bed at the resort hotel penthouse suite, relaxing. I was utterly exhausted and felt uncomfortable, confined to chairs for hours on end. I had been bored too, and ask any heavily pregnant woman in hot weather how they feel when bored as well as big, and they’ll tell you it’s the devil’s workshop.

Our penthouse bedroom mattress was so comfortable that it enveloped me, threatening never to let go. I stretched out my cramped muscles and weary joints, moaning so enthusiastically that it aroused me and both my lovers. The entire suite was immense, luxurious beyond my wildest imagination, with indoor and outdoor hot tubs and a ten-meter swimming pool that Brad was desperate to take my daughter into.

Sara should learn to swim.

And Brad is keen to teach her.

At Sara’s age, it would be a dip to introduce her to water that was cooler than her bath. I’d seen many YouTube videos of babies being launched into deep water by their parents, but even Brad, adventurous as he was, said it seemed reckless.

I trusted him with my daughter.

We’d traveled for two days, and even though our itinerary was first class all the way, it was still tiring and tedious. While Jodie unpacked our stuff and I unraveled my body, Brad paced around the suite, cradling Sara, feeding her using a bottle I’d expressed at the hotel in Miami, where we’d stayed the night before. But it was the last bottle, so I’d spend some time refilling it after dinner and before a long, much-needed sleep.

My breasts ached to be milked.

The lawyer Lawrence sent to support me had wasted no time in getting started. I’d provided details of the bank account numbers to which I had traced Mrs. Dalton’s embezzlement activities. I figured the money had probably been moved from there, maybe several times and through many jurisdictions, but that didn’t matter because all I needed to prove was that the cheating wife stole the money and that it had arrived at the bank accounts she’d secretly created.

Lucy called, sounding mildly panicked.

“The court won’t grant a subpoena for the bank accounts without a name, and she hasn’t registered these accounts as Mrs. Dalton.”

“Okay, try using her Christian name with surname initial, then, try her maiden name. If that fails, try the lover’s name. Oh, and get someone to cozy up to bank security. Ask them for the CCTV footage on the dates those bank accounts were opened.”

“Do what now?”

“It’s all standard, Lucy. I’d do it, but being pregnant makes it hard to get around.”

“I’ll give it my best shot. Are you settled in?”

“I will be by tomorrow.”

“I hope to have a meeting with the bank manager the day after. Processing the subpoena won’t be a rush job.”

“I’ll be recovered by then.”

“Okay… is there anything else, Ciara?”

“Yes… Do you have access to Dalton?”

“I do.”

“Ask him if he’ll pay for an investigator for a week - apologize and explain that I should have asked already. If he says yes, put someone on the marina with a high-quality camera and directional listening device where Mrs. Dalton’s lover has his yacht moored. Let’s find out if either of the lovebirds is in town. Use another guy to get CCTV footage for the bank account openings.”

“Smart… very smart, Ciara.”

“Or very sneaky.”

“You have to be when dealing with bankers and cheating spouses, I guess. And that’s coming from a lawyer.”

“Identify the bank managers dealing with our suspect accounts and have their likenesses sent to the investigator. If one of them steps onto the lovebirds’ yacht or meets Mrs. Dalton anywhere, a bar, for lunch, or while she does the laundry, we need to know.”

“Got it. We need the investigator today.”

“Yes, we do.”

“Twenty-four-hour surveillance, then Ciara?”

“Until we bag our prey.”

“This is exciting.”

“If I wasn’t pregnant, I would join the investigator on his stakeout.”

“Seriously?”

“I’ve done it before. It is helpful to observe body language in these situations. Is the lover a serious prospect for a long-term swap over Mrs. Dalton’s husband, or is he a useful idiot in part of the cheating wife’s plan?”

“I see.”

“If your name search on bank accounts comes up short, the money could be hidden in the lover’s name.”

“Fuck! That’s very high risk for her.”

“That’s why you need to make sure the bank account details correspond to a name we can tie to Mrs. Dalton. CCTV will do that.”

“And if we can’t tie them together?”

“Then we go after the lover and scare the shit out of him. Being in love with another man’s wife is one thing; getting a subpoena and being accused of fraud as part of a divorce is another. I’ll wager he will crack, split ties with Mrs. Dalton, and I haven’t seen him yet.”

“He looks like a playboy. Muscles galore, a gorgeous tan and… well, he wears budgie smugglers… I mean, wtf?”

Finance is a murky world, and Lucy was right, bankers were more slippery than lawyers. At least those practicing law had a bar association that could discipline and ban them, but with bankers who knew where everyone’s bodies were buried, there were few repercussions for wrongdoing and much closing of ranks.

Only one person was criminally convicted in connection with the massive fraud that led to the collapse of Barings Bank in 1995: Nick Leeson, the rogue trader in Barings' Singapore office. He pleaded guilty to two counts of cheating—one involving auditors and one involving the Singapore International Monetary Exchange.

Leeson was sentenced to six and a half years in prison in December 1995 for his $ 1.3 billion fraud. The strange thing was that when Dutch banking giant ING bought Barings Bank in a fire sale for £1, they took on more than $ 3 billion in liabilities.

Once Sara was settled, my lovers gently hauled me to my feet. They lovingly undressed me, wrapped me in a bath sheet, and led me onto a massive terrace where our pool and churning hot tub waited. I was eased naked into the hot, steaming water, followed by my equally naked lovers.

I can’t remember a time since Jack passed away that I felt more comfortable or relaxed with Brad massaging my feet, and Jodie behind me caressing my shoulders. Lucy was doing the heavy lifting for our investigation, and I would bet my fee that she intended to shadow the investigator as he gathered evidence on our subjects.

Brad stared at me, grinning broadly. I laughed, leaning back into Jodie’s arms, sitting between her widely stretched open legs, my fingernails lovingly tracing lines up and down her thighs.

“What is it, Brad?”

“You love this lifestyle, don’t you?”

“I cannot deny it’s a gorgeous penthouse.”

“I’m not talking about the penthouse, Ciara, although I agree, it’s stunning. Dalton is being very generous, but I know why.”

“Why, darling?”

“Because you are like a Canadian Mountie - you always get your man.”

“Or woman… I don’t discriminate based on gender, or anything for that matter. Cheaters, thieves, and fraudsters come in all shapes, sizes, and types. It feels good to catch the bad guy.”

“Yes… But you love the chase. Even while heavily pregnant, you’re on the hunt right now. I felt it when we landed, then the tension rose again when you spoke to Lucy. I could tell she’s also excited.”

“I’m sure you feel the same when going into a courtroom, Brad.”

“Most of my cases are settled out of court. People like you and the investigator you are hiring get to do the exciting stuff. Your life…”

“It’s dangerous, Brad. You might want to consider that before we move forward as a throuple. People in my line of work are often the victims of those we reveal.”

“You mean murder?”

“Yes, in some cases. I’ve been harassed. Midnight phone calls, dead cats and dogs left on my doorstep, slashed tires, and graffiti painted on my house. I’ve been called every name you can imagine, in court and out of it.”

“And yet you love the job?”

“I do.”

“Which makes Dalton’s offer irresistible.”

“Not entirely.”

“Do you doubt being able to help him?”

“Oh no… It’s not that at all. A quick check over Dalton’s group accounts shows me inefficient tax strategies and more money being stolen.”

“How much?”

“In a two-hour conversation, I could save him ten million bucks just from the data I’ve seen, but I’ll say nothing yet until we negotiate a deal.”

“Wow. So you are doing this, then, Ciara?”

“I didn’t say that, darling.”

I’d called Brad ‘darling’ a few times, a term I’d only ever used before when talking to Jack. I felt guilty for abandoning my one true love for two others that were fast rising to consume all the romantic space in my heart. When taking my vows, the words forever, love, forsaking all others, in sickness and in health all had meaning, but ’till death us do part’ seemed like an impossibility at the time my beloved stared deeply into my eyes.

I never meant it when I said ‘until death do us part’.

In the eyes of society, I was free of all marital obligations to my deceased husband, but it was easier said than done. Jodie planted soft kisses all across my back, shoulders, and neck while gently sponging my baby bump. Brad stared at me wondrously while fingering the pain out of my toes, his eyes sparkling with love like a husband sees his wife after he had been out working all day.

He shot Jodie the same look, and while I couldn’t speak for her, Brad melted my heart with his radiant love. He never asked me a direct question about whether I would take Dalton’s offer, a sign he was a kind, supportive, and good man.

“I want a shot at happiness with you and Jodie, Brad.”

“Good… but that shouldn’t mean you change the trajectory of your professional life unless you wish to.”

“Are you sure… the danger of working for Dalton is considerable.”

“Jodie is an excellent paralegal who can easily make all the arrangements you need. She does the most accurate research. And as for me… I’m Lucy. A great but not fabulous lawyer. I will keep us on the right side of the law.”

“Do you like being a lawyer, Brad?”

“For the good guys, yeah, but not for assholes. I wish I could choose my clients.”

“Dalton will be an asshole most of the time. All billionaires are. He’s on the right side this time, but soon, he’ll be on the wrong side, and we must help him.”

“But he is your client… not mine. I will work for you, not him.”

“Oh my… You are clever, Brad.”

“I’d make a good investigator, too.”

In our bedroom, after I expressed two bottles of milk for Sara, we made love. I was filled in the middle by my lovers. Jodie softened me up with beautiful, feminine kisses as I lay on my back, her tongue tantalizing mine while Brad ate my sticky, hormonally drenched, pregnant pussy getting the throbbing hole warmed up for his cock.

When Jodie straddled my face, offering me her dripping, sticky pussy, I licked my lips, inhaled deeply, becoming instantly intoxicated before wrapping my arms around her thighs. I gently pulled my lover onto her throne. The moment my tongue slipped inside my girlfriend’s pussy, it burned sweetly as her juices dribbled across my taste buds.

Brad slid his cock deep inside my throbbing pussy, owning me, gently prising away from Jack what was once his leaving his memory with a promise to cherish me. His stiff cock squeezed hard against my pussy walls as I tensed my pelvic floor, doing what I could to milk his gnarly shaft. My lover slid his cock balls deep inside me slowly, moaning long and loudly, wheezing passion and joy that was unmistakably authentic, primal and wild.

I was loved and desired, first, by the man standing on the floor at the bottom of our bed, cupping my knees, spreading my legs wide apart while he fucked me and second, by his wife who fed me her succulent, delicious petals. Jodie rocked back and forth, brushing her juices all over my face before forcing her solid, creamy clitoris to slide from the tip of my chin, past my lips until she ground it against my nose.

Jodie’s sticky hormones blocked my nostrils, her trembling pussy leaked onto my tongue and she ground her anus against my chin, a trinity of joy for her, a festival of aroma and flavor for me. She reached back, hooking my calves with a tight grip, spreading my legs wider apart for her husband to fuck my throbbing pussy harder.

I came hard when Brad squirted his hot, sticky semen deep inside me. Jodie scrambled around, forced Brad to lie on our bed, quickly cleaning our creamy love concoction from his still twitching cock. When she’d devoured every drop, my girlfriend turned her attention to me, kneeling where Brad had stood so she could clean my well fucked, throbbing, creamy hole.

After twenty minutes, Brad fucked his wife while she, in a perfect doggy position, fed on my pussy while I sat upright, bolstered by pillows. To my utter joy, Jodie desperately hunted down every drop of her husband’s seed with an eager tongue and accomplished lips. As I watched my boyfriend fucking his wife while she ate my pussy, I knew he had done the right thing restraining me from making a big mistake.

I don’t need a gangbang.

Our sexual adventure was beginning. Feelings had been caught, including by me. I was undeniably in love with Jodie and Brad, but to what extent and whether it was enough to last forever, I had too much on my mind to know with any level of certainty. My boyfriend smiled at me while driving his hips back and forth piston-like, slamming his cock balls deep inside his wife with his balls slapping sleazily off her sticky thighs.

I watched my boyfriend’s cum face contort beautifully while I orgasmed in his wife’s mouth. In that orgasmic moment, a bubble enveloped all three of us. Brad’s love for both of his women was directed at me, burning brightly in crimson speckled cheeks, exhaling powerfully through flared nostrils. He grunted like a primal god, wandering the earth, wading through rivers of lava as his vision for our planet settled and came to life.

Yes. Brad can be my man.

We fell asleep in a mass of naked bodies. I woke shortly after midnight, hearing Sara gurgling on the baby monitor. I wrapped her in a thin blanket and took her onto the vast terrace to feed her, humming a soft lullaby as we strolled around the sultry night.

Minutes later, Brad emerged from the lounge, wrapped in a towel.

“Are you okay, Ciara?”

“Of course, darling… Sara woke, so I am feeding her. It’s nice out here… the stars are so bright and plentiful.”

“We straddle the Tropic of Cancer here. It’s a different night’s sky to the one we are used to.”

“You can go back to sleep, Brad. I’ll be fine.”

“It’s okay… I will stay.”

“Why, honey?”

I smiled and stared at Brad, my eyes wide, my heart open, pulsating wildly as my body surged and tingled with hormones that elevated my sense of romance and love. I was in the presence of a man who loved me deeply, a man whose semen swam deep inside me, a man whom I also loved.

“I want to help and protect you, Ciara.”

“You’ll need sleep to do that.”

“I can sleep with you when you’re ready.”

“It’s important to you, right?”

“Protecting you and Jodie? Yes. I want to be a great husband and father.”

“You’ll be the only father Sara will ever remember and the only one my unborn child will ever know.”

Jodie heard me as she stepped across the threshold from the lounge to our terrace. She looked pleasantly surprised and a little coy.

“Do you guys need a romantic minute?”

“No… god, no… I am so sorry, Jodie.”

“What are you sorry for?”

“I have no right-”

“Whoa, stop right there. If you and Brad are sharing a private moment of romance and love, I have no problem with it.”

“Join us… Please.”

“Okay.”

Jodie wrapped her arms around her husband from behind, kissing his back. I could barely see her behind Brad’s impressive, gorgeous bulk, but I knew she was there because his towel slipped to the floor. I laughed playfully, staring at Brad, my heart swelling with love.

“In truth, it was easier to fall in love with your wife, Brad. I haven’t had a wife, so I feel less guilty.”

“Do you love Jodie?”

“Yes… I love your wife with all of my heart.”

“Is there space left in your heart?”

“No, sweetheart, because any space that was left has already been taken up by you.”

Brad gasped, and Jodie moaned delightfully. I stepped forward, my eyes locked on Brad’s, moments before my lips brushed gently against his. A kiss would crown my moment, but my boyfriend wanted to speak first. He stared deeply into my eyes, holding me close, so close I felt Jodie’s fingers that gripped his cock tightly.

“I love you, Ciara.”

“I love you, too, Brad.”


Chapter Fourteen

◆◆◆

I’m in love.

Jesus motherfucking Christ, I’m in love.”

That wasn’t supposed to happen.

My eyes bulged almost painfully as I stared at the ceiling. It was so brilliantly white that I couldn’t focus on anything of substance, to rid myself of lightheadedness that swirled uncomfortably around inside the back of my head.

I was stunned by my revelation last night to Jodie and Brad, never having considered that I might once again find love while standing at my husband’s empty casket as they lowered it into his final resting place.

The gunshots that were fired in salute of a fallen hero felt like they slammed into my chest that day, cleaving my heart and robbing me of the ability to love anyone except Jack.

But I do love Brad.

And Jodie, too.

How the fuck will this work?

After my revelation, we celebrated in the usual manner, by making hot, sticky, passionate love for hours. It seemed the right and natural thing to do under the circumstances. Our hormones ran wild, Brad’s cock stayed rock hard for ages, as Jodie and I kneeled on the edge of our bed, both pointing our asses high to take it in turns for our guy to fuck us.

And fuck us, Brad did. He rode my pussy hard, then slipped his cock inside his wife’s tight cunny, keeping me warm, edging my rising orgasm with his fingers playing a guitarist’s solo up and down my sticky clit, his tips brushing against my clitoris on every pass.

When it was my turn to be fucked, I leaned across the bed and kissed Jodie while our guy mixed our sticky hormones, squelching a cock coated in Jodie deep inside my pussy, stirring our concoction together. I remembered every tawdry detail of breastfeeding both my lovers, each taking a turn to cradle in my lap outside on the terrace where it was cool, underneath the stars.

Then, when Brad fell asleep, Jodie worked my overactive, wanton pussy with a black vibrator and her tongue. I was insatiable, needing to be fucked a great deal, and I didn’t know why.

Am I a slut?

Is this how I get over Jack?

Or is it because I love Brad and Jodie?

I reached down and felt my white cotton maternity panties. A damp line followed my slit from my clitoris to the leaking, fucked hole that dribbled Brad’s sticky seed into a double-lined gusset.

That’s mildly uncomfortable.

It will hold until I shower.

Come on, Sara, please wake up.

Give me a diversion, a reason to roll over one of my lovers like a whale..

I tilted my head to one side and saw that Brad was in a deep sleep, completely motionless. To be fair, he deserved a long rest because he got both his women off with his tongue, fingers, and cock for hours. Our guy took his role as the man in our family very seriously, yet he wasn’t intimidated by Brian Dalton’s job offer to me.

When I craned my neck around and looked the other way, I saw Jodie was also sleeping. The clock on our nightstand was visible over my girlfriend’s shoulder.

Fucking 6:10.

I could be lying here for hours, second-guessing myself.

Love is love, and I am in it.

I said so to both of them.

Strictly speaking, I wasn’t committed to anything, but in reality, I had joined Jodie and Brad’s journey through love’s intricate maze. In lawyer’s terms, I was their first chair in the journey of love, a preferred third partner with prospects I barely understood. Okay, fair enough; the couple made it clear that, in being a three, there must be the same equity as there was with only two. However, as with all things legal and intricate, the devil was in the details.

Jodie said her husband would equally be mine, and she would be my wife.

But not in the eyes of the law.

Being cumbersome in the early stages of my third trimester is no joke, but being unable to wake either lover to ask them to pass my phone was simply torture. With three in the bed, never be the one in the middle because if you have a weak bladder, you are sure to make yourself unpopular with one or both lovers.

They didn’t get me pregnant.

So I can’t blame either for my waking them because they made me fat.

Oh, please pass me the fucking phone. At least I can read emails and messages rather than torture myself with overthinking.

“Are you okay, Ciara?”

I gulped and cringed, turning my head sideways to face Jodie, who smiled innocently. She saw the agony on my face. I could have said anything, like I have wind, I need the bathroom, or I have a cramp and need to walk around, but no, I went full-on autistic.

“I’m stressing out over what I said to you and Brad last night.”

“About loving us?”

“Don’t worry, sweetheart… love is a journey, not a destination. Last night was a milestone, hopefully repeatable, but don’t get caught up in what happened or was said in the moment. You are pregnant and hormonal.”

Oh, you have no fucking idea.

“Oh god… Jodie… I do feel love for both of you, but I am still unpacking my emotions and trying to understand what’s happening around me.”

“We understand, darling. Now, why don’t we have a cool shower, put on bikinis, and wallow in the pool before breakfast? Let Brad sleep. He worked hard last night.”

“Your husband is an incredible lover.”

“He’s ours, Ciara. Let’s move… come on.”

“My bikini is the size of a tent, but I’ll have no trouble wallowing.”

I lifted my phone from the nightstand on my way to the shower, setting it down on a wooden bench before entering the cool, refreshing water of a still pristine pool. I swam a length, soaked myself, and then sat on a step at one end because I needed to check in on Lucy, in case there were any developments overnight.

As we wallowed together in the swimming pool, I flicked through my messages, careful not to get my iPhone wet. They told me in the shop where I purchased it that the unit was waterproof to ten meters, but who believes anyone who tells them that?

I stared at my messages in dismay, my hand pressed to my forehead. My heart pounded and I felt sick.

“Oh dear.”

“What is it, Ciara?”

“Mrs. Dalton is on her lover’s yacht. I have the photos right here.”

“But you knew that.”

“She had a few visitors last night… one being the judge in the court currently considering our subpoena.”

“Oh fuck!”

“Mrs. Dalton is hiding more than money here.”

“Such as?”

“I’ll wager one of these accounts we are searching for has a secure vault.”

“Valuables?”

“Usually art, expensive jewelry, precious metals, deeds for properties held by a network of offshore holdings, ownership logs for yachts, private jets… artifacts… and, oh god, I hope not… bearer bonds.”

“Bearer bonds were made obsolete in 1982, Ciara. Even I know that.”

“No, honey, pre-1982 bearer bonds can still be valid and potentially redeemed, though their issuance was discontinued in the U.S. after that year due to concerns about tax evasion and money laundering. If the issuer still exists, holders of these bonds can typically redeem them by presenting the physical bond certificate and any attached coupons to the issuer or their paying agent.”

“Okay, but what does it mean?”

“Maybe this whole debacle is about tax evasion and money laundering. Brian and his wife might be secretly fighting over a much larger amount of money than we are aware of. The half billion dollars might be a smoke screen.”

“Fuck!”

“Yeah… we need to skirt around this sensitively. I can’t be involved in any financial crime. It would end my career.”

“So, hold on… Mrs. Dalton has the wealth locked down somewhere here in the Bahamas, and her husband is tracking it, pretending he’s only after half a billion.”

“They are holding a gun to each other’s heads, playing Russian roulette. If my suspicions are right, Brian’s wife was a proxy for him here so everything would naturally be in her name… that works, right up until the marriage collapses.”

“With you in the middle, Ciara.”

My phone buzzed with a call. It was Lucy, so I answered it.

“Sorry, Ciara. I know it’s early, but I saw you read my messages.”

“Are you still with the investigator?”

“Yes.”

“Has there been any more visitors to the yacht?”

“Lawyers, a few bank staff, nobody senior. The judge is a massive problem for us. He stayed for dinner.”

“Well… he is a problem, but likely not for the reasons you think. Bribing a judge isn’t worth half a billion dollars when you are already wealthy. You only do what Mrs. Dalton is doing when you have a lot more at stake.”

“What are you saying, Ciara?”

“The Daltons are fighting over more than half a billion dollars on this Island.”

“You followed the money she stole. It was half a billion or thereabouts.”

“Yes, but there could be other wealth in secure vaults that isn’t cash… or maybe it is cash… the paper sort.”

“Oh fuck! Tax evasion.”

“It could be they amassed a fortune that only Mrs. Dalton can access, and that now divorce looms, Brian is putting the squeeze on her.”

“What do we do?”

“In my experience, you can mess around with the police, maybe play a little with the FBI, but the tax man… nobody fucks with the tax man because they are the most powerful agency aside from the CIA, and that’s only because the tax man won’t disappear or kill you.”

“I’m not so sure they won’t, Ciara.”

“We have a delicate problem.”

“And a lying client.”

“Maybe. My suspicions are just that, Lucy. Let’s not jump to conclusions yet.”

“What shall we do?”

“I need to see Dalton… Mr., not Mrs., and you must delay today’s court date. Tell them you are sick and spend the day inside your room in case someone checks.”

“Shall I contact Dalton for you?”

“No. It’s fine. I have his number.”

“Want me to ride shotgun?”

“No thanks, Lucy. What Dalton and I discuss, you don’t want to hear. It would compromise you.”

“Okay. Do we need the investigators to carry on?”

“Yes, but get them to visit every assayer, jewelry or art appraiser, legal or otherwise, and show the photographs of both Dalton’s and the wife’s lover. Any treasure hidden on the Island must be insured, and in that case, the bank would insist on a trusted valuation.”

“I’m on it.”

“Thank you, Lucy.”

When I disconnected the call, I felt an immense blood rush to my head. My adrenaline spiked because I felt like I was committing a crime, like Dalton might be. I exhaled deeply, whistling as I composed myself. Jodie stared at me aghast, shaking her head.

“I got all of that, Ciara.”

“It might be billions of dollars at stake. The cash that was funneled here could be the tip of the iceberg, which explains how Brian Dalton knew so much about it being siphoned off. They are playing with fire. Someone’s going to get burned, perhaps both of them.”

“You can’t go to meet Dalton alone. Brad will freak out… fuck… I am freaking out already. People get killed over billions of dollars, and if you are the only one who knows the caper outside the Daltons, then you are vulnerable.”

“Maybe. Let me make a call first.”

The US could exert pressure on the Bahamas regarding its banking sector, particularly relating to compliance with international standards against money laundering and tax evasion. The Financial Crimes Enforcement Network and the Consumer Financial Protection Bureau are key players in monitoring and regulating international money transfers. If they wished to, the IRS and the U.S. Department of the Treasury could also shut down all dollar transactions to and from every bank on the islands.

But then Brian Dalton and his estranged wife would almost certainly be arrested and investigated for financial crimes.

I called a friend in Washington, DC, who worked for the U.S. Treasury. He would be discreet to a point, but Andrew would not break the law. I told him the story, leaving out names, and he let out a low whistle, then a sigh, then utter silence on the call.

“Fuck me, Ciara. What are you doing mixed up in this?”

“I followed the money.”

“Then run away from it while you still can.”

“Not yet. My employer may be innocent.”

“Doubtful. The Bahamas has a strong commitment to banking secrecy, and through various mechanisms, such as tax treaties and international agreements, we can influence the country's practices. But it’s a good hiding place when we don’t suspect a crime was committed.”

“If there is hidden money, could an amnesty be granted?”

“It is sometimes possible for a U.S. taxpayer who has hidden money offshore to come forward, declare the funds, pay taxes, interest, and penalties, to avoid criminal prosecution — but it depends heavily on timing, intent, and whether the IRS or DOJ has already started investigating him.”

“And her.”

“The Voluntary Disclosure Program ended in 2018, Ciara.”

“So what replaced it?”

“The IRS still offers a Voluntary Disclosure Practice, but it’s on a case-by-case basis. It’s riskier and less predictable. Your couple might lose a lot of money and go to jail.”

“Can you-”

“Fuck no! I will do anything for you, Ciara, but I won’t expose you to an unknown risk.”

“I haven’t done anything wrong.”

“Not yet… but the second you confirm that tax evasion or any other financial crime has taken place, you are obligated as a U.S. registered accountant to report the matter. Failure to do so might result in prosecution. I can’t have your arrest on my conscience.”

Damn.

Brad would be equally fucked because he is a lawyer.

Jesus… Jodie suspects. She heard everything I said to Lucy and Andrew.

Crime is not always a straightforward situation. Those directly involved are criminals. Those, like Brad, Jodie, and me, may become implicated after the fact, usually because we did something dumb, which I had no intention of doing.

“Thank you, Andrew.”

“No worries. Look… if your friends will come clean, I’ll take the matter up with the DOJ and IRS, but there are no guarantees, especially if this couple is already being investigated.”

“Is there any way to know that for sure?”

“No… sorry, Ciara, and it’s always best not to ask around.”

I felt low when my call ended. Jodie stared at me, worried. She wrapped an arm around my shoulder, kissed my cheek, and stroked my knee comfortingly.

“This too shall pass, Ciara.”

“For the time being, please don’t mention any of my suspicions to Brad.”

“Why not?”

“Because he is a lawyer and the penalties against him for withholding information about a financial crime are far harsher than they are for me.”

“Fucking hell!”

“Just, please… trust me on this. If a crime has definitely been committed, I’ll deal with it, and there will be no splashback on us.”

“You’re not going to see Dalton alone, Ciara, and that’s that.”

“No. You and Brad can drive me to Dalton’s yacht, and you can wait on the quayside in the car while I meet him. If… and it’s a big IF, Brian is committing a massive financial crime, he won’t try anything with me while you are standing by.”

“Why not meet him at a hotel… this hotel. Tell him you’re feeling unwell. Guys will do almost anything for a pregnant woman to ease her burden.”

“Can’t… it must be somewhere private and controlled by him.”

“Why?”

“In case he’s being investigated. I can’t risk us being surveilled.”

“Fuck! Ciara. What are we into here?”


Chapter Fifteen

◆◆◆

What are we into here?

It’s a good question that deserves an answer I don’t have.

I had my suspicions about what had happened, dating back many years to when the Daltons’ wealth skyrocketed. Brian and his wife, who were firmly and deeply in love back then, grew tired of paying immense taxes.

Who doesn’t?

But we do it, grumbling perhaps, but we still do it.

Over evening cocktails together, in a hot tub, their bed, or on a yacht, the Daltons slowly crafted a narrative between them that rich people carry an unfair tax burden. Gradually, that conversation evolved into a rant, then it became toxic, and they were resolved to find a solution.

I’d seen it all before.

The couple sought out legal tax avoidance advice from friends, then from expert tax advisors, and finally, someone whom someone else knew who could help them hide money. They created offshore corporate structures in opaque tax jurisdictions, using teams of accountants and lawyers who specialize in exploiting the tax loopholes that legislators deliberately create for themselves and their wealthy friends.

However, they didn’t want the actual non-cash assets to be far away from their home in the USA, and it needed to be in a jurisdiction where political strife would be quickly resolved. The Caribbean seemed perfect, but it couldn’t be a UK territory, because the Daltons had no sway over the British Government should they come sniffing around.

It is a well-known fact in banking circles that even the most secure, offshore, and obscure funds can be accessed by the secret services of many countries, except for in Switzerland, where next-level secrecy and obscurity can be bought. The Daltons couldn’t use a US territory either, so the Bahamas was chosen as a safe-keeping vault for assets, documents of ownership, precious gems, gold, and other treasures that would appreciate in value.

But it wasn’t enough for the greed of one or both.

It never is.

And now their marriage had collapsed, the situation was out of control.

In the early days, Brian and his wife took matters into their own hands and began siphoning off money from their companies through a network that led to the Bahamas. There, they quietly purchased assets, storing them in one or more bank vaults.

We only had to find one stash.

Now, cash is bad. Why, you ask? All money is bad, whether coins, paper, or notes, because it only ever depreciates unless you can get a reasonable rate of interest in your account, and which bank is going to give you that when they know you are evading tax and laundering money? Inflation leads to the gradual erosion of cash that cannot be openly invested. Assets, on the other hand, appreciate if you buy the right ones.

I would bet that the Daltons became extremely greedy, and now each was playing brinkmanship, placing Lawrence’s firm and opposing counsel in the firing line of an investigation that was almost certain to ensue.

When Brad woke, we shared breakfast, a delightful buffet-style meal with masses of tropical fruit, fresh yogurt, and some much-needed carbs in the form of delicious, melt-in-the-mouth pastries and bread with the finest apricot jelly I had ever tasted. I drank more coffee than I should, given my pregnancy, and Jodie shot me a disapproving look when she saw me pour my second large cup.

“What? I need this, Jodie.”

“It’s your last until this afternoon.”

I strolled across the immense marble terrace to a glass wall, beyond which we had a stunning view over a bay. Three large, expensive yachts were moored a few hundred meters out, and tenders ran back and forth ferrying supplies and people. I pointed at the yachts.

“Nobody needs such wealth, Jodie.”

“And yet everyone wants it. Including the Daltons.”

“They have enough for one hundred lifetimes. I can’t understand how Brian got so far into criminal tax evasion.”

“Keep an open mind, Ciara.”

Jodie cuddled me from behind, wrapping her arms around my waist, caressing my baby bump. Having her and Brad as my lovers was incredible because I had life’s Yin and Yang at my fingertips. Her feminine, caring, and soft love was comforting in those moments when I needed it, but Brad’s alpha male demeanor also boosted my confidence.

I have the best of both worlds.

“You must talk to Brad before doing anything, Ciara.”

“I know. I will.”

I explained an abbreviated version of the problem to Brad. He read between the lines, but I’d said enough to ensure he retained plausible deniability should anyone question him under deposition or as a witness.

When I finished the story, Brad sighed and leaned back in the rattan chair poolside. He was deep in thought, the only sound around us a slight ripple on the pool’s surface. A flock of flamingos flew overhead, flashes of pink and white lighting up the sky, giving Jodie and me something to occupy ourselves while our guy mulled over my problem.

Eventually, Brad eyed me squarely and thoughtfully.

“You can’t call Lawrence and tell him any of this, Ciara.”

“I know. I can’t tell Lucy either.”

“Please don’t see Dalton alone. It’s madness.”

“I’ll have to play this out wisely, but I thought perhaps you and Jodie could drop me at his yacht, then wait at the quayside. I doubt he would have the means to kill me in such a hurried way, never mind three of us.”

Fuck! Did I say that?

“Four, if we don’t take Sara.”

“Yes.”

I suddenly felt sick. Placing my beloved baby daughter in harm’s way was a poor solution.

“I am sure Brian won’t try anything, Ciara, but still… You are taking on severe stress at a time when you ought to be relaxing.”

I watched Brad agonize over my situation, his eyes flickering nervously. He wasn’t my husband, but we were sufficiently involved for him to have an opinion about my safety; however, he didn’t voice it. In the end, I broke our uneasy silence.

“Please tell me what you think I should do, Brad.”

“Walk away from this whole nightmare. The three of us have skills and great contacts, we can make a good living without dealing with this kind of dangerous shit.”

“I see.”

It’s so much money.

I’m being greedy.

This is what happens when you chase money so hard. You quickly wade out of your depth.

I sighed and frowned.

“I have a play that might work safely, Brad.”

“What is it?”

“I know a guy at the IRS. I won’t mention his name. He can’t guarantee the Daltons an amnesty, but he might make a call to a judge here, threatening him to not stand in the way of our subpoena.”

“Fuck! You never mentioned anything about a dodgy local judge.”

“I never said the judge was dodgy.”

“No, but you are implying he might reject Lucy’s subpoena for the bank’s records; otherwise, why would you have your friend call to pressure him?”

“For our safety, Brad.”

“Doing that might trigger an investigation by the IRS.”

Better than us sinking to the seabed wearing an anchor.

“I know, Brad, but-”

“It’s safer than confronting Dalton and accusing him of something you can’t describe to me because you have no evidence.”

“Brian may be innocent. There is a good chance this is all his wife’s doing.”

“It’s unlikely, though.”

“Yes… I agree.”

We were stuck in a dilemma that I’d strolled into like an ambush. The original problem, a divorce quarrel between an estranged couple over half a billion dollars, was monumental to ordinary people, but for the Daltons, it was chump change.

There must be more.

In a moment of inspiration, I picked up my phone and called Andrew in DC.

“Hi Ciara… I never thought you’d be calling me so soon.”

“I need a favor.”

“Oh dear… I have a sinking feeling.”

“I need you to call a judge in the Bahamas.”

“A corrupt judge?”

“Not necessarily. I want you to shake the tree. Call him and tell him you’re aware that we’re applying for a subpoena to access all records, bank accounts, vaults, and safety deposit boxes belonging to the Daltons at any bank on the island. Tell him you appreciate his cooperation.”

“Fuck! That’s nuclear, Ciara.”

“Yes, I know, but here is what I need you to do, please.”

“Go on. I’ll listen but won’t promise you anything.”

I explained my plan in detail to Andrew without compromising him. We negotiated a bit, and in the end, I reached a workable solution that took him to the edge of what he could do. Then, when my call ended, I nodded to the door, staring at Brad.

“Can you drive me to the bank, then the yacht?”

“Yes, of course. What about Sara?”

“Please, you guys, can Jodie stay here with her. I can’t take my baby into a dangerous situation.”

Jodie leaped out of the chair, her eyes wild with anger, shaking her head.

“No fucking way, Ciara.”

Brad calmed his wife down quickly, but even that relatively pacified version of Jodie was spitting fire through her eyes, mouth, and nostrils.

She’s pissed.

“Ciara is right, honey. She wants to see this through, but I won’t let her take any risks, I promise. Let’s do this for Sara and keep her safe, because it’s the right thing to do. Taking her into any danger is a big red flag.”

“What happens if-”

Her eyes filled with tears. She wiped them on a nightshirt sleeve, composed herself, and stared defiantly at both of us. I took her hand in mine, then hugged my girlfriend tightly.

“You’ll be a great Mom if the worst comes to the worst, Jodie.”

I felt comforted knowing I wouldn’t be leaving the hotel with my daughter. Taking an unborn child into danger was foolish enough, but my living daughter had alternative, safer options at hand. If Jodie didn’t agree to care for Sara, I’d call the whole thing off and leave the island the same day.

I eyed Jodie carefully while she stared back at me.

“Okay… I’ll do it, but promise me, Brad… Ciara does not step a foot on that yacht unless you are certain about her safety.”

“I promise you.”

While we headed to the bank, I called Lucy and told her to process the subpoena at the scheduled time. She’d asked for a delay; the crooked judge told her the next available slot was four days away, an unacceptable delay for us, but I was willing to bet he’d change his mind swiftly after Andrew called him.

At the bank, we stayed in the car park, and Lucy streamed a call to my phone from the courthouse, allowing the judge to see Brad on her screen. The aging court officer looked as white as a ghost and stuttered badly as he shuffled through the documents we submitted.

My call to Andrew had worked.

The judge coughed and summoned our lawyer, who was seated at the back of the courthouse, so that he could hear our case. Lucy approached the bench, white noise obscuring their conversation. He glanced nervously at her phone screen, and they spoke for around ten minutes. I knew for sure he caught glimpses of Brad, supposing he was Andrew.

When the judge waved her away dismissively, Lucy stepped back from his bench, grinning.

“I leave the matter to your discretion, your honor.”

“You look miraculously recovered from your illness, my dear.”

“Yes, your honor, one phone call from a friend spurred me into action.”

The judge eyed Lucy with disdain and hatred. For a moment, it seemed he would reject our subpoena and risk the wrath of the US IRS and all of its collaborating agencies. If the crooked judge hadn’t been paid up front for his dishonesty, he wasn’t getting paid at all after he signed our subpoena. The weaselly-looking man stared at the document, clearly mulling over any way he could sidestep signing it, then he glanced spitefully at Lucy.

I glanced at my phone screen from a sideways angle, not wanting anyone to see me in frame. Brad could pass as Andrew, as long as the phone call from DC had been made without video.

I should have asked.

My heart pounded loudly and hard, aching against my rib cage. My baby kicked hard, a sign that elevated stress levels were affecting both of us.

“Your subpoena is approved, young lady.”

“For immediate execution?”

“Yes… per the terms requested. Far be it from our peaceful, law-abiding nation to meddle in the affairs of American billionaires and their shady dealings. If a crime has been committed, you are duty-bound to report it to the local police.”

“Of course, your honor. We will also report the matter to every relevant US agency with an interest in the matter.”

The judge gulped and stared at Lucy as though he wanted, no, needed the ground to swallow her up. He would not call either of the Daltons to warn them at this late stage, praying he could distance himself from the whole mess, or just run away with whatever ill-gotten gains he’d accrued through decades of granting dodgy judgements, setting aside jury decisions, and offering lenient sentences for those who could pay.

My heart soared when the judge signed our subpoena with a flourish of his pen, slid it across the desk to Lucy in disgust, then nodded to his clerk to record the action and bring on the next case.

Lucy picked up her document bundle and ran to the courtroom door, slid through into the hallway, with a smile stretched from ear to ear. She paused, stared at the phone screen, jubilant, almost as much as we were.

“Where next, Ciara?”

“Meet us at the bank with our subpoena.”

“What will we do there? They will stall.”

“Not when I put Andrew on the call from the bank manager’s office.”

“Nice… remind me never to cross you, Ciara.”

“You’re a good girl. Good girls have nothing to fear.”


Chapter Sixteen

◆◆◆

I strolled into the bank with Brad beside me, feeling confident because the law, as tragically corrupt as it was, was on our side, albeit reluctantly. Cool air wafted comfortingly from above, blasted down by an air conditioning unit more than enough to do the job. My skin felt clammy then cold, the result of transitioning from a warm, humid outside to a dry, chilly interior.

I needed to rest from a long journey and a lack of solid sleep, but our ruse and my investigation relied upon speedy action, a necessity to circumvent whatever corruption protected the Daltons. I wasn’t sure how or even if Brian was involved, so I kept an open mind, but knots in my stomach suggested a less-than-optimum outcome.

Lucy stood waiting in the bank manager’s office. By the look on her red cheeks and fiery eyes, she’d had a rough time so far. She shook her head casually, conveying in a single expression that she’d made no impact. I called Andrew and put him on screen and speaker.

“Where are you, Ciara?”

“I’m in the bank manager’s office. He can hear you.”

“Okay… no problem. Is he playing ball with the subpoena?”

“I don’t think so. He was one of Mrs. Dalton’s yacht visitors yesterday. I suspect he’s been bought off.”

The bank manager gasped and choked in disbelief. I had no time to waste on pleasantries or quarreling, so I reached for his jugular vein, figuratively speaking. The Bahamas was an independent country, and we were a long way from US authorities who might find it challenging to extradite a corrupt bank manager. Still, he knew, as I did, that a few keystrokes from an official in Washington, DC could prevent his bank from trading US dollars immediately and indefinitely, or at least for long enough to light a fire underneath one uncooperative bank manager.

Andrew would help as far as possible, but he had limits before a formal investigation must be declared. We’d agreed that if the taxes owing on any hidden fortune exceeded half a billion dollars, then everything must be made official.

With his job on the line, the swarthy-skinned bank manager sat awkwardly in his luxurious office chair, weighing his options, his mouth opening and closing like a goldfish. His eyes flickered with fear, and it was clear he never signed up to the kind of shock and awe I had brought to his desk when accepting whatever inducement had led him astray.

I nodded to the document he held in trembling fingers.

“You have a legal subpoena from a local judge. What’s it to be, Mr. Dickson?”

“I don’t know. It’s not my call.”

“Are we suspending your bank’s ability to send and receive US dollars?”

“I can’t… I can’t help you.”

“We both know that’s a lie. You are the bank manager, so you don’t need permission to execute a legal subpoena.”

Mr. Dickson looked sick, his eyes glancing everywhere, all at once, praying to find an ally in the room. I turned my phone around and let him see Andrew, a large seal of the US Treasury engraved into a glass partition wall behind him.

It was enough to take the bank manager over the brink. He yielded and stood up unsteadily, pressing an intercom buzzer on his desk. Moments later, a woman, presumably his assistant, arrived at his office door smiling. He pointed at the document, which she took and speed read, her expression becoming stonier by the second.

Mr. Dickson slumped back in his chair. He knew that avoiding US sanctions was essential for his bank, but he also knew his internal compliance team would be all over him hours after we left. When his assistant finished reading the subpoena, she looked at her boss for instructions.

“Please make copies of this document, Alicia. Send one to accounts and ask them to comply with the request. I want printed bank statements for all accounts back to when they were established.”

“And the vault?”

“I will take our visitors to the Dalton vault.”

“Do you want the inventory and valuation documents also?”

“Yes, please.”

Dickson stared at me with disdain. It wasn’t utter hatred, which was an improvement on what I’d expected. Whatever retirement plans the bank manager had, I curtailed them, and by the look on his face, I already knew that we’d hit paydirt. The Daltons had much to hide in the bank.

I smiled at Alicia, who glanced between me and her boss, wanting to leave but unsure she was allowed to. I tapped the subpoena she held gingerly.

“Please note that the subpoena requires all Dalton accounts to be frozen from this moment.”

“I saw that already.”

“Please do not contact any account signatories on this matter.”

“As you wish.”

I hated freezing someone’s bank account. It meant that the next time they tried to pay a bill, perhaps while shopping or at lunch with friends, their card would be declined. Whatever their crime, it wasn’t personal to me, and I believed in due process, the rule of law, and the pursuit of justice.

However, freezing Dalton’s bank accounts was the only way to ensure that whatever was on the ledger at the moment we ambushed the suspected party remained there.

The vault area was high-tech. A series of large double-sized, keypad-activated, shiny steel doors lined both sides of at least three corridors that ran the length underneath the bank. The one Mr. Dickson opened was the size of a twenty-foot container, lights flickering on inside when he swung the heavy doors open.

He nodded at two more along the hall.

“There are three vaults in total.”

“Wow… someone was busy.”

“Yes.”

I stepped inside the musty room, which was wholly unremarkable on the surface of it. Two more closet-sized safes were stored against the wall, both of which were locked. Along the walls and at the far end of the container were steel warehouse racking units, with well-made wooden boxes stored upright on each.

I knew right away they were artworks.

I placed my hand on Brad’s and nodded at a tarpaulin neatly covering three steel box pallets running down the center aisle.

“Can you whip the covers off those pallets, please, darling?”

“Of course.”

Brad must have known what was on the pallets before he uncovered them with a flourish, but even so, he gasped, amazed by the find. Two pallets of gold bars, perfectly stamped by a Swiss mint, sandwiched a third pallet he pointed to.

“Silver?”

“Nope… It’s platinum, Brad. Currently less valuable than gold, but it frequently goes higher.”

I checked a few of the artwork boxes for printed labels. Another team would have to visit all the vaults to conduct a full, validating inventory check, verifying authenticity, but I saw three Rembrandts, a Da Vinci, a Picasso, and two John Constables among at least thirty more.

I felt a sinking feeling because I knew the tax evasion well exceeded half a billion dollars. A deal between the Daltons and the US Authority was unlikely without an investigation, arrests, and a prosecution.

I turned to Mr. Dickson, who looked like a rat about to relieve itself of a sinking ship.

“The fortune amounts to billions, Mr. Dickson.”

“Eighteen billion to be precise, Miss.”

“How the fuck wasn’t this ever reported?”

“I don’t answer questions. You must speak to the client.”

“You mean you won’t incriminate yourself?”

“Something like that. The value of all assets at purchase price over time was three billion US dollars and change. The difference today is in the value appreciation over twenty years. Mrs. Dalton knew a good investment when she saw it.”

“And you sat on this little secret all that time?”

“I don’t answer questions.”

“It seems you don’t ask them either.”

“The client was never resident in the Bahamas. We assumed all taxes in the domicile country were paid, delayed, or waived.”

“Nice.”

“Have you seen enough?”

“Yes. I’ll take a copy of the vault inventory and valuations. You know everything in these three vaults is also frozen pending the outcome of an investigation. Not even the Daltons are permitted access from hereon in.”

“Understood.”

I felt delighted and somewhat vindicated. I could report to Lawrence that we had uncovered a hidden treasure at the end of the embezzlement trail Mrs. Dalton created. If Brian were involved, it was not my problem, but it would lead to the shortest new career in history.

As we exited the bank, Lucy left to see the judge and report all findings. Brad flagged down a taxi, opening the door for me to get in.

I must call Lawrence.

Then Andrew.

A call came in on my phone. It was from an unknown number, so I answered it out of curiosity.

“Ciara?”

“Is that you, Jodie?”

“Yes… where are you?”

“Brian Dalton said you were on his yacht. His guys collected us, and we’re here, but you aren’t.”

“Oh fuck! Is Sara with you?”

“Yes, honey.”

“Are you being treated well?”

“Like royalty, but it looks like we are getting ready to sail. Are you coming here?”

“We’re on our way.”

I disconnected the call, not wishing to panic Jodie. Brad knew what had happened and gave the driver directions to the marina. My heart pounded uncomfortably, my chest straining under an unbearable stress load. My eyes bulged and my head ached as I wheezed and panted, desperately trying to get comfortable on the back seat of the car.

Brad held my hand, leaned in, and smiled confidently.

“Don’t worry, Ciara.”

“I am terrified.”

“Dalton wants to talk. That’s all. I guarantee it.”

“I must call Andrew… Lawrence.”

“Let’s tackle Dalton first.”

“He has men.”

“We have his balls in a vise.”


Chapter Seventeen

◆◆◆

From our silence in the back seat and my tense expression, as seen through the rearview mirror, our taxi driver knew something was wrong, so he drove faster than he usually would, buzzing amber traffic lights that were precariously close to red.

I was a bundle of nerves, panicked beyond belief because suddenly, my situation had exploded out of control. I didn’t dare answer my phone to Andrew when he called repeatedly for an update, and I wasn’t about to call Lawrence and start the ball rolling on closing the Daltons’ divorce case, revealing what I had discovered.

“Thank god you are here, Brad.”

“I’ll never be far away from you, Jodie, and our children.”

“I hope Sara is-”

“She’s fine. I promise you that this will all work out. Speak to Andrew, explain what’s happening, and tell him to stand by with the full force of the law.”

“Are you sure?”

“If you don’t speak to him soon, he will assume the worst, and all hell might break loose. You don’t know Brian is involved in this crime, and nor should you care.”

“It’s a big fucking crime, Brad.”

“Your client might be innocent.”

“Yeah… maybe.”

My phone vibrated silently in my palm. I stared at Andrew’s name flashing, like a harbinger of doom. I inhaled deeply, counted to ten, then answered the call.

“Sorry, Andrew. We have a situation.”

“What’s wrong… are you okay?”

“Yes. I had a call from Dalton’s yacht. Jodie and my daughter are on board. Brian had his people collect them from our hotel.”

“Fuck! That’s sinister. I’ll have the coastguard in Miami warned and standing by. Their cutters can cross in a matter of hours. What’s Dalton’s vessel’s name?”

“Can you please give me a little time to figure this out, Andrew?”

“I don’t know. It sounds dangerous. Maybe it’s time to make this official and go in hard.”

“That time will come. I promise. The scale of Dalton’s tax evasion is too big for you to ignore, or do a simple deal.”

“Oh damn… that’s my weekend up in smoke. I’ll get back to the office.”

“Call me from there and I’ll tell you what you want to know.”

“What’s the headline number, Ciara?”

“At least eighteen billion dollars hidden offshore, probably more, and there might be other banks yet to be investigated. I only had the chance to visit one.”

“Oh fuck… we will have a field day on this.”

“Let me get my daughter and Jodie safely off the yacht before you do anything, Andrew.”

“I will. If you need me, call, please.”

“Okay.”

We drove into the marina area, which was divided into two sections: one for small boats and another for luxury super yachts. Brad pointed to a line of long, expensive yachts, and our driver nodded, then headed that way. Brian Dalton’s yacht was most apparent to see. His was the largest of them all and was preparing to leave, a light surf churning behind the boat with two armed guards standing at the jetty side of a long, wide passerelle.

The boat was a hive of activity, which only sparked my panic further. Brad was out and around to my side of the taxi faster than I could open the door. He helped me out of the car, paid the driver, took my hand, and smiled comfortingly, leaning close to whisper.

“You can’t look panicked, Ciara. It’s like pouring blood into shark-infested waters.”

“I know, but I am fucking terrified.”

“Don’t be. Remember Jack… what would he do now?”

“Kill the guards and retrieve his daughter and my girlfriend.”

“We will get Sara and Jodie. There is no need to murder a couple of bodyguards who probably did nothing wrong.”

“Yes… okay… that’s true.”

“Let’s do this.”

My boyfriend gripped my hand tightly, waved casually at the taxi driver, who waved back midway through his U-turn to head back the way he came from. Brad smiled at the bodyguards, both sober, bulky characters wearing Ray-Ban Aviator glasses, making it impossible to read their expressions accurately.

Brad led the way, engaging with the bodyguards before arriving inches from them.

“We’re expected by Mr. Dalton.”

“Brad and Ciara?”

“Yes.”

“Please climb aboard. A member of the cabin crew will escort you to the lounge where Mr. Dalton awaits your arrival.”

“Thank you.”

All good so far.

He even fucking smiled.

We made our way across the passerelle, removing our socks and shoes, and took the soft-soled slippers a cabin crew member offered us. She pointed the way through a large internal lounge, where I panicked as the yacht jerked and suddenly moved forward.

With a sense of terror, I turned and saw the deck crew stowing the passerelle and coiling ropes on deck where we had boarded. The jetty was ten meters away. I looked at Brad, who tried to warn me to be silent, but it was too late. I rounded on the cabin crew girl.

“What the fuck is going on here?”

“Sorry, Ma’am, I don’t know what you mean.”

“We’re fucking sailing… or whatever it’s called when the engines are going.”

“We’re underway, ma’am, yes, of course.”

“Where are we going?”

“On a cruise. I believe this was planned and agreed.”

“Take me to Dalton.”

“I was doing that, ma’am.”

I desperately wanted to scream, alert someone ashore so they would stop the yacht from leaving. The urge to call Andrew itched deeply because I wanted the coastguard to speed out to intercept us and train their guns on Dalton’s yacht to avoid us all sinking to the ocean’s bottom wearing concrete boots.

But Brad held my hand tightly, reassuringly.

The cabin crew girl dropped us off in a comfortable flybridge open-air lounge. I sat down heavily on a cozy sofa where Brad sat beside me. Another cabin crew girl approached, smiled, handed us menus as though we were guests at a restaurant, and pointed to the back page.

“Beverages are on the back. You should order those first, then browse through the lunch menu.”

“Where is my daughter… and Jodie?”

“Sorry, ma’am. I have no idea.”

“Who fucking does?”

“Umm… I’ll try to find out.”

She left us in utter agony. The peace of the elevated lounge was only broken by a low hum of powerful engines driving us inexorably towards the marina exit. I saw the open ocean beyond like a bear views the trap that snapped its leg.

I panicked again and stared at Brad, pleading with him to do something.

“People know you are here, Ciara. Andrew does, and he can track the GNSS chip in your phone. Jodie’s call to you is logged as coming from right here; the voyage is registered with the Bahamas Coast Guard Authority. You must stop panicking.”

“Why the fuck are we here, then, Brad?”

“I can answer that.”

My head spun sideways faster than a Center court judge at Wimbledon on a Novak Djokovic serve. Brian Dalton advanced, his hand outstretched, a beaming smile across his face. He looked ridiculous in knee-length khaki-colored safari shorts, wearing a flowery, collared shirt, but his manner was welcoming.

“I’m sorry for the great rush to leave, Ciara.”

“What’s happening?”

Before he had a chance to explain, Jodie emerged from the circular stairs leading from below, carrying Sara. I was so relieved, I could have peed myself. My girlfriend seemed equally relieved to see me, handing my daughter right over into my arms, where I showered her with kisses.

I leaned closer to Jodie.

“Where were you?”

“Getting settled into our stateroom.”

“Fucking what now?”

“You need to ask Dalton, honey… I don’t know what’s going on.”

I turned to confront Brian Dalton, feeling both angry and relieved. He was discussing cocktail choices with Brad, who seemed as chilled out as any regular guest on a billionaire’s yacht might be.

“Brian… why are we sailing?”

“Technically, we are underway, Ciara. We have no sails.”

“Okay… but why?”

“We are escaping the authority of The Bahamas.”

“Fuck! So you are guilty of tax fraud.”

“Jesus Christ, no. Whatever makes you think that?”

Brian looked utterly horrified, sitting down heavily with a perplexed expression. I sat down too, my daughter held close, my lovers on either side of me.

“I need an explanation, Brian. You’ve frightened me half to death.”

“Why?”

“You kidnapped Jodie and my daughter.”

“They were invited to join us on the yacht. I thought you’d come straight here after the bank. I just didn’t realize you’d be in the vault for such a long time.”

“So you know everything then?”

“I’ve had you watched. Well, I’ve had everyone watched, including my soon-to-be ex-wife.”

“You’ll both be fortunate to avoid jail time.”

“Not me, Ciara. I’ve done nothing wrong.”

“What?”

Our drinks arrived, mine being the only one without alcohol. I’d chosen a mocktail, mainly made with citrus fruits and sparkling water. It tasted refreshing, but didn’t do as much for me as the Long Island Iced Tea Jodie swigged half of in a single gulp.

I shot her a disapproving look before staring back at Dalton.

“How much do you know about my investigation, Brian?”

“I know you got a subpoena from a corrupt judge, then got a corrupt bank manager to open my wife’s vaults and bank accounts.”

“Are you saying none of this leads back to you?”

“No, it certainly does not. I have nothing to do with my wife’s crimes.”

“Then why are we leaving in a hurry?”

“We’re heading for Miami, where I will meet the US Authorities and Lawrence to offer my full cooperation.”

“Where is Lucy?”

“At the bank cataloguing my wife’s fortune, which by the way will facilitate my divorce at no cost to me.”

“How so?”

“What value of assets did you discover, Ciara?”

“Bank accounts and vault valuation records exceed eighteen billion dollars.”

“Which means my wife stole more from me than she could ever hope to receive in a divorce settlement. She will beg me for an easy divorce. Her troubles are just starting, and she’ll want me off her back.”

“And what about your troubles?”

“I am guilty of loving a cheating thief. Nothing more. Why do you suspect me of collaboration with my wife?”

“The sum of money involved in this crime is so enormous.”

“I told you she had stolen from me.”

“But you said it was half a billion.”

“That was your estimate based on your initial audit findings, Ciara. I knew there was more, and I knew you would find it, giving me the leverage to rid myself of a cheating cow without any cost.”

“Wow!”

“Yep… my wife is fucked, but she only has herself to blame. I’m just not sticking around to be questioned by a corrupt legal apparatus. I’ll take my chances with the US Authority and tell the truth. Oh, and on that matter, please call your friend and ask him to meet us in Miami.”

“He’s in DC.”

“Shall I send him my private jet?”

“Very funny.”

Brian burst out laughing, so did Brad, but I was still reeling from the events that caused my daughter to be lured aboard his yacht in my girlfriend’s arms.

“What happens now, Brian?”

“We’ll be in Miami by morning, taking it nice and slow. Once your friend has finished with me, I propose we go on a week-long cruise together and discuss how you three will work together on my business problems.”

“You are serious?”

“Of course. Did you think you’d be feeding the fishes, Ciara?”

“I did… yes.”

“It is far easier to stick within the law than step outside it. Ask my wife.”

“I doubt she will make it out of the marina once I make my call.”

“Then make it and go below, enjoy your stateroom with your family. Have lunch in your room, there is a very nice platform balcony, then we can dine together and discuss the future.”

“You are a very odd man, Brian.”

“But an honest one… I assure you.”

“I’ll take your word for it.”


Chapter Eighteen

◆◆◆

I locked our stateroom door behind me for all the good it might do. The crew could access any room on the ship at any time, but it made me feel safer to do something that protected my daughter. Brad smiled consolingly at me while Jodie made us coffee.

I lay my sleeping daughter in a beautiful crib provided for her. Our quarters were incredible, three rooms, one for sleeping, another was a lounge, and a third was a mini spa, with an astonishingly large rain shower wet room that could comfortably accommodate the three of us. The spa had a similarly comfortable Jacuzzi whirlpool bath. There was a sauna too, but in my bloated condition, I had no appetite for it.

I was a bundle of nerves, even though Brian Dalton had reassured me, all of us in fact, that he was doing the right thing by everyone.

I called Andrew and told him we would be in Miami by morning, so he made plans for us to meet with him and a team of agents from several government departments. He reported that Mrs. Dalton sailed aboard her lover’s yacht an hour after we left the Marina, only she was headed south, towards any number of countries with which the USA had no extradition treaty.

“What will you do about all of this, Andrew?”

“Investigate thoroughly so we find out the truth, then we’ll make arrests depending on what we find. Tying down evidence isn’t always easy. Let’s see what we have in the Bahamian bank vaults. The State Department will discuss follow-up with the local Authorities. This whole debacle will become protracted, but it’s all good.”

“No arrests tomorrow then?”

“There seems to be no need to arrest Mr. Dalton. His name is not associated with any bank, lawyer, or accountant in The Bahamas. We think his wife acted alone.”

That’s very odd.

“That’s good, right?”

“Yes, it’s good for him. I gather Mrs. Dalton has signed their divorce paperwork, just to escape him. For us, it’s a pain in the ass, but we expect to recover a healthy amount of due taxes one way or another. If Mrs. Dalton won’t deal with us, we’ll take everything by confiscation.”

“Eighteen billion dollars?”

“And some change. Not a bad day’s work for the Treasury.”

“And that would be the price of Mrs. Dalton’s freedom.”

“Mrs. Dalton won’t be extraditable by tomorrow, Ciara. I’m certain of that. She’ll never be able to return to the USA or pass through any third-party country with which we have an extradition treaty. She will become a fugitive for life.”

“Then it’s over for them and me.”

“Not quite. I need your statement tomorrow, but yeah… State will take care of the dodgy judge and bank manager with the local Bahamian authorities.”

“Will there be prosecutions?”

“Probably retirements with slapped wrists… corruption runs deep, everywhere. Those two will know where other people’s bodies are buried, and so it goes on, shit begets more shit until everyone is neck deep in it.”

“It’s so sad.”

“Such is the grimy world of some elites, Ciara.”

“Okay… I’ll see you tomorrow then.”

I tossed my phone aside and lay back on our bed, cupping my baby bump with both open palms, glancing at the crib where Sara lay sleeping peacefully. She’d had no clue what dramas had unfolded throughout the day, nor should she care about such treacherous matters of adults. I stared up at the ceiling, thanking the universe for saving us all, speaking to a god, or whatever deity might exist that I ordinarily didn’t believe in.

By tomorrow, I wouldn’t believe in the supernatural again.

And then I cried.

I sobbed heartily, joined on the bed seconds after the first tear rolled down my cheeks by Jodie and Brad. My girlfriend cuddled close to me, cupping my baby bump comfortingly in one palm, kissing my shoulder, neck, and ear while my boyfriend kissed me firmly and lovingly on the lips before gathering my tears on his tongue.

Brad looked every bit like a man in love with me. Jodie felt the same way as she kissed away my tension, humming softly into my ear, but I couldn’t see her and wanted to. I kissed my boyfriend between sobs, enjoying the reassurance of my lovers.

“Please… both of you, make love to me, now, here. Make my tension go away.”

“With pleasure.”

Jodie undressed me gently and slowly while her husband kissed me lovingly, stroking my breasts with the lightest fingertip touch. I was swept away from fear and anxiety into a torrid tsunami of high, loving emotions and sexual crests atop the waves. My damp panties were very carefully eased down, and my ass cheeks were lifted to facilitate easy access to my pussy while Brad tended to my lips, tongue, and sensual needs.

My legs were spread wide, one of Jodie’s palms firmly gripped a kneecap while the other was eased open by Brad, so his wife could go down on me. As my pussy was clawed open by experienced fingers and then licked softly by a woman’s expert tongue, her husband kissed my mouth, and I was consumed by my lovers, both of whom focused solely on my emotional needs. Brad cupped a breast, using the milky leakage from my nipple to smooth his kneading of the entire, aching, bulging area.

I cupped the back of my boyfriend’s head in one hand, clawing my fingers through his soft, thick hair while his wife clenched her lips tightly around my engorged, sticky clitoris that vibrated like the stage floor around an immense orchestra reaching the crescendo of Ravel’s Bolero. I panted, my breath stolen by the tingling and flutters of pleasure inside me.

Jodie licked and sucked into me with a loving, enthusiastic tongue while I stared deeply into her husband’s eyes, knowing that in the moment, he was mine, as she was..

“I need to feed you, Brad.”

“I want that too.”

“It matters to me.”

“Breastfeeding from you is profound for me, too, darling.”

“I love doing it while your wife licks my pussy.”

“Yes. I know.”

Brad understood the assignment. I’d fed him and Jodie my creamy milk frequently, and we had a rhythm depending on the occasion. While making love, I needed my lovers to clench my nipples tightly, pull hard, drawing firmly, feasting on my nectar with urgency. The sense of satisfaction I got when Brad took his first, long pull of my milk was so profound that I may have squirted enthusiastically into Jodie’s mouth.

If I did, she never mentioned it and just kept on sucking my creamy, trembling clitoris, sending waves of deep, unadulterated joy pulsating deep inside me.

While Brad fed hard on my nipple, drawing my milk like a starving baby might, drinking deeply of my honeyed nectar, I wriggled an arm underneath him and felt carefully until I wrapped my fingers around his thick, stiff, long cock. I needed my boyfriend to fuck me, but I felt selfish because I was getting far more of Brad’s cock time than his wife was.

I glanced down and saw Jodie with her mouth wide open, my whole pussy inside there, her tongue dragging my clitoris from side to side as she devoured my juices. Brad suckled harder on my aching, raw teat, pulling down my breast milk so deeply that he had to swap breasts, knowing I would feel more comfortable if he took an even feed.

When he swapped sides and immediately prompted my milky supply from a full, heavy breast and aching nipple, I lost my limited view of Jodie going down on me. The feelings she sent through my pussy and along my throbbing clitoris with her tongue and lips reverberated joy throughout my body.

I came hard, my entire body racked with such intense pleasure that my worries and the panic of the day dissolved into nothing. My muscles tensed, squeezing out all anxiety and emotional pain from the scare of the day.

Jodie cleaned my squirted mess, swallowing hard and often while her husband sucked my nipple with such vigor that it extended my orgasm, lifting me along waves of pleasure that consumed me. Eventually, Brad released my chewed, red raw teat and slid back off the bed, preparing to stand on the floor at its end to fuck me.

While Jodie cupped my ass cheeks, moving me into position to be fucked, I reached down to grip her head, protesting.

“I’m being cock greedy, Jodie… Brad’s fucking me a lot, but not you.”

“You need our guy’s cock more than I do right now, honey.”

“What about you?”

“I’d love to sit on your face while my husband fucks you if that’s okay?”

“Of course… I love that too.”

I was slid down the bed by Jodie and Brad until my drenched, still trembling, semi-orgasmic pussy was at its end, perfectly lined up and at the right height for Brad to fuck with his immense tool. While he grinned at me, his cock clenched firmly in one fist, preparing to impale me, his wife clambered around our bed like a spider, her knees, elbows, and palms always careful not to touch or hurt me.

Jodie mounted my face like I was a saddle, cocking one leg over me in a theatrical way, showing off her gorgeous pussy that opened slightly as she stretched wider. She glistened, and I saw her juices pooled at the pink, succulent hole that winked at me between two fleshy, delicious-looking, swollen lips. Her clitoris was free of its hood, too, bulbous, tempting me as an appetizer, while a tiny glistening anal whorl looked like it enjoyed a coating of my lover’s juices, too.

Jodie sighed in deep satisfaction as she settled her pussy onto my lips. I cradled each ass cheek in a palm, gently prising them apart to gain better access to my feed source. My tongue burned as I slipped the tip inside her, letting the pooled, sticky juices flow across my taste buds, lighting me up. Her husband slid his cock balls deep inside me, staying there while I moaned and writhed in utter ecstasy. Brad’s cock being inside me instantly assuaged the enormous tension in my pussy’s sensitive side walls as he stretched them wide, making me his.

I am his.

I’m hers, too.

I am in love.

Brad’s cock head felt swollen as it pressed hard against my cervix, his gnarly shaft stretching my pussy wider. I licked inside Jodie’s sticky, sweet-tasting hole, gobbling up and slurping as much of her creamy treat as possible. She rocked gently back and forth like a jockey riding a horse, watching her husband fuck me while she ground her clitoris against my chin, moaning as though she’d lost control.

This was the best way to be fucked, by a man and a girl, both giving me what I needed, taking what was theirs - me.

I am theirs.

They are mine.

Brad fucked me harder, faster, driving his hips back and forth like pistons while Jodie held my knees wide apart, constantly feeding me her soaking wet, delicious cunt. I throbbed inside, my reproductive organs desperate for the intense orgasm I climbed toward. I needed Brad’s semen inside me, not just because it was cum, but because it was his cum, his DNA that I wanted him to grind into mine, deep inside me.

We all came together, me hard and desperately, milking my man’s cock with a tight pussy, while his wife squirted her load into my puckered kiss that sealed around her pee hole. I sucked Jodie’s load out of her, swallowing most, spilling some across my cheeks and chin as her husband filled me with his sticky seed.

I needed their love conveyed through sex, the affirmation that I was wanted, needed, and loved the way they claimed. Jodie dismounted my face, giggling, looking deeply satisfied. She kissed me, then her husband, before patting his ass and pointing at me.

“Go and love Ciara while I clean her creamy hole.”

“Yes, dear.”

There is no joyous feeling that compares with enjoying the loving, glowing aftermath of an immense orgasm in the arms of a lover. To have my well fucked pussy cleaned by my girlfriend while her husband kissed and cuddled me solved all my problems.

I was grounded again.

Jodie and Brad fell asleep quickly, whereas I felt restless, but not anxious. It was late, but I decided to head for the lounge and find a duty cabin crew member who could make me a fruit smoothie, filling and satisfying. I wore a bathrobe over Brad’s T-shirt, and lined my fresh panties with a thin day pad to soak up the semen his wife hadn’t sucked out of me.

Then I headed for the lounge.

I opened a door and found myself entering another cabin, clearly having taken the wrong route. It was dark inside, and I was about to turn and head back to where I’d come from, but something glinted in the room, caught by the light in the corridor that spilled inside.

I switched on the room lights.

“Fuck!”

I stared awestruck and dismayed at gold and titanium bars stacked high on the floor. Wooden boxes littered the room, the same type of boxes that contained paintings and assorted treasures that filled the bank’s vault. I gasped, cried out, and my knees buckled as I almost dropped to the floor, but a pair of hands grabbed under my armpits, holding me upright.

“Be careful, Ciara. You’ve had a shock.”

I spun around and stared at the man who held me gently in his arms, smiling warmly, if a little awkwardly, at me.

“What the fuck is going on here, Brian?”

“I can explain everything.”


Chapter Nineteen

◆◆◆

“I am all ears, Brian.”

I stared angrily, folded my arms, and watched Mr. Dalton’s face explode into a picture of shame and fear. I’d stumbled on his guilty secret. Oddly, I wasn’t afraid of him; my anger was a shield to all other emotions. My mind processed his guilt, trying to fathom the reason for his deceit and how far he’d gone.

“You used me.”

“We all use each other, Ciara. You used me to be paid a damn good fee rate as a consultant, and I used you to solve a problem. The problem has changed, that’s all.”

“You’re a criminal.”

“It’s a gray area.”

No, it fucking isn’t.

“How?”

He licked his dry lips nervously, his bottom one trembling energetically while his brow furrowed as he sought an answer. He looked distraught, heavily under pressure, hardly surprising since he’d clearly cleaned out all or at least a significant portion of the vault I had inspected earlier in the day. I couldn’t estimate the value that was transferred to his yacht because I hadn’t inspected the other two unopened vaults, but it was apparent to me that I had been betrayed.

Dalton fidgeted, looking unsure how much to say to me, if anything at all.

“Let’s discuss this over coffee in the main salon, Ciara.”

“I am bringing Brad and Jodie.”

“What about Sara?”

“I’ll bring her baby monitor… and my phone, which will be on speed dial to 911.”

“There is no need to be concerned.”

“We are at sea, and I have just discovered evidence of you having committed an immense financial crime. Of course, I am worried for our lives.”

“Please, don’t be.”

“I’ll see you in the main salon in ten minutes.”

We took longer to get dressed in silence than the ten minutes I had agreed to. Jodie woke quickly when I shook her arm, startled out of her wits, wondering if there was something wrong with Sara. When I explained that there wasn’t, she tried to nod off again, but my determination to rouse her eventually won over.

Brad was harder to wake up, dragging me into bed to cuddle back to sleep. Being such a powerful man, it was hard to wriggle free from him, but Jodie helped me. Eventually, he sat on the bed, rubbing the sleep from his eyes with both feet on the floor, talking in a whisper while his wife tossed jeans and a T-shirt at him from the closet.

Brad looked at me in utter amazement.

“What do you mean, Ciara… tell me that again, please.”

“The Dalton vault contents are on this yacht, just along the hall in another suite.”

“You’re fucking joking?”

“I wish I were.”

“Okay… shit. Is Dalton pissed with you for finding it?”

“Yes… But he’s also terrified.”

“And you said we would meet him in the main salon?”

“Yes.”

“Leaving Sara here?”

“Yes.”

“That’s a bad move, Ciara. If we’re going, she has to come, or one of us stays here to protect her.”

“If Dalton wants to kill us, he can do it, no matter how we try to defend ourselves. I don’t think he will harm us.”

“But you don’t know for sure, right?”

“No. I don’t. Look, I have my phone, and it has a satellite internet connection. I could send a message to Andrew, maybe even call him over WhatsApp if I wanted to. I’m telling you, Dalton won’t harm us.”

“I’m bringing our child.”

Our child?

I was lost for words. Brad looked every bit the worried Dad that Jack would have been under the same circumstances. He’d referred to Sara as our child, meaning his and Jodie’s as well as mine. I didn’t want to shatter that illusion because his loyalty and love for me, his wife, and my daughter were essential bonds. If I were to declare Sara mine alone now, I would find it very difficult to undo that decision in the future, should we become more of a throuple, maybe even married, if not in law but in our minds.

It was a dilemma. I felt ashamed and guilty for Jack’s memory when I didn’t point out that Brad wasn’t Sara’s father, but it felt like the right thing to do.

“Okay. I’ll bring Sara with us.”

“Thank you, Ciara. I’ll protect her.”

“Fetch a bottle and have someone warm it. If Sara wakes, you’re feeding her.”

“That’s my pleasure, darling.”

Brad went to the fridge, retrieved a bottle, and packed it in a small bag with Sara’s diaper change, creams, and sundries. I watched as he carefully plucked my daughter from her crib, barely disturbing her as he lay her into the carry cot Jodie brought her on board with.

Sara didn’t wake, and Brad smiled proudly, pointing at the stateroom door to indicate he was ready.

As we left, I saw Brad slip a corkscrew and a butter knife into his jeans pocket from a service trolley that a server used to bring us an evening snack. I smiled inwardly and a little ironically, wondering how my boyfriend, who was quickly becoming my hero, would take down all Dalton’s guards and crew with such a modest armory.

Dalton waited in the main salon and saw us arriving, with Brad out front, Sara plain to see. He darted forward and dimmed the salon lights, pointing to a sofa for us to occupy. Tea, coffee, and hot milk with a few hot chocolate sachets were already provided by a cabin crew member who was just finishing laying everything out. Brad caught the girl and asked her to heat Sara’s bottle.

She’d never done it before.

“Do I use the microwave?”

“No, no, no. Place it in a bowl of warm water, making sure the level of the water is below the neck of the bottle. Wait fifteen minutes, then splash a few drops onto the inside of your wrist. If it feels warm but not hot, it’s fine. I’ll test it when you get here.”

“Okay… I can do that.”

The cabin crew girl left, and Brad found a spot near the sofa where he could easily reach Sara, setting her down. He stared into her cot, making sure my daughter slept, before turning and eyeing Brian Dalton dangerously.

“Don’t try anything, Dalton.”

Why? Because you have a corkscrew and a butter knife?

“I won’t. For all I know, you could have called the coastguard already. Let’s sit down and discuss this problem like civilized people.”

“Okay.”

By the time I settled on the sofa opposite Brian, Brad was handing out coffee that Jodie had poured. The whole scene felt utterly surreal. My daughter and my lovers were facing off against a corrupt boss who had recently stolen eighteen billion dollars from his wife’s vault.

How the fuck did you get it out of the bank so fast?

I sipped the coffee, which was a rather nice Colombian blend. It was medium roasted and tasted very fresh. I was a little surprised that the flavor was so good, and I instinctively glanced at the coffee pot it was poured from.

Dalton spotted my stare and smiled.

“They roast coffee on board daily because I like it. There are always four bean varieties on board.”

“I suppose that’s one benefit of being super rich.”

“Come now, Ciara… can we dispense with the hostility?”

“You stole a fortune from right under my nose.”

“I didn’t steal what was already mine, Ciara.”

“You took frozen assets.”

“Actually, I didn’t.”

Dalton sat back and looked smug momentarily, but then he cringed when he saw my anger. Steam was coming out of my ears, I felt betrayed, angry, and was moments away from sending a message I’d already typed out for Andrew. One button press on my phone in a WhatsApp chat and all would be revealed.

I studied him, running through our conversation, wondering how anything Dalton said could be true.

Then I gasped and pointed at him.

“Fuck! You didn’t steal your wife’s treasure.”

“No, I didn’t, Ciara.”

“You were hiding assets and cash from the taxman, too.”

“Yes. I was.”

“At the same bank I visited?”

“No… I used a different one.”

“Jesus fucking Christ, Brian. You and your wife are two peas in a pod.”

“Not quite.”

I stared at him aghast. Dalton had been siphoning off money and assets from his companies, just as his wife had. They used separate banks to do the dirty deed, but their methods must have been similar.

“How much did you embezzle?”

“A little over one billion.”

“And how much is it worth at today’s prices?”

“Eight billion. Gold alone has appreciated sixfold since I bought it. The art… well, silly and dull old men like me will pay far beyond market price for a Rembrandt or Picasso just to say we have one.”

“How many do you have?”

He looked at the floor, grimaced when he looked back up, and then cringed for good measure.

“How many paintings, Brian?”

“There are more than one hundred artworks unaccounted for in the company asset register. They are on board this vessel, spread around four VIP suites.”

“Jesus… fuck!”

He huffed and puffed, his cheeks going bright red while shaking his head for all the good it might do.

“What is your plan, Brian?”

“I’ll come clean with Andrew tomorrow. He knows nothing of what I have done, nor did you. Had I left the haul where it was, your friend could have conducted his investigation, and he would never have discovered me. I chose to retrieve my assets and load them on my yacht.”

“Then why have you taken such a risk?”

“I want you three to work for me. Had I continued to hide my fortune, you would have seen it moving through my companies the moment I began liquidating it, in five, maybe ten years, when I am ready to retire.”

“You could have chosen not to offer me a job and kept your dirty little secret.”

“I have watched how you pursued my wife and how easily you caught her. I would be next. One day, you would find the anomalies, track them, and then the game would be up. If I employ you, you’ll make me a lot of money, Ciara. Sadly, money comes to money.”

“Greed begets more greed.”

“Now hold on… that’s a bit fucking insulting. I have a medical division valued at more than ten billion dollars. I own hospitals and pharmaceutical innovation companies…”

“That doesn’t excuse you from cheating the American taxpayer, Brian.”

“You might see things differently when you check over my accounts. The entire medical services division runs as a not-for-profit. I have never taken a cent from any one of those businesses. I give back and fucking generously too. Our pharma products are the lowest priced in the market, and nobody in need of treatment is turned away from any of my hospitals just because they don’t have insurance.”

“You broke the law.”

“Yes… I did. I exist, as all billionaires do, in a morally gray area. Then, you come along and smash that apart.”

“How did I cause this?”

“Your search for the truth, Ciara, and this terrible affliction you have with uncovering wrongdoing. I thought maybe I could restate last year’s taxes and pay up on the eight billion.”

“That’s illegal.”

“Then what are my options?”

I sipped my coffee, glancing at Brad, who shrugged. This problem was outside his area of expertise, so I had to handle it on my own.

“You could try cover-up or blackmail, but I don’t recommend it. You’ll probably never see the light of day and eat prison food until you die. Also, we won’t stay quiet about any of this, so there is that.”

“Bribery not on the cards. I am not that morally bankrupt.”

“Then you go with your Plan A. Confess, hire elite tax attorneys, and negotiate a deal under voluntary disclosure laws that are very vague. You may avoid prison, but you’ll lose a fortune in penalties, possibly the whole amount. Then, of course, the DOJ will watch you forever.”

He slumped back on the sofa. Brian saw everything through reductive reasoning. Yes, he’d broken the law and now decided to undo his wrongdoing. He expected the US Government to cut him a break, and they might, but they could also make an example of him, with jail time, possibly for life.

“Will you help me, Ciara?”

I glanced at my girlfriend and boyfriend, who looked more sympathetic to Dalton than I felt. Brad nodded, Jodie smiled and shrugged, both offering their consent for me to decide.

“Yes… But you must come clean tomorrow with Andrew about absolutely everything. Get every possible crime out on the table and be honest… if that’s at all possible.”

“Ciara… I had no guard on the treasure, and the door was unlocked. I was going to show you before we anchored in Miami. It’s not going anywhere, and neither am I. I remind you, I could have left everything hidden… forever.”

“You’ll need to assign all CEO responsibilities to someone else temporarily. Undoubtedly, you’ll get suspended immediately and maybe banned from running a company forever.”

“I can still be a non-exec Chairman. There are no shareholders. I have a CEO in mind, and the three of you can keep him honest.”

I eyed him with incredulity. Dalton was already planning how to run his empire by proxy before even confessing his crimes to the authorities. It was a shocking move to pastures greener, given his crimes.

“Let’s keep you out of jail first, Brian.”

“Okay… sorry. Of course.”

“You’ll be expected to cooperate with the DOJ regarding your wife’s transgressions.”

“No problem. She stole from me. I stole from myself.”

“No, Brian… you stole from the American taxpayer. Those hardworking men and women don’t live the luxury you do, but most still pay their taxes. Unless you understand that you are a thief, you’ll get no sympathy from Andrew or me.”

He sighed heavily, tears welling in his eyes. He probably thought that doing so much good in his hospitals entitled him to do as he wished with the money he rightly owed the Treasury. That’s what often happens with powerful men and women: they adopt an arrogant air once people fawn over them, hang on their every word, and shower them with praise.

I knew the scene well, having seen it so often. Rich people know the President, and they had coffee and cake with them last week at the Oval Office. Obsequious politicians want to help them develop investment plans for jobs in their State or District, so they shower them with love. Lawyers bow to them, accountants help hide their profits, and nobody ever calls them out. Even journalists never seek the truth, only the version of it that pays best.

And billionaires have deep pockets to pay for their narrative to be the one everyone believes.

So they do whatever they want with a feeling that somehow, they won’t get caught or that if they do, powerful friends will save them. In their mind, they are balancing an unfair playing field, and the little guy simply doesn’t matter.

Power corrupts and absolute power corrupts absolutely.

“Understood, Ciara.”

“You need to brief Lawrence and have him find you the most elite tax attorneys on the planet before we arrive in Miami.”

“What will you do in the meantime?”

“Wake Andrew up, tell him what you did, and start negotiating to avoid your arrest.”

“Arrest?”

“Of course. The only way to avoid that is if I make a voluntary disclosure on your part before we moor up. I can’t guarantee you won’t be taken away in handcuffs.”

Dalton looked horrified, his reality finally landing where it should. Any illusions he had that what he’d done was to enter a morally gray area were dissolved. He was a criminal and knew it.

“Okay… fine, Ciara… that’s fine.”

“See you at breakfast, Brian.”

“Yes. Yes, of course. Goodnight, Ciara, and thank you.”

“I hope you’ll still thank me by tomorrow evening.”

“I will. This problem needs to be fixed.”


Chapter Twenty

◆◆◆

The captain chose the smallest stateroom on the owner’s deck for my use. He said it was the one with the least sparkle in it, a comment I didn’t understand at the time. As I stood pensively behind him, nervous about our arrival in Miami, he eased the door open with a knuckle, as if he were afraid to smudge any surface with fingerprints.

He pointed inside, inviting me to enter first.

“This one’s quietest, Ciara. The least cluttered.”

“Cluttered? Sparkle? What on earth do you mean?”

What’s he preparing me for?

I stepped through the door he held open for me and gasped. I didn’t need any further explanation. I could see what cluttered and sparkle meant. Gold does not clutter, and it glitters rather than sparkles, and this room was glittering.

Gold colonizes. It turns a room into an orbit, and for a moment, its allure tugged my soul.

There were two ingot stacks on the floor. They were cautiously strapped down using webbing onto steel pallets, each brick squared like stacked loaves fresh from a furnace. A Renoir leaned against the bulkhead in a temporary cradle, its subject’s face was turned inward as if it were embarrassed to be seen.

An alabaster Hermes sculpture was perched on a felted plinth, staring judgmentally at me. The stone was so pure it looked wet. The desk assigned to me by the Captain was narrow, made from oiled teak, and set beneath a porthole to offer a view in daylight. The lamp on it was brass, ship’s issue, with a pull chain that clinked softly against the stalk when it moved.

The captain hovered around me nervously, his cap tucked under one arm. He had the faded mahogany tan of a man who lives between horizon lines; the whites of his eyes were startling, and he was alert.

“The Wi-Fi SSID in this stateroom is Diogenes. Password’s the same across the ship.”

“Diogenes. That’s… on brand for me. I am a cynic through and through.”

I set my laptop bag down, heard the ship’s bow beat a metronome against the swell, and I sighed, scanning the room, seeing Dalton’s guilt dripping from everywhere in clutter and sparkles.

“Is the treasure inventoried by room, Captain?”

“I have manifests for the entire consignment we took from the bank. I didn’t specify where the Renoir naps. We had little time. Just a few days, while you worked on other things. Everything is here, temporarily, until we reach Miami.”

“I’ll need every scrap of paper that belongs to anything in this room. Provenance, chain of custody, appraisals. Especially anything recent.”

“Yes, of course. Brian told me to cooperate with you. I have file folders.”

“And the gold?”

He glanced at the ingots as if they might answer for him. The Captain looked sad, like he was losing part of himself.

“I have the total weight and number of bricks.”

“That’ll do.”

“Miami Harbor Master advises we’ll be boarded on arrival, Ciara. Customs, Coast Guard, IRS-CI, and someone from Treasury called Andrew, heading it up. It will look like we are criminals.”

You might well be.

In fact… you are.

An irrhythmic tap started somewhere in the hull, as if the yacht were clearing its throat. The Captain looked unconcerned, so I dismissed it too. I wanted to feel sympathy towards him, god knows, I really did, but I also didn’t want to give birth inside a prison infirmary, by throwing my lot in with criminals.

“You’ve never been boarded ‘in anger’ before, I take it?”

“Not in my thirty years at sea.”

He shook his head, and sadness swelled, almost filling the room.

“Routine customs inspections and safety checks sometimes. They sniffed around a guest list once or twice, but never anything like this.”

“This too shall pass. I promise you.”

It’s the best I can do… sorry.

He hesitated, and something in his stance softened.

“I know it’s hard to believe me when I say this, especially standing here, seeing all of this treasure in the room, but Mr. Dalton’s a good man. For twenty years, I’ve run with him. He pays everyone on time, and he looks after the crew. He… does more than people think.”

“Such as?”

“He helps people… lots of people.”

“Charity?”

The captain lifted his shoulders, not quite a shrug.

“Brian doesn’t call it that.”

“What does he call it?”

“Dalton says he’s paying what’s owed. Just… not to the usual hands. Now… if there’s nothing else-”

“There’s everything else. But for now, coffee, your folders, and the bank inventory will do, please.”

He had everything delivered promptly, and I was left to burrow into a mystery.

When the Stateroom door clicked shut behind a cabin crew guy, the room exhaled. I slipped the deadbolt across with the heel of my hand and leaned back against the wood. The engine’s hum traveled up my spine; the cappuccino foam top on my coffee trembled inside its cup like a nervous witness.

Salt air drifted through the porthole in thin, disciplined breaths. Dawn hadn’t broken yet; it just pressed its grey fingers under the earth’s curtain hem. I sat behind the desk and stopped suddenly, squinting, shocked.

It wasn’t my laptop bag.

It looked exactly the same, but it wasn’t mine. Mine was battered at the edges, where I took full use of its shock-absorbing hard plastic corners. I unzipped and reached inside the bag, slid out a silver laptop, and gasped.

It wasn’t my laptop.

It was the same model, same color, but the logo was Brian’s. It was Dalton’s company crest. I recalled picking it up in the main salon, thinking it was mine. I opened the lid and laughed ironically. His password was there, selotaped above the screen, obscuring the camera lens.

I pressed the power button, and the Apple Macbook Pro bloomed. I typed in the passphrase that Dalton made no attempt to hide and waited.

When I opened the Finder, a file tree rose like scaffolding. There were folders titled: Holding Companies, Bank Accounts, and a whole world of intriguing references to corporations and countries I hadn’t seen on any of Dalton’s account filings. Everything was laid out like clean bones at an archaeologist’s dig site.

Trust after trust filled the screen, each named after long-dead philosophers. Layers of companies folded inside each other like Russian dolls, all moving money in ways only someone like me could follow without blinking.

My fingers tingled. They always did when I felt the pattern take shape, when the streams of numbers began to sing their quiet, dangerous music. This was the source of money, the spring that fed everything else.

I opened a ledger for a Cayman Special Purpose Corporation, expecting to discover the usual disbursements to a Liechtenstein protector, fees to a Monaco counsel, and art collateral cross-pledged to a Swiss boutique. But there was none of that contrived money laundering and tax avoidance evident.

The first payment I opened was to a bank in Lilongwe, Malawi. There were no explanations, just a vast transfer, as if someone had picked up a river and poured it into a new bed.

Half a billion dollars in one year.

I traced the flow. Cash carried into a bank by human hands, Dalton’s. It was counted, sealed, and sent across oceans via electronic transfer. Not to numbered accounts in some safe harbor, but to hospitals. Real ones. In the USA, in Africa, in India. Places that would never see this kind of money without a miracle.

I whispered what was going on in my head, more to keep myself company than anything else. I pulled up another transaction from a different account at the same African bank. The incoming transaction was massive, with dozens of staggered amounts leaving over a year, split like a school of tiny fish to avoid the shark’s eye. I found $18.6 million in cash deposits made over forty-eight hours, which was handed over at a Malawian branch that should never see that much liquidity in a year.

Dalton signed the pay-in slips in person. I chased what happened to that cash. It left the bank in four payments, one per quarter that year.

The receiving entity wasn’t a shell. It was an honest NGO Charity with genuine filings, a clean local audit, and a project list that read like an intake hospital ward. They paid for cleft palate surgeries, obstetric fistula repairs, cataract camps, and they funded a neonatal transport bush pilot with a fully equipped medivac turboprop aircraft. The evidence of all Brian’s do-good acts was there, scanned in as PDFs with official stamps like postage with signatures that trembled in my fingertips.

I suddenly felt very different about Brian. He was a kind, gentle man, but he was also a criminal. The cappuccino layer on my coffee had died. The smell of it turned a little bitter, but I drank it anyway. I needed caffeine, not a pleasant experience.

The first recipient of his hidden generosity was a pediatric oncology wing in Lusaka. The photographs opened in sequence. Bare ground was scarred with tire tracks, and construction workers cleared a site. Then a brick shell climbed from the dust like it had been waiting there for years. And finally, bright white corridors catching every scrap of light, so clean they almost hurt to look at. Beds stood ready. Some were already filled. Doctors in white coats, nurses in pale scrubs, their eyes tired, but the kids were alive.

In one frame, a child wore a knitted cap to hide the bare scalp beneath. He grinned at the camera as if he’d just told it a secret. His tongue was out, defiance against his illness, or joy to be alive, maybe both. The smile was so big it reached the corners of his eyes.

Beneath the photo, a note was written beautifully.

Thank you, Mr. Dalton. We named the reading room after your mother.

I drew in a sharp breath. The sting in my throat was instantly hot. I blinked, but the tears pressed forward anyway, burning in my eyes. How was I supposed to judge a man who had saved lives like this?

Was I meant to?

I sat up straighter, forcing my gaze away from the boy’s smile, away from the ache it planted in my chest. The file directory blurred as I zoomed out. My hand was unsteady on the trackpad. I opened a new branch, searching for guilt.

I found none.

A folder marked South Carolina opened into a network of rural clinics, scattered like lifelines across towns no politician would fight to save. Roads were cracked from summers that baked them and winters that split them wider. Storefronts with paint flaking off in long, curling strips. They were the sort of places where clinic waiting rooms with plastic chairs held children who might sit all day, hoping for a doctor who never came.

The filings were perfect and accurate. Clinic storehouse shelves were full and deliveries arrived on time. Salaries not just fair but bold, the kind of pay that told nurses their work wasn’t just seen, it was honored.

I checked the transfers. Dalton sent fifty million dollars a year, every year, for a decade.

The breath left me in a rush so sharp it almost hurt. Tears welled fast, stinging my eyes. My heart fluttered with a compassion I hadn’t felt in years.

“Fuck.”

The word hung in the stillness.

“What the hell have you been doing, Brian?”

Next was a pharmacy chain in Arizona whose accounts made no sense until you realized they were never meant to. Prescriptions for certain medicines were filled for free. No proof of insurance required and no forms to humiliate the sick.

Money came in from a trust in Dalton’s name. Money went out to wholesalers. Shelves were stocked. Bags were handed over across clean counters. Not a single dollar was wasted on glossy advertising, lawyers, or expensive office chairs. Every cent went into pills and vials.

Next was Detroit.

Mobile vans painted white, with their engines still ticking as the doors slid open to the street. Inside, I could almost smell the sharp scent of antiseptic clinging to metal cabinets. A blood pressure cuff lay unrolled across a bench seat. Outside, the wind carried the smell of fried food from a cart down the block.

The quarterly note froze me.

Twenty-two thousand four hundred and twenty-three insulin refills. Three months. Given freely. We are proud and grateful… thank you, Brian Dalton.

The words caught in my throat. My chest felt tight. I swallowed, but it failed to keep it down.

I scrolled faster now, hunger in my fingertips, then I slowed as the weight of it settled in. I had a job to do, a truth to unearth. I read the names of the companies, looking for the rot that should have been there.

There was none.

These weren’t crimes. They were holy vows. Promises carried out in secret and kept alive year after year, written not in speeches or ceremonies but in hospital beds and stocked shelves, faces of the needy and grateful.

A folder named The Special Ones drew my attention.

The Special Ones.

I expected to uncover Dalton’s vanity. Plaques in echoing libraries, marble foyers with bronze busts, wings of universities named after him. Instead, the first file was a single page in Spanish, translated neatly into English.

It was about a grandmother in Sonora, Mexico. Her cancer was caught by a screening van that rolled into her town. She was moved and treated across the border in California, where her entire family was accommodated in a hotel at Dalton’s expense.

Three hundred and nine thousand dollars were paid in full.

Then a Polaroid appeared when I clicked on an attachment: the grainy colors, caused by bright light from a high window. The recovering grandmother’s hair was just starting to return, fine as corn silk. Her daughters pressed in on either side, their shoulders touching, their eyes squeezed shut in smiles so wide they looked like they might burst.

From the edge of the frame, a hand reached in to hold grandma’s. There was no face to match it, just a hand that refused to let go. In the white strip at the bottom, written carefully in block letters:

Gracias, Brian. You saved our Mama’s life.

My breath stuttered. I pressed a hand to my chest and felt my pulse thudding against my palm. The tears came again, quiet and unrelenting for a good man, no, a great man.

The next file opened onto the face of a boy in Lagos. He was ten years old and born with a heart that could not keep its rhythm. The letter said his first cyanotic spell came at ten months old. His lips had turned the color of midnight. His mother thought he was cursed.

A British hospital took him in under a consulting stipend Dalton had arranged. It was the kind of payment no decent person would ever question because the reason was so obviously good. The surgery was successful. In the after photo, the boy’s skin held a new color, warm and alive. His eyes were brighter, as if the body beneath them had finally caught up with his spirit.

The letter ended:

His mother asked me to say your name in prayers, Brian. I told her you would prefer I say the names of the nurses.

My hand went to my face before I realized it, my fingers brushing away tears I couldn’t stop. When had this begun, this secret work of his? Twenty years ago? More? I had no idea.

Another folder was more perfunctory: “Asset Reallocation Schedules.” So I clicked, assuming I’d finally find Dalton’s sin. There was sin because it was a summary of money raised from assets sold without paying taxes. Eight billion dollars in art and bullion had been carved away from any line of oversight, tied to no filial duty, financed using strategies that would look like tax evasion to any jury that warmed a chair.

Dalton had eight billion dollars now and had already spent that much over the last twenty or more years. Sixteen billion dollars was a weight I couldn’t carry.

I cried for the good works done, the humanity, Dalton’s humanity. How could I not choke up and sob?

I took one long breath and forced myself to say it in my head the way a prosecutor would. Dalton removed reportable income from the tax base; in other words, it was tax evasion, a crime. Brian used opacity to prevent legal government oversight. He did the thing people like me are hired to unwind.

But then I pictured the little reading room in Lusaka with a mother’s name and the free pharmacy at a strip mall that I imagined smelled like bleach. I had hoped the Malawian obstetric theater, which hadn’t existed before Dalton’s intervention, would still be there, all because a man decided to move money like water.

“You’re not a philanthropist, Brian. You’re a dam that’s about to burst.”

The yacht rocked uncomfortably, and I cradled my baby bump; the chain on the lamp swung wildly, pinged the column once, then rotated and wrapped itself around the stem. Outside, dawn’s fingers pushed harder under the curtain of darkness, turning the gold in my room warmer, yellowing everything with an honorable hue.

I pushed the captain’s folders aside and opened another branch of files, then another. The pattern held: Dalton spoke of “investments” that were, in practice, charitable subsidies, all money sent to good causes. There were no press releases, no charitable company or trustee boards packed with his friends, no lawyers, accountants, or their fees. No politician’s hands were greased, or if they were, I couldn’t find where the sums didn’t add up.

Dalton bypassed everyone and went straight to the problem, like a white knight on a charger, taking down evil. He didn’t even call it charity to his captain.

Paying what’s owed is what he said.

While holding back immense emotions for a man I had misjudged, I tried to tally the outflows and failed at speed. It wasn’t just that the numbers were significant; they were huge and sustained. This was oxygen sent quickly, without red tape, to people who might die without it, over a span of ten, fifteen, or twenty years.

In the notes app, tucked between shopping lists and scraps of reminders, was a single paragraph signed by Brian Dalton.

If I die, do not let them take this money from the sick and burn it in a furnace labeled General Fees. Fuck the lawyers. Fuck the accountants. Fuck the dirty politicians. And especially fuck the bankers.

The words hit harder than any photograph.

For the first time in all these files, I was hearing Brian Dalton and his fury against the system, against the greed that dipped into charities. His public mask was dropped, and I saw him, not his numbers, but the man himself, raw and furious and unwilling to bend.

My chest ached. I wanted to stand in front of him right now, to put my arms around him for every patient who never could.

The engine throbbed through the floor. Somewhere above, soft-soled shoes crossed the deck and paused at the rail. I kept breathing, slow and deep, but it didn’t work. The faces from the photos crowded in, the boy with the knitted cap, the grandmother’s fragile hand, the boy in Lagos with his warm, new skin.

My vision blurred and the tears came again, hot and unstoppable.

Dalton had broken the law. That wouldn’t change because he’d chosen better recipients than the government might. He’d also built a global shadow public health infrastructure that the government would never have authorized for the people who needed it most. That also wouldn’t change because he was angry at the IRS.

The door handle turned, slow and cautious, then stopped against the deadbolt. Knuckles brushed the wood. I slid the bolt back and opened it a fraction. The captain stood there, his eyes tired in a way I hadn’t seen before.

“We have an hour, Ciara. A pilot boat will meet us at the sea buoy outside the harbor. The Harbor Master will board us with the first wave of agents. There’s a man with them who says he’s your friend, Andrew. He wants everyone to behave.”

My throat was still thick with the weight of what I’d read, but I managed to croak a few words without breaking down.

“I’ll be ready.”

His gaze drifted over my shoulder, toward the desk and the laptop.

“Did you find what you hoped to?”

I met his eyes.

“No. I found what I can’t believe.”

He studied me for a beat.

“Is that better or worse?”

“Both.”

When the door closed, I stood with my hands on the desk, palms flat, as if steadying a patient on the edge of slipping away.

My tears were still there, but now there was something else, the knowledge that in less than an hour, a good man’s fate might hinge on what I did next.

Build the bridge to Brian’s safety, Ciara. Build it fast.

What the fuck do I do?

Andrew.

I pulled out my phone, my hands still unsteady, the skin beneath my eyes tight from tears. I stared at the screen, willing the signal bars to hold, then I tried calling. I got dead air.

I switched to text, my thumbs moving fast, the words tripping over each other.

Hi Andrew. Need to talk.

The reply came back almost at once.

It will have to wait. I’m briefing the boarding party.

My chest tightened. I typed again, harder this time, as if force could push the message through.

Please. It’s important.


Chapter Twenty-One

◆◆◆

Okay, Ciara. Talk, but please let’s make this quick. I don’t want my team making mistakes.

The phone felt hot in my palm, heat pooling there as if it had been holding my hesitation for too long. My thumb hovered over the keys, useless until my thoughts caught up. Beside me, the cappuccino I’d abandoned wore a tide line of crusty granules clinging to porcelain, the stale foam still carrying a ghost of sweetness that made me want more, though I knew it would be bitter now.

The yacht shifted under me in a slow, indulgent roll, the lamp chain swaying lazily in the warm cabin air, the motion tugging me forward like a coaxing hand on my spine. I had one chance to win Andrew over.

I have found massive income and outflow of cash in hundreds of bank accounts, multiple jurisdictions, all spent on good causes that might have been tax-deductible.

My heart pounded and I felt strained everywhere. I stared at the dots while Andrew typed back, listening to the hum of the engines under my feet. He would be shocked, first by my discovery, second by the fact that I was trying to defend Dalton. But I had to try. Children everywhere demanded I do something.

Come on, Ciara. Criminals like Dalton always claim to have done more good than bad when they are caught.

I found the evidence.

How much did Dalton defraud the IRS of?

He spent eight billion dollars on real people, real issues that others pretend aren’t out there, like suffering, pain, and poverty.

You said he had eight billion dollars.

Yes. That’s correct.

I gasped at my revelation again and shook my head, knowing that in Miami, Andrew would be doing the same, possibly with his eyes standing out on stalks. The numbers involved in Dalton’s altruistic crusade were vast. Andrew would be screwing his face up at the phone, frustrated by my client and me.

Fuck! Sixteen billion dollars? No way have you traced where all that went, Ciara… not even you are that good.

I need more time. Please help me.

Jesus Ciara… Dalton is hours away from being arrested.

My fingers tightened around the phone as I felt control drifting away from me. A billionaire’s arrest would fuel media speculation, which could portray Dalton in a very poor light, create an irreversible situation, or lead to him being praised as a Robin Hood. In response, the Government would likely dig its heels in and seek to make an example.

Don’t do that, Andrew. Please. I beg you.

Why not? What else is there?

I want the voluntary disclosure pathway opened up today, not tomorrow. We will acknowledge his unreported offshore income and offer restitution in full for the principal taxes owed plus interest.

We, meaning you and Brian Dalton?

I work for Brian.

If you weren’t pregnant, I’d tell you to swim away from that boat, Ciara. He committed a serious crime.

My free hand drifted to my stomach, instinctively.

He’s not guilty of being a bad person. Dalton helped millions of people.

Then why didn’t he do it legally?

Brian hates politicians, bankers, accountants, and lawyers.

You mean people like you and me, Ciara?

Not us. The leeches, thieves, and selfish ones. You know they exist… as do I.

Okay… there I have a little sympathy for him.

Dalton will be a cooperating witness on the spouse’s embezzlement, as well as the corrupt Bahamian facilitation. I’ll provide Lucy’s bank inventory list.

You’ll do that anyway, Ciara, or we’ll fall out. You owe me for supporting you to this point.

Yes. I am grateful. Of course, I’ll help you.

I am grateful too… You did great work here. Whatever way this turns out, overdue taxes will be paid. The rest… I’m not sure what to say to you or him.

I’m right about this… about him.

I don’t know about Dalton. I don’t want to let a criminal slip away.

Give me a couple of weeks and I’ll account for all the money. I’ll give you sworn statements on his method of movement, recovery, and the chain of custody.

Fuck… come on, Ciara. It can’t be that easy for him. Dalton broke the law.

He can still be punished.

How?

I don’t know. Let me get back to you.

We’re boarding your vessel in an hour, guns up. You know how front-line agents are.

The phone felt heavier now, slippery against my palm.

Please… trust me, Andrew.

Fuck, Ciara… and what if you’re wrong…?

My career is over.

Exactly. So, are you sure about backing this guy, Ciara?

The question hung between us, heavier than the phone in my hand, heavier than the sway of the yacht beneath my feet. I let it settle before answering, my mind walking the fine line between loyalty and recklessness. Intent was always a mitigating factor in cases like this, and I searched every corner of what I’d seen for a trace of Dalton’s selfishness. There was none, no greed glinting in hidden vaults, no praise chased through staged photo ops, and no secret fortune salted away for his own rainy day. Every dollar had been flung outward, stitched into the lives of strangers.

My message sounded quieter in my head than I expected, but it carried the kind of weight you don’t take back.

I’ll stake my professional reputation on it.

Would you stake your life, Ciara?

Come on, Andrew. I am carrying a baby and breastfeeding another. What sort of a dumb question is that?

There was a long pause as that sank in.

Good point. Sorry… I am just worried about you, Ciara.

Take me at my word.

Wow… I dunno. See you in under an hour. I need to think this through. Take care, Ciara, and stay out of the way when we board, please. If not for your sake, think of your kids. Some of these agents have twitchy fingers.

I locked the phone, my reflection ghosting over the black screen. Outside the porthole in the far distance, the oily night’s sky over Miami was sharpening into dawn. We were running out of time.

So, we are a we now, Ciara?

When did that start?

I had crossed over a line, but I wasn’t on Team Dalton just yet. He and I needed to talk. My knock on his stateroom door was anything but gentle. The man himself opened it.

“Ciara.”

Brian’s voice was soft, carrying the tone of someone resigned to something unpleasant, and for that calm, it felt all the more dangerous. He filled the doorway in a way that was more than size, broad shoulders blotting out the light, his presence pressing into the space between us. The dark knitted sweater clung to him just enough to betray the outline of a fit, rugged man beneath. I noticed the raw man before I could stop myself. Burgundy chinos fell loose over sailors’ working boots, the casualness of them at odds with the weight in his gaze and the pending confrontation.

He should wear a suit.

But that’s why he did all of this. He hates suits.

I was still wearing my panties, a tee, and my bathrobe, a careless shield for a body that had no business being this aware of him. His eyes travelled over me once, not hurried, not crude, but enough to settle low in my stomach, lower than where I carried new life. The shadow along his jaw was darker than before, his eyes too awake for the hour, their color sharpened by the muted cabin light.

I stepped inside his stateroom. It was unexpectedly bare compared to the one he’d given me, Brad, and Jodie, the simplicity making it feel more intimate, more his. He smiled, somewhere between a pleasantry and a grimace, and gestured toward a sofa.

“Won’t you rest, please. I can have any beverage you want brought here.”

“No, and no. I think better on my feet. I’ll stand for now.”

“Well, Ciara? Do you see me now?”

“I do. And I see the people who would be dead if you hadn’t hidden money, moved it, and built a network to spend it where it counts.”

The space between us thickened. Silence stretched, the kind that could crack if touched, and I let it grow until it had weight. I needed gravity to pull him out of embittered thinking that all lawyers, all bankers, all people like me were vile.

He didn’t blink in triumph or apology; both would have been too easy, too telling. That was good. A man who can sit inside his own stillness is harder to read… and harder to fight. I didn’t see a narcissist in front of me, but that didn’t mean there wasn’t one tucked away somewhere, deep enough to surface when it suited him.

Give him the benefit of the doubt, for now.

“And, Ciara?”

“And you still broke the law.”

“I paid what was owed to those who deserve it most.”

“Not to the legitimate national ledger that’s about to arrest you.”

I tapped his laptop with a fingernail; the click sounded unnaturally loud. Inside that computer was the evidence of Brian’s good deeds, which any ambitious prosecutor could easily turn into their election campaign to be the State Governor. Putting a billionaire in prison was a vote-winner.

“You gave billions of dollars away like a dam breaking after years of unseasonal rain. Then you stacked art, cash, and bullion on a yacht because you ran out of places to hide it. My investigation of your wife led me straight to you.”

“Do my art storage choices offend you, Ciara?”

“Your contempt for my government does. I love my country. Not all lawyers, accountants, and politicians are bad. Just as not every billionaire is a selfish, greedy asshole.”

“Touché.”

Massive engines thrummed under my feet, sending pleasant vibrations into my knees, and higher still, to places I didn’t want to think about with him this close. Dalton’s scent was warm, clean, but threaded with salt and the faint musk of a man who’d been awake too long.

Oh my… I need Jodie and Brad.

Why did your wife cheat?

“You gave me your passphrase because you wanted to be understood or forgiven. I’m not your priest, Brian.”

A spark lit in him, the kind that can burn a room down. I was supposed to be on his team, loyal, understanding, and an employee, but there was no way I could help Dalton if he were calling the shots.

“What are you then, Ciara? Spell it out for me, please.”

“I’m the only way you walk off this boat without wearing handcuffs and still able to fund a single insulin dose in Detroit.”

“You saw that.”

“I saw everything.”

“Listen, Ciara-”

I raised a hand to silence him.

“No, you listen to me, Brian!”

“No!”

We had both raised our voices. He stepped closer, sudden and magnificent, filling my space but not with intimidation. It wasn’t anger directed toward me, just raw, male energy, close enough that the heat of him reached my skin. I eyeballed him, laughed once, a short, startled sound, shook my head, and pointed to the chair.

“Sit down, Brian.”

He didn’t, so I let the command hang, never averting my eyes from his. I’ve given orders to colonels in overheated conference rooms while auditing their units and billionaires in air-conditioned penthouses. Command is posture, and I held mine. I narrowed my eyes, and my voice took on an icy tone.

“Sit down. Now.”

He looked mildly surprised and sat, his eyes locked on me, not in submission but in a challenge he hadn’t yet voiced.

“Speak.”

“Ciara… I paid taxes for years. I also paid lawyers, accountants, and politicians over and under the table. All of them enrich themselves. They don’t care a fuck about the needy.”

“And you do.”

“I try.”

“It wasn’t a question, Brian. I’ve seen how much you care but today isn’t about that. Today, you are a criminal.”

The heat in his eyes eased, but something else stayed, a focus on me that felt personal, not just tactical.

“I understand that, Ciara.”

“Okay. When Andrew gets here, you’ll tell him the truth. All of it. Not the curated hero’s tale you let me discover. You’ll explain every offshore entity, bullion shipment, and cash drop. You’ll tell it like a man seeking amnesty and mercy, not applause.”

“Got it.”

“And you won’t call politicians, lawyers, and accountants thieves. Not even once… do you understand me?”

“But they are worse than thieves.”

“We can debate that when you’re not in jail.”

“Damn this, Ciara!”

“Do you want my help or not?”

“Yes. Please.”

I didn’t want Dalton to go down in flames by indulging in his reasons for breaking the law. With all the good works he’d done, the decent man might not back down from a fight with the people he reviled if goaded. But if he fought them, he would lose as sure as eggs are eggs.

I didn’t want the authorities pushing Brian into martyrdom so that they could spin him as a vile man. The net result was that he would spend a long time behind bars while the very people he hated most stole his fortune.

“What should I do, Ciara?”

“You’ll say you avoided taxes. You’ll explain why in simple terms. Good deeds seemed most important, and you rushed in. Now you’re sorry. You’ll say you’re submitting to oversight to keep the good parts alive.”

“I don’t submit, Ciara.”

“You’ll fucking submit to me, now, here.”

I’d said the wrong thing, or at least I had said it the wrong way. A sexual interpretation of my words was unavoidable, but rather than make a lewd inference or try to embarrass me, Brian just smiled gently, warmly, staring again at my baby bump as though the new life I was growing inside gave him some comfort.

“Okay, Ciara. You are Spartacus.”

“And if they accept what you say…”

“Yes. What?”

I drew in a sharp breath as emotions bit hard. My following statement was going to hurt a man I wanted to protect.

“You’ll resign as CEO today. You’ll hand the board my shortlist for an interim replacement for you until we can find the right person. You’ll accept independent monitorship for your good works, which includes every clinic and pharmacy. You’ll wire escrow for the tax amount overdue within a month, transferring ten percent before we dock.”

Color rose in Brian’s face, an adrenaline flush that made me think of heat in other contexts. I wafted a finger in his general direction, my eyes burning, expression stern as a schoolmistress pissed off by a group of unruly kids.

“Don’t raise your voice to me, Brian. Not ever.”

He gulped, and his anger subsided. He glanced around the room, looking mildly ashamed. When his eyes returned to me, they were softer, kinder, almost submissive.

“Sorry, Ciara.”

“It’s okay. You’re under pressure, but don’t do it again.”

“What you propose is awful.”

“It’s better than going to prison and all of those things being done anyway.”

Andrew’s voice replayed in my head. Are you sure about backing this guy, Ciara?

Nobody can be entirely sure of anyone.

“Do this… and I’ll walk into that boarding party shoulder to shoulder with you, fighting for you with every ounce of my life.”

His gaze lingered long enough for me to feel the weight of it on my skin.

“Why are you helping me, Ciara? You could easily walk away when we reach Miami.”

“You did good deeds, Brian. For reasons they won’t care about, but I do. Andrew will care too, but whether he will or can help you… I don’t know. You championed the weak and did it with a humility that endears you to me. Helping you is the right thing for me to do.”

“What can we expect to happen in the weeks ahead?”

“They will want to crucify you. I’ll argue for civil penalties, with no jail time. But, if you refuse to follow my instructions to the letter, I’ll hand Andrew a map of every vault on this boat and your ledgers plus a sworn statement that you told me to go to hell.”

The engines eased back, their vibration shifting from a low hum to a slow, deliberate throb that pulsed through the soles of my feet. The lamp chain above us swayed like a pendulum marking down the seconds.

Dalton exhaled a sharp snort, then folded forward, elbows on his knees, hands covering his face. A groan, low and frustrated, rolled out of him, and somewhere inside me, the nurturing woman cried out to calm him. When he finally looked up, the man staring back at me wasn’t quite the same. The battler was still there, his shoulders squared, eyes sharp, but layered over it was something else. Admiration. Trust. Maybe even the start of his surrender.

“My lawyers tell me they can thread needles, but they turn into swords they stab me with. My accountants promise labyrinths, and all I get are loops, endless, choking, costly loops. At the start, it was thousands. Then millions. Now it’s billions of dollars. They all play games, appease me, and rip me off. All of them are thieves… all except you, Ciara.”

“Well… the worst case scenario is that we both end up in prison.”

“I’ll take full and sole responsibility before that happens.”

His gaze stayed on me, longer than necessary. Not just seeing me as an adversary or an ally, but as a woman and mother, blooming with life, something he valued more than most men ever would. The air between us tightened. We were locked together like chess players mid-match, realizing too late that each of us had underestimated the other’s game.

I was proud of what Brian had done. But the way he’d done it… so far from safe, so far from legal, he had to pay for that, no matter how much the low, insistent pull in my stomach didn’t want him to.

“I’ll put your empire on a drip so it keeps the people you’ve helped alive and you don’t die of sepsis. Your day will come again, but only once the Government has moved on, found a juicier target that causes them to forget what you did.”

“And you’ll stay on?”

“As an advisor… yes.”

“You are more than that to me, Ciara. You held me to account. Nobody else ever has. For sure, nobody ever spoke to me the way you just did.”

“I need to get dressed. I can’t fight alongside you looking like I’ve just stepped out of your bed.”

His mouth curved, and I saw a smile that was barely there. It hit me low and sharp.

“Shall we meet in the main salon, Ciara?”

“Yes. Twenty minutes.”

“Thank you.”


Chapter Twenty-Two

◆◆◆

Dalton’s voice slid through the room, low and calm, as though he hadn’t a care in the world. Maybe all his good deeds comforted him; perhaps he knew a day of reckoning would come, or maybe hubris bloated him so much he thought wealth would smother consequence.

I hadn’t just cornered Brian with proof of his crimes. I had slapped him in the face with them. The moment I told him to sit down, and he obeyed, still vibrated in my chest and down into my stomach. I hated the way my body reacted, hated how the sound of a man used to exercising control could still twist something inside me.

But the truth was worse. That moment was sexy as hell. I was pregnant, hormones flooding me, and my body didn’t care about morality.

Brian strolled around the stateroom, his lips moving, a low mutter leaking out as he calculated. I couldn’t hear the words, only the sound, a steady rumble that coiled low inside me.

“Are you thinking about what to say, Brian?”

“Yes.”

“Your body language and expression are more important. Andrew needs to believe you are contrite and authentic in your desire to cooperate.”

“I can’t lie.”

“I’m not asking you to. But if you don’t convince Andrew you feel remorse, you’re fucked. You can have Bernie’s old cell.”

“Bernie got medium security at Butner. I’ll expect low security. And visits.”

“Ha ha. I’m not laughing. When I leave this cabin, you have forty minutes to learn how to be contrite.”

“And grovel on my knees?”

“Pretend you pissed off a woman you truly love. Do it for her. Do it to her.”

His gaze was momentary, but it fluttered deep and low inside me. Too deep, too low. It sent me straight to thoughts of Brad, his cock driving inside me while Jodie’s tongue teased my clit, dragging the swollen bead side to side, sticky with my own honey. Both of them worked hard, pulling me down into the kind of climax that empties the mind and leaves nothing but surrender.

Heat rushed up my neck. I shook my head, aimed my bulk at the door, and forced myself out before I did something I would regret.

Brad would be awake.

I turned at the door and stared at a condemned man who smiled as though he didn’t care.

“You’ll say nothing without a nod from me. Brad will be there.”

“Lawrence is heading down. He’ll arrive in three hours.”

“Good.”

“He’s not happy.”

“You misled him.”

“He said he’s never fired a client before. I could be the first.”

“He’d be the first lawyer to fire a client with as many billable hours as you’re about to generate over the next few years.”

“Years, Ciara?”

Part of me wanted him in a cell. That part sided with the working men and women who ground through their days, paying taxes they couldn’t dodge. But another part whispered about the lives Dalton had saved, the suffering he had shortened, the kindnesses he’d scattered in secret.

I pressed a hand to the swell of my stomach, trying to still the tremor in my fingers. His eyes brushed mine, steady, too steady, and heat bloomed under my skin.

It wasn’t an attraction, I told myself. It was nerves, adrenaline, the wreckage of fear.

But my thighs pressed together anyway.

They call it crossover. Misfiring. The same chemicals that sharpen focus in a courtroom or a boardroom flood you below the waist, provoking deep, insistent arousal. Fight or flight doesn’t care if you’re facing a man with too much money or a man with his cock inside you. The body still hums. The body still readies itself to fuck and be fucked.

And mine was doing exactly that. Watching Dalton submit was so damn sexy, I couldn’t even rank it without shame. But adrenaline, cortisol, norepinephrine, they rode me hard. My nipples tightened under my blouse. Heat bloomed wet between my pussy lips, my body betraying me with every wave.

I’d read about it once in a clinical journal. Interrogations, confrontations, violent arguments. Bodies flushed with arousal where no attraction existed. And here I was, living proof, caught in a nexus of treasure, corporate crime, masculine power, and the submission of a man I had cornered.

It wasn’t an attraction. It was chemistry. Try telling that to my thighs, clamped tighter with every word out of his mouth.

I shifted my weight, restless, unable to stand still. Dalton poured himself another coffee from a flask, turning away, but I felt his attention linger like a ghost.

“It’s okay, Ciara. I’ll be contrite.”

“And you’ll mean it?”

“Yes. You’ve explained my flaws well enough. I will do as you say.”

“Let’s keep you out of jail, Brian.”

“I would appreciate that.”

I let the door swing shut on its hydraulic arm and left the treasure trove behind me, Renoir’s painted eyes following me like they belonged. That’s how greed worked. One day, you bought an Astra. The next day, you were choosing the wood trim on your fourth Rolls-Royce.

I pushed Dalton to the back of my mind. With less than forty minutes until a pilot boat pulled alongside, I had thirty for a shower, grooming, and dressing. That left ten for Brad. Ten minutes for him to burn the heat out of me, the fire Dalton had stoked, and my body had turned traitor to.

They were awake.

Thank god!

Brad’s hand found the small of my back, firm and claiming. My lungs loosened instantly. He saw my stress. His kiss lit up an already aroused body, so I was way ahead of him, reaching for his immense cock hiding behind a bathrobe, while he was just kissing me in a pleased to see you kind of way.

When our lips parted, he stared at me, mildly confused.

“Are you okay, Ciara?”

“We have thirty-five minutes until the pilot boat comes alongside.”

“Okay.”

He looked confused while I stared deeply into his eyes, longingly, adoringly, lovingly, while I massaged his gnarly cock, stroking its immense length, squeezing. Jodie gasped, giggled, and launched herself at our bed, waving an accusatory finger in my direction.

“She wants to be fucked! Whatever happened between her and Dalton got her wet and sticky.”

Brad glanced from his wife to me. I frowned, feeling ashamed, pulled gently on my bottom lip while he studied me, my eyes wide, my mind intoxicated with so much arousal that no pregnant girl my age should suffer.

“Is this true, Ciara?”

“I’m telling you, Brad… our girl is fucking turned on. I can even smell the layers of honey soaking into Ciara’s panties.”

Jodie was right. My pussy trembled from the lips, all the way inside my soft tissue walls to my cervix, and then beyond. I cringed, utterly betrayed by my body, disarmed and desperate.

“You must fuck her. We can’t be arrested and have her cumming like a slut when they cuff our girl.”

Good! They haven’t dwelled on the cause of my arousal.

Maybe I’ll escape that.

“We can discuss this later, Brad. Right now, please fuck our girlfriend. It’s for everyone’s good.”

He didn’t wait for consent since it was implied by my state, the way the tiny hairs on my arms tingled, how my body trembled and flushed, overheated. Brad pinned me against the door, clicking its deadbolt into place while his tongue probed me.

I was outright wanking him off, desperate to get him solid so he could fill my pussy and vanquish the itch deep inside there

His mouth crushed mine, devouring, stealing every shred of decency from me. His hands held my face like I was something fragile, and his tongue forced me open like I was something his. I clutched at his shoulders, nails digging, desperate.

If the taste of Dalton’s voice was still in my throat, Brad burned it out, and I was deeply relieved.

“I see you, Ciara. Jodie sees you better.”

He growled into my mouth, his cock already thick and hard in my palm.

“You don’t need Dalton’s voice in your head. You need my cock inside you.”

“Yes! That’s it. Please! Fuck me, Brad.”

I gasped. It came out broken, torn between shame and hunger.

He shoved my skirt up, fingers ruthless at my panties. They tore, split down the seam, falling useless to the floor. My cunt throbbed, wet already, slick because my body had betrayed me long before Brad touched me.

He groaned when he felt it, his forehead pressing to mine.

“Mine.”

“Always.”

But not always in fantasy.

He lifted me with ease and care, carrying me to our bed where Jodie lay, on her back, her neck rolling slightly off the end. I knew the drill. She would take care of my clitoris while I sucked hers and her husband fucked me like a she-wolf, on all fours, raw, rough, and deep.

I cocked my leg across her awkwardly, mounting Jodie’s face, planting my knees on either side of her head, my warm, damp thighs bracketing her cheeks. She used all her fingers and thumbs to peel open my slick, sticky pussy lips, and she puckered her lips, kissing my succulent, leaking hole, sucking gently to drain my arousal.

By the time Jodie clenched my solid nub between her lips, Brad had spread my ass cheeks wide, his fingers and thumbs digging into my silky-smooth flesh so deep it arced the sexual tension out of me into him

My boyfriend’s cock pushed balls deep inside, stretching my pussy wide in one long, shuddering, screaming, claiming thrust. My back arched, and a cry tore from my throat as my hole was filled with Brad’s giant cock, and my clitoris was claimed by his wife. There was no time for slow, no room for tender. My fucking was fast, brutal, and exactly what I needed.

Every powerful drive of Brad’s hips drove his cock deep inside me, draining my shame out, hammering it into pleasure until I couldn’t think of Dalton, couldn’t think of anything but Brad’s body pounding into mine, his balls slapping against my thighs.

I heard Jodie’s breath quicken as I peeled her lips aside, dragging her sticky, delicious clitoris from side to side on my tongue tip. Her body quivered, her moans sent vibrations from her lips through my creamy clit, reverberating deep inside me, complementing Brad’s thick, long meat that stretched and filled my pussy on every stroke.

The pair knew our time was limited, and they worked hard, diligently, with their sole aim to get me off. My body rose quickly and shakily while Brad fucked me harder and faster than ever before. His breathing labored, and his sweat was warm and sticky when the front of his powerful thighs met the back of mine, fusing each time his piston-like stroke bottomed his cock out deep inside me

Minute by minute, they pushed me higher. His eyes were on me in a reflection I couldn’t avoid, nor did I want to. With Brad’s cock deep inside me, the baby turning in my belly, my milk swollen in my breasts, all of it, every part of me, belonged to them now.

“Come on, Ciara.”

Brad rasped, his teeth at my ear.

“Let it go for me.”

My orgasm ripped out of me like a storm breaking. My legs buckled, my cunt clamped around his cock as waves of pleasure so strong took me. I screamed his name. He followed with a roar, flooding me with his seed, pinning me hard against his wife while she sucked my clitoris like it was a creamy nipple.

I clung to Brad, trembling, sweat and tears streaking my face. Jodie sucked gently, guiding off the immense climax that still shocked me. When Brad pulled out, I felt his cum drip hot, a mark of possession I welcomed. My chest heaved, lungs burning, but my mind was clear again.

Jodie smothered my gaping, well fucked hole with her mouth, sucking, devouring her husband’s semen, cleaning me. I was calm, like the wind outside our porthole, still expectant in the early morning, waiting for a pilot boat to start the next chapter of our lives.

I could finally face Dalton without dripping and gushing like a maiden. I could face the agents in Miami and Andrew, because I wasn’t doing it alone.

I had them.

Brad held my pussy lips open for his wife to clean his cum out of me. I checked my watch. Twenty-eight minutes was enough. When Jodie was done, I sat up, draining the last few drops of a very messy orgasm down her throat.

When I dismounted his wife’s face, Brad caught my waist because I swayed, and he steadied me, guiding me onto the sheets. His hand was gentle, grounding, thumb brushing my hip until my breathing quieted.

Jodie slid up beside me, pressing a kiss to my temple. She had a towel in her hand, warm from the heater. She pressed it between my legs, firm, mopping the flood of his cum that still leaked from me despite her cleaning.

“Hold still, sweetheart.”

Her voice was soft, nothing like the filthy edge she’d used moments earlier. She dabbed at me carefully, then pressed another kiss to my damp cheek.

Brad leaned down, kissed my mouth, slower this time.

“We’ve got twenty-five minutes.”

I nodded. My body still trembled, but the fire had burned out. What was left was clarity, the calm after a storm.

Jodie smoothed my hair back, then tugged my blouse straight, buttoning it while I leaned into her touch. She kissed the curve of my belly, lingered there with a look that made my throat tighten.

“You’re ours.”

Brad pulled on his trousers, checking his watch. He looked composed again, protective and steady, his eyes softer when they landed on me. He’d showered and groomed before I’d returned from the treasure room, but Jodie hadn’t

My girlfriend led me to the bathroom, the scent of sex still heavy on my skin. By the time I returned, my body was clean, my face fresh, and the trembling was gone.

As I dressed, Brad stood by the window, watching the horizon. Jodie sat cross-legged on the bed, brushing out her hair, smiling faintly when she caught my eye.

The three of us exchanged a look that needed no words.

We were ready.

The knock of the pilot boat would come soon, and when it did, I would not be facing it alone.

“Hi, Andrew.”

“Miss Devlin.”

I smiled warmly at my old friend. College, late nights, cases won, losses endured. He was the lawyer, I the forensic accountant, and through good times and bad, we had carried each other and remained firm friends. Neither the room full of hostile armed agents nor Brian Dalton himself could erase that bond. But the game unfolding here would test how far it could stretch.

“Sorry. Mr. Shaw.”

Formality pressed between us, unwelcome to me, but he was inscrutable.

The stakes are high.

“Mr. Cody will be here soon. That’s Lawrence Cody. He is Mr. Dalton’s legal representation in this matter.”

“Okay. Who is this guy?”

Andrew pointed at Brad, drawing every gun-toting agent’s attention with him.

“This is Brad Simons, also a Mister. He works for… well, Brad works for me. He is a bar-affiliated lawyer and will represent Mr. Dalton until Mr. Cody arrives.”

“And you work for Mr. Dalton?”

“I do.”

The air thickened, a silence with no comfort in it. I hated how bureaucratic and stilted the words felt, but this showdown had to be staged properly. Prosecutors in several Government Departments would watch our deposition, deciding my client’s fate: prison or shackled to a court-appointed corporate babysitter for life.

Andrew’s eyes narrowed, assessing Brad, before sliding his eyes back to Dalton, who sat stiff, shoulders high, gaze pinned to the table in front of him. Two agents flanked either side of the main salon, where we used the dining table, rifles angled down but alive with readiness. Others sat or stood, soaking in the kind of wealth that makes ordinary, honest taxpayers hold a justifiable disdain for the Daltons of the world.

Andrew spoke slowly, measuring every syllable.

“You are telling me Dalton is now represented by your… employee?”

“Temporarily. Until Mr. Cody arrives.”

“That is irregular.”

“Everything about this situation and Mr. Dalton is irregular. Our Bahamian subpoena is valid, the vaults are frozen, this vessel is now under your control, as are the assets on board, and your people will be combing through everything for months. The question is what you want out of my client right now. Contrition? Disclosure? A clear statement of intent to cooperate. That is what I am here to deliver.”

“And Lawrence?”

“He’ll do the paperwork.”

“So you’ll speak for him?”

Andrew pointed at Dalton, who stirred, shifting his weight, but he said nothing. His arrogance leaked through the silence like a scent. Andrew was goading, and my client was pissed.

“Mr. Dalton has turned himself in for a matter you had no idea about until I called you.”

Andrew leaned back, studying me, his face flickering with irritation. He wasn’t furious, but he was playing to a much larger and more powerful audience in Washington, DC, than the few cowboys supporting him in the room.

“Do you think Mr. Dalton can play contrite? He has hidden billions.”

“Yes. And he will confess to it. He will admit to you and the department that he acted improperly, that he concealed, and that he regrets. You and I both know remorse is as much performance as reality. You want recovery of assets and to collect overdue taxes. You want names. He can give you that.”

“It’s what you promised, Miss Devlin.”

“Yes, and you promised pragmatism. If you stumble, I’ll dig in.”

He snorted, scoffed, and laughed all at the same time. Whether we played out a theater or not, I couldn’t know.

“Do you want me to treat this as tax avoidance rather than evasion?”

“If you crush my client publicly, you will get endless appeals, litigation, and obfuscation from him and me. Years will be wasted, and this case will sit festering on your desk. If you stage-manage this correctly, you can make Mr. Dalton an example of a fallen titan who bent the knee, handed over a fortune, and bled willingly into your system.”

Brad shifted in his chair on the other side of Dalton, his arms crossed, protective but silent. He was here to anchor, not to argue. I hadn’t even shared details of the case to any reasonable extent that he would need to act for my client, but having a lawyer in the room bolstered my power.

Andrew’s fingers tapped against the table, slow, deliberate.

“You are asking me to make your client a cooperating witness.”

“I am asking you to be smart. He is a criminal, yes. But he is also leveraging. Billions already secured, more to be drawn out. Networks to be exposed. Offshore accounts that your subpoenas will never touch unless he walks you to them. You want Mrs. Dalton? He can help you catch her. You want the next ten white-collar ghosts who think they can outrun the Treasury? He knows them all and uses the same methods. Give him an inch, and you get a continent.”

“So Dalton will drop others in the shit?”

“He did what he did for the needy. You’ll pick up on that. Others did it for themselves.”

“So… fuck them then?”

“Isn’t that why you are here… to do precisely that? I’m giving you a much better and bigger target. Catch the real greed, and others will fold, scared of being caught.”

“Dalton won’t be welcome at his club.”

“Better than prison.”

Andrew’s jaw clenched.

“You sound like his counsel, Miss Devlin.”

“I sound like someone who knows what is at stake. You don’t want a war of attrition, Andrew. You want my client’s head bowed, his signature on a voluntary disclosure, his voice saying he was wrong. The public will eat it alive. So will the markets. It is deterrence dressed as justice. It works.”

Dalton finally raised his head, his voice cutting low. He eyed Andrew in the most deadly manner, demonstrating that even now, even in handcuffs with gun-wielding agents surrounding him, he was mighty, unafraid, and only willing to yield to a point.

“I will do it. I will tell the truth. I will show contrition. For you, Mr. Shaw. For the Treasury, but I won’t be humiliated. That’ll get you and the people watching this a big bucket of fuck-you’s.”

Andrew’s eyes drilled into him.

“You’ll cooperate because you regret what you did?”

Dalton hesitated, his lips parting, faltering just a fraction. I leaned forward, voice sharp.

“Yes, Mr. Shaw. My client will fully cooperate because he knows the consequences if he does not.”

Andrew turned back to me, a flicker of disappointment at my bluntness, but also recognition that he had pushed as far as Dalton was willing to go. He had pushed me to the edge too and had always known to stop.

Andrew turned the camera off and leaned close to Dalton, murmuring low enough that only I caught it.

“Okay. I’ll buy it. Now is when you prove it.”

Andrew looked between us all. The agents tightened their grips.

“This is irregular, Ciara… I mean… oh fuck it.”

“Yes. Irregular, but it is effective. Do we have a deal?”

“Yes, you do. Fortunately for you, I have an agreement from all parties on my side to seek Mr. Dalton’s cooperation. There will be Grand Juries… statements, evidence, oh, and this boat goes nowhere until I release it.”

“I have another.”

When Dalton spoke those words, I didn’t know whether to laugh or slap him. Fortunately, Andrew ignored the arrogant quip, summoning agents to begin executing a search warrant. When he turned back to face me, my old friend had returned.

“You’ll all have to leave the boat, Ciara… sorry.”

“I understand.”

“Shall we get down to doing some paperwork, signing our deal, and initial statements. I have everything.”

“You came prepared?”

“You asked… we’re friends, what more can be said?”


Chapter Twenty-Three

◆◆◆

The camera blinked its red eye, and the room felt colder for it. Andrew placed a thin stack of forms on the main salon’s dining table in front of Brian and squared each corner with a neat flick, the kind of precision that told you everything about the man.

Two agents stood at the end of the table, their rifles angled low, their weight balanced over their boots, eyes shifting to track anyone who moved. A notary sat discreetly out of everyone’s way with a metal seal and a heavy press that looked like it belonged in a bank from the nineteen fifties.

Every sound carried. Paper slid across from Andrew to Brian. Pens scratched on both sides of the table. Someone in the main salon cleared their throat and then caught themself, embarrassed by the noise.

I sat beside Brian, right on his shoulder, where he could feel me without turning. Brad was to his left, arms folded, my solid wall in shirtsleeves. Jodie sat close enough that I could smell the citrus in her shampoo, remembering everything for later. Sara slept in our stateroom two doors down with a crew nurse posted outside while I held a baby monitor. I had timed her feed and left bottles lined up like soldiers in the little fridge, and Jodie was duty mom.

We were determined to finish Dalton’s deal so he could move on and Andrew could take ownership of the disputed treasure and the bureaucratic nightmare that followed in its wake. Despite my tiredness, I was determined that my body would not be the thing that broke our line.

Andrew began with simple identifiers. Name. Date of birth. Addresses. Citizenship. His and Dalton’s tone stayed cool while the questions grew teeth. Wire transfers. Vault keys. Custodial accounts. The beneficial ownership of shell companies with cheerful beach town names and no beaches. The red light winked and winked and winked as everything was recorded. A court reporter’s little machine clicked, and a recording device remembered everything, forever, for those who didn’t want to watch the video or wanted to listen in their car on the drive home from their office.

The notary sealed each documented acknowledgment with a hard bite of a metal stamp into paper. The air smelled like printer toner and sea salt and of tough men in tactical clothing who had been awake too long.

Brian fought the habit of arrogance with every muscle in his face. His jaw wanted to lift. His shoulders wanted to square, and he wanted to fight. He kept catching himself and forcing the angles of his lips down. I watched his hands most of all. When he lied to himself in old meetings, the right thumb would rub the nail of his left index finger as if polishing it. When he accepted a blow, the curl eased. Today, that little ritual wore a groove in his skin and then faded. He was learning how to lose.

Andrew pushed for the words that mattered to lawyers and officialdom. I knew what he needed on record, and I had coached Dalton on the shape of it. It was not a script; it was a spine to keep him out of prison. Andrew tapped the recorder and raised a finger for a short break. He pointed to the door. Agents drifted out for coffee and a tray of Dalton’s breakfast like migrating birds. He clicked the red light off.

“On the record, we’ll get the basics, then the schedules. Off the record, my personal advice, Dalton. You’ll need crisis management. Own the public narrative on day one. Keep it credible.”

“Noted.”

He looked at Brian without warmth or malice and nodded.

“Basics first, Mr. Dalton.”

Andrew turned the camera light back on, and he didn’t waste a breath.

“Mr. Dalton, for the voice recording, please outline what you did. Just a few bullet points, please.”

“I concealed assets that should have been disclosed in my accounts.”

“I moved funds with the purpose of avoiding tax.”

“I am prepared to turn over documentation to allow the government to decide what is owed, and I will cooperate fully.”

Andrew clicked the recorder off again for our breakfast window. His face lost a degree of hardness without going soft. He looked at the guilty billionaire like a craftsman appraising a tool with a crack in it.

“That’s good enough until after breakfast. There will be too many people hovering over your case at the start. Each one will want to use this incident. Politicians will grow taller for cameras.”

“I know. I am ready for it.”

“I understand you did a lot of good with the money.”

“I’m told that is irrelevant.”

“It is in the eyes of the law.”

“Are there any other eyes involved?”

“The public. Get a credible crisis lead. Don’t stage-manage your remorse. You don’t need to. Make your good deeds known and real enough to pass the man-on-the-street’s smell test.”

“It will be costly. Do I have access to money?”

“Assets tied to the avoidance scheme are seized. I don’t go further unless you’ve lied.”

“I haven’t lied. I don’t. I concealed a truth. I wouldn’t tell a barefaced lie. Not to Ciara.”

“No. Neither would I.”

“So I keep personal funds and the company’s operating cash?”

“You’ll need an interim CEO. You won’t run the companies except through that person.”

“Ciara. I choose Ciara.”

Silence fell like a curtain. I kept my eyes on Andrew as if our conversation had never broken. Then I furrowed my brow and slowly turned my head and stared at Brian Dalton.

“Have you gone totally fucking mad?”

“Nope. I want you to be my interim CEO.”

Brad and Jodie looked as stunned as I felt. Andrew let out a short, involuntary laugh. When I shot him a vicious look, he throttled it back at once and lifted both hands a few inches, palms out, the ghost of amusement still in his mouth. He looked down as if a clause in Brian’s agreement had demanded his attention.

I looked at Dalton.

“This is madness, Brian.”

“Why?”

“I am not a CEO.”

“You catch CEOs doing wrong.”

“It’s different.”

“You’ll be gamekeeper turned poacher.”

“I won’t break the law. I love my country, and I pay my taxes diligently for that reason, even if sometimes the law is an ass.”

I shot Andrew a glance that carried a whole position paper and a decade of friendship. Punish Dalton, yes, but don’t flay him for sport.

Andrew stepped out for coffee, a tight smile in his wake. I turned back to Brian.

“I can’t do this for you, Brian.”

“Yeah, you can. Brad’s a lawyer, Jodie is a paralegal. Between you three, you can take over my headquarters. You’ll have just over four hundred staff to do the work. Strategy. Accounting and finance. Legal. Operational management. Audit. Compliance. It’s not hard.”

“I’m pregnant and I have a baby.”

“Yeah, and the three of you want a future. I’m offering you that. Take time to give birth. Work from home. Do it your way. I will only have you as interim CEO.”

“Why?”

“Because I trust you to do the right thing, Ciara. No more skirting the law. I want a peaceful life, no more boardings at dawn by men carrying guns. Fuck that.”

“Wow.”

“Think about it. When this meeting ends, either you’ll be my CEO or Andrew can take the companies and let the government run them, fuck them up, and bleed them dry. I… am… done!”

“Jesus. What about you?”

“I’ll do the jail time, come out, tell everyone I’m sorry, take my remaining personal cash, and go live on a beach. I won’t fight unless I know the person running my companies is honest.”

“I see.”

“Think it through. Andrew and his goons are coming back.”

“Andrew isn’t a goon.”

“I know, but his goons are.”

We moved on. Recorder recording. Cameras clicking. Everything done methodically. Dalton stumbled on fully until a tiny catch, a pause too long, that would look like breath control on video to anyone who was not me. I saw his old reflex try to slam a door in his throat and force a different word. I placed my hand on the back of his chair, pressure steady, enough for him to feel the line he needed to follow. I smiled at him, and he grinned back in the smallest way a man can grin and call it air.

The stumble passed.

Andrew did not grandstand. He did not need to. He marked each answer with a tiny line in the margin of his pad that was probably nonsense to anyone else and everything to him. Dates went on a whiteboard. Legal names were printed slowly in black marker and then underlined. An agent photographed account ledgers as they were produced. Another stood by the companionway and radioed up to the deck every fifteen minutes with quiet updates. We were moving a mountain with paper and pens.

The inventory teams split the yacht into zones. I signed a chain of custody for every suite where Dalton had a stash. Two senior agents counted art as if they were defusing a bomb. Oil on canvas worth millions was irreplaceable and terrifying to the touch. Renoir, Rembrandt, and Constable whispered their names as each became the property of the United States Government, at least for now.

A third agent read a serial number off a stack of certificates, and the notary stamped each receipt until her wrist needed a break. She swapped hands and kept going.

I felt the ache of pregnancy low in my back and the steadier pressure of milk behind my breasts. I ground my feet into the carpet until both feelings softened into the background. When the room blurred for a second, Jodie’s hand found the small of my spine. She did not look at me. She rubbed slow circles through my blouse until my lungs remembered how to be useful. Brad shifted so that his body cut a little more of the room away from me and gave me a tunnel to breathe inside.

Lawrence arrived after the first confession statements and while the asset schedules were being signed off. He walked in fast with the heat of Miami still clinging to his suit and a pair of sunglasses perched like a dare on his head. He found the camera with his eyes, then found the rifles, then found Brian, and then found me. The sequence told me everything.

He’s pissed.

Andrew put a leather folio on the table and opened his mouth. I raised a hand and tapped the first page of the signed acknowledgment. The notary slid it so it faced him. The seal glinted. The camera blinked. He closed his mouth. His jaw worked once like he had bitten something too hard.

“Custody is established, Andrew. Mr. Dalton’s cooperation is on record. You will steward the filings?”

“Yes. I’ll do it with Lawrence.”

“Are we done here? Can my client leave unhindered?”

“There is the matter of his group’s interim CEO.”

“We are undecided.”

Lawrence coughed and raised a hand. Andrew gave a small nod for him to speak.

“As an employee of our law firm, Ciara will take on the Dalton group CEO role, and we will support her.”

Andrew stared at me. Fury licked up my spine, hot and clean. Brian’s expression said I told you so without a word. Even friendly mouths were counting billables, and vultures were circling. I was shocked. Lawrence was my friend, perhaps was, being the operative word.

“Sorry, Lawrence.”

“Sorry for what?”

“You are discharged after filing for Mr. Dalton. Brad will supervise your work and manage the transfer of responsibilities to new counsel.”

“What the fuck do you mean?”

Lawrence snapped up from his chair, leaning over the table, his shoulders up like a man about to make a permanent mistake. Fear pinched at me for a heartbeat, not for my body but for the small fluttering life inside it. Brad rounded the table, planted himself in Lawrence’s space, and let his quiet power fill the room.

“Respect the room, counselor. You have a few billable hours left. Don’t spend them badly.”

Lawrence’s mouth opened and shut. His eyes cut to Andrew. Andrew did not move. Lawrence sat, exhaled through his nose, and found a pen like it was a life raft.

Brian watched me smiling knowingly. His offer still hung in the air, bright and dangerous. I looked back at him and set my conditions in a voice that left no room for romance.

“If I do this, it’s interim. We will ask for an independent monitor approved by Treasury. A board resolution on day one. Full claw backs on any illegal indulgences on your part. My veto over anything in the company, and there will be total transparency with Andrew’s office. Maternity accommodations will be provided on my timeline.”

Andrew’s eyes flicked once toward me, then back to his notes when he caught my eye.

“Not my lane, Ciara, but those terms make my lane easier.”

I looked back at Brian, who smiled.

“Manage my assets however you like, Ciara.”

“Do we have a deal?”

“We do, and thank you.”

Lawrence scribbled harder as if speed could alter gravity. We finished what needed finishing. The ordeal lasted through late morning and into the afternoon. Breaks were exactly seven minutes long. Water bottles accumulated in a trash can that was emptied twice. The A C worked, and still the room felt hot. The deck crew brought sandwiches we did not eat. The pilot boat returned and left. Coast Guard ribs circled and fell away and circled again like we were the center of a combat zone. The sky went from clear to a pale glaze and then back to blue. Time dissolved into process. The scream of a machine quieted into a new gear.

The last piece was the written commitment to voluntary disclosure with a clock on it. Numbers and deadlines with penalties for failure. Lawrence tried to soften dates, trying to win back favor, but my trust in him was gone forever. Andrew raised a brow one millimeter. I shook my head very slightly. Brad’s silence grew heavier. Lawrence adjusted a cufflink and abandoned his attempt. The notary pressed the final seal, a deep, round bruise in heavy paper.

The sound landed like a gavel, and Andrew drew a line under the day.

“This vessel remains under guard and is my responsibility. You will disembark with personal effects when instructed. Mr. Dalton’s second yacht has been cleared to approach within the hour. You will remain within the jurisdiction. You will not contact any party listed in the appendices of your agreement. Your phones are in custody. Replacement devices purchased must be registered with us. No burners.”

Brian nodded once. No tilt of his chin or performance.

We packed our world in twenty quiet minutes. Jodie rolled clothes into neat, soft cylinders and tucked them into our cases. Brad checked zippers and then checked them again. I labeled a carry-on hold all with a black marker with Sara’s name for her things, and an agent signed it like we were shipping a heart for transplant

I fed my daughter in our private stateroom with the door pulled almost shut and an agent outside humming something under her breath. Sara’s tiny hands opened and closed against my skin like sea anemones tasting current. When she drifted, I rested my cheek on the crown of her head and let the weight of her smooth me out from the inside.

We moved our bags to the main salon and stacked them by the companionway. An agent placed a strip of numbered tape across each handle and clicked a tag around each pull. He read each number twice and wrote them down with careful strokes that had nothing to do with drama and everything to do with the kind of integrity that keeps the world from tilting. He nodded to me when he finished, and I nodded back.

Armed guards took up posts that made no sense for hospitality and all the sense for guarding evidence. One at the base of the staircase to the owner’s suite. One at the door to each treasure room. One on the aft deck near the wet bar with the best view in the hemisphere and no one to pour. Gold leaf and carbines. Silk runners and steel magazines. The sea kept breathing in and out, ignoring us all.

Lawrence found me on deck, watching the circus around me. When he approached, he kept his hands to himself. His voice stayed low. It was all about saving his fees.

“Your best move is compliance. Your second-best move is speed. The rest is lipstick.”

“You’re done here, Lawrence.”

“We gave you Dalton. I gave you Dalton!”

“He’s not a cow to milk. His companies employ tens of thousands of people. They deserve more than the public stare, more than asshole politicians demeaning their boss and them, and they certainly deserve more than you, Lawrence.”

“I’m looking after my firm.”

“Shame on you… What happened to my friend? The good guy who fought for others?”

I stared at Lawrence, who shifted his weight from one foot to the other. He looked suitably ashamed, but unrepentant.

“Dalton is a target now, Ciara. He will not save his fortune or his companies. Process will consume him, and an army of locusts will descend on his crops until nothing is left.”

“Well… you won’t be feeding on Dalton’s fat.”

“We are friends.”

“My point exactly, Lawrence, now, please leave me alone. If Brad sees you out here with me, I guarantee you’ll swim to Miami.”

“I won’t forget this, Ciara.”

“Good. I hope you learn from it. Goodbye, Lawrence.”

The heat bled out of the decks. The sun laid a copper path on the water. Traffic thickened in the lanes. Tankers shouldered past with the slow certainty of gods. A cruise ship threw music into the air like confetti and carried its glitter away. The ribs widened their circles. The guards shifted weight and settled again.

A much larger, grander yacht hove into view. Brad and Jodie joined me, handing Sara to me. My girlfriend and boyfriend stood on either side of me, staring at the giant yacht. Brad laughed, so I glanced at him, smiling.

“What’s funny, Brad?”

“That yacht is owned by a holdings company which is part of Dalton’s group.”

“Okay… and?”

“You have a yacht, Ciara. Are we invited aboard?”

“Just Sara, the three of us, and Dalton… yes.”


Chapter Twenty-Four

◆◆◆

The final documents making me the CEO of Dalton’s companies were spread across a polished table in the yacht’s salon, ink gleaming black against cream vellum. The paper’s surface reflected sunlight streaming in and golden light from wall sconces, casting the pages in a glow too rich for what they represented.

Lawrence finished what he must, then stormed out after harsh words between us, his fury trailing like smoke in his wake. His chair still sat crooked, an imprint in the cushion where he had leaned forward in disbelief when I demanded he back off.

Barely able to contain himself, he had told me this next part was private, between the client, the government, and me, and should be handled by Brad. Later, when tempers cooled off, I would extend an olive branch, offer to retain his firm’s services, but never surrender my ground. Lawrence would learn that Dalton’s fortune was no open season for scavengers.

Dalton had given to the poor, and that meant something to me.

My name in black block capital letters stared back at me from the page, written where Lawrence thought his should have been. Chief Executive Officer, Dalton Holdings International. The title gleamed black against the paper’s cream, a crown that felt more like a collar.

Dalton signed his copies with quick, fluid strokes, a man long practiced at transforming signatures into weapons. The document held little weight for him; he had few options, and this was the only one that would definitely keep him out of prison. I followed along, my baby bump occasionally brushing the table’s edge as I leaned forward, staring at each line left for me, signing with stinging reluctance. I thought about Sara and my unborn child, and what my signature meant for them.

It didn’t look like freedom to me, but it must provide choices for my children, or I was wasting my time and my life. Each flourish of my pen felt like a steel chain looped around my throat, drawing tight until my knees buckled.

Our yacht rocked gently at anchor. Shadows rippled across the salon ceiling as water slapped the hull. Outside, the tide pulled and tugged, as if urging me to make a decision each time I hesitated to sign the next document, then the next.

When we reached the final document, the one that sealed everything, my pen hovered uselessly above the line. Dalton leaned in, close enough that I caught the faint musk of his cologne, expensive and faintly medicinal. His smile was the same one that had seduced me into his orbit in Lawrence’s office, on that day when I first glimpsed the sharp edge of his cheating wife’s greed. Then it had seemed charismatic. Now it only unsettled me; his mask was stretched too thin over desperation since the earlier days.

“Please sign it, Ciara. Keep me out of prison, and I will give you the world.”

“I don’t want the world. I want healthy babies, to enjoy an occasional dream where I can walk barefoot in the sand on a lonely island beach and meet my husband, make love to him, and then return home to my lovers’ bed. Instead, I’ll have nightmares about your companies.”

“I understand, Ciara.”

“What do you understand?”

I held his gaze. Not with sternness, not with spite, but with the eyes of a mother, a widow, a lover, and a woman who, against every instinct, had seen something in him beyond the wealth that kept me seated at his table.

“You are sacrificing a lot for me, Ciara.”

“Yes. Also, I am doing it for my children, for a family large enough to cradle everyone in love, and for those people you helped. Money buys all of that.”

“Money buys many things. But together, we-”

“Stop right there.”

I lifted my hand, palm out, like a traffic officer halting a reckless driver. Dalton froze. For the second time in our dance, he obeyed, surprising me, pleasing me. He simmered under the restraint, words banked like coals, the fear of my walking away the only leash on his tongue. I was the last person left who had not deserted him. When his world cracked open and the rest fled, I alone had wielded both personal favor and professional skill to keep his head above water.

“There is no we here, Brian.”

“But… but you’ll need my help, surely?”

“Yes, on my terms. Once I sign this final document, Andrew and his team will escort us off this yacht. After that, I hold the power in your companies. Not you.”

Dalton’s eyes flicked around the salon, as if the varnished wood and etched brass fittings might rise in protest. His jaw tightened. This was his yacht, his sanctuary, invaded by unwelcome usurpers with guns and pens. The injustice burned in him because in his mind, he had never stolen. He had merely denied the government its cut and spent the money with greater wisdom.

Andrew stood at the edge of the room, his nerves obvious in the way he shifted weight from foot to foot. He had placed his career on the line, arranging Dalton’s deal. We all knew the conditions: collaboration, investigations, and two or more years of scrutiny. My signature would bind me to it.

Dalton’s cheeks trembled, and the arrogance drained from his face.

“Is this the end for me, Ciara?”

“I don’t think you’ll ever run your companies again. Wall Street won’t ever forgive once you expose them and others, your wife included. The government will peer over your shoulder forever. Do you want those fights?”

“No.”

“You are privately wealthy, a billionaire, just, and that money is safe now. The government won’t come after that fortune if you play ball.”

“The power feels important.”

“Then the choice is yours. But whatever you decide, I will not be your puppet. Are we clear?”

“I understand, Ciara. Let’s do this.”

The yacht rolled as if agreeing, tide tugging beneath us, pulling our mass against the anchor. A shaft of sunlight crossed the salon, only to be swallowed as Dalton’s larger, more modern yacht slid into place, its bulk casting us into shadow. For a moment, it felt as though his empire itself blotted out the light. My pen hovered, the nib trembling.

Then Brad’s hand pressed to the small of my back, steady and warm. Jodie leaned close, her hair brushing my cheek like a whisper. Between them, I felt anchored, less afraid.

My wrist trembled once before the nib kissed vellum. A single stroke, then another, and my name with Jack’s surname, was carved into Dalton’s empire.

Dalton raised a glass in a silent toast.

“Welcome aboard.”

“Thank you, Brian. I want to issue my first instruction.”

“Go ahead.”

“A foundation will be established in your name. It will feed legitimate money from your companies, paying all taxes. It will do good works, with you as patron. You’ll continue to help the people who matter, and those who have always looked to you.”

Dalton’s smile cracked wide, a mask of delight stretched ear to ear. He knew the game was over the moment Andrew boarded. Officialdom had broken his walls; men with pens and laws, backed by guns, were in charge now. He recognized the feeling of power slipping, and he despised it, but at least I could soften his landing.

By tomorrow, Dalton’s name would vanish from business address books and meeting calendars worldwide. His emails would fall into junk folders. Instead of meeting bankers in boardrooms, he would sit with IRS auditors, FBI agents, and other men and women who cataloged crime.

I had thrown him a lifeline, and, as we shuffled onto the deck and into a waiting launch that would take us fifty meters, spray caught the light and his relaxed smile. I realized I had given Dalton more than survival. I had given him a new life, and bound myself to it.

I felt happy that we all found our place in business, but I still needed to anchor myself in love.

The launch’s engine coughed to life, a raw growl against the deeper throb of Dalton’s yacht. Spray lifted in fine mist as we cut across the narrow stretch of water to the billionaire’s second vessel, a giant, modern hulk that dwarfed the one we left behind.

Dalton stood tall in the stern, one hand braced on the rail as if he held on for dear life, his tumbler steady despite the motion. He had poured two whiskies, a toast between him and his loyal captain before disembarkation, probably for the last time. He sipped his once, then held onto the glass and its amber contents as though they embodied a life he had left behind.

I would send the smaller yacht on back-to-back charters, recoup its value, and more than pay for its running costs, unlike Brian, who retained it for sentimental reasons. The yacht would help fuel the foundation that would keep Dalton alive, off my back, and keep feeding the needy with better health and small wealth that he had managed to distribute.

His shirt flared open in the wind, the first lines of salt drying on the fabric like stains of another age. It was a dramatic moment, revealing a rugged nakedness that, on another day, in another life, might have sparked my interest.

The larger yacht loomed before us, sleek and modern, all steel and tinted glass, its hull painted so black it seemed to drink the light from the sea. As we approached, I felt the air shift. This was not Dalton’s floating museum, cluttered with Renoirs and bars of bullion. This was a corporate weapon, built for power, luxury, and speed.

Jodie leaned close, her lips brushing my ear as the wind whipped her hair.

“It must feel like you are boarding a new world.”

“We are boarding it together.”

“Are you sure about this, Ciara?”

“I am sure about becoming CEO. I honestly would not have signed otherwise.”

Her laughter was low, rich, but the question in her eyes was clear. Brad’s hand closed over mine, warm and steady, his other arm curled protectively around Sara. His voice was softer than the waves lapping the hull.

“Jodie doesn’t mean Dalton. She’s talking about us. The three of us. Do you want it, truly, as we are and as we do?”

The sea stretched wide and endless, salt spray kissing my face, but it was their faces that pulled me in. It was time to uncork the bottle I had kept sealed, to let my heart speak instead of the accountant, or the widow, or the reluctant executive commanding me. Jack would occasionally come to me in my dreams, and I would give myself to him for that fleeting moment, but when I woke, it was Brad and Jodie warming my bed, my child, my body, my life.

I caught Jodie’s free hand, threaded my fingers through hers, then reached for Brad, binding us together in a chain across the launch. My voice cracked as the truth came loose.

“I love you both. Not one more than the other. Not either as a substitute for the man I lost. You are the future I want, and I claim it now. When we step onto that yacht, it isn’t a compromise. It’s a beginning.”

Brad bent and kissed my hair, his lips lingering as though sealing a promise. Jodie pressed her cheek against mine, her tears warm against the spray on my skin. Our hands shook, but they shook in unison, not from fear but from the weight of love declared aloud.

The launch surged forward, carrying us toward Dalton’s steel leviathan, but in that moment, the engines and the horizon didn’t matter. What mattered was the circle we had formed, hands locked, hearts bared, the three of us bound in something far stronger than signatures and ink.

The launch nudged into a docking bay, and Dalton pointed the way, smiling.

“You first, Ciara.”

“Why?”

“The vessel is yours now.”

“Don’t be silly.”

“My company owns the yacht, the debt belongs to it, and you are the CEO. Let’s start as we mean to go on. No more crossed swords.”

The crew, wearing crisp whites, lowered a gangway, the metal clanging against the deck as the launch nudged close. I stepped off first, my stride firm, as though I commanded every inch of the vessel. I was still barefoot from the teak decks of the yacht, now being fully inventoried by Andrew. Brad, carrying Sara, and holding Jodie’s hand came behind, their presence wrapping me like armor.

The deck stretched wide, teak planks gleaming, the faint tang of sea salt mixing with a heavier musk of linseed oil. Flags snapped overhead, the sound sharp as whips in a medium breeze. The horizon was clear, a knife-edge line of gold where the sun dipped into the ocean.

Dalton paused mid-deck, lifting his glass to catch the light.

“From here, Ciara, you don’t look like a widow. You look like a queen.”

I didn’t answer. The engines beneath my feet rumbled, a slow awakening, like some leviathan stirring from sleep. The vibrations climbed into my calves, my spine, a reminder that this ship was alive, and it was carrying us away.

Andrew gave me a terse nod from the shadows near the bridge on the other vessel. His signal was clear. Leave, but don’t stray far. The anchor was raised, and the next journey in my life began. The yacht began to shift, sliding free of its moorings, water foaming white as propellers bit deep.

I looked back once. The smaller yacht shrank behind us, her clutter of treasures and ghosts left bobbing at anchor. Lawrence’s anger lingered in my memory, but already it felt distant, eclipsed by the sight of Dalton raising his glass to the horizon, a smile faintly triumphant, faintly broken.

Jodie slipped her arm through mine.

“Don’t look back. You don’t belong to that wreck anymore.”

Brad’s hand settled on my shoulder, grounding me.

“You’re steering something bigger now.”

The wind freshened, salt sting on my lips, leaving the taste of change. The sea opened ahead, endless and unbroken, a black mirror waiting for us to write our story across it.

Once we were far out at sea, the horizon only showing specks of land and other vessels, I turned to my lovers, smiled, and nodded to the door leading to a much bigger salon.

“Mark this moment with me. No speeches. Let’s make love.”

“Always.”

“I’ll join you in a minute. I want to check on Dalton.”

They took Sara and went inside. I walked the twenty or so meters to where he stood, slipped my arm through his, and smiled, a sign of comradeship. He patted my hand and smiled back.

“I know you helped me when others wouldn’t.”

“I believe in second chances for good people.”

“Is that what you have, Ciara, with them?”

Dalton nodded vaguely toward the salon, meaning Jodie and Brad. I nodded.

“Yes. I’ll hold what’s dear from my past, Jack, my children with him, and march into the future with a new love in my heart.”

“Committed?”

“Yes. Utterly.”

“Is there room for a fourth?”

“It wouldn’t be commitment if there was, Brian.”

“No. Understood.”

“You’ll find someone deserving of you. Make sure she isn’t attracted to your money.”

“Don’t worry, Ciara. I’ll ask you to sniff them out.”

“You see, maybe we can work together.”

“Of that I have no doubt, dear lady.”

I left him to his horizon and went to my family. The yacht surged into open water, carrying us toward the life we had chosen, love declared and bound, the three of us set against the sea.

The salon opened wide, flooded with the glow of low lamps and the sea’s endless rhythm pressing through the hull. Brad and Jodie were waiting, Sara asleep between them on the couch, their arms curved protectively around her small body. They looked up together when I entered, as if they had been holding their breath for me.

I crossed the space slowly, barefoot on polished teak, and sank into the circle of them. Jodie pressed her lips to my temple. Brad’s hand cupped the back of my neck, firm and steady. The warmth of them both closed over me, shutting out Dalton, the signatures, the foundations, the governments waiting to pounce.

Brad’s voice was low.

“You’re ours now. All of you.”

Jodie brushed a strand of hair behind my ear, her touch trembling.

“And we’re yours. Forever.”

I kissed them both in turn, tasting salt on Jodie’s lips, whisky on Brad’s, the sea and the promise of home woven into us.

The yacht surged harder into open water, engines thrumming like a heartbeat. I felt it in my chest, in my thighs, in the place where love and need met in a silky dampness. The future loomed with its teeth bared, but here, wrapped in them, it was only softness, only belonging.

“Mark this night as ours.”

They rose without a word, lifting Sara carefully, laying her in a small nursery inside our stateroom where she would sleep through the steady rocking. When they returned, it was just the three of us, falling back into our immense bed, the sea carrying us farther into darkness and promise.
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