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		I.

		

		“Congratulations to the man in the back. Seven nights in Costa Rica. Very nice.” The smattering of applause didn’t quite meet the auctioneer’s enthusiasm, but he moved on. “Just a reminder: all proceeds go to help improve hospitals in underprivileged neighborhoods.”

		Nick checked his watch. 9:37 p.m. How many times was that guy going to remind them what this was for? It wasn’t like it was a surprise—they’d all dressed up, forked over $30 at the door and received their programs marked with the fund’s mission statement in bold type. He looked around at all the affluent money present and realized this crowd really may need a reminder—this was their Saturday social scene more than their cause.

		He glanced at his watch again. 9:39.

		“Stop that.” Cara, his girlfriend and reason for being here at all, nudged him.

		“What?” Playing innocent wasn’t a skill he could brag about, so he gave up. “We can still sneak out. I’ll make it worth your while,” he suggested.

		Nick swept his eyes along Cara’s compact body and bounced his brows. Even if the gesture was playful, his pants still tightened. Like the rest of tonight’s crowd, Cara had used the occasion to dress to the nines. When she’d first modeled it for him, the short black cocktail dress had stayed on her for all of three minutes. Tonight, he’d already tried to lure her into a bathroom for a quickie, but to no avail. The open-toed stilettos and the way she’d gathered her strawberry blonde hair to expose her neck lengthened her 5’3” in all the right ways.

		Cara laughed, reading his thoughts. “We can leave after Elise is up.” Elise was the other reason he was here. Cara’s best friend—a registered nurse with way too much free time on her hands—had organized this event.

		As if summoned, the auctioneer announced the next “item” up for bid. “We’ve got a date with our lovely organizer, Ms. Elise Garner. And as if that alone wasn’t enough, you’ll also get an all-expenses paid dinner at Cork.”

		Elise took the stage, looking shy now that everyone’s eyes were on her and she didn’t have a podium to hide behind. Nick would have guessed she'd be used to the attention. After all, Elise was a classic beauty—a tall and lithesome brunette with high cheekbones and deep, sea foam green eyes. Plus, her dress—a bright magenta A-line that flared out below her narrow waist—made her even more radiant.

		“Let’s start the bidding at $150.” About ten paddles went up and the auction escalated to $500 before the hormones started to wear off.

		“I’d say she’s pretty popular,” Cara mused. “And she thought she’d get no takers.”

		“Well, it is hard to get a reservation at Cork these days.”

		Cara laughed. “I’m sure that’s why all these guys are drooling over her—present company included!”

		This wasn’t the first time Cara had caught Nick checking her friend out. It had become a point of constant teasing though, especially since Elise had been dumped by her dick of a boyfriend. “You know what I don’t get? Why did she think no one would bid on her? I mean, a chick who looks like she does has to know it, right?” The bidding continued, although it seemed to have fallen off to just two guys.

		Cara shrugged. “Not necessarily. Some women just don’t know they've got it.”

		Nick shot a skeptical glance up at the stage, where Elise was posing, tall and slender. He always liked the way her dark hair looked against her alabaster skin, and up there under the lights, the contrast was brilliant. “Didn’t you say Elise modeled in college?”

		“OK, maybe Elise knows, but that doesn't mean her confidence can't take a hit. Clay was pretty nasty on his way out the door.”

		“Douchebag.”

		“Speaking of, that guy looks way sleazy, don’t you think?” That guy was one of the two remaining in a heated contest to win Elise, and he did, indeed, look pretty douchy in his skinny European suit and greasy, coiffed dark hair. He looked a bit like a Euro-trash version of Clay.

		“$900 to the man in the steel-gray suit. Do I hear $1,000?” The auctioneer looked at Euro-trash’s bidding rival, who just shook his head. This evening’s minglers, who’d until now been more interested in drinking and chatting than any of the auctions, were now riveted. The auctioneer seemed giddy at the amount. “$900 to the man with the steel-gray suit.”

		Nick caught Cara shaking her head out of the corner of his eye. “Oh, no. No, no.”

		“Going once...”

		“Nick, bid.”

		“What?” Cara may have come from a family where a thousand bucks was pocket change, but that was way beyond his pay grade.

		”Going twice...”

		“Fucking raise your hand. I’ll cover it. Just—not that guy.”

		“Looks like we have a new bidder!” The auctioneer was beside himself. Nick was almost as surprised to see his hand in the air as those around him. “$1,000 to the man with the beautiful lady.” Cara preened. “Do I hear $1,250?” Things were escalating. Euro-trash hesitated before nodding. “We have $1,250 for a date with Elise at Cork. Do I hear $1,500?”

		Elise’s eyes were wide, her pink-painted lips gasping. The room was silent. Even the catering staff had stopped circulating to watch.

		With all the eyes on him, Nick felt adrenaline surge through his veins. He looked at his competition—saw weakness at last. If Cara was serious about covering, he was serious about winning.

		His voice was strong and steady. “$2,500.” The collective gasp was satisfying. Even Cara was caught off-guard, squeezing his arm. He looked down at her and winked. You started this, he thought.

		“Well then... $2,500.” The auctioneer composed himself. “Do I hear, um, $3,000?” Nick’s rival waved his hand in disgust. No one else said a word. “In that case, going once, twice, and sold. Thank you, sir, for your generous contribution to our cause.”

		Nick was jittery, like he’d just knocked out the heavy weight boxing champ with one punch. Only no one but his girlfriend was looking at him, and she was looking at him squirrelly eyed.

		He fell to Earth quickly. $2,500? Was he insane? He gave Cara a toothy smile and said, “So babe, I’m going to need to borrow some cash.”

		Cara’s eyes narrowed long enough for Nick to shift from one foot to the other before she burst out laughing. “I love you, you silly, insane man.” Throwing her arms around him, she dragged him against her curves and kissed him hard. “I knew you had a thing for her. I just didn’t realize you wanted to fuck her that badly.”

		Elise chose that moment to arrive. “Break it up you two, or get a room.”

		Cara peeled herself off of Nick and shot back, “Maybe it’s the two of you who should get a room.”

		Up close, Elise was even more beautiful. The haltered top of her bright pink dress created a nice bit of cleavage from her modest bust. Nick made sure to fully appreciate it—at $2,500, he figured he’d earned the right.

		“I can’t believe you did that.” She was addressing Cara more than Nick, knowing where the money had to be coming from.

		“Hey, don’t look at me. That was all Nick here.”

		“Really?”

		The back of Nick’s neck warmed under Elise’s surprise. “I’m really excited about Cork?”

		Elise giggled. “They do have an excellent wine list.”

		Nick appreciated that she went along with it. It was one of many things he liked about her. “I heard they always have a sommelier on hand.”

		“And their brioche is to die for.” Nick and Elise broke down laughing. “Seriously, though, you and Cara take it. Enjoy the meal. For something we thought we’d get a few hundred bucks out of, the charity sure owes you.” That, too, was just like Elise—generous to a fault.

		Nick was just starting to feel disappointed that he wouldn’t get to spend an evening bantering with the leggy brunette when Cara spoke. “Oh, no. You’re not getting out of this that easily. Nick is paying for an evening out with you. Not me. And at $2,500, I expect you to show him a really good time.”

		“Cara!” Nick and Elise’s voices stumbled over one another. Nick would have accused Cara of having too much to drink, but she was always like this.

		“Kidding. Only kidding.” Nick knew better—Elise probably did, too—but neither challenged her. “Seriously, though, I’m not letting you renege on this one. I think a date with my stud here would do you some good.”

		A flush had climbed up Elise’s neck and settled into her cheeks. She rolled her green eyes at Nick and shrugged. “He does clean up well.” Nick was wearing a suit—he rarely wore suits. “Fine, fine.” She looked back toward the stage, where the auction was finishing up. “I better get back up there to thank everyone. Nick, I’ll be in touch later this week and we’ll plan our date.”

		The word date sent a thrill through Nick that he immediately buried beneath a mountain of guilt. “Sounds good.”

		Cara slipped her hand into his and watched her friend retake the stage. “Want to leave now? You can start working off that $2,500 debt.”

		Nick’s cock had been hard since the bidding. Still, it jumped in his trousers. “I'll get our coats.”

		

		****

		

		They went back to Cara’s apartment. Because it was larger than Nick's, they spent most of their time there. Cara had been trying to convince him to get rid of his place for months, but he wasn’t ready to give up his independence just yet. And besides, she had some seriously girly decor.

		“So you’re really not pissed about the money?”

		“No way. I thought it was pretty hot, actually. I just kind of wish it had been me you boys were fighting over.” She led him into her darkened apartment and he watched the way her short dress clung to her ass. He’d been admiring that view all evening long and still hadn’t tired of it. Oh, how he loved high heels and what they could do.

		He shook his head clear and followed her inside. “So twenty-five hundred bucks isn't a big deal to you? Really?”

		“It’s a little more than I’d intended to donate, but I was already planning to gift her something anyway. This way, you get a little something out of it, too.” She winked.

		“You’re not going to stop teasing, are you?”

		“You're into me for a couple thousand dollars, so I get to tease you all I want. In fact...” She reached back and drew the zipper all the way down the line of her back. She shimmied the dress over the swell of her hips until all she wore was her black, strapless bra, g-string, and towering stilettos. Shadows pooled between her shoulder blades and the sculpted curves of her buttocks. Nick had to adjust himself.

		She sashayed toward the master bedroom, tantalizing with each step, and turned the dimmer on the recessed lights up to a twilight glow. Pulling the clasp from her hair, she released her strawberry blonde locks, letting them tumble about her shoulders and down the center of her back.

		Nick yanked his suit jacket off and left it on the floor as he followed Cara into the bedroom. She looked over her shoulder, smirking at the bulge in his trousers, and half turned. “No, I don’t think I’m quite ready for you yet. Why don’t you go open a bottle of that champagne?” She stroked her hair along her shoulder, daring him to object. He didn’t. Nick had learned long ago that if he went along with her when she was in this mood, they both won. “Oh, and cut up some strawberries while you’re out there, would you?”

		Nick picked his way to the kitchen in the dark and prepared their after-dinner treats in the soft glow of the under-cabinet lights. As he prepared the platter of strawberries and champagne, his hard-on never faltered. He thought about how lucky he was to have met her. Like him, she was fun, adventurous, and free-spirited—although there were times when she challenged him in the adventurous department. On a whim, he lit a scented candle and placed it on the platter, letting it illuminate his way back to the bedroom.

		As he approached, his ears tickled with a familiar buzzing sound. Cara had apparently decided not to wait for him. As sexed up as they’d been all evening, he wasn’t too surprised.

		She had the same idea with the candles. She’d lit candles on her nightstand, dresser, and the ledge above her platform bed. In the flickering glow, her near naked body looked forged from gold. Her bra was gone. Her nipples had hardened into long knots of caramel. And her right hand danced inside the flimsy gusset of her g-string. The buzzing grew louder. She arched back, burying herself in the pillows as she worked her Pocket Rocket across her sex.

		Nick almost tossed the platter of strawberries and joined her on the bed, but he knew better. Instead, he quietly set it on the nightstand, poured himself a glass of champagne, and watched her finish. She wasn’t far. He could tell by the way her body began to undulate and how she curled her painted toes inside her sandals. He caught a flash of the clear pink vibrator as it buzzed through the slick crease of her pussy. Her left hand slipped up her taut body and enveloped the full swell of tit flesh. Her thumb danced across her nipple, flicking harder than Nick would have been comfortable doing.

		Shoving her head back deeper into the pillows, her mouth parted in a heavy sigh. The movement beneath her panties grew frantic. She spread her legs wider. “Ngh!” Her voice warbled, high and unsteady. She twisted her nipple. Her breath caught. Her climax crashed through her body.

		Nick’s heart was beating hard by the time Cara came down. She took a deep breath, held and released it. At last, she opened her eyes, looking content. “Well, that was fun.”

		Nick handed her a flute of champagne. “Looked like it.”

		“Know what I was thinking about?”

		He leaned over and kissed her. “Something involving me, I hope.”

		She reached over and plucked a strawberry from the platter. Nick realized he was overdressed as her nudity brushed along him and worked to rectify that. “Oh, you were definitely involved.” She bit into the meat of the strawberry and crushed it between her teeth. “So was Elise.” She paused as he pulled his shirt off, distracted by his toned upper body. “You are a sexy man, Nick.”

		“You, me, and Elise, huh? That sounds hot.” They’d never talked about that particular scenario, although Cara had alluded to her “wilder days of experimentation.”

		“Not the three of us. Just you and Elise.”

		“Oh really?” He kissed her softly on the lips as he wrested her glass from her. This felt like a trap, although Cara wasn’t really the type to set them. “Now why would I be with her...” He set his glass behind him and dribbled kisses down her neck. “...when I have someone like you?” His lips found her nipple, still hard and extra-sensitive. Her hand threaded into his hair as he sucked the tip into his mouth. He drew off with a pop and looked up at her. His cock swelled at the glimmer in her gray eyes. She pushed him onto his back and climbed over him, working open his belt as she stroked his cock through his trousers. “I’ve seen the way you look at her—especially when you were fighting to win her tonight.” His belt clinked as she pulled it open.

		Nick didn’t think he’d acted that way at all. He'd really just been doing what he was told—trying to save her friend. “I don’t know what you’re talking about—”

		“Shh...” She unzipped him, circling his cock with her fingers. “It was so hot, seeing you like that. I mean, I’ve seen that look in your eyes with me, but this was something different. I've never seen you look at another woman like that.” She seemed genuine, her eyes going glassy as she stroked him. She returned to the present and blinked. “You’ve never wondered how it would feel if Elise did this?”

		Without further warning, she dropped her head down and swallowed half his length. Nick groaned, his eyes fluttering shut. Cara was good at giving head, doing this thing with her tongue along the underside of his cock that he couldn’t quite comprehend. After being pent-up all evening, it wasn’t going to take much to get him off. But the subject matter had him on an even shorter fuse. For a split second, he imagined it was Elise there, just as Cara had asked, dark hair spilling over his thighs instead of Cara’s strawberry blonde.

		“Ohgod!” He came so suddenly that it caught both of them by surprise. He curled up, his abs clenching hard enough to draw a burn, and erupted into Cara’s mouth. She reacted quickly, choking just a moment before opening her throat and swallowing the rest of his load.

		“I’ll take that as a yes,” she winked, her tongue darting out to lick the excess dribble from the corner of her lips.

		Nick shook his head. “I want you.”

		Cara crawled over his body, dragging her pendulous breasts along his torso. Cara was a goddess. Sex personified. More than that, she was smart and successful. His best friend and the best lover he’d ever had. He wasn’t going to fuck that up.

		“Don’t worry, baby, I know that. Trust me.” She reached down the sweep of her back and peeled away her g-string. It was around her ankles before she settled over him. “And I trust you, too.” Lowering her hips, she brushed her smoothly shaved pussy along his still-recovering cock. She was wet. “But just because you want me doesn’t mean you don’t want anyone else. You can fantasize.”

		“But I don’t. Not when I’m with you.” That was mostly true.

		“Well, tonight, baby, I want you to fantasize. When you fuck me, pretend it’s her. Show me how hard you want to give it to Elise.” Jesus! Cara’s words were getting him hard quickly. His cock began to swell along the plush folds of her sodden pussy. “That’s it, Nick. Do it. Do it for me.”

		“You’re twisted, you know that?”

		Cara pushed up, reached between their legs, and guided him into her velvet depths. She tossed her wavy hair to one side. “And you love it.”

		Nick didn’t give her the satisfaction of answering, but he did love the way she challenged him. They’d been dating for over two years and he was beginning to think she might be the one for him, which was crazy because before her, his longest relationship lasted four months.

		She bent forward, her naked body like fire on his chest. Her nipples grazed his own and her breasts crushed against him as she closed in for a kiss. They reveled in the rise and fall of their hips, candlelight dancing off the thin sheen of their sweat. Their kiss was wet and lazy like a humid summer day, the two lovers taking their time.

		“So...” Cara kissed along the square ridge of his jaw. “You thinking about her?” Again, he didn’t respond. How had he arrived in this spot, where admitting to his girlfriend that he wasn’t fantasizing about her best friend was the wrong thing to do? “She’s really into yoga, so I bet you could fold her in all kinds of unique ways.”

		She rolled them until she was on her back. Nick read her mind, pulling Cara’s right leg up over his shoulder. It opened her to him and his thrusts slid deeper. She moaned in approval. “Do you think her nipples are as pale as the rest of her? Or are they chocolate brown, like her hair?”

		Nick started pumping faster. He'd never considered Elise's nipples, but he was now. “Yes, Nick, baby. Fuck her. Fuck Elise so good.” Cara tightened under him, shuddering as she built toward The Big One. “Think she keeps herself bare, like me?” Recovered, she lifted her hips to meet his. “Think Elise shaves her pussy bald? Or maybe she keeps a little strip of dark hair. What do you think, baby?”

		“Oh, God,” Nick grunted. He staved off his climax. Forced his mind elsewhere. “You don't know?” The abrupt flash of Cara between Elise’s thighs was almost too much.

		“This isn’t about me. It’s about you and Elise. And me living vicarious—LY!” Nick drove himself home. Again and again. She needed to stop talking before he lost it. “That’s it, babe. Fuck her. Show me how—hard—you want to drill her. Yes. Fuck yes!” Cara hooked her leg around his neck, flexing it with each thrust. She wanted hard? He could give her hard.

		The frame of the bed groaned under their harsh rocking. Nick and Cara groaned louder. “You think this is her favorite position? Think this is how she’d want to be—uh! Be fucked?!” Cara braced herself with a hand on the back of his neck. That hand curled inward, her nails digging into his sweaty flesh. The pain drove him onward. “Or maybe... maybe she likes it from behind. What do you think, Nick? Think Elise dreams of you fucking her doggy style? Maybe she’s fantasizing about it right now.”

		That did it for him. He saw Elise on her knees, her hands folded beneath her naked body as she stroked her fingers in and out of her, her dark bangs stuck to her furrowed, sweaty brow, and he was done. He rammed into Cara, who morphed into Elise behind his closed eyes. Her throaty cries were the brunette’s. The leg that rested on his shoulder was the longer, more slender limb of her best friend.

		He drove one final time into her balmy depths. His balls tightened just as the walls of Cara/Elise’s pussy started to ripple, and he unleashed his load. Cara tightened, digging her body back into the damp sheets and pillows as she screamed his name.

		Nick collapsed onto her, fighting to draw breath. Cara was a sweaty mess below him. He basked in that slick feel of skin on skin before rolling off and releasing her pinned leg. She snuggled up to his side and rested her head on his lightly-haired chest. “Your heart sounds like it’s about to burst.” She laughed, tickling his pecs with her nails. “That was pretty fucking amazing. You were thinking about her there, at the end. Weren’t you?”

		“Mm hm.” No point in lying now. She wanted it, she’d get it.

		Cara said nothing for a long while and Nick began to worry. Now that the moment had passed, was she not okay with it?

		“I don’t mind if you go there, you know,” she said. She turned and looked up at him. Her hair was a mess, tossed and wild where it wasn’t plastered to her scalp.

		“I’m not planning on it, babe,” he said.

		“I know you're not. I'm just saying if something happens I'm okay with it.”

		“Do you really think that’s a good idea?”

		Cara kissed his collarbone. “Maybe not a good idea, but not necessarily a bad idea, either. I love you both. And, you know, I think it would be really hot.” She shut her eyes and smiled. “Especially if I could watch.”

		“Did I tell you you’re twisted?”

		She laughed. “How about you tell me you love me instead.”

		“I love you, twisted and all.”

		“I love you, too.”

		

		II.

		

		Nick was more nervous than he’d thought he would be as he drove over to Elise’s place to pick her up. He knew it was silly—that this wasn’t really a date after all and nothing was going to happen.

		Probably.

		That was the problem. Cara had filled his head with her fantasy. It had been two weeks since the charity auction and while she hadn’t brought it up every night, there had been more than a few repeats of the post-auction role-play.

		He’d always thought Elise was an attractive young woman, but because of all the obsessing, tonight felt like he was about to go on a date with the covergirl from this month’s Vogue. She emerged from her apartment building in a dress that didn’t help to dispel that illusion. The short, cream-colored slip dress complimented her slender elegance. Combined with the way she’d pinned her hair up, the haltered loop of the dress guided his eyes along the delicate span of her shoulders, up her neck, to her smiling face. Nick could not help staring.

		“Ready?” she asked, giving him a kiss on the cheek. She smelled like lavender.

		“Yes.”

		As she slipped into the car, her long legs taunted him, sheathed in nude hose. Her dress slid a little higher and he caught a flash of stocking tops before she adjusted it. He hit the ignition and gunned it out of her apartment complex.

		Cork was meant to capture the feel of a vineyard tasting house in the center of the city. Most of the restaurant was outdoors, tucked between a couple of tall buildings, but cut off from the bright lights by a wisteria laced arbor above and rich brick walls to either side. They were met at the entrance by a pretty blonde who recognized Elise immediately.

		“It’s so good to see you! The auction went well?”

		Elise glanced at Nick. “Better than I’d hoped.”

		The blonde gave Nick an obvious once over. “I see that. Nice catch.”

		The two of them immediately went red. “No, it’s not...”

		“We’re just friends...”

		They spoke over each other and the blonde smiled even wider. “Right. Well, right this way. We’ve set up a special table for you.”

		Still flustered, Nick forgot himself for a moment. He let Elise walk a step ahead of him and set his hand on the base of her back, like he always did with Cara. As soon as he felt her hot skin through thin silk, he knew he shouldn’t have done it. Elise looked back at him, a half smile on her lips. He kept it there.

		Looking around, Nick was amazed that they were anywhere close to a city, let alone in the heart of one. Cafe tables were spread across a flagstone terrace, lit from above by white lights that had been threaded into the green canopy. Every table was filled, Nick noticed, most of them by couples out on dates and dressed as smartly as they were.

		The hostess led them into a corner alcove where a round bistro table had been set up. “Please have a seat. Your server will be along shortly.” She turned away and left them to themselves.

		Nick and Elise stared at one another without speaking, both trying to get their bearings. She had applied blush that drew out her cheekbones. Did she always have such long lashes? For something that wasn’t a date, it was starting to feel like one.

		They both started talking at once.

		“I can’t believe we’re in the city—”

		“So how’s Cara—”

		They stopped, laughed nervously, and tried again.

		“Cara’s good—”

		“They really got the atmosphere just right—”

		The server came along, saving them. He gave a quick overview of what was in store for them that evening. A tasting menu would be accompanied by a wine complement for every course, chosen expressly by the chef himself. He poured an aperitif to start them off before moving on to another table.

		Nick seized control of the conversation before they had another awkward exchange. “How are you doing, Elise? I haven’t seen much of you since the break-up.”

		She winced and played with the stem of her wine glass. “I’m keeping busy with work and the charity. And the studio has become my second home.”

		“I didn't know you're an artist.”

		“Sorry, yoga.”

		Nick nodded, imagining her in a black pair of butt-hugging yoga pants. God, he needed to get his head on straight. His phone buzzed. A text. Of course it was Cara.

		-did she go cute or sexy?

		Thunk. Nick’s heart jumped. He should have known Cara would insert herself into the date. He glanced up at Elise, who smiled patiently and she tucked a strand of dark hair behind her ear. He immediately texted back:

		-Sexy.

		-Sounds like someone’s gonna get lucky!

		Nick laughed.

		“What? Who is it? Cara?” Elise asked.

		“Of course.” He realized how rude that was and slipped his phone back into his pants pocket. “I’m sorry. Where are my manners?”

		Elise waved it off. “Don’t worry about it. She’s your girlfriend.”

		He nodded. “Yes. You’re absolutely right. She is my girlfriend.” He repeated that mantra in his head throughout their spectacular meal. He had a girlfriend. A girlfriend. A girlfriend. But Cara was determined to fill his head with dirty thoughts. Whenever he was back to thinking of Elise as just a friend, Cara chimed in with a new text.

		-just go with it, or -thinking of the two of you together is driving me crazy. i love it! or -stop pretending it’s not a date.

		Finally, he switched his phone to silent and slipped it into his pocket so he could enjoy the meal and his time with Elise.

		The chef brought out their main course personally and filled their wine glasses with the latest pairing. “First date? Or second,” he asked

		Elise blushed and started to clarify when Nick spoke over her. “First, but we’ve been friends for a while.” Cara’s words. His mouth. He didn’t know why he did it, but he suspected the wine. He winked at Elise, who turned even redder.

		“The beginning is the most exciting part. It's all the anticipation. An appetizer is a must for a perfect meal.”

		Nick nodded. “Wine is important, too.”

		The chef agreed. “Wine binds it all together.” He explained the current pairing, a Syrah from Napa, that brought out the earthy flavors of the lamb dish. “Enjoy.”

		When he left, Elise leaned in and whispered, “What was that all about?”

		Nick shrugged. “I was tired of correcting everyone. Let them think what they want. I don't mind”

		“I guess I don't either. But what would Cara say?”

		Nick maintained eye contact. A smile crept to his lips. "I think she would be fine with it.”

		Her eyes widened. “Really?”

		“She’s been teasing me about this date since the charity. You know Cara.”

		Elise glanced away for a moment, silently releasing a breath. When she looked back, a smile lit her face. “Well, I guess I’m the only one who didn’t realize this was a date. Excuse me, I think I need to freshen up.” She stood, setting her hand on her face. “I should probably lay off the wine, too.” She left with a giggle.

		Nick watched her go, his discretion blunted by his own buzz. Her dress wasn’t clingy, but he still sought out the tell-tale lines of her panties and came up with nothing. He adjusted himself, wondering what she had on beneath that dress.

		He checked his phone. Of course there was a text from Cara.

		-how’s the date going?

		She wasn’t going to let it go, so he decided to tease her a little.

		-the chef just came over. he thought we were on our first date

		The response was immediate.

		-good boy. so hot.

		He pictured her sitting at home, phone in hand, waiting for more details. He wondered what he would be doing were the roles reversed and it was Cara out on a date with some handsome friend of his. His stomach churned with jealousy. He didn’t think he could do that, send Cara on a date—especially knowing how wild she could get.

		-you’re really into this, aren’t you?

		He’d asked her plenty of times since the night of the auction, but this was the first time he asked it expecting a serious answer.

		-i’m soaking thinking about it. tell me this isn’t exciting!

		For a moment, Nick wondered what that loud thumping was before he realized it was his own blood pounding in his ears. His hand shook as he responded.

		-i’m not going to lie, i’m excited

		He was. Good lord, he was. He had been semi-hard all evening, and now, with Cara firing off these texts, he was fully aroused.

		-i think elise is, too. she just told me you look sexy tonight

		What? Nick glanced around, half-expecting to see Cara and Elise huddled across the room, before it dawned on him: he wasn’t the only one Cara was texting.

		-cara, what are you doing?

		-just having a little fun

		He could imagine her sitting back and giggling.

		-going back to your place after dinner?

		“I’m not going to do that,” Nick said aloud, as if Cara was right there with him.

		“Do what?”

		Elise slid into the seat across from him. Her pale pink lipstick was perfect and the few errant strands of hair that had escaped were back in place.

		“Oh, nothing,” he replied.

		“Cara again?”

		“Yeah. She must be really bored being home alone.” There was no way that was true, he didn’t add. He knew her well enough to know how big a kick she was getting out of this. If only he could tell how serious she really was.

		“She texted me, too, you know.” Elise was turned away when Nick looked up, her fingers twisting the napkin in her lap. Her nipples were hard, high points through the flowing cream of her dress.

		What had she said? She wouldn’t have mentioned anything from their fantasies, would she? Nick had never been so tortured.

		“Apparently if she was here, she’d have given you her panties already.”

		Elise watched his reaction, and for a second, he thought she might produce her own.

		“She’s done that before,” he said nervously.

		Elise couldn’t help laughing. “You thought I was going to give you my panties!”

		“No, I didn’t,” he blurted out. “I swear.”

		“Yes, you did.” Nick didn’t answer again, and she said, “I didn’t say I wouldn’t. It's just that I can’t.” Elise laughed at his shocked expression. “I don’t wear them with dresses like this. I can’t stand panty lines.”

		“I noticed.” As soon as the words left his mouth he regretted them.

		“I noticed that you noticed.” When she smiled, he breathed.

		Her phone chimed again. She fished it out of her clutch and laughed at whatever she read, immediately typing out a response.

		“What’s she saying now?” Nick asked.

		“She asked if I was having fun with her man.”

		“And what are you telling her?”

		“That you're telling people we're on a date,” Elise replied as she finished her text.

		“I did, didn’t I?” He picked up his wine, swirled the rich red, and held it up for a toast. “To our first date.” The glasses chimed as they met. Elise’s phone went off a moment later.

		"Oh my," she said.

		"What?"

		“Cara said, and I quote, ‘I hope you like giving head, because Nick will expect a good BJ after a first date.’”

		Nick groaned as Elise burst out laughing.

		“You men are all the same.” She shook her head as she set her phone to silent and put it away. “I guess you're lucky I love giving head.”

		The rest of their meal was a wild ride. He’d always known Elise just as Cara's friend, so they rarely discussed anything personal, just talk of TV, movies and her horror stories from the ER. He loved learning more about her. She was a huge football fan, for example, in all forms of the game: college, pro, fantasy.

		“I was a cheerleader in college,” she explained

		“I believe it.” His gaze drifted along the smooth lines of her neck and shoulders before he stopped himself. “You have a great smile.”

		“Thanks,” she said, flashing that smile. “I briefly considered trying out for the NFL, but I didn’t want to get my tits done.” She slapped her hand over her mouth. “Did I just say that?”

		Nick finished off his latest glass of wine, a sweet white that paired perfectly with the dessert. “It’s okay, if you ask me, they're perfect the way they are.”

		“Thanks, but you haven't seen them… yet.”

		“I… uhm… we should get out of here.”

		Elise nodded, reaching for her own drink before she realized it was empty, too.

		“I think we’re going to need to cab,” he said.

		

	
		“A responsible man. I think you’re a keeper.” She laughed, rolling her eyes. She reached out and entwined her fingers around the stem of his glass. “Maybe I should ask Cara if I can borrow you.”

		Nick shook his head. “I’m not a possession to be lent. Besides, wasn’t it me who ‘bought’ you?”

		“Technically Cara ‘bought’ me.”

		“So maybe I should be asking Cara to borrow you.”

		She shifted ever so slightly in her seat. The server came back and cleared the final round of plates. He asked if they wanted anything else and when they said no, he thanked them for the night. “Your bill is all settled. I hope you enjoyed your evening at Cork.”

		“We should leave a tip,” Elise said as they got to their wobbly feet. She reached for her purse when he waved her off.

		“I've got it.” He pulled three twenties from his wallet and tossed them with authority on the table.

		Elise smirked. “Ooo, that's so manly. I have to sleep with you now.”

		Nick puffed out his chest and offered his arm to her. Elise gladly took it, if only to steady herself. “If you insist.” They laughed together and it felt great. “Tonight was awesome.”

		As they arrived at the hostess stand, the blonde looked up at them. Nick didn’t consult with Elise. “We're going to need a cab.”

		“You're dropping me off, right?” Elise asked with a wink.

		“Sure.”

		“Right away, sir.” She picked up the phone as Nick guided Elise out into the street.

		Urban life returned, although it did nothing to flatten the effervescence of the evening. The wisteria arbor and the enclosed terrace yielded to the honking horns and the grumble of a bus down the street, but Elise didn’t leave his side.

		Nick’s phone buzzed in his pocket. He almost didn’t check it. Almost.

		-you're right, short skirt with longs legs is definitely sexy, not cute. and you two look SEXY!

		And then, before he could look around for Cara, it chirped again.

		-shhh, don’t let her know.

		“Cara?” Elise asked, craning her neck to steal a glance at his phone. He kept it tilted away and nodded. “Check yours. She probably has something for you, too.”

		Elise let go of his arm to do just that and broke out in a laugh. “She says, ‘Have you given him a good night kiss?’ She’s too much.”

		Nick felt like he’d been walking on the edge of a deep crevasse all evening and was proud that he hadn't tumbled in. Then Cara had to go and send that text. He stepped into the abyss, and right into Elise's arms.

		“Here I am,” he said.

		“I suppose you did earn it.”

		At first, when their lips met, it was all smiles. It was a joke, two friends playing at a kiss. But at some point, like the rest of the evening, pretense fell away. Elise’s smile turned into a pair of soft, succulent lips that Nick was delighted to push his tongue through. She welcomed it with her own.

		It took a moment for reality to return after they parted. When they looked up, their cab was waiting. Nick checked his phone. Two texts were waiting. The first:

		-kiss her

		The second:

		-your place

		

		III.

		

		Nick instructed the driver back to his apartment as the aftershock of their kiss reverberated in the air between them. The cab pulled away and he saw Cara leaning against a bus stop, dressed all in black. She turned away and hid her face in her hoodie, but he knew it was her.

		Elise didn’t see. She was checking her phone and shaking her head. “Cara is too much. I can’t keep up with her sometimes—”

		He silenced her with another kiss. She whimpered before giving in, but gave in completely. His hand ran up the inside of her thigh. Her nude-colored stocking was sleek beneath his touch and he could feel the heat of her skin radiate through it. Higher, his fingers found the soft lace that held it in place. He caressed it with his thumb, remembering that she wore nothing else beneath her dress. His cock flexed to full extension at the memory.

		He hesitated, remembering where they were and that they surely had an audience in the driver, when Elise’s hand pressed firmly along the front of his pants. He stopped caring after that, gliding his hand onto the soft skin above the thigh-high. Their kissing intensified. Elise parted her thighs just enough to give his hand passage and he gladly took it. Higher, higher, he felt the humidity of her sex against his knuckles. Her breath caught in anticipation. And then—

		The cabbie cleared his throat. They were stopped outside his apartment building. “That’ll be $5.75.” He didn’t meet their eyes in the rearview. Elise practically threw a ten at him and bombed out of the car. “Have fun, buddy,” he said to Nick, who quickly followed Elise.

		“I can’t believe we did that. In front of that guy!” Nick wondered if Elise knew she was shouting. He slipped his hand into hers and pulled her toward his place as she went on and on about how she should probably call another cab and go home. But she didn’t resist as they made their way through the lobby to the elevators. And as they waited for the elevator, she didn’t stop him when he gathered her in his arms and kissed her.

		They continued on the short ride up to his third-floor apartment, then against his front door in the middle of the corridor. Nick’s hands stayed outside of her dress, but the thin, silky fabric didn’t offer much protection. He confirmed that she wasn’t wearing panties as he caressed the small globes of her ass. She wasn’t wearing a bra, either. His hand closed over the soft swell and his fingers circled her turgid nipple.

		He struggled as he reached around her pinned body and tried to fit his key into its lock. At last, he had to break their embrace long enough to jam it in and open the door.

		“Welcome to my home.”

		Elise glanced about as they entered, nodding. “Typical bachelor pad.” It was, right down to the leather recliner and flat screen television that was far too big for the little apartment. He had a galley kitchen with unwashed dishes clogging the sink, a single bathroom with doors that served both the living room and the bedroom, and not a whole lot else.

		“We’ll start our tour with the bedroom,” he said.

		Elise laughed as he placed his hand on the small of her back. He thought about the gesture earlier, when the night was young and intentions were innocent. How the hell had they gotten here? It was only a fleeting question. Other things occupied his immediate attention.

		His cock ached for her. They kissed as they crossed to the foot of the bed. He left her dress intact, but found himself shirtless. She touched the ridge of his collarbone, where his broad shoulders yielded to the rolling landscape of his chest, and slithered her fingers south.

		When she sank to her knees, he touched her cheek. “You don’t have to.”

		Her large, sea-foam-green eyes fixed on him as she deftly unbuckled his belt. “For $2,500, I think I probably do.” He knew she was joking, but he saw the excitement in her eyes. Playing the “bought” woman turned her on. He locked his knees as she fished his cock out, circled the skin with her fingers, and wrapped her lips around the crown.

		Nick almost lost it. He looked around for something to brace himself on. Finding nothing, he put one hand on his hip and rested the other gingerly on the pile of chocolate brown hair atop Elise’s head.

		Her first pass down his length was agonizingly slow. They didn’t break their stare, although it softened and swooned in the first moments of the blow job. Her second bob along his length was quicker, but still left a growing desire to squeeze his fingers in her hair and guide her faster. Elise swallowed him down to the root, her nose brushing against his trimmed pubes, then sucked hard enough to cave in her cheeks. She pulled off him, releasing his saliva-coated shaft with a loud pop. Nick groaned, prompting a smile. “Enjoying yourself?”

		“You’re killing me.”

		“Well, that’s not my intention. I promise.” She returned to his cock. This time, there was nothing slow and teasing about it. She held him at the base and drove her mouth up and down his length with skilled enthusiasm. The hand on her head tightened. Her hair came loose, half-spilling down the side of her face. She pushed it away, making sure he had an uninhibited view of his cock sliding in and out of her pink lips.

		Nick felt the pressure in his balls. Forced himself to look away before he lost it. He glanced about his room, bathed in darkness but for the light that seeped in from the living room. He looked at the bathroom door. Saw movement behind it. His heart leaped. Panic set in. The door opened a little more to reveal Cara standing in the shadows. She put one finger to her lips—shh. The other, he realized, was lost between her legs.

		His body jerked and his knees shivered. It felt like he’d come without ejaculating. Elise had pushed her finger against his prostate, stemming the flow of cum. He stepped back, crumpling down into a crouch. He came face-to-face with a proud Elise. “How did you—”

		“Registered nurses have their tricks,” she winked. “Thanks for dinner.”

		Nick kissed her. It was time to return the favor. How long had he fantasized about this moment? How many times had he wondered what Elise looked like naked? Cara’s teases came to mind. Think her nipples are as pale as the rest of her? Think she shaves her pussy bald?

		Cara. Cara in the shadows. Cara watching them. Did she like what she was seeing? He didn’t dare look back, but didn’t need to. He felt her gaze skate up his spine. His heart fluttered. And when he looked again at Elise, he knew what to do.

		“On the bed.” There was command in his voice. She broke away and pulled up onto the bed, shimmying backward. Nick stalked after, dark eyes cutting across his heavy brow. He ground his teeth as she ran out of space. His voice was a low rumble. “My turn.”

		He caressed the long length of her leg, from calf to knee to thigh. He sized up his prey, deliberating on the best way to feast. His cock swelled, swinging stiffly between his legs. He reached down and pumped it twice then let it be. Not now. Later.

		Nick pushed her dress up her legs. The silk stockings ended in the lace pattern he’d been dreaming about all evening long. He pushed the dress higher. His heartbeat rose with it. She spread her legs as he pushed it over her hips and she was fully exposed.

		“So hot,” he groaned as he laid eyes on her pussy. She was bare but for a narrow landing strip balanced at the top of her dewy petals. He dove into her, drawing his lips and tongue across her slick, swollen pussy. She opened her legs wider, her body arching back and out of sight. He chased with his tongue, passing it against the grain of her close-cropped pubic stripe. His hands skimmed her narrow hips, plowing the dress up and up.

		Elise’s hands met his somewhere at the base of her ribcage, taking hold of the hem and pulling it the rest of the way off. He lingered long enough to gaze upon her bare breasts. Her nipples—coral pink, it turned out—looked good against her small, creamy swells. Later, he promised himself as he kissed back down her flat stomach. First, he had other delicacies to indulge in.

		When he wanted to draw an evening out, Nick typically stayed away from his partner’s clitoris until after the first orgasm. Tonight, he was too impatient for that. An urgency hung in the air and vibrated through their bodies. Weeks of teasing. Cara in the bathroom, watching him perform.

		He went straight for Elise’s clit, running the flat of his tongue across it. Drawing it out. Two more passes and he narrowed his focus. “Haah!” Elise cried, somewhere over the horizon of her body. He swished his tongue back and forth, drawing more moans. Her toes pointed out.

		Nick replaced his mouth with his fingers. He dribbled them across her clean shaven folds and teased, “Enjoying yourself?” Her response was immediate. She reached down, grabbed his head, and shoved it back to her sex. He happily returned to the sweet task.

		His fingers joined his mouth. He pushed two in with ease, twisted them around, and found her g-spot. The response was instantaneous. Her whole body spasmed. Her thighs clamped down around his head, drowning out everything but the muted drone of her orgasm above. He ate her through the rapid climax, closing his mouth over her pussy and stroking it with the tip of his tongue.

		Elise’s fingers threaded through Nick’s hair, holding him against her as her orgasm ebbed. He softened his assault on her, but didn’t cease it. She squeezed her thighs. A second orgasm began to flow back in. He heard it in her ragged breathing and felt it in the shivering walls of her pussy. Nick pulled his mouth off her with one last lick, memorizing the silky skin.

		“More,” she pleaded, her voice like gravel. He cut her off with the twist of his fingers and watched her body bow.

		He risked a look toward the bathroom, just to the left of the bed. Saw Cara’s eyes squeezed down to slits. Their eyes locked as he pushed his hand up Elise’s body. She nodded. Do it. Do her.

		He slid over Elise, dragging his fully realized manhood along her sculpted body. Her stockings felt good against his cock. The tops of her thighs felt better. His mouth found her perky tits at last. Her nipples had softened with her orgasm but came to life after a single swirl.

		“Nick, stop teasing—” she whined. He nipped down just enough to turn her plea into a cry.

		“No teasing?” He rolled his body along hers until his face hovered just above her own. His cock nestled against her hot, slippery cleft. They shuddered. With his right hand supporting his weight, he reached his left between them. She was wet enough that he sank ball deep with just a little push.

		“Uhh...” He kissed her mouth, capturing the groan. Their tongues dashed against one another. He drew his hips back. When he plunged, things got messy. Desperate. Humid breaths on their faces. Noses nuzzling when it was impossible to kiss. She wrapped her legs around his back. He felt her high heels dig into his buttocks. He drove harder.

		Nick buried his head in her shoulder, in her wild hair. He smelled lavender. Elise and her lavender hair—the scent would never be the same. “Fuck, baby, you feel good,” he groaned.

		Their sweaty bodies twisted and coiled around one another. He rose and fell. Higher. Harder. With her legs pincered around him, he started taking her with him, lifting her off the mattress, pausing at the peak, then crashing down. The springs of his bed protested. The headboard thumped against the wall.

		Is this what you want, Cara? Is this how you imagined it would look like for me to fuck your best friend? Had she run off in anger? Betrayal? Jealousy? Or was she still behind the door, fingering herself to a hard climax.

		Elise’s fingers squeezed in his hair. Her breath was heavy in his ear. “That’s it, Nick. Fuck me. Cara wants to see what a stud you are.”

		Nick’s heart went all kinds of crazy. He pulled back and met her eyes, flashes in the dark. Their lips sizzled together, tongues lashing. Performing. Silently, they acknowledged their audience. Played to it. It drove Nick. Drove them both.

		The music of the fuck changed key. Major to minor to fucking desperate. It was rising. Roiling. A cacophony that could not be sustained. He found the soft lobe of her ear in the tangle of damp hair. Almost bit down as her sex started rippling around his own.

		“Cum, baby. Cum. Cum!” he ordered. He ground one last time against her, pushing her deep into his abused mattress, and came. Hard. Lavender exploded behind his eyelids.

		Pain pushed through the haze of adrenaline and release. Pain, sharp and real, digging into his buttocks. Elise’s heels into his back. He pulled back. She held him against her one last, searing moment. Then released. Her whole body went limp.

		Nick rolled onto his side beside her, smacking his lips. “Ah...” The simple expression had never felt more satisfying. He pulled up the sheet and covered them as sweat began to cool on their naked bodies.

		The bathroom door swung inward and Cara emerged. “Can I play, too?”

		

		IV.

		

		Cara was dressed all in black—black leggings, snug black hoodie, knee-high black boots. All she needed was a cowl and she’d look like a sexy little ninja. She pushed the hood off and shook out her red-gold curls, looking first at Nick, then a little more bashfully at Elise. “Like old times, El.”

		Elise had turned onto her side and the sheet had slipped down to her hip. She didn’t seem embarrassed by the exposure, nor surprised that Cara was suddenly there.

		“Old times?” he asked.

		Elise seemed surprised. “She never told you? Interesting. So she didn’t put you up to this?”

		“I mean, she planted the fantasy in my head, but we didn’t plan this.”

		“You really are a typical guy,” she said. Nick was confused.

		Cara unzipped her black sweatshirt and tossed it onto the pile of clothing. Beneath, a tight black tank top molded to her full breasts. She sat down on Nick’s side of the bed and touched his chest. “You can’t blame the poor guy for jumping at the chance to sleep with another woman with his girlfriend's permission. How often does that happen?”

		“Oh, I know. I totally blame you,” Elise told her.

		“And you’re just an innocent bystander? I don't seem to recall you putting up much of a fight,” Cara teased.

		Elise seemed poised to argue, but stopped short. After a moment's reflection, she replied, “Okay, maybe I'm not so innocent.”

		"You guys realize I'm right here, don't you? It's not like I didn't play a part in this," Nick broke in. He paused as a scenario suddenly occurred to him. "Did you two plan this?"

		“No,” the women shouted in unison.

		Cara stared at floor, weighing a confession. "I wouldn't say planned."

		“Cara texted me during dinner, before you. She said she wanted to play and that I should just go with it,” Elise added.

		They both looked sheepish. Nick asked, “Anything else?”

		Elise deferred to Cara, who sighed and let it all out. “I told her I wanted to watch you two together.”

		“Fuck me,” Nick sighed.

		“I think Elise already did.” Cara touched his cheek with the back of her hand. “You’re not really mad, are you?” She sounded sincere.

		Nick shook his head. He wasn’t. How could he be? Tonight had been fantastic, through and through, from the dinner to the sex to the part where she watched it all. But still, he didn't like being manipulated. And something nagged at him. The girls seemed to just go with it all too easily. “Have you two done this before?”

		“I’ll give you guys some space to talk. I’m thirsty anyway.” Elise stood, letting the sheet cascade down her body. She grabbed Nick’s button-down shirt, but didn’t pull it on until he had a long look at her ass.

		“Love those back dimples,” Cara murmured. They looked at one another and laughed.

		“So talk.”

		“OK. Well, you know how we were roommates our freshman year, right?”

		Nick nodded. He knew it was how they met.

		She continued, “I guess that’s where my little obsession first started.”

		Nick blinked. “So I’m not the first boyfriend who you’ve watched fuck Elise?”

		“No—I mean yes—I mean, I don't know…” She took a deep breath. “We were both dating a lot back then, which was a problem with the shared room and all. At first we made it work. You know, bra on the doorknob, things like that. Then, one night when we were both out at a party together, we met a couple cute guys—roommates, like us—but they had a third guy with them who was home sleeping, so...”

		“So you took them back to your place.”

		“Yes. I mean, we were drunk and it seemed like no big deal. It would be dark and the guys didn’t care. But Nick, honey, I couldn’t take my eyes off of Elise and her guy. I could barely see them, but hearing them—oh my god!” Her hand absent-mindedly stroked the rise of her own breast. “I came harder that night than I ever had before.” She snapped back to the present and looked at him. “Pretty hot, huh?”

		“Yeah. I knew you were wild, but I had no idea. Damn.”

		Cara leaned into him, searing a kiss onto his lips. “After that, I was hooked. Whenever I got the chance I would sneak a peek at Elise and her boyfriends. She’d bring a guy back, and I’d just pretend to be asleep and hope the guy wouldn’t notice me touching myself. Elise didn’t mind because she liked being watched. But it was the most fun when we went out and picked up guys together and got to watch each other.”

		“Wow. You miss it?”

		She gave it some thought and shook her head. “Not really. I mean, don’t get me wrong, it was amazing watching you guys, but I would never want to mess up what we have.” She touched his face and met his eyes. He felt like the luckiest man in the world. She continued. “Besides, it became meaningless after a while, because it was just sex, you know? I didn't want to just watch Elise with other guys, I wanted my own connection with someone.”

		Cara had admitted that she had very few real relationships before him. It was meant to scare him off, but backfired when he made the same confession. “So when did you decide to get Elise and I together? I feel like you’ve been planning this—”

		“No, not at all. Seriously, honey. I mean, OK, after the charity thing, it definitely stirred up some old memories. And maybe started me thinking it would be exciting if something happened…”

		“You texted your best friend to give me a blow job.”

		“Did not! I just told her you like them after dates.”

		“You texted Elise that you wanted to watch her fuck me.” Nick still found it hard to believe this all came together on the spur of the moment.

		

		“That wasn't quite what I said. And anyway, that doesn't mean we'd planned all this ahead of time. It's just the more I thought about it, the more I wanted it to happen. You and Elise are the two people I love most in the world. I trust you guys more than anyone else. So if I was ever going to do something like this I couldn't think of two better people. I mean, seeing you two together was so hot.”

		“You mentioned that.” Nick enjoyed watching Cara twist in the wind. Usually, she was the one in control. "You also mentioned you'd like to join in.”

		“Oh, you like that idea?”

		“Let me show you how much I like it.” They kissed hard and he couldn't help noting the differences between the two women. Elise was soft and elegant. Cara knew what she wanted and took it. He fought off her tongue, pursuing it into her mouth as his hands slipped under her top.

		“There’s only one other thing I’m curious about. Have you guys ever done more than watch each other?” Nick asked.

		“Well, we swapped a couple times...”

		“Really? That’s hot, but you know that’s not what I mean.”

		“Elise is right, you are a typical guy. Of course you want to know if Elise and I ever hooked up.”

		“Did you?”

		“Makes you hard thinking about it, doesn’t it.” Cara kissed him as she found his cock under the sheets. Their lips parted with a smack. “You like that? Yeah? Are you thinking about watching Elise eating me out? Lapping her tongue up and down my pussy?” Cara’s words squeezed around him as much as her fingers. The sheets slipped down her wrist, exposing his cock. She leaned against his tense body and kissed him between teasing words. “Or maybe I should go down on her? That way, I get to taste some of you, too. Best of both worlds.” Her fingers squeezed until it was almost painful, flying along his length. “You like that thought, don’t you?”

		“God, it’s hot—” Nick was cut off by the return of her mouth and her invading tongue.

		They’d joked about this kind of thing in the past—Cara would comment on how sexy a woman was when she caught him staring, maybe suggesting they ask her out for drinks—but it had never gone this far. Never to the bedroom. And never with one of their closest friends in mind. Two weeks ago, the fantasy of Elise and Nick fucking had been bad enough. Now? Elise and Cara?

		“Or maybe all you want to do is watch us make out?” she suggested. “I know how much you’d enjoy that.” Her words were raspy, right up against his ear. He heard the wet crash of lips and tongues dancing, syrupy sucking sounds of saliva-drenched lips meeting and parting. But it took him a minute to realize his lips were involved.

		With his beating heart crawling up his throat, he opened his eyes. Less than half a foot from him was a sight he thought he’d never see. Cara had turned her head to meet Elise over her shoulder. Their succulent lips plied against one another, lip gloss and lipstick meeting and sticking and mixing. He caught a flash of pink as Elise slid her tongue into Cara’s mouth. Cara’s tongue curled up to meet it.

		Demonstrating a remarkable amount of multitasking skill, Cara continued to beat him off, her strokes firm and accelerating. He felt the edge of his orgasm looming. Drawing closer. Closer. He watched the women tilt their heads and deepen their kiss. This wasn’t for show. He heard Cara’s desire mewing in her throat. She reached back with her free hand to encircle her friend’s neck as Elise spooned her from behind.

		“Stop. I can’t. Too close. Too close!” As much as Nick wanted to just let go in that moment, his practical side had awoken from its wine-induced slumber to put up a protest. He didn’t want to waste an orgasm on a hand job, no matter how good Cara’s were.

		He crawled backwards, escaping Cara’s expert hand. The two women broke their kiss, although they were still a tempting sight. Elise rested her chin on Cara’s shoulder, but kept her arms wrapped about her petite friend. His cock flexed and his balls tightened enough that he had to look away.

		Cara pointed to the desk chair in the corner. “Then why don’t you sit over there and watch?”

		He took Cara’s advice, his mind still reeling as he climbed into the chair. A skydiver was always going to get a rush. A wealthy man would never grow tired of money. And Nick, watching Cara and Elise go at it, would always feel just a little bit like a rock star.

		Elise cradled a kneeling Cara from behind, their lips meeting over Cara’s shoulder. She lifted one hand to Cara’s full and unfettered breasts. The other danced inside the front of Cara’s panties. Nick, still on a short fuse from Cara’s hand job, had to dig deep not to touch himself.

		“Ahhh!” Cara broke the kiss, arched back against Elise, and took a slow-motion back dive into her squelchy orgasm. “Ohmygod. Ohmygod,” she kept moaning, over and over, lost in the rise and fall of Elise’s fingers. Elise shifted her oral attention to Cara’s neck, dribbling kisses along her moaning throat. With a final, shouted “ohmyGOD!” Cara collapsed into a boneless heap in Elise’s arms.

		Elise lowered Cara to the bed and crawled out from behind her. She still wore Nick’s oxford. Its shirt tails hovered along the tops of her thigh-highs and her long, sable hair coiled and draped over the starched open collar. God, why did that look even better than full frontal nudity? Nick wondered.

		“Need help with that?” she asked, although she didn’t wait for an answer. She just sank between his legs and took him into her mouth. Nick gripped the armrests like a man strapped into an electric chair stiffed from the current. The jolt nearly decimated him. He arched in his seat, lodging his cock into the back of Elise’s throat. She gagged for a moment, relaxed enough to keep him all in place, and demonstrated her deep-throating technique once again.

		“Enjoying yourself?” Cara appeared at his side, still looking a little soft around the edges.

		“She’s pretty good,” Nick groaned. Elise massaged his cock head with her throat before pulling back into a more traditional technique.

		“I bet I can think of something you’d like even more.” With a quick kiss, Cara joined Elise between his legs. With the brunette still sucking on his shaft, she went straight for his balls. Nick’s eyes rolled back into his head. Only his orgasm earlier kept this one at bay.

		Elise relinquished him and Cara took her place, attacking his cock with swift half-strokes as Elise jacked him. They switched again, only this time, Cara just shifted down, caressing the sensitive underside as Elise swirled just the cap. Every sensation was more decadent than the last. This couldn’t have been their first time doing this. They were just too good. Their styles complimented each other—fast and slow, hard and soft.

		His groan turned into a grunt, which turned into a shout. He came with both of Elise’s hands around his shaft and Cara’s lips wrapped around the head. Cara absorbed the first couple bursts before passing him off to Elise. When he was done and had nothing left to give, his throat was raw and he was pretty sure that was the neighbor banging on the wall. Cara and Elise’s lips met in a deep kiss that had him stirring against all probability.

		“You’re right, he’s definitely a stud,” Elise said, running her fingers over her lips where a bit of his cum had escaped their Sapphic kiss.

		Cara winked up at him. “Told you I keep him around for a reason.”

		“I feel like we're only missing one thing, really,” Elise said.

		“What’s that?” Cara asked.

		“I want to watch Nick play with himself,” Elise looked away, like she was embarrassed to ask.

		Cara covered her mouth as she laughed, her voice throaty from all the blow jobs and orgasms. “I knew you like to watch as much as I do,” she teased. To Nick, “You’re up for it, aren’t you, babe?”

		Nick wrapped his hand around his semi-soft self. “I think I may need a little help getting there, first.”

		“We can arrange that.” Cara stood and held her hand out to Elise. “Come, my dear. Let’s give Nick his help.”

		Watching them play with each other was like listening to jazz—limbs and tongues and moans all weaving and riffing in beautiful time. Nick’s cock rose as he watched the beautiful music unfold.

		Cara rolled Elise onto her back and peeled her shirt open. Nick slid his fingers around his girth. He was sore, but that wasn’t going to stop him. Even without the request, he wouldn’t have been able to resist the temptation. Cara flipped her long hair out of her face and dribbled kisses down Elise’s body, pausing a moment at her nipples and navel, taking a detour out along the jut of her hip, before finally settling between her thighs.

		Nick wheeled his chair to get a better view. His breath caught in his throat. Cara pushed Elise’s thighs apart and swirled her tongue around her clitoris. Elise’s reaction was immediate and violent, a gasp in every facet of her body. After that, Cara seemed to stay away from the brunette’s sensitive button. She teased across the dewy valley of her swollen lips and the short brush of her landing strip. She ran the flat of her tongue across the smooth plains of her labia, left, then right, sucking on each. Elise’s body quaked, but everything was just a shadow of that initial strike. Cara had given her friend a taste of how good it could be, then did everything but revisit that place.

		Nick’s strokes were as tentative as the initial glances Elise gave him. He touched himself gingerly. His mind filled with questions. He watched Cara dismantle Elise, stripping her down to raw and writhing nerve, and stopped thinking about how good his cock felt in his hand and started thinking about what it would feel like inside one of them.

		His strokes were confident, brisk glides up and down his length by the time Cara finally lifted her mouth back to Elise’s neglected hood. She feasted on it, sucking and licking until her chin glistened and Elise was crippled by orgasm.

		Cara pulled away, wiping her face with her chin. Her strawberry blonde hair was darker where it was damp and plastered to her forehead and around her temples. Her eyes fixated on Nick’s masturbating hand. She smiled.

		Cara got that mischievous twinkle in her eye and crawled to Elise. She shimmied out of her thong, swung a leg over the brunette’s head, and lowered her pussy to her friend’s mouth. Elise was still a little punch drunk from her torrid climax, but knew exactly what was expected. Nick watched her tongue slither across Cara’s bare muff just as Cara lowered herself back to Elise.

		The girls rolled together, putting Cara’s head between Elise’s kneeling thighs. She tipped her head back and shot him an upside down smile, pointing at Elise’s sex with her eyes. Their conversation from two weeks ago returned: I bet her favorite position is from behind. Doggy-style. Now that he knew what he knew, Nick knew Cara hadn’t been guessing, just as he knew that this was an invitation.

		He climbed out of the chair, cock in hand, and crawled behind Elise. Cara fluttered her tongue across the brunette’s pussy as she captured Nick in her hot hand. She jacked it a couple times before sucking it between her lips. Nick steadied himself on Elise’s hips and watched her head hang between the sculpture-perfect lines of her shoulder blades and dance across Cara’s sex.

		Cara was incapable of being quiet and her throaty cries felt like heaven across his shaft. He whined as she pulled off him with a slurp, but his protest died when she pressed him against Elise’s cushy folds. Bathed in her excitement and Cara’s spit, Elise’s pussy swallowed him in one firm thrust.

		The tangled knot of bodies pitched and sighed like a ship on the choppy water. Nick started to fuck, driving her face against Cara. Nick felt Cara’s guttural cries, hot air that tickled his balls. He steepled his fingers across Elise’s lower back, changing the angle of his entry just enough to line him up with her sweet spot. “Gah! Fuck!” She moaned around Cara’s pussy and drove her hips back into Nick’s. The wet slap of skin was the rhythm of their mini orgy.

		Cara swept her tongue across his scrotum and he jumped, ramming himself deep into Elise’s snatch. It dislodged her mouth from Cara, but by that time, the trio was well beyond the point of no return. Cara swallowed Nick’s balls into her mouth, swirling figure-eights with her well practiced mouth. They tightened. He fucked faster, driving Elise into oblivion, screaming and swearing. Her pussy clamped down around his shaft. Cara sucked hard on his balls. He emptied all that he had left into Elise’s collapsing channel.

		Cara was the last to go, but Elise didn’t leave her in the lurch. She had enough energy left to spread Cara open with her fingers and work her clit with her mouth. Nick went soft, pulled out, and rolled into the blissful embrace of his mattress. It had never felt so plush or inviting, nor had exhaustion been this profound. He felt it from the tips of his toes to what was left of his melted brain.

		Nick watched Elise lapping at Cara’s bare shaven pussy and felt himself stir—spent, yet still trying. In true form, Cara went out like a lion, screaming “yes!” and “fuck!” until the entire building was made aware of her impending orgasm. He joined this last hurrah, focusing on Cara’s tits. He relished in the salt of their combined sweat and the full extension of each nipple. Cara clamped one hand on his head and the other on Elise’s, and climaxed in a spew of unintelligible cries.

		No more words were spoken that night. With throats sore and bodies satisfied, they gathered beneath the sheets. The jumble of emotions that had spent all evening being tossed up and up and up finally began to settle. In the stillness of the room and in that split second before sleep claimed him, he knew without a doubt that everything was going to be alright.

		

		V.

		

		The next day arrived like every other. Sun glared in through his bedroom windows. The world began to stir outside. His cock was stiff with his full bladder. Opening his eyes, Nick was greeted by Cara’s bright face. She was lounging on her side, her hand propped up under the sexy mess of her hair, and her smile beamed. “Morning, babe.”

		“Morning.” His voice rattled out of his throat, clogged with sleep and dehydration. He cleared it and tried again. “Morning.”

		“I love watching you sleep. You’re so peaceful.” She reached out and touched his face, her thumb carrying down to his lips.

		Last night returned in a crazy tumble of memories. Did that happen? Had they really brought another woman into their bed? He felt behind him, where Elise had been sleeping, and her spot was empty. “Did we...?”

		Cara giggled. “We didn’t do much of anything, if I recall correctly. Mainly, it was you and Elise doing the doing.” Her hand traced lower, trailing across his pecs and the ripples of his abs. She found his morning wood and coiled her fingers around it. When it jumped, it hurt.

		“So that did happen.”

		“Mm hm.”

		Cara climbed over him. He knew what she was doing and knew that after the workout last night, he was definitely sore, but he didn’t really think he was in a place to deny her. After all, she’d let him fuck her best friend. She nestled him against her sex. He winced at the initial penetration. After that, with Cara all warm and slippery around him, he forgot all about being sore.

		“I seem to recall that you and Elise did a lot of doing, too.” The thought of the two women sixty-nining sent a pleasant (but not-so-pleasant) jolt through his cock.

		Cara nodded. She rested her hands on his shoulders. Her hair lit up in the morning sun, looking more blonde than red. “I take it you liked it?”

		“Are you kidding me? It was awesome. I guess I can kind of understand why you like watching so much. Watching you cum like that with someone else is kind of like an out-of-body experience,” he said.

		Cara giggled.

		Nick thought about what he’d just said, then added, “But I’m not sure I’d be okay watching you with another dude. I mean, if you really wanted to try that, we could maybe work it out—”

		Cara shut him up with a kiss. “I told you last night, I like watching. I'm not looking to be with anyone else. It was such a turn-on, watching you fuck Elise. You looked like a fucking god. My god. Even when I was with Elise, you know what really got me off? Knowing you were watching.” She rolled her eyes. “Well, that and that chick knows how to eat pussy.”

		“So we’re good?”

		“Better than good.” Cara kissed him softly. “I was so afraid of sharing that part of me. I know, I know. ‘Cara shares everything.’ Blah blah. But seriously, you’re the first guy I’ve ever met that I really, really wanted to keep. So I thought... I don’t know... that you’d think I’m a freak or something. I mean, how many people do you know who spent the majority of their sexual encounters in college watching someone else fuck?”

		“Sometimes, I don’t think you fully understand guys.”

		She slapped his chest. “I’m opening up here, jerk!”

		“Sorry, sorry.” He grinned up at her. “I hope you know you can tell me anything.”

		“I do.” She nodded. “Now, I definitely do.”

		“I love you, Car.”

		“I love you, too, Nick.” They stared into one another’s eyes as Cara worked her hips. It was nothing like the fast-paced, ball-slapping fucks of the previous night—or the teasing sex of the past couple weeks. This was slow, silky love-making. Cara came with a shudder, her eyes closed, her mouth open but silent. “You want me to finish you?” she asked when it was over.

		Nick shook his head, thinking of last night. “Sounds painful. I think I’ll be good for the next month or so.”

		Cara laughed. “You better not be.”

		That’s when Nick smelled coffee. And bacon. And toast? “Did you...”

		She laughed even more. “Cook? Now does that sound like me at all?”

		“Who—”

		Elise popped her head in before he could finish the question. Her eyes swept their naked bodies, registering that Nick was still deeply buried between Cara’s straddling legs. “You two almost done? Breakfast’s ready.”

		She was back in his shirt, although it was now buttoned and the stockings were gone. He tried to decide if he liked seeing her long, creamy legs in stockings or bare more when Cara answered for them. “We’ll be right out. One more minute.”

		Elise nodded, her eyes traveling along Nick and Cara’s nudity. “Morning, Nick.”

		He didn’t quite know what to say, so he went with the simple, “Hey, El.”

		“Just wanted to say, thanks for last night.” With that, she disappeared.

		Nick didn't think he deserved the thank you, but took it. Cara seemed to read his mind.

		“Baby, you were incredible. Elise’s been in a funk since Clay left her. Last night was the first time I’ve seen her be herself.”

		“If that’s Elise being herself, I think we should hang out more often.”

		Cara giggled softly against his neck. “I bet you do. Maybe we should just fold you up into a neat little, polyamorous relationship.” She almost looked like it wasn’t a joke.

		“I don’t think ‘neat’ is how many would describe that kind of arrangement.”

		Cara nodded. “How about sexy?”

		“Have I ever told you that you’re twisted?”

		Cara kissed him one more time, as innocent as a first kiss. “Almost as much as you tell me you love me.”

		“They’re kind of intertwined.”

		Cara climbed off him and headed for the bathroom. “I’m going to jump in the shower.” Nick’s eyes inevitably fell to the plush curves of her ass. He sighed. “Want to go out there and see if Elise wants to join?”

		She didn’t wait for an answer. The door clicked shut behind her, quieter than his beating heart. He got out of bed, stretched, and headed for the living room. He didn’t bother with any clothes.

		“Hey, Elise...”

		

		****
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