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Chapter 1

Pack a bag and meet me at this address. It’s a lake house on the outskirts of Wilmington. Someone will be there to let you in when you arrive. I want you there at 7pm sharp. Don’t tell Stanley where you’re going. Tell him we’re having a girls weekend or something. I want you there. This is your birthday weekend and we’re going to celebrate. Fuck that husband and them kids. No excuses.

Evelyn squirmed in her chair as she read her best friend Moana’s letter again and again. Moana had left it in her mailbox and told her to check it as soon as she got home from work. She did and her heart hadn’t stopped pounding since she’d opened it. It was finally happening, and she was so nervous. This had been a long time coming.

Moana and Evelyn had been friends in high school but like other friends who graduate and go on to separate colleges, they had drifted apart for several years. Moana never married or had kids and Evelyn had been married since the age of 21 and was the mother of three. They’d reconnected on Facebook and had been meeting up for lunch and hanging out every other Friday for the past year. It was like no time had passed and their friendship was as strong as ever. But, like when they were younger, there were underlying temptations between them. As adults now with responsibilities, they ignored them and kept their friendship strictly platonic and on a respectable level. But memories of their lustful past were always present in their minds. They never talked about it, but it was there whenever they looked at one another.

It was hard for Moana to deny her hunger for Evelyn just as it had been when they were teenagers. They had been friends since meeting in drama class in junior high and they had gone on to the same high school. They both had boyfriends, were on the same cheerleading squad and hung out after every game, every day after class, double-dated with their beaus, and had sleepovers. But when they turned eighteen, everything changed, and the friendship took on a whole new energy.

It happened on Evelyn’s 18th birthday. Her boyfriend had gone out of town, so Moana offered to take her out. They went to their favorite pizza spot and went to see a movie. The evening had been weird though. Things were tense between them and they hardly spoke. They both knew what it was but refused to speak on it. Evelyn had noticed the way Moana would look at her when she thought Evelyn wasn’t looking. She would buy Evelyn little presents now and again. Things she knew Evelyn liked. She even started buying her panties. Evelyn thought it was weird but didn’t question it. She knew her body was developing faster than most girls their age. She already had adult size breasts and was “thick’ like the boys at school were fond of saying. Moana was always talking about how much she liked her body and how lucky she was to be so shapely.

That night of her birthday, Evelyn was supposed to spend the night at Moana’s house. They usually slept in the separate twin beds that were in Moana’s room, but that night Moana climbed into bed with her. Their backs were against one another for the longest. It was so quiet both girls could hear the other breathing. Then, Moana turned towards her and hugged from behind. She was still for a moment, but her hands soon started exploring. She unbuttoned the buttons on Evelyn’s pink nightgown and opened the front, allowing her large breasts to fall out.

Moana’s breathing changed and so did Evelyn’s. She knew she should stop her. But she didn’t. Moana paused as if waiting on the go ahead from Evelyn. When Evelyn didn’t stop her, she timidly touched her left breast. Evelyn gasped and Moana stilled again, waiting. Evelyn’s heart was beating so fast she wondered if Moana could hear it. She squeezed her thighs together, squirming at the pulsating heat gathering in her core. She was wet. Beyond wet. She wanted this. She knew it was wrong, but she wanted it. She didn’t want Moana to stop. She wanted her to keep going. But she was hesitant to say so.

As if reading her mind, Moana continued, slowly touching one breast and then the other. Her touch was so agonizingly slow and felt so good. She squeezed the tips of Evelyn’s breasts, concentrating on her nipples. Evelyn’s mouth quietly opened, and her head fell back. She moaned aloud, without meaning to.

Not saying a word, Moana reached up to her shoulder and turned Evelyn on her side, facing her. The room was too dark for them to see one another, but Evelyn could feel her best friend looking at her. Her breath was hot and heavy on her face. She stiffened when she felt Moana’s lips shyly touch hers. She softly kissed her once. Then twice. Then again. She kept softly kissing her. Unable to resist, Evelyn kissed her back. Moana flicked her tongue in her mouth and Evelyn moaned again, putting her arm around her. Moana pressed closer to her body and French-kissed her like a pro. Both girls had been kissed before but only by boys of course. This felt as natural to them as that. Time seemed to stand still as the kiss lingered on. Then, Moana’s hands beginning roaming again.

She slipped Evelyn’s gown over her head and threw it on the floor; then reached for her breasts again. Evelyn arched to her touch and this time; Moana moaned. The sound drove Evelyn wild. No words were spoken between them. There was only the sound of soft sighs, heavy breathing, and deep moans. Moana’s touch became more aggressive and surer, and she massaged Evelyn’s breasts around and around in circles. She leaned forward and kissed them in turn.

“Oh,” Evelyn cried out, clenching her fingers in Moana’s long thick hair.

Moana stuck out her tongue and ran it round and round Evelyn’s nipples.

“Uh!” Evelyn’s mouth stretched wide open and she bucked her body against Moana. “Oh God.”

Moana started loudly sucking on her tits and it felt so good Evelyn couldn’t make a sound. Her eyes rolled in the back of her head, her boyfriend, her values, and all the evil she’d been taught about girl on girl action erased from her mind. This felt too good to be wrong. Nothing had ever felt righter. Or naughty. She fucking loved it. The naughtiness and forbidden aspect of it only made it better in her mind.

“Oh my God,” she moaned when Moana began rubbing her ass on top of her panties. She moved against Moana’s hand and lifted slightly so that Moana could pull her panties off. Moana turned her on her back, her mouth still glued to her enormous breasts. She moved her hand over Evelyn’s taut stomach and sneaked her way down to her pussy. She ran her fingers through the coarse hair gathered there and groaned deep in her throat.

She slid her fingers between Evelyn’s slippery pussy lips and began to slowly stroke her wetness.

“Ohhhhh,” Evelyn softly crooned, lifting halfway up off the bed.

Without missing a beat, Moana gently pushed her back on the bed and kept fingering her pussy and sucking her titties.

“Moana…”

“You like the way I touch you?”

“Yes. Oh yes.”

“You ever been touched like this before?”

“No.”

Not even by Mike. She could see now that he hadn’t known what the hell he was doing. Moana’s touch was experienced and sure. Had she done this with other girls? Was Evelyn her first?

Moana started stroking her vagina more fervently and Evelyn bit her lip, her eyes rollng back. She moved her hips along with Moana’s fingering and made noise after noise of untamable pleasure. She was so wet she could hear Moana’s finger moving around inside of her. When Moana stuck her finger inside her tight hole, she reached down to spread her lips wider, giving her better access.

“I like that,” Moana huskily breathed against her. “Hold it open just like that.”

Moana played in her pussy and sucked her tits for minutes while Evelyn held her pussy open for her. Save from their moans and cries of pleasure, it was deathly quiet in the house. She hoped Moana’s parents and big brother were asleep and didn’t hear them. She tried not to be too loud, but it was hard. Moana was making her feel so good. Moana was doing so many tricks with her fingers, tongue and lips. She hadn’t known there were so many creative ways to suck breasts or play in coochie. She never wanted the moment to last.

Moana brought her to orgasm more than once that night. Evelyn had orgasms before but not like these. These seemed to send her to another dimension. They were so intense they made her cry. Moana stayed on her a long time and only stopped when she got ready. Evelyn laid there in total submission, enjoying being taken and pleased without demand of reciprocation like Mike always insisted on. When it was over, they didn’t speak. Only kissed. It was like that for months. Every weekend, be it at her house or Moana’s, Moana would suck her tits and play in her pussy. Sometimes, she would focus only on her tits or her pussy. It was always done in the dark; never light. Always at night and never during the day. They never spoke about it before or after. They would still talk like friends during the week, then turn into something else on Saturday nights. Sometimes they would have sleepovers with their other friends and when their friends went to sleep, they’d sneak off to the bathroom, turn off the lights and Moana would bring her pleasure. She never insisted on being touched in return and never asked for it. Evelyn loved their arrangement.

The dark thing got old for her fast. She wanted to see what Moana was doing. Watch Moana’s face as she pleased her. She wanted to see her body as it was being explored. Since they never talked about it during the day or before it happened, she waited one night while Moana was laying between her legs playing in her pussy to bring it up.

“Moana,” she shyly began. “I want to see. I want to watch you. Just this once please.”

Not saying anything, Moana got off her bed and went to her dresser drawer, producing a small flashlight. She flipped it on and walked back to the bed, situating herself back between Evelyn’s widespread bended legs. She laid the flashlight to the side and shined it on Evelyn’s pussy. Evelyn watched with pure lustful fascination as her best friend started playing in her pussy with several of her fingers, moving them in and out as she watched them. Evelyn’s mouth hung open with desire. She held her pussy at the top and kept her eyes focused on Moana’s exploring fingers. When she came, her mouth trembled at the sight of Moana licking her juices off each of her fingers.

“Suck my titties,” she whispered. “I want to watch that too.”

Moana silently leaned up to her heaving large breasts and followed instructions. She held them firmly in her hands and went back and forth, sucking, licking, and kissing before doing all three motions together. Evelyn’s wild breathing increased. She put her hands in Moana’s hair and pulled, intently watching.

From there on, Moana always made sure the flashlight was present when they hooked up.

Then, one day, the bomb dropped.

“I don’t want to do it anymore,” Moana flatly told her one day between classes. “It’s wrong. I don’t want to go to hell. We can still spend the night, but I won’t be touching you anymore.”

She said nothing after that, just walked off. Evelyn was crestfallen. She didn’t understand what had happened. Moana refused to talk about it. Said to just leave it alone. Their friendship was never the same after that. They didn’t hang out as much; then stopped having sleepovers altogether, save from the times it was at the houses of mutual friends. Even then, Moana almost avoided her and didn’t talk to her. Evelyn was grief-stricken. She definitely missed the sensations Moana brought her body, but she missed their friendship even more. It was hard pretending nothing had ever happened between them.

Her relationship with Mike suffered and they soon broke up. Evelyn felt she had nowhere to turn. One night, caught up in her disappointment and confusion, she made a mistake she would keep secret for the rest of her life. She slept with Moana’s brother. It was right before high school graduation and she and he were at a party of one of the high school’s star football players. Moana hadn’t gone; she’d stayed home. Dante, Evelyn’s brother, was flirting with her from the minute she’d walked in the door with her friend Brie. She had always thought Dante was cute but steered clear of him because he was older at 20. She couldn’t help wondering why he was at a party for high school teenagers, but she was happy to see him, nonetheless.

During the night, she drifted away from Brie and stayed close to Dante, dancing, drinking and flirting. Like most of the teens that night, she and he found themselves upstairs in one of the empty bedrooms. They began heavily making out, the influence of the alcohol they had consumed egging them on. Tipsy but not drunk, Evelyn knew what she was doing. Part of her felt sweet satisfaction at the idea of betraying Moana for dumping her without a good reason.

“I miss you being over our house,” Dante slurred, licking her neck. “I miss looking at you. Looking at this fat ass jiggle.” He slapped her hard on the ass and she giggled.

“I never knew you liked me.”

“Always have.” His hands circled her breasts and she arched to him, purring. “Goddamn, these titties are so big.” He slid her dress down her shoulders and pulled her titties out her bra, sucking them greedily.

“Dante!”

“My sister always gets weird if me and her friends like one another, so I steered clear. Now that you guys aren’t friends anymore, you’re fair game.”

The sting of his comments cut like a knife. She was momentarily distracted, her heart wringing with pain at the ending of her love affair with her best friend. But then Dante touched her between her legs and all thoughts were erased. For the moment. He fingered her for minutes; then surprised her by going down on her. She hadn’t experienced head since Mike and Dante was fucking amazing at it. In all the time they’d fooled around, Moana had never so much as kissed her pussy, let alone ate it. She lay there and let Dante do his thing, running her hands through his curly hair and winding her hips as he expertly ate her pussy.

“I’ve been dying to eat this pussy for months,” he mumbled against her flesh.

When she came, it was explosive. She didn’t have time to get herself together before Dante was fucking her like the grown man he was. He fucked her missionary for a while; then turned her over and fucked her from the back as she laid on her stomach. Her screams were ear-shattering. When it was over, it was awkward. He asked if she needed a ride home and she told him she didn’t. they dressed in silence; then quietly sat there. He finally made an excuse to leave, saying he had to work the night shift. He left and they never talked or saw one another again after that.

Evelyn vomited. She felt horrible for what she’d done. She felt like slut of the year. It was incredible while it was going on but now, she hated herself for it. She never told a soul and to that day, Moana still didn’t know.

Graduation came and went and so did the remains of their friendship. They saw one another one final time at Brie’s Graduation party and then that was it. For seven years. One day, out of the blue, they ran into one another at Brie’s baby shower. It was like no time had passed. Conversation of their brief sinful play was left on the floor. They caught up on the past seven years and started hanging out again.

Now, here they were. And Evelyn had no doubt in her mind that this weekend would reignite that uncontrollable flame.

Evelyn held on to the letter and closed her eyes, relieving every out of control moment of passion she’d experienced with her best friend. With their complicated past, it was hard to believe or understand they hadn’t so much as kissed one another on the cheek since rekindling their friendship. Sometimes they would look at one another too long and it was awkward, but the conversation never took a sharp left turn. But they both felt it. And Evelyn had long knew it was only a matter of time before things would resume again.

She’d told herself she would say no. Resist Moana with sheer iron will. Insist that she needed to honor her marital vows and think about her husband and kids. But no. She needed this. They both did. Her husband had wanted to do something big for her birthday, but she was glad she’d told him it wasn’t a big deal to her this year. Her kids had already surprised her with breakfast in bed, homemade cards and gifts earlier that morning. Honestly, their affection and tokens of love were all that mattered.

She didn’t want Stanley touching her. Or making love to her. Or eating her pussy in the awkward way he did. She was finally ready. Ready for Moana to take her over the breaking point of searing ecstasy. Again, and again and again.

“How long are you going to be gone?” came her husband’s sharp question.

Evelyn startled and looked up to see her husband standing in the doorway with his arms crossed, a look of disapproval covering his face.

She uneasily shrugged and tucked the letter away in her drawer. “Just a couple of days. I told you that.”

He quietly looked at her for a moment; then abruptly turned away to lean against the door jamb. His jaw compulsively ticked. “I still don’t understand why you think it’s okay to just abandon your family to go have some silly girls’ trip with your friend.”

Evelyn swallowed her irritation. “It’s not some silly girls trip Stan. I need this. I haven’t been anywhere in a long time. I’m always here with the kids.”

He looked offended. “So?”

“So, I want to celebrate my birthday the way I want to. On my own terms. And I’m not abandoning anyone. You’ll have access to me. I can FaceTime you; I’ll call you…”

“That’s supposed to make everything better?”

“Look, you take guys’ trips with your friends all the time and I don’t say anything. Afford me that same respect.”

He impatiently looked at her for a long moment; then sucked his teeth. “Fine, whatever. I just want you to know I think you’re being very selfish. You know the kids don’t want you to go.”

“No more selfish than you are when you have your trips. And they will be fine,” she emphatically repeated. “You’ll be here and so will my mom.”

“Yeah,” he snorted. “That’s going to be a hell of a lot of fun.”

Trying to break the tension, Evelyn rose from the bed and walked over to her husband. She put her hands on his broad shoulders and softly looked up at him. “Honey please. I don’t want to leave you like this.”
 

He melted a little, softening beneath her touch. “But you always spend your birthday with us. I always plan your day. I feel very territorial about that.”

“Just let me have this weekend. I’ll make it up to you when I get back.”

“Fuck that. You’re going to make it up to me now.” His hands aggressively roamed her bottom, focusing on her fat hips. He backed her into the bedroom and kicked the door closed with his foot.

“But I need to finish packing,” she whined, nuzzling her nose against his chin.

“Finish later,” he demanded with a low growl.

Evelyn immediately became weak in the knees. She loved when her husband growled. And truth be told, she loved fucking him. Her husband was a very aggressive lover and he was nasty, just like her. He outlasted her nasty. Her curiosity for Moana was strong and unyielding but she did love dick. And she loved Stanley’s dick. He couldn’t eat pussy worth a damn. But that dick though.

“You gonna give me some of this good pussy?” he growled, stroking her between the legs.

Evelyn felt she had no choice but to acquiesce. She never turned her husband down for sex. Ever. Unless she was on her cycle, they fucked almost every day.

“But my mom and kids are downstairs,” she whined, shivering as he began to hurriedly undress her.

“So, don’t scream like a banshee then,” he teased, showing off his deep dimples.

He quickly undressed her, backed her to the bed and laid her down.

Evelyn obediently laid there and waited for him to get undressed. She spread her legs open when he was naked and gave him a sexy smile.

“I have the sexiest goddamn wife on the planet,” he snarled, spanking the side of her ass. “That’s why I hate the idea of you and this pussy leaving me for 48 hours.”

“You and your dick will be fine.”

“Yeah but my hand will need a wrist brace from jerking off so much by the time you get back.”

He climbed on top of her and immediately plunged inside of her. Evelyn gasped and closed her eyes, throwing her arms around him. Her husband’s dick was huge and filled her up to capacity.

Her eyes rolled to the back of her head, her mouth dropped open, and she let out a long sigh of pleasure as Stanley began strongly thrusting in and out of her.

“Oh Stan,” she moaned.

He began sucking her breasts while he moved and she looked down at him, thinking of how hours later, she hoped Moana was doing the same thing. The idea of Moana’s mouth on her titties made her soul ignite with uncontainable desire.

“Oh! Oh!” she screamed as he began thrusting harder and faster.

“That’s that good pussy right there,” Stanley groaned, gritting his teeth.

Evelyn stuck her legs straight up in the air and dug her nails in his back, calling God. Good dick was the payback for having good pussy. She was almost convinced if his dick wasn’t good and her pussy didn’t satisfy, they wouldn’t be married. It wasn’t a bad marriage. They just didn’t have a lot to talk about these days. Sex was their only form of communication. And they did it so well. It wasn’t going to stop her from meeting up with Moana though.

Her mind drifted. She thought about Moana eating her pussy and ramming her tongue in her ass and playing with her clit. She thought about Moana sucking her titties and making her scream like she used to. The images in her mind set off a wave of volcanic back to back orgasms. Her mouth was screaming Stan, but her mind was screaming Moana.

Stanley exploded not too far behind her but kept pumping, still groaning about how good her pussy was. He collapsed on top of her and sucked her titties as they both drifted back to earth. Evelyn tiredly smiled. She’d cheated. She wanted to be good and horny when she met up with Moana and she had broken the rules and had sex, spoiling the anticipation. Moana hadn’t said anything about them hooking up, but Evelyn knew they would, and she’d wanted to resist having sex with her husband until they did. But Stanley had made her weak.

“Satisfied now?” she tiredly chuckled, rubbing his back.

“Damn satisfied,” he gruffly replied. He held her fat titty in his hand and ran his tongue over it before sucking it hard.

Evelyn stared down at him and rubbed his head, wanting to come clean and tell him this trip wasn’t just a girl’s trip but a trip for old friends to rekindle an old flame, but she knew better. Stanley had confessed to her that he thought about her and other women licking each other when he masturbated in the shower sometimes, but he knew better than to ask her to actually fulfill his fantasy. She thought about doing it for him as an anniversary or birthday gift but she knew Stanley and his jealousy well enough to know that although he thought he might like the idea of another woman pleasing her, he wouldn’t be able to live with himself or her if he allowed anyone else to touch her, even if it was with his consent. He was very territorial and traditional. Fantasies had their place. And they didn’t belong in the marriage bed.

“Are you at least going to call me while you’re away?” he asked, pausing on her titty and looking up at her.

She rolled her eyes. “Of course Stan.”

“The minute you get there and every night before you go to bed.”

“Baby, it’s only two nights.”

“Be that as it may. I need you to do as I ask please.”

“I’m glad I don’t act like this when you go away with your boys.”

“Ev. I’m serious.”

“I will Stan.”

He smacked her on the side of the ass and winked at her. “Good. Now, let me go take a shower and let you finish packing before I take some more of this pussy.” He climbed off of her.

“Hell, I need to shower too.”

He ran his hand up her thigh and suggestively looked at her. “Want to shower together?”

“Hell no. You’ll just try to fuck me again.”

“So?”

She covered herself with the sheets and slyly looked at him. “I’ll finish packing and shower when you’re out.”

He smirked. “Spoiled sport.”

She giggled as she watched him go into the restroom. She lay there for a moment, thinking about the promising weekend ahead. She hoped she could let loose with Moana and give herself over to her completely, in ways she hadn’t been able to do when they were young. It scared her how calm she was about the whole thing. Committing adultery. Lying to her husband. Picking up where she and Moana had left off all those years before. She hoped it would be seamless and instinctive. But passionate. Wildly passionate. Nasty passionate.

She smiled and sighed, turning on her side. Her phone beeped a message on the bed table beside her and she picked it up. She grinned wide when she saw it was Moana.

Have you left hubby and the kids yet?

Not yet, she immediately responded. I still have some packing left and I need to get in the shower.

She left out the part about the reason why.

Please don’t keep me waiting too long. We need to start our girls trip ASAP. This has been a long time coming.

Evelyn bit her lip. Her pussy throbbed with urgency.

I know.

And by the way, you don’t need to pack a lot of clothes. You won’t need them. Just pack a sexy bikini, one outfit for dinner, and a lot of sexy panties and bras.

Evelyn struggled to breathe. She was so turned on she could barely see. Why do I need a lot of sexy panties and bras?

You’re cute. I’ll let you figure that out for yourself. Can’t wait to see you.

I feel the same.

There were no more texts after that.

Evelyn scrambled out the bed and took out most of the clothes she’d packed, replacing them with the items Moana had demanded. As soon as Stanley emerged from the shower, she hightailed it in the bathroom and showered in record time. Before leaving the rest room, she shaved under her arms and tidied up her bikini line. She left her manicured bush intact, before Moana had always loved her hairy pussy and so did Stanley for that matter.

She dressed in a loose-fitting flowery halter dress with a plunging neckline and slid on low-heeled sandals. She grabbed her suitcase and went downstairs to bid adieu to her family. Everyone was sad to see her leave, especially her children, but she assured them she’d call them every day and the weekend would be over before they knew it.

“Happy Birthday Mommy,” all three sadly said in unison, their eyes welling up with tears.

“See what you’re doing to your children,” Stanley muttered in her ear.

“You go on and have fun with your friend sweetheart,” Evelyn’s mother encouraged her, giving her a reassuring wink. “They and Stanley will be in good hands while you’re gone.”

Stanley subtly rolled his eyes and gave his wife a stiff kiss on the cheek. “Happy birthday,” he sourly said. “Call when you get there.” He walked into the den and shut the door, slamming it.

Evelyn sighed and looked over at her mother, who just shook her head and waved her on. “Don’t mind him. Go on and have a good time.”

Evelyn gratefully smiled at her mom and gave her a hug. She tightly hugged all three of her kids and gave them numerous kisses.

“I love you,” she told them. “I’ll see you soon.”

“Will you bring me back a present?” the youngest, Brielle, begged, showing off her snaggle tooth.

“Me too!”

“Me too!”

“Wait a minute,” Evelyn teased, putting her hand on her hip. “I thought this was my birthday. Why do the three of you deserve presents?”
 

“Because we’re letting you go,” Stanley Jr., the oldest, muttered in reply.

Evelyn put her hands up in defense. “I’ll see what I can do.”

She grabbed her suitcase and headed for the door, anxious for the lust filled weekend she hoped was forthcoming.

“Bye guys!” She waved at them; then hurried down the stairs, rushing to her car. She was moving so fast she barely heard them respond in kind. She backed out the driveway and waved at her mother and the kids in the doorway, before barreling down the street.

It wasn’t a minute before she heard a text coming through her phone. She knew it was her mother.

Slow your ass down and put on your damn seatbelt

Evelyn good-naturedly chuckled and stopped at the stop sign. She put on her seatbelt, but she’d be damned if she slowed down. She was on a mission and not a damn thing was going to get in her way.

“Shit!” she grumbled as she glanced at the gas hand. It was almost on E. “Goddamnit Stanley!”

Her husband was always taking her car and not replacing the gas. Got on her goddamn nerves. She didn’t want to delay getting to Moana, but she didn’t want to break down either.

With her pussy screaming in protest at the intrusion, Evelyn pulled over to the nearest gas station.


Chapter 2

“Evelyn! Evelyn is that you!”

Evelyn froze with her hand on the gas pump. She immediately recognized the voice calling out to her. She closed her eyes in horror.

“It is you! Hi. How have you been?”

Evelyn stiffened as Moana’s brother Dante’ walked towards her, grinning like he’d just won the lottery. Goddamnit! Never in her life had she wished it was possible to drive an hour and a half on an almost empty tank of gas.

Dante’ stopped in front of her and stared at her in wonder, his hazel eyes that matched Moana’s taking in her ethereal beauty and flawless figure. “Damn. What’s it been? Seven years?”

Evelyn swallowed hard and managed a small smile. “Hi Dante’.”

“Goddamn you. You’re still beautiful as hell.”

She said nothing. What rotten luck. The one person she had deceived Moana with, and it was her only brother. She still thought about the encounter from time to time but not fondly. He had been a more than satisfactory lover and aggressive and nasty like she loved, but she couldn’t get past her guilt enough to embrace it.

“How have you been?” she weakly asked him.

“I’m making it. It’s a pleasant surprise seeing you after all these years. Funny I’ve never run into you before now.”

Funny indeed. Fuck life.

“Yeah,” was all she said.

He glanced down at the ring on her finger. “Married?”

“Yes,” she quickly replied.

“Happy?”

“Very.”

“That’s too bad.”

“Why you say that?” she couldn’t resist asking.

“The way you’re looking, I wouldn’t waste time standing here talking with you if you weren’t.”

“Really? What would you be doing instead?”

“Shit. Picking up where we left off last time.”

Evelyn rolled her eyes and disconnected the gas pump from her car and replaced it. “The last time we saw one another, you had nothing to say.”

“Neither did you.”

“Which tells us both the past is better left as the past.”

She put her gas cap back on and walked to her door. “It was good seeing you Dante’.”

He moved in front of her. “Wait.”

“What?” she snapped.

“Your husband. Are you faithful to him?”

She curiously tilted her head at him. “Why are you asking?”

“Just wondering.”

“Yes,” she firmly said. Until I meet up with your sister about two hours from now.

“That’s unfortunate,” he said, twisting his mouth.

“Unfortunate for who?” She already knew the answer.

He silently looked at her for a moment. “You know I think about eating your pussy every day?” he blurted out. “And how good it felt when I was fucking you?”

Evelyn swallowed. She didn’t know what to make of that or what to say so she stayed silent. She didn’t trust herself to speak.

“I wish I’d had more chances with you. I wish I hadn’t punked out. I wasn’t quiet because I didn’t like it. The truth is, I liked it too much. Your pussy was goddamn delicious and to this day, it is the wettest pussy I’ve ever had. It was just too good. I was intimidated. I was afraid if I went back for seconds and fucked you again, I’d be sprung. I was too cool to be stuck on one chick back then. I didn’t want you to have that kind of power over me.”

A small part of her was turned on by what Dante’ was saying. And that was ridiculous. But if she was being honest, it had her pussy jumping a little. It hadn’t been bad for her either and that was problem one hundred and fifty-nine. His sister was her former lover; she shouldn’t have enjoyed it. And she shouldn’t be talking to him now when Moana was waiting on her. She wasn’t thinking about hooking up with him again by any means, but she was flattered by his commentary.

“I don’t know what to say,” was all she offered. Because it was true.

“You don’t have to say anything. I just wanted you to know.”

Evelyn awkwardly chewed on her lip, pondering. “Well, thanks for the foresight Dante’. it was good seeing you again.” She moved him away from her door with her hand and climbed inside, shutting it hard.

“I bet your husband feels the same way,” he said, leaning in the car and fixing her with a dazzling smile. “I know he enjoys that pussy.”

Evelyn kept her eyes straight ahead, clutching the steering wheel. “Not that it’s any of your business but he does.” She cut her eyes at him. “Immensely.”

“Lucky bastard.”

“And I enjoy riding his dick. As a matter of fact, I’m on my way to ride it right now.” She started the engine, dismissing him.

He backed away from the car with his hands up. “Don’t stall on my account. I wish you were a cheater though. We could create some serious damage together.”

“Bye Dante’.”

“Heh, I’ll tell Moana I saw you. You two still friends? She doesn’t talk about you much.”

Evelyn fought to keep a poker face. They had resumed their friendship and Moana was tight-lipped with her family about it? She didn’t know what to make of that.

“Make sure you do,” was all she said. She waved her hand at him and sped off.

On the way to the lake-house, all Evelyn could think about was that strange, awkward and uncomfortably lustful encounter with Dante’. First, she’d fucked her husband after promising herself she wouldn’t before hooking up with Moana and then she’d run into Dante’ of all people, who couldn’t stop talking about how good her nookie was. Someone somewhere was working hard to distract her from her upcoming weekend with her first lover. But they were in for a rude awakening. Moana was getting this pussy. And that was that.

The lake-house was breathtakingly beautiful. It was tri-level with patios and balconies and all brick. It was surrounded by trees and had a boathouse off to the side with a firepit and lounge chairs. But the lake made the house. The moonlight reflected off of it perfectly, making it look like it was filled with crystals. Evelyn couldn’t get out of her car fast enough. She grabbed her suitcase and hiked up the long stairs, heading to the front door.

She opened it and gasped at the ambiance that greeted her. There were numerous candles lit throughout the downstairs area and rose petals were strewn all over the entryway, leading to the stairs and up. Low, sensual jazz music was playing overhead in the ceiling on speakers. Tears filled her eyes at the sight. Moana had really gone out of her way to make her at ease from arrival. With this setup, there was no doubt in her mind what weekend Moana had in store for the two of them. She just hoped it maxed her expectations.

She startled at the sound of a soft, feminine voice speaking behind her. “Mrs. Davidson?”

She unexpectantly turned around and came face to face with an attractive, coffee-complexioned, shapely Black female. She looked to be in her mid to late 30s and was dressed in a masseuse’s uniform.

Evelyn greeted the older woman with a smile. “Hello.”

The woman slowly ran her eyes over Evelyn’s body before responding. She gave her a teasing smile. “Hello.” She stuck out her hand. “I’m Rena.”

“Nice to meet you.”

“I’m a… helpmate of Moana’s. She wanted me to get this evening started for her.”

Evelyn frowned in confusion. Helpmate? That was new. And interesting. And a little unsettling. What was going on?

“Okay.”

“Don’t worry,” Rena said, sensing her discomfort. “Moana will be joining us shortly. I’m going to take good care of you until she arrives.”

Still confused, Evelyn simply nodded.

“I hope the décor and music are appealing to you.” She gestured around the room; then hopefully looked at her.

“Everything is very nice. Thanks.”

Rena nodded and closed her eyes, nodding in gratitude. “If you’ll head upstairs…” She gestured towards upstairs.

Hesitant, Evelyn started towards the stairs, careful not to step on the flowers.

“You’re very lovely,” Rena said from behind her.

“Thanks.”

When they reached the top of the stairs, Evelyn stood back to let Rena lead the way. They walked down a long-darkened hallway, then turned a corner. An ornate bathroom with open French doors greeted them. There were more rose petals along the floor and candles strategically placed throughout. Rena stood back to let her enter and Evelyn’s heart soared when she saw the huge garden tub was filled with water. Roses lay on top.

“Wow,” she breathlessly gasped.

“You like?”

“I love,” she said, grinning at Rena. “I’ve never had anything greet me like this before.”

“Well, there’s a first time for everything.” Her eyes roamed over Evelyn again and Evelyn felt her center grow warm. “I’ll leave you alone so you can get undressed.”

“Undressed?”

“Yes. For your bath.”

“Oh… Okay.”

“Moana gave specific instructions that she wanted you to relax and have fun this weekend. She wants you to be spoiled and treated like a lady. She said you deserve it.”

Evelyn happily beamed.

“So… Relax. Get undressed. And get in the tub. I’ll be back.”

Rena winked at her and smiled; then promptly left the room, shutting the door. Not waiting another minute, Evelyn eagerly did as she was told. Once she was undressed, she climbed up the three small steps leading to the tub and eased her toe in. The water was hot but not uncomfortably so. She put her other foot in the water and carefully eased down in the tub, moaning at how good the water felt against her caramel skin. She moaned and closed her eyes, grinning. She was grinning so much she feared her mouth would get stuck like that all weekend.

But Moana was right. She needed this. She deserved this. She was so thankful for her friend. Moana had gone all out by renting the lake house and setting a romantic theme to commiserate their new beginning. She tried not to think about Dante’. Or Stanley. Or the fact that she had fondly remembered her brief liaison with Dante’ and had thoroughly enjoyed fucking her husband before she left. She should enjoy making love to her husband. And Dante’ had been a great lover. But that was all in the past and she had to make peace with that. What happened from here on out, was all in her control. At least she hoped it was. She had a feeling when Moana reignited the blistering flame of lust between them, things would never be the same for her again. And she eagerly looked forward to it.

She slightly jumped when there was a soft rap on the door. “Evelyn?” Rena called.

Evelyn glanced at the door, her heart racing. “Come in,” she nervously answered.

Rena opened the door and peeked in. “Are you decent?”

Evelyn softly chuckled.

“Of course, you’re not,” Rena teased, teasingly smiling at her. She walked into the bathroom towards the bathtub. She was holding a towel and washrag in her hand. “You look comfortable.”

“I am.” It didn’t dawn on her that was Rena was a complete stranger and she felt utterly comfortable being naked in front of her. For some odd reason, she felt at ease with her. She still wondered why Moana had hired her to “take care of her” until she got there. Where the hell was, she anyway?

She curiously looked at her when Rena sat on the edge of the tub. She ran her hand back and forth in the water, her hand mere inches from Evelyn’s breasts. That warm feeling vibrated between her legs again.

“Ready for your bath?” Rena softly asked her, watching the water ripple from her roaming hand.

Evelyn swallowed. “You’re going to wash me?”

“That’s the plan.” Rena looked at her, her eyes dark. “Do you object?”

“Moana said you could?”

“Moana asked me to.”

Feelings of uncertainty mixed with wild adrenaline raced through Evelyn’s body. She felt strangely turned on, even with the sliver of doubt permeating her psyche.

“Do you not want me to?” Rena asked, watching her intensely.

The look in her eyes made Evelyn’s nipples hard. “It’s strange,” she whispered. “I thought this weekend was supposed to be about me and Moana and you’re here.”

“I’m Moana’s friend. I help her when she needs me.”

“Needs you to do what?”

“Needs me to do anything.”

“Including bathing me?”

“And whatever else she might like.”

The temperature in the room shifted. Evelyn felt her breath leave her body. She was going to leave that one alone. Moana was a mass of conflicting contradictions. To think, she had been feeling guilty for joyously fucking her husband and thinking about sex with Dante’ and Moana had started their weekend together by suggesting another woman bathe her. What kind of game was she playing? Just what did she have in store for the weekend? And why was this woman included? She defiantly decided she wasn’t going to worry about it. She was going to take each moment as it came. Besides, the day had been super weird enough already. Why not add to it?

“Okay,” she carefully acquiesced.

“You sure?”

She quietly nodded, biting her lip.

“Your hair is getting wet.” Rena reached over to the sink and retrieved a hair tie from a basket of hair products. “I better put it up for you.” She grabbed Evelyn’s thick curly hair into a messy ponytail and put the band around it.

Evelyn shivered when Rena’s warm hand grazed the back of her neck.

“You okay? Are you cold?”

Evelyn quietly sighed. “I’m good.” What the fuck?

Rena said nothing more. She simply dipped the washrag in the water, took it out, covered it with body wash, and began meticulously washing Evelyn’s back. Evelyn sat stock still. This was the closest someone had been to her naked body since marrying Stanley and it was so invasive, yet intimate. She closed her eyes, reminding herself to relax. To enjoy the process, strange as it was. Rena’s hand roamed, moving to her neck, her shoulders, then to her breasts.

Evelyn stiffened but made no move to stop her.

“I can stop,” she heard Rena quietly say.

She shook her head no. “It’s okay.”

“I’ll be gentle.”

She wanted to laugh but didn’t.

Breathe, breathe, breathe.

She kept repeating this to herself as Rena sensuously ran the rag over her breasts, focusing on the top before moving down to her areolas and nipples. Evelyn suppressed the moan threatening to surface past her lips. It felt good. So good.

“Breathe,” she heard Rena say. “I know it feels weird. But allow yourself to enjoy it. It’s okay if you like it.”

Was it okay? Where the hell was Moana? Was she somewhere watching? She got off on that thought.

Rena ran the rag round and round Evelyn’s breasts and nipples, agonizingly slow. Before she could fully enjoy it, Rena moved the rag down to her stomach and began the same process. Evelyn blew through her lips slowly.

“That’s it,” Rena said.

The rag crept down between Evelyn’s legs and Evelyn involuntarily opened them. Realizing what she’d done, her eyes shot open and she grabbed Rena’s hand, stilling it and looking at her wide-eyed.

Rena’s smile was coquettish and sexy. Still breathing, Evelyn released her hand from Moana’s and sat it to her side. Staring into her eyes, Rena drifted the rag between Evelyn’s legs. Her legs hesitantly crept open. The hot rag grazed the lips of her vagina.

Evelyn’s lips formed a quiet “oh”. Her head drifted back to the surface of the tub and her eyes closed. She didn’t know how many minutes passed before she felt wet lips covering one of her nipples. Her eyes flew open and she looked down in shock at the top of Rena’s tiny afro. Her eyes drifted down to the perfect lips circling her nipple. At the tongue that darted out to trace it.

“Ohhhh,” she purred, watching intently.

Rena briefly looked up at her and slyly grinned. Watching her, she stuck her tongue back out and traced it around and around her taut nipple. The rag drifted from her hand and her thumb pressed hard against Evelyn’s clit.

“Ssss,” Evelyn tensed, trying to close her legs.

“Open,” Rena demanded.

“Wait,” Evelyn said, moving back. “I can’t… This isn’t… I don’t…”

“This is what Moana wants,” Rena emphasized. “Don’t you want to give her what she wants? What you want?’

“I… I thought that included me and her.”

“It does. And it will. This is the preliminary.”

“She told you to do all this? To touch me? To…”

“Nothing is done without her consent or permission.”

Evelyn blinked, confused. Her head was foggy with so many questions that demanded answers. But she also wanted more. She wanted Rena’s hands back on her. Her lips. Her long tongue. She wanted Rena to do more. So much more.

Her heart accelerated as she gazed into Rena’s mesmerizing midnight eyes. “Is she watching us?” she whispered.

Rena lightly shrugged. “Maybe.”

“Where is she?”

“She’s around.”

“Where?”

“Do you want me to finish bathing you Evelyn?”

Evelyn paused, not trusting herself to answer.

“Do you remember what it felt like the first time you were with Moana?”

“She told you about that?”

“Remember how forbidden it felt? Salacious? Wrong but so sweet? Remember how your body felt?”

Evelyn breathlessly watched her, remembering every detail about that first night and feeling her pussy throb with the memory.

“You’re feeling that way right now, aren’t you? What I’m doing to you feels forbidden. Salacious. Naughty and wrong. But so right. And you like it. Moana wants all of that recaptured at a different angle. This is the buildup. By the time you have the ultimate release, it will feel… like a rebirth. Exquisite relief from torture. You’re going to want me to make you cum. But I’m not going to. That’s her job. Now do you want me to finish? Or do you want to wait on her?”

Evelyn was trembling. She wanted this so bad. The thrill and desire of it all almost drove her insane. She needed and wanted to embrace whatever the rest of this night had in store.

Reading her mind, Rena put the rag to the side and grabbed the body wash. She squeezed some into her hands and rubbed them together. She put her hands to Evelyn’s beasts and massaged them, groping them, squeezing them, jiggling them. Evelyn watched Rena’s hands on her, panting. Rena’s fingers twisted her nipples. She ran her hands over the length of Evelyn’s breasts, again and again, enamored.

“Your breasts are so perfect. Just amazing. Stand up.”

On shaky legs, Evelyn did as she was told. Rena was face to face with her wet bush. She looked up at Evelyn and licked her lips.

“You have no idea how sexy your pussy is with all that coverage.”

Evelyn nervously smiled.

“You want me to wash your pussy with my hands?”

Evelyn shakily exhaled and nodded.

Rena squeezed the wash into her hands and placed them to Evelyn’s bush, stroking and washing.

“Mmmm,” Evelyn said, throwing her head back.

Rena’s hands roamed her pussy, her thick thighs, her legs; then came back up to her round, plumb hips.

“Turn around and bend over.”

On automatic pilot, Evelyn turned and placed her hands on the edge of the tub, her ass directly in Rena’s face.

“Yessssssss,” Rena hissed. She slapped Evelyn’s ass cheeks and Evelyn loudly gasped. “Nice, fat ass.”

She drowned her hands with body wash and massaged it into Evelyn’s fat cheeks, her touch aggressive and a bit wild.

“Moana knows how much I love a fat, juicy ass. She’s one lucky woman. Gets to have her face in this pretty thing as much as she wants this weekend.”

She pressed her face to Evelyn’s ass and rubbed it around, groaning loud and long. Evelyn’s legs began trembling and almost gave way. She was beyond turned on. So turned on her mind was turned off. But everything was heightened and intensified. She was aware of the heaviness and rush of her own breathing and Rena’s too. Sounds were louder. Touch was more pronounced. Emotions were spasmic. My God, this was everything.

Rena used her hands to rinse off Evelyn’s ass and legs; then turned her around and did the same to her breasts, stomach, and pussy. Evelyn opened her legs a width so that Rena could rinse between her folds. She glanced up in the mirror across the room and was smothered in lust at the image of Rena sitting in front of her, rinsing her naked body. The sight was unbearably naughty and sexy. Her body looked beautiful to her and Rena, still dressed in the sleeveless masseuse uniform, was the image of seduction with her dark chocolate skin clashing with her caramel.

“It’s your birthday today, right?” Rena asked, breaking her thoughts.

Distracted, Evelyn looked down at her. “Yes.”

Rena leaned forward and kissed her pussy. “Happy birthday.” She kissed her pussy again and Evelyn’s clit twitched.

“Th-Thank you,” she stuttered, her skin aflame with arousal.

“How old are you?”

“Same age as Moana. 27.”

“Your pussy is aging very nicely.”

Looking into her eyes, Rena kept softly kissing her pussy. She reached her hands up and touched Evelyn’s large breasts, stroking them sensuously.

“Let’s go into the bedroom,” she said, abruptly stopping and standing to her feet. Without waiting on a reply, she turned and walked into the adjoining bedroom.

Blinking dumbly and taken aback by the abrupt change, Evelyn carefully stepped out of the bathtub, walked down the small steps and robotically followed Rena into the bedroom. More candles, roses, and music greeted her in the large, moderately decorated room. And a masseuse table stood in the center.

Rena gestured to the table. “Lie down.”

Evelyn hovered in the doorway. Timidly, she walked into the room and laid down on the table face down.

“Perfect,” Rena drawled. “Have you ever had a professional massage before?”

“I haven’t.”

“Well, you’re in for a treat.”

Rena grabbed a bottle of coconut oil from a small table and squeezed, letting the oil drip all over Evelyn’s body. She replaced the bottle and went to work, expertly massaging Evelyn’s perfect skin. Evelyn sighed into the hole in the table. She closed her eyes, savoring every moment. Rena was born for this. The way she touched her was… Indescribable. Her hands all over her felt like daggers of sin, embedding themselves into her skin. And when she turned her over and worked on her front…

“That feels fucking amazing,” she dazedly whispered, marveling at Rena’s strong hands on her breasts, stomach, and legs.

Rena went to the front of the table and ran her hands up her thighs, parting them. Evelyn opened her eyes, legs willfully falling open. Rena gave her a delicious smile and massaged the inside of her pussy.

“Ohhhhhhhh,” Evelyn exhaled.

Rena parted her lips with her right-hand fingers; then used her left thumb to circle Evelyn’s engorged clit.

“Rena…”

Her pussy was a symphony of wet squishes and pops as Rena explored her pussy, in and out. Her fingers tickled the thick hair on her twat. Evelyn’s chest rose and fall with quivering breaths. Rena walked around to the side of the table and leaned down, inhaling one of her breasts.

“Hold your titty to my mouth,” she growled.

Evelyn firmly held her fat titty in both hands and smushed it to Rena’s lips. Rena naughtily laughed, sucking hard. Evelyn cried out, watching Rena’s lips and tongue on her. Her finger continued to explore Evelyn’s dripping pussy while she hungrily sucked.

“Oh my God,” Evelyn moaned. “Uh. Uh. Yes. Rena, yes.”

“That’s enough,” came a calm, sexy voice from the other side of the room.

Both ladies immediately halted and looked at one another, Evelyn’s mouth frozen in a cry of “uuhhhh.” Jointly, they looked towards the voice and stilled when they saw Moana standing there.


Chapter 3

Evelyn’s mouth went immediately dry. Moana didn’t look angry or jealous or even betrayed. She looked sexy as fuck. She was wearing a form-fitting red pantsuit that highlighted her perky tits at the vest and snugly fit her wide hips. She had on light makeup and wore her hair loose. A sly smile covered her mahogany lips.

“Hi Moana,” Rena easily said, standing up. She didn’t look the least bit flustered or guilty.

“Rena,” Moana nodded. “You look like you were having fun.”

“I was.”

“And what about you Evelyn? You sounded like you were having an amazing time.”

“I… I was.”

Moana lightly laughed and bowed her head in acknowledgment. “I hate to bring your enticing fun to an end, but Rena has to say goodbye now.”

Evelyn uneasily looked over at Rena, who gave her an encouraging smile. “Thank you,” she said. “I guess.”

Rena winked at her and stroked her nipple with her thumb. Evelyn’s pussy let off a small explosion. Goddamn, she wanted more.

“It was my pleasure,” Rena slurred.

She confidently sashayed towards the door, pausing to give Moana a light kiss on the cheek. “Thank you.”

“Thank you, Rena. You got her nice and ready for me.”

“And wet,” Rena whispered, giggling coquettishly. “Hope I can see you again soon Evelyn,” she said over her shoulder.

She left the room and shut the door.

Silence permeated the room as the two former lovers looked at one another.

“Enjoying your birthday?” Moana eventually asked, breaking the silence.

“Without a mother fucking doubt,” Evelyn giggled. She stopped, feeling shy all of a sudden. She still naked on the massage table. Exposed. Spread open. “I have so many questions.”

Sexual urgency darkened Moana’s eyes as she walked over to her. “Not now. Later.”

She pulled Evelyn up from the table with one hand so that she was sitting up facing her and grabbed her arms, kissing her angrily. Evelyn deeply moaned and surrendered. My God, it had been so long since she’d benefitted from the thrill of Moana’s flawless kisses.

Moana grabbed her hair and pulled, deepening the kiss. They were both breathless when she pulled away minutes later.

“You taste like everything right and wrong in the world,” Moana huskily replied, staring into her eyes.

Evelyn didn’t know how to take that. “Were you watching us?” she suddenly asked. “Me and Rena?”

Moana cocked an eyebrow. “Does it matter?”

“No, but I’d like to know.”

“Did you like it?” Moana asked, ignoring her question. “It’s okay if you did.”

Evelyn was still struggling to breathe after their fiery kiss. She closed her eyes and swallowed. “Yes.”

“She’s not a match for me,” Moana cockily said. “I assure you that.”

“I know. I remember how it felt when you touched me.”

Moana’s smooth hands caressed her bare thighs. “Remember that first night?”

“Every single detail.”

“It’s never been like that with anyone since. Ever.”

“For me either,” Evelyn sincerely confessed. “Not my husband. Not tonight with Rena. I mean, being honest. I do enjoy him. I enjoyed her.”

I enjoyed your brother too!

Shut up!

She redirected her mind and reached up to stroke Moana’s hair. “But they’re not you.”

All thoughts of sentiment and romance seemed to leave Moana’s mind as her eyes trailed over Evelyn’s enviable body.

“I think about this body every goddamn day,” she rasped, slapping Evelyn’s massive boobs together. They made a loud popping noise each time they connected. Moana hissed through her teeth at the sight and sound. “Jesus Christ, they’re even bigger than they were then. What size are the now?

“J.”

“Oh my God,” Moana said, leaning down to push them in her mouth. Evelyn’s body immediately tensed with red hot desire. Moana sloppily sucked on her tits, kissing them loudly between hard sucks. She pulled away to massage them and gawk at them. “Mmph, mmph, mmph,” she grunted, before diving in again.

Evelyn dreamily gazed down at her, enjoying the sight and sounds of Moana on her breasts once again, after so many tortuous sleepless nights. Moana’s fourplay and pussy play skills were more than what her husband could ever dream to inhabit. Her husband!

“Oh shit!” she scrambled, abruptly pushing Moana away. “I forgot to call my husband and my kids.”

“Later,” Moana said, leaning back to her boobs.

“No! I promised them I’d call when I got here! I’ve already been here over an hour. I have to call them.”

Moana shook her head. “I spoke to Stanley and told him you are not to be disturbed all weekend. Your mother knows this as well.”

“When did you talk to them?”

“When you first got here. So, they know you’re here. And so do the kids.”

“And they agreed to your terms?” Evelyn was in disbelief. No way had Stanley backed down.

“I told them we were at a retreat that requires complete silence and isolation from the outside world. I told them there are no exceptions and if you break the rules, you’re exiled. I told them the fees are nonrefundable and no way in hell was I trying to lose money I’d paid for us to have a blissful weekend and for you to have a good birthday.”

That was inventive.

Evelyn still felt bad about her babies. Her heart ached at how disappointed they must be that she’d broken her promise. “I need to talk to my kids.”

“The kids are fine,” Moana insisted, standing her up from the table and walking her over to the bed. “Your mother told me they are at the fair that’s taking place in town with some friends and are having a ball. They haven’t asked about you once.”

“Are you sure?”

“I’m sure. You can call when we’re done. I promise. Just tell them the hosts made an exception one time for them. But for them only. Not Stanley.”

She said Stanley with a suck of her teeth and Evelyn smiled, knowing she was jealous and couldn’t stand him.

“Okay,” she acquiesced, giving her a beautiful smile.

“Good. Can we get back to us now?”

“Yes. Please.”

Moana tightened her arms around her. “Do you know how long I’ve been wanting this? How long I’ve been wanting you?”

“You did a great job holding back all these years.”

“It wasn’t easy, trust me. I was trying to do the right thing with you being married and all.” She rolled her eyes again.

“So, what made you change your mind? Why now?”

“Because I’m a selfish bitch and I’m impatient and I want what I want when I want it. And I’ve waited long enough. And please don’t make me wait more by doing all this talking.”

“I’m just surprised you took things this far.”

“I wanted you to have a monumental birthday in many ways.”

“Well, it’s definitely been that way so far.”

“And I’ve been dying… you hear me? Dying to eat this pussy.” She ran her fingers through Evelyn’s pussy hair and Evelyn visibly shivered. “Ever since we were 16 and I first put my fingers in it. Ever since I first saw it.”

Evelyn ran her fingers through Moana’s tight curls, drifting them over her neck and back. “Sooooo… why didn’t you? I wanted you to.” She shyly looked at her.

“I wanted to be sure I knew what I was doing. I wanted experience first.”

Evelyn frowned. “Experience?”

Moana sat her down on the bed and sat beside her, facing her. “You’re the first girl I ever touched. Ever. I didn’t even know I liked girls until we were lying in bed together that night. When I started touching you, it all made sense. Why I never got excited kissing a boy. Why I cringed when they touched me. Why I cried every time I had sex with a man…”

“Really?”

“I stopped talking to you because I didn’t know how to take it. We were taught homosexuality is wrong and dirty and a sin in my family. I didn’t want to go to hell. So I shut you out. Avoided you. Ended our friendship. And I have regretted it every day of my life. Because I wasted so much time.” She ran the back of her hand over Evelyn’s breasts, gazing at them. “So much time. When I went away to college, all bets were off. I went buck wild. I experimented. Slept with so many girls and women I lost count.”

“Please. Spare me the details.”

“No, seriously. I got to know myself. I got to embrace my sexuality. Learned what I liked and didn’t like. How to really please a woman and make them feel good. Learned I’m a giver as much as a receiver. I also realized I have… certain tastes and appetites that are unconventional. Like watching two women I’m attracted to have sex with one another, for instance.”

Evelyn smiled in irony. “Oh. That explains it.”

“I like what I like,” Moana said, casually shrugging her hands. “It’s a turn on for me. I make no apologies for it. But as far as me and you… When we ran into one another again, it was like nirvana for me. Finally. Finally, I had my best friend back. But you had moved on and had a family and a husband, and I convinced myself I could respect that. But each day it got harder and harder for me not to touch you, not to kiss you, not to taste you…. To keep living a lie in my public life and with the people I love. So, I decided to do something about it.

​“I realize it’s a risk, with you being married and my family still not knowing about me and my sexuality. I know it’s a risk for our friendship. But at this point, if losing our friendship means I gain a hot, willing, lover to explore and be wild and naughty with, I’m good with that. How about you?”

“I’m here, aren’t I?”

“That doesn’t mean you’re all in. You have a lot to lose. After this weekend, I know I’m going to want to have more. I don’t want it to end on Sunday. Before we continue, I need to know we won’t go back to things being awkward and weird again. I don’t want your guilt to get in the way.”

“What makes you think I’ll feel guilty?”

“You were spazzing out because you didn’t call you kids and husband when you got here.”

“Yeah, but that was more about my kids, not Stanley.” She sat closer to Moana. “I want this Moana. More than you’ll ever know. And I’ll want it after Monday. No second thoughts. No abrupt endings. No weird, awkward shit. I promise. Let’s do this.”

Moana seductively looked at her and ran her fingers over her pussy hair. “What do you want to do?”

Evelyn leaned forward and tenderly kissed her, looking at her. She put her hands to Moana’s full breasts and squeezed. “I want you to eat my pussy,” she whispered. “I want you to play in my pussy and suck my tits like you used to. And I want you to fuck me.”

She slowly undid Moana’s blouse and slid it down her shoulders. She stared at her pretty breasts in her plain, beige bra. “I want you to teach me,” she finished.

“First things first,” Moana said, moving her hands. “This weekend is all about you. We can worry about me later.”

Evelyn gleefully smiled. “No complaints from me.”

“From here on out…” Moana leaned down to Evelyn’s erect nipple and slowly licked. Evelyn softly moaned and she smiled. “No conversation. Just moans, groans, and whatever obscenities comes out. Open your legs.”

Evelyn opened her legs.

“Hold your titties and feed them to me.”

Evelyn firmly grasped her tits and leaned them to Moana’s open mouth. Her eyes closed and her own mouth opened as Moana began passionately sucking.

“Yes,” Evelyn purred.

“Best titties ever,” Moana growled. She slid two more fingers between Evelyn’s legs and ran them all over her pussy.

“Yessssss,” she hissed. “Rena got this pussy nice and wet for me. Nice and slushy.”

Evelyn’s body jerked in response.

Moana ran one finger up and down Evelyn’s slit; then twirled it round and round her center, groaning madly at the moisture.

“That feels so good,” Evelyn gasped.

“Your pussy feels amazing. So wet. So fucking wet.”

Evelyn moved her body in rhythm with Moana’s fingering and moved her chest back and forth to meet Moana’s demanding tongue. Moana moaned her appreciation, sucking harder and louder and applying pressure to Evelyn’s pussy. Her thumb caressed her clit in mesmerizing circles.

“Ohhhh. Ohhhh. Ohhh fuck. Fuck.”

Moana suddenly stopped and slapped Evelyn on her ass, winking at her. “Climb all the way up on the bed. That way we can really have some fun.”

Evelyn turned on all fours and climbed to the head of the bed, making sure her ass was extra high for Moana’s viewing pleasure.

“Best goddamn ass ever,” Moana said, crawling behind her.

Evelyn laid back on the bed and opened her legs, anxiously waiting.

She trembled as Moana ran her hand all over her body, kneading here, massaging there, and fondling the intimate places. Evelyn couldn’t stop moaning. Moana’s hands on her felt so good and naughty. Pausing briefly again, Moana quickly removed the rest of her clothing, exposing her plus-sized but flawlessly sexy figure.

Evelyn crookedly smiled. “You’re so beautiful.”

“Not as beautiful as you.”

Moana crawled on the bed towards her and laid her body on top of her, gazing into her eyes. She threaded her fingers in Evelyn’s wild hair and lovingly kissed her. Evelyn threw her arms around her and ran her hands over her back. She drifted them down to her ass and aggressively rubbed.

“I told you you’re not allowed to touch me,” Moana rasped, smacking her hard on the ass.

“But you feel so good, I can’t help it.”

“You’re going to have to help it or I will restrain you,” Moana said, intently looking at her.

Evelyn easily smiled. “Your loss.”

Moana placed small kisses all over Evelyn’s neck, moving down to her breasts. She inhaled them, going back and forth between them, tasting Evelyn with unrestrained pleasure. Evelyn laid there and let her have it all. It felt better than it had when they were teenagers. She was so thankful for this moment; so thankful to have a friend who was also her lover. Being with Moana was magical. Being with a woman was surprisingly fun and naughty.

Moana began moving against her, grinding her pussy against hers. The electric friction of Moana’s hairy pussy against hers sent jolts of fire all across Evelyn’s body. She was too speechless to make one sound, looking down at the beauty of their bodies firmly meshed together. Moana’s thick body on top of her smaller one felt heavy but satisfying. Dominant but comforting.

She looked up into Moana’s eyes with a wildness that sent a visible tremor through Moana. A guttural growl slid up the base of her throat with each winding of her hips against Evelyn’s widely spread legs.

“Fuck baby, you feel sooooo good,” she said.

“You too Moana. I always knew it would be like this.”

“You ain’t seen nothing yet.”

Unable to resist the thrill of tasting her much longer, Moana stopped moving against her and began kissing her neck, shoulders, arms, and stomach, before moving to her breasts. She sucked them like they held the key to everlasting nourishment, almost choking from trying to fit the whole juicy tit in her mouth. She put her fingers between Evelyn’s still spread legs and began fingering her again.

“Oh my God,” she gasped at the drenchness gathered there.

“Yes Moana,” Evelyn whined, moving her head back and forth. “Yes. Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”

Continuing to finger her, Moana slid her tongue down Evelyn’s body and paused at her pussy, sniffing loudly. She ran her tongue through Evelyn’s hairs, laughing delightfully as Evelyn thrashed against her and pulled her hair.

“Stop teasing me,” Evelyn wildly rasped. “Eat me now. Now goddamnit.”

Moana’s mouth hovered above her clit. She blew softly and Evelyn’s body jolted. “You want me to taste this cat, bestie?”

“God yes,” Evelyn pleaded, near tears. “Stop teasing me. Take it. Now.”

Naughtily looking up at her, Moana stuck out her long tongue and teasingly dragged it across Evelyn’s clit.

Evelyn’s eyes shot open and she looked down at Moana, speechless. Moana continued to watch her, running her tongue over her protruding clit in a lazy, snake-like motion.

“Moanaaaaaa…”

Moana spread her pussy lips wide and peered inside, licking her lips. “Oh my God. Such a pretty pussy.”

Closing her eyes, she stuck her tongue deep inside Evelyn’s pussy and started eating. She ate like she was starving, like she was dying. She ate like she loved eating pussy. She ate Evelyn’s pussy like she was in love with her pussy, making animal-like, insatiable noises with each flick of her tongue; with each suck of her lips.

“My God,” Evelyn whimpered, running her fingers over Moana’s face. She kept her eyes trained on Moana’s roving tongue. “My God, yes. Yes bestie.”

“Oh my God, your pussy tastes so fucking good. Even better than I imagined. I love this pussy!”

Moana dug her nails in Evelyn’s hips and arched her to her face, slaving away at her tasty pussy. Evelyn drew her knees back to her chest; then stretched her legs high and wide in the air in a perfect V.

“Hoooooooh my God. Hoooooh my God. Baby! Baby!”

Moana’s only response was wild out of control noises while she sloppily ate the pussy she had been dreaming of for years on end. Every time they were alone. Every time they were out with friends. Every time she watched Evelyn’s ass switch in those tight skirts and those heavy titties sway beneath loose blouses and tight halter tops. Every time she sat down and forgot to close her legs, showing off whatever panties she’d worn that day. She took all that aggression out on Evelyn’s pussy, showing it no mercy. She ran her hands up her chest and played with the breasts made only for her. Everything belonged to her. Everything was hers. Not Stanley’s. Hers. From the first moment she’d touched her.

Time was suspended as Moana made love to her with her mouth, not coming up for air once, only to tell her how good she tasted and to ask if she was making her feel good. She turned her over on her stomach and began to ferociously eat out her ass, holding her ass cheeks open, digging her tongue deep in the crevices of Evelyn’s ridiculously fat, juicy ass. Evelyn assisted in holding her ass open, her eyes in the back of her head as she bucked her buns to Moana’s face. Moana stuck her finger deep in her pussy and Evelyn’s eyes flew open. She stared at nothing in particular, a look of sexual shock on her face while Evelyn tag teamed her ass and pussy. Nothing had ever felt more amazing.

“Oh my God,” she panted. “I’m coming. I’m coming Moana. I’m coming!”

She did and it was unbearably explosive. She rode Moana’s face as waves of titanic proportions ricocheted her body from one corner to the next. Drool emitted from her mouth and she was so glad Moana couldn’t see. Before she could gather herself or stop shaking, she felt a titillating vibration moving against her clit. She felt it before she heard it. Moana had pulled out a toy and was using it on her. Still weak, she moved against Moana to turn over so she could look at it. To her delight, it was a Magic Wand massager. She had experienced the thrill of one during the nights she wasn’t in the mood to fuck Stanley or whenever she was alone and couldn’t stop thinking about the wonderful things Moana used to do to her body. And now Moana was using one on her. Have mercy.

She held her pussy lips open and blindly gazed down at the magnificent toy as Moana slowly ran it over the length of her pussy, inside her pussy and then finally her clit. She ran it around in circles and Evelyn used her hips to follow it.

“Moana’s good to that pussy, isn’t she?” Moana teased, winking at her.

Evelyn silently nodding, still watching.

Moana began licking her while simultaneously using the toy and Evelyn exploded again, screaming and crying. Moana didn’t stop. She kept going. She moved the wand in and out of her, fucking her in deliberate strokes. Evelyn grabbed her stomach, struggling to keep her legs open. But it was too much. Too damn much. It felt too good.

“Don’t fight it,” Moana said. “Stop fighting it.”

“I’m going to come again bestie. Holy shit!”

“That’s what I’m here for boo. Cum as many times as you want. We have all the time in the world. And we have so much time to make up for. I should’ve got in this pussy a long time ago.”

That did it. She erupted again, calling God, Jesus, Lord and everyone else up there. Moana still showed her no mercy or gave her time to rest. She needed water. She needed to sleep for a minute.

Nothing doing.

“Sit on my face,” Moana grumbled, slapping her on the ass. She turned on her back and waited while Evelyn weakly got to her knees and turned to face her, putting each leg on either side of hers. She scurried up to Moana’s face and leaned her head against the leather headboard, gripping the sheets. Moana spread her pussy lips.

“Good ass pussy,” she whispered. She gave her pussy a long, firm lick. “This some good ass pussy.” She started soundly eating her pussy again and Evelyn’s mouth dropped open. She grinded her pussy against Moana’s face, crying out.

“That’s it baby. Feed me that pussy. Feed it to me.”

Evelyn reached behind her to grab her own hips and pressed her pussy harder against Moana’s face.

“Goddamn,” Moana slurred, slurping her pussy.

“Moana! Fuck!”

Evelyn bucked harder and faster on Moana’s face and released a silent cry in a cascade of tears when she came. Moana still wasn’t done with her.

She looked up at Evelyn with a wicked grin, her face glazed with Evelyn’s juices. “Stand up,” she said, slapping both of her ass cheeks.

“I can’t,” Evelyn panted. “I’m going to pass out.”

“Later for that. I need you on your feet. Now.”

Evelyn managed to weakly drag herself off of Moana. She stood on weak legs while Moana rolled over from the bed to the floor, not missing a beat. She sat up on her knees, held firm to Evelyn’s ass and sneakily looked up at her.

“Put your foot on the bed,” she ordered.

Staring down at her, Evelyn did as she was told. She was weak as fuck, but Moana managed to bring out the fowl temptress in her with no effort. She was a complete slut for her bestie and felt no worries or guilt about it.

“Spread our pussy open for me… Yeah, just like that.” She shook her head. “I swear your pussy is so sexy. The hair down here is just as pretty as the hair on your head.”

Evelyn lightly giggled.

“I can’t believe I waited so long for this pussy.” Still holding tight to Evelyn’s body, she stuck her tongue in her pussy, licking it in slow, deliberate strokes.

“Oh God,” Evelyn moaned, throwing her head back. She sensuously rotated her hips in circles, dipping low and bringing them back up to meet Moana’s unyielding tongue.

“That’s right. Feed it to me. Feed that pussy to me, just like that. Feed me Stanley’s pussy.”

“Fuck Moana…”

“Stanley’s wife got some good pussy.”

“Oh, my God…”

“It turns you on when I talk like that, doesn’t it?”

“Fuck yes, keep doing that. I like that.”

Lost in the abyss of Moana’s insanely over the top lovemaking, it was minutes before Evelyn noticed the lone figure at the bedroom door. Dazed, she was staring up at the ceiling, listening to Moana’s salacious dirty talk, when she moved her eyes to look back down at Moana’s head. Her eyes caught the figure at the door and widened.

Rena was standing there. In panties and no bra. She had her hand deep in her panties. And she was fingering herself, while she watched them. Evelyn was momentarily distracted by the loveliness of Rena’s body: slim, athletic build, with enviably perky breasts and raisin colored nipples. She licked her lips. Rena caught her eyes and put her finger to her lips, indicating she wanted her to keep quiet. She inadvertently nodded. No way in hell did she want Moana to catch sight of what was going on and end it. She got off on watching Rena. She got off on Rena’s beautiful body. She really got off on her watching them.


Chapter 4

Rena pumped her hips, while Evelyn rocked hers against Moana’s face. She reached down and held Moana’s head, holding her in place.

“Mmmmmmmmmm-hmmmmmmmmmm,” Moana enthusiastically groaned.

Evelyn’s mouth dropped open in desire as Rena fingered her pussy faster. She pulled one of her long, pointy nipples to her lips and languidly sucked, holding eye contact with her. It wasn’t long before they climaxed together. Evelyn screamed; Rena put her hand against the wall, bracing herself and closing her eyes, staying silent. Overcome, Evelyn began sobbing. Her eyes involuntarily closed. When she opened them again, Rena was gone. Her eyes wildly searched the hallway looking for her, but she was nowhere to be found. It made her sad. Briefly.

“You alright?” Moana asked, smiling up at her.

Evelyn rapidly blinked; then looked down at her, bewildered. She gave her a tired smile and rubbed the sides of her mouth. “Your face is covered with me.”

Evelyn sniffed her top lip and closed her eyes, smiling. “And I smell like you. I love it.”

“Can I go to sleep now?”

“Not quite yet,” Moana said, standing to her feet.

Evelyn fell to the bed, curling into a ball. “Moana please…”

“Not yet,” she stressed. Evelyn could hear her moving about the room, but she was too exhausted to open her eyes.

“What more could you possibly want to do to me?” she slurred, drifting off to sleep.

She got her answer when she felt something poking her in the butt. She was immediately roused awake. She glanced behind her, startled. Moana was behind her, giving her that sneaky, devil may care smile.

“Fuck you,” she answered.

Evelyn strained her neck to look down at the object resting between her butt cheeks. Her eyes widened at the harness around Moana’s waist and the lifelike dick hanging from her pussy.

“You have a fake dick?”

“Objection boo. I have a dick.”

“One that is not attached to your body.”

“It’s still my dick.”

Evelyn sucked her teeth and fought to keep her eyes open. “And what do you plan on doing with it?”

“What do you think? You game?”

“I’m not sure.”

Moana placed her hand against Evelyn’s back and pushed her on her stomach. She hiked her up to her knees and jacked up her ass.

“Wait!” Evelyn objected.

“What?”

“Don’t I have a say?”

“You already said yes when you let me put you on your knees.”

Evelyn bit her lip. “I’m scared.”

“Why? Scared you might like it?”

She slightly shrugged. “I guess.”

“You will. What do the guys say? Just let me put the tip in.”

Evelyn laughed. “You’re trying to kill me.”

Moana ran her hands over Evelyn’s rotund ass and slapped her butt cheeks hard. Evelyn gasped and clenched the sheets, closing her eyes. Moana ran her finger down Evelyn’s still dripping wet pussy and sucked her finger.

“Baby, your cup just keeps runneth-ing over.”

“I’ve never stayed wet like this with anyone else. This shit is weird.”

“I’m getting ready to fuck the shit out of you,” Moana said, licking her ass.

“You are trying to kill me.”

“Why on earth would I want you dead? Then I couldn’t eat your pussy anymore. Like now.”

Moana got on her knees and ducked her head to slowly and broadly lick Evelyn’s pussy from the back.

“Goddamn Moana,” Evelyn moaned, moving her ass against her.

Moana licked her pussy for several minutes; then sat up on her knees. She gently eased her dick inside Evelyn’s quivering pussy and slowly moved in and out of her.

“Oh,” Evelyn whimpered.

“That feel good?”

Evelyn silently nodded.

Moana rubbed the side of her ass and slapped it, before rubbing it and smacking it again. “I love fucking you,” she rasped. “I’ve been wanting to do this for ages. I’m so thankful you’re giving me this pussy bestie. This good ass wet pussy.”

“Moana! Faster Moana! Faster!”

Effortlessly, Moana followed orders. Her eyes stayed trained on Evelyn’s jiggling bootie while she pounded in and out of her. She held tight to the sides of her ass and pulled Evelyn’s hair, giggling with delight as Evelyn released scream after scream of unhinged and unapologetic desire.

“Moanaaaaaaa. Fuck me baby. Yes, fuck me!”

“You like that dick?”

“I love it! I love that dick!”

“Stanley’s wife love Moana’s big dick in this wet pussy?”

Evelyn sat up on her hands, her mouth open wide, her eyes closed, her gasps compulsive, overcome.

“I said DO. STANLEY’S. WIFE. LOVE. THIS. BIG. DICK. IN. THIS. WET. PUSSY!!!” Her thrusts hit with every word she spoke, slapping Evelyn’s huge titties against her check in rhythm. Moana growled, thinking of how sexy they must look hitting her chest. She whipped Evelyn on to her back and held her legs open, still sitting up on her knees while she fucked her silly.

“Answer me!”

“Yes! I love this dick in my husband’s pussy!” Evelyn screamed through her teeth. “Fuck, I love it!”

Moana gradually increased her speed and Evelyn dug her nails in her ass. She slapped both sides of her ass and kept doing it while Moana continued to fuck her. Her head moved back and forth across the pillow, her mouth emitting nonsensical words and phrases. She was done. She had never been fucked so good in her life. Not by her husband, not by Moana’s brother’s, not by anyone. Speaking of which… She was so glad she hadn’t come clean and told Moana about her selfish, impulsive tryst with Dante’ all those years ago, even about seeing him at the gas station. It wouldn’t have been worth it, and she might not be getting the fuck of her life right now. Holy shit, Moana was so skilled, so gifted at this. All these years… All this time… It had all been worth it. She needed to have more birthdays like this.

Later…

Much, much later, Moana and Evelyn lay exhausted in each-other’s arms. They had opened the windows to let the night air in and enjoyed listening to the sounds of country life drifting in through the windows. Evelyn had finally called her kids and spoke to them and was relieved they were doing okay. She wasn’t sure if she should be glad or offended that they didn’t seem to miss her. Stanley had gotten on the phone asking a million questions and she had rushed him off, refusing to answer most of them. Moana was sucking her tits and playing in her pussy while she was talking to him, and she kind of got off on him not knowing all the naughty things she was doing with her bestie. Guilt was a foreign emotion to her at this point. She had made her decision and she was living with it.

She and Moana didn’t speak of what would happen after the weekend and it wasn’t necessary. There was an unspoken agreement that it would continue.

The weekend passed without another word or sighting from Rena. Evelyn was kind of disappointed. Moana took good and care of her body all weekend in various wicked ways. By the time Sunday rolled around, she could hardly keep her eyes open or walk. Moana served her breakfast in bed and gave her a bath before they both dressed and said goodbye.

“So, now what?” Evelyn asked at the door, before they went to their separate cars.

“You tell me,” Moana said, giving her a smug smile.

Evelyn uneasily shrugged and looked down at the ground. “It’s different on the outside of these walls.”

“It doesn’t have to be.”

Evelyn seriously looked at her. “I don’t want it to be.”

“You have to know something: I don’t like sharing. Not for long anyway.”

“That’s understandable.”

“But I’m not unrealistic either. I know your situation. I’m not trying to break up a happy home. But I’m not playing second fiddle forever either.”

“Understood.”

“So, that being said… I’m here. Until I ain’t.”

“So, when it gets too hot to handle, you’re just going to leave again without a word.”

Moana shrugged nonchalantly.

“You’re a selfish bitch.”

Moana peevishly smiled at her.

“Alright,” Evelyn breezily said, putting her arms around her. “You’re lucky you’re Grade A with that tongue.”

“You’re lucky that pussy is top notch.”

“No bitch, you’re lucky.”

Moana playfully growled at her and soundly kissed her. “Well, I guess I’ll see you at the next group gathering.”

“I guess we’ll be sneaking off to do some dirty things.”

“Now you’re talking my language.”

They held hands and walked down the porch stairs to their waiting vehicles. They opened their driver side doors and stood longingly staring at one another.

“Thank you for my birthday weekend,” Evelyn said. “It’s definitely one I will never forget.”

“Why are you stalling?”

“I’m not. It’s just hard to go back to normal life after this.”

“It’s only temporary.”

“When is the next gathering again?”

“Next weekend.”

“Perfect,” Evelyn said, grinning wide.

Moana winked at her and got in her car. “See you next week,” she called out the window. She immediately started her car and drove away.

Evelyn stood wistfully staring after her for a long while, battling her newfound freedom and raw sexuality with her “normal.” She jumped with a start when her cell phone began ringing. Hoping it was Moana saying she was coming back for one more round, she yanked it out her purse. She groaned when she saw it was Stanley.

She fought the attitude bubbling in her chest and answered with a smile. “Hey babe.”

“It’s after noon,” he barked without saying hello. “You coming home or what?”

“Hey babe.”

“Okay, you’ve had your weekend and your little fun or whatever. It’s time to come back home to your family.”

“I’m coming baby.”

“Good. Hurry up. I’m horny as fuck and these kids are driving me crazy. Fuck me and then take them out so I can sleep. I’m over this Dad shit.”

Not waiting on a reply, he hung up the phone. Evelyn threw her phone back in her purse and climbed in her car, slamming the door.

“Back to the bullshit,” she snarled, starting her engine.

She threw her head back against the seat and closed her eyes, sighing. Forming an idea, she yanked her phone back out her purse and promptly dialed Moana’s number.

“Yes Tasty?” she answered after two rings.

“Is tomorrow night too soon for you?”
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